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ACT 1.

SCENE 1. London. A4 Street.

Enter GLoSTER.

Gloster.

Now is the winter of our discontent

Made glorious summer by this sun of York; *)
And all the clouds, that lowr’d upon our house,
In the deep bosom of the ocean bury’d.

Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths;
Our bruised arms hung up for monuments;

Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings,

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 2)
Grim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front;
And now, — instead of mounting barbed steeds, 3)
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, —
He capers *) nimbly in a lady’s chamber,

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.

But I, — that am not shap’d for sportive tricks,
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;

I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty,
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;

1, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 5)
Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time

Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,
And that so lamely and unfashionable,

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them;
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Why I, in this weak piping time of peace,

Have no delight to pass away the time;

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun,

And descant en mine own deformity;

And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover, ©)

To entertain these fair well-spoken days, —

I am determined to prove a villain,

And hate the idle pleasures of these days.

Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, 7)

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams,

To set my brother Clarence, and the king,

In deadly hate the one against the other:

And, if king Edward be as true and just,

As T am subtle, false, and treacherous,

This day should Clarence closely be mew'd up;

About a prophecy, which says — that G

Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul! here Clarence
cones.

Enter CLARENCE, guarded, and BrAxenpury.

Brother, good day: What means this armed guard
That waits upon your grace ?

Clar. His majesty,
Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed
This conduct to convey me to the Tower.

Glo. Upon what cause 2

Clar. Because my name is — George.

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours;

Sir RoBerT Brikensury, Licutenant of the Tower. |
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He should, for that, commit your godfathers: ——
0, belike, his majesty hath some intent,

That you shall be new-christen’d in the ’lowel‘;.
But what's the matter, Clarence? may I know ?

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for, I protest,

As yet I do not: But, as I can learn,
He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams;
And from the cross-row plucks the letter G,
And says — a wizard told him, that by G
His issue disinherited should be; ;
And, for my name of George begins with G,
1t follows in his thought, that_ I am he:
These, as I learn, and such like toys 8) as these,
Have mov’d his highness to commit me now.
Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul’d by wo-
men: —
"Tis not the king, that sends you to the Tower;
My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, ’tis she,
That tempers him to this extremity.
Was it not she, and that good man of worship,
Antony Woodeville, her brother there,
That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower;
From whence this present day he is deliver'd?
We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe.

Clar. By heaven, I think, there is no man secure,
But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralds
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore.
Heard you not, what an humble suppliant
Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery?

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty.

T’ll tell you what, — I think, it is our way,

If we will keep in favour with the king,

To be her men, and wear her livery:

The jealous o’er-worn widow, and herself, ?)
Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen,
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy.

Brak. 1 beseech your graces both to pardon me;
His Majesty hath straitly given in charge,

That no man shall have private conference,
Of what degree soever, with his brother.

Glo. Even s0o? an please your worship, Brakenbury,
You may partake of any thing we say:

We speak no treason, man; — We say, the king
Is wise, and virtuous; and his noble queen

Well struck in years; fair, and not jealous: —
We say, that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot,

A cherry lip,

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue;

103 And the queen’s kindred are made gentlefolks:
How say you, sir? can you deny all this?

Brak. With this, my lord, myself have naught to do.

Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore? 1 tell

thee, fellow,
He that doth naught with her, excepting one,
Were best to do it secretly, alone.

Brak. What one, my lord? |

Glo. Her husband, knave: — Would’st theu be-

tray me?

Brak. 1 beseech your grace to pardoen me; and

withal,
Forbear your conference with the noble duke.

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will

obey. q

Glo. We ayl.'e the queen’s abjects, *!) and must obey.

Brother, farewell: I will unto the king;

And whatsoe’er you will employ me in, —

Were it, to call king Edward’s widow — sister, —
I will perform it, to enfranchise you.

Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood,

Touches me deeper than you can imagine.

Clar. 1 know, it pleaseth neither of us well.

Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be long;

I will deliver you, or else lie for you: '2)
Mean time, have patience.
Clar.

¥ must perforce; farewell.

[Exeunt Cramence, Braxenaury, and Guard.

Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er return,
Simple, plain Clarence! — I do love thee so,
That T will shortly send thy soul to heaven,
If heaven will take the present at our hands.

But who comes here? the new-deliver’d Hastings?

Enter Hastings.
Hast. Good time of day unto my gracious lord!
Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain!
Well are you welcome to this open air.
How hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment 2

Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must; ‘

But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks,
That were the cause of my imprisonment.

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too;
For they, that were your enemies, are his,

And have prevail’d as much on him, as you.
Hast. More pity, that the eagle should be mew’d,"'3)
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty.

Glo. What news abroad ?

Hast. No news so bad abroad, as this at home; —
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy,
And his physicians fear him mightily.

Glo. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed.
0O, he hath kept an evil diet !*) long,
And over-much consum’d his royal person;
*Tis very grievous to be thought upon.
What, is he in his bed?

Hast. He is.

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you.

[Exit Hasrings.

He cannot live, I hope; and must not die,

Till George be pack’d with posthorse up to heaven.
I’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments;
And, if I fail not in my deep intent,

Clarence hath not another day to live:

Which done, God take king Edward to his mercy,
And leave the weorld for me to bustle in!

For then I'll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter:
What, though I kill'd her husband, and her father?
The readiest way to make the wench amends,

Is — to become her husband, and her father:
The which will I; not all so much for love,

As for another secret close intent,

By marrying her, which I must reach unte.

But yet I run before my horse to market:
Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives, and

reigns;
When they are gone, then must I count my gains.
[Ewxit.
SCENE II.
The same. Another Street.

Enter the Corpse of King Henry #he Sixth, borne
in an open Coffin, Gentlemen beering Halberds,
to guard it; and Lady AnNg as Mourner.

Anne. Set down, set down your honourable load, —
If honour may be shrouded in-a hearse, —
Whilst T a while obsequiously lament *3)
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster. —
Poor key-cold 16) figure of a holy king!
Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster!
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal hlood!
Be.it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,
To hear the lamentations of poor An!l,e,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son,
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Stabb’d by the self-same hand that made these
wounds!

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life,

I pour the helpless balin of my poor eyes: —

O, cursed be the hand, that made these holes!

Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it!

Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence!

More direful hap betide that hated wretch,

That makes us wretched by the death of thee,

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives!

If ever he have child, abortive be it,

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,

Whose ugly and unnatural aspéct

May fright the hopeful mother at the view;

And that be heir to his unhappiness! 17)

If ever he have wife, let her be made

More miserable by the death of him,

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee! —

Come, now, toward Chertsey with your holy load,

Taken from Paul’s to be interred there;

And, still as you are weary of the weight,

Rest you, whiles T lament king Henry’s corse.

[The Bearers take up the Corpse, and advance.

Enter GrosTER.

Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse, and set it down.
Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend,

To stop devoted charitable deeds?

Glo. Villains, set down the corse; or, by Saint Paul,

T’ll make a corse of him that disobeys.

1 Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass.
Glo. Unmanner’d dog! stand thou when I command;

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast,

Or, by Saint Paul, I'll strike thee to my foot,

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.

[The Bearers set down the Coffin.
Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all afraid?

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

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. —

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell!

Thou had’st but power over his mortal body,

His soul thou canst not have; therefore, be gone.
Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.
Anne. Foul devil, for God’s sake, hence, and trouble

us notj

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell,

Fill'd it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims.

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries: *8)

O, gentlemen, see, see! dead Henry’s wounds

Open their congeal’d mouths, and bleed afresh! +9)

Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity;

For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood

From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells;

Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural,

Provokes this deluge most unnatural. ——

O God, which this blood mad’st, revenge his death!

O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his death!

Either, geag,en, with lightning strike the murderer

ea

Or earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick ;

As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood,

‘Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered!

Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity,

‘Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.
Anne. Villain, thou know’st no law of God nor man ;

No beast so fierce, but knows some touch of pity.
Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no beast.
Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth!

Of these supposed evils, to give me leave,

By circumstance, but to acquit myself.

Anne. Vouchsafe, diffus’d infection of a man, 2°)
For these known evils, but to give me leave,
By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self.

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myself.

make
No excuse current, but to hang thyself.
Glo. By such despair I should accuse myself.
Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand excus’d;
For doing worthy vengeance on thyself,
That didst unworthy slaughter upon others.
Glo. SBay, that I slew them not ?
Anne.
But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee.
Glo. 1 did not kill your husband.
Anne. Why, then he is alive.
Glo, Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward’s hand.
Anne. In thy soul’s throat 21} thou liest; queen
Margaret saw
Thy murderous faulchion smoking in his blood;
The which thou once didst bend against her breast,
But that thy brothers beat aside the point.

Glo. T was provoked by her sland’rous tongue,
That laid their guilt **) upon my guiltless shoulders.
Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind,

That never dreamt en aught but butcheries:

Didst thou not kill this king?

Glo. I grant ye.

Anne. Dost grant me, hedge-hog? then, God grant

me too,

Thou may’st be damned for that wicked deed!

O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous.

Glo. The fitter for the King of heaven that hath him.
Anne. He is in heaven, where thou shalt never come.
Glo. Let him thank me, that holp to send him thither;
For he was fitter for that place, than earth.
Anne. And thou unfit for any place, but hell.
Glo. Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it.
Anne. Some dungeon.

Glo. Your bed-chamber.

Anne. Tl rest betide the chamber where thou liest!
Glo. So will it, madam, till I lie with you.
Anne. I hope so.

Glo. I know so.— But, gentle lady Anne, —
To leave this keen encounter of our wits,
And fall somewhat into a slower method; — 23)
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward,
As blameful as the executioner?
Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs’d effect.
Glo. Your beauty was the canse of that effect;
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep,
To undertake the death of all the world,
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom.
Anne. If T thought that, T tell thee, homicide,
These pails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.
Glo. These eyes could not endure that beauty’s wreck,
You should not blemish it, if I stood by:
As all the world is cheered by the sun,
8o I by that; it is my day, my life.
Anne. Black night o’ershade thy day, and death
thy life!

Glo. Curse not thyself, fair creature; thou art both.
Anne. 1 would I were, to be reveng’d on thee.
Glo. It is a quarrel most unnatural,
To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee.
Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable,
To be reveng’d on him that kill’'d my husband.

Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so angry. —

Glo. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband,

Vouchsafe, divine perfection of a woman,

Did it to help thee to a better husband.

RXIV.

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst

Why then, they are not dead;
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Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the carth.
Glo. He lives, that loves you better than he could.
Anne. Name him.
gi‘:;e. Why, that was he.

Glo. The self-same name, but one of better nature.

e Where (is- lic Here: [She spits at him.] Why

Glo. :

dost thou spit at me? b )
Anne. "Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake!
Glo. Never came poison from so sweet a place.

Anne. Never hung poison on a foul‘er toad.

Qut of my sight! thou dost infect mine eyes.
Glo. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have mfectet_i mine,
Anne. 'Would they were basilisks, to strike thee

dead!
Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once;

For now they kill me with a living death.

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt

tears, ¢

Sham’d their aspécts with store of childish drops:

These eyes, which never shed remorseful tear, —

24} Not, when my father York and Edward wept,

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made,

When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him:

Nor when thy warlike father, like a child,

Told the sad story of my father’s death;

And twenty times made pause, to sob, and weep,

That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks,

Like trees bedash’d with rain: in that sad time,
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear;

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale,

Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with

weeping.

I never su’d to friend, nor enemy;

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing word;
But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee,

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak.

! [She looks scornfully at him.

Teach not thy lip such scorn; for it was made
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,

Lo! here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword;
Which if thou please to hide in this true breast,
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke,

And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

[He lays his Breast open; she offers at it with
his Sword.

Nay, do not pause; for I did kill king Henry;
But ’twas thy beauty ?3) that provoked me.

Nay, now despatch; ’twas I that stabb’d young

Edward: — [She again offers at his Breast.

But ’twas thy heavenly face that set me on.

[She tets fall the Sword.

Take wup the sword again, or take up me.

Anne. Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy death,

I will not be thy executioner.

Glo. Then bid me kill myself, and 1 will do it.
Anne. 1 have already.
Glo. That was in thy rage:

Speak it again, and, even with the word,

This hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love,
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love;

To both their deatbs shalt thou be accessary.
Anne. I would, I knew thy heart.

Plantagenet.

Glo. 'Tis figur'd in
My tongue.

jgme. I fear me, both are false.

Glo. Then man
Was never true.2¢

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword.

Anne. That shall you know
Hereafter.

Glo. - But shall T live in hope?

Anne. All men,

I hope, live so.
Glo. Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart;
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.
And if thy poor devoted servant may

But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,
Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever.

Anne. What is it?

Glo. That it may please you leave these sad designs
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner,
And presently repair to Crosby-place: 27)

Where — after 1 have solemnly interr’d,

At Chertsey monast’ry, this noble king,

And wet his grave with my repentant tears, —
I will with all expedient duty see you:

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you,
Grant me this boon.

Anne. With all my heart; and much it joys me too,
To see you are become so penitent. —

Tressel, and Berkley, go along with me.

Glo. Bid me farewell.

Anne.

But, since you teach me how to flatter you,
Imagine I have said farewell already.
[Ereunt Lady Axxe, TREssEL, and BERKLEY.

Glo. Take up the corse, sirs. 28)

Gent. Towards Chertsey, noble lord?

Glo. No, to White-Friars; there attend my coming.

[EBreunt the rest, with the Corse.
Was ever woman in this humour woo’d 2

Was ever woman in this humour won?

T'll have her, — but I will not keep her long.
What! I, that kill'd her husband, and his father,

To take her in her heart’s extremest hate;

With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,

The bleeding witness of her hatred by; ¢

And I no friends to back my suit withal,

But the plain devil, and dissembling looks, D
And yet to win her, — all the world to nothing!
Ha! 29}

Hath she forgot already that brave prince,
Edward, her lord, whom I some three months since,
Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury ?

A sweeter and a lovelier gentleman, —

Fram’d in the prodigality of nature,

Young,
The spacious world cannot again afford:

And will she yet debase her eyes on me, .
That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince,
And made her widow to a woful bed?

On me, whose all not equals Edward’s moiety ?
On me, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus?
My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 3°)

I do mistake my person all this while:

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,
Myself to be a marvellous proper man.

T’ll be at charges for a looking-glass;

And entertain a score or two of tailors,

To study fashions to adorn my body:

Since I am erept in favour with myself,

I will maintain it with some little cost.

But, first, I'll turn yon’ fellow in his grave;
And then return lamenting to my love. —
Shine out, fair sun, till 1 have bought a glass,
That I may see my shadow as I pass. | Exit.

Glo. Say then, my peace is made.

EHIV.

Anne. To take, is not to give. [She puts on the Ring. ‘
Glo. Look, how this ring encompasseth thy finger, |

’T'is more than you deserve: |

With God, her conscience, and these bars against me, |

valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal, —
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SCENE III.
The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter Queen EvizapeTn, Lord Rivers, and
Lord Grgy.

Riv. Have patience, madam; there’s no doubt, his
majesty

Will soon recover his accustom’d health.
Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse
Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good comfort
And cheer his grace with quick and merry words.
Q. Eliz. If he were dead, what would betide of me 2
Grey. No other harm, but loss of such a lord.
Q. Eliz. The loss of such a lord includes all harms.
Grey. The heavens have bless'd you with a goodly

son,

To be your comforter, when he is gone.

Q. Eliz. Ah, he is young; and his minority

Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster,

A man that loves not me, nor none of you.
Riv. Is it concluded, he shall be protector2
Q. Eliz. 1t is determin’d, not concluded yet:

But so it must be, if the king miscarry.

Enter Buckineaam and STANLEY.
Grey. Here come the lords of Buckingham and
Stanley.
Buck. Good time of day unto your royal grace!
Stan. God make your majesty joyful as you have

been!
Q.Elis. The countess Richmond, good my lord of
Stanley,
To your good prayer will scarcely say — aimen.

Yet, Stanley, notwithstanding she’s your wife,
And loves not me, be you, good lord, assur’d,

I hate not you for her proud arrogance.

Stan. 1 do beseech you, either not believe
The envious slanders of her false accusers;

Or, if she be accus’d on true report,

Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds

Frop wayward sickness, and no grounded malice.

Q. Eliz. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of Stanley?

Stan. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and I,
Are come from visiting his majesty.

Q. Eliz. What likelihood of his amendment, lords?

Buck. g}[ﬁdam, good hope; his grace speaks cheer-

Y-

Q. Eliz. God grant him health! did you confer

with him?

Buck. Ay, madam: he desires to make atonement
Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers,
And between them and my lord chamberlain;

And sent to warn them %) to his royal Presence.

Q. Eliz. Would all were well! — But that will

never be; —
I fear, our happiness is at the height.

Enter Grosrer, Histines, and DorsEkr.

Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it: —
Who are they, that complain unto the king,

That 1, forsooth, am stern, and love them not?
By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly,
That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours.
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair,
Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog,
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 3%)

I must be held a rancorous enemy.

Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm,
But thus his simple truth must be abus'd
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks?

Grey. To whom in all this presence speaks your

When have Iinjur’d thee? when done thee wrong? —
Or thee? — or thee? — or any of your faction?
A plague upon you all? His royal grace, —
Whom God preserve better than you would wish! —
Cannot be quiet scarce a breathing-while,
But you must trouble him with lewd complaints. 33)
Q. Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the matter:
The king, of his own royal disposition,
And not provok’d by any suitor else;
Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred,
That in your outward actions shows itself,
Against my children, brothers, and myself,
Makes him to send; that thereby he may gather
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it.
Glo. T cannot tell; — The world is grown so bad,
That wrens may prey where eagles dare not perch:
Since every Jack became a gentleman, 34)
There’s many a gentle person made a Jack.
Q.Eliz. Come, come, we know your meaning, bro-
ther Gloster;
You envy my advancement and my friends;
God grant, we never may have need of you!
Glo. Meantime, God grants that we have need of you:
Our brother is imprison’d by your means,
Myself disgrac’d, and the nobility
Held in contempt; while great prometions 35)
Are daily given, to ennoble those
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble.
Q. Eliz. By Him, that raised me to this careful height
From that contented hap which I enjoy’d,
I never did incense his majesty
Against the duke of Clarence, but have been
An earnest advocate to plead for him.
My lord, you do me shameful injury,
Falsely to draw me in these vile suspects.
Glo. You may deny that you were not the cause
Of my lord Hastings’ late imprisonment.
Ripv. She may, my lord; for — —
Glo. She may, lord Rivers! — why, who knows
not so?
She may do more, sir, than denying that:
She may help you to many fair preferments;
And then deny her aiding hand therein,
And lay those honours on your high desert.
What mag she not? She may, — ay, marry, may
she, —
Riv. What, marry, may she?
Glo. What, marry, may she? marry with a king,
A bachelor, a handsome stripling too:
I wis, your grandam had a worser match.
Q.Eliz. My lord of Gloster, I have too long borne
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scoffs:
By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty,
Of those gross taunts I often have endur’d.
I had rather be a country servant-maid,
Than a great queen, with this condition —
To be so baited, scorn’d, and stormed at: 25)
Small joy have I in being England’s queen.

Enter Queen Marcargr, behind.
Q.Mnr.hAn'd lessen’d be that small, God I beseech
theel
Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me.
Glo. What? threat you me with telling of the king 2
Tell him, and spare not: look, what I have said
I will avouch, in presence of the king:
I dare adventure to be sent to the Tower.
"Tis time to speak, my pains 37) are quite forgot.
Q. Mar. Out, devil! I remember them too well:
Thou kill’dst my husband in the Tower.
And Edward, my poor son, at Tewksbury.

grace?

Glo. Ere you were queen, ay, or your husband king,
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Glo. To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace.
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I was a pack-horse in his great affairs;

A weeder-out of his proud adversaries,
A liberal rewarder of his friends;
To royalize 28) his blood, I spilt mine own. b

Q. Mar. Ay, *°) and much better blood than his,

hine.

Glo. ]: :;nt which time, you and your husband Grey,
Were factious for the house ofv Lancaster; —

And, Rivers, so were you: — “.r as not your hgsli)zand
In Margaret’s battle *°) at Saint Alban’s slain?
Let me put in your minds, if you forget,
What you have been ere now, and what you are;
Withal, what I have been, and what I am.

. Mar. A murd’rous villain, and so still thou art.

Glo. Poor Clarence did forsake his father Warwick,
Ay, and forswore himself, — Which Jesu pardon! —

Q. Mar. Which God revenge!

Glo. To fight on Edward’s party, for the crown;
And, for his meed, poor lord, he is mew’d up:

I would to God, my heart were fiint like Edward’s,
Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine;
I am too childish-foolish for this world.
Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave this
world,
Thou cacodemon! there thy kingdom is.

Riv. My lord of Gloster, in those busy days,
Which here you urge, to prove us enemies,

We follow’d then our lord, our lawful king;
So should we you, if you should be our king.

Glo. If I should be? — I had rather be a pedlar:
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof!

Q. Eliz. As little joy, my lord, as you suppose
You should enjoy, were you this country’s king;
As little joy you may suppose in me,

That I enjoy, being the queen thereof.

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof;
For I am she, and altogether joyless.
I can no longer hold me patient. — [ddvancing.
Hear me, you wrangling pirates, that fall out
In sharing that which you have pill'd from me:*?)
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me?
If, not, that I being queen, you bow like subjects;
Yet that by you depos’d, you quake like rebels? —
Ah, gentle villain, 2} do not turn away!

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak’st thou in my

sight? 43)

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou hast marr'd;
That will I make, before I let thee go.

Glo. Wert thou not banished, on pain of death?

Q. Mar. I was; but I do find more pain in banishment,
Than death can yield me here by my abode.

A husband and a son, thou ow’st to me, —
And thou, a kingdom; — all of you, allegiance:
This sorrow that I have, by right is yours;
And all the pleasures yon usurp, are mine.

Glo. The curse my noble father laid on thee, —
When thou didst crown his warlike brows with paper,
And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his eyes;
And then, to dry them, gav'st the duke a clout,
Steep’d in the faultless blood of pretty Rutland; —
His curses then from bitterness of soul
Denounc’d against thee, are all fallen upon thee;
And God, not we, hath plagu’d thy bloody deed. #4)

Q. Mar. So just is God, to right the innocent.

Hast. 0, ’twas the foulest deed, to slay that babe,
And the most merciless, that e’er was heard of.

Riv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was reported.

Dor. No man but prophesy’d revenge for it.

Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to see it.

Q. Mar. What! were you snarling all, before I came,
Ready to catch each other by the throat,

And turn you all your hatred now on me?

Did York’s dread curse prevail so much with heaven,

That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death,
Their kingdom’s loss, my woful banishment,

Could all but answer for that peevish brat?

Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heaven? —
Why, then give way, dull clouds to my quick curses!—
Though not by war, by surfeit die your king! *%)
As ours by murder, to make him a king!

Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales,
For Edward, my son, that was prince of Wales,
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence!
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen,
Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self!

Long may’st thou live, to wail thy children’s loss;
And see another, as I see thee now,

Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine!
Long die thy happy days before thy death;

And, after many lengthen’d honrs of grief,

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen! —
Rivers, — and Dorset, — you were standers by, —
And so wast thou, lord Hastings, — when my son
Was stabb’d with bloody daggers; God, I pray him,
That none of you may live your natural age,

But by some unlook’d accident cut off!

Glo. Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither’d

hag.

Q. Mar. And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou

shalt hear me.
If heaven have any grievous plague in store,
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee,
O, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe,
And then hurl down their indignation
On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace!
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul!
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou livst,
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends!
Neo sleep close up that deadly eye of thine,
Unless it be while some tormenting dream
Afirights thee with a hell of ugly devils!
Thou elvish-mark’d, 4¢) abortive, rooting hog! *7)
Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity
The slave of nature, *8) and the son of hell!
Thou slander of thy mother’s heavy womb!
Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins!
Thou rag of honour! thou detested ——

Glo. Margaret.

Q. Mar. Richard!

Glo. Ha?

Q. Mar. I call thee not.

Glo. I cry thee mercy then; for I did think,
That thou had’st call’d me all these bitter names.

Q. Mar. Why, so I did; but look’d for no reply.
O, let me make the period to my curse.

Glo. *Tis done by me; and ends in — Margaret.

Q. Eliz. Thus have you breath’d your curse against

yourself.

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of my

fortune!
Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 49)
Whose deadly web ensnareth thee about?
Fool, fool! thou whet'st a knife to kill thyself.
The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me
To help thee curse this pois’nous bunch-back’d toad.

Hast. False-boding woman, end thy frantic curse;
Lest, to thy harm, thou move our patience.

Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you! you have all mov’d

mine.

Riv. Were you well serv’d, you would be taught
i your duty.

Q- Mar. To serve me well, you all should do me duty,
Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects:
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty.

Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic.

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are malapert:
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I

; Your fire-new stamp of honour is scarce current:
| O, that your young nobility could judge, ;
{ What ’twere to lose it, and be miserabla!
| They that stand high, have many blasts to shake
| them;
1: And, if they fall, they dash themselves to Ppieces.
I Glo. Good counsel, marrys; learn it, learn it, marquis
| Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me.
‘| Glo. Ay, and much more: But I was born so high
’ Our aiery buildeth in the cedar’s top, o5
|| And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun
| Q Mar. And turns the sun to shade; — alas! —
| alas! — ' v
Witness my son, now in the shade of death: 57)
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath
Hath in eternal darkness folded up.
Your aiery buildeth in our alery’s nest: — 51)
| O (‘Iod, that see’st it, do not suffer it;
| As it was won with blood, lost be it so!
Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity.
Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me;
Uncharitably with me have you dealt,
And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher'd.
My charity is outrage, life my shame, —
And in my shame still live my sorrow’s rage!
Buck. Have done, have done.
Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kiss thy hand,
In sign of league and amity with thee:
Now fair befall thee, and thy noble house!
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood,
Nor thou within the compass of my curse.
Bucl:. Nor ne one here; for curses never pass
The lips of those that breathe them in the air.
Q- Mar. T'll not believe but they ascend the sky,
And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace.
O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog;
Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, when he bites,
| His venom tooth will rankle to the deaths
Have not to do with him, beware of him ;
Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him;
And all their ministers attend on him.
Glo. What does she say, my lord of Buckingham ?
Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord.

J

Q. Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle
counse] ?

And sooth the devil that T warn thee from?

O, but remember this another day,

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow;

And say, poor Margarét was a prophetess. —

Live each of you the subjects to his hate,

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s! [Exit.
Hast. My hair doth stand on‘end to hear her curses.
Riv. And so doth mine; I muse, why she’s at liberty.
Glo. 1 cannot blame her, by Ged’s holy mother;

She hath had too much wrong, and I repent
My part thereof, that I have done to her.
Q,' Eliz. 1 never did her any, to my knowledge.
Glo. Yet you have all the vantage of her wrong.
I was too hot to do some body good,
That is too cold in thinking of it new.
Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid ;
He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains; — 52)
God pardon them that are the cause thereof!
Riv. A virtuous and a christian-like conclusion,
To pray for them that have done scath to us, 23
Glo. So do I ever, being well advis’d; —
For had I curs'd now, 1 had curs’d myself. [4side.

Enter Cargspy.
Cate_s. Madam, his majesty doth call for you, —
And for your grace, — and you, my noble lords.
Q. Eliz. Catesby, I come: — Lords, will you go
with me?

Riv. Madam, we will attend upon 5y your grace.
[Exeunt all pue GrosTER.
Glo. I do the wrong, and first begin to brawl.
The secret mischiefs that T set abroach,
I lay unto the grievous charge of others.
Clarence, — whom I, indeed, have laid in darkness, —
I do beweep to many simple gulls;
Namely, to Stanley, Hastings, Buckingham;
And tell them — ’tis the queen and her allies,
That stir the king against the duke my brother.
Now they believe it; and withal whet me
To be reveng’d on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey:
But then I sigh, and, with a piece of scripture,
Tell them — that God bids us do good for evil:
And thus T clothe my naked villainy
With old odd ends, stol'n forth of holy writ;
And seem a saint, when most I play the devil.

Enter two Murderers.

But soft, here come my executioners, —
How now, my hardy, stout resolved mates?
Are you now going to dispatch this thing 2

1 Murd. We are, my lord; and come to have the

warrant,

That we may be admitted where he is.

Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me:

[Gives the Warrant.
When you have done, repair to Crosby-place.
But, sirs, be sudden in the execution,
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead;
For Clarence is well spoken, and, perhaps,
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.
1 Murd. Tut, tut, my lord, we will not stand to prate.
Talkers are no good doers; be assur’d,
We go to use our hands, and not our tongues.
Glo. Your eyes drop mill-stones, when fools’ eyes
drop tears: %3)

I like you, lads; — about Your business straight;
Go, go, despatch. ¥

Murd. We will, my noble lord. [Ereunt,
-
SCENE 1V.
The same. A Room in the Tower.

Enter CLarENcE and BRAKENDURY.

Brak. Why looks your grace so heavil to-da

Clar. O, 1 have pass’d agmiserable niggt, 4

So full of fearful dreams, of ugly sights,

That, as I am a christian faithful man, 56)

I would not spend another such a night,

Though “twere to buy a world of happy days;

So full of dismal terror was the time.

Brak. What was your dream, my lord? I pray
you, tell me.

Clar. Methought, that I had broken from the Tower

And was embark’d to cross to Burgundy; ’

And, in my company, my brother Gloster:

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk

Upon the hatches; thence we look’d towards England

And cited up a thousand heavy times, i

During the wars of York and Lancaster

That had befalln us. As we pac'd along

Upon the giddy footing of the hatches,

Methought, that Gloster stumbled; and, in falling,

Struck me, that thought to stay him, over-board,

Into the tumbling billows of the main.

O Lord! methought, what pain it was fo drown!

What dreadful nvise of water in mine ears!

What sights of ugly death within mine eyes!

Methought, I saw a thousand fearful wrecks;

A thousand men, that fishes gnaw’d upon;

[ra——

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl,
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| That stabl’d me in the field by Tewksbury; —

Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, *7)
All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea.
Some lay in dead men’s skulls; and, in those holes
Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept
(As ’twere in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems,
That woo’d the slimy bottom of the deep, y
And mock’d the dead bones that lay s_catter.d by.
Brak. Had you such leisure in the time of death,
To gaze upon these secrets of the dce_p? 3
Clar. Methought, I had; :.md often (.hd I strive
To yield the ghost: but still the envious flood
Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth

To seek the empty, vast, and wand’ring air;

But smother’d it within my panting bulk, %)
Which almost burst to belch it in the sea.

Brak. Awak’d you not with this sore agony ?
Clar. O, no, my dream was lengthen’'d after life;
O, then began the tempest to my soul!

1 pass’d, methought, the melancholy flood,

With that grim ferryman which peets write of,
Unto the kingdom of perpetual night.

The first that there did greet my stranger soul,
Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick:

Who cry’d aloud, — What scourge for perjury

Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence?

And so he vanish’d: Then came wand’ring by

A shadow like an angel, with bright hair

Dabbled in bleed; and he shriek’d out a]r:)ud, —

Clarence is come, — false, fleeting, perjurd Cla-
rence, —

Seize on ham, furies, take him to your torments! —
With that, methought, a legion ot foul fiends
Environ'd me, and howled in mine ears
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise,
I trembling wak’d, and, for a season after,
Could not believe but that 1 was in hell;
Such terrible impression made my dream.
Brak. No marvel, lord, though it affrighted you;
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it.
Clar. O, Brakenbury, I have done these things, —
That now give evidence against my soul, —
For Edward’s sake; and, see, how he requites me—
O God! if my deep prayers cannot appease thee,
But thou wilt be aveng’d on my misdeeds,
Yet execute thy wrath on me alone:
0, spare my guiltless wife, and my poor children! —
1 pray thee, gentle keeper, stay by me;
My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.
Brak. I will, my lord; God give your grace good
rest! — [Cranexce reposes himself on a Chair.
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours,
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night.
Princes have but their titles for their glories,
An outward honour for an inward toil;
And, for unfelt imaginations,
They often feel a world of restless cares:
So that, between their titles, and low name,
There’s nothing diifers but the outward fame.

Enter the two Murderers.
1 Murd. Ho! who’s here?
Brak. What would’st thou, fellow? and how cam’st
thou hither?
1 Murd. I would speak with Clarence, and I came
hither on my legs.
Brak. What, so brief?
2 Murd. O, sir, ’tis better to be brief than tedious: —
Let him see our commission; 5°) talk no more.
[4 Paper is delivered to BRAKENBURY, who reads it.
Brak. I am, in this, commanded to deliver
The noble duke of Clarence to your bhands: —

Because I will be guiltless of the meaning.

Here are the keys: — there sits the duke asleep:
I'll to the king; and signify to him,

That thus I have resign’d to you my charge.
1 Murd. You may, sir; ’tis a point of wisdom:
Fare you well. [Exit BraxkENBURY.
2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps?
1 Murd. No; he'll say, ’twas done cowardly, when ||
he wakes. i
2Murd. When he wakes! why, fool, he shall never
wake until the great judgment day.

1 Murd. Why, then hell say, we stabb'd him |
sleeping. |
2 Murd. The urging of that word, jugdment, hath
bred a kind of remorse in me.

1 Murd. What? art thou afraid?

2 Murd. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it;
but to be damn’d for killing him, from the which
no warrant can defend me.

1 Murd. I thought, thou had'st been resolute.

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live.

1 Murd, I'll back te the duke of Gloster, and tell
him so.

2 Murd. Nay, 1 pr'ythee, stay a little: I hope, ')
this holy humour of mine will change; it was wont
to hold me but while one would tell twenty.

1 Murd. How dost thou feel thyself now?

2 Murd. °Faith, some certain dregs of conscience
are yet within me.

1 Murd. Remember our reward, when the deed’s
done.

2 Murd. Come, he dies; I had forgot the reward.
1 Murd. Where's thy conscience now?

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloster’s purse.

1 Murd. So, when he opens his purse to give us
our reward, thy conscience flies out.

2 Murd. 'Tis no matter; let it go; there’s few or
none, will entertain it.

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again?

2 Murd. T'll not meddle with it, it is a dangerous
thing, it makes a man a coward; a man cannot steal,
but it accuseth him; a man cannot swear, but it
checks him; a man cannot lie with his neighbour’s
wife, but it detects him: 'Tis a blushing shame-
faced spirit, that mutinies in a man’s bosom; it fills
one full of obstacles: it made me once restore a
purse of gold, that by chance I found; it beggars
any man that keeps it: it is turned out of all towns
and cities for a dangerous thing; and every man,
that means to live well, endeavours to trust to him-
self, and live without it.

1 Murd. Zounds, it is even now at my elbow, per-
suading me not to kill the duke.

2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe
him not: he would insinuate with thee, but to make
thee sigh.

1 Murd. T am strong-fram’d, he cannot prevail
with me.

2 Murd. Spoke like a tall fellow,%2) that respects
his reputation. Come, shall we fall to work?

1 Murd. Take him over the costard ¢3) with the
hilts of thy sword, and then threw him into the
malmsey-butt, in the next room.

2 Murd. O excellent device! and make a sop of him.

1 Murd. Soft! he wakes.

2 Murd. Strike.

1 Murd. No, we'll reason %4) with him.

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of

wine.

1 Murd. You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon.

Clar. In God’s name, what art thou? I

1 Murd. A man, as you are.

60}
)

I will not reasen what is meant hereby,

! Clar. But not, as I am, royal.
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1 Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal.
| Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are
| humble.

1 Murd. My voice is now the king’s, my looks

mine owi.

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thou speak !
Your eyes do menace me: Why look you pale?
| Who sent you hither 2 Wherefore do you come ?
Both Murd. To, to, to, ——

Clar. To murder me?

Both Murd. Ay, ay.

| Clar. You scarcely have the hearts to tell me s0,
| And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it.
‘ Wherein, my friends, have I offended you?

1 Murd. Offended us you have not, but the king.|
Clar. 1 shall be reconcil’d to him again. [
2 Murd. Never, my lord; therefore prepare to die. |
| Clar. Are you call’d forth from out a world of men,
To slay the innocent? What is my offence?
Where is the evidence that doth accuse me?
What lawful quest %) have given their verdict up
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounc’d
The bitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death?
Before 1 be convict by course of law,

To threaten me with death, is most unlawful,

I charge you, as you hope for any goodness, 55)
By Christ’s dear blood shed for our grievous sins,
That you depart, and lay no hands on me;

The deed you undertake is damnable.

1 Murd. What we will do, we do upon command.

2 Murd. And he, that hath commanded, is our king.

Clar. Erroneous vassal! the great King of kings
Hath in the table of his law commanded,

That thou shalt do no murder; Wilt thou then
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man’s?

Take heed; for he holds vengeance in his hand,
To hurl upon their heads that break his law.

2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hurl

on thee,
For false forswearing, and for murder too:
! Thou didst receive the sacrament, to fight
| In quarrel of the house of Lancaster.
| 1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God,
| Didst break that vow : and, with thy treacherous blade,
| Unrip’dst the bowels of thy soyereign’s son.

2 Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and

defend.

1 Murd. How canst thou urge God’s dreadful law

to us,

When thou hast broke it in such dear 57) degree ?

Clar. Alas! for whose sake did I that ill deed?
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake:
¢8) He sends you not to murder me for this;

For in that sin ¢°) he is as deep as L

If God will be avenged for the deed,

0, know you, that he doth it publicly;
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm;
He needs no indirect nor lawless course,

To cut off those that have offended him.

1 Murd. Who made thee then a bloody minister,
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 79)
That princely novice, 7!) was struck dead by thee?
Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage.
1 Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy fault,
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee.

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me;
I am his brother, and I love him well.

If you are hir'd for meed, go back again,

And I will send you to my brother Gloster;

| Who shall reward you better for my life,

2Murd. You are deceivd, your brother Gloster

Enter King Epwarn, (led in sick,) Queen Eriza-

Go you to him from me.
Both Murd. Ay, so we will.
Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father York
Bless'd his three sons with his victorious arm,
And charg’d us from his soul to love each other,
He little thought of this divided friendship:
Bid Gloster think on this, and he will weep.
1 Murd. Ay, mill-stones; as he lesson’d us to weep.
Clar. O, do not slander him, for he is kind.
1 Murd. Right, as snow in harvest. — Come, you
deceive yourself;
"Tis he that sends us to destroy you here.
Clar. It cannot be; for he bewept my fortune,
And hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with sobs,
That he would labour my delivery.
1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you
From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven.
2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must die,
my lord.

Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul,
To counsel me to make my peace with God,
And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind,

Ah, sirs, consider, he, that set you on
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed.
2 Murd. What shall we do?
Clar. Relent, and save your souls.
1 Murd. Relent! ’tis cowardly, and womanish.
Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish. —
Which of you, if you were a prince’s son,
Being pent from liberty, as I am now, —
If two such murderers as yourselves came to yom, —
Would not entreat for life? —
My friend, I spy some Pity in thy looks;
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer,
Come thou on my side, and entreat for me,
As you would beg, were you in my distress.
A begging prince what beggar pities not?
2 Murd. Look behind you, my lord.
1 Murd. Take that, and that; if all this will not do,
[Stabs him.

[ll drown you in the malmsey-butt within.

[Ezit, with the Body.
2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately despatch’d!
How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands
Of this most grievous guilty murder done!

Re-enter first Murderer.
1 Murd. How now? what mean’st thou, that thou
help’st me not 2
By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you
have been.
2 Murd. 1 would he knew, that T had sav'd his
brother!
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I says;
For I repent me that the duke is slain. [Exit.
1 Murd. So do not I; go, coward, as thou art. —
Well, I'll go hide the body in some hole,
Till that the duke give order for his burial:
And when I have my meed, I will away;
For this will out, and then I must not stay. [Ezit.

ACT I,

SCENE 1. The same. A Room in the Palace.

BETH, Dorskr, Rivers, Hastings, Buckinegnam,
Grey, and others.

That thou wilt war with God, by murdering me: — |

Aer II. |

Clar. O, no; he loves me, and he holds me dear; 1

K. Edw. Why, so: — now have I done a good

hates you.

i Than Edward will for tidings of my death.

day’s work; —

®HIV.
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You peers, continue this u;:ited Leag““
I every day expect an embassag /
er to redeem me hence;
%l‘ﬂ::ldmzml:: diflel;)leaoe my soul shall part to heaven,
Since I have made my friends at peace ‘l"“ 'Ea_“h*
Rivers, and Hastings, take each other’s all'l H
Dissemble not your hatred, *) swear your ovz. #
Riv. By heaven, my soul is purg'd from grudging
hate X
- d I seal my true heart’s love.
A;ﬁz:: lt].‘_‘:ouil;]y:r?:: 1, as I truly swear the like!
K Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your
king; : 2
Lest he, thﬁz is the supreme King of kings,
Confound your hidden 1'alsehuo’d, and award
Either of you to be the other’s end. -
Hast. So prosper 1, as I swear perfect love! '
Riv. And 1, as I love Hastings with my heart!
K. Edw. Madam, yourself are not exempt in this, —
Nor your son Dorset, — Buckingham, nor you; —
You have been factious one against the other.
Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand;
And what you do, do it unfeignedly.
Q. Eliz. There, Hastings; — I will never more
remember h
Our former hatred, so thrive I, and r_mne!
K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him — Hastings, love lord
marquis.
Dor. This interchange of love, I here protest,
Upon my part shall be inviolable.
Hast. And so swear L [Embraces Domser.
|| K.Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou this
league LA
With thy embracements to my wy:fes allies,
nd make me ha in your unity- ‘
ABuck. Whenevegpguckingham doth turn his hate
Upon your grace, [to the Quess] but with all du-
teous love !
Doth cherish you, and yours, Ged punish iy
With hate in those where I expect most love!
When I have most need to emplo_y a friend,
And most assured that he is a friend,
Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile,
Be he unto me! this do I beg of heaven,
cold ia love to you, or yours.
When I am {E % s, 14
K.Edw. A pleasing cordial, princely Buckingham,
Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart,
There wanteth now our brother (-iloster here,
To make the blessed period of this peace.
Buck. And, in good time, here comes the noble duke.

Enter GLOSTER.

Glo. Good morrow to my sovereign king, aI:d queen;
And, princely peers, a happy time of day!
K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day:—
Brother, we have done deeds of charity;
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate,
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers.
Glo. A blessed labour, my most sovereign liege. —
Among this princely heap, if any here,
By false intelligence, or wrong surmise,
Hold me a fot;;
If 1 unwittingly, or in my rage,
Have aughtngo{nmitted that is hardly borae
By any in this presence, I desire
To reconcile me to his friendly peace:
*Tis death to me, to be at enmity;
I hate it, and desire all good men’s love, —
First, madam, I entreat true peace of you,
Which I will purchase with my duteous service; —
Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham,

That all without desert have frown’d on mej; -

Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen; indeed, of all.

I do not know that Englishman alive,

With whom my soul is any jot at odds,

More than the infant that is born to-night;

I thank my God for my humility.

Q. Eliz. A holy-day shall this be kept hereafter:

I would to God, all strifes were well compounded.

My sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness

To take our brother Clarence to your grace.

Glo. Why, madam, have I offer’d love for this,

To be so flouted in this royal presence?

Who knows not, that the gentle duke is dead?

[They all start.

You do him injury, to scorn his corse.

K.Edw. Who knows not, he is dead! who knows
he is?

Q. Eliz. All-seeing heaven, what a world is this!

Buck. Look T so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest?

Dor. Ay, my geod lord ? and no man in the presence,

But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. .

K. Edw. Ts Clarence dead? the order was revers'd.

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order died,

And that a winged Mercury did bear;

Some tardy cripple bore the cnuntfannand,

That came too lag to see him buried: —

God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal,

Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, *)

Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did,

And yet go current from suspicion!

Enter STANLEY.

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my service done!
K_Edw. 1 pr'ythee, peace; my soul is full of sorrow.
Stan. T will not rise, unless your highness hear me.
K. Edw. Then say at once, what is it thou re-
quest’st. P
Stan. The forfeit, *) sovereign, of my servant’s life;
Who slew to-day, a riotous gentleman,
Lately attendant on the duke of Norfolk. .
K. Edw. Have I a tongue to doom my brother’s
death, *) 5

And shall that tongue give pardon to a slave?

My brother kill’d no man, his fault was thought,
And yet his punishment was bitter death.
Who sued to me for him? who, in my vfrat‘h,
Kneel'd at my feet, and bade me be advis'd?
Who spoke of brotherhood? who spoke of love?
Who told me, how the poor soul did forsake

The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me?
Who told me, in the field at Tewksbury,

When Oxford had me down, he rescued me,

And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king?
Who told me, when we both lay in the field,
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me

Even in his garments; and did give himself,

All thin and naked, to the numb-cold night?

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you

Had so much grace to put it in my mind.

But, when your carters, or your wamng—v,assals,
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac’d

The precious image of our dear Redeemer,

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardon;
And I, unjustly too, must grant it you: —

But for mJy blither, not a man would speak, —
Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself &
For him, poor soul. — The proudest of you

Have been beholden to him in his life; 5

Yet none of you would once .plead for his life. —
O God! I fear, thy justice will take hold 4

On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. —

If ever any grudge were lodged between us; —

HHIV.

Of you, lord Rivers, — and, lord Grey, of you, —

1
|
|
f
|
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Glo. This is the fruit of rashness! — Mark’d Younot,
, How that the guilty kindred of the (queen
| Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’ death ?
” O! they did urge it still unto the king ;
God will revenge it.
H To comfort Edward with our company ?
” Buck. We wait upon your grace.

|
i
|
|

j

If

=

J( Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead?
Duch. No, boy.
Daugh. Why do you weep so oft? and beat your

And cry — O Clarence, my unhappy son!
Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your head,
And call us — orphans, wretches, cast-aways,

Duch. My pretty cousins, ¢) you mistake me both;
I do lament the sickness of the
As loath to lose him, not your father’s death;

It were lost sorrow, to wail one that's lost,

Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is dead.

The king my uncle is to blame for this:

God will revenge it; whom I will impértune

| With earnest prayers all to that effect.

Daugh. And so will 1.

Duch. Peace, children, peace! the king doth love

Incapable and shallow innocents, 7

You cannot guess who caus’d your father’s death,
Son. Grandam, we can: for my good uncle Gloster
Told me, the king provok’d to't by the queen,

Devis’d impeachments to imprison him:

And when my uncle told me so, he wept,

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek;

Bade me rely on him, as on my father,

| And he would love me dearly as his child.

| Duch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice!
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame,
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit.

Son. Think you, my uncle did dissemble, grandam 2
Duckh. Ay, boy.

Son. I cannot think it. Hark! what noise is this?

Enter Queen Ecv1zasgTh, distractedly; Rivers,

Q. Eliz. Ah! who shall hinder me to wail and weep ?
To chide my fortune, and torment myself?2
T'll join with black despair against my soul, I
And to myself become an enemy. I
Duch. What means this scene of rude impatience 2
Q. Eliz. 'To make an act of tragic violence: —
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king, is dead. —
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone 2
Why wither not the leaves, that want their sap? —
If you will live, lament; if die, be brief;
That our swift-winged souls may catch the king’s;
| Or, like obedient subjects, follow him
| To his new kingdom of perpetual rest.
’ Duch. Ah, so much interest have I in thy SoTTOW,
As I had title jn thy noble husband!
| T have bewept a worthy husband’s death,
i

?

[Ezeunt Kine, Queex, HasTixgs, Rivegs,
DorsET, and GrEy.

Come, lords; will you go,
[Exeunt,

SCENE II.
The same.

Enter the Duchess of York, with @ Son and
Daughter of Crirgnce.

breast;

that our noble father be alive?2

king.

you well:

shapes,

and Dorser following her.
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f Come, Hastings, help me to my closet. O
ﬂ Poor Clarence!

Alas! I am the mother of these griefs;

Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general.
She for an Edward weeps, and so do I;

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she:
These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I:
I for an Edward weep, so do not they: —
Alas! you three, on me, threefold distress’d,
Pour all your tears, I am your sorrow’s nurse,
And T will pamper it with Jamentations.

That you take with unthankfulness his doing ;

In common worldly things, ’tis called — ungrateful,
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt,

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent;
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven,

For it requires %) the royal debt it lent you.

Of the young prince your son: send straight for him.
Let him be crown’d; in him your comfort lives:
Drown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave,
And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne.

Enter Groster, BuckiNenawm, STANLEY, Hasrings,

To wail the dimming of our shining star:
But none can cure their harms by wailing them. —
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy,

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty!

That is the butt-end of a mother’s blessing ;
I marvel, that her grace did leave it out.
Buck. You cloudy princes, and heart-sorrowing peers,
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan,

Now cheer each other in each other’s love:
Though we have spent our harvest of this king,

Acr II

And liv'd by looking on his images: 8)

But now two mirrors of his princely semblance
Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death;

And I for comfort have but one false glass,

That grieves me when I see my shame in him,
Thou art a widow; yet thou art a mother,

And hast the comfort of thy children left thee:
But death hath snatch’d my husband from my arms,
And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble hands,
Clarence and Edward. O, what cause have I,
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief,)

To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries?
Son. Ah, aunt! you wept not for our father’s death ;
How can we aid you with our kindred tears?
Daugh. Our fatherless distress was left unmoan’d,
Your widow-dolour likewise be unwept!

Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation,

I am not barren to bring forth laments:

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes,
That 1, being governed by the wat'ry moon,

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world!
Ah, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward!

Chil. Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence.

Duck. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and
Clarence !

Q. Eliz. What stay had I, but Edward? and he’s gone.

Chil. What stay had we, but Clarence? and he’s gone.
Duch. What stays had T, but they ? and they are gone.
Q. Eliz. Was never widow, had so dear a loss.
Chil. Were never orphans, had so dear a loss,
Duck. Was never mother, had so dear a loss.

Dor. Comfort, dear mother: God is much displeas’d,

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother,

Rarcrirr, and others.
Glo. Sister, have comfort: all of us have cause

did not see your grace: — Humbly on my knee
crave your blessing.
Duch. God bless thee: and put meekness in thy
breast,

Glo. Amen; and make me die a good old man! —

[dside. 12)

We are to reap the harvest of his son.

The broken rancour of your high swoln hearts,
HHIV.
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But lately splinted, knit, and j.oin:d tugether,t'
Must gently be presery’d, cherish’d, and k‘_fl_’ £
Me seemeth good, that, with some lu':t[e train, o)1
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince be fetch’
Hither to London, to be crown’d our king. e
Riv. Why with some little train, my lord of Buck-
ingham ? )
lord, lest by a multitude,
Tﬁ:cﬁégl?er;ﬁ:i n\?ouud of malice should break out;
Which would be so much the more dangerous,
By how much the estate is green, and yet ungo-
vern'd : - 4 "
Where every horse bears his commanding rein,
And may direct his course as please himself,
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent,
In my opinion, ought to be prevented. i
Glo. I hope, the king made peace _wnth all of us;
And the compdct is firm, and trne', in me.
Riv. And so in me; and so, I think, in all:
Yet, since it is but green, it should be put
To no apparent likelihood of breacl:!, ¢
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd:
Therefore I say, with noble Buckingham,
That it is meet so few should fetch the prince.
Hast. And so say I. i
Glo. Then be it so; and go we to determine
Who they shall be that straight shall post to Ludlow.
Madam, — and you my mother, — will you go "
To give your censures'?) in this weighty business?
[Exeunt all but Buckixguan and GLOSTER.
Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince,
For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home:
For, by the way, I'll sort occasion,
As ;nde to theystory ') we late talk’d of,
To part the queen’s proud kindred from the prince.
Glo. My other self, my counsel’s consistory,
My oracle, my prophet! — My dear cousin,
I, as a child, will go by thy direction. ;
Towards Ludlow then, for we’ll not-stay behind.
[Exeunt.

SCENE III.

The same. A Street.
Enter two Citizens, meeting.

1 Cit. Good morrow, neighbour: Whither away
so fast?
2 Cit. 1 promise you, Id;camely know myself:
e news abroa
l?leacl;'z o Yes; the king’s dead. ! 3]
2 Cit. 1l news, by’r lady; seldom comes the better:
I fear, 1 fear, ’twill prove a giddy world.

Enter another Citizen.
8 Cit. Neighbours, God speed! :
1 Cie. Give you good morrow, sir.
3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Edward’s
death? i
2Cit. Ay, sir, it is too true; God help, the while!
8 Cit. Then, masters, look to see a troublous world.
1 Cit. No, no; by God’s good grace, his son shall
rei

3 Cit. Wg(:: te that land, that’s govern’d by a child !
2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government;
That, in his nonage, council under him,
And, in his full and ripen’d years, himself,
No doubt, shallsthen, and till then, govern well.
1 Cit. So stood the state, when Henry the sixth
Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old.

8 Cit. Stood the state so? no, no, goed friends,

God wot;

Or, by bis father, there were none at all:

For emulation now, who shall be nearest,

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not.

| O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster;

| And the queen’s sons, and brothers, haught and proud:
And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule,

This sickly land might solace as before.

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand;
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night?
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth:

All may be well; but, if God sort it so,

"Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. |

You cannot reason almost '*) with a man
That looks not heavily, and full of dread.

By a divine instinct, men’s minds mistrust
Ensuing danger; as, by proof, we see

But leave it all to God. Whither away?

With politic grave cqunsel; then the king
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace.

1 Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father and
mother. - 2
8 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father;

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst; all will be wel_l.
3Cit. When clouds are seen, wise men put on their |
cloaks;

2 Cit. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear: I
3 Cit. Before the days of change, still is it so:

The water swell before a boist’rous storm. |

2 Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices.

8 Cit. And so was I; I'll bear you company.
[Exeunt.

SCENE 1V.
The same. A Room in the Palace.

Enter the Archbishop of York, the young Duke of
York, Queen Evizasern, and the Duchess
of Yomrxk.

Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony- |
Stratford ; L
And at Northampton they do rest to-night: **)
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here.
Duch. 1 long with all my heart to see the prince;
I hope, he is much grown since last I saw him.
Q.Eliz. But I hear, no; they say, my son of York
Hath alinost over-ta’en him in his growth. b
York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it so.
Duch. Why, my young cousin? it is good to grow.
York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit at supper,
My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow

Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace:
And since, methinks, I would not grow so fast,
Because sweet flowers are slow,and weeds make _haste.
Duck. "Good faith, ’good faith, the saying did not
hold
In him that did object the same to thee:
He was the wretched’st thing, when he was young,
So long a growing, and so leisurely, §
That, if his rule were true, he should be gracious.
Arch. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious madam.
Duch. 1 hope, he is; but yet let mothers doubt.
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remem-
ber'd, 16)
I could have given my uncle’s grace a ﬂout’:, 1
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch’d mine.
Duch. How, my young York? I prythee, let me
hear it.
York. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so ﬁn-?t,
That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old;
"Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.

For then this land was famously enrich’'d

Grandam, this would have been a biting jest.

More than my brother; 4y, quoth my uncle Gloster, |
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Duck. 1 pr’ythee, pretty York, who told thee this?

York. Grandam, his nurse.

Duck. His nurse! why, she was dead ere thou
wast born.

York. If "twere not she, I cannot tell who told me.

Q.Eliz. A parlous boy: '7) Go to, you are too
shrewd.

Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child.

Q. Eliz. Pitchers have ears.

Enter @ Messenger.

Arch. Here comes a messenger:
What news?
Mess. Such news, my lord,

As grieves me to unfold.

Q. Eliz. How doth the prince?
Mess. Well, madam, and in health.

Duch. What is thy news?
Mess. Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent to

Pomfret,

With them sir Thomas Vaughan, prisoners.

Duch. Who hath committed them?

Mess. The mighty dukes,
Gloster and Buckingham.
Q. Elix. For what offence?

Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclos’d ;
Why, or for what, the nobles were conunitted,

Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady.

Q. Eliz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house!
The tiger now hath seiz’d the gentle hind;
Insulting tyranny begins to jut
Upon the innocent and awless '8) throne: —
Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre!

I see, as in a map, the end of all.

Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days;
How many of you have mine eyes beheld?
My husband lost his life to get the crown;
And often up and down my sons were tost,
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loss:
And being seated, and domestic broils
Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors,
Make war upon themselves; brother to brother,
Blood to blood, self ’gainst self: — O, preposterous
And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen:
Or let me die, to look ori death no more!

Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy, we will to sanct-

uary. —

Madam, farewell.

Duch. Stay, 1 will go with you.

Q. Eliz. You have no cause.

Arch. My gracious lady, go, [to the Quesn.
And thither bear your treasure and your goods.
For my part, I'll resign unto your grace
The seal I keep; And so betide to me,

As well I tender you, and all of yours!

Come, Tll conduct you to the sanctuary. [Ereunt.

ACT II.

SCENE I. The same. A Street.

The Trumpets sound. Enter the Prince of WiLEs,
GrLosTER, Buckinenmim, Cardinal Bouronigr,
and others,

Buck. Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to your
chamber. 1)

Glo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thoughts’ sovereign;
The weary way hath made you melancholy.

Prince. No, uncle; but our crosses on the way
Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy:
I want more uncles here to welcome me.

Glo. Sweet prince, the untainted virtue of your years

XHIV.

Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit:

No more can you distinguish of a man,

Than of his outward show; which, God he knows,

Seldom, or never, jumpeth with the heart.

Those uncles, which you want, were dangerous;

Your grace attended to their sugar’d words,

But look’d not on the poison of their hearts:

God keep you from them, and from such false friends!

Prince. God keep me from false friends! but they
were none.

Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to oreet
you.

Enter the Lord Mayor, and his Train.

May. God bless your grace with health and happy
days!

Prince. 1 thank you, good my lord; — and thank
you all. — [Exeunt Mayor, dec.

I thought my mother, and my brother York,

Would long ere this have met us on the way:

Fye, what a slug is Hastings! that he comes not

To tell us, whether they will come, or no.

Enter Hastings.

Buck. f\nd in good time, here comes the sweating

ord.

Prince. Welcome, my lord: What, will our mother

come ?

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I,
The queen your mother, and your brother York,
Have taken sanctuary: The tender prince
Would fain have come with me to meet your grace,
But by his mother was perforce withheld.

Buck. Fye! what an indirect and peevish course
Is this of hers? — Lord cardinal, will your grace
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York
Unto his princely brother Ppresently 2
If she deny, — Lord Hastings, go with him,

And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce.

Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak oratory
Can from his mother win the duke of York,

Anon expect him here: But if she be obdurate
To mild entreaties, God in heaven forbid
We should infringe the holy privilege

Of blessed sanctuary! not for all this land,
Would I be guilty of so deep a sin,

Buck. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord,
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 2y
Weigh it but with the grossness of this age, 3)
You break not sanctuary in seizing him.
The benefit thereof is always granted
To those whose dealings have deserv’d the place,
And those who have the wit to claim the place:
This prince hath neither claim’d it, nor deserv’d it
And therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it:
Then, taking him from thence, that is not there,
You break no privilege nor charter there.
Oft have I heard of sanctuary men;
But sanctuary children, ne’er till now.

Card. My lord, you shall o’er-rule my mind for

Acr III

once. — |
Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me? !
Hast. 1 go, my lord. |
Prince. Good lords, make all the speedy haste you !

may. [Exeunt Camvinat and Hastines, |
Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come, |
Where shall we sojourn till our ceronation? r
Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal self. \
If I may counsel you, some day, or two,
Your highness shall repose you at the Tower:
Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit
For your best health and recreation.

' Acr III.

KING RICHARD IIL

Prince. I do not like the Tower, of any place: —

| Did Julius Ceesar build that place, my lord 2

Glo. He did, my gracious lord, begin th_at place;
Which, sinee, succeeding ages have re-edified.

Prince. Is it upon record? or else ‘rep_m:;.ed
Successively from age to age, he built it?

Buck. Upon record, my gracious lord. A

Prince. But say, my lord, it were not. register'd;
Methinks, the truth should live from age to age,
As ’twere retail’d to all posterity, *)

Even to the general all-ending day. Pl
Glo. So wise so young, they say, do ne’er live long.
[dside.

Prince. What say you, uncle?

Glo. 1 say, without chardcters, fame lives long.
Thus, like the formal vice, Iniquity, l [dside
I moralize two meanings in one word. %) | ;

Prince. That Julius Cesar was a famous man;
With what his valour did enrich his wit,

His wit set down to make his valour live:
Death makes no conquest of this conqueror;
For now he lives in fame, though not in life.
I'll tell you what, my cousin Buckingham, —
Buck. What, my gracious lord ?

Prince. An if I live until I be a man,

I’ll win our ancient right in France again,

Or die a soldier, as I livd a king. .

Glo. Short summers lightly ©) have a forward spring.

[Aside.

Enter York, Hastings, and the CiRDINAL.

Buck. Now, in good time, here comes the duke of
York.
Prince. Richard of York! how fares our loving
brother ?
York. Well, my dread lord; ") so must I call you now.
Prince. Ay, brother; to our grief, as it is yours;
Too late he died, ?) that might have kept that title,
Which by his death hath lost much majesty.
Glo. How fares our cousin, noble lord of York?
York. 1 thank you, gentle uncle. O my lord,
You said that idle weeds are fast in growth:
The prince my brother hath outgrown me far.
Glo. He hath, my lord.
York. And therefore is he idle?
Glo. O, my fair cousin, I must not say so.
York. Then is he more beholden to you, than I.
Glo. He may command me, as my sovereign;
But you have power in me, as in a kinsman.
York. 1 pray you, uncle, then, give me this dagger. %)
Glo. My dagger, little cousin? with all my heart.
Prince. A beggar, brother?
York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give;
And, being but a toy, which is no grief to give,
Glo. A greater gift than that Ill give my cousin.
York. A greater gift! O, that’s the sword to it?
Glo. Ay, gentle cousin, were it light enough.
York. O then, I see, you'll part but with light gifts;
In weightier things you'll say a beggar, nay.
Glo. It is too weighty for your grace to wear.
York. 1 weigh it lightly, 19) were it heavier.
Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little lord 2
York. I would, that I might thank you as you

call me.
Glo. How 2
York. Little.

Prince. My lord of York will still be cross in talk 53—
Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.
York. You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me:
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me;
Because that I am little, like an ape,
He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulders.
Buck. With what a sharp-provided wit he reasons!

To mitigate the scorn he gives his uncle,
He prettily and aptly taunts himself:
So cunning, and so young, is wonderful.

Glo. My gracious lord, will’t please you pass ||

along? 1+

Myself, and my good cousin Buckingham,

Will to your mother; to entreat of her,

To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you.
York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my lord 2
Prince. My lord protector needs will have it so.

‘ork. 1 shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.

Glo. ') Why, sir, what should you fear?

York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghost;
My grandam told me, he was murder’d there.
Prince. I fear no uncles dead. [
Glo. Nor none that live, 1 hope. |
Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear.
But come, my lord, and, with a heavy heart,
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower.

[Ezeunt Prince, York, Hastings, CARDINAL,
and Attendants,

Buck. Think you, my lord, this little prating York
Was not incensed *$) by his subtle mother,

To taunt and scorn you thus opprobriously 2
Glo. No doubt, no doubt: O, ’tis a parlous boy;

Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; *%)

He’s all the mother’s, from the top to toe.

Buck. Well, let them rest. —

Come hither, gentle Catesby, *3) thou art sworn

As deeply to effect what we intend,

As closely to conceal what we impart:

Thou know’st our reasons urg’d upon the way; —

What think’st thou? is it not an easy matter

To make William lord Hastings of our mind,

For the instalment of this noble duke

In the seat royal of this famous isle?

Cate. He for his father’s sake so loves the prince,
That he will not be won to aught against him.
Buck. What think’st thou then of Stanley? will

not he ?

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth.
Buck. Well then, no more but this: Go, gentle

Catesby,

And, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hastings,

How he doth stand affected to our purpose;

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower,

To sit about the corenation.

If thou dost find him tractable to us,

Encourage him, and tell him all our reasons:

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling,

Be thou so too; and so break off the talk,

And give us notice of his inclination:

For we to-morrow hold divided councils, *¢)
Wherein thyself shalt highly be employed,

G'lo. Commend me to lord William : tell him, Catesby,
His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle;

And bid my friend, for joy of this good news,
Give mistress Shore one gentle kiss the more.
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business soundly.
Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I can.
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Cateshy, ere we sleep?
Cate. You shall, my lord.

Glo. At Crosby-place, there shall you find us both.

Exit CATESBY.

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we

perceive

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots?
Glo. Chop off his head, man; — somewhat we

will do: —

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables

HEIV. 34
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‘ Buck. Ill claim that promise at your grace’s hand.

;[ Come, let us sup betimes; that afterwards

|| We may digest our complots in some form, [Exeunt,
SCENE II.

Before Lord Hastings’ House.

{i Enter @ Messenger.

:’ Mess. My lord, my lord, — [Knocking.

Hast. [Within.] Who knocks?
Mess. One from lord Stanley. * 7}
Hast. [Within.] What is’t o’clock 2
Mess. Upon the stroke of four.

Enter Histixes.

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious ! 8} nights?

Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say.
First, he commends him to your noble lordship.

Hast. And then, —

Mess. And then he sends you word, he dreamt
To-night the boar had rased off his heln : L9y
Besides, he says, there are two councils held;
And that may be determin’d at the one,
Which may make you and him to rue at the other.
Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s plea-

sure, —

Ii, presently, you will take horse with him,
And with all speed post with him toward the north,
To shun the danger that his soul divines.

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord;
Bid him not fear the separated councils:
His honour, 2¢) and myself, are at the one;
And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby;
Where nothing ean proceed, that toucheth us,
Whereof I shall not have intelligence.
Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance: 2 1)
And for his dreams — I wonder, he’s so fond
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers:
To fly the boar, before the boar pursues,
Were to incense the boar to follow us,
And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase.
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me;
And we will both together!to the Tower,
Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly.

Mess. T'll go, my lord, and tell him what you say.

[Exie.

Enter Cargssy.

Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord!
Hast. Good morrow, Catesby; you are early stirring :
What news, what news, in this our tottering state ?
Cate. Tt is a reeling world, indeed, my lord;
And, I believe, will never stand upright,
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm.
Hast. How! wear the garland? dost thou mean
the crown?
Cate. Ay, my good lord.
Hast. Vll have this crown of mine cut from my
shoulders,
Before I'll see the crown so foul misplacd.
But canst thou guess that he doth alm at it?
Cate. Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you forward
Upon his party, for the gain thereof:
And thereupon, he sends you this good news, —
That, this same very day, your enemies, .
The kindred of the queen, must die at Pomfret.
Hast. Indeed, T am no mourner for that news
| Because they have been still my adversaries:
But, that T'll give my voice on Richard’s side
i To bar my master’s heirs in true descent,

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindness.

Cate. God keep your lordship in that i ind!
Hast. But Ip . iy
hence, —
That they, who brought me in my master’s hate,
I live to look upon their tragedy. H
Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older,
I'll send some packing, that yet think not on’t.
Cate. *Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord
When men are unprepar’d, and look not for i,
Hast. O monstrous, monstrous! and so falls it out
With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey; and so ’twill do
With some men else, who think themselves as safe
As thou, and I; who, as thou know’st, are dear
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham.

‘Cate. The princes both make high account of you,—
For they account his head upon the bridge. [Aside,
Hast. 1 know, they do; and I have well deserv’d it.

Enter StaniLEY.

Come on, come on, where is vour boar- ?
Fear you the boar, and go so} unprovid:ggar Tk
Stan. My lord, good morrow ; and good morrow. z2%
Catesby: — ]
You may jest on, but, by the holy rood. 22
I do not like these se;erz}irl councﬂz, - 5 i
Hast. My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours; 24}
And never, in my life, T do protest, )
Was it more precious to me than ’tis now :
Think you, but that I know our state secure
I would be so triumphant as I am? 5
Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode from
London,
Were jocund, and suppos’d their states were sure,
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust; /
But yet, you see, how soon the day o’er-cast.
This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt; 25
Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward!
What, shall we toward the Tower 2 the day is spent.
Hast. Come, come, have with you. — Wot you
what, my lord?
To-day, the lords you talk of are beheaded.
Stan. They, for their truth, 2¢) might better wear
their heads,
Than some that have accus’d them, wear their hats
But come, my lord, let’s away. i

Enter a Pursuivant.

Hast. Go on before, T'll talk with this good fellow.

} [Ezeunt Staw. and CarEespy.
How now, sirrah? how goes the world with thee?
Purs. The better that your lordship please to ask.
Hast. 1 tell thee, man, ’tis better with me now
Than when thou met’st me last where now we rnee,t:
Then was I going prisoner to the Tower,
By the suggestion of the queen’s allies;
But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,)
This day those enemies are put to death
And T in better state than ere I was.
Purs. God hold it, to your honour’s good content!
Hast. Gramercy, fellow: There, drink that for me.

Throwing him his Purse.

Purs. 1 thank your honour.[ [gE.riz Pursuivant.

Enter a Priest.
Priest. Well met, my lord; T am glad to see your
honour.
Hast. 1thank thee, good sir John, with all my heart.
I am in your debt for your last exercise; 27)
Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. -

Enter BuckiNenam.
Buck. What, talking with a priest, lord chamber-

God knows I will not do it, to the death,

E KXIV.
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l Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the pr:oist;
Your honour hath no shriving work in_hand. *%)
Hast. *Good faith, and when I met t!‘liS holy man,
The men you talk of came into my mind.

What, go you toward the Tower?

I shall return before your lordship thence.

Hast. Nay, like enough, for 1 stay dinner th::re._

Buck. And supper teo, although thou know’st it
not. [Aside.

i u go?
Cﬁiz:}-wﬂl = %’ll wait upon your lordship. [Ercunt.

SCENE IIL
Pomfret. Before the Castle.

Grry, and Viveuan, to Execution.

Rat. Come, bring forth the prisoners.

To-day, shalt thou behold a subject die,
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty.

A knot you are of damned blood-suckers.

after. o
Rat. Despatch; the limit of your lives is out.
Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody prison,
Fatal and ominous to noble peers!
Within the guilty closure of thy walls,
Richard the second here was hack’d to death:
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat,
We give thee up our gniltless blood to drink.

When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I,
For standing by when Richard stabb’d her son.

Buckingham,
Then curs’d she Richard: — O, remember, God,
To hear her prayers for them, as now for us!
And for my sister, and her princely sons, —
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods,
Which, as thou know’st, unjustly must be spilt!

embrace:

SCENE 1IV.

London. A4 Room in the Tower.

Talle: Officers of the Council attending.

Is — to determine of the coronation:

In God’s name, speak, when is the royal day?
Buck. Are all things ready for that royal time?
Stan. They are; and wants but nomination. 3°)
Ely. To-morrow, then, I judge a happy day.

Who is mest inward 3') with the noble duke?
Ely. Your grace, we think, should soonest kno
his mind.

He knows no more of mine, than I of yours:
Nor I, of his, my lord, than you of mine:
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love.

But, for his purpoese in the coronation,
I have not sounded him, nor he deliverd

Buck. I do, my lord; but long I cannot stay there:

Enter Rarcrirr, with a Guard, conducting RivERrs,

Rivo. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, —

Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of you!
Vaugh. You live, that shall cry woe for this here-

Girey. Now Margaret’s carse is fallen upon our heads,

Riv. Then curs’d she Hastings, then curs’d she

-Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate.??)
Riv. Come, Grey, — come, Yaughan, — let us here

Farewell, until we meet again in heaven. [Ezeunt.

Buckinenam, Staniey, HasTines, tlze_ ]}ishop of
Evy, Caresey, Lover, and others, sitting at a

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are met

Buck. Who knows the lord protector’s mind herein ?
Buck. We know each other’s faces: for our hearts,—

Hast. I thank his grace, I know he loves me well;

His gracious pleasure any way therein:

| But you, my noble lord, may name the time;
And in the duke’s behalf Ill give my voice,
| Which, I presume, hell take in gentle part.

|
|
|
|
|

Enter GLosTER.

| Ely. In happy time, here comes the duke himself.
Glo. My noble lords and cousins, all, good morrow :
I have been long a sleeper; but, I trust,
My absence doth neglect no great design,
Which by my presence might have been concluded.
Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, *) my lord,
William, lord Hastings, bad proneunc’d your part,—
I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king.
Glo. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be bolder ;
| His lordship knows me well, and loves me well. —33)
| My lord of Ely, when I was last in Hoelborn,
I saw good strawberries %) in your garden there;
I do beseech you, send for some of them.
Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart.
[Ezit Evy.
Glo. Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you.
[Takes him aside.
Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business;
And finds the testy gentleman so hot,
That he will lose his head, ere give consent,
His master’s child, as worshipfully he terms it,
Shall lose the royalty of England’s throne.
Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, I’ll go with you.
[Ereunt GrosTER and Buckinemam.
Stan. We have not yet set down this day of triumph.
To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden;
For I myself am not so well provided,
As else I would be, were the day prolong’d.

Re-enter Bishop of Ery.
Ely. Where is my lord protector? I have sent
For these strawberries.
Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this
morning ;
There’s some conceit or other 35) likes him well,
When he doth bid good-morrow with such spirit.

I think, there’s ne’er a man in Christendom,
Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he;
For by his face straight shall you know his heart.
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face,
By any likelihood he show’d to-day?
Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is offended;
For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 3¢}

Re-enter Groster and Buckinemaw.

Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deserve,

That do conspire my death with devilish plots

Of damned witchcraft; and that have prevail’d

Upon my body with their hellish charms?

Hast. The tender love I bear your grace, my lord,

Makes me most forward in this noble presence

To doom the offenders: Whosoe’er they be,

I say, my lord, they have deserved death.

Glo. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil,

Look how I am bewitch’d; behold mine arm

Is, like a blasted sapling, wither'd up:

And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrous witch,
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore,

w || That by their witchcraft thus have marked me.
Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble lord, ——
Glo. If! thou protector of this damned strumpet,

Talk’st thou to me of ifs? — Thou art a traitor: —

Off with his head: — now, by Saint Paul I swear,

I will not dine until I see the same. —

Lovel, and Catesby, look that it be done;

The rest, that love me, rise, and follow me.

[Exeunt Council, with GrosTer and BUCKINGHAM.

34"
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Hast. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit
For 1, too fond, might have prevented this:

| Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm ;
But 1 disdain’d it, and did scorn to fly.

And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower,

‘ As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house.

{ O, now 1 want the priest that spake to me:
I now repent I told the pursnivant,
As too triumphing, how mine enemies,
To-day at Pomfret bleodily were butcher'd,
And I myself secure in grace and favour.

O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse
Is lighted on poor
Cate. Despatch,

dinner;
| Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head.
Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men,
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God!
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks,
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast;
Ready, with every nod, to tumble down
Into the fatal bowels of the deep.
Lov. Come, come, despatch; ’tis bootless to exclaim.
Hast. O, bloody Richard! — miserable England!
I prophesy the fearful’st time to thee,
That ever wretched age hath look’d upon. —
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head;
They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. [Ezeunt,

Hastings’ wretched head.

SCENE V.
The Tower Walls.

Enter Grosrer and Buckinenam, in rusty Armour,
marvellous ill-favoured.

The same.

Glo. Come, cousin, canst thou quake,
thy colour?
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, —
And then again begin, and stop again,
As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror 2
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian;
Bpeak, and look back, and pry on every side,
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw,
Intending deep suspicion: %) ghastly looks
Are at my service, like enforced smiles ;
And both are ready in their offices,
At any time to grace my stratagems.
But what, is Catesby gone?
Glo. He is; and, see, he brings the mayor along:

and change

Enter the Lord Mayor and CaTkssy.

Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. — Lord
mayor, — —

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there.

Buck. Hark! hark! a drum.

Glo. Catesby, o’erlook the walls.

Buck. Lord mayor, the reason we have sent for

you,
Glo. Look
Buck. God

back, defend thee, here are enemies.
and our innocence defend and guard us!

Enter LoveL and Rarcrier, with Histines’s Head.

Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Ratcliff, and Lovel.

Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings.

Glo. So dear I lov’d the man, that T must weep.
I took him for the plainest harmless't 2%} creature,
That breath’d upon the earth a Christian ;

Made him my book, wherein my soul recorded
The history of all her secret thoughts:
| So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue,

Wi

for me;

| Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble,37)

my lord, the duke would be at

I mean, his conversation 4%) with Shore’s wife, —

He liv’d from all attainder of suspect.

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'st shelter’d
traitor

That ever livid. — Look you, my lord mayor,

Would you imagine, or almost believe,

(Were’t not, that by great preservation

We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor

This day had plotted, in the council-house,

Glo. What! think you we are Turks, or infidels?
Or that we would, against the form of law,
Proceed thus rashly in the villain’s death;

But that the éxtreme peril of the case,
The peace of England, and our persons’ safety,
Enforc’d us to this execution ?

May. Now, fair befall you! he deserv’d his death;
And your good graces both have well proceeded,

To warn false traitors from the like attempts.

I never look’d for better at his hands;

After he once fell in with mistress Shore.

Buck. Yet had we not determin’d he should die,
Until your lordship came to see his end;

Which now the loving haste of these our friends,
Semewhat against our meaning, hath prevented:
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard
The traitor speak, and timorously confess

|
That, his apparent open guilt omitted, — ‘

To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster? |
May. What! had he so? II
\

The manner and the purpose of his treasons;
That you might well
Unto the citizens, who, haply, may

Misconstrue us in him, and wail his death, ‘
May. But, my good lord, your grace’s word shall

serve, )
As well as I had seen, and heard him speak :
And do not doubt, right noble princes both,

1
But I’ll acquaint our duteons citizens f

With all your just proceedings in this case.
Glo. And to that end we wish’d your lordship here,
To avoid the censures of the carping world.
Buck. But since you came too late of our intent,
Yet witness what you hear we did intend:
And so, my good lord mayor, we bid farewell.
[Erit Lord Mayor.
Glo. Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham.
The mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all post: —
There, at your meetest vantage of the time,
Infer the bastardy of Edward’s children:
Tell them, how Edward put to death a citizen,
Only for saying — he would make his son

XEIV.

Heir to the crown; meaning, indeed, his house,
Which, by the sign thereof, was termed so.
Moreover urge his hateful luxury,

And bestial appetite in change of lust;

Which stretch’d unto their servants, daughters, wives,
Even where his raging eye, “1) or savage heart,
Without control, listed to make his prey.

Nay, for a need, thus far come near my person: —
Tell them, when that my mother went with child

e of |
have signified the same i
|
|

Of that insatiate Edward, noble York,
My princely father, then had wars in France;
And, by just computation of the time,

Found, that the issue was not his begot;
Which well appeared in his lineaments,
Being nothing like the noble duke my father:
Yet touch this sparingly, as ’twere far off :
Because, my lord, you know, my mother lives.
Buck. Doubt not, my lord: I’Il play the orator,
As if the golden fee, for which I plead,
Were for myself: and so, my lord, adieu.

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard’s

castle; 42)

+ That cannot see this palpable device?
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Where you shall find me well accompaniet.l,h
With reverend fathers, and well-learned bls’ ;)psl.(
Buck. 1 go; and, towards thre?dutl; Eoux‘;f o 3 ock,
Guild-hall affords.
Look for the mews that the e
i ctor Shaw. —*3)
Glo. Go, Lovel, with all speed to doctor
Go :hou ,[tn C_u-:I to friar Penker; — bl’d them both
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard’s castle.
2 [Exeunt LoveL and CATEsmy.
ill I in, to take some privy order
a‘rg“:lr::v the brats of Clarence out of sight;
And to give notice, that no manner of person

Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. [Ewiz.

SCENE VL
A Street.
Enter a Scrivener.

Scriv. Here is the indictment of the good lord
Hastings ;

Which in a set hand fairly is engross’d,

That it may be to-day read o’er in Paul’s.

And mark how well the sequel hangs together: —

Eleven hours I have spent to write it over,

For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me;

The precedent *#) was full as long a dom,g_:’

And yet within these five hours Hastings liv'd,

Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty. !

Here’s a good world the while! — Who is so gross,

Yet who so bold, but says — he sees it not?

Bad is the world; and all will come to nought,

When such bad dealings must be seen in though[t].;s)
it

SCENE VII.
The same. Court of Baynard’s Castle,
Enter GrosTER and BuckiNeHaM, meeling.

Glo. How now, how now? what say the citizens?
Buck. Now, by the holy mother of our Lord,
The citizens are mum, say not a word.

G'lo. Touch’d you the bastardy of Edward’s children?
Buck. I did; with his contrict with lady Lucy,
And his contrict by deputy in France;
The insatiate greediness of his desires,
And his enforcement of the city wives;
His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy, —
As being got, your father then in France;
And his resemblance, being not like the duke.
Withal, I did infer your lineaments, —
Being the right idea of your father,
Both in your form and nobleness of mind:
Laid open all your victories in Scotland,
Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace,
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility;
Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose,
Untouch’d, or slightly handled, in discourse.
And, when my oratery grew to an end,
I bade them, that did love their country’s good,
Cry — God save Richard, Englands royal king!
Glo. And did they so?
Buck. No, so God heip me, they spake not a word;
But, like dumb statuas, or breathless stones, 45
Star’d on each other, and look’d deadly pale.
Which, when I saw, I reprehended them; 2
And ask’d the mayor, what meant this wilful silence:
His answer was — the people were not us'd
To be spoke to, but by the recorder. .
Then he was urg’d to tell my tale again; —

But nothing spoke in warrant from himself.

When he had done, some followers of mine own,

At lower end o’the hall, hurl'd up their caps,

And some ten voices cried, God save king Richard!

And thus I took the vantage of those few, —

Thanks, gentle citizens, and Jriends, quoth 1;

This general applause, and cheerful shout,

Argues your wisdom, and your love io Richard:

And even here brake off, and came away.

Glo. What tongueless blocks were they: Would
they not speak?

Will not the mayor, then, and his brethren, come?

Buck. The mayor is here at hand, intend some
fear; 47)

Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit:

And look you, get a prayer-book in your hand,

And stand between two churchmen, good my lord;

For on that ground Ill make a holy descant;

And be not easily won to our requests;

Play the maid’s part, still answer nay, and take it.

Glo. 1 go; and if you plead as weli for them,

As I can say nay to thee for myself,

No doubt we’ll bring it to a happy issue. *%)

Buck. Go, go, up to the leads; the lord mayor
knocks. [Exit Grosyss.

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Citizens.

Welcome, my lord: I dance attendance here;
I think, the duke will not be spoke withal. —

Enter, from the Castle, CaTrsny.

Now, Catesby! what says your lord to my request?
Cate. He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord,
To visit him to-morrow, or next day:

He is within, with two right reverend fathers,

Divinely bent to meditation:

And in no wordly suit would he be mov’d,

To draw him from his holy exercise.

Buck. Return, good Catesby, to the gracious duke;

Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen,

In deep designs, in matter of great moment,

No less importing than our general good,

Are come to have some conference with his grace.
Cate. I'll signify so much unto him straight. [Exit.
Buck. Ah,ha! my lord, this prince is not an Edward !

He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed, 4°)

But on his knees at meditation;

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans,

But meditating with two deep divines;
Not sleeping, to engross 5°) his idle body,
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul:
Happy were England, would this virtuous prince
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof:
But, sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it.
May. Marry, God defend, his grace should say us
nay! st)
Buck. 1 fear, he will: Here Catesby comes again. —

Re-enter CaTgssy.
Now, Catesby, what says his grace?
Cate. He worders to what end you have assembled
Such troops of citizens to come to hin,
His grace not being warn’d thereof before,
He fears, my lord, you mean no gvod to him.
Buck. Sorry I am, my noble cousin shonld
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him:
By heaven, we come to him in perfect love;
Bnd so once more return and tell his grace.
[Exit Catespy.

When holy and devout religious men
Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them thence;

Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke nferrd;

HEIV.

So sweet is zealous contemplation.
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nter GLOSTER in @ Gallery above, between two
Bishops. Caressy refurns.

il
;F May. See, where his grace stands ’tween two
‘.1 clergymen!
1' Buck. Two props of virtue for a christian Pprince,
,‘ To stay him from the fall of vanity :
|‘ And see a book of prayer in his hand ;
[ True ornaments to know a holy man. —
!J Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince,
Lend favourable ear to our requests;
| And pardon us the interruption
1 Of thy devotion, and right christian zeal.
Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology;
I rather do beseech you pardon me,
Who, earnest in the service of my God,
Neglect the visitation of my friends.
l But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure ?
Buck. Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above,
And all good mmen of this ungovern’d isle.
Glo. I do suspect, I have done some offence,
That seems disgracious in the city’s eye;
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance.
Buck. You have, my lord; Would it might please
your grace,
On our entreaties to amend your fault!
Glo. Else wherefore breathe Iin a christian land?
Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you resign
The supreme seat, the throne majestical,
The scepter’d office of your ancestors,
Your state of fortune, and your due of birth,
The lineal glory of your royal house,
To the corruption of a blemish’d stock:
Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts,
(Which here we waken to our country’s goed,)
The noble isle doth want her proper limbs;
Her face defac’d with scars of infamy,
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants,
And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf 52)
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion.
Which to recure, 53) we heartly solicit
Your gracious self to take on you the charge
And kingly government of this your land:
Not as protector, steward, ' substitute,
Or lowly factor for another’s gain:
But as successively, from blood to blood,
Your right of birth, your empery, your own.
For this, consorted with the citizens,
Your very worshipful and loving friends,
And by their vehement instigation,
In this just suit come I to move your grace.
Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in silence,
Or bitterly to speak in Your reproof,
Best fitteth my degree, or your condition:
If, not to answer, — you might haply think,
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty,
Which fondly you would here impose on me;
If to reprove you for this suit of yours,
So season’d with your faithful love to me,
Then on the other side, T check’d my friends.
Therefore, — to speak, and to avoid the first;
And then, in speaking not to incur the last, —
Definitively thus T answer you.
Your love deserves my thanks; but my desert
Unmeritable, shuns your high request.
First, if all obstacles were cut away,
And that my path were even to the crown,
As the ripe revenue and due of birth;
Yet so much is my poverty of spirit,
So mighty, and so many, my defects,
That I would rather hide me from my greatness, —

Than in my greatness covet to be hid,
And in the vapour of my glory smother’d.
But, God be thank’d, there is no need of me;
(And much I need to help you, 54) if need were;)
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,
Which, mellow’d by the stealing hours of time,
Will well become the seat of majesty,
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign.
On him I lay what you would lay on me,
The right and fortune of his happy stars, —
Which, God defend, that T should wring from him!
Buck. My lord, this argues conscience in your grace;
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial, o)
All circumstances well considered.
You say, that Edward is your brother’s son;
So say we too, but not by Edward’s wife:
For first he was contrict to lady Lucy,
Your mother lives a witness to his TOW 3
And afterwards by substitute betroth’d
To Bona, sister to the king of France.
These both put by, a poor petitioner,
A care-craz’d mother to a many sons,
A beauty-waning and distressed widow, |
Even in the afternoon of her best days,
Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye,
Seduc’d the pitch and height of all his thoughts
To base declension and leath’d bigamy; 5¢)
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got
This Edward, whom our manners call — the prince.
More bitterly could I expostulate,
Save that, for reverence to some alive,
I give a sparing limit to my tongue.
Then, good my lord, take to your royal self
This proffer’d benefit of dignity:
If not to bless us and the land withal,
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry
From the corruption of abusing time,
Unto a lineal true-derived course.
May. Do, good my lord; your citizens entreat you.
Buck. Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer’d love.
Cate. O, make them joyful, grant their lawful suit.
Glo. Alas, why would you heap those cares on me 2
I am unfit for state and majesty: —
I do beseech you, take it not amiss;
I cannot, nor I will not, yield to you.
Buck. If you refuse it, — as in Jove and zeal,
Loath to depose the child, your brother’s son;
As well we know your tenderness of heart,
And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse,57)
Which we have noted in you to your kindred,
And equally, indeed, to all estates, —
Yet know, whe'r you accept our suit or no,
Your brother’s son shall never reign our king;
But we will plant some other in your throne,
To the disgrace and downfall of your house.
And, in this resolution, here we leave you; —
Come, citizens, we will entreat no more.
[Ereunt Buckinenam and Citizens.
Cate. Call them again, sweet prince, accept their
suit;
If you deny them, all the land will rue it.
Glo. Will you enforce me to a world of cares?
Well, call them again; T am not made of stone,
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, [Exit Cavesmy.
Albeit against my conscience and my soul. —

Re-enter Buckinguam, and the rest.
Cousin of Buckingham, — and sage, 58} grave men, —
Since you will buckle fortune on my back,

To bear her burthen, whe’r I will, or no,

I must have patience to endure the load:

But if black scandal, or foul-fac'd reproach,

Being a bark to brock no mighty sea, —

e
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For God he knows, and d}'ol} mﬂg tl;?;"ﬂy see,
How far I am from the desire © - A
ﬂthay. God bless your grace! we see 1, and will
say it. ;
Glo. In sja;ying so0, you shall but say the truth.
Buck. Then I salute you with this royal title, e
Long live king Richard, England’s worthy king!
ﬁtcf;'kA“'lI?::murrow may it please you to 'be crow:n’d‘?
Glo Even when you please, since you will have it so.
Buc:k. To-morrow then we will attend your grace;
And so, most joyfully, we takle our ieave._
let us to our holy work again; —
ol [To the Bishops.
Farewell, good cousin! — farewell, gentle friends?
[Exeunt.
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7 Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me Dor. Be of good cheer: — Mother, how fares your 1
From all the impure blots and stains thereof; grace ¢ |

|

ACT 1V,
SCENE I. Before the Tower.

Enter, on one side, Queen EvizapErn, Duchess of
Yonrk, and Marquis of Dorser; on the other, ANNE,
Duchess of Grostir, leading Lady MireaRET
Pravtacener, Clarence’s young Daughter.

Duck. Who meets us here ?— my niece Plantagenet
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster?
Now, for my life, she’s wand’ring to the 'I"ower,
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender prince. —
Daughter, well met.

Anne. God give your graces both
A ha and a joyful time of day! .

Q. l“:)llg As mllmgz to you, good sister! Whither

away ?

Anne. No tqlrther than the Tower; and, as I guess,
Upon the like devotion as yourselves,

To gratulate the gentle princes there. ‘
Q Eliz. Kind sister, thanks; we'll enter all together:

Enter BRAKENBURY.
And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. —
Master heutenant, pray you, by your leave,
How doth the prince, and my young son of York?
Brak. Right well, dear madam: By your patience,
I may not suffer you to visit them;
The king hath strictly charg’d the contrary.
Q.Eliz. The king! who's that?
Erak. I mean, the lord protector.
(). Eliz. The Lord protect him from that kingly title!
Hath he set bounds between their love, and me?
I am their mother, who shall bar me from them?
Duch. 1 am their father's mother, I will see them.
Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother:
Then bring me to their sights; I'll bear my blame,
And take thy office from thee, on my per_il.
Brak. No, madam, no, I may not leave it so;
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me.
[Exit BRAKENBURY.

Enter STANLEY.

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence,
And I'll salute your grace of York as mother,
And reverend locker-on of two fair queens. —
Come, madam, you must straight to Westminster,

[To the Duchess of GrosTem.
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen.

Q. Eliz. Ah, cut my lace asunder!

That my pent heart may have some scope to beat,
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news.

Q. Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee gone,
Death and destruction dog thee at the heels;
Thy mother’s name is ominous to children:
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas,
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell.
Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house,
Lest thou increase the number of the dead;
And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse, — |
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen.
Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, madam: — |
Take all the swift advantage of the hours;
You shall have letters from me to my son
In your behalf, to meet you on the way:
Be not ta’en tardy by unwise delay.
Duck. O ill-dispersing wind of misery! —
O my accursed womb, the bed of death;
A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world, |
Whose unavoided eye is murderous! !
Stan. Come, madam, come; I in all haste was sent.
Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go. —
0, would to God, that the inclusive verge
Of golden metal, that must round my brow,
Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain! ')
Ancinted let me be with deadly venom; ;
And die, ere men can say — Ged save the queen!
Q. Eliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory;
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. |
Anne. No! why? — When he, that is my husband |
now, f
Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse;
When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his hands,
Which issu'd from my other angel husband, .
And that dead saint which then I weeping follow’d;
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face, y
This was my wish, — Be thou, quoth I_, accurs'd,
For making me, so young, so old a widow!
And, when thou wed'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed ;

And be thy wife (if any be so mad)
More miserable by the life of thee,

Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again,

Even in so short a space, my woman’s heart

Grossly grew captive to his honey words’,

And prov'd the subject of mine own soul’s curse:

Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest;

For never yet one hour in his bed

Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, .

But with his timorous dreams 2) was still _awak d.
Besides, he hates me for my fat}_xer Warwick ;
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me.
Q. Eliz. Poor heart, adieu; I pity thy complaining.
Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn for yours.
Dor. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory!

Than thou hast made me by my dear lords death! |

Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak’st thy leave of it!
Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune
guide thee; — [To Dogrser.
Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee! —
[To AnxE.
Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess
thee! [To Q. EnizanETH.
I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me!
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 3
And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen. ®)
Q. Eliz. Stay yet; look back, with me, unto the
Tower. —
Pity, you ancient stones, those _tender babes,'
Whom envy hath immur’d within your v'val.ls.
Rough eradle for such little pretty ones:
Rude ragged nurse! old sullen I_)iay-l'e]l(:w
For tender princes, use my babies well!

Anne. Despiteful tidings! O unpleasing news!

Attend the sequel of your imposition,

So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell. [Exeunt.
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B, ¥ SCENE II.
,f A Room of State in the Palace.

1‘ Flourish of Trumpets.
| his Throne; BuckiNgHaw, Caressy,
f and others.

ham, ——
Buck. My gracious sovereign.

( K. Rich. Stand all apart. — Cousin of Bucking-

| K. Rick.” Give me thy hand." Thus high, by
‘ advice,
| And thy assistance, is king Richard seated: —

But shall we wear these

glories for a day?
Or shall they

last, and we rejoice in them?

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them last?
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the touch,*)

To try if thou be current gold, indeed: —
speak.

Buck. Say on, my loving lord.

| K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be king.
50 you are, my thrice-renowned liege.

Buck. Why,

Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull:
Shall T be plain? I wish the bastards dead:
And T would have it suddenly perform’d.

What say’st thou now 2 speak suddenly, be brie
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure.

freezes:
Say, have I thy consent, that they shall die?

dear lord,
Before I positively speak in this:
I will resolve your grace immediately.

And unrespective boys; 6)

none are for me,
That look inte me with

considerate eyes;

oy, ——

Page. My lord.

Would tempt into a close exploit 7) of death?
Page. 1 know a discontented gentleman,

Gold were as good as twenty orators,

And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing.
K. Rich. What is his name 2
Page.
K. Rick. T partly know the man; Go, ecall h

hither, boy.

The deep revolving witty #) Buckingham

No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels:

Hath he so long held out with me untir’d,

And stops he now for breath? — well, be it so.

Enter Stanvtry.

How now, lord Stanley ? what’s the news 2
Stan.
The marquis Dorset, as I hear, is
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides,
K. Rich. Come hither,
That Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ;
I will take order for her keeping close, 9)

!

Riciarp, as King upon
a Page,

Young Edward lives; — Think now what T would

K. Rich. Ha! am I king? ’Tis so: but Edward
lives.

Buck. True, noble prince. !

K. Rich. O bitter consequence,

That Edward still should Iive, — true, noble prince! —

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause,

. [Exit Buckingrar.
Cate. The king is angry; see, he gnaws his lip. 5)
v [side.

K. Rickh. 1 will converse with iron-witted fools,
[Descends from his Throne.

High-reaching Buckingham grows ecircumspect. —
K. Rich. Know’st thou not any, whom corrupting gold
Whose humble means match not his haughty mind:

His name, my lord, is — Tyrrel.

[Ezit Page.

ow, my loving lord
tled e

Catesby: rumour it abroad,

thy

£ || Go, by this token: — Rise, and lend thine ear.

im

Tea
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Inquire me out some mean-born
Whom I will marry straight to Clarence’ daughter ; —
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him,

Look, how thou dream’st! — I say again, give out,
That Anne my queen is sick, and like to die:
About it; for it stands me much upon, 1°)

To stop all hopes, whose growth may damage me. —

I must be married to my brother’s daunghter,
Or else my
Murder her
Uncertain way of gain! But I am in

So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin.
r-falling pity dwells not in this eye. —

Is thy name —

Tyr.

K. Rich. Art thou, indeed ?

Tyr.

K. Rich. Dar’st thou resolve to kill a friend of mine?

Tyr.

K. Rick. Why, then thou hast it;
Foes to my rest, and my
Are they that I would have thee deal upon: 1)
Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower.

Tyr.

And soon I’Il rid
K. Rick. Thou

There is no more but so: — Say, it is done,
And I

Tyr.

Buck. My lord, I have consider’d in my mind
The late demand that you did sound me in.
K. Rich.

Buck. 1 hear the news, my lord.
K. Rich.

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by promise,
For which your honour and
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables,
Which you have
K. Rich. Stanle
Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it.

Buck. What says your highness to my just request ?
K. Rick. I do remember
Did prophesy, that Richmond
When Richmond was a little
A King! — perhaps ——
Buck. My lord, — —

K. Rich. How chance, the

Have told me, I being by, that I should kil| him 2
Buck. My lord, your
K. Rich. Richmoud! — When last T was at Exeter,
The mayor in courtesy show’d me the castle,

And call’d it— Rouge-mont : at which name I started;
Because a bard of Ireland told me once,

I should not live long
Buck. My lord, ——
K. Rich.
Buck.
To put your grace in mind of what you promis’d me.
K. Rick. Well, but what is't o’clock 2

Buck.
Of ten.
K. Rich. Well, let it strike. 17)

HXIV.

gentleman,

[Exit Careszy.

kingdom stands on brittle glass: —
brothers, and then marry her!

Re-enter Page, with TyrrgL.
Tyrrel 2
James Tyrrel, and your most obedient subject.

Prove me, my gracious lord.

Please you; but I had rather kill two enemies.
two deep enemies,
sweet sleep’s disturbers,

Let me have open means to come to them,
you from the fear of them.
sing’st sweet music. Hark, come

hither, Tyrrel;
[ Whispers,

will love thee, and prefer thee for it

I will despatch it straight. [Baxit.

Re-enter BuckiNneman.,

Well, let that rest.
Richmond.

Dorset is fled to

Stanley, he’s your wife’s son: — Well,
look to it.

your faith is pawn’d;

promised T shall possess.
» look to your wife; if she convey

me, — Henry the sixth
should be king,
peevish boy.

prophet could not at
that time,

promise for the earldom, —

after I saw Richmond.

Ay, what's o’clock 2
I am thus bold

Upon the stroke

| Aer IV.
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| Buck. Why, let it strike?

| K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, 13) thou keep’st
‘ the stroke i
j| Betwixt thy begging and .mytmgalya ion.
in the giving vein to-day. :

| IE:::E“O:VIIE', theﬁ1 resflve me whe'r yu'lt: .Wltll!l, or no. |

e lest me; I am not in the vein.
e e trmEJlﬁ).‘;Sunt King RicHARDd and 'I'n}iu.
‘ is i 's he my deep service

Buck. And is it thus? repays he m :

{ Wi:tlfksuch contempt? made I him king for this?
O, let me think on Hastings; and be gone )
’l‘:) Brecknock, *#) while my fearful head is on. [Exit. |

SCENE III. |
The same.
Enter TYrggrL.

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done;
The most arch deed of piteous assacre,
That ever yet this land was guilty of.

: Dighton, and Forrest, whom I did suborn
!‘ To do this piece of ruthless butchery,

|
I
I
{
!
|

Albeit they were flesh’d villains, bloody d(.).gs,
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion,

| Wept like two children, in their death’s sad story.
| O thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes,

|| Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another

|| Within their alabaster innocent arms:

Their Lips were four red roses on a stalk,
Which, in their summer beauty, kiss’d each other.
A book of prayers on their pillow lay: y

| Which once, quoth Forrest, alinost changdmny zmnd 2
{ But, O, the devil, — there the villain stopp’d;

| When Dighton thus told on, — we smothered

| The most replenished sweet work of nature, :

| That, from the prime creation, cer she framd. —
|| Hence ‘both are gone with conscience and remorse,
| They could not speak; and so I left them both,
To bear this tidings to the bloody king.

Enter King Ricuarn.

And here he comes: — All health, my sovereign lord!
K. Rick. Kind Tyrrel! am I happy in thy news?
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge

Beget your happiness, be happy then,

For it is done.

K. Rich. But didst thou see them dead?
Tyr. 1 did, my lord.
K!{Rich. W< And buried, gentle Tyrrel 2

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them;
But where, to say the truth, T do not know.
K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after supper,
When theu shalt tell the process of their death.
| Mean time,.but think how I may do thee good, -
|| And be inheritor of thy desire.
| Farewell, till then. .
| Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exzit.
| K Rich. The son of Clarence have 1 penn’d up close;
| His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage;
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s hoson},
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night.
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond '*) aims-
| At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter,
And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown,
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer.

Enter CATEsBY.
Cate. My lord, — — "
K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com’st in

so bluntly ? 5 :
Cate. Bad news, my lord; Morton is fled to Rich-

And Buckingham, back’d with the hardy Welchmen,
Is in the field, and still his power encreaseth.

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength.
Come, — I have learn’d, that fearful commenting
Is leaden servitor *¢) to dull delay;

Delay leads impotent and snail-pac’d beggary:
Then fiery expedition be my wing, [
Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king!

Go, muster men: My counsel is my shield;

|| We must be brief, when traitors brave the field.

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more ncar, |

[Ezeunt. i

SCENE IV.
The same. Before the Palace.
Enter Queen MarGARET.

And drop into the rotten mouth of death.
Here in these confines slily have I lurk’d,
To watch the waning of mine enemies.

A dire induction '7) am I witness to,

And will to France; hoping, the consequence
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical.
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who comes here?

|
i
Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow, 1‘\
|

Enter Queen Evizapers and the Duchess of York.

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes! ah, my tender babes!

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets!

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air,

And be not fix’d in deoom perpetual,

Hover about me with your airy wings,

And hear your mother’s lamentation!

Q. Mar. Hover about her; say, that right for right 1 8)

Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged night.

Duck. So many miseries have craz’d my voice,

That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute, —

Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead?

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet,

Edward for Edward pays a dying debt.

Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle
lambs,

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf?
When didst thou sleep, '°) when such a deed was
done 2 -
Q.Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet son.
Duch. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living

0st,
Woe's ihcené, world’s shame, grave’s due by life
usurp’d,
Brief abstract and record of tedious days,
Rest thy unrest on England’s lawful earth,
[Sitting down.
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood!
Q. Eliz. Ah, that thou would’st as soon afford a grave,
As thou canst yield a melancholy seat;
Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here!
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we?
[Sitting down by her.
Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent,
Give mine the benefit of seniory, 2°)
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand.
If sorrow can admit society, [Sitting down with them.
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine: —
I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him;
#') I had a husband, till a Richard kill’d him:
Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d .lum;
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’'d him.
Duch. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him;
I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him.
Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard
kill’d him.

mond ;

|
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From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept
{ A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death:
i That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes
5 . - s ]
To worry lambs, and lap their gentle blood;
| That foul defacer of God’s handy-work ;
| That excellent grand tyrant of the earth,
{ That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,
| Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. —
O upright, just, and true-disposing God,
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur
Preys on the issue of his mother’s hody,
And makes her pew-fellow 22) with others’ moan!
‘ Duch. O, Harry’s wife, trivmph not in my Woes;
God witness with me, I have wept for thine.
Q. Mar. Bear with me, I am hungry for revenge,
And now I cloy me with beholding it.
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward;
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward;
Young York he is but boot, *+) because both they
Match not the high perfection of my loss.
Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb’d my Edward;
Aund the beholders of this tragic play,
The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey,
Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves.
Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer
Ounly reserv’d their factor, to buy souls,
And send them thither: But at hand, at hand,
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end:
Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray,
To have him suddenly convey’d from hence: —
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray,
That I may live to say, the dog is dead!
Q. Eliz. O, thou didst prophesy, the time would
come,
That I should wish for thee to help me curse
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad.
Q. Mar. 1 call’d thee then, vain flourish of my
fortune ;
I call’d thee then, poor shadow, painted queen;
The presentation of but what L was,
The flattering index of a direful pageant, *4
One heav’d a high, to be hurl'd down below s
A mother only mock’d with two fair babes;
A dream of what thou wast; a garish flag,
To be the aim of every dangerous shot; %)
A sign of dignity, a breath, ‘a bubble;
A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.
Where is thy husband now? where be thy brothers?
Where be thy two sons? wherein dost thou joy ?
Whe sues, and kneels, and says — God save the
queen ?
Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee?
Where be the thronging troeps that follow’d thee?
Decline all this, %) and see what now thou art,
For happy wife, a most distressed widow;
For joyful mother, one that wails the name;
For one being sued to, one that humbly sues;
For queen, a very caitiff erown’d with care:
For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me:
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one;
For one commanding all, obey’d of none.
Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about,
And left thee but a very prey to time;
Having no more but thought of what thou wert,
To torture thee the more, being what thou art.
Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow 2
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden’d yoke;
From which even here I slip my wearied head,
And leave the burden of it all on thee.
Farewell, York’s wife, — and queen of sad mis-
chance, —

Q.Eliz. O thou well skill’'d in curses, stay a while,
And teach me how to curse mine enemies,
Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast the day;
Compare dead happiness with living woe;
Think that thy babes were fairer than they were,
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is:
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse ;
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse.
Q. Eliz. My words are dull, O, quicken them with
thine !
Q. Mar. Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce
like mine. [Exit Q. ManGagreT.
Duch. Why should calamity be full of words ?
Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client woes,
Airy succeeders of intestate joys,
Poor breathing orators of miseries !
Let them have scope: though what they do impart
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart.
Duck. It so, then be not tongue-ty’d: go with me,
And in the breath of bitter words let’s smother
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother’d.
[Prum, within.
I hear his drum, — be copious in exclaims.

Enter King Ricusrn, and his Train, marching.
K. Bich. Who intercepts me in my expedition 2
Duch. O, she, that might have intercepted thee,
By strangling thee in her accursed womb,
From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done.
Q. Eliz. Hid'st thou that forehead with a golden
g crown,
Where should be branded, if that right were right,
The slaughter of the prince that ow’d that crown, 27)
And the dire death of my poor sons, and brothers?
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children ?
Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother
Clarence ?
And little Ned Plantagenet, his son 2
Q. Eliz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, Grey 2
Duch. Where is kind Hastings 2
K. Rich. A flourish, trumpets! — strike alarum,
drums!

Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women
Rail on the Lord’s anointed: Strike, I say. —
- [Fiourish. Alarums.
Either be patient, and entreat me fair,
Or with the clamorous report of war
Thus will T drown your exclamations.

Duch. Art thou my son?
K. Rich. Ay; 1 thank God, my father, and yourself.
Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience.
K. Rick. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 2 #)
That cannot brook the accent of reproof.

Duch. 0O, let me speak.

K. Rich. Do, then; but I'll not hear.
Duch. 1 will be mild and gentle in my words.
K. Rich. And brief, good mother; for I am in haste,
Duch. Art thou so hasty? I have staid for thee,
God knows, in torment and in agony.
K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you?
Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou knowest it well,
Thou cam’st on earth to make the earth my hell.
A grievous burden was thy birth to me;
Tetchy 2?) and wayward was thy infancy;
Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and furious;
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous;
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Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody;

More mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred:

What comfortable hour canst thou nae,

That ever grac’d me #°) in thy company?

K. Rick. *Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, 31) that
call’d your grace

These English woes shall make me smile in France.

To breakfast cnce, forth of my company.

If I be so disgracious in your sight,

Let me marchgun., and not offend you,"madam. —
Strike up the drum. .k

Duch. 1 pr'ythee, hear me speax.
K. Rick. You speak too bitterly.
Duch. !
For I shall never speak to thee again.

_ Rick. So. L :
gugze ;Eitb(;r thou wilt die, by God’s just ordinance,

3 is war thou turn a conqueror;

I(;:elfr\:lil:hthglﬁef and extreme age shall perish,

And never look upen thy face again.

Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse;

Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, ‘

Than all the cémplete armour that thou wear’st!

My prayers on the adverse party ﬁg}lt; !

And there the little souls of Edward’s children

Whisper the spirits of thine enemies,

And promise them success and victory.

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end;

Shame serves thy life, 32) and doth thy death at[t;niit.

ret.

Q. Eliz. Though far more cause, yet much less
spirit to curse :

Abides in me; I say amen to her. [Going.

K. Rich. Stay, madam, *3) I must speak a word
with you.

Q. Eliz. T have no more sons of the royal blood,

For thee to murder: for my daughters,' Richard, —

They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens;

And therefore level not to hit their lives.

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd — Elizabeth,

Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. )

Q. Eliz. And must she die for this? O, let her live,

And I'll corrupt her manners, stain her beauty;

Slander myself, as false to Edward’s bed;

Throw over her the veil of infamy;

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter,

I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter.

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal blood.

Q. Eliz. To save her life, I'll say — she is not so.

K. Rick. Her life is safest only in her birth.

Q. Efiz. And only in that safety died her brothers.

Hear me a word,

My babes were destin’d to a fairer death,
If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life.

cousins.

Of comfort, kindred, freedom, life.

Whose hands soever lanc’d their tender hearts,
Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction:

No doubt the murdercus knife was dull and blunt,
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart,
To revel in the entrails of my lambs.

My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys,

Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes;

And 1, in such a desperate bay of death,

Like a r bark, of sails and tackling rest,

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. %
K. Rick. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprize,
And dangerous success of bloody wars,

As I intend more good to you and yours,

Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d!

heaven,
To be discover'd, that can do me good?

K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were opposite.
Q. Efiz. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary.
K. Rich. All unavoided 3*) is the doom of destiny.
Q. Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes destiny:

K. Rich. You speak, as if that I had slain my || Send her a letter of thy noble deeds;

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed; and by their uncle cozend || Her uncle Rivers; ay, and for her sake,

But that still use **) of grief makes wild grief tame,

Q. Eliz. What good is cover’d with the face of || To quicken your increase, I will beget

K. Rich. The advancement of your children, gentle | Than is the doating title of a mother;

Q.Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their

heads ?

K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune,

The high imperial type 3¢) of this earth’s glory.

Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it;

Tell me, what state, what dignity, what‘ honour,

Canst thou demise 27) to any child of mine?

K. Rich. Even all I have; ay, and myself and all,

Will I withal endow a child of thine?

So in the lethe of thy angry soul

Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs,

Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee.

Q. Eliz. Be brief, lest that the process of thy

kindness

Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date.

K. BRich. Then know, that, from my soul, I love
thy daughter. belf %

Q. Eliz. My daughter’s mother thinks it with her
soul.

K. Rich. What do you think ?:

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter, from
thy soul: 3

So, from thy soul’s love, didst thou love her brothers;

And, from my heart’s love, I do thank thee for it.

K. Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my meaning:

I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter,

And do intend to make her queen of England.

Q. Eliz. Well then, who dost thou mean shall be
her king 2 3

K. Rich. Even he, that makes her queen; Who
else should be?

Q. Eliz. What, thou?

K. Rich.
of it, madam?

Q. Eliz. How canst thou woo her ?

K. Rich. That I would learn of you,

As one being best acquainted with her humour.

Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me? 3

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart.

Q.Eliz. Send to her, by the man that slew her
brothers,

A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon engrave,

Edward, and York; then, haply, will she weep:

Therefore present to her, — as sometimes Margaret

Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutlan(l‘s bloo_d, =5

A handkerchief; which, say to her, did drain

The purple sap from her sweet brm.het:’s body,

And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal.

If this inducement move her not to love,

Even so!38) What think you

Tell her, thou mad’st away her uncle Clarence,

Mad’st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne.
K. Rich. You mock me, madam; this is not the way
To win your daughter. i
Q. Eliz. There is no other way;
Unless thou could’st put on some other shape,
And not be Richard that hath done all this.
K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her?
Q. Eliz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose but
have thee, 39] ;
Having bought love with such a bloody spoil.
K. Rich. Liook, what is done cannot be now amended ;
Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes,
Which after-hours give leisure to repent.
If I did take the kingdom from your sons,
To make amends, I'll give it to your daughter.
If T have kill'd the issue of your womb,

Mire issue of your blood upen your daughter.
A grandam’s name is little less in love,

lady.

HHIV.
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. Rick. A, a rge t 3 < 2 hen, tell hat makes hi th i & > o =2
Q. Elix. A: ll‘;':‘g aassh;aﬂen, and nature, lengthens i, Anﬁ " ‘:'lo‘;e;‘;:S;Ez’h afnd st':l_fe of times, TS::n. Un]l;:;, f:)vr :'h;]:a nl:; li?aglgaln 8 ::a;zess. Hois d_sa.ll, and made his course again for Bretagne.
K. Rich, Say Ig e s'(:) , and Richard, likes of it. || Q.Efiz. Shall T b tlmnd In great designs. BWEE, nlecs fue thaths pas to[ be your liege, K. Rich. March, on, march on, since we are up
Q. Eliz. But sl,le,}ou: suﬂ}iﬁ%ﬂ;ﬁf‘ helglsuh_!ec!;,hw_ K. Rich. Ay, if the d:]:gt?i; ftt:llf SR ik You cannot guess wherefore the Welchman comes. || ;o o mm all-lu:s;'th forei -
K Ri AR <elegies: 1 e behaffs?;c t?ov reignty. Q.Ei_s'z. Shall I forget m seh.p & ge to do good. Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. Yot b beﬁf &D:; thorexgnb e;:el]iues, -
%ﬁ{ﬁ.éll‘lhh"nen tale speeds best bei:gpﬁinly told K. Rick. Ay, if your sejif’s }emel:b;:ﬁzzl“ | .%.ultcfohnll:ighty iy kg mistrus{.wme Illxg:c; i a4
ichk. Then, in nlat y I L o - wrong | 7 ere is thy power then, to beat hi
Q. Elix. Plai::: ::] gl::“t f;‘;l]l;ss tt,el.l her my loving tale. | Q. Eh'zlf ]gf]ieltiou didst il . ] back ? o o Enter Cargsny.
K. Rich. Your reasons are o ;h:;lz(:: :agsh a style. || K. Rick, But in your daugl:ter[’r;ywchll]glien' Where be thy tenants, and thy followers? Cate. My liege, the duke of Buckingham is taken,
Q. Eliz. O, no, Iy reasons are too dee : (;:‘:10 quick. | Where, iy that nest of spice thom h bury them: | Are they not now upon the western shore, That is the best news; That the earl of Richmond
Too deep, and dead, poor infants, in hms o3~ (| SEIYEs O themselves, to yomr secr e AL Dreed Safe-conducting the rebels from their ships? Is with a mighty power landed at Milford,
K. Rich. Harp not on that strine v d:;.g::"eff- Q. Eliz. Shall 1 go win my d COEI;[I Stiare. - Stan. No, my good lord, my friends are in the north. || Is colder news, but vet they must be told. +7)
S, madam; that is | K. Rich. Apd be a happy j;nﬂ&:le%. Eeyr :l:etgy ;ﬂll? K. Rich. Cold friends to me: What do they in the | K. Rich. Away towards Salisbury; while we rea-
eed. son here, 48)
A royal battle ;Iu'ght. be won and lost: —

north,
When they should serve their sovereign in the west ?

Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty king: || Some one take order, Buckingham be brought
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, To Salisbury; — the rest march on with me.
I’ll muster up my friends: and meet your grace, [Exeunt.
‘Where, and what time, your majesty shall please.
L LI HEXIV.

past.

Q. Eliz. Harp on it still sha]] 3 | Q.Eus, T o e
L, till heart-stri ‘ - 4 g0. — Write to me

? ngs | And you shall understand from nr:rge:h;;jr;]i ;-

break.
K Ri e
Rich. Now, by my George, my garter, and my Rmf;ell_glmr G E‘E kess iﬂw’s kiss, and so fare-
. issing her. Exzit Q. EnizareTH.

’ Cl'OWII, —_— !
| Q-Eliz. Profan'd, dishonour’d, and the third usurp’d. ﬁﬁtﬂtl:ga gm:i,hm:d shallow, changing — woman! 43)
hat news 2

& — HYIV, l
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KING RI

Enter

That, in the

But, tell me,

Farewell.

him 2
Sker. No, my
Buck. Hastin

Grey,

This is the day
I wish’d might
False to his chi
This is the day.
By the false fai
‘This, this All-S

Hath turned my

sorrow,

Come, sirs, conv
Wrong hath but

A Room in Lord Staxiry’s House.

My son George Stanley is frank’d up in hold;
1£ T revolt, off goes young George's head;
The fear of that withholds my present aid.

Christ. Sir' Walter Herbe
Sir Gilbert Talbot, sir William Stanley;
Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, sir James Blunt,
And Rice-ap-Thomas, with a valiant crew;
And many other of great fame and worth:

And towards London do they bend their course,
If by the way they be not fought withal.
Stan. Well, hie thee to thy

R
Tell him the queen hath heartily consented
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter.

These letters will resolve him of my mind.

SCENE I. Salisbury. 4n open Place.
Enter the Sheriff, and Guard

Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with

Holy king Henry, and thy fair son Edward,

Vaughan, and all that have miscarried

By underhand corrupted foul injustice:

If that your moody discontented souls

Do through the clouds behold this present hour,

Even for revenge, mock my destruction! —

This is All-Souls’ day, fellows, is it not?

Sher. 1t is, my lord.

Buck. Why, then All-Souls’ day is my body’s
dooms-day.

Is the determin’d
That high All-seer which I dallied with,

And given in earnest
Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men
To turn their own p
Tlhus Margaret’s curse falls heay
When he, quoth she, shall spli

Remember Margaret was a prophetess, —

CHARD III. .

Acr V.

SCENE V.

StinLey and Sir CHRISTOPHER
Urswick. 47)

i‘ Stan. Sir Christopher, tell Richmond this from
me: —

sty of this most bloody boar,

where is princely Richmond now 2

Christ. At Pembroke, or at Ha’rford—west, in
Wales.
Stan. What

men of name resort to him?
rt, a renowned soldier;

[Gives Papers to Sir Cugistornes.
[Ezeunt.

ACT V.

s, with Buexinenam,
led to Execution.

good lord: therefore be patient.
gs and Edward’s children, Rivers,

» Which, in king Edward’s time,

fall on me, when I was found

ldren, or his wife’s alljes:

» Wherein I wish’d to fall

th of him whom most T trusted:

ouls’ day to my fearful soul,
respite of my wrongs. )

feigned prayer on my head,
what I begg’d in Jest.

oints on their masters’ bosoms :
Y. on my neck, —
it thy heart with

ey me to the block of shame;
wrong, and blame the due of blame,

lord; commend me to

And, by the bright track of his fiery car,
Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. —

LACT V.

SCENE 1II,
Plain near Tamworth,

Enter, with Drum and Colours, Ri
Forp, Sir Jamus Brunt, Sir War
and others, with

CHMOND, Ox-
TER "HEerpsrr,
“orces, marching.

Riclm. Fellows in arms, and my most loving friends,
Bruis’d underneath the yoke of tyranny,
Thus far into the bowels of the land
Have we march’d on without impediment ;
And here receive we from our father Stanley
Lines of fair comfort and elicouragement.
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar,
That spoil'd your summer fields, and fruitful vines,
Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his

trough
In your embowell’d bosoms, this foul swine
Lies now ?) even in the center of this isle,
Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn:
From Tamworth thither, is but one day’s march.
In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends,
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace
By this one bloody trial of sharp war.

Ozf. Every man’s conscience is a thousand swords,
To fight against that bloody homicide.
Herb. T doubt not, but his friends will turn to us.
Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends

for fear;
Which, in his dearest need, will fly from him.

Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in God’s name,

march :
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow’s wings,
Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings.

fE.:.‘eunt.

SCENE III.
Bosworth Field.

Enter King Ricuirp, and Forces; the Duke of
Norrork, Earl of SurrEgy, and others.

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bos-

worth field. —

My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad?

Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks.

K. Rich. My lord of Norfolk, ——

Nor. Here, most gracious liege.
K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks; Ha! must

KING RIC

HARD IIL

; : il o
Let us consult upon to-morrow’s business;

we not?
Nor. We must both give and take, my loving lord.
K Rick. Up with my tent: Here will I lie to-night;
[Soldiers degin to ser up the King’s Tent.
But where, to-morrow? — Well, all’s one for that.—
Who hath descried the number of the traitors 2
Nor. Six or seven thousand is thejr utmost power.
K. Rich. Why, our battalia trebles that account:
Besides, the king’s name is a tower of strength,
Which they upon the adverse faction want,
Up with the tent. — Come,  noble gentlemen,
Let us survey the vantage of the ground; —
Call for some men of sound direction: — 3)
Let’s want no discipline, make no delay;
For, lords, to-morrow is a busy day. [Ezeunt.
Enter, on the other Side of the Field, Ricumonp,
Sir WiLLiam Brawoon, Oxrorp, and other Lords.
Some of the Soldiers piteh Ricmyonn’s Tent.

Rickm. The weary sun hath made a golden set,

[Ereunt BuckivGuan, de, || Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. —

Give me some ink and paper in my tent; —

HATV.

I'll draw the form and model of our battle,
Limit ) each leader to his severa!mﬂ]aprf?er
And part in just proportion our sma it
My Igrd of 6xfor1t)1,— you, sir “\'x{lla‘?ﬂl[i:;’::(-lon,
And you, sir Walter Herbert, ey mds 5
The earl of Pembroke keeps his regu i ;;u o
Good captain Blunt, bear my good I'l.léﬂl g
And by the second hour m_;h;ym;r&i{ni_
si he earl to see me 1 / tent: y
Xt g s s Syt o s,
i S qu 5
“Eel.'et lsUlnoll::.sbItal:rlla?o; :{ﬁsta’en his colours much, |
(W:{::h- well I am assur’d,' I have not done,)
His reg,iment lies half a mile at leastkin
South from the mighty power of t!u.e o
Richm. If without peril it be possﬂ)iez 4
Sweet Blunt, make some good means ¢) to spea
with him, \

And give him from me this most l}eedful not_e. i
Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, I'll upder't:ake it;
And so, Geod give you quiet rest t‘o-mght.
Richm. Good night, good captain Blunt.

gentlemen,

Come,

ent, the air is raw and cold.
e - [They withdraw into the Tent.

Enter, to his Tent, King Ricuarp, NoRFOLK,
Rarcuirr, and CaTessy.

K. Rick. What is’t o’clock 2

Cate. . It’s supper time, my lord;
’s nine o’clock. 7 )
lt;% ;it:':;z.o el I will not sup to-night. —

Give me some ink and paper. — ¥
What, is my beaver easier than it was?
And all my armour laid into my tent? y

Cate. 1t is, my liege; and all things are in rea-

diness. ) i
K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge;
Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels.
. I goy my lord.
ﬁ?rli'z'cf ,Stiz with the lark to-morrow, gentle
Norfolk.

Nor. 1 warrant you, my lord.
K. Rich. Ra.t‘;:l;'ﬂ', —_—

. My lord? :
ﬁ‘.uﬂilzhj.r i Send out a pursuivant at arms
To Stanley’s regiment; bid him bring his power
Before sun-rising, lest his son George fall
Into the blind cave of etema(.;lr.m,ght. — B 5

i ine. — mea w T —
Fill me a bowl of wine. ive e

addle white Surrey for the field to-morrow. —
inok that my staves ®) be sound, and not too heavy.
Ratcli

Ra}fﬁ, My lord?

K. Rich. Saw’st thou the melancholy lord North-

umberiand 2 *¢) :

Rat. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself,
Much about cock-shut time,**) from troop to troop,
Went through the army, cheermg_ up the soldiers.

K. Rich.-1 am satisfied. *2) Give me a bowl of

wine: P
not that alacrity of spirit,
]Iﬂ(l::v:heer of mind, that I was wont to have, —
So, set it down. — '3} Is ink and paper ready?
at. Tt is, my lord.

ﬁ‘.‘ ;Hcil.s 3 Bid my guard watch; ' +) leave me.
About the mid of night, come to my tent,
And help to arm me. — Leave me,’l say.

[King Ricmarp retires into his Tent.

[Exit.

Ereunt

! i i and
Ricnmoxn’s Tent opens, and discovers Jemm ‘
his Officers, dc.

Enter StinLEY. i

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm!
Richm. All comfort that the dark night can afford,
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law!
Tell me, how fares our loving mother 2
Stan. 1, by attorney, *5) bless thee fr:nu thy mother,
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good:
So much for that. — The silent hours steal on,
And flaky darkness breaks within the east.
In brief, for so the season bids us b‘?,
Prepare thy battle early in the morning;
And put thy fortune to the a_l'bitre_ment
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war. 1¢)
I, as 1 may, (that which I would, 1 cannot,)
With best advantage will deceive the time, *7)
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms:
But on thy side I may not be too forward,
Lest, being seen, thy brother tender George
Be executed in his father’s sight. 4
Farewell: The leisure and the fearful time
Cuts off the ceremonious vows ofd _Iove,

le interchange of sweet discourse,
e‘\v’n}‘}ic?lmfo long su.ndegl"d friends.shoult‘i dwelu uponj
God give us leisure for these rites of love! e
Once more, adien: — Be valiant, and .speed_v\rell.
Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment:
I'll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nal.:g
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow, *7)
When I should mount with wings of victory:
Once more, good night, kind lords and gentlemen.

| Exeunt Lords, §-c. with StaNLey.

O Thou! whose captain I account myself,
Look on my forces with a gracious eye;
Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath,
That they may crush down with a he_av;lr fall
The usurping helmets of our adversaries!
Make us thy ministers of chastisement, :
That we may praise thee in thy victory!
To thee I do commend my watc}:fnl soul,
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes;
Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still!

i the
The Ghost of Prince Epwarp, Son to Heney
Sixth,{l'sel between the two Tents. ;
it h on thy soul to-morrow!
Ghost, Let me sit heavy y[T0 .
Think, how thou stab’dst me in my prime of youth
At Tewksbury; Despair therefore, and die! —
Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged souls
Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf:
King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee.

The Ghost of King Henry the Sixth rises.
i rtal, my anointed body
Ghost. When 1 was mortal, my g
By thee was punched full of deadly holes:
T{xink on thePTower, and me; Despair, _aud die;
Harry the sixth bids thee despair and d:e. —
i th ueror!
Virtuous and holy, be (:ll cong s SN
’ , ing, 19)
Harry, that prophecy’d thou should’st be king, *
Dogl'};omfort thee in thy sleep; Live, and flourish!

[ Steeps.

The Ghost of CLARENCE rises.

i ul to-morrow!
Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy [s;’; K_mo; i i
i ine,
I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome W &
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death!
To-morrow in the battle think on me,

RarcuirF end CATEsBY.

2 ie!
And fall thy edgeless sword; 2%) Despair, and die!
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[

[ The wronged heirs of Y, k d

[ ork do pray for thee:
Good angels guard thy battle! leve? aml; f.}lfl:r’ish'

|
|| The Ghost Riveas : Lest I revenge.
‘ s of Riv ERs, GREY, and Vmcn_m, rise. || I love myselfz3}

F Riv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrgw! That I myself hav,

- - e S
| ING RICHARD 111, Acz V.|
| Thou offspring of the § / e
:‘ z ouse of Lan;?stre{r, | What do I fear? myself? there’s Done else by:

[To Ricumoxn, Richard loves Richard; that js 1 i

— .

, I am

Is there a murderer here? No; — Yeq- .
Then fly, — What, from myself ?’Great r:;sgn?,l;\:’hy?
What? Myself on myselfz = -

Wherefore? for any good
e done unto myself? 1

o King Ricmagp, || O» No: alas, I rather hate myself,

Rivers, that died at Pomfret! Despai.r, and die! Yor hateful deeds

f \ To Ki
\| _¥Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan; ancg \:rithuguiﬁ?;;;:

r Let fall thy lance! Despair, and die! _ nd every tongue

committed by myself,

Grey. Think upon Grey, and Jet thy soul despair! I am a villain: Yet I lie, T am not.
Fool, of thyself speak well: — Fool, do not flatter
Iy conscience hath a thousand several tongues, :

brings in a several tale,

(35 Kine Bicxsnn, Ami! every tale condemns me for a villain.

-Al!. Al\)v;askmeu! and think, our wrongs in Richard’s
i E To R ND,
|| Will conquer him; awake, and qu :he lc.:l::;l?“

|
- The Ghost of HasTiNgs riges. I shall despair. —

|| Ghost Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake,
- T i
‘| Anc_l m a bloody battle end thy d:g,y.:!hng s -
| ThmIf on lord Hastings; and despair, and die! —
Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake!
To Ric 3
| Arm, fight, and conquer, for fajr Eng[land’sI sl:l[{:an!p

Find in myself no

Came to my tent:
To-morrow’s venge

The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise,

Glhosts. Dream on th i 'd i
¢ o Y cousins smother'd in the
et us be lead within thy bosom, Richard
And weigh thee down to ruin, sl;ﬂme, :nd'death'
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair, and die, __
| Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, ang wake in joy;
‘J Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy ! ;
[

eam! —

Rat. No doubt, m

Live, and beget a happy race of kings! K. Rich

Edward’s unhappy sonsdo bid thee ﬂot;.risb.

’ The Ghost of Queen ANNE riges.

’ Ghost. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy || Than can the subst,
That never ;lept a quiet hour wij
wvith th
Now fills thy sleep with perturbation.s‘:e,
O-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fal] thy edgeless sword; Despair, and dje!
Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep;
[To Ricumonp.

Under our tents Il

Dream of success and hay i
1 PPY victory;
Thy adversary’s wife doth pray f:ry ,thee.

The Ghost of BuckiNemam rises.

Ghost. The first was I, that hel p’d thee to the crown;
To Ki
Tht_a last was I, that fel¢ thy tyr:i:nr:’y:(ms PR
0, in the battle think on Buckingham
I1§m:1 die in terror of thy guiltiness!
Frfeaa_n on, d.rea'mron, of bloody deeds and death;
aimtl.ng, despair; despairing, yield thy breath!
died for hope, 21) ere T could lend thee ajd;:

[To Ricamonp,
But cheer thy heart, and pe thou not dismay’d:

Lords. How haye
Bichm. The
dreams

der’d,

In the remembrance
How far into the m

G -
od, and good angels, fight on R]cMonti’s side; Lords. Upon the stroke of four
Rich, Why then ’tis time to arm, and give direc-

And Richard falls 3n height of all hig pride.
[The fut"it; I:’flm:h- King Ricnanp starts tion.
2 : 18 Tream.
K. Rich. Give ;;e another horse, —??) bind up
my wounds, — i

Have merey, Jem!,—- Soft; I did but dream, e il a.
0O cov_va,rd conscience, how dost thou afflict n.m- 22

g‘he lights burn blue. — ¢ is now dead lllidlligilt.

] old fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh,

The prayers of holy
Like high-rear’d byl
Richard except, thos
HH1V.

ATnd, if 1 die, no soul wil|
Nay, wherefore should they 2 since that I myself

What thinkest thoy 2 will our friends prove all true?

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraj
| raid of
K. Rich. By the apost[e’Pau!, shadowsot:—lizdtl)l‘:s.
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richafd
>

wife, i
f\n_ned !N proof, and led by shallow Richmong.
1 is not yet near day. Come, g0 with me;

To hear if any mean to shrink from me,
[Ezeunt King Ricmamp gng Ratcrivr,

Ricamonp wakes.

Sweetest sleep,

God, and our good cause, fight upon our side;

Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree;
urder, stern murder, in the dir'st degree;

All several sins, all us’d in each degree, ¥

Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty! guilty! ||

There is no creature loves me;
Pity me: —

pity to myself.

Methought, the souls of all that I hag murder’d

and every one dig threat
ance on the head of Richard.

Enter RarcrLivy.,

RBat. My lord, — __

Ilz(. R;'{:il:. Who’s there?
at. Rateliff, my lord; *tis T. The early vi

gath }w_fict:i done salut:;tion to the mx;gl:‘dlage ek
our iriends are up, and buck] i

oy 4 Ratgliﬂ', uckle on their armour.

I have dream’d a fearful

y lord.
Ratcliff, T fear, I fear, —

ance of ten thousang soldiers,

play the eaves-dropper,

Enter Oxrorp and others,

g?r]th. Good morrow, Richmond.
ichm. *Cry mercy, lords, ang watchful
That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard heg:fﬂemen’

you slept, my lord 2
and fairest- boding

That eive}' enter’d in a drowsy head,
Ve 1 since your departure had, my lords,
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard mur-

Came to my tent, and cried — On! victory!
I promise you, my heart is very jocund

of 5o fair a dream,
orning is it, lords?

: Yet remember this, —

saints, and wronged souls,
warks, stand before our faces;
e, whom we fight against,

EAc:r V.
=

Had rather have us win, than him they follow.
¥or what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen,

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide; .
One rais’d in blood, and one in blood establish’d;
One that made means to come by what he hath,
And slaughter’d those that were the means to help
him -

A base foul,stoue, made precious 1})’ the foil

Of England’s chair, >*) where he is falsely set;
One that hath ever been God’s, enemy :

Then, if you fight against God’s enemy,

God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers;

If you do sweat to put a tyrant t_iown, i

You sleep in peace, the tyrant bemg, slain;

If you do fight against your cauntry§ foes, !
Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire;
If you do fight in safeguard of your wives,

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors;
If you do free your children from the sword,
Your children’s children quit 25) it in your age.
Then, in the name of God, and all these rights,
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords:
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt %)
Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face;
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt

The least of you shall share his part thereof.
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully;

God, and Saint George! 27) Richmond and victory!
[Exeunt,

I

Re-enter King Ricuarp, RiTcLirr, Attendants,
and Forces.

K. Rich. What said Northumberland, as touching
Richmond 2
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms.
K. Rich. He said the truth: And what said Sur-
| rey then?
Rat. He smil'd and said, the better for our purpose.
K. Rich. He was i’the right; and so, indeed, it is.
[Clock strikes.
Tell the clock there. — Give me a calendar. —
Who saw the sun to-day?
Rat. Not I, my lord.
K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine; for, by the book,
He should have brav'd the east **) an hour ago:
A black day will it be to somebody. —
Ratcliff. —

Rat. My lord 2
K. Rich. The sun will not be seen to-day;

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army.
1 would, these dewy tears were from the ground.
Not shine to-day! Why, what is that to me,
More than to Richmond? for the self-same heaven,
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him.

Enter Norrorxk.

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in the field.

K. Rich. Come, bustle, bustle; — Caparison my
horse; —

Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his power:

I will lead forth my soldiers to the plain,

And thus my battle shall be ordered.

My forward shall be drawn out all in length,

Consisting equally of horse and foot;

Our archers shall be placed in the midst: '

John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey,

Shall have the leading of this foct and horse.

They thus directed, we curself will follow z9%

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.
This, and Saint George to boot! — 30) What think’s

KING RICHARD IIL

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign.
This found I on my tent this morning.

K.Rich. Jocky of Norfolk, be not oo bold, [Reads.

A thing devised by the enemy. —

Go, gentlemen, every man unto his charge:

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls;
Conscience is but a word that cowards use,
Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe;

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law.
March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell mell;

Remember whom you are to cope withal; —

A ‘sort of vagabonds, 32) raseals, and run-aways,
A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants,
Whom their o’er-cloy’d country vomits forth

To desperate ventures 33) and assur’d destruction.
You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest; 34y
You having lands, and bless’d with beauteous wives,
They would restrain the one, distain the other.
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow,
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost?

In the main battle; whose puissance on either side
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[Giving a Scrowl.

For Dickon ') thy master is bought and sold.

f not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. ——
What shall I say more than I have inferr'd 2

A milk-sop, one that never in his life

Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ?
Let’s whip these stragglers o’er the seas again;
Lash hence these over-weening rags of France,
These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives;
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit,
For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d themselves:
If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us,
And not these bastard Bretagnes, whom our fathers
Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and thump’d,
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame.
Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our wives?
Ravish our daughters? — Hark, I hear their drum.
[Prum afar off.
Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yeomen!
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head!
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood;
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves! — 35)

Enter a Messenger.

What says lord Stanley? will he bring his power?
Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come.
K. Rich. Off instantly with his son George’s head.? ‘)
Nor. My lord, the enemy is pass’d the marsh;
After the battle let George Stanley die.

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my

bosom :

Advance our standards, set upon our foes;

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George,
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons!
Upon them! Victory sits on our helms. [Ezeunt.

SCENE 1V.
Another Part of the Field.

Alarum : Excursions. Enter NorroLk, and Forces;
to lum Cirussy.

Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue!
The king enacts more wonders than a man,
Daring an opposite to every danger;

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights,
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death:
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost!

Alarum. Enter King RicuiRD.
t|| K. Rich. A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse!

thou, Norfolk?

XHIV.

Cate. Withdraw, my lord, Il hel% gau to a horse.
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Act V.
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K. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon a cast,
And I will stand the hazard of the dje: :

I think, there be six Richmonds in the field ;
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him: —

| A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse!
i

\

[Exeunt.

|
| Alarums. Enter King Ricnarp and Ricamonn ;
i\ and exeunt, Jighting. Retreat, and Slourish. Then
{| enter Ricimonp, STANLEY, bearing the Crown,

’ with divers other Lords, and Forces.

| Rickm. God, and your arms, be prais’d, victorious
| friends;
| The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead.
Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou acquit
thee !
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty,
From the dead temples of this bloody wretch
Have T pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal;
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.
Richm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to all! —
But, tell me first, 37) is young George Stanley living 2
Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town;
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us.
Richm. What men of name are slain on either side 2
Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers,
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir William Brandon.

Richm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. f

Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled,

That in submission will return to us;

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament,

We will unite the white rose with the reds —

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction,

That long hath frown’d upon their enmity! —

What traitor hears me, and says not, — amen?

England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself;

The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood,

The father rashly slaughter’d his own son,

The son, compell’d, been butcher to the sirej

All this divided York and Lancaster,

Divided, in their dire division. —

O, now let Richmond and Elizabeth,

The true succeeders of each royal house,

By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together!

And let their heirs, (God, if thy will be so,)

Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac’d peace,

With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days!

Abate the edge 38) of traitors, gracious Lord,

That would reduce 3°) these bloody days again,

And make poor England weep in streams of blood!

Let them not live to taste this land’s increase,

That would with treason wound this fair land’s peace!

Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again;

That she may long live here, God say — Amen!
[Bzeunt,

I
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