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4 KING RICHARD III. Ad i. 
ACT I. SCENE I. 

The court. 
Enter Richard Duke of Gloucefter folut. 

Glo. T OW is the winter of our difcontent Madegioriousfummerby thisfunofYorlc;. jL % And all the clouds that low’rd upon our In the deep bofom of the ocean bury’d. [honfe. Now are our brows bound with vidlorious wreaths, Our bruifed arms hung up for monuments. Our ftern alarums change’d to merry meetings, Our dreadful marches to delightful meafures. Grim-vifage’d War hath fmooth’d his wrinkled front; And now, inftead of mounting barbed Heeds To fi ight the fouls of fearful adverfaries, He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber. To the lafcivious pleafmg of a lute. But I, that am not fhap’d for fportive tricks, Nor made to court an am’rous looking-glafs ;  J, that am rudely ftamp’d, and want love’s majefty, 
To ftrut before a wanton, ambling nymph ; 1, that am curtail’d cf this fair proportion, Cheated of feature by diflembling # Nature, Deform’d, unfinilh’d, fent before my time Into this breathing world, fcarce half made up ; And that fo lamely and unfafhionably, That dogs bark at me as I halt by them : "Why I (in this weak piping time of peace) Have no delight to pafs away the time, Unlefs to fpy my lhadow in the fun, And defcant on mine own deformity. And therefore, fince L cannot prove a lover, To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days, I am determined to prove a villain, And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days. 
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous, By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 

* By cijjlmb'iing is not meant hypocritical nature, that pretends one thing and does ano her; but nature that pu s together things of a dT- hmilarkind, as a h ave ft.il': ai d a deformed bed/. To 



5 Sc. i. KING RICHARD III. 
To fet my brother Clarence and the King In deadly hate, the one againft the other: And if King Edward be as true and juft. As I am fubtle, falfe, and treacherous. This day fhould Clarence clofely be mew’d up, About a prophecy, which fays, that G Of Edward’s heirs the murtherer lhall be. Dive, thoughts, down to my foul! here Clarence cornel. 

Enter Clarence guarded, and Brakenbury. 
Brother, good day; what means this armed guard That waits upon your Grace ? Clar. His Majefty, Tend’ring my perfon’s fafety, hath appointed This condiuft to convey me to the Tower. Glo. Upon what caufe ? Clar. Becaufe my name is George. Glo. Alack, my Lord, that fault is none of year’s: He fhould for that commit your go4fathers. Belike his Majefty hath feme intent. That you Ihould be new chriftened in the Tower. But what’s the matter, Clarence, may 1 know ? Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know; for I proteft As yet I do not; but, as 1 can learn, He hearkens after prophecies and dreams. And from the crofs-row plucks the letter G ;• And fays a wizard told him, that by G His ilfue difinherited fhould be. And for my name of George begins with G, It follows in his thought that 1 am he. Thefe, as T learn, and fuch like toys as thefe, Have mov’d his Highnefs to commit me now. Glo. Why this it is, when men are rul’d by women, ’Tis not the King that fends you to the Tower; 
My Lady Gray his wife, Clarence, ’tis fhe. That tempts him to this harlli extremity. "Was it not Ihe, and that good man of worfhip, Anthony Woodvil her brother there. That made him fend Lord riaftings to the Tower ? From whence this day he is delivered. We are not fafe ; Clarence, we are not fafe. Clar. By Heav’n, I think there is no man fecure 

A 3 But 



6 KING RICHARD Ilf. Aft i. 
But the Queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralds, That trudge between the King and Miftrefs Shore. Heard you not what an humble fuppliant Lord Haftings was.to her for his delivery ? G/o. Humbly complaining to her deity. Got my Lord Chamberlain his liberty. 
I’ll tell you what; 1 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'erworn widow, and herfelf. Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen. Are mighty goffips in this monarchy. Brak. I beg your Graces both to pardon me: His Majefty-has ftraitly giv’n in charge, That no man fhall have private conference, 
Of what degree foever, with your brother. Cl?. Ev’n fo, an’tpleafe your Worfliip, Brakenbury! You may partake of any thing we fay : We fpeak no treafon, man we fay the King Is wife and virtuous ; and his Noble Queen Well ftrook in years; fair, and not. over-jealous—— We fay that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot, A cherry lip, a pafling pleafmg tongue : That the Queen’s kindred are made gentle-folk. How fay you, Sir ? can you deny all this ? 

Brai. With this, my Lord, myfclf have nought to do. G/o. What, fellow? nought to do with Miftrefs Shbre? I tell you, Sir, he that doth naught with her, Excepting one, were bell to do it fecretly. Brak. What one, my Lord ? Glo. Herhulband, knave—wouldft: thou betray me ? Brak. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me, And to forbear your conf’rence with the Duke. Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey. Gt'>. We are the Queen’s abjedls, and muft obey. Brother, farewel; 1 will unto the King, And whatfoeler you will employ me in, (Were it to call King Edward’s widow filler), I will perform it to infranchife you. Mean time, this deep diigrace of brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar. 
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Clar. I know it pleafeth neither of us well. Glo. Well, your imprifonment lhall not be long; I will deliver you, or elfe lie for you. Mean time have patience. Clar. I muft perforce; farewel. [Exc. Brak. Clar. Glo. Go, tread the path that thou (halt ne’er return: Simple, plain Clarence ! 1 do love thee fo. That I will fhortly fend thy foul to heav’n, If heav’n will take the prefent at my hands. But who comes here ? the new-deliver’d Mailings ? 

Enter Lord Mailings. 
Hajl. Good time of day unto my gracious Lord. Glo. As much unto my good Lord Chamberlain ! Well are you welcome to the open air. How hath your Lordlhip brook’d imprifonment ? Hajl. With patience. Noble Lord, as pris’ners mull: But I lliall live, my Lord, to give them thanks. That were the caiife of my imprifonment. Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and fo lhall Clarence too; For they that were your enemies are his, And have prevail’d as much on him as you. Hajl. More pity that the eagle fliould be mew’d. While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. Glo. What news abroad ? Hajl. No news fo bad abroad as this at home: The King is fickly, weak, and melancholy ; j And his phyficians fear him mightily. Glo. Now, by St. Paul, that news is bad indeed, 

O, he hath kept an evil diet long, And over-much confum’d his royal perfon: ’Tis very grievous to be thought upon. Where is he ? in his bed ! Hajl. He is, my Lord. Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. [Exit Mailings. He cannot,live, I hope ; and muft not die, Till George be pack’d with poll-horfe up to heav’n. I’ll in to urge his hatred more to Clarence, With lies well Heel’d with weighty arguments ; And if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live: Which 
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Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy, 
And leave the world for me to buftle in ! For then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngeft daughter. What though I kill’d her hufband and her father ? 
The readieft way to make the wench amends, Is to become her hulband and her father : The which will I, not all fo much for love, As for another fecret dole intent, Which I, by marrying her, muft reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horfe to market: Clarence ftill breathes, Edward ftill lives and reigns; 
When they are gone, then mull l count my gains. [Exit. 

SCENE II. Changet to a Jlnet. 
Enter the corfe of Henry the Sixth, with halberts to guard it, Lady Anne being the mourner. 

Anne. Set down, fet down your honourable load, If honour may be fhrouded in a herfe; Whilft I a while obfequioofly lament The untimely fall of virtuous Lancafter. Poor clay-cold figure of a holy King ! Pale afhes of the houfe of Lancafter ! Thou bloodlefs remnant of that royal blood ! Be’t Lawful that I invocate thy ghoft, 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy flaughter’d fon : Stabb’d by the fdf-famehandthatmade thefe wounds-. Lo, in thefe windows that let forth thy life, I pour the helplefs balm of my poor eyes. Curs’d be the hand that made thefe fatal holes ! Curs’d be the heart that had the heart to do it! More direful hap betide that hated wretch. That makes us wretched by the death of thee. Than I can wifii to adders, fpiders, toads, Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives ! If ever he have child, abortive be it, prodigious and untimely brought to light, Whofe ugly and unnatural afpeft May fright the hopeful mother at the view: And that be heir to his unhappinefs ! IF 
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If ever he have wife, let her be made More miferable by the death of him, Than I am made by my young Lord and thee ! Come now tow’rds Chertfey with your holy load. Taken from PauPs to be interred there. And ftill, as you are weary of this weight. Reft you, while I lament King Henry’: corfe. 

Enter Richard Duke of Gloucefter. 
Glo. Sta/, you that bear the corfe, and fet it down, slnue. What black magician conjures up this fien^. To ftop devoted charitable deeds i Glo. Villains fet down the corfe, or, by St. Paul, I’ll make a corfe of him that difobeys. 
Gen. My Lord, ftand back, and let the coffin pafs» Glo. Unmanner’d dog! ftand thou when I command; Advance thy halbert higher than my bre.iit. Or, by St.. Paul, I’ll ftrike thee to my foot. And fpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldnefs. 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 minifter of hell ! Thou hadft but power over his mortal body ; His foul thou canft not hurt; therefore be gone. Glo. Sweet faint, for charity, be not fo curs’d. Anne. Foul dev’l! for God’s fake, hence, trouble us For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell; [not; Fill’d it with curling cries, and deep exclaims. If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds. Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. Oh, gentlemen, fee ! fee dead Henry’s wounds Open their congeal’d mouths, and bleed afrelh. Blulh, blufli, thou lump of foul deformity ; For ’tis thy prefence that exhales this blood 

From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells. Thy deeds, inhumane and unnatural. Provoke this dduge moft unnatural. O God ! which this blood mad’ft, revenge his death : 
O Earth! which this blood drink’ll, revenge his death. Or, Heav’n, with lightning ftrike the murth’rer dead, Or, Earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick; 
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As thou dofl: fwallow up this good King’s blood, Which his hell-govern’d arm hath butchered ! G/o. Lady, you know no rules of charity, Which renders good for bad, bleffings for curfes. Antic. Villain, thouknow’il nor law ofGod nor man-; No bead fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity. Glo. But I know none, and therefore am no bead, Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth ! — Glo More wonderful, when angels are lo angry. Vouchfafe, divine perfection of a woman, 
Of thefe fuppofed crimes, to give me leave. By circumdance, but to acquit myfelf. Anne. Vouchfafe, diffus’d infection of a man. For thefe known evils, but to give me leave, 
By circumdance, to curie thy cnrfed felf. Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have Some patient leifure to excufe myfelf. Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou cand No excufe current, but to hang thyfelf. [make 

Glo. By fuch defpair I fliould accufe myfelf. Anne. And by defpairing fiialt thou dand excus’d} For doing worthy vengeance on thyfelf. That didd unworthy (laughter upon others. Glo. Say that I flew them not. Anne. Then fay they were not flain t But dead they are, and, devilifh flave, by thee. Gto. I did not kill your hufband. Anne. Why, then he Is alive. Glo. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edward’s hands. Anne. In thy foul throat thou ly’d. Queen Marg’ret Thy murd’rous faulchion fmoking in his blood : [law The which thou once didd bend againd her bread, But that thy brothers beat aflde the point. Glo. I was provoked by her fland’rous tongue, That laid their guilt upon my guiltlefs dioulders. Anne. Thou wad provoked by thy bloody mind. That never dream’d on aught but butcheries. Didd thou not kill this King ? do. 1 grant ye. Anne. Dod grant me, hedge-hog? then God grant me 
Thoumay’d be damned for that wicked deed ! [too O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous.  
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Glo. The fitter for the Kingof heav’n thathath him. ylnr.e. He is in heav’n, where thou ihalt never come. Glo. Let him thank me that help’d to fend him thi- For he was fitter for that place than earth. [tker; jiniie. And thou unfit for any place but hell. Glo. Yes, one place elfe, if you will hear me name it. jlnr.e. Some dungeon. Glo. Your bed-chamber. S'ntie. Ill reft betide the chamber where thou Heft ! Glo. So will it. Madam, till I lie with you. jinne. I hope fo. Glo. I knowfo. But, gentle Lady Anne, To leave this keen encounter of our w its. And fall fomething into a flower method: Is not the caufer of the timelefs deaths Of thefe Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, As blameful as the executioner ? ylnne. Thou waft the caufe, and moft accurs’d effe&#. Glo. Your beauty was the caufe of that effect. Y'our beauty, that did haunt me in my fleep. To undertake the death of all the world, So I might live one hour in your fweet bofom. Anne. If I thought that, 1 tell thee, homicide, Thefe nails fhould rend that beauty from my cheeks. Glo. Thefe eyes could not endure fweet beauty’s You fhould not blemifh it if I flood by. [wreck. As all the world is cheered by the fun. So I by that; it is my day, my life. Anne. Black night o’erfhade thy day, and death thy life ! Glo. Curfe not thyfelf, fair creature ; thou art both. Anne. I wmuld I were, to be revenge’d on thee. Glo. It is a quarrel moft unnatural. To be revenge’d on him that loveth thee. Anne. It is a quarrel juft and reafonable. To be revenge’d on him that kill’d my hufband. Glo. He that bereft thee, Lady, of thy hufband. Did it to help thee to a better hufband. Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the earth. Glo. He lives that loves thee better than he could. Anne. Name him. 
* Ejft3 for Ex.eutuner, 

Glo. 
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Glo. PlantageneJ, Anne. Why, that was he. Glo. The felf-fame name, but one of better nature. Anne. Where is he ? 
Glo. Here. Why doft thou fpit at me? [She /pits at him. 
Anne. Would it were mortal poifon for thy fake ! Glo. Never came poifon from fo fweet a place. Anne. Never hung poifon on a fouler toad. ©ut of my fight! thou doll infeft mine eyes. Gh. Thine eyes, fweet Lady, have infefted mine. Anne. Would they were bafilifks to ftrike thee dead ! Glo. I would they were, that I might die at once : Tor now they kill me with a living death. Thofe eyes of thine from mine have drawn fait tears ; Sham’d their afpefts with llore of childilh drops: Thefe eyes, which never Ihed remorfeful tear, Not when my father York, and Edward wept, To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, When black-face’d Clifford Ihook his fword at him ; Nor when thy warlike father, like a child. Told the lad ftory of my father’s death, And twenty times made paufe to fob and weep, That all the ftanders-by had wet their cheeks. 

Like trees bedalh’d with rain: in that fad time. My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear : And what thefe forrows could not thence exhale, ThyLeauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. I never fued to friend, nor enemy; 
My tongue could never learn fweet fmoothing words; But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee, My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeak, [She looks fcornfully at him. Teach not thy lip fuch fcorn, for it was made For kiffing. Lady, not for fuch contempt. If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, Lo ! here I lend thee this (harp-pointed fword, Which, if thou pleafe to hide in this true breaft, And let the foul forth that adoreth thee, I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke. And humbly beg the death upon my knee. [He lays his breajl open,Jl}e offers at it ’with the fit'crd. 

2 Nay, 
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Nay, do not paufe : for I did kill lyng Henry; 
But ’twas thy beauty that provoked me. Nay, nowdifpatch: ’twas I that ftabb’d young Edward; But ’twas thy heav’nly face that fet me on. [Sie falls thefvoord. Take up the fword again, or take up me. ■‘Inne. Ari:'e, diffembler; though I wiih thy death, I will not be the executioner. 

Clo. Then bid me kill myfelf, and I will do it. jlnne. I have already. Glo. That was in thy rage : Speak it again, and even with thy word, This hand, which for thy love did kill thy love. Shall for thy love kill a far truer love ; 
To both their deaths lhalt thou be accelfary. Anne. I would 1 knew thy heart. Glo. ’Tis figur’d in my tongue. Anne. I fear me both are falfe. Glo. Then never man was true. Anne. Well, well, put up your fword. Glo. Say then my peace is made. Anne. That lhalt thou know hereafter. Glo. But fliall l live in hope ? Anne. All men I hope live fo. Glo. Vouchfafe to wear this ring. Look how my ring encompafleth thy finger, Ev’n fo thy bread inclofeth my poor heart: Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. And if thy poor devoted fuppliant may But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, Thou dod confirm his happinefs for ever. Anne. What is it? Glo. That it my pleafe you leave thefe fad defigns To him that hath more caufe to be a mourner, And prefently repair to Crolby-place * ; Where, after I have folemnly interr’d At Chertley monad’ry this noble King, And wet his grave with my repentant tear*, I will with all expedient duty fee you. For divers unknown reafons I bcfeech you 

* A-houfe near BilhopCate-Srect belonging to the Duke of Giou* cefier. 
B Grant 
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Grant me this boon. shine. With all my heart, and much it joys me too To fee you are become fo penitent. Traffel and Barkley, go along with me. Glo. Bid me farewel. Anne. 5Tis more than you deferve : But fince you te .ch me how to flatter you, Imagine I have faid farewcl already. \Exeunt two with Anne. (7/<j, Sirs, take up the corfe. Cent. Towards Chertfey, Noble Lord? Glo. No, to' White-friars, there attend my eeming. [ Exeunt with the corfe. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo’d ? Was ever woman in this humour won ? I’ll have her but I will not keep her long. What ! I that kill'd her hulband and his father ! 
To take her in her heart’s extremeft hate, With curies in her mouth, tears in her eyes, 
The bleeding witnds of my hatred by ; With God, her confcience, and thefe bars againft me, 
And I no friends to back my fuit withal. But the plain devil, and dilfembling looks ; And yet to win her All the world to nothing ! Ha ! Hath fhe forgot already that brave prince, Edward, her Lord, whom I, fome three months fince, Stabb’.d in my angry mood at Tewklbury? 
A fweeter and a lovelier gentleman. Fram’d in the prodigality of nature, Young, wife, and valiant, and, no doubt right royal, 
The fpacious world cannot again afford :  And will (he yet debafe her eyes on me, That cropt the golden prime of this fweet prince, And made her widow to. a woful bed ? On me, whofe all not equals Edward’s moiety ? On me, that halt, and am mil'-fhapen thus ? Iviy dukedom to a beggarly denier, I do mhlake my perfon all this while : LTpon my life, ihe finds, although I cannot, Kyfclf to be a marv’lous proper man. 
I’ll be at charges for a lookb'g-glafs, 
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And entertain a fcore or two of tailors To ftudy fafhions to adorn my body : Since I have crept in favour v. ith myfelf, I will maintain it with fome little coft. 
But firfl I’ll turn yon fellow into his gave. And then return lamenting to my love. Shine out, fair fan, till I have bought, a glafs, That I may fee my fhadow as I pafs. [Exit-. 

SCENE III. Changes to the Palace. 
Enter the Qrieen, and Lords Rivers, Gray, and Dorfet. 

Riv Have patience, K..dam, there’s no doubt, his Will foon recover his accuftom’d health. f Majefty (Tray. In that you. brook it ill, it makes him worfe; Therefore, for God’s fake, entertain good comfort, And cheer his Grace with quick and merry eyes. 
^jieen. If he were dead, what wou’d betide of me ! Gray. No other h-rm, but lofs of fuch a Lord. Queen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all hafms. Gray.Th.z Heav’ns have blefs’d you with a goodly fon. To be your comforter when he is gone. Queen, ^h ! he is young, and his minority Is put into the truft of Richard Glo’fter, A man that loves not me, nor none of you. Riv. It is concluded he (hall be Protedtor ?• Queen. It is determin’d, not concluded # yet: But fo it muft be, if the King mifearry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 
Gray. Here com? the lords of Buckinghamand Stanley^ Ruck. Gqod time of day unto your Royal Grace ! Stanley. God make your Majefty joyful as you have been! Qtieen. The Countefs Richmond, good my lord of 

To your good pray'r will f:arcely fay t men • [Stanley, Yet, Stanley, notwithftanding (he’s your wife. And loves not me, be you, good Lord, allur’d I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 
* Detcwiied fi nifics thr final conc'ufin of the will, eont!udedr what c nnot be aiter’d, by tea fon of fome adt cor.fe<juent in the inal judgment. B 2 • Stanley. 
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Stanlty. I do befecch you, either not believe The envious flanders of her falfe accul'ers : Or, if {he be accus’d on-true report, Bear with her weaknefs; which I think proceeds From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice. 
Queen. Saw you the King to-day, my lord of Stanley ? Stanley. But now the Duke of Buckingham and I Are come from vifiting his Majefty. Qjieen. What likelihood of his amendment, Lords? Buck. Madam, good hope; his Grace fpeaks chear- fully Queen. God grant him health ! Did you confer with him ? Madam, we did. .Hefeeksto make atonement 

Between the.Duke of Glo’fter and your brothers, And between them and my Lord Chamberlain; And fent to warn them to his royal prefence. 
Qtieen. ’Would all were well— but that will never I fear our happincfs is at the height. £be 

Enter Gloucefter and Haftings. 
Glo. They do me wrong, and I will not endure it. Who are they that complain unto the King, That I, forfooth, am hern and love them not ? 

By holy Paul, they love his Grace but lighty, That fill his ears with fuch diffentious rumours. Becanfe I cannot flatter and look fair. Smile in mens’.-faces, fmooth, deceive, and cog, Duck with French nods, and apifh courtefy, 
I muh be held a rancorous enemy. Cannot a plain man live and think no harm. But thus his Ample truth muh be abus'd 
By hlken, fly, infmuating jacks ? Gray. To whom in all this prefence fpeaks your Grace ? 

Glo. To thee, that hah nor honehy nor grace. When have I injur’d thee ? when done thee wrong ? Or thee ? or thee ? or any of your faftion ? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal perfon, Wiiom God preferve better than you would wifh, Cannot be quiet fcare a, breathing while, 
But you muh trouble him with lewd complaints. 



Sc, 3. KING RICHARD III. 17 
$>ueen. brother of Glo’fter, you miftake the matter. The King of his own royal dii'polition. And not provok’d by any fuitor ell'e, ( timing belike at your interior hatred, That in your outward aAion (hews itfelf Ajgainft my children, brother, and myfelf). Makes him to end, that he may learn the ground 

Of your ill will, and thereby may remove it. Glo. I cannot tell; the world is grown fo bad. That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch. Since every jack became a gentleman. There’s many a gentle perfon made a jack. £>tieen. Come, come we know your meaning, brother You envy my advancement and my friends: [Glo’fter, God grant we never may have need of you ! Glo. Mean time, God grants that we have need of Our brother is imprifon'd by your means, [yoUi 

Myfelf difgrace’d, and the nobility Held in contempt; while many fair promotions Are daily given.to ennoble thofe, That fcarce, fome twodaysiince, were worth a noble. Qtieen. by him that rais’d m? to this careful height, From that contented hap which I enjoy’d, I.never did incenfe his Majefty 
Againft the Duke of Clarence ; but have been An earned advocate to plead for him. My Lord, you do me fhameful injury, Falfely to draw’ me in thefe wild fufpecls. Glo. You may deny too that you were the caule . Of my Lord Ballings late Imprifonment. Riv- She may, my Lord, for  

Glo. She may. Lord Rivers—wThy, who knows not- She may do more. Sir, than denying that; [lb: She may help you to many fair preferments, And then deny her aiding hand therein, And lay thofe honours on yoar high delerts. What may Ihenot? fhe may— ay, marry, may (he  Riv.. What, marry, may-lhe? Glo. What, marry, may Ihe ^ marry with a King, A bachelor, a handlbme llripling too : I was your grandam had a worfer match.  Queetii My Lord of Glo’ller, Lhave too long bonne 
B 3 Your 
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Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter feoffs ; 
By heav’n, 1 will acquaint his Majefty 
Of thofe grofs taunts I often have endur’d. I had rather be a country fervant-maid, 
Than a great Queen with this condition, To be thus taunted, fcorn’d, and baited at. Small joy have I in being England’s Queen. 

SCENE IV. Enter Queen Margaret. 
Q. Mar. And leffen’d be that fmall, God, I befeech 

Thy honour, ftate, and feat is due to me. [thee ! Glo. What! threatyor.me with telling of the King? Tell him,, and fpare not: look, what I have faid, I will avouch in prefence of the King : ’Tis time to fpeak, my pains are quite forgot. Q. Mar. No, devil! I remember them too well: Thou kill’dft my hulband Henry in the Tower, And Edward, my poor fon, at Tewklhury. 
Glo. Ere you were Queen, ay, or your hulbandKing, I was a pack-horfe in his great affairs; 

A weeder out of his proud adverfaries, A liberal rewarder of his friends ; 
To royalize his blood, 1 fpilt mine own. Q. Mar. \y, and much better blood than his or 

thine. 
Glo. In all which time you and your hulband Gray Were factious for the houfe of Lancafter ; And, Rivers, fo were you;- was not your hulband. In Marg’ret’s battle, at St. Alban’s, fiain ? Let me put in your minds, if you forget. What you have been ere now, and what you are : Withal what l have been, and what I am. Q. Mar. A murth’rous villain, and foftill thou art. 
Glo. Poor Clarence did forfake his Either Warwick, 

Ay, and forfwore himfelf, (which Jefu 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 flint like Edward’s; Or Edward’s loft and pitiful like mine: I am too childilh-fooliih for this world. IP. Wrt,*-. Hie thee to hellforfham^,and leave this world. Thou 
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Thou cacodaemon ! there thy kingdom is. Riv. My Lord of Glo’fter, in thofe bufy days, Which here you urge to prove us enemies, We follow’d then our Lord, our lawful Kjpg ; So fhould we you, if you (hould be our King. Clot If I fhould be !  I had rather be a pedlar: Far be it from my heart the thought thereof. Sliieen. As little joy, my Lord, as you fuppofe You fhould enjoy were you this country’s King ; As little joy you may fuppbfe in me, 
That I enjoy, being the Queen thereof. i£. Mar. A little joy enjoys the Queen thereof j For I am Ihe, and altogether joylefs. I can no longer hold me patient. Hear me, ye wrangling pirates, that fall out In fharing that which ye have pill’d from me: Which of you trembles not that looks on me ? If not that, I being Queen, you bow like fubjefts ; Yet that, by you depos’d, you quake like rebels ? Ungentle villain, do not turn away ! Glo. Foul \Vrinklcd wi,tch, what mak’ft thou in my fight ? Mar. But repetition of what thou haft marr’d. That will I make before I let thee go. A hulband and a fon thou ow’ft to me; \_To Glo. And thou, a kingdom; all of you, allegiance. 

£7# the ^jteen. The forrow that I have, by right is yonr’s ; And all the pleafures you ufurp, are mine. G/o. The curfe my Noble father laid on thee, When thou didft crown his warlike brows^with paper. And with thy fcorns drew’ft rivers from his eyes, And then, to dry them, gav’ft the Duke a clout, Steep’d in the faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland ; His curfes, then from bitternefs of foul Denounce’d againft thee, are now fall'n upon thee; And God, not we, has plagu’d thy bloody deed. 
ghteen. So juft is God, to right the innocent. 
Haft. O’ twas. the fouleft deed to flay that babe. And the moft mercilefs that e’er was heard of! Riv. Tyrants themfelves wept when it was reported. T. ft No man but prophefy’d revenge for it. 

Buck. 
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Bud. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it. Mar. What! were you fuarling 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 curfe prevail fo much with heav’n. That Henry’s death, my lovely Edward’s death. Their kingdom’s lofs, my woful banilhment, 

Could all but anfwer for that peevilh brat ? Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heav’n ? 
Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curfes 1 If not by war, by furfeit die your King, As ours by murther, to make him a King ! - Edward thy fon, that how is Prince of Wales, 
For Edward our fon, that was Prince of Wales, Die in his youth, by like untimely violence ! Thyfelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, Outlive thy glory, like my wretched felf! 
Long may’ll thou live to wail thy children’s lofs, And fee another, as 1 fee thee now, Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art ftall’d in mine 1 
Long die thy happy days before thy death, And after many lengthen’d hours of grifef, Die neither mother, wife, nor Erigland’s Queen ! Rivers and Dorfet, you were ftanders-by, And fo tvaft thou, Lord Haltings, when my fOn Was ftabb’d with bloody daggers ; God, 1 pray him, That none of you may live your natural age. 
By fome unlook’d-for accident cut off ! Glo. Have done thy charm, thouhateful wither’d hag. OK Mar. And leave out thee ? ftay, dog, for thou lhalt hear me. If heav’ns have, any grievous plague in frore, Exceeding thofe that I can wilh upon thee, 
O, let them keep it, till thy fins be ripe ; And then hurl down tieir indignation Oh thee, thou troubler of the poor world’s peace ! The worm of confidence (till begnaw thy foul ; Thy friends fuipedl for traitors while thou liv’ll, And take deep traitors for thy dearell friends: No lleep clofe up that deadly eye of thine, Unlefs it be while fome tormenting dream Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! Thou 
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Thou elvifh-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog! 
Thou that was feal’d in thy nativity Thp flave of nature, and the fon of hell! Thou flander of thy heavy mother’s womW 4 

Thou lothed iflue of thy father’s loins ! Thou wrack of honour, thou detefted   — (7/9. Margaret.  Mar. Richard.  C7*. Ha?  
Mar. I call thee not. Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think That thou hadft call’d me all thefe bitter names. Mar. Why, fo I did ; but look’d for no reply. Oh, let me make the period to my curfe. do. 11 is done by me, and ends in Margaret. 

Queen. Thus have you breath’d your curfe againll yourfelf. Q_ Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flourifh of my fortune ! Why ftrew’ft thou fugar on that bottled fpider, Whofe deadly web ini'nareth thee about ? Fool, fool, thou whett’ft a knife to kill thyfelf: The day will come that thou fhalt wilh for me. To help thee curfe this pois’nous bunch-back’d toad. Haji. Falfe-boding woman, end thy frantic curfe, Left to thy harm thou move our patience. Q. Mar. Foul fhame upon you! you have all mov’d mine. Riv. Were you well ferv’d, you would be taught your duty. ’ Q. Mar To ferve me well, you all fhould do me duty, Teach me to be your Queen, and you my fubjedls: O ferve me well, and teach ycurfelves that duty. Dorf. Difpute not with her, (he is lunatic. Q. Mar. Peace, Mafter Marquis, you are malapert; Your fire-new ftamp of honour is fcarce current. O that your young Nobility could judge What ’twere to lofe it, and be miferable ! They that ftand high, have many blafts to lhake them; And, if they fall, they dafh themfelves to pieces. 
do. Good counfel, marry, learn it, learn it, Marquis. Dor/. ■ 
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Dor/. It touche? you, my Lord, as much as me. 
Gh. Ay, and much more ; but I was born lb high, “ Our ai’ry buildeth irr the cedar’s top, “ And dailies with the wind, and feorns the fun.” i£_. Mar. And turns the fun to lhade ;—alas ! alas ! Witnefs my fon, now in the lhade of death ; Whofe bright out-fliining beams thy cloudy wrath Hath in eternal darknefs folded up. Lour ai’ry buildeth in our ai’ry’s nell: 

O God, that feed: it, do not fuffer it; As it was won with blood, fo be it loft ! 
Buck. Peace, peace for lhame, if not for charity, A'lar. Urge neither charity nor ihame to me; Uncharitably with me h ive you dealt, And lhamefully my hopes by you are butcher’d, 

hly charity is outrage, life my lhame. And in my lhame Hill live my furrow’s rage ! 
Buck. Have done, have done. J^. vlar. O princely Buckingham, I’ll kifs thy hand. In fign of league and amity with thee : Now' fair befal thee, and thy noble houfe ! Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood ; Nor thou within the compafs of my curfe. 
Buck. Nor no one here ; for curfes never pafs The lips of thofeihat breathe them in the air. 
j^. i.av. 111 not believe but they afcend the Iky, And there aw’ake God’s gentle fleeping peace. 0 Buckingham, beware of yonder dog ; 1 cok, w'hen he fawns, he bites; and when he bites, II is venom.tooth will rankle to the death ; Have not to do with him, beware of him ; Sin, death, and hell, have fet their marks upon him. And all their minifters attend.on him. 
Glo. What doth Ihe fry, my Lord of Buckingham? Buck. Nothing that 1 refpe<5t, my gracious Lord. > ar. W hat, doft thou fcorn me for my gentle And foothe the devil that 1 warn thee from? [counfel? 

O, but remember this another day; When he lhall fplit thy very heart wdth forrowr. And fay, poor Marg’ret was a prophetefs. Live each of you the fubject to his hate. And he to your’s, and ail of you to God’s ! [Exit. Buck. 
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Buck My hair doth ftand on end to hear her curfes, Riv. And lb doth mine : I wonder fhe’s at liberty. Glo. I cannot blame her, by God’s holy mother ; She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 

My part thereof that I have done to her. Dorf I never did her any to my knowledge. Glo. Yet you have all the ’vantage of her wrong : I was too hot to do fome body good. That is too cold in thinking of it now. Marry, for Clarence, he is well repay’d; He is frank’d, up to fatting for his pains ; God pardon them that are the caui'e thereof! Riv. A virtuous and a Chriftian-like conclufion. To pray for them that have done fcathe to us. Gh So do I ever, being well advis’d ; For had I curs’d now, I had curs'd myfelf. \_AJide. 
Enter Catelby. 

Catef. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you, And for your Gtace, and you, my Noble Lord. 
Queen. Catelby, we come; Lords, will you go with us? Riv. Madam, we will attend your Grace. 

[Exeunt all but Gloucefter. Glo. I do the wrong, and firft begin to brawl. The fecret mifchiefs that I fet a-broach, I lay unto the grievous charge of others. Clarence, whom I indeed have laid in darknefs, I do beweep to many Ample gulls, Namely, to Stanley, Ballings, Buckingham ; And tell them, ’tis the Queen and her allies That ftir the King again!! the Duke my brother. Now, they believe it, and withal whet me To be revenge d on Rivers, Dorfet, Gray. But then I figh, and with a piece of fcripture Tell them, that God bids us do good for evil: And thus I clothe my naked villany With old odd ends, ftol’n forth of holy writ, And feem a faint when moll I play the devil. 
Enter two villains. 

But foft, here come my executioners. How now, my handy, ftout, refolved mates, Are 
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Are you now going to difpatch this deed ? 1 Vil. W e are, my Lord, and come to have the war- That we may be admitted where he is. (rant, Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about me : When you have done, repair to Crolby place. But, Sirs, be hidden in the execution. Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Clarence is well-fpoken, and perhaps May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

2 Vil. Fear not, my Lord, we will not ftand to Talkers are no good doers ; be aflur’d, [prate ; 
We go to ufe our hands, and not our tongues. Gle. Your eyes drop milftones, when fools’ eyes drop tears. 
I like you, lads; nbout your bufinefs ; go. [Extant. 

SCENERY. Changes to the Tower. 
Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak. Why looks your Grace fo heavily to-day ? Clar. O, I have pais’d a miierable night. So full of ugly fights, of ghattly dreams, That, as I am a ChriiHan faithful man, I would not fpend another fuch a night, Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days ; 
So full of difinal terror was the time. Brak. What was your dream, my Lord? I prayyoti tell me. Clar. Met bought that I had broken from the Tower, And was imbark’d to crofs to burguncly, And in my company my brother Glo’fter; 
W ho from my cabbin tempted me to walk Upon the hatches. Thence we look’d tow’rd England, And cited up a thoufand heavy times, During the wars of I ork and Lancafter, 
That had befall’n us. As we pafs’d along Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 
Methought that Glo’fter ftumbled, and in falling Struck me (that fought to ftay him) over-board. Into the tumbling billows of the main. Lord, Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown! 
W hat dreadful nolle of waters in my ears! What 
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What fights of ugly death within mine eyes! I thought I faw a thoufand fearful wrecks ; A thoufand men, that fifties gnaw’d upon ; Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, Ineftimable ftones, unvalued jewels Some lay in dead men’s fculls ; and in thofe holes Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept. As ’twere in fcorn of eyes, refkifting gems ; That woo’d * the flimy bottom of the deep. And mock’d the dead bones that lay fcatter’d by. Brak. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, To gaze upon the fecrets of the deep ? Clar. Methought I had ; and often did I drive To yield the ghoft’; but ftill the envious flood Kept in my foul, and would not let it forth To find the empty, vaft, and wand’ring air ; But fmother’d it within my panting bulk. Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea. 

Brak. Awak’d you not with this fore agony ? Clar. No, no ; my dream was lengthen’d after life. 0 then began the tempeft to my foul: 1 pafs’d, methought, the melancholy flood, Vv ith that grim ferryman which poets write of. Unto the kingdom of perpetual night. The firft that there did greet my ftranger-foul, Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick, Who cry’d aloud What fcourge for perjury Can this dark monarchy afford falfe Clarence ? And fo he vanilh’d. Then came wand’ring by 
A fhadow like an angel, with bright hair Dabbled in blood, and he ftiriek’d out aloud   Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjur’d Clarence, 
That flabb’d me in the field by Tewkfbury ; Seize on him, furies, take him to your torments !— W ith that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Inviron’d me, and howled in mine ears Such hideous cries, that with the very noife I, trembling, wak’d ; and for a feafon after Could not believe but that I was in hell: Such terrible impreflion made my dream. 

* for cghd. 
c Brak. 
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Brak. No marvel, Lord, that it affrighted you ; I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. Ciar. Ah ! Brakenbury, 1 have done thole things That now give evidence againit my foul, Lor Edward’s fake ; and fee how he requites me ! 

O God ! if my deep prayers cannot appeafe thee. But thou wilt be avenge’d on my mifdeeds ; Yet execute thy wrath on me alone: 
0 fpare my guiltlefs wife, and my poor children! 1 pr’ythee, Brakenbury, flay by me ; 
My foul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. [reft ! Brak. I will, my Lord. God give your Grace good Sorrow breaks feafons and repoling hours, \_rfjide. 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 reftlefs cares: So that between their titles, and low name, There’s nothing differs but the outward fame. 

SCENE VI. Enter the tiuo Villains. 
1 Vil Ho, who’s there ? Brak. In God’s name, what art thou ? how cam’ll 

thou hither ? 2 Vil. I would fpeak with Clarence, and I came hi- ther on my legs. Brak. What, fo brief? i Vil. ’Tis better. Sir, than to be tedious. Let him fee our commiffion, and talk no more. Brak. \_Reads.~\ I am in this commanded, to deliver The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands. I will not reafon what is meant hereby, Becaufe I will be guiltlefs of the meaning. 
There lies the Duke afleep, and there the keys. I’ll to the King, and fignify to him, That thus I have refign’d to you my charge. [Exit. 1 Vil. You may, Sir, ’tis a point of wifdom: fare you well. 2 Vil. What, fhall we flab him as he fleeps ? 

i Vil, No j he’ll fay, ’twas' done cowardly when he wakes. a Vil. 



Sc.6. KING RICHARD TIL 27 
2 Vil. When he wakes ! why, fool, he fhall never wake until the great judgment-day. 1 Vil. Why, then he’ll fay, we ftabb’d him fleeping. 2 Vil. The urging of that word, judgment, hath bred a kind of remorfe in me. 
1 Vil. What ? art thou afraid ? 2 Vil. Not to kill him, having a warrant for it: but to be damn’d for killing him, from the which no war- rant can defend me. 1 Vil: I’ll back to the Duke of Glo’fter, and tell him fo 2 Vil. Nay, pry’thee, (lay a little: I hope this holy- humour of mine will change; it was wont to hold me but while one would tell twenty. 1 Vil. How doft thou feel thyfelf now ? 2 Vil. ’Faith, fome certain dregs of confcience are yet within me. 1 Vil. Remember the reward when the deed’s done. 2'VH. Come, he dies. I had forgot the reward. 1 VH. Where’s thy confcience now ? 2 Vil. O, in the Duke of Glo’fter’s purfe. 1 Vil. When he opens his purfe to give us our re- gard, thy confcience flies out. 2 Vil. ’Tis no matter, let it go; there’s few or none will entertain it. 1 Vi! What if it come to thee again ? 2 Vil I’ll not meddle with it; it is a dangerous thing, it makes a man a coward. A man cannot Ileal, but it accufeth him; a man cannot fwear. but it checks him; a man cannot lie with his neighbour’s wife, but it de- tects him. ’Tis a blulhing fhame face’d fpirit, that mu- tinies in a man’s bofom : it fills one full of obftacles. It made me once reftore a purfe of gold that by chance I found. It beggars any man that keeps it. It is turned out of towns and cities for a dangerous thing; and e- very man that means to live well, endeavours to truft 

to himfelf, and live without it. 1 Vil. ’Tis even now at my elbow', perfuading me not to kill the Duke. zVil. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe it not: it would infinuate with thee but to make thee figh. 
\ Vil. I am ftrong fram’d, he cannot prevail with me. 

C 2 2 Vil. 
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2 Vil. Spoke Jike a tall fellow, that refpecls his re- putation. Come, lhall we fall to work ? 1 Vil. Take him over the coftard with the hilt of thy fword, and then throw him into the malmfie-butt in the next room. 
2 Vil. O excellent device, and make a fop of him. 1 Vil. Soft, he wakes. Shall I ftrike ? 
2 Vil. No; we’ll reafon with him. Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup of wine. 
2 Vil. You lhall have wine enough, my Lord, anon. Clar. In God’s name, what art thou ? i Vil. A man, as you are. Clar. But not, as I am, royal, i Vil. Nor you, as we are, loyal. Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are humble. i Vil. My voice is now the King’s, my looks mine own. Clar. How darkly and how deadly doft thou fpeak? Your eyes do menace me: why look you pale ? Who fent you hither ? wherefore do you come i 
Both. To, to, to-—-— Clar. To murther me ? Both. Ay, ay. Clar. You fcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo! And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. Wherein, my friends, have I offended you ? 
1 Vil. Offended us you have not, but the King. Clar. I lhall be reconcil’d to him again. 2 Vil. Never, my Lord; therefore prepare to die. Clar. Are you call’d forth from out a world of men. To flay the innocent ? what’s my offence ? Where is the evidence that doth accufe me ? What lawful quell have'giv’n their verdid up 

Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounce’d The bitter fentence of poof Clarence’ death ? Before I be convift by courfe of law, To threaten me with death, is moll unlawful. 1 charge you, as you hope to have redemption, That you depart, and lay no hands on me. 
The deed vou undertake is damnable. i Vil. 
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1 IA7. What we will do, we do upon command. z HZ. And he that hath commanded, is our King. C/ar. Erroneous vaflals ! the great King of kings Hath in the table of his law commandeifl. That thou (halt do no murther; will y/)u then Spurn at his edi<ft, and fulfil a man’s ? Take heed, for he holds vengeance rft his hand, To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 2 F/7. And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thee For falfe forfwearing, and for murther too. Thou didft receive the facrament, to fight In quarrel of the houfe of Lancafter. 1 F/7. And, like a traitor to the name of God, Didft break that vow, and with thy treacherous blade Unripp’ft the bowels of thy Sovereign’s fon. 2 ^77. Whom thou wert fworn to cherifh and defend, i E/7. How canft thou urge God’s dreadful law to us, When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree ? C/ar. Alas ! for whofe fake did 1 that ill deed ? For Edward, for my brother, for his fake. 

He fends you not to murther me for this ; For in that fin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed *, Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm. He needs no indirect nor lawlels courfe, To cut off thofe that have offended him. i Vil. Who made thee then a bloody minifter. When gallant-fpringing brave Plantagenet, That princely novice, was ftruck dead by thee ? Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage, i Vil. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy fault. Provoke us hither now, to flaughter 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 fend you to my brother Glo’fter, Who will reward you better for my life, Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

*  for the deed, O know you yet, he doth it publicly 5 Take not the quarrel, &c. c 3 
( 

2 vik 
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2 Vil. You are deceiv’d; your brother Glo’fter hates you. Olar. Oh, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear. 

Go you to him from me. Both. Ay, fo we will. Clar. Tell him, when that our princely father York Blefs’d his three fons with his vidtorious arm, And charge’d us from his foul to love each other. 
He little thought of this divided friendfhip. Bid Glo’fter think on this, and he will weep. I Vil. Ay, milftones, as he lelfon’d us to weep. Clar. O do not flander hjm, for he is kind. i Vil. As fnow in harveft- — you deceive yourfelf; ’Tis he that fends us to deftroy you-here ; Clar. It cannot be, for he bewept my fortune, And hugg’d me in his arms, and fwore with fobs, That he would labour my delivery. 1 Vil. Why, fo he doth, when, he delivers you From this earth’s thraldom to the joys of heav’n. 2 Vil. Make peace with God, for you muft die, my Lord. 

Clar. Have you that holy feeling in your foul. 
To counfel me to make my peace with God, And are you yet to your own fouls fo blind, That you will w'ar with God, by murd’ring me ? 
O Sirs, confkier, they that let you on To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 2 Vil. What fhall we do ? Clar. Relent, and lave your fouls *. « Vil. Relent ? ’Tis cowardly and womanilh. Clar. Not to relent, is beaftly, favage, devililh. 
My friend, 1 fpy fome pity in thy looks. O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

• ■■and fave your fouls. Which of you, if you were a prince’s fon, B.ing penl from liberty, as 1 ,>m now. If two fuch murtherers as your! ,ves came to you, Would no. intreat for life ? ah ! you would beg, Were you in my diftrefs- ■ — iri/. Relent? &c. 
Come 
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Come thou on my fide, and intreat for me. # 

1 Vil. Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 
• \_Stabs him. I’ll drown you in the malmfie-but within. [Exit. 2 Vil. A bloody deed, and defp’rately difpatch’d. How fain, like Pilate, would I walh my hands Of this moft grievous guilty murther done ! 

Re-enter firjl Villain. 
1 T/Y.Hownow? what mean’ll thou, that thouhelp’ft me not ? By heav’n the Duke fhall know' how flack you’ve been. 2 Vil. I would he knew that I had lav’d his brother 1 Take thou the fee, and tell him w hat 1 fay; For I repent me that the Duke is {lain. [Exit. i Vil. So do not I; go, cowurd, as thou art. Well, I’ll go hide the body in feme hole, Till that the Duke give order for his burial : And, when I have my meed, 1 mull away ; ' For this wall out, and then I mull not hay. [Exit. 

A C T II. S C E N E I. 
The Court. 

Enter King Edw'ard fick[ the Queen, Dorfet, Rivers, Mailings, Catelby, Buckingham, and other Lords. 

^•w HY, fo; now have I done a good day’s You Peers, continue this united league: I every day expedt an embalfage From my Redeemer, to recal me hence. And now in peace my foul lhall part to heav’n, Since i have made my friends at peace on earth. Hallings and Rivers, take each other’s hand; DilTemble not your hatred; fwear your love. Riv. toy heav’n, my foul is purge’d from grudging And with my hand 1 feal my true heart’s love. [_hate. 
A begging prince wtn; beggar pities no; ? 2 Vv. L ok behind you, my Lord, 1 Vil, Take that, &c, 

Hajl. 
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Haji. So thrive I, as I truly fwear the like ! 
K. Ed™. Take heed you dally not before your King, Left he that is the fupreme King of kings, Confound your hidden falfehood, and award Either of you to be the other’s end. 
Hajl. So profper I, as I fwear perfect love ! Riv. And I, as I love Haftings with my heart! K. Ediu. Madam, yourfelf is not exempt from this; Nor your fon Dorfet; Buckingham, nor you : 

You have been faftious one againft the other. Wife, love Lord Haftings, let him kifs your hand ; And what you do, do it unfeignedly. Qiteen. There, Haftings ; 1 will never more re- Our former hatred; fo thrive I and mine ! [member 
K. Ednu. Dorfet, embrace him. Haftings, love Lord Marquis. Dorf. The interchange of love I here proteft, Upon my part, fhall be inviolable. Htifl. And fo fwear I. 
K. Edw. Now, princely Buckingham, feal thou this With thy embracements to my wife’s allies, [league And make me happy in your unity. Buck When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate Upon your Grace, and not with duteous love [ To the §>ucen. 

Doth cherilh you and your’s, God punilh me With hate in thofe where I expedt moft love !  When I have moft need to employ a friend. And moft aflured that he is a friend, Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile. Be he to me ! this do I beg of heaven, When I am cold in zeal to you or your’s. [Embracing Rivers, &c. 
K. Edw. A pleafmg cordial, princely Buckingham, Is this thy vow unto my fickly heart. There wanteth now our brother Glo’fter here, To make the blelfed period of this peace. Buck. And, in good time, here comes the Noble Duke. 

Enter Gloucefter, with Ratcliff. 
GIq. Good morrow to my Sovereign King and Quee An< 
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And, princely Peers, a happy time of day ! K. Ednv. Happy indeed, as we have fpent the day. Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, Between thefe fwelling wrong-incenfed Peers. Glo. A blelfed labour, my moll Sovereign Liege. Among this princely heap, if any here, by falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife. Hold me a foe; if I unwittingly 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne By any in this prefence, I defire To reconcile me to his friendly peace. ’Tis death to me to be at enmity. I hate it, and defire all good mens’ love. Firft, Madam, 1 intreat true peace of you, Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervice. Of you, my noble coufin Buckingham, If ever any grudge were lodge’d between us; Of you, and you, Lord Rivers, and of Dorfet, That all without defect have frown’d on me : Of you, Lord Woodvile; and, Lord Scales, of you; Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen ; indeed, of all. I do not know that Englifliman alive, With whom my foul is any jot at odds. More than the infant that is born to-night. I thank my God for my humility. Queen. A holiday fliall this be kept hereafter. I would to God all ftrifes were wrell compounded! My Sovereign Lord, I do befeech your highnefs To take our brother Clarence to your Grace. Glo. Why, Madam, have I offer’d love for this. To be fo flouted in this royal prefence ? Who knows not that the gentle Duke is dead ? 

\They allJiart. You do him injury to fcorn his corfe. 
K. b'div. Who knows not he is dead ! who knows he is? Qtceen. All-feeing Heaven, what a world is this ! Buck. Look I fo pale, Lord Dorfet, as the reft ? 
Dorf Ay, my good Lord ; and no man in the pre- But his red colour hath forfook his cheeks. [fence, 
K.Ednu. Is Clarence dead? the order was revers’d. Glo. 



34 KING RICHARD III. Aft 2. 
Glo. Rut he, poor man, by your firft order died. And that a winged Mercury did bear: Some tardy cripple had the countermand, That came too lag to fee him buried. God grant that fome lefs noble, and lefs loyal. Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, Deferve no worfe than wretched Clarence did, And yet go current fromfufpicion. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 
Stanl. A boon, my Sov’reign, for my fervice done, 
K. Edw. I pr’ythee, peace; my foul is full of forrow. Stanl. I will not rife, unlefs your Highnefs hear me. K. Edit). Then fay at once, what is it thou requeft’ft. Stanl. The forfeit, Sov’reign, of my fervant’s life, "Who flew to-day a riotous gentleman, Lately attendant on the Duke of Norfolk. K. ^du Have I a tongue to doom my brother’s And fliall that tongue give pardon to a flave? [death? 

My brother kill’d no man ; his fault was thought; And yet his punilhment was bitter death. Who fued to me for him > who, in my wrath, Kneel’d at my feet, and bid me be advis’d ? Who fpoke of brotherhood ? who fpok'e of love ? Who told me, how the poor fouPdid forfake The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ? Who told me, in the field at Tewkfbury, 
When Oxford had me down, he refcued me ? And laid, Dear brother, live and be a king ? Who told me, when we both lay in the field. Frozen almoft to death, how he did lap me, Ev'n in his garments, and did give hlmielf 
All thin and naked to the numb cold night ? All this from my remembrance brutilh wrath Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you Had fo much grace to put it in my mind. But when your carters, or your waiting vaflals, Have done a drunken flaughler, and deface’d The precious image of our dear Redeemer ; You ftraight are on your knees for pardon, pardon,-- 
And 1, unjuftly too, mull grant it you. But for my brother not a man would fpeak, 

Nor 
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Nor I, ungracious, fpake unto myfelf For him, poor foul. The proudeft of you all Have been beholden to him in his life : Yet none of you would once plead for his life. O God ! 1 fear thy juftice will take hold On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. Come, Haftings help me to my clofet. Ah, Poor Clarence ! \_Exeant fome’with the King and Queen. Glo. Thefe are the fruits of rafhnefs: mark’d you How that the guilty kindred of the Queen [not. Look’d pale, when they did hear of Clarence’ death ? 0 ! they did urge it ftill unto the King. God will revenge it. Come, Lords, will you go To comfort Edward with our company ? [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
Knter the Duchefs of York, ’with the t’wo children of 

Clarence. 
Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ? Duch. No, boy. Ddugh. Why do you weep fo^ oft ? and beat your And cry, O Clarence ! my unhappy fon ! [bread ? Son. Why do you look on us, and fhake your head, And call us orphans, wretches, cadaways. If that our noble father be alive ? Duch. My pretty coufms, you midake me both. 1 do lament the ficknefs of the King, As loth to lofe him ; not your father’s death ; It were lod forrow to wail one that’s lod. Son Then you conclude, my grandam, he is dead. The King mine uncle is to blame for this. God will revenge it, whom I will importune 'ith daily earned prayers. Daugh. And fo will I. Duch. Peace, children, peace ! the King doth love Incapable and {hallow innocents ! [you well. You cannot guefs who caus’d your father’s death. Son. Grandam, we can; for my good uncle Glo’der Told me, the King, provok’d to’t by the Queen, Devis’d impeachments to imprifon him * 

And when my uncle told me fo, he wept. 
And 
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And pitied me, and kindly kifs’d my cheek ; Bad me rely on him as on my father, And he would love me dearly as his child. Duch. Ah ! that deceit Ihould Itealiuch gentle lliape, And with a virtuous vizard hide deqp vice ! He is my fon, ay, and therein my ihame ; Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. Son. T hink you my uncle did diflemble, grandam? Duch. Ay, boy, Son. I cannot think it. Hark, what hoife is this ? 
Enttr the ^ueen 'with her hair about her ears. Rivers and Dorfet after her. 

ghieen. Ah ! who (hall hinder me to wail and weep? To chide my fortune, and torment myfelf ? I'll join with black defpair againft my foul, And to myfelf become an enemy.  Duch. What means this fcene of rude impatience ? £>ueen. To make an aft of tragic violence. Edward, my Lord, thy fon, our King, is dead. Why grow the branches when the root is gone ? Why wither not the leaves that want their fap ? If you will live, lament; if die, be brief ; That our fwift-winged fouls may catch the King’s; Or, like obedient fubjefts, follow him To his new kingdom of perpetual reft. Duch. Ah ! fo much int’reft have I in thy forrow, As l had title to thy Noble hulband. 1 have bewept a worthy hulband’s death, And liv’d by looking on his images. But now two mirrors of his princely femblance Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death ; And 1 for comfort have but one falfe glafs, That grieves me when i fee my fhame ih him. Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother, And haft the comfort of thy children left; But Death hath fnatch’d my hulband from mine arms, 
And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble hands, Clarence and Edward. O, what caufe 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; i How 
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How can we aid you with our kindred-tears ? 

Daug. Our fatherlefs diftrefs was left ui^noan’d. Your widow-dolours likewife be unwept! 
Queen. Give me no help in lamentation, I am not barren to bring forth complaints * : Ah, for my hulband, for my dear Lord Edward ! 
CAM. Ah, for our father, for our dear Lord Clarence! Ditch. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and Cla- rence i Queen. What ftay had I but Edward ? and he’s gone. Chil. What ftay had we but Clarence ? and he’s gone. Ditch. What ftays had I but they? and they are gone. Qiteen. Was never widow had fo dear a lofs. •Chil. Were never orphans had fo dear a lofs. Duch. Was never mother had fo dear a lofs. Alas ! I am the mother of thefe griefs; Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general. She for an Edward weeps, and fo do I; I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not (he.; Thefe babes for Clarence weep, and fo do I. Alas ! you three, on me threefold diftrefs’d Pour all your tears ; I am your forrow’s nurfe, And 1 will pamper it with lamentations. 
Dorf. Comfort, dear mother; God is much difpleas’d, That with unthankfulnefs you take his doing. In common worldly things ’tis call’d ungrateful 

With dull unwillingnefs to pay a debt, Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : Much more to be thus oppofxte with Heav’n ; For it requires the royal debt it lent you. Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother. 
Of the young Prince your fon ; fend ftraight for him, Let him be crown’d ; in him your comfort lives. Drown defp’rate forrow in dead Edward’s grave. 
And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne. 

• bring forth complaints : All fpringr reduce ihea currents to mine eye«, ‘i’hat I, being govern’d by the wat’ry moon, May fend forth p'enteous tear* to drown the world. Ah, for my huiband, &c. 
D SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Gloucefter, Buckingham, Stanley, Haftings, and Ratcliff. 
Glo Sifter, have comfort: all of us have caufe To wail the dimming of our Alining ftar ; But none can help our harms by wailing them. Madam, my mother, I do ery you mercy; 

1 did not fee you. Humbly on my knee I crave your blefling. Duck. G od blefs thee, and put meeknefs in thy breaft, Love, charity, obedience, and true duty. 'Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old manl-— That is the butt-end of a mother's blefling ; I marvel that her Grace did leave it out. [Afide. Buck. Y ou cloudy princes, and heart-forrowingpeers. That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, Now chear each other in each other’s love. Though we have fpent our harveft of this King, 
We are to reap the harveft of his fon. The broken rancour of your high-fwoln hearts. But lately fplinter’d, knit and join’d together, Muft gently be preferv’d, cheriih’d, and kept. Me feemeth good, that, with fome little train, Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince he fetch’d Hither to London, to be crown’d our King. 

Riv. Why with fome little train, my Lord of Buck- ingham ? 
Buck. Marry, my Lord, left by a multitude The new-heal’d wound of malice ihould break out; Which wou’d be fo much the more dangerous, By how much the eftate is yet ungovern’d. Where every horfe bears his commanding rein, And may diredi: his courfe as pleafe himfelf; As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent. In my opinion ought to be prevented. Glo. I hope the King made peace with all of us; And the compafl is firm and true in me. Riv. And fo in me ; and fo I think in all. Yet fmce it is but green, it Ihould be put To no apparent likelihood of breach. Which 
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Which haply by much company might be urge’d ; Therefore I fay, with Noble Buckingham, That it is meet but few fhould Rtcii the Prince. Hajl. And fo fay I. 

do. Then be it fo; and go we to determine Who they ih.ill be that (trait (hall pod to Ludlow. Madam, and you my fitter, will you go, To give your cenfures # in this weighty bufinefs ? \_Excunt. 
Manent Buckingham and Gloucelter. 

Buck. My Lord, whoever journies to the Prince, For God’s fake let not us two flay at home ; For by the way I’ll fort occafion, As index to the ftory we late talk’d of,' To part the Queen’s proud kindred from the Prince. Glo. My other felf, my counfel’s confiftory. My oracle, my prophet! My dear coufm, I, as a child, will go by thy direction. T ow’rd Ludlow then, for we’ll not (lay behind. [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. Changes to a Jireet near the court. 
Enter one Citizen at one door, and another at the other. 

1 Cit. Good morrow, neighbour ; whither away fo 2 Cit. I promife you I hardly know myfelf: [fad ? Hear you the news abroad > 1 Cit. Yes; the King is dead. 2 Cit. Ill news, by’r Lady; feldom comes a better : I fear, I fear, ’twill prove a giddy world. 
Enter another Citizen. 

3 Cit. Neighbours, God fpeed ! 1 Cit. Give you good morrow. Sir. 3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good King Edward’s death ? 
2 Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true ; God help the while! 3 Cit. Then, Mailers, look to fee a troublous world. 1 Cit. No, no, by God's good grace his foiGhall reign. 3 tit. vVo to that land that’s govern’d by a child ! 2 Cit. In him there is a hope of government: Which in his nonage, counfel under him, 

* C-fl/ur-', iox'uunfch. 
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And, in his full and ripen’d years, himfelf. 
No doubt ftiall then, and till then govern well. 1 Cit. So flood the ftate when Henry the Sixth 'Was crown’d in Paris but at nine months old. 3 Cit. Stood the ftate fo? no, no, good friends, God For then this land was famoufly inrich’d Qwot; With politic grave counfel ; then the King Jiad virtuous uncles to protedi his Grace. 

1 Cit. Why, fo hath this, both by his father and mother. 
3 Cit. Better it were they all came by his father; Or by his mother there were none at all: For emulation, who fhall now be neareft, 

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. O, full of danger is the Duke of Glo’fter; And the Queen’s fons and brothers haughty, proud s And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule, This fickly land might folace as before. 1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worft; all will be well. $Cit. When clouds are feen, wife men put on their cloaks ; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; When the fun fets, who doth not look for night ? Untimely ftorms make men expeft a dearth: All may be well; but if God fort it fo, ’Tis more than we deferve, or I expect. 2 Cit. Truly the hearts of men are full of fear: You cannot reafon almoft with a man That looks not heavily, and full of dread. 3 Cit. Before the days of change, ftill is it fo ; By a divine inftiadt men’s minds miftruft Enfuing danger; as by proof we fee 
The waters fwell before a boift’rous ftorm. But leave it all to God. Whither away? 

2 Cit. Marry, we were fent for to the juftices. 3 Cit. And fo was I, I’ll bear you company. [Exctuit. 
SCENE V. Changes to the court. 

Enter Jrchhijlwp o/York, the young Duke o/York, the §>uecn, and the Duchefs of Fork. 
Arch. I heard they lay the laft night at Northampton, At- 
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At Stony-Stratford they do reft to-night: To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Duch. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince ; I hope he is much grown fmce laft I faw him. Qiieen. But I hear, not; they fay my fon of York Has almoft overta’en him in his growth. Tork. Ay, mother; but I would hot have it fo. Duch. Why, my young coufin, it is good to grow. York. Grandam, one night as we did fit at fupper. My urn e Rivers talk’d how I did grow More than my brother. Ay, quoth my uncle Glo’fter, . Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace. And fince, methinks 1 would not grow fo fall, Becaufe fweet flow’rs are flow, and weeds make hade. Duch. Good faith, p;ood faith, the faying did not In him that did objed the fame to thee. [hold He was the wretched’ft thing when he was young; So long a growing, and fo leifurely, 
That if his rule were true, he (hould be gracious. York. And fo no doubt he is, my gracious Madam. Duch. I hope he is; but yet let mothers doubt. York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember’d, I could have giv’n my uncle’s Grace a flout To touch his growth nearer than he touch’d mine. Duch. How, my young York ? I pr'ythee, let me hear it. York. Marry, they fay my uncle grew fo faft. That he could gnaw a cruft at twm hours old ; ’Twas full two years ere l could get a tooth. Grandam, this would have been a biting jeft. Dueh. I pr’ythee, pretty York, who told thee this ? York. Grandam, his nuffe. Duch. His nurfe ! why, fhe was dead ere thou waft born. York. If ’twere not Ihe, I cannot tell who told me. Qtieen. A parlous boy go to, you are too ftirewd. Duch. Good Madam, be not angry with a child. Queen. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 
Arch. Here comes a meflenger. What news ? Mejf. Such news, my Lord, as grieves me to report. D 3 Qiiecn. 
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Queen. How doth the Prince ? 
Mejf. Well, Madam, and in health. Duch. What is thy news ? 
Meff. Lord Rivers and Lord Gray are fent to Pom- With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, prifoners. [fret, Duch. Who hath committed them ? 
Mejf. The mighty Dukes, Clo’fter and Buckingham. 
shrch. For what offence ? Mejf. The fum of all I can-1 have difclos’d. Why, or for what, the nobles were committed. 

Is all unknown to me, my gracious Lady. Queen. Ah me ! I fee the ruin of my houfe ; The tyger now hath feiz’d the gentle hind. Infulting tyranny begins to jut 
Upon the innocent and awlefs throne: Welcome, deftruftion, blood, and maffacre ! I fee, as in a map, the end of all. Duch. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling days 1 How many of you have mine eyes beheld i 
My hufband loft his life to get the crown, And often up and down my fons were tofs’d. For me to joy and weep their gain and lofs-: And being feated, and domeftic broils Clean overblown, themfelves the conquerors Make war upon themfelves, blood againft blood. 
Self againft felf; O moft prepofterous And £-antic outrage ! end thy damned fpleen ; 
Or let me die, to look on death no more. Queen. Come, come, my boy, we will to fanftuary. Madam, farewel. Duch. Stay, I will go with you. Qtieen. You have no caufe. yirch. My gracious Lady, go, And thither bear your treafure and your goods. For my part, I’ll refign unto your Grace The leal I keep ; and fo betide it me. As well I tender you, and all of your’s f Go, I’ll conduft you to the fanftuary. [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

In .London. 
The Trumpets found. Enter Prince Wales, the Dukes of Gloacerter rfwrfBuckingham, Arcbbifhop, with others^ 
Buck. \ \J Elcottie, fweet Prince, to London, to your 

VV chamber *. Glo. Welcome, dear coufin, my thoughts’fovereign ; The weary way hath made you melancholy. Prince. No, uncle, but our crofles on the way Have made it tedious, wearifome, and heavy. I want more uncles here to welcome me. Glo. Sweet Prince, th’ untainted virtue of your years Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit: Nor more can you diftinguilh of a man, Than of his outward {hew, which, God he knows* Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. Thofe uncles which you want, were dangerous: Your Grace attended to their fugar’d words, But look’d not on the poifon of their hearts ; God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe friends! Prince. God keep me from falfe friends ! but they were none. Gto. My Lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet you. 
Enter Lord Mayo-r. 

i Mayor. God blefs your Grace with health and happy days ! Prince. I thank you, good my Lord, and thank you I thought my mother and my brother York [all: Would long ere this have met us oh the way. Fie, what a flag is Haftings ! that he comes not To tell us whether they will come or no. 
Enter Lord Haftings. 

Buck. And in good time here comes the fweating 
Lord. Prince. Welcome, my Lord. What, will our mother • come ? 

* Linden was anciently called Camera regia. Mr. Pope. 
Hajl. 
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fiajl. On what occafion, God he knows, not I, 

The Queen your mother, and your brother York, Have taken fan&uary ; the tender Prince Would fain have come with me to meet your Grace, But by his mother was perfocce with-held. Buck. Fie, what an indirect and peevifh courfe Is this of her’s ? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of York 
Unto his princely brother prefently ? If fhe deny, Lord Haftings, you go with him, And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. Arch. My Lord of Buckingham, if rhy weak oratory Can from his mother win the Duke tof York, 
Anon expefl him here ; but if fhe be Obdurate to intreaties, God forbid We fhould infringe the holy privilege 
Of famftuary ! not for all this land Would I be guilty of fo deep a fin. Buck. You are too fenfelefs-obftinate, my Lord, 
Too ceremonious and traditional *. Weigh it but with the greennefs of his age, You break not fanchiary, in feizing him. The benefit thereof is always granted To thofe whofe dealings have deferv’d the place. And thofe who have the wit to claim the place; This prince hath neither claim’d it, nor deferv’d’it; 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 faniftuar^-men, But fanftuary-children ne’er till now. Arch. My Lord, you (hall o’er-rule my mind for once; Come on, Lord Haftings, will you go with me ? Hajl. I go, my Lord. [Exeunt Archbijhop Haftings. 

Prince. Good Lords, make all the fpeedy hafte you Say, uncle Glo’fter, if our brother come, [may. Where fhall we fojourn till our coronation ? Glo. Where it i'eems belt unto you Royal felf. If I may counfel you, feme day or two 
F Ctrmoniout, for fupirjliturns ; traditional, for adherent to old cuf~ 
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Your Highnefs IhaJl repofe you at the Tower: Then where you pleate, and fhall be thought moft fit For your beft health and recreation. 

Prince. I do not like the Tower of any place. Did Julius Cael'ar build that place, my Lord ! Buck. He did, my gracious Lord, begin that place. Which fince fucceeding ages have re-built. Prince. Is it upon record ? or elfe reported Succeffively from age to age he built it ? Buck. Upon record, my gracious Lord. Prince. But fay, my Lord, it were not regifter’d, Methinks the truth fliould live from age to age. As ’twere intail’d to all pofterity. Even to the general all-ending day. Glo. So wife, fo young, they fay, do ne’er live long. Prince. What fay you, uncle ? Glo. I fay, without charadters-Fame lives long. Thus like the formal-wife Antiquity 7 . I moralize : two meanings in one word. y ^ Prince. That Julius Caefar was a famous man ; With what his valour did inrich his wit. His wit fet down to make his valour live. Death made no conqueft of this conqueror ; For now he lives in fame, though not in life. I’ll tell you what, my coufin Buckingham. Buck. What, my gracious Lord ? Prince. An’ if 1 live until 1 be a man, I’ll win our ancient right in France again, Gr die a foldier, as I liv’d a King. Glo. Short fummer lightly has a forward /pring. 
Enter York, Haftings, and Archbifiop. 

Buck. Now in good time here comes the Duke of York. Prince. Richard of York, how fares our Noble bro- ther ? York. Well, my dread Lord, fomuft 1 call you now. Prince. Ay, brother, to our grief, as it is your’s ; Too late he dy’d that might have kept that title, WKich by his death hath loft much majefty. Glo. How fares our coufin, Noble Lord of York ? York. I thank you, gentle uncle. O my Lord, 
You 
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You faid, that idle weeds are faft in growth: The Prince my brother hath outgrown me far. Clt. He hath, my Lord. York. And therefore is he idle ? Clo. Oh, my fair coufin, I mull not fay fo. York'. Then is he more beholden to you than I. Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign, But you have pow’r in me as in a kinfman. 

York. I pray you, uncle, then, give me this dagger. Glo. My dagger, little coufin ? with all my heart. 
Prince. A beggar, brother ? York. Of my kind uncle, that I know will give ; And, being a toy, it is no grief to give. 
Glo. A greater gift than that I’ll give my coufin. York. A greater gift ? O, that’s the fword to it. Glo. Ay, gentle coulin, were it light enough. York. O, then I fee you’ll part but with light gifts; In weightier things you'll fay a beggar Nay. Glo. It is too weighty for you Grace to wear. York. I weigh it lightly were it heavier. Glo What, would you have my weapon, little Lord ? York. I would, that I might thank you, as you call me. Glo. How ? York. Little. Prince. My Lord of York will ftill be crofs in talk; Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. York. You mean to bear me, not to bear with me Unde, my brother mocks both you and me. Becaufe that I am little like an ape, He thinks that you Ihould bear me on your Ihoulders. Buck. With what a lharp-provided wit he reafons! To mitigate the fcorn he gives his uncle, He prettily and aptly taunts himfelf; So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. Glo. My gracious Lord, will’t pleafe you pafs along ? Myfelf and my good coulin Buckingham Will to your mother, to intreat of her To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. York. What? will you go unto the Tower, my Lord ? Prince. My Lord Proledlor needs will have it fo. York. I lhall not fleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what Ihould you fear? York. 
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York. Marry, my uncle Clarence’ angry ghoft : 

My grandam told me he was murther’d there. Prince. 1 fear no uncles dead. do. Nor none that live, I 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 Power. 
[Exeunt Prince, York, Haftings, and Jrchbijhof. 

SCENE II. 
Manent Glouc.fter, Buckingham, and Catelby. 
Buck. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York Was not incenfed by his fubtle mother. To taunt and fcorn you thus opprobrioufly ? do. No doubt, no doubt: oh, ’tis a per’lous boy. Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; He’s all the mother’s, from the top to toe. Buck. Well, let them reft. Come, Catelby, thou art As deeply to effect what we intend, [fworn As clofely to conceal what we impart. Thou know’ll our reafons urge’d upon the way: What think’ft thou ? is it not an cafy matter To make Lord William Haftings of our mind. For the inftalment of this Noble Duke In the feat-royal of this famous ifle ? Ctitef. He for his father’s fake fo loves the Prince, That he will not be won to aught againft him. Buck. What think’ft thou then of Stanley? will not Catef. He will do all in all as Haftings doth, [he ? Buck. Well then, no more than this: go, gentle Catelby, And, as it were far off, found thou Lord Haftings, How he doth Hand affefted to our purpofe ; And fummon him to-morrow to the Tower, To fit about the coronation. If thou doll find him tradlable to us, Encourage him, and tell him all our reafofli r If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, Be thou fo too ; and fo break off the talk, And give us notice of his inclination : , For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 

Wherein 
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Wherein thyfelf rtialt highly be employ’d. 

Glo. Commend me to Lord William ; tell him* 
His ancient knot of dangerous adverfaries [Catelby, To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-caftle, 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news. Give Miftrefs Shore one gentle kifs the more. Buck. Good Catefby, go, effedt this bufmefs foundly. <Catef. My good Lords both, with all the Reed I can. Glo. Shall we hear from you, Catefby, ere we fleep ? Catef. You fhall, my Lord. 

GU. At Crofby-place, there you fhall find us both. [Exit Catefby. 
Buck. My Lord, what fhall we do, if we perceive Lord Haftings will not yield to our complots ? Glo. Chop off his head, man; fomewhat we will do; And look, when I am King, claim thou of me The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables Whereof the King my brother flood poffefs’d. 
Buck. I’ll claim that prcmife at your Grace’s hand. Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindnefs. 

Come, let us fup betimes, that afterwards 
We may digeft our complots in fome form. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Before Lord Bafling’/ houfe. 
Enter a Mejfenger to the door of Haftings. 

Ne[f. My Lord, my Lord, >- 
Haft. [Within.'] Who knocks ? Mef. One from Lord Stanley. Haft. What is’t o’clock ? MeJ. Upon the ftroke of four. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 
Haft. Cannot thy mafter fleep thefe tedious nights? Mejf. So it appears by what-1 have to fay : Firft, he commends him to your Noble felf. Haft. What then ? 
Mejft. Then certifies your Lordfhip, that this night He dream’d the boar had rafed off his helm: Befides, he fays, there are two councils held ; And,that may be determin’d at the one. 

Which may make you and him to rue at th’other 
2 Therefore 
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Therefore he fends to know your Lordlhip’s pleafure. If you will prefently take horfe with him, And with all fpeed poll with him tow'rds the north. To fhun the danger that his foul divines. Haft. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, Bid him not fear the ieparated councils. His Honour and myfelf are at the one ; And at the other is my good friend Catelby ; Where nothing can proceed that toucheth us. Whereof I Ihall not have intelligence. Tell him, his fears are fhallow, wanting inftance ; And for his dreams, I wonder he’s fo fond To truft the mock’ry of unquiet flumbers. To fly the boar before the boar purfues, Were to incenfe the boar to follow us. And make purfuit where he did mean no chace. Go, bid thy mafter rife, and come to me; And we will both together to the Tower, Where he (hall fee the boar will ufe us kindly. Mejf. I’ll go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay. 

[Exit. 
Enter Catelby. 

Cate/. Many good morrows to my Noble Lord 1 Haji. Good morrow, Catelby; you are early ftirring. What news, what news, in this our tott’ring (late i Catef. It is a reeling world, indeed, my Lord ; And 1 believe will never (land upright. Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. Jiajl. How! wear the garland: dofl thou mean the Cetef. Ay, my good Lord. [crown ? Baft. I’ll have this crown of mine cut from my- Before I’ll fee the crown fo foul mifplace’d. [(boulders. But canft thou guefs that he doth aim at it ? Catef. Ay, on my life, and hopes to find you forward Upon his p.irty, for the gain thereof: And thereupon he fends you this good news. That this fame very day your enemies, The kindred of the Queen, mud die at Pomfret. Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for that news, Becaufe they have been (HU my adverfaries ; But that I’ll give my voice on Richard’s fide, 
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To bar my mafter’s heirs in true defcent, God knows, I will not do it, to the death. Catef. God keep your Lordfhip in that gracious mind! 

Hajl. But 1 lhal! laugh at this a twelvemonth hence. That they who brought me in my mailer’s hate, I live to look upon their tragedy. Well, Catelby, ere a fortnight make me older, I’ll fend fome packing that yet think not on’t. €atef ’Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord, When men are unprepar'd and look net for it. 
Haft. O monilrous, monftrous ! and fo falls it out With Rivers, Vaughan, Gray •, and fo’twill do W ith fome men elle, who think themfelves as fafe As thou and I ; who, as thou know’ll, are dear To princely Richard and to Buckingham. Cat eft. The princes both make high account of you— For they account his head upon the bridge. \_Hfttdt. Haft. I know they do; and 1 have well deferv’d it. 

Enter Lard Stanley. 
Come on, come on, where is your boar-fpear, man ? P’ear you the boar, and go fo unprovided ? Stan. My Lord, good morrow - and good morrow-. You may jell on, but, by the holy rood, [Catelby. I do not like thefe feveral councils; I. Haft. M y Lord, 1 hold my life as dear as you do ybur’s. And never in my days, I do protelt, WTas it fo precious to me as’tis now. Think you, but that I know our Hate fecure, I would be fo triumphant as I am ? Stan. The Lords at Pomfret, when they rode from London, 
WTere jocund, and fuppos’d their Hates were fure; And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft: But yet, you fee, how foo-n the day o’ercaft. '1 his fudden Hab of rancour I mifdouht^ Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlds coward ! What, lhall we tow’rd the Tower ? the day is fpent. 

haft. Come, come, have with you : wot ye what, my Lord ? To-day the Lords you talk of, are beheaded. Stan. 
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Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear their heads. Than fome that hare accus’d them wear their hats. I3ut come, my Lord, away. 

Enter a Pnrfuivant. 
Raft. Go on before, I’ll talk with this good fellow. [Exeunt Lord Stanley and Catelby. Sirrah, how now ? how goes the world with thee r Purf. The better that your Lordmip pleafe to alk. Haft. I tell thee, man, ’tis better with me now. Than when thou met’ft me laft where now we meet. Then I was going prifoner to the.Tower, By the fuggeftion of the Queen’s allies ; But now l tell thee, (keep it to thyfelf), This day thofe enemies are put to death. And I in better Rate than e’er I was. Purf. God hold it to your Honour’s good content! Haft. Gramercy, fellow; there, drink that for me. [Throws him his purfe. Turf. I thank your Honour. [Exit Purfuivant. 

Enter a Pricft; 
Prieft. Well met, my Lord, I’m glad to fee your Honour. 
Haft. I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart; I’m in your debt for y«ur laft exercife. Come the next fabbath, and I will content you. [He whifpert. 

Enter Buckingham. 
Buck. What, talking with a prieft, Lord Chamber- lain ? Your friends at Pomfret they do need the prieft. Your Honour hath no ftiriviug work in hand. Haft. Good faith, and when I met this holy maa, The men you talk of came into my mind. What, go you tow’rd the Tower J 

Buck. I do, my Lord, but long I {hall not ftay. I fhall return before your Lordfhip thence. Haft. Nay, like enough, for I ftay dinner there. 
E 2 Buck, 
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Buck. And Ripper too, altho’ thou know’ll it not. 

IW'. Come, will you go ? Haft. I’ll wait upon your Lordfiiip. [Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. Changes to Pomfret caJUe. 

Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, •with' halberts, carrying 
Lord Rivers, Lord Gray, 3'/> Thomas Vaughan, to death. 
Rat. Come, bring forth the prifoners. Riv. Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, To-day fhalt thou behold a fubjedl die. For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. Gray. God keep the Prince from all the pack of you 1 

A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. Vang. You live that fhall cry woe for this hereafter. Rat. Difpatch ; the limit of your lives is out. Riv. O Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody prifon. Fatal and ominous to Noble Peers ! Within the guilty clofure of thy walls P.ichard the Second, here, was hack’d to death ; And, for more flander to thy difmal feat, We give to thee our guiltlefs blood to drink. Gray. Now Marg’ret’s curfe is fall’n upon our heads, When flie ^xclain\’d on Haflings, you, and I, For ftandihg by when Richard flabb’d her fon. Riv. Then curs’d fhe Richard, curs’d fhe Buckingham, Then curs’d fhe Haflirgs. O remember, God! To hear her prayer for them, as now for us. A? for my filler, and her princely fons, Be fatisfy’d, dear God, with our true blood ; Which* as thou know’ll, unjuftly mufl be fpilt. Rat. Make hafte, the hour of death is now expir’d. Riv. Come, Gray; come, Vaughan ; let us all em- brace ; Farewel, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 
SCENE V. The Tomer. 

Buckingham, Stanley, Haflings, BiJhopofVAy, Catef- by, Level, with others, at a table. 
Haft. Now, Noble Peers, the caufe why we are met ' ‘ Is 
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Is to determine of the coronation. In God’s name fpeak, when is the royal day ? Are all things ready for that royal time ? Sfav. They are, and want hut nomination, £/y. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. Buck. Who knows the Lord Protedtor’s mind herein ? Who is rood inward with the Noble Duke ? Ely. Your Grace, we think, Ihould fooneft know his mind. Buck. We know each other’s faces: for our hearts, He knows no more of mine than I of your’s ; Nor I of his, my Lord, than you of mine. Lord Haftings, you and he are near in love. 

Hajl. I thank his Grace, I know he loves me well. But for his purpofe in the coronation, I have not founded him ; nor he deliver’d His gracious pleafure any way therein. But you, my Noble Lord, may name the time, And in the Duke’s behalf I’ll give my voice ; Yv'hich I prefume he’ll take in gentle part. 
Enter Gloucefter. 

FJy. In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf. (Jlo. My Noble Lords and coufins all, good morrow; I have been long a fleeper; but I trull.. My abfence doth neglect no great defign, Which by my prefence might have been concluded. Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my Lord, William Lord Haltings had proneunce’d your part; I mean your voice for crowning of the King. Clo. Than my Lord Haftingsno man might be bolder. His Lordlhip knows me well, and loves me well. My Lord of Ely, when I was lail in Holbourn, I faw good,ftrawberries in your garden there: I do bel’eech you fend for feme of them. Ely. Marry, and will, my Lord, with all my heart. 
[Ex/VEly. Clo. Coufin of Buckingham, a word with you. Catelby hath founded Haftings in our bufmefa. And finds the telly gentleman io hot, That he will lofe his head, ere give confent, His mailer’s fon, as worlhipfully he terms it, 

E 3 Shall 
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Shall lofe the royalty of England’s throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourfelf a while; 1 11 go with you. 
[Exeunt Glo. and Buck. Stan. 'We have not yet fet down this day of triumph. To-morrow, in my judgment, is too fudden ; For l mylelf am not fo well provided, As elfe I would be, were the day prolong’d. 

Re-enter Bijhop of Ely. 
Ely. Where is my Lord the Duke of Gloucefter ? I have fent ftraitway for thefe llrawberries. Haft. His Grace looks chearfully and fmooth this morning: There’s feme conceit or other likes him well, "When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit. I think there’s ne’er a man in Chriitendom Can Icfler hide his love or hate than he ; For by his face (trait (hall you know his heart. 
Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face. 

By any likelihood he Ihew’d to-day? Haft. Marry, that with no man here he is offended; For were he, he had fhewn it in his looks. 
Re-enter Gloucefter ^(/ Buckingham. 

Glo. I pray you all, tell me what they deferve. That do conl'pire my death with devilifti plots Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevail’d Upon my body with their hellilh charms. Haft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my Lord, Makes me molt forward in this princely prefence, To doom th’offenders, whofoe’er they be* I fay, my Lord, they have deferved death. Glo. T hen be your eyes the witnefs of their evil. Look how l am bewitch’d ; behold, mine arm Is, like a blafted fapling', wither’d up. And this is Edward’s wife, that monftrous witch, Conforted with that harlot, (trumpet Shore, That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. Haft. If they have done this deed, my Noble Lord— Glo. If? thou prote<ftor of this damned ftrumpet, Talk'd thou to me of Ifs ? thou art a traitor  
Off with his head- now, by St. Paul I fwear, I will 
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I will not dine until I fee the fame. Level and Catelby, look that it be done. The reft that love me, rife and follow me. \_Excunt, 
Manent Lovel and Catelby, with the Lord Hafting*. 

Hajl. Woe, woe, for England ! not a whit for me ! For I, too fond, might have prevented this. Stanley did dream the boar did rafe our helms ; Eut l did fcorn it, and difdain to fly. Three times to-day myfoot-cloth horfe did ftumble. And ftarted when he look’d upon the Tower, As loth to bear me to the {laughter-houfe. O, now I need the prieft that fpake to me. I now repent I told the purfuivant. As too triumphing, how mine enemies To-day at Porrffret bloodily were butcher’d. And I myfelf fecure in grace and favour. Oh, Marg’ret, Marg’ret, now thy heavy curfe Is lighted on poor Haftings’ wretched head. Catef. Come, come, difpatch ; the Duke would be at dinner. Make a fliort Ihrift, he longs to fee your head. Haji. O momentary grace of mortal men, Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! Who builds his hope in th’ air of your fair looks. Lives like a drunken failor on a maft, Ready with every nod to tumble down Into the fatal bowels of the deep. Lev. Come, come, difpatch, ’tis bootlefs to exclaim. Hajl. O bloody Richard ! miferable England ! I prophefy the fearfull’ft time to thee That ever wretched age hath look’d upon;f Come, lead me to the block, bear him my* head. They fmile at me who Ihortly lhall be dead. [Exeunt. 
SCENE VI. Changes to tie 'Tower-walls. 

Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham in infly armour, 
marvellous ill favour'd. 

Ch. Come, coufin, canft thou quake and change thy Murther thy breath in middle of ^ word, [colour. And then again begin, and flop again, 
As 
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As if thou were diftraught, and mad with terror ? . 

Buck. Tut! I can counterfeit the deep tragedian. Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide ; Tremble and ftart at wagging of a ftraw, Intending deep fufpicion : ghaftly looks Are at my fervice, like inforced fmiles; And both are ready in their offices, At any time to grace my llratagems. Clo. Here comes the Mayor. Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. Lord Mayor,— 
Enter the Lord Mayor, attended. 

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. Buck. Hark, a drum ! Glo Catelby, o’erlook the walls. Buck. Lord Mayor, the reafon we have fent  Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard us ! 
Enter Lovel and Cateffiy with Haftings’ head. 

Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Cateffiy and Lovel. Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, The dangerous and unfufpetted Haftings. Glo. So dear I lov’d the man, that I mull weep. I took him for the plained, harmlefs creature, That breath’d upon the earth a Chridian : Made him my book, wherein my foul recorded. The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts; So fmooth he daub’d his vice with (hew of virtue, That (his apparent open guilt omitted, I mean, his eon ver fat ion with Shore’s wife) He liv’d from all attainder of fufpech Buck. Well, well, he was the covert’ll ffielter’d trai- Would you imagine, or almoil believe, [tor  (Were’t not that by great pfefervatioii We live to tell it), that the fubtle traitor This day had plotted in the council-koufe, To murther me and my good Lord of Glo’ller. Mayor. What ? had he fo ? Glo. What! think you we are Turks or Infidels ? Or that we would, againft the form of law, Proceed thus ralhly to the villain’s death ; But 
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But that the extreme peril of the cafe, The peace of England, and our perl'on’s fafety, Inforce’d us to this execution ? Mayor.'Ho'ff, fair befal you! he deferv’d his death; And your good Graces both have well proceeded. To warn falfe traitors from the like attempts. I never look’d for better at his hands, After he once fell in with Miftrefs Shore. Buck. Yet had not we determin’d he Ihould die. Until your Lordlhip came to fee his end; Which now the loving hafte of thefe our friends. Something againft our meaning, hath prevented ; Becaufe, my Lord, we would have had you heard The traitor fpeak,_and tim'roufly confefs The manner and the purpofe of his treafons ; That you might well have lignified the fame Unto the citizens, who haply may Mifconftrue us in him, and wail his death. Mayor.Tut ! my good Lord, your Grace’s word lhall As well as I had feen and heard him fpeafc: [ferve. And do not doubt, right noble Princes both, But I’ll acquaint our duteous citizens With all your juft proceedings in this cafe. Glo. And to that end we wilh’d your-Lordfhip here, T’avoid the cenfures of the carping world. Buck. But fmce you come too late of our intent. Yet witnefs what you hear we did intend : And fo, my good Lord Mayor, we bid farewel. 

[Exit May of Glo. Go after, after, coufin Buckingham. The Mayor towards Guildhall hies him in all poll. There, at your meeting vantage of the time. Infer the baftardy of Edward’s children : Tell them how Edward-put to death a citizen. Only for faying, he would make his fon Heir to the crown, meaning indeed his houfe. Which by thp fign thereof was termed fo. Moreover urge his hateful luxury. And beftial appetite in change of luft," Which ftretch’d unto their lervants, daughters, wives, Ev’n where his ranging eye, or favage heart, Without centroul, Lifted to make a prey. 
Nay, 
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Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfon: Tell them, when that my mother went with child Of that infatiate Edward, Noble York My princely father then had wars in trance; And by juit computation of the time, Found that the ilfue was not his begot: Which well appeared in his lineaments, Being nothing like the Noble Duke my father. Yet touch this fparingly, as ’twere far off; Becaufe, my Lord, you know my mother lives. Buck. Doubt not, my Lord, I’ll play the orator. As if the. golden fee, for which I plead, Were for myfelf; and fo, my Lord, adieu. do. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard’* Where you lhall find me well-accompanied [caftle*, With reverend fathers and well-learned bilhops. Buck. I go, and towards three or four o’clock Look for the news that the Guildhall affords.[fix// Buc. do. Go, Lqvel, with all fpeed to Doffor Shaw; Go thou to Friar Peuker ; bid them both [To Catelby. Meet me within this hour at baynard’s caftle. [Exeunt Lov. and Catef. fever ally. Now will I go to take fome privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight; And to give order, that no fort of perfon 
Have any time recouri'e unto the Princes. [Exit. 

Enter a Scrivener, 
Scriv. Here is the indiffment of the good Lord Which in a fet hand fairly is ingrofs’d, [Haftings» That it may be ta-day read o’er in Pauls. And mark how well the fequel hangs together. Eleven hours I’ve fpent to write it over, For yefternight by Catelby was it fent me: The precedent was full as long a doing. And yet within thefe five hours Haflings liv’d, Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at Liberty. Here’s a good world the while ;—who is fo grofs. That cannot fee this palpable, device ? Yet who fo bold, but fays he fees it not ? Bad is the world, and all will come to nought, 

* A houfe in Tbaous-ftreetbeSarg'-ng to the Dak.* ot Gloncefler. When 
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W hen fuch ill dealings muft be feefi in thought. [Exit. 

SCENE VII. Changs\ to Baynard's cajlle. 
Enter Gloucefler and Buckingham, at feveral doors. 

Clo. How now, how now, what fay the citizens? Buck. Now, by the holy mother of our Lord, The citizens are mum, fay not a word. Glo. Touch’d you thebaitardy of Edward’s children? Buck. I did ; with his contract with Lady Lucy, And his contract by deputy in France. Th’ unfatiate greedine's of his defires. 
And his inforcement of the city-wives ; His tyranny for trifles; his own baflardy. As being got, your father then in France, And his rei'emblance, being not like the Duke. Withal, I did infer your lineaments. Being the right idea of your father, Both in your form and noblenefs of mind : Laid open all your vidtories in Scotland ; * Your difcipline in war, wifdom in peace. Your bounty, virtue, fair humility : Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpofe Untouch’d, or (lightly handled in difcourfe. And when my oratory grew tow’rd end, I bid them that did love their country^ good, Cry, God fave Richard, England’s Royal King! 

I Clo. And did they fo ? ' Buck. No, fo God help me: they fpake not a wTord; But, like dumb ftatues-, or unbreathing ftones, Star’d each on other, and look’d deadly pale: ' Which w’hen I faw, I reprehended them; And afls’d the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence ? t His anfwer was, the people were not ufed I To be fpoke to except by the Recoider. I T hen he was urge’d to tell my tale again : Thus faith the Duke, thus hath the Duke inferr’d ; | But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf. I When he had done, fome followers of mine own, I At lower end o’ th’ hr’!, hurl’d up their caps. And fome ten voices cry’d, God fave King Richard ! And thus I took the vantage of thofe few : 

1 
Thanks, 
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Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I; 
This general applaufe and chearful fhout Argues your \vi;dom and your love to Richard: 
And even here brake off, and came away. do. What tonguelefs blocks were they, they would not fpeak ? 
Will not the Mayor then and his brethren come ? Buck. 1 he Mayor is here at hand; pretend fomefear; 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit; And look you get a prayer-book in your hand. And ftand between two churchmen, good my Lord; For on that ground I’ll build a holy defcant: And be not ealily won to our requefts: Play the maid’s part, ftill anfwer Nay, and take it. Git. I go : and if you plead as tvell for them, As I can lay Nay to thee, for myfelf, 
J4o doubt w'e’ll bring it to a happy iffue. GIo. Buck. Go, go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor knocks. 

Enter Lwrd Mayor and Citizens. 
Welcome, my Lord. I dance attendance here; 
1 think the Duke will not be fpoke withal. 

Enter Catelby. 
Buck. Catelby, what fays your Lord to thy requeft? Catif. He doth intreat your Grace, my Noble Lord, To vifit him tb-morrow, or next day ; He is within, with two right-reverend fathers, Divinely bent to meditation ; And in no wordly fuits would he be mov’d, To draw him from his holy exercife. Ruck. Return, good Catelby, to the gracious Duke* Tell him, myfelf, the Mayor and Aldermen, In deep defigns, in matter of great moment. No lefs importing than our gen’ral good, Are come to have feme conf’rence with his Grace. Catef. I’ll fignify fo much unto him ftrait. [A.v/V. Buck. Ah, ah ! my Lord, this prince is not an Ed- He is not lolling on a lewff love-bed, [wards But on his knees at meditation; 

Net dallying with a brace of courtezans, i But 
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But meditating with two deep divines; Not fleeping to ingrofs his idle body, But praying to enrich his w.'tchful foul. Happy were England, would this virtuous prince Take on his Grace the fov’reignty thereof; But, fure, I fear we (hall not win him to it. Mayor. Marry, God Ihield his Grace ihould fay us Nay! Buck. I fear he will. Here Catelfcy Comes again. 

Enter Catefby. 
Catefby, what fays his Grace? Catef. He wonders to what end you have aflembled Such troops of citizens to come to him, His Grate riot being warn’d thereof before : He fears, my Lord, you mean no good to hint. Buck. Sorry 1 am, m'y ridble coufin Ihould SufpeiS me, that l mean no good to him : 
By Heay’n we come to him in perfect love ; And fo once more return, and tell his Grace. [Exit Cate {by. When holy and devout religious men Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them thence ; So fweet is zealous contemplation. 

SCENE VIII. 
. Enter Glouceller above, between two clergymen. Catef* by returns. 

Mayor. See where his Grace (lands ’tween two cler- gfmen. Buck. Two props of virtue for a Chriftian prince. To (lay him from the fall of vanity : And fee a book of prayer in his hand, True ornaments to know a holy man. Famous IMantagenet ! moft gracious prince. Lend favourable ear to our requells, And pardon us the interruption Of thy devotion and right*chriftian zeal. Glo. My Lord, there needs no fuch apology; I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. Who, earneft in the fervice of my God, 
Deferr'd 
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Deferr’d the vifitation of my friends. But, leaving this, what is your Grace’s pleafure ? 

Buck. Ev’n that I hope which pleafeth God above, And. all good men of this ungovern’d iile. 
G/o. I do fufpett I have done fome offence That feems difgracious in the city’s eye. 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. You have, tr y Lord : would it might pleafc 
your Grace, On our intreaties to amend your fault. 67a. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Chrifiian land ? Buck. Know then, it is your fault that you refign The fupreme feat, the throne majeftical, The fcepter’d office of your anceftors, Y.our ftate of fortune, and your due of birth, 

The lineal glory of your royal houfe. To the corruption of a blemifh’d flock: While in the mildnefs of your fleepy thoughts. Which here we waken to our country’s good, The noble ifle doth want her proper limbs : Her face deface’d with fears of infamy, Her royal flock graft with ignoble plants, And almoft fhoulder’d into th’ fwallowing gulph 
Of dark forgetfulnefs, and deep oblivion : Which to recure, we heartily folicit 
Your gracious felf to take on you the charge And kingly government of this your land : Nor as Protector, fteward, fubftitute, ■Or lowly factor for another’s gain ; But as fucceffively, from blood to blood, Your right of birth, your empery, your own, Eor this, conforted with the citizens, Y our very worfhi.pful and loving friends. 
And by their vehement inftigation, In this juft fuit come I to move your Grace. Glo 1 cannot tell, if to depart in filence. Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof, Beft fitteft my degree, or your condition. For not to anfwer, you might haply think Tongue-ty’d Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of fov’reignty, Which fondly you would here impofe on me: If 
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If to reprove you for this fuit of your’s. So feafon’d with your faithful love to me, Then, on the other fide, I check’d my friends. Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firft, And then in fpeaking not incur the laft, 
Definitively thus I anfwer you. Your love deferves my thanks; but my defert, Unmeritable, Ihuns your high requeft. Firft, if all obftacles were cut away, And that my path were even to the crown, As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; I Yet fo much is my poverty of fpirit, So mighty and fo many my defe&s. That I would rather hide me from my greatnefs,- Being a bark to brook no mighty fea, Than in my greatnefs covet to be hid, And in the vapour of my glory fmother’d. But, God be th-mk’d, there is no need of me. And much I need to help you, were there need : The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, I "Which, mellow’d by the ftealing hours of Time, 
Will well become the feat of majefty ; And make us, doubtlefs, happy by his reign. On him I lay v’hat you would lay on me. The right and fortune of his happy Rays ; Which God defend that I Ihould wring from him ! Buck.My Lord, this argues confciencc in your Grace, But the refpefts thereof are nice and trivial, \ All circumftances well confidered. You fay that Edward is your brother’s foil ; So fay we too, but not by Edward’s wife: For firft was he contradl to Lady Lucy, Your mother lives a witnefs to that vow And afterward by fubftitute betroth’d To Bona, fifter to the King of France. Thefe both piu oft", a poor petitioner, A care-craz’d mother of a many children, A beauty-warning, and diftreffed widow, ' Ev’n in the afternoon of her beft days, Made prize and purchafe of his wanton eye ; Seduce’d the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
Todbafe declenfioa and loth’d bigamy. By 
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By her, in his unlawful bed, he got This Edward, whom our manners call the Prince. More bitterly could I expoftulate, Save that, for reverence of fome alive, I give a fparing limit to my tongue. Then, good my Lord, take to your royal felf This proffer’d benefit of dignity ; If not to btefs us and the land withal. Yet to draw forth your noble anceftry From the corruption of abufing time, Unto a lineal true-derived courfe. Mayor. Do, good my Lord, your citizens intreat you. Buck. Refufe not, mighty Lord, this proffer’d love. Catef. O make them joyful, grant their lawful fuit. 

Glo. Alas! why would you heap thefe cares on me? I am unfit for ftate and majefty. I do befeech you take it not amifs; I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. Buck. If you refufe it, as, in love and zeal. Loth to depofe the child, your brother’s fon, (As well we know your tendernefs of heart. And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, Which we have noted in you to your kindred. And equally indeed to all eflates) ; Yet know, whe’r you accept our fuit or no, Your brother’s fon fhall never reign our King ; But we will plant fome other in the throne, To the difgrace and downfal of your houfe : And in this refolution here we leave you. Come, citizens, we will intreat no more. [Exeunt. Catef. Call themagain,fweetprince,accepttheirfuitj If you deny them, all the land will rue it. Glo. Will you inforce me to a world of cares ? Call them again ; I am not made of Gone, [Exit Catefby. 
But penetrable to your kind intreaties. Albeit againft my confcience and my foul. 

Re-enter Buckingham, and the reji. 
Coufin of Buckingham, and fage, grave men, Since you wall buckle fortune on my'back To bear her burthen, whether I will ©r no, I 
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1 muft have patience to endure the load. But if black Scandal, or foul-face’d Reproach, Attend the fequel of your rmpofition. Your mere inforcement Hiall acquittance me From all the impure blots and ftains thereof. For God doth know, and you may partly fee. How far I am from the defire of this. 

Mayor. God blefs your Grace! we fee it, and will fay it. 
Glo. In faying fo, you fhall but fay the truth. Buck. Then I falute you with this royal title, Long live King Richard, England's •worthy King! 
/111. Amen. Buck. To-morrow may it pleafe you to be crown’d ? do. Ev’n when you pleafe, for you will have it fo. Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your Grace, And fo moft joyfully we take our leave. do. Come, let us to our holy work again. Fdrewel, my coufm; farewel, gentle friends. [Exeunt. 

ACT IV. SCENE I. 
Before the Tanner. 

Enter the Qjieen, Duchefs o/'York, and Marquis of Dorfet, at one doorAnne Duchefs of Gloucefter, leading Lady Margaret Plantagenet, Clarence’/ young daughter, at the other. 
Ditch. HO meets us here? my niece Planta- VV genet, Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Glo’ftcr ? Now, for my life (he’s wand’ring to the Tower, On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender princes. Daughter, well met. Anne. God give your Graces both A happy and a joyful time of day ! Sfieen. Sifter, well met ; -whither away fo faft ? Anne. No farther than the Tower; and, as I guefs, Upon the like devotion as yourfelves, To gratulate the gentle Princes there. SLicen, Kind filler, thanks ; we’ll enter all together, 

F 3 Enter 
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Enter the Lieutenant. 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. Mafter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, How doth the Prince, and my young fon of York ? 
.Lieut. Right well, dear Madam; by your patience, I may not fuffer you to vifit them ; The King hath ftriftly charge’d the contrary. Queen. The King ? who’s that ? Lieut. I mean the Lord Protector. Queen. The Lord proteft him from that kingly title! Hath he fet bounds between their love and me ? I am their mother, who lhall bar me from them ? 
Duck. 1 am their father’s mother, 1 will fee them. Jlnne. Their aunt I am inlaw, fn love their mother: Then bring me to their fights, I’ll bear thy blame. And take thy office from thee on my peril. Lieiit. No, Madam, no, 1 may not leave it fo: 

I’m bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. [Exit Lieut. 
Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, Ladies, one hour hence. And I’ll falute your Grace of York as mother And rev’rend looker on of two fair Queens. Come, Madam, you nmft ftrait to Weftminfter, There to be crowned Richard’s Royal Queen. Queen.^ dh, cut my lace afunder, That my pent heart may have fome fcope to beat. 
Or elfe I fwoon with this dead-killing news ! June Defpightful tidings, O unpleafing news ! Dorf. Be of good cheer: mother, how fares your Grace ! 

Qjieen. O Dorfet, fpeak not to me, get thee hence. Death and deftruction dog thee at thy heels; 
Thy mother's name is ofninous to children. If thou wilt outftrip death, go crofs the feas ; 
And live with Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee from this daughter-houfe. Left thou increafe the number of the dead, And make me die the thrall of M&rg’ret’s curfe; Nor mother, wife, nor iA.gland’s counted Queen. Stan, full of wife care is this your counfel. Madam; Take 
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Take all the fwift advantage of the time ; You (hall have letters from me to my fon In your behalf, to meet you on the way: Be not ta’en tardy by unwife delay. Duch. O ill-difperhng wind of mifery ! 
O my accurfed womb, the bed of death ! A cockatrice haft thou hatch’d to the world, Whnfe unavoided eye is murtherous. Stan. Come, Madam, come, I in all hafte was fent; Anne. And I with all unwillingnefs will go. 
O, would to God, that the inclufive verge Of golden metal that muft round my brow, Were red-hot fteel, to fear me to the brain ! Anointed let me be with deadly venom, And die, ere men can fay, God fave the Queen ! S^tieen. Go, go, poor foul, I envy not thy glory ; To feed my humour, wifti thyfelf no harm. Anne. No ! why ; When he that is my hufband Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corfe; [now, When fcarce the blood was well wafn’d from his hands. Which iflu’d from my other angel hufband, And that dear faint, which then I weeping follow’d: O when, I fay, I look’d on Richard’s face, This was my wifh, ‘ Be thou, quoth I, accurs’d, ‘ For making me, fo young, fo old a widow ! ‘ And when thou wed’ft, Jet forrow haunt thy bed ; ‘ And be thy wife, if any be fo mad, ‘ More miferable by the life of thee, ‘ Than thou haft made me by my dear Lord’s death l"* Lo, ere I can repeat this curfe again, Within fo fmall a time, my woman’s heart Grofsly grew captive to his honey-words, And prov’d the fubje£t of mine own foul’s curfe: Which ever fince hath held mine eyes from reft. For never yet one hour in his bed Did I enjoy the golden dew of deep, But with his tim’rous dreams was ftill awak’d. Befides, he hates me for roy father Warwick ; And will, no doubt, fhortly be rid of me. S>ueen. Poor heart, adieu ; 1 pity thy complaining. Anne. No more than with my foul 1 mourn for your’sk Dorf. Farewel, thou woful welcomer of glory ! 

Anne-, 
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Anne. Adieu, poor foul, that tak’ft thy leave of it! Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune guide thee ! [To Dorfet. 

Go thou to Richard, and good angels tend thee ! [To Anne. Go thou to fanrtuary, good thoughts poflefs thee ! [To the Qiteen. I to my grave, where peace and reft lie with me ! Eighty odd years of forrow have I feen, And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen. 
Queen. Stay; yet look back with me unto the Tower, Pity, you ancient ftones, thofe tender babes, Whom Envy hath immur’d within your walls! Rough cradle for fuch little pretty ones ! Rude ragged nurfe ! old fullen play-fellow For tender princes, ufe my babies well ! So foolilh Sorrow bids your ftones farewel. [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Changes to the court. 
Tlourijh of trumpets. Enter Gloucefter as King, Buck- ingham, Catefby. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart—coufm of Buckingham,— Such. My gracious Sovereign ! K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy ad- And thy affiftance, is King Richard feated : [vice. But lhall we wear thefe glories for a day ? Or lhall they laft, and we rejoice in them ? Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laft ! K. Rich, ‘ih, Buckingham ! now do I ply the touch*, To try if thou be current gold indeed: Young Edward lives—think now what I would fpeak. B'ucL Say on, my loving Lord. K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I fay I would be King. Buck. Why, fo you are, my thrice-renowned Liege. K.Rich. Ha! am I King? ’lis fo but Edward lives  
Buck. True, Noble Prince. K. Rich. O bitter confequence ! That Edward ftilllhould live True, Noble Prince. Coufin, thou wert not wont to be fo dull. 

* i. f. apply the touchllane. Shall 
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Shall I be plain ? I wilh the baftards dead ; And I would have it fuddenly perform’d. W hat fay’ft thou now ? fpeak luddenly, be brief. Buck. Your Grace may do your pleafure. K Rich. Tut,.tut, thou art all ice, thy kindneft Say, have I thy confent that they (hall die ? [freezes; Buck. Give me fome breath, feme little paufe, dear Before I pofitively fpeak in this: [Lord, I will refolve your Grace immediately. [Ex/7 Buck. Catef. The King is angry; fee, he gnaws his lip. 

t-^ K. Rich. I will converfe with iron-witted fools. And unrefpe&ive * boys ; none are for me That look into me with confld’rate eyes. High-reaching Buckingham grows circumfpeft. Boy,  Rage. My Lord. A'. Rich Know’ll thou not any whom corrupting gold Would tempt unto a clofe exploit of death ? 
Page. I know a difeontented gentleman, Whofe humble means match not his haughty fpirit: Gold were as good as twenty orators. And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. K. Rich. What is his name ? Page. His name, my Lord, is Tyrrel. K. Rich. 1 partly know the man; go call him hither, 

\_Exit Bo/. The deep-revolving witty Buckingham No more lhall be the neighbour to my counfels. Hath he !o long held out with me untir’d, * And Hops he now for breath : well, be it fo. 
Enter Stanley. 

How now, Lord Stanley, what’s the news ? Stan. My Lord, The Marquis Dorfet, as I hear, is fled To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. K. Rich. Come hither, Catelby ; rumourJt abroad. That Anne my wife is lick, and like to die. I will take order for her keeping ctofe. 
Inquire me out fome mean-born gentleman, 

* un effective, for ur.hteiling. 
Whonj 
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Whom I will marry flrait to Clarence’ daughter.   (The boy is foolifh, and I fear not him.) Took how thou dream’ft — I fay again, give out, That Anne my Queen is fick, and like to die. About it; for it hands me much upon To ftrp all hopes, whofe growth may damage me. I muft be married to my brother’s daughter, Or elle my kingdom Hands on brittle glals: Murther her brothers, and then marry her! Uncertain # way of gain ! but I am in So far in blood, that fm will pluck on fin. 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 

Enter Tyrrel. 
Is thy name Tyrrel ? Tyr. ^ames Tyrrel, and your moft obedient fubjeA. K Rich Art thou indeed ? \_He.takes him aftde. Tyr. Prove me, my gracious Lord. 

K Rich. Dar’ft thou refolve to kill a friend of miae ? Tyr. Pleafe you, Pd rather kill two enemies. K Rich. Why, then thou haft it; two deep enemies, Foes to my reft, and my fweet fleep’s difturbers, Are they that I would have thee deal upon; Tyrrel, I mean thofe baftards in the Tower. Tyr. Let me have open means to come to them, And foon I’ll rid you from the fear of them. 
K. Rich. Thou fifig’ft fweet mufic. Hark, come hi- ther, 7'yrrel; 

Go, by this token rife, and lend thine ear  
{JVhifpers. There is no more but fo — fay, it is done, And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it. Tyr. 1 will diipatch it ftrait. [£x//. 

Re-enter Buckingham. 
Buck. My Lord, 1 have confider’d in my mind That late demand that you did found me in. 
K. Rich. Well, let that reft Dorfet is fled to Rich- Bttck. I hear the news, my Lord [mond. 
K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife’s fon ; well, look to it. Buck. My Lord, l claim the gift, my due by promife, 

* U< tsr.ain here ufed far unavjiavt. For, 
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For which your honour and your faith is pawn’d; Th’ earldom of Hereford^ and the moveables, Which you have promifed I lhall pofleis. K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if fhe convey Letters to Richmond, you lhall anfwer it. Ruck. What lays your Highnefs to my juft requeft ? K. Rich I do remember me Henry the Sixth Did prophefy, that Richmond Ihould be King, When Richmond was a little peevilh boy. A King, perhaps  Ruck. My Lord,—— K. Rich. How chance the prophet could not at that time Have told me, I being by, that I Ihould kill him ? Ruck. My Lord, your promile for the earldom ; K. Rich. Richmond ? when 1 was laft at Exeter, The Mayor in courtefy Ihewed me the caftle. And call’d it Rouge-mont: at which name I flatted; Becaufe a bard of Ireland told me once, I Ihould not live long after 1 faw Richmond. Ruck. My Lord,  K. Rich. Ay, what’s o’clock ? Ruck. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind ©f what you promis’d me. K. Rich. But what’s o’clock ? Ruck. Upon the ftroke of ten. K. Rich. Well, let it ftrike. Ruck. Why, let it ftrike ? K. Rich. Becaufe that, like a jack, thou keep’ll the Betwixt the begging and my meditation. [ftroke 1 am not in the giving vein to-day. Ruck. Why, then refolve me whe’r you will or no. K. Rich. Thou troubled: me, I am not in the vein. 

[Exit* Buck. Is it ev’n fo ? repays he my deep fervice With fuch contempt ? made I him King for this ? O, let me think on Haftings, and be gone To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. [Exit. 
SCENE III. Enter Tyfrel. 

7V. ‘ The tyrannous and bloody a<ft is done; 
‘ The moll arch deed of piteous maffacre, 

‘ That 
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* That ever yet this land was guilty of! * Dighton and Forreft, whom I did fuborn 
‘ To do this piece of ruthlefs butchery, ‘ Albeit they were flefh’d villains, bloody dogs, * Melting with tendernefs and mild compaffion, ‘ Wept like two children, in their death’s fad ftory, * O thus (quoth Dighton) lay the gentle babes ; ‘ Thus, thus, (quoth Forreft), girdling one another * Within their innocent alabafter arms : * Their lips were four red rofes on a ftalk, * .And in their fummer-beauty kii's’d each other. * A book of prayers on their pillow lay, * Which once (quoth Forreft) almoftchange’dmymind-. ‘ But, oh ! the devil  there the villains flopp’d : ■* When Dighton thus told on — we fmothered * The molt repleniftied fweet work of nature, ‘ That from the prime creation e’er fhe framed— ‘ Hence both are gone with confcience and remorfe ; * They could not fpeak, and fo 1 left them-both, * To bear thefe tidings to the bloody King. 

Enter King Richard. 
And here he comes. All health, my Sovereign Lord! 

K. Rich. Kind TyVrel am L happy in thy news? Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in charge Beget your happinefs, be happy then ; For it is done. K. Rich. But didft thou fee them dead. Yyr. f did, my Lod. K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tyrrel ? Tyr. The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them; But where, to fay the truth, 1 do not know. K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, foon, foon after fupper, When thou (halt tell the procefs of their death. Mean time but think how I ipay do thee good, And be inheritor of thy defire. Farewel till then. 
Tyr. I humbly take my leave. [Exit: 
K. Rich. The fon of Clarence have T pent up clofe; His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage ; The fons of Edward fleep in Abraham’s bofom ; 

And Anne my wife hath bsd this world good night- i Now> 
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Now, for I know the Briton Richmond aims At young Elifabeth, my brother’s daughter, And by that knot looks proudly on the crown, 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catelby. 
Catef. My Lord,  [bluntly ? K. Rich. Good or bad news, that thou corn’ll in fo 
Catef. Bad hews, my Lord- Morton * is fled to Richmond ; And Buckingham, back’d with the hardy Welchmen, Is in the field, and ftill his power increaieth. K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troublestme more near. Than Buckingham and his ralh-levied army. i Come, 1 have learn’d, that fearful commenting Is leaden fervitor to dull delay ; Delay leads impotent and fnail-pace’d beggary. “ Then fiery expedition be my wing, “ Jove’siVlercury, and herald for a King!” Go, mufter men ; my counfel is my ftiield • We mull be brief when traitors brave the field. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. Enter Queen Margaret. 
Mar. So now profperity begins to mellow. And drop into the rotten mouth of death. Here in thefe confines flily have I lurk’d, To watch the warning of mine enemies. A dire indudtion am 1 witneis to; And will to France, hoping the confequence Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. Withdraw thee, wretched Marg’ret! Who comes here? 

Enter the Duchefs of X ork and Qiteen. 
Queen, ^h, my poor prinefes! ah, my tender babes ! 

My unblown flowers, new-appearing fweets ! If yet your gentle fouls fly in the air, And be not fix’d in doom perpetual. Hover about me with your airy wings, And hear your mother’s lamentation. Q_ Mar. Hover about, her; fay, that wrong for wrong Hath dimm’d your infant-morn tt> aged night. 
<3 Duck. 
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Duch. So many miferies have craz’d my voice. That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. Edward Plantagenet, why .vt thou dead ? GK Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. §>_iieen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from luch gentle lambs, And throw them in the intrails of the wolf? Why didft thou fleep when fuch a deed was done ? ijb a ar. W hen holy Henry dy’d, and myfweetfon*. 
2)iieen. Ah, that thou would’ll as boon afford a grave, \_Tkrowing herfelf down upon the earth. As thou canft yield a mcdancholy feat; Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here. Ah, who hath any cattle to mourn but we ^ Mar. If ancient borrow be moft reverend. Give mine the benefit of feniority ; And let my griefs frown on the upper hand. If borrow can admit fociety, Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine. I had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him; I had a httfband, till a Richaid kill d him: Thou hadft an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him ; Thou hadft a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 
Dud]. 1 had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him ; I had a Rutland too, thou holp’ft to kill him. Miar Ehou hadft a Clarence too, and Richard kill’d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death ; That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood; That foul defacer of God’s handy-work Thy womb let loofe, to chafe us to our graves. 
O upright, juft, and trne-difpofmg God, How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the iffue of his mother’s body ; 

*  and my fwse' Ton. Du o. De=d Jifc,. blind f.g'.t, pror mortal li Wre's feme, world's .Tiatae, prave’s doe, bv 1 Brie aud'n c. rd of tedi u , days. Red tty onreft on Ei <'!■..bJ’s iawul earth, Unlawfudv imcn drunk with innocent hlocd. A’f, that ;h. u would’*, &*. And 
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And makes her pue fellov- with others’ moan ! Duck. Oh, Harry’s wife, triumph not in my woes: God witnefs with me, I have wept for thine. 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 ; The other Edward dead, to quit my Edward: Young York he is but boot, becaufe both they Match not the high perfection of my lofs. Thy Clarence he is dead, that ftabb’d my Edward; And the beholders of this tragic"play, Th’adulterer Haftings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gi-ay, I Untimely fmother’d in their dulky graves. Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer. Only referv’d their factor to buy fouls, * And fend them thither: but at ha'nd, at hand, Infues his piteous and unpitied end. Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, faints pray, for vengeance. Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, % That I may live to fay, The dog'is dead ! Qieen. Oh ! thou didft prophefy, the time would That I ftiould wifh for thee to help me curfe [come. That bottled fpider, that foul bunch-back’d toad. 

,'V/ar. I ca! I’d thee then, vain flouriih ofmyfortune; I call’d thee then, poor lhadow, painted Queen, The presentation of but what I was. The fiatt’riog index of a direful page ; 
v One heav’d on high, to. be htirl’d down below ; 

A mother only mock’d with two fair babes; A dream of what thou waft -, a garilh flag, To be the aim of ev’ry dang’rous Ihot; A figu of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; A Queen in jest, only to fill the fcene \\ here is thy hulband now r where be thy brothers ? V here be thy children i1 wherein doft thou'joy ? Who lues and kneels, and lays, God lave the Queen ? Where be the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? Where he the thronging troops that follow’d thee? Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. For happy wife, a moft diftrefled widow; For joyful mother, one that wails thck name; 
G 2 Fcr 
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For one being fil’d to, one that humbly fues; For Queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care; For one that fcorn’d at me, now fcorn’d of me; For one being fear d of all, now fearing one; For one commanding all, obey’d of none. Thus hath the courl'e of jullice 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 didil ufurp my place, and doll thou now_ Ufurp the juft proportion of my forrow ? 
Now; thy proud neck bears half my burden’d yoke ; From which, ev’n here I flip my wearied head, And leave the burthen of it all on thee. Farewel, York’s wife, and Queen of fad mifchance ; Thefe Englifh woes fhall make me fmile in France. Queen. O thou well-ikill’d in curfes 1 ftay a while. And teach me how to curfe mine enemies,. Q. Mar. Forbear to deep the night, and faft the day. Compare dead happinefs with living woe ; Think that thy babes were fweeter than they were. And he that flew them, fouler than he is: Bett’ring thy lofs makes the bad caufer worfe ; Revolving this, will teach thee how to curfe. 

Qiieen. My words are dull; O ! quicken them with . thine. 4^ Mar. Thy woes will make them fharp, and pierce like mine. [£.v/7 Margaret. DucJ). Why fhould calamity be full of words i Queen. Windy attorneys,to their client-woes. Airy fuccecders of inteftate joys. Poor breathing orators of miferies ! 
Let them have fcope ; tho’ what they do impart, Help nothing elfe, yet they do eafe the heart. Ditch. If fo, then be not tongue-ty’d; go with me". And in tht breath of bitter words let’s fmother 
My damned fon, that thy two fweet fons i'mbther’d. [Drum •within, 
I hear his drum, be copious in exclaims. 
SCENE V. Enter King Richard, and his train. 

K. Rich. Wh« intercepts me in my expedition ? Duck. 
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D:tch.\Oy fhe that might have intercepted thee. By ftrangling thee in her accurl'ed womb. From all the flaughters, wretch, that thou haft done. Queen. Hid’il thou that forehead with a golden crown, Where fhould be branded, if that-right were right, The flaughter of the prince that ow’d that crown, And the dire death of my poor fons and brothers ? Tell me, thou villain flave, where are my children? Duch. Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother And little Ned Plantagenet, his fon ? [Clarence? 
Queen. Where is kind H^ftings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gray ? K. Rich. d. flonrifh, trumpets ! ftrike alarum, drums! Let not the heavens hear thefe tell-tale women Rail on the Lord s anointed. Strike, 1 fay. 

[ FI'jttriJh. Alarumt.. Either.be patient, and intreat me fair, Or with the clamorous report of war Thus will l drown your exclamations. Duch. Art thou my Ion ^ K. Rich. Ay, I tha.fk God, my father, and yourfelf. Duck. T hen patiently hear my impatience. K Rich. Madam, l have a touch of your condition, That cannot brook the accent of reproof. Duch. I will be mild and gentle in my words. K. Rich. .And brief, good mother, for 1 am in hafte. Duch. Art thou fo hafty ? I have ftaid for thee, God knows, in anguifh, pain, and agony. A', i’ick. And came I not at lait to comfort you ? Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'll it well; Thou earn’d on earth to make the earth my hell. A grievous burthen was thy birth to me ; “ Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy; “ Thyfchool-daysfrightful.delp’rate,wild,andfurtous; “ Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous; “ Thy age confirm’d, proud, fubtle; fly, and bloody.” What comfortable hour canft thou name, That ever grace’d me in thy-company # ? 
K. Rub. 'Faith, mint but Humphry To iv takfaft once. Conk ot ray comiyn; I. I tc {», &c, G 3. 

, that call’d your Cface 
A". Rich 
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K. Rich. If I be fo difgracious in your fight. Let me march on, and not offend your-Grace. Strike up the drum. Duch. I pr’ythee hear me fpeak. K. Rich. You fpeak too bitterly. Duch. Hear me a word ; For I (hall never fpeak to thee again. 
K.Rich. So, , Duch. Either thou’k die by God’s juft ordinance. Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; Or I with grief and extreme age lhall perilh. And never look upon thy face again. Therefore, take with thee my moft heavy eurfe; Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 

Than all the compleat armour that thou wear’ll I Idy prayers on theadverfe party fight; And there the little fouls of Edward’s children Whifper the fpirits of thine enemieSj And promife them fuccefs and victory ! Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ! Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [Exit, §>ueen. Tho’ far more caufe, yet much lefs fpirit to cflrfe Abides in me, I fay .$men to her. [Going. 
K. Rich. May, Madam, 1 mull fpeak a word with- you. 
Queen. 1 have no more fon* of the royal blood For thee to llaughter ; for my daughters, Richard, They lhall be praying nuns, not weeping Queens ; And therefore level not to hit their lives. K. Rich. You have a daughter call’d Elifabethy Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. Qjieen And mull (he die for this ? Q let her live. And I’ll corrupt her manners,Alain her beauty, Slander myfelf as falfe to Edward’s bed, Throw over her the veil of infamy : 

So (he may live unfcarr’d from bleeding (laughter^ I will confefs (he wa^.not Edward’s daughter. 
K Rich. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royal blood. Qiieen To fave her life. I’ll fay ihe is not fo. XA Rich. Her life is fafell only in her birth Queen, And only in that lafety dy’d her brothers. K, Rick. 
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K. Rich. No, at their births good ftars were oppofite. igucen No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. K. Rich All unavoided is the doom of deftiny. Shteen. True ; when avoided grace makes deftiny.' 

My babes were deftin’d to a fairer death, If grace had blefs’d thee with a fairer life. K. Rich. Y ou fpeak as if that 1 had ftain my coufins ? ^iieen. Coufins, indeed; and by their uncle cozen’d Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. Whofe hands foever lance’d their tender hearts, Thy head, all indireftly, gave direftion. No doubt, the murd’rous knife was dull and blunts Till it was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart, To revel in fhe intrails of my lambs. But that ftill ufe of grief makes wild grief ^ame, 
My tongue ftiould to thy ears not name my boys,, Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes ; And I in fuch a defp’rate bay of death, Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reft, Rufh all to pieces on thy rocky bofom. K. Rich. Madana, -fo thrive I in my enterprife. And dangerous fuccefs of bloody wars ; As 1 intend more good to you and your’s, Than ever you or your’s by me were harm’d ! Sliiecn. What good is cover’d with the face ofheav’*. To be difcover’d, that can do me good ! K. Rich. Th’advancement of your children, gentle Lady. Queen Upto fome fcaffold, there to lofetheir heads. K. Rich No, to the dignky and height of fortune. The high imperial type * of this earth’s glory. Queen. Flatter my forrows with report of it. Tell me, what ftate, what dignity, what honour,. Canft thou devife to any child of mine ? K Rich. Ev n'all 1 have : ay, and myfelf and a!L "Will 1 withal endow a.child of thine, So in the Lethe of thy angry foul Thou drown the fad remembrance of thofe wrongs, Which thou fuppofeft I have done to thee. 

Queen Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindneft Laft longer telling than thy kindneis do. 
* i. e. the throne. 

K. Rid. 
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K. Rich. Then know, that from my foul I love thy daughter. 
Qiteen. My daughter’s mother thinks it with her foul. 
K Rich. What do you think ? Spleen. That thou doft love my daughter from thy foul. So from thy foul’s love didft thou love her brothers ; And from my heart’s love I do thank thee for it. K. Rich. Be not fo hafty to confound my meaning ; I mean, thit with my foul I love thy daughter, And do intend to make her Queen of England. Queen. Say then, who doft thou mean fhall be her King ? K. Rich. Ev’n he that makes her Queen; who elfc Ihould be ? Queen. What, thou ! K. Rich. Even fo ; how think you of it ? Queen. How canft thou woo her? K. Rich. I would learn of you, As one being bell acquainted with her humour. Queen. And wilt thou learn of me ? K. Rich. With all my heart. Qjteen Send to her, by the man that flew her brothers; 

A pair of bleeding hearts; thereon ingraye Edward and York ; then haply will the weep. Therefore prefent to her, as fometime Marg’ret Did to thy father, fteep'd in Rutland’s blood, A handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain The purple tide from her fweet brothers’ bodies, And bid her wipe her weeping eyes therewith. If this inducement move her not to love. Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; Tell her, thou mad’ft away her nncle Clarence, Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and for her fake, Mad’ft quick conveyance, with her good aunt tnne. 
K. Rich You mock me, Madam; this is.not the way To win your daughter. Qiteen. 1 here’s no other way, Unleis thou could’ft put on fome other fliape. And not be Richard that hath done all this. 
K. Rich, Say that I did all this for love of her. 
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^jteen. Nay then, indeed, fhe cannot chafe but hate Having boughfiove with fuch a bloody fpoiJ. [thee, K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now a- Men Oiall deal unadvifedly fometimes, [mendei. Which after hours give leifure to repent of. If I did take the kingdom from your fons, To make amends. I’ll give it your daughter. If I have kill’d the ilfue of your womb. To quicken your increafe l will beget Mine iflue of your blood, upon your daughter.. 

A grandam’s name is little lefs in love, Than is the doating.title of a mother, They are as children but one ftep below. Even of your metal, of your very blood ; Of all one pain, fave for a. night of groans Endur’d of her for whom you bid like forrow. Your children were vexation to your youth, But mine lhall be a comfort to your age. The lofs you have, is but a fon being King; And by that lofs your daughter is made Queen. I cannot make you. wliat amends I ttfould, Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can. Dorfet, your fon, that with a fearful foul Leads difcbntented fteps in foreign foil, • This fair alliance quickly lhall call home To high promotions, and great dignity. The King, that calls your beauteous daughter Familiarly fhall call thy Dorfet brother. Again (hall you be mother to a King; And all the ruins of diilrefsful times Repair’d with double riches of content. What ! we have many goodly days to fee. The liquid drops of tears that you have fhed. Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl; Advantaging their loan with intereft Of ten times double gain of happinefs. Go then, my mother^ to. thy daughter go ; Make bold her balhful years with your experience ; Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale. Put in her tender heart th’ afpiring flame Of golden fov’reignty; acquaint the Princefs W ith the fweet lilent hours of liiarriage-joys. And 
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And when this arm of mine hath chaftifed The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, Bound with triumphant garlands will I comer And lead thy daughter to a conqueror’s bed ; To whom I will retale my coaquetl won. And Ihe lhall be idle vi&rels, Ccefar’s Csefar. Shteen.. What were I bell-to lay, her father’s brother Would be her lord : or lhall 1 lay her uncle ? Or her that flew her brothers and her uncles ? Under what title lhall > woo for thee, That God, the law, my honour, and her love, Can make feem pleafing to her tinder years ? K. Rish. Infer fair England’s peace by this alliance. S>ueen. Which Ihe fliall purchafe with ftill lading war. K. Rich. Tell her, the King, that may command, intreats  §>ucen. That at her hands which the King’s King forbids. K. Rich. .'ay,fhe lhall be a high and mighty Queen— Queen. To wail the title, as her mother doth. K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaftingly. Qjteen. But how long fliall that title ever laft ? K. Rieh. Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s end; Queen. But how long, fairly, fliall her fweet life laft? K. Rich. As long as heav’n and nature lengthen it. Queen. As long as hell and Richard like of it. K. Rich. Say, !, her Sov’reign, am her fubjeft now. Qlieen. But ihe, your fubjedt, lothes fuch fov’reignty. K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. Qjteen. -tn honeit tale i'peeds beft, being plainly told. K. Rich. Then, in plain terms, tell her my loving tale. Queen. Plain and not honeft, is too harfli a ityle. K. Rich. Y our realons are too (hallow, and tooquick*. Now, by my George, my garter, and my crown  

Queen. Profan’d, diihonour’d, and the third vuurp’d. K. Rich. 1 fwear. 

2 <«. O no. my r font arc too deep and derdj Two oi ep ..rw dead roor intan s in then grave } Harp on i- f-i 1 fliall I, till beart-Aring* break. K. Rich. Hvp not on that firing, Madam j that if part. N-w, by my George, CS’f, hteen. 
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QiiefK. By nr thing, for this is no oath. , 

The George profan’d-, hath loll his holy honour. The garter blemiil^d, pawn’d his knightly virtue ; The crown ulurp’d, difgrace’d his kingly glory. If fomething thou would’ft fwear to be believ'd. Swear then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d. 
K. Rich. Now, by the world  S>ueen. ’Tis full of thy foul wrongs. K. Rich. My father’s death  Ohieen. Thy life hath that difhonour’d. K. Rich. Then by myfelf. Qttcen. Thy elf thyfelf mifufeft. K. Why then, by heaven  §>jieen. Heav’n’s wrong is mold of all. If thou didft fear to break an oath with heav’n, The unity the King my hulband made Thou hadft not broken, nor.my brothers dy’d. If thou hadft fear’d to break an oath with heav’n, Th’ imperial metal circling now thy head, Had grace’d the tender temples of my child ; And both the princes had been breathing here ; W^hich now, two tender bed-fellows for duft. Thy broken faith hath made a prey to worms. W hat canft thou fwear by now ? K. Rich. By time to come. §>ueen. That thou haft wrong’d in the time o’erpaft : For I myfelf have many tears to waftt Hereafter time, for time paft, wrong’d by thee. The children live, whole fathers thou haft flatghter’d. Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age. The parents live, whole children thou haft butcher’d. Old wither’d plants to wail it in their age. * K. Rich. As I intend to profper and repent, So thrive I in my dangerous attempt Gf hoftile arms ! myielf myfelf confound ; Heaven and Fortune bar me happy hours ; Day yield me not thy light, nor night thy reft ; 

Be oppoftte all planets of good luck 
Swear n.,t by lin t to c mt, fnrlhattbou haft M fu‘ d rie us’d, i>y time- ill us'd o’erpad; As 1 in erd, ©c. T# 
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To my proceeding; if with pure heart’s love, Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter! In her conlifts my happinefs and thine; Without her, follows to myfelf and thee, Herfelf, the land, and many a Chriftian foul. Death, defolation, ruin, and decay. It cannot be avoided but by this: It will not be avoided but by this. Therefore, dear mother, (I muft call you fo). 
Be the attorney of my love to her; Plead what I will be, not what I have been; 
Not my del’erts, but what I will deierve: Urge the neceffity and date of times ; And be not peevifh found in great defigns. Queen. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? K. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt you to do good. Qjieen. Shall I forget myfelf to be myfelf ? 

K. Rich. Ay, if yourfelf’s remembrance wrong yourfelf. Queen. But thou didft kill my children, 
K. Rich. But in your daugnter’s womb I bury them ; Where in that neft of fpicery they fhall breed Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture. , Queen. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? - K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. Queen. I go; write to me Ihortly. K. Rich. Bear her my true love’s kifs, and fo fare- Ayel  [.Exit Queen. 

Relenting fool, and fhallow, changing woman. 
SCENE VI. Enter Ratcliff. 

Rat. Moft mighty Sovereign, on the weftern coaft Rideth a puiffant navy : to our Ihores Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, Unarm’d, and unrefolvld to beat them back. ’Tis thought that Richmond is their-admiral : And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them alhore. k. Rich. Some light-foot friend poll to the Duke of Ratcliff, thyfelf, or Catefby; where is he i [Norfolk. Cute/. Here, my good Lord. 
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K. Rich. Catefliy, fly to the Duke. Catef. I will, my Lord, with all convenient hafte.. K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither, poll to Saiifbury 4 When thou corn’ll thither Dull unmindful villain, 

[To Catefby. Why ftay’fl thou here, and go’ll not to the Duke ? Catef. Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your tiighnefs’ pleafure. What from your Grace I lhall deliver to him. K. Rich. O true, good Catelby,—bid him levy ftrait The greateft llrength and power he can make. And meet me fuddenly at Salilbury. 
Catef. I go. ' [Exit. Rat. What, may it pleafe you, fliall I do at Saiif- bury ? AT. Rich. Why, what would’ll thou do there, be- fore I go ? Rat. Your Highneft told me I Ihould poft before. AT. Rich. My mind is chang’d  

Enter Lord Stanley. 
Stanley, what news with you ? Stan. None good, my Liege, to 'pleafe you with the hearing; Nor none fo bad, but \vell may be reported. K. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad: Why doll thou run fo many miles about. When thou may’ll tell thy tale the neareft way ? Once more, what news ? Stan. Richmond is on the feas. K. Rich. There let him fink, and be the feas on him ! White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there ? Stan. I know not, mighty Sovereign, but by guefs. K. Rich. Well, as you guefs ? Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorfet, Buckingham,and Morton, He makes for England here to claim the crown. K. Rich. Is the chair empty ? is the fword unfway’d ? Is the King dead ? the empire unpoflcfs’d ? What heir of York is there alive but we ? And who is England’s King, but great York’s heir? Then tell me, what makes he upon the feat Unlefs for that, my Liege, I cannot guefs. 

H K. kith. 
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K. Rich. Unlefs for that he comes to be your Liege, You cannot guefs wherefore the Welchman comes. Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 
Stan. No, mighty Liege, therefore miftruft me not. K. Rich. Where is thy power then to bedt him back ? Where.are thy tenants and thy followers ? Are they not now'upon the weftern fliore, Safe-comduct'ing the rebels from their Ihips ? 
Stan. No, my good Lord, my frieads are in the north. 
K. Rich. Cold friends to me: what do they in the north, When they fhould ferve their Sovereign in the w?eft ? Stan. They have not been commanded, mighty King; Pleafe it your Majefty to give me leave, I’ll muftef up my friends, and meet your Grace, Where, and what time your Majefty ftiall pleafe. K.Jlich. Ay, thou w'ould’ft fain be gone to join with But I’ll not truft thee. [Richmond ; Stan. Mighty Sovereign, You have no caufe to hold my friendfliip doubtful. I never w'as, nor never -will be falfe. . 
K. Rich. Go then, and mufter men; but leave behind Your fon George Stanley : look your heart be firm, Or elfe his head’s aflurance is but frail. 
Stan. So deal with him as I prove true to you ! [Exit Stanley. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 
Mejf. My gracious Sov’reign, now in Devonfliire, As I by friends am well advertifed, Sir Edmund Courtney, and the haughty prelate, Bifhop of Exeter, his elder brother, With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 
Mejf. In Kent, my Liege, the C uildfords are in arms, And every hour ftill more competitors I lock to the rebels, and their power grow-., ftrong. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 
MeJ. My Lord, the army of dip Duke of Bucking- ham ——. K. Rich. 
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K. Rich. Oat on ye, owls * ! nothing but fongs of death ? [HeJlrikes him. There take thou that, till thou bring better news. Mejf. The news I have to tell your Majefty, Is, that, by fudden floods and fall of waters, Buckingham’s army is difpers’d and fcattered ; And he himfelf wander’d away alone, No man knows whither. K. Rick. Oh ! I cry thee mercy ! There is my purfe, to cure that blow of thine.- Hath any well-advifed friend proclaim’d Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? MeJJ'. Such proclamation hath been made, my Liege. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 
IWejf. Sir Thomas Lovel, and Lord Marquis Dorfet, ’Tis faid, my Liege, in Yorltlhire are in arms ; But this good comfort bring 1 to your Highnefs, The Bretagne navy is difpers’d by tempeft. Richmond in Dorfetlhire fent out a boat 

Unto the (hore, to alk thole on the banks. If they were his afliftants, yea or no ? Who anfwer’d him, they came f-om Buckingham Upon his party ; he miftrulting them, Nois’d fail, and made his courfe again far Bretagne* K. Rich. March on,, march on, lince we are up in If not to fight with foreign enemies, [arms ; Yet to beat down thefe rebels here at home. 
Enter Cateiby. 

Catef. My Liege, the Duke of Buckingham is taken, That is the be.ft news : that the Earl of Richmond Is with a mighty power landed at Milford, Is colder news, but yet it muft be told. K. Rich. Away tow’rds balilbury ; while we reafon A royal battle might be won and loft. [here, Some one take order Buckingham be brought To Salilbury ; the reft march on with me. [Exeunt. 
• i. e. birds of 111 omen. 

H 2 SCENE 
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SCENE VII. Changes to the Lord Stanley's houfe. 

Enter Lord Stanley, and Sir Chriftopher Urfwick. 
Stan. Sir Chriftopher, tell Richmond this from me* That in the fty of this moft bloody boar, 

My fon George Stanley is frank’d up in hold : If 1 revolt, off goes young George’s head ; The fear of that holds off my prefent aid. So,“get thee gone, commend me to thy Lord. Say too, the Queeu hath heartily confented He Ihould efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter. 
But tell me, where is princely Richmond now? Chri. At Pembroke, or at Hav’rford-weft in Wales, Sian. What men of name refort to him ? Chri. Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned foldier. Sir Gilbert Talbot, and Sir William Stanley, Oxford, redoubted Pembroke, Sir James Blunt, And Rice ap Thomas, with a valiant crew, And many others of great name and worth: And towards London do they bend'their power. If by the way they be not fought withal. Stan. Well, hie thee to thy Lord : I kifs his hand; 
My letter will refolve him of my mind. Jiarewel ! [_Exeunt, 

A C T V. SCENE!. 
Salijbury. 

Enter the Sheriff, and Buckingham, with halberts, led to execution. 
Buck. \ IT /ILL not King Richard let me fpeak with yv him ? 

Sher. No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. Buck. Haftings, and Edward’s children, Gray and 
Holy King Henry, and thy fair fon Edward, [Rivers, Vaughan, and all that have mifcarried 
By underhand, corrupted, foul injuftice ; If that your moody, difcontented fouls Do through the. clouds behold this prefent hour, 
Ev’n for revenge mock my deftru&ion ! This 
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This is JU-fsals day, fellows, is it not ? Sher. It is coy Lord. Buck. Why, then Alt-foulsd-ay ismybody’sAoomfdajr. This is the day which, in King Edward’s time, I wilh’d might fall on me, when I was found Falfe to his children, or his wife’s allies. This is the day wherein L wilh’d to fall By the falfe faith of him whom moft I trailed: This, this .■ill-fouls day to my fearful foul. Is the determin'd refped * of my wrongs. That high -\ll-feer, which I dallied with. Hath turn’d my feigned prayer on my head. And giv’n in earned what 1 begg’d in jell. Thus doth he force the fwords of wicked men To turn their own points on their mailers’ bofoms. Thus Marg’ret’s curfe falls heavy on my head: When he, quoth ihe, lhall fplit thy heart with forrow. Remember Marg.’ret was a propketefs. Come. Sirs, convey me to the block of lhame ; Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. [Exeunt Buckingham, Sheriff, and Officers. 

SCENE II. 
On the borders of Leicejlerfhire. A camp. 
Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, ’with drum and colours. 

Rich. Fellows in arms, and my moll loving friends. Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 1 bus 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 encouragement. The wretched, bloody, and ufurping boar That fpoii’d your fummer-fields, and fruitful vines, Swill’d your w'arm blood like wafh, and madehis trough In your embpwelFd bofoms ; this foul fwine Lies now e’en in the centre of this ille. Near to the town of Leiceller, as we learn : From Tam worth thither is but one day’s march. 
* i. e. reoviiul.- 
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In God’s name, chearly on, couragious friends, To reap the harveft of perpetual peace, 
By this one bloody trial of lharp war. Oxf. Ev’ry man’s confcience is a thoufand fwords, To fight againft that bloody homicide. Herb. I doubt not but his friends will fly to us. Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends for Which in his. deareft need will fly from him. [fear, 

Rich. Afl for our’vantage ;-then, in God’s name march. 
True hope is fwift, and flies with fwallows’ wings; Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. Changes to Bopworth field. 
Enter King Richard in.arms, with Norfolk, Surrey, Ratcliff, Catefby, and others. 

K. Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in Bofworth 
My Lord of Surrey, why look you lb fad ? f field. Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

K. Rich. My Lord of Norfolk,  Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege. [we not ? K. Rich. Norfolk, we mu ft have knocks: ha, muft Nor. We muft both give and take, my gracious Lord. 
K. RHh. Up with my tent, here will I lie to-night; But where to-morrow r—well, all’s one for that. Who hath defcry’d the number of the traitors ? Nor. Six or fev'n thoufand is their utmoft power. K. Rich Why, our battalion trebles that account: Befides, the King’s name is a tower of ftrength. Which they upon the adverfe faction want. 

Up with the tent: come, Noble Gentlemen, Let us furvey the ’vantage of the ground. Call for feme men of found direction : Let’s want no difcipliue, make no delay; For, Lords, to-morrow.is a bufy day. [Exeunt. 
SCENE changes to another part of Bofworth field. 

Enter Richmond, Sir William Brandon, Oxford, and Dorfet. 
Rich. The weary fun hath made a golden fet. And, 
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And, by the bright track of his fiery car. Gives fignal of a goodly day to-morrow. Sir William Brandon, you (hall bear my ftandard ; TThe Earl of Pembroke keep his regiment; Good Captain Blunt, bear my good night to him; And by the fecond hour in the morning Defire the Earl to fee me in my tent. Yet one thing more,'good Blunt, before thou goeft ; Where is Lord Stanley quarter’d ? doft thou know ? Blunt. Lnlefs I have miita’en his colours much, (Which well I am affur’d I have not done). His regiment lies half a mile at leaft South from the mighty power of the King. Rich. If without peril it be poffible. Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to fpeak with him. And give him from me this moll needful note. Blunt. Upon my life, my Lord, I’ll undertake it. Rich. Give me fome ink and paper; in my tent I’ll draw the form and model of our battle, Limit each leader to his feveral chargf. And part in juft proportion our fmall ftrength. Let us confult upon to-morrow’s bufinefs; In to our tent, the air is raw and cold. {.They •withdraw into the tenti 

SCENE changes lack to Richard’s tent. 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catelby. 

K. Rich. What is’t o’clock ? Catef. ’Tis fupper-time, my Lord ; ’Tis nine o’clock. K. Rich. I will not fup to-night. Give me fome ink and paper. What, is my beaver eafier than it was? And all my armour lafd into my tent ? [nef*. Catef. It is, my Liege, and all things are in readi- K. Rich. Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge, Ufe careful watch, chufe trufty centinels. Nor l go, my Lord. K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle Nor- folk. Nor. I warrant you, my Lord. [ Fxit. 
K. Rich. 
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K. Rich. Catefby ! — Catef My Lord ? K. Rich. Send out a purfuivant at arms To Stanley’s regiment; bid him bring his power Before fun-rifing, left his fon George full Into the blind cave of eternal night. 

Fill me a bowl of wine  give me a watch  \To Ratcliff. Saddle white Surrey for the -field to-morrow : Look that my ftaves be found, and not too heavy. Ratcliff,  Rat. My Lord ? j K. Rich. Saw’ft thou the melancholy Lord Northum- berland ? Rat. Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and himfelf, Much about cock fhut time, from troop to troop, Went through the army, cheering up the foldiers. K. Rich, l am fatisfy’d ; give me a bowl of wine. I have not that alacrity of fpirit. Nor cheer of mind, that I was wopt to have — There,, fet it down. Is ink and paper ready ? A Rat. It is, my Lord. K-. Rich. Bid my guard watch, and leave me. About the mid of night come to my tent, And help to arm me. Leave me now, 1 fay. 
[Exit Ratcliff. 

SCENE IV. Changes back to Richmond's tent. 
Enter Stanley to Richmond : Lords, See. 

Stan. Fortune and virtory fit on thy helm ! Rich. All comfort that the dark night can afford. Be to thy perfon, Noble father-in-law ! Tell me, how fares it with our loving mother ? Sian. I, by attorney, blels thee from thy mother; Who prays continually for Richmond’s good : So much for that The filent hours fteal on. And flaky dark-nefs breaks within the eaft. In brief, for fo the feafon bids us be, Prepare thy battle early in the morning ; And put thy fortune to th’ arbitriment 
Of bloody ftrokes,- and mortal flaring war. 
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I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot), With beft advantage will deceive the time. And aid thee in this doubtful (hock of arms. But on thy fide I may not be too forward, Left, being feen, thy brother, tender George, Be executed in his father’s fight. Farewel; the leifure and the fearful time Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, And ample interchange of fweet'difcourfe. Which fo-long-fundred friends fhould dwell upon* God give us leifure for thefe rites of love ! Once more, adieu ; be valiant, and fpeed well. Rich. Good Lords, conduct him to his regiment; I’ll ftrive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap; Left leaden flumber poize me down to-morrow. When I fhould mount with wings of victory: Once more good night, kind Lords and Gentlemen. 

[Exeunt. Manet Richmond, O thou 1 whofe Captain I account myfelf. Look on my forces with a gracious eye : Put in their hands thy bruifing irons of wrath. That they may crufh down with a heavy fall Th’ ufurping helmets of our adverfaries ! Make us thy minifters of chaftifement. That we may praife thee in thy vi&ory. 
To thee I do commend my watchful foul, Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes : Sleeping and waking, oh, defend me ftill! [Sleep't, 

SCENE V. 
Between the tents of Richard and Rich?nond: theyfeeping. 
Enter the Ghof of. Prince Edward, Sen to Henry VI. 

Ghef. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow! 
[To K. Rich. Think how thou ftabb’ft me in the prime of youth At Tewkfbury ; therefore defpair, and die. Be chearful, Richmond; for the wronged fouls 
[To Richm, Of butcher’d princes fight in thy behalf; King Henry’s iffue, Richmond, comforts thee. 

Enter 
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Enter the Ghojl of Henry VI. 

Gkoji. When I was mortal, my anointed body 
\To K. Rich. By thee was punched full of deadly holes ; Think on the Tower and me : defpair, and die. Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair and die. 

Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror: YTo Richnv Harry, that prophefy’d thou fhould’ft be King, 
Doth comfort thee in fleep ; live thou and flourifh. 

Enter the Ghojl of Clarence. 
Ghof. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow! ITo K. Rich* I, that was wafh’d to death in fulfom wine, Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death: To-morrow in the battle think on me, And fall thy edgelefs fword ; defpair, and die. Thou offspring of the houfe of Lancafter, 

[To Richm.^ The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; Good angels guard thy battle! live and fiourilh. 
Enter the Ghojls ^/Rivers, Gray, and Vaughan. 
TUv. Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow ! [To K. Rich. Rivers, that dy’d at Pomfret: defpair, and die. Gray Think upon Gray, and let thy foul defpair. [To K. Rich. 
Vang Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear Let fall thy launce 1 Richard, defpair, and die. [To K. Rich. 
dll. Awake 1 and think our wrongs in Richard’s bo- fom 

Will conquer him. Awake, and win the day. [To Richm. 
Enter the Ghojl of Lord Haftings. 

Ghojl. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; [To K. Rich. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days: Think on Lord Haftings ; and defpair, and die. Quiet, 
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Quiet, untroubled foul, awake, awake ! [To Richm. Ann, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s fake. 

Enter the Ghojls of the two young Princes. 
Ghojis. Dream on thy coufms fmother’d in the Tower: [To K. Rich. Let us be lead within thy bofom, Richard, And weigh thee down to ruin, lhame, and death! Thy nephews’fouls bid thee defpair, and die Sleep, Richmond, fleep in peace ; and wake in joy. 

[To Richra. Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy! Live, and beget a happy race of Kings  Edward’s unhappy fons do bid thee flourifix. 
Enter the Ghojl of Anne his 'wife. 

Ghof. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife, [To K. Rich. That never flept a quiet hour with thee, Now fills thy fleep with perturbations: To-morrow in the battle think on me, And fall thy edgelefs fword : defpair, and die. 
Thou, quiet foul, fleep thou a quiet fleep : [To Richm. Dream of fuccefs and happy vidtory, Thy adverfary’s wife doth pray for thee. 

Enter the Ghoji of Buckingham. 
Ghof. The firfl was I that help'd thee to the crown; \To K. Rich. The laft was I that felt thy tyranny. O, in the battle think on Buckingham, And die in terror of thy guiltineis. Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death : Fainting, defpair; defpairing, yield thy breath. I dy’d for hope ere I could lend thee aid: [To Richm. But chear thy heart, and be thou not difmay’d; God and good angels fight on Richmond’s fide. And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghofs vanijh. \K. Richard farts out of his dream. K. Rich. Give me another horie— bind up my wounds. Have 
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Have mercy, Jefu—Soft, I did but dream. 
0 coward Confcience ! how doft thou afflict me ? The lights burn blue -is it not dead midnight ? Cold fearful drops ftand on my trembling flelh. What ? do I fear myfelf ? there’s none elfe by ; Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I. 
Is there a murth’rer here ? No. Yes, I am *. 
My confcience hath a thoufand fev’ral tongues, And ev’ry tongue brings in a fev’ral tale, And ev’ry tale condemns me for a villain. Perjury, perjury in high’ft degree, Murther, ftern murther in the dir’ft degree. 
All feveral fins, all us’d in each degree, Throng to the bar, all crying. Guilty, guilty ! 1 fhall defpair: there is no creature loves me : And if I die, no foul fhall pity me f. Methought the fouls of all that I had murther’d 
Came to my tent, and every one did threat To-morrow’s vengeance on the head of Richard. 

Enter Ratcliff. 
Rat. My Lord,' — K. Rich. Who’s there ? Rat. Ratcliff, my Lord. The early village-cock Hath twice done fa.lutation to the monj ; Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. K. Rich. Ratcliff, I fear, I fear-— Rat. Nay, good my Lord, be not afraid of fhadows* 
K. Rich. By the Apoflle Paul, fhadows to-night 

Then fly——What, from myfelf? Great reafonj Why? Lett I revenge. What ? myfelf-on myfeif ? I love tnyfelf. Whetefote ? for any good Thai t ttnfdf have d me unto myi'lf ? O, no. Alas, 1 rather hare myfelf. For h#teful deeds committed by myfelf. 
Fool, of thyfelf fpeak well Fool, do not flatter, My confcience hath, &c. 

+  no foul (hall pity me. Kay, wherefore (houtd they ? Cnee that I myfelf Find in myfelf no pity to myfelf. Mahon-Vic the fouls,, &c. Hare 
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Have (truck more terror to the foul of Richard,. Than can the lubftance of ten thoufand foldiers Armed in proof, and led by (hallow Richmond. It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; Under our tents I’ll play the eaves-dropper. To hear if any mean to (brink from me. '[Exeunt K. Richard and Ratcliff. 

SCENE VI. 
Enter the Lords to Richmond Jilting in his tent. 
Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. Rich. ?Cry mercy, Lords and watchful Gentlemen, That you have ta’en a tardy fluggard here. Lords. How have you dept, my Lord ? Rich. The fvveeteft deep, and faireft-boding dreams. That ever enter’d in a drowfy head, Have I fince your departure had, my Lords. Methought their fouls whbfe bodies Richard murther’d. Came to my tent, and cried, On! Vittory! I prom’tfe you my heart is very jocund, 

In the remembrance of fo fair a dream. How far into the morning is it. Lords ? Lords. Upon the flroke of four. Rich. Why, then’tis time to arm, and give direttioa. More than I have faid, loving countrymen’. The leifure and inforcement of the time Forbids to dwell on ; yet remember this, God and our good caufe fight upon our fide: The pray’rs of holy faints, and wronged fouls, Like high-rear’d bulwarks,, (land before our faces. Richard except, thofe whom we fight againft. Had rather have us win, than him'theyfollow. For what is he they follow ? truly, Gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; One rais’d in blood, and one in blood eftablifh’d ; One that made means to come by what he hath. And flaughter’d thofe that were the means to help him, 
A bafe foul done, made precious by the foil Of England’s chair, where he is falfely fet ; One that hath ever been God’s enemy : Then if you fight againft God’s enemy. 

Cod' 
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God will in jullice ward you as his foldiers. If you do fweat to put a tyrant down. You’ll deep in peace, the tyrant being flain: If you do fight againft your country’s foes. Your country’s fat fiiall pay your pains the hire:- 
If you do fight in fafeguard of your wires. Your wives (hall welcome home the conquerors : 
If you do free your children from the fword, Your children’s children quit it in your age. 
Then, in the name of God, and all thefe rights. Advance your ftandards, draw your willing fwords. For me, the ranfom of my bold attemp’tj' Shall be this cold corpfe on the earth’s"cold face: But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt The lead of you fhall (hare his part thereof. Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly, chearfully; God, and Saint George! Richmond, and Vi&ory! 

S iC E N E VII. 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, and Catefby. 

K- Rich. What faid Northumberland as touching Richmond ? 
Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. Rich. He faid the truth; and what faid Surrey then ? 
Rat. He fmil’d, and faid, The better for our purpofe. 
K. Rich. He was i’ th’ right; and fo indeed it is. Tell the dock there give me a kalendar. [Clock Jlrikes. 

Who faw the fun to-day ? Rat. Not I, my Lord. K. Rich. Then he difdainstofliine; for, by the book, He fhould have brav’d the eaft an hour ago-  A black day it will be to fome body. Ratcliff! Rat. My Lord ? K. Rich. The fun will not he feen to-day; The fky doth frown and lowre upon our army - I would thefe dewy tears were from the ground   Not fhine to-day ? why, what is that to me More than to Richmond ? for the felf-fame heav’n That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him. Enter 
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Enter Norfolk. 

Nor. Arm, arm. my Lord; the foe vaunts in the field. K. Rich. Come, buftle, hurtle—caparifon my horfe. Call up Lord Stanley, bid him bring his power j I will lead forth my foldiers to the plain. And thus my battle fhall be ordered. 
My forward (hall be drawn out all in length, Confifting equally of horfe and foot: Our archers Ihall be placed in the midft ; John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey, Sihill have the leading of the foot and horfe. They thus directed, we ourfelf will follow In the main battle, which on either fide Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe: This and St. George to boot! What think’ft thou, Norfolk1 " Nor. A good diredion, warlike Sovereign. This paper found 1 on my tent this morning. 

[Giving a fcroivl. Jocky of Norfolk, be not fo bold, [Reads. For Dickon thy majler is bought and fold. K. Rich. A thingldevifed by the enemy. Go, Gentlemen;' go, each man to his charge. Let not our babling dreams affright our fouls; Confcience is but a word that cowards ufe, Devis’d at firft to keep the ftrong in awe : Our ftrong arms be our confcience, fwords our lawv March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell. If not to heav’n, then hand in hand to hell. What fhall I fay more than I have inferr’d : . Remember whom you are to cope withal ; A fort of vagabonds, of rafcals, runaways, A fcum of Britons, and bafe lackey-peafants. Whom their o’er-cloyed country vomits forth To defperate adventures and deftrudion. You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unreft: You having lands, and blefs’d with beauteous wives, s They would diftrain the one, diftain the other. And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow. Long kept in Bretagne at his mother’s coft? A milk-fop, one that never in his life 
I 2 Felt 
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Felt fo much cold, as over (hoes in fhow. Let’s whip thefe ftragglers o’er the leas again, Lafh hence thefe over-weening rags of France, Thefe familh’d beggars, weary of their lives ; Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d themfelves. If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us. And not thofe baftard Britons, wdiom cur fathers Have in their own land, beaten, bobb’d, and thump’d, And on record left them the heirs of lhame. 
Shall thefe enjoy our lands > lie with our wives ? Ravilh our daughters i—Hark, I hear their drum. [Drum afar of. Fight, Gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen 1 Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ; Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood ; Amaze the welkin with your broken Haves ! 

Enter a Mefenger. 
What fays Lord Stanley ? will he bring his power! M’eff. My Lord, he doth deny to come. K. Rich. Off inftantly with his fon George's head. Nor. My Lord, the enemy is pafs’d the marlh; After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thoufand hearts are great within my bo* Advance our ftandards, fet upon our foes ; [lorn. Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George, Infpire us wdth the fpleen of fiery dragons. Upon them ! vidory fits on our helms. [Exeunt. 
SCENE VIII. 

Alarum. Excurfons. Enter Catelby. 
Catef. Refcue, my Lord of Norfolk, refcue, refcue r The King enads more wonders than a man, 

A daring oppofite to every danger ! His horfe is {lain, and all on foot he fights, Seeking for Richmond in the throat ot death. Relcue, fair Lord, or elfe the day is loft. 
Alarum. Enter King Richard. 

K. Rich. A horfe ! a horfe ! my kingdom for a horfe! Catef. 
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Catef. Withdraw, my Lord, I’ll help you to a horfc, K. Rich. Slave, I have fet my life upon a call, And I will Hand the hazard of the dye: I think there be fix Richmonds in the field ; Five have 1 flain to-day inftead of him. A horfe ! a horfe ! my kingdom for a horfe! [Exeunt. 

dlamms. Enter King Richard and Richmond ; they fight, Richard is flain. 
Retreat andfiourrfh. Enter Richmond, Stanley'^ar- ing the crown, with divers other Lords. 

Rich. God and your arms be prais’d, vi&orious The day is ours ! the bloody dog is dead. [friends, Stan. Courageous Richmond, well haft thou acquit Lo, here thefe long-ufurped royalties, [thee : From the dead temples of this bloody wretch. Have 1 pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal. Wear it, enjoy it, and make ufe of it. Rich. Great God of heaven, fay Amen to all! But tell me firft, is young George Stanley living ? Stan. He is, my Lord, and fafe in Leicefter town ; Whither, if you fo pleafe, we may withdraw us. Rich. What meti of name are flain on either fide ? Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter the Lord Ferris, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, Sir William Brandon. Rich. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. Proclaim a pardon to the foldiers fled, That in fubmiffion will return to us. And then, as we have ta’en the facrament, We will unite the white rofe and the red. Smile Heaven upon this fair conjumftion, That long hath frown’d upon their enmity! What traitor hears me, and fays not, Amen ? England hath long been mad, and fcarr’d herfelf; The brother blindly Ihed the brother’s blood. The father rafhly flaughter’d his own fon, The fons, compell’d, been butchers to the fire • : 

* butchers to the fire : All this divided York and Lancaftcr, Divided in their dire divifion. © now let, &c, r,, 
* *C' V % o 
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0 now let Richmond and Elifabeth, The true fucceeders of each royal houfe, By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together ! And let their heirs (God, if thy will be fo) Enrich the time to come with fmooth-face’d Peace, With fmiling Plenty, and fair profp’rous days. Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord ! That would reduce thefe bloody days again. And make poor England weep in ftreams of blood. Let them not live to tafte this land’s increafe. That would with treafon wound this fair land’s peace. Now civil wounds are flopp’d. Peace lives again : 
That flie may long live here, God fay, Amen ! [Exeunt, 
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