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			Richard III

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Lon­don. A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Richard, Duke of Gloucester, sol­us.
							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Now is the winter of our dis­con­tent
									

									Made glor­i­ous sum­mer by this sun of York;
									

									And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house
									

									In the deep bos­om of the ocean bur­ied.
									

									Now are our brows bound with vic­tori­ous wreaths;
									

									Our bruised arms hung up for monu­ments;
									

									Our stern alar­ums changed to merry meet­ings,
									

									Our dread­ful marches to de­light­ful meas­ures.
									

									Grim-vis­aged war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front;
									

									And now, in­stead of mount­ing barbed steeds
									

									To fright the souls of fear­ful ad­versar­ies,
									

									He capers nimbly in a lady’s cham­ber
									

									To the las­ci­vi­ous pleas­ing of a lute.
									

									But I, that am not shaped for sport­ive tricks,
									

									Nor made to court an amor­ous look­ing-glass;
									

									I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty
									

									To strut be­fore a wan­ton am­bling nymph;
									

									I, that am cur­tail’d of this fair pro­por­tion,
									

									Cheated of fea­ture by dis­sem­bling nature,
									

									De­form’d, un­fin­ish’d, sent be­fore my time
									

									In­to this breath­ing world, scarce half made up,
									

									And that so lamely and un­fash­ion­able
									

									That dogs bark at me as I halt by them;
									

									Why, I, in this weak pip­ing time of peace,
									

									Have no de­light to pass away the time,
									

									Un­less to spy my shad­ow in the sun
									

									And des­cant on mine own de­form­ity:
									

									And there­fore, since I can­not prove a lov­er,
									

									To en­ter­tain these fair well-spoken days,
									

									I am de­term­ined to prove a vil­lain
									

									And hate the idle pleas­ures of these days.
									

									Plots have I laid, in­duc­tions dan­ger­ous,
									

									By drunk­en proph­ecies, li­bels and dreams,
									

									To set my broth­er Clar­ence and the king
									

									In deadly hate the one against the oth­er:
									

									And if King Ed­ward be as true and just
									

									As I am subtle, false and treach­er­ous,
									

									This day should Clar­ence closely be mew’d up,
									

									About a proph­ecy, which says that g
									

									Of Ed­ward’s heirs the mur­der­er shall be.
									

									Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: here Clar­ence comes.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Clar­ence, guarded, and Braken­bury.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Broth­er, good day: what means this armed guard
									

									That waits upon your grace?
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									His majesty,
									

									Ten­der­ing my per­son’s safety, hath ap­poin­ted
									

									This con­duct to con­vey me to the Tower.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Upon what cause?
						

						
								Clar­ence
								Be­cause my name is George.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours;
									

									He should, for that, com­mit your god­fath­ers:
									

									O, be­like his majesty hath some in­tent
									

									That you shall be new-christen’d in the Tower.
									

									But what’s the mat­ter, Clar­ence? may I know?
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Yea, Richard, when I know; for I protest
									

									As yet I do not: but, as I can learn,
									

									He hearkens after proph­ecies and dreams;
									

									And from the cross-row plucks the let­ter g,
									

									And says a wiz­ard told him that by g
									

									His is­sue dis­in­her­ited should be;
									

									And, for my name of George be­gins with g,
									

									It fol­lows in his thought that I am he.
									

									These, as I learn, and such like toys as these
									

									Have moved his high­ness to com­mit me now.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Why, this it is, when men are ruled by wo­men:
									

									’Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower;
									

									My Lady Grey his wife, Clar­ence, ’tis she
									

									That tem­pers him to this ex­tremity.
									

									Was it not she and that good man of wor­ship,
									

									An­thony Wood­ville, her broth­er there,
									

									That made him send Lord Hast­ings to the Tower,
									

									From whence this present day he is de­liv­er’d?
									

									We are not safe, Clar­ence; we are not safe.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									By heav­en, I think there’s no man is se­cure
									

									But the queen’s kindred and night-walk­ing her­alds
									

									That trudge betwixt the king and Mis­tress Shore.
									

									Heard ye not what an humble sup­pli­ant
									

									Lord hast­ings was to her for his de­liv­ery?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Humbly com­plain­ing to her deity
									

									Got my lord cham­ber­lain his liberty.
									

									I’ll tell you what; I think it is our way,
									

									If we will keep in fa­vour with the king,
									

									To be her men and wear her liv­ery:
									

									The jeal­ous o’er­worn wid­ow and her­self,
									

									Since that our broth­er dubb’d them gen­tle­wo­men.
									

									Are mighty gos­sips in this mon­archy.
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								
								
									I be­seech your graces both to par­don me;
									

									His majesty hath straitly giv­en in charge
									

									That no man shall have private con­fer­ence,
									

									Of what de­gree so­ever, with his broth­er.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Even so; an’t please your wor­ship, Braken­bury,
									

									You may par­take of any thing we say:
									

									We speak no treas­on, man: we say the king
									

									Is wise and vir­tu­ous, and his noble queen
									

									Well struck in years, fair, and not jeal­ous;
									

									We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot,
									

									A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleas­ing tongue;
									

									And that the queen’s kindred are made gen­tle­folks:
									

									How say you sir? Can you deny all this?
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								With this, my lord, my­self have nought to do.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Naught to do with Mis­tress Shore! I tell thee, fel­low,
									

									He that doth naught with her, ex­cept­ing one,
									

									Were best he do it secretly, alone.
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								What one, my lord?
						

						
								Gloucester
								Her hus­band, knave: wouldst thou be­tray me?
						

						
								Braken­bury
								
								
									I be­seech your grace to par­don me, and with­al
									

									For­bear your con­fer­ence with the noble duke.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								We know thy charge, Braken­bury, and will obey.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									We are the queen’s ab­jects, and must obey.
									

									Broth­er, farewell: I will un­to the king;
									

									And what­so­ever you will em­ploy me in,
									

									Were it to call King Ed­ward’s wid­ow sis­ter,
									

									I will per­form it to en­fran­chise you.
									

									Mean­time, this deep dis­grace in broth­er­hood
									

									Touches me deep­er than you can ima­gine.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								I know it pleaseth neither of us well.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Well, your im­pris­on­ment shall not be long;
									

									I will de­liv­er you, or else lie for you:
									

									Mean­time, have pa­tience.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								I must per­force. Farewell. Ex­eunt Clar­ence, Braken­bury, and Guard.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er re­turn,
									

									Simple, plain Clar­ence! I do love thee so,
									

									That I will shortly send thy soul to heav­en,
									

									If heav­en will take the present at our hands.
									

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

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord Hast­ings.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Good time of day un­to my gra­cious lord!
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									As much un­to my good lord cham­ber­lain!
									

									Well are you wel­come to the open air.
									

									How hath your lord­ship brook’d im­pris­on­ment?
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									With pa­tience, noble lord, as pris­on­ers must:
									

									But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks
									

									That were the cause of my im­pris­on­ment.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clar­ence too;
									

									For they that were your en­emies are his,
									

									And have pre­vail’d as much on him as you.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									More pity that the eagle should be mew’d,
									

									While kites and buz­zards prey at liberty.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								What news abroad?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									No news so bad abroad as this at home;
									

									The king is sickly, weak and mel­an­choly,
									

									And his phys­i­cians fear him migh­tily.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad in­deed.
									

									O, he hath kept an evil diet long,
									

									And over­much con­sumed his roy­al per­son:
									

									’Tis very griev­ous to be thought upon.
									

									What, is he in his bed?
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								He is.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Go you be­fore, and I will fol­low you. Exit Hast­ings.
									

									He can­not live, I hope; and must not die
									

									Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to heav­en.
									

									I’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clar­ence,
									

									With lies well steel’d with weighty ar­gu­ments;
									

									And, if I fall not in my deep in­tent,
									

									Clar­ence hath not an­oth­er day to live:
									

									Which done, God take King Ed­ward to his mercy,
									

									And leave the world for me to bustle in!
									

									For then I’ll marry War­wick’s young­est daugh­ter.
									

									What though I kill’d her hus­band and her fath­er?
									

									The read­i­est way to make the wench amends
									

									Is to be­come her hus­band and her fath­er:
									

									The which will I; not all so much for love
									

									As for an­oth­er secret close in­tent,
									

									By mar­ry­ing her which I must reach un­to.
									

									But yet I run be­fore my horse to mar­ket:
									

									Clar­ence still breathes; Ed­ward still lives and reigns:
									

									When they are gone, then must I count my gains. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The same. An­oth­er street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the corpse of King Henry the Sixth, Gen­tle­men with hal­berds to guard it; Lady Anne be­ing the mourn­er.
							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Set down, set down your hon­our­able load,
									

									If hon­our may be shrouded in a hearse,
									

									Whilst I awhile ob­sequiously lament
									

									The un­timely fall of vir­tu­ous Lan­caster.
									

									Poor key-cold fig­ure of a holy king!
									

									Pale ashes of the house of Lan­caster!
									

									Thou blood­less rem­nant of that roy­al blood!
									

									Be it law­ful that I in­voc­ate thy ghost,
									

									To hear the lam­ent­a­tions of poor Anne,
									

									Wife to thy Ed­ward, to thy slaughter’d son,
									

									Stabb’d by the self­same hand that made these wounds!
									

									Lo, in these win­dows that let forth thy life,
									

									I pour the help­less balm of my poor eyes.
									

									Cursed be the hand that made these fatal holes!
									

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

									Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence!
									

									More dire­ful hap betide that hated wretch,
									

									That makes us wretched by the death of thee,
									

									Than I can wish to ad­ders, spiders, toads,
									

									Or any creep­ing venom’d thing that lives!
									

									If ever he have child, abort­ive be it,
									

									Prodi­gious, and un­timely brought to light,
									

									Whose ugly and un­nat­ur­al as­pect
									

									May fright the hope­ful moth­er at the view;
									

									And that be heir to his un­hap­pi­ness!
									

									If ever he have wife, let her be made
									

									As miser­able by the death of him
									

									As I am made by my poor lord and thee!
									

									Come, now to­wards Chert­sey with your holy load,
									

									Taken from Paul’s to be in­terred there;
									

									And still, as you are weary of the weight,
									

									Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry’s corse.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Gloucester.
							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it down.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									What black ma­gi­cian con­jures up this fiend,
									

									To stop de­voted char­it­able deeds?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Vil­lains, set down the corse; or, by Saint Paul,
									

									I’ll make a corse of him that dis­obeys.
								

							
						

						
								Gen­tle­man
								My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Un­man­ner’d dog! stand thou, when I com­mand:
									

									Ad­vance thy hal­berd high­er than my breast,
									

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

									And spurn upon thee, beg­gar, for thy bold­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									What, do you tremble? are you all afraid?
									

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

									And mor­tal eyes can­not en­dure the dev­il.
									

									Avaunt, thou dread­ful min­is­ter of hell!
									

									Thou hadst but power over his mor­tal body,
									

									His soul thou canst not have; there­fore, be gone.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Sweet saint, for char­ity, be not so curst.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Foul dev­il, for God’s sake, hence, and trouble us not;
									

									For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell,
									

									Fill’d it with curs­ing cries and deep ex­claims.
									

									If thou de­light to view thy hein­ous deeds,
									

									Be­hold this pat­tern of thy butcher­ies.
									

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

									Open their con­geal’d mouths and bleed afresh!
									

									Blush, blush, thou lump of foul de­form­ity;
									

									For ’tis thy pres­ence that ex­hales this blood
									

									From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells;
									

									Thy deed, in­hu­man and un­nat­ur­al,
									

									Pro­vokes this de­luge most un­nat­ur­al.
									

									O God, which this blood mad­est, re­venge his death!
									

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

									Either heav­en with light­ning strike the mur­der­er dead,
									

									Or earth, gape open wide and eat him quick,
									

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

									Which his hell-gov­ern’d arm hath butchered!
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Lady, you know no rules of char­ity,
									

									Which renders good for bad, bless­ings for curses.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Vil­lain, thou know’st no law of God nor man:
									

									No beast so fierce but knows some touch of pity.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								But I know none, and there­fore am no beast.
						

						
								Anne
								O won­der­ful, when dev­ils tell the truth!
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									More won­der­ful, when an­gels are so angry.
									

									Vouch­safe, di­vine per­fec­tion of a wo­man,
									

									Of these sup­posed evils, to give me leave,
									

									By cir­cum­stance, but to ac­quit my­self.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Vouch­safe, de­fused in­fec­tion of a man,
									

									For these known evils, but to give me leave,
									

									By cir­cum­stance, to curse thy cursed self.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have
									

									Some pa­tient leis­ure to ex­cuse my­self.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make
									

									No ex­cuse cur­rent, but to hang thy­self.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								By such des­pair, I should ac­cuse my­self.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									And, by des­pair­ing, shouldst thou stand ex­cused;
									

									For do­ing worthy ven­geance on thy­self,
									

									Which didst un­worthy slaughter upon oth­ers.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Say that I slew them not?
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Why, then they are not dead:
									

									But dead they are, and, dev­il­ish slave, by thee.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								I did not kill your hus­band.
						

						
								Anne
								Why, then he is alive.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Nay, he is dead; and slain by Ed­ward’s hand.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									In thy foul throat thou li­est: Queen Mar­garet saw
									

									Thy mur­der­ous fal­chion smoking in his blood;
									

									The which thou once didst bend against her breast,
									

									But that thy broth­ers beat aside the point.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I was pro­voked by her slan­der­ous tongue,
									

									Which laid their guilt upon my guilt­less shoulders.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Thou wast pro­voked by thy bloody mind,
									

									Which nev­er dreamt on aught but butcher­ies:
									

									Didst thou not kill this king?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								I grant ye.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Dost grant me, hedge­hog? then, God grant me too
									

									Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed!
									

									O, he was gentle, mild, and vir­tu­ous!
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								The fit­ter for the King of heav­en, that hath him.
						

						
								Anne
								He is in heav­en, where thou shalt nev­er come.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Let him thank me, that holp to send him thith­er;
									

									For he was fit­ter for that place than earth.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								And thou un­fit for any place but hell.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it.
						

						
								Anne
								Some dun­geon.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Your bed-cham­ber.
						

						
								Anne
								Ill rest betide the cham­ber where thou li­est!
						

						
								Gloucester
								So will it, madam till I lie with you.
						

						
								Anne
								I hope so.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I know so. But, gentle Lady Anne,
									

									To leave this keen en­counter of our wits,
									

									And fall some­what in­to a slower meth­od,
									

									Is not the caus­er of the time­less deaths
									

									Of these Plant­a­gen­ets, Henry and Ed­ward,
									

									As blame­ful as the ex­e­cu­tion­er?
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								Thou art the cause, and most ac­cursed ef­fect.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Your beauty was the cause of that ef­fect;
									

									Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep
									

									To un­der­take the death of all the world,
									

									So I might live one hour in your sweet bos­om.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									If I thought that, I tell thee, hom­icide,
									

									These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									These eyes could nev­er en­dure sweet beauty’s wreck;
									

									You should not blem­ish it, if I stood by:
									

									As all the world is cheered by the sun,
									

									So I by that; it is my day, my life.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								Black night o’er­shade thy day, and death thy life!
						

						
								Gloucester
								Curse not thy­self, fair creature; thou art both.
						

						
								Anne
								I would I were, to be re­venged on thee.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									It is a quar­rel most un­nat­ur­al,
									

									To be re­venged on him that loveth you.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									It is a quar­rel just and reas­on­able,
									

									To be re­venged on him that slew my hus­band.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									He that bereft thee, lady, of thy hus­band,
									

									Did it to help thee to a bet­ter hus­band.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								His bet­ter doth not breathe upon the earth.
						

						
								Gloucester
								He lives that loves thee bet­ter than he could.
						

						
								Anne
								Name him.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Plant­a­gen­et.
						

						
								Anne
								Why, that was he.
						

						
								Gloucester
								The self­same name, but one of bet­ter nature.
						

						
								Anne
								Where is he?
						

						
								Gloucester
								Here. She spit­teth at him. Why dost thou spit at me?
						

						
								Anne
								Would it were mor­tal pois­on, for thy sake!
						

						
								Gloucester
								Nev­er came pois­on from so sweet a place.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Nev­er hung pois­on on a fouler toad.
									

									Out of my sight! thou dost in­fect my eyes.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Thine eyes, sweet lady, have in­fec­ted mine.
						

						
								Anne
								Would they were ba­silisks, to strike thee dead!
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I would they were, that I might die at once;
									

									For now they kill me with a liv­ing death.
									

									Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears,
									

									Shamed their as­pect with store of child­ish drops:
									

									These eyes, which nev­er shed re­morse­ful tear,
									

									No, when my fath­er York and Ed­ward wept,
									

									To hear the piteous moan that Rut­land made
									

									When black-faced Clif­ford shook his sword at him;
									

									Nor when thy war­like fath­er, like a child,
									

									Told the sad story of my fath­er’s death,
									

									And twenty times made pause to sob and weep,
									

									That all the stand­ers-by had wet their cheeks,
									

									Like trees be­dash’d with rain: in that sad time
									

									My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear;
									

									And what these sor­rows could not thence ex­hale,
									

									Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weep­ing.
									

									I nev­er sued to friend nor en­emy;
									

									My tongue could nev­er learn sweet smooth­ing words;
									

									But, now thy beauty is pro­posed my fee,
									

									My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak. She looks scorn­fully at him.
									

									Teach not thy lips such scorn, for they were made
									

									For kiss­ing, lady, not for such con­tempt.
									

									If thy re­venge­ful heart can­not for­give,
									

									Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-poin­ted sword;
									

									Which if thou please to hide in this true bos­om,
									

									And let the soul forth that ad­oreth thee,
									

									I lay it na­ked to the deadly stroke,
									

									And humbly beg the death upon my knee. He lays his breast open: she of­fers at it with his sword.
									

									Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry,
									

									But ’twas thy beauty that pro­voked me.
									

									Nay, now dis­patch; ’twas I that stabb’d young Ed­ward,
									

									But ’twas thy heav­enly face that set me on. Here she lets fall the sword.
									

									Take up the sword again, or take up me.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Arise, dis­sem­bler: though I wish thy death,
									

									I will not be the ex­e­cu­tion­er.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Then bid me kill my­self, and I will do it.
						

						
								Anne
								I have already.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Tush, that was in thy rage:
									

									Speak it again, and, even with the word,
									

									That hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love,
									

									Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love;
									

									To both their deaths thou shalt be ac­cessary.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								I would I knew thy heart.
						

						
								Gloucester
								’Tis figured in my tongue.
						

						
								Anne
								I fear me both are false.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Then nev­er man was true.
						

						
								Anne
								Well, well, put up your sword.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Say, then, my peace is made.
						

						
								Anne
								That shall you know here­after.
						

						
								Gloucester
								But shall I live in hope?
						

						
								Anne
								All men, I hope, live so.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Vouch­safe to wear this ring.
						

						
								Anne
								To take is not to give.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Look, how this ring en­com­pas­seth thy fin­ger,
									

									Even so thy breast en­closeth my poor heart;
									

									Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.
									

									And if thy poor de­voted sup­pli­ant may
									

									But beg one fa­vour at thy gra­cious hand,
									

									Thou dost con­firm his hap­pi­ness for ever.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								What is it?
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									That it would please thee leave these sad designs
									

									To him that hath more cause to be a mourn­er,
									

									And presently re­pair to Crosby Place;
									

									Where, after I have sol­emnly in­terr’d
									

									At Chert­sey mon­as­tery this noble king,
									

									And wet his grave with my re­pent­ant tears,
									

									I will with all ex­pedi­ent duty see you:
									

									For divers un­known reas­ons, I be­seech you,
									

									Grant me this boon.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									With all my heart; and much it joys me too,
									

									To see you are be­come so pen­it­ent.
									

									Tressel and Berke­ley, go along with me.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Bid me farewell.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									’Tis more than you de­serve;
									

									But since you teach me how to flat­ter you,
									

									Ima­gine I have said farewell already. Ex­eunt Lady Anne, Tressel, and Berke­ley.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Sirs, take up the corse.
						

						
								Gen­tle­man
								To­wards Chert­sey, noble lord?
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									No, to White-Fri­ars; there at­tend my com­ing. Ex­eunt all but Gloucester.
									

									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 hus­band and his fath­er,
									

									To take her in her heart’s ex­tremest hate,
									

									With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,
									

									The bleed­ing wit­ness of her hatred by;
									

									Hav­ing God, her con­science, and these bars against me,
									

									And I noth­ing to back my suit at all,
									

									But the plain dev­il and dis­sem­bling looks,
									

									And yet to win her, all the world to noth­ing!
									

									Ha!
									

									Hath she for­got already that brave prince,
									

									Ed­ward, her lord, whom I, some three months since,
									

									Stabb’d in my angry mood at Tewks­bury?
									

									A sweeter and a love­li­er gen­tle­man,
									

									Framed in the prod­ig­al­ity of nature,
									

									Young, vali­ant, wise, and, no doubt, right roy­al,
									

									The spa­cious world can­not again af­ford:
									

									And will she yet de­base her eyes on me,
									

									That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince,
									

									And made her wid­ow to a woe­ful bed?
									

									On me, whose all not equals Ed­ward’s moi­ety?
									

									On me, that halt and am un­shapen thus?
									

									My duke­dom to a beg­garly den­ier,
									

									I do mis­take my per­son all this while:
									

									Upon my life, she finds, al­though I can­not,
									

									My­self to be a mar­vel­lous prop­er man.
									

									I’ll be at charges for a look­ing-glass,
									

									And en­ter­tain some score or two of tail­ors,
									

									To study fash­ions to ad­orn my body:
									

									Since I am crept in fa­vour with my­self,
									

									I will main­tain it with some little cost.
									

									But first I’ll turn yon fel­low in his grave;
									

									And then re­turn lament­ing to my love.
									

									Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,
									

									That I may see my shad­ow as I pass. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				The palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Queen Eliza­beth, Lord Rivers, and Lord Grey.
							
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									Have pa­tience, madam: there’s no doubt his majesty
									

									Will soon re­cov­er his ac­cus­tom’d health.
								

							
						

						
								Grey
								
								
									In that you brook it ill, it makes him worse:
									

									There­fore, for God’s sake, en­ter­tain good com­fort,
									

									And cheer his grace with quick and merry words.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								If he were dead, what would betide of me?
						

						
								Rivers
								No oth­er harm but loss of such a lord.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								The loss of such a lord in­cludes all harm.
						

						
								Grey
								
								
									The heav­ens have bless’d you with a goodly son,
									

									To be your com­fort­er when he is gone.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Oh, he is young, and his minor­ity
									

									Is put un­to the trust of Richard Gloucester,
									

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

							
						

						
								Rivers
								Is it con­cluded that he shall be pro­tect­or?
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									It is de­term­ined, not con­cluded yet:
									

									But so it must be, if the king mis­carry.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Buck­ing­ham and Derby.
							
						

						
								Grey
								Here come the lords of Buck­ing­ham and Derby.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Good time of day un­to your roy­al grace!
						

						
								Derby
								God make your majesty joy­ful as you have been!
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									The Count­ess Rich­mond, good my Lord of Derby,
									

									To your good pray­ers will scarcely say amen.
									

									Yet, Derby, not­with­stand­ing she’s your wife,
									

									And loves not me, be you, good lord, as­sured
									

									I hate not you for her proud ar­rog­ance.
								

							
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									I do be­seech you, either not be­lieve
									

									The en­vi­ous slanders of her false ac­cusers;
									

									Or, if she be ac­cused in true re­port,
									

									Bear with her weak­ness, which, I think, pro­ceeds
									

									From way­ward sick­ness, and no groun­ded malice.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								Saw you the king to-day, my Lord of Derby?
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									But now the Duke of Buck­ing­ham and I
									

									Are come from vis­it­ing his majesty.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								What like­li­hood of his amend­ment, lords?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Madam, good hope; his grace speaks cheer­fully.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								God grant him health! Did you con­fer with him?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Madam, we did: he de­sires to make atone­ment
									

									Betwixt the Duke of Gloucester and your broth­ers,
									

									And betwixt them and my lord cham­ber­lain;
									

									And sent to warn them to his roy­al pres­ence.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Would all were well! but that will nev­er be:
									

									I fear our hap­pi­ness is at the highest.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Gloucester, Hast­ings, and Dor­set.
							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									They do me wrong, and I will not en­dure it:
									

									Who are they that com­plain un­to the king,
									

									That I, for­sooth, am stern and love them not?
									

									By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly
									

									That fill his ears with such dis­sen­tious ru­mours.
									

									Be­cause I can­not flat­ter and speak fair,
									

									Smile in men’s faces, smooth, de­ceive and cog,
									

									Duck with French nods and apish cour­tesy,
									

									I must be held a rancor­ous en­emy.
									

									Can­not a plain man live and think no harm,
									

									But thus his simple truth must be ab­used
									

									By silken, sly, in­sinu­at­ing Jacks?
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								To whom in all this pres­ence speaks your grace?
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									To thee, that hast nor hon­esty nor grace.
									

									When have I in­jured thee? when done thee wrong?
									

									Or thee? or thee? or any of your fac­tion?
									

									A plague upon you all! His roy­al per­son—
									

									Whom God pre­serve bet­ter than you would wish!—
									

									Can­not be quiet scarce a breath­ing-while,
									

									But you must trouble him with lewd com­plaints.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Broth­er of Gloucester, you mis­take the mat­ter.
									

									The king, of his own roy­al dis­pos­i­tion,
									

									And not pro­voked by any suit­or else;
									

									Aim­ing, be­like, at your in­teri­or hatred,
									

									Which in your out­ward ac­tions shows it­self
									

									Against my kindred, broth­ers, and my­self,
									

									Makes him to send; that thereby he may gath­er
									

									The ground of your ill-will, and so re­move it.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I can­not tell: the world is grown so bad,
									

									That wrens make prey where eagles dare not perch:
									

									Since every Jack be­came a gen­tle­man,
									

									There’s many a gentle per­son made a Jack.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Come, come, we know your mean­ing, broth­er Gloucester;
									

									You envy my ad­vance­ment and my friends’:
									

									God grant we nev­er may have need of you!
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Mean­time, God grants that we have need of you:
									

									Your broth­er is im­pris­on’d by your means,
									

									My­self dis­graced, and the no­bil­ity
									

									Held in con­tempt; whilst many fair pro­mo­tions
									

									Are daily giv­en to en­noble those
									

									That scarce, some two days since, were worth a noble.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									By Him that raised me to this care­ful height
									

									From that con­ten­ted hap which I en­joy’d,
									

									I nev­er did in­cense his majesty
									

									Against the Duke of Clar­ence, but have been
									

									An earn­est ad­voc­ate to plead for him.
									

									My lord, you do me shame­ful in­jury,
									

									Falsely to draw me in these vile sus­pects.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									You may deny that you were not the cause
									

									Of my Lord Hast­ings’ late im­pris­on­ment.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								She may, my lord, for—
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									She may, Lord Rivers! why, who knows not so?
									

									She may do more, sir, than deny­ing that:
									

									She may help you to many fair prefer­ments,
									

									And then deny her aid­ing hand therein,
									

									And lay those hon­ours on your high deserts.
									

									What may she not? She may, yea, marry, may she—
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								What, marry, may she?
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									What, marry, may she! marry with a king,
									

									A bach­el­or, a hand­some strip­ling too:
									

									I wis your gran­dam had a wors­er match.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									My Lord of Gloucester, I have too long borne
									

									Your blunt up­braid­ings and your bit­ter scoffs:
									

									By heav­en, I will ac­quaint his majesty
									

									With those gross taunts I of­ten have en­dured.
									

									I had rather be a coun­try ser­vant-maid
									

									Than a great queen, with this con­di­tion,
									

									To be thus taunted, scorn’d, and baited at:
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Queen Mar­garet, be­hind.
							
						

						
								
								Small joy have I in be­ing Eng­land’s queen.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									And lessen’d be that small, God, I be­seech thee!
									

									Thy hon­our, state and seat is due to me.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									What! threat you me with telling of the king?
									

									Tell him, and spare not: look, what I have said
									

									I will avouch in pres­ence of the king:
									

									I dare ad­ven­ture to be sent to the Tower.
									

									’Tis time to speak; my pains are quite for­got.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Out, dev­il! I re­mem­ber them too well:
									

									Thou slew­est my hus­band Henry in the Tower,
									

									And Ed­ward, my poor son, at Tewks­bury.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Ere you were queen, yea, or your hus­band king,
									

									I was a pack-horse in his great af­fairs;
									

									A weed­er-out of his proud ad­versar­ies,
									

									A lib­er­al re­ward­er of his friends:
									

									To roy­al­ise his blood I spilt mine own.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								Yea, and much bet­ter blood than his or thine.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									In all which time you and your hus­band Grey
									

									Were fac­tious for the house of Lan­caster;
									

									And, Rivers, so were you. Was not your hus­band
									

									In Mar­garet’s battle at Saint Al­ban’s slain?
									

									Let me put in your minds, if you for­get,
									

									What you have been ere now, and what you are;
									

									With­al, what I have been, and what I am.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								A mur­der­ous vil­lain, and so still thou art.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Poor Clar­ence did for­sake his fath­er, War­wick;
									

									Yea, and forswore him­self—which Jesu par­don!—
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								Which God re­venge!
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									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 soft and pi­ti­ful, like mine:
									

									I am too child­ish-fool­ish for this world.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Hie thee to hell for shame, and leave the world,
									

									Thou ca­co­de­mon! there thy king­dom is.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									My Lord of Gloucester, in those busy days
									

									Which here you urge to prove us en­emies,
									

									We fol­low’d then our lord, our law­ful king:
									

									So should we you, if you should be our king.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									If I should be! I had rather be a ped­lar:
									

									Far be it from my heart, the thought of it!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									As little joy, my lord, as you sup­pose
									

									You should en­joy, were you this coun­try’s king,
									

									As little joy may you sup­pose in me,
									

									That I en­joy, be­ing the queen there­of.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									A little joy en­joys the queen there­of;
									

									For I am she, and al­to­geth­er joy­less.
									

									I can no longer hold me pa­tient. Ad­van­cing.
									

									Hear me, you wrangling pir­ates, that fall out
									

									In shar­ing that which you have pill’d from me!
									

									Which of you trembles not that looks on me?
									

									If not, that, I be­ing queen, you bow like sub­jects,
									

									Yet that, by you de­posed, you quake like rebels?
									

									O gentle vil­lain, do not turn away!
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Foul wrinkled witch, what makest thou in my sight?
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									But re­pe­ti­tion of what thou hast marr’d;
									

									That will I make be­fore I let thee go.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Wert thou not ban­ished on pain of death?
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									I was; but I do find more pain in ban­ish­ment
									

									Than death can yield me here by my abode.
									

									A hus­band and a son thou ow­est to me;
									

									And thou a king­dom; all of you al­le­gi­ance:
									

									The sor­row that I have, by right is yours,
									

									And all the pleas­ures you usurp are mine.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									The curse my noble fath­er laid on thee,
									

									When thou didst crown his war­like brows with pa­per
									

									And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his eyes,
									

									And then, to dry them, gavest the duke a clout
									

									Steep’d in the fault­less blood of pretty Rut­land—
									

									His curses, then from bit­ter­ness of soul
									

									De­nounced against thee, are all fall’n upon thee;
									

									And God, not we, hath plagued thy bloody deed.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								So just is God, to right the in­no­cent.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									O, ’twas the foulest deed to slay that babe,
									

									And the most mer­ci­less that e’er was heard of!
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								Tyr­ants them­selves wept when it was re­por­ted.
						

						
								Dor­set
								No man but proph­esied re­venge for it.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Northum­ber­land, then present, wept to see it.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									What! were you snarling all be­fore I came,
									

									Ready to catch each oth­er by the throat,
									

									And turn you all your hatred now on me?
									

									Did York’s dread curse pre­vail so much with heav­en
									

									That Henry’s death, my lovely Ed­ward’s death,
									

									Their king­dom’s loss, my woe­ful ban­ish­ment,
									

									Could all but an­swer for that peev­ish brat?
									

									Can curses pierce the clouds and enter heav­en?
									

									Why, then, give way, dull clouds, to my quick curses!
									

									If not by war, by sur­feit die your king,
									

									As ours by murder, to make him a king!
									

									Ed­ward thy son, which now is Prince of Wales,
									

									For Ed­ward my son, which was Prince of Wales,
									

									Die in his youth by like un­timely vi­ol­ence!
									

									Thy­self a queen, for me that was a queen,
									

									Out­live thy glory, like my wretched self!
									

									Long mayst thou live to wail thy chil­dren’s loss;
									

									And see an­oth­er, as I see thee now,
									

									Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine!
									

									Long die thy happy days be­fore thy death;
									

									And, after many lengthen’d hours of grief,
									

									Die neither moth­er, wife, nor Eng­land’s queen!
									

									Rivers and Dor­set, you were stand­ers by,
									

									And so wast thou, Lord Hast­ings, when my son
									

									Was stabb’d with bloody dag­gers: God, I pray him,
									

									That none of you may live your nat­ur­al age,
									

									But by some un­look’d ac­ci­dent cut off!
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Have done thy charm, thou hate­ful with­er’d hag!
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									And leave out thee? stay, dog, for thou shalt hear me.
									

									If heav­en have any griev­ous plague in store
									

									Ex­ceed­ing those that I can wish upon thee,
									

									O, let them keep it till thy sins be ripe,
									

									And then hurl down their in­dig­na­tion
									

									On thee, the trou­bler of the poor world’s peace!
									

									The worm of con­science still beg­naw thy soul!
									

									Thy friends sus­pect for trait­ors while thou livest,
									

									And take deep trait­ors for thy dearest friends!
									

									No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine,
									

									Un­less it be whilst some tor­ment­ing dream
									

									Af­frights thee with a hell of ugly dev­ils!
									

									Thou elvish-mark’d, abort­ive, root­ing hog!
									

									Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativ­ity
									

									The slave of nature and the son of hell!
									

									Thou slander of thy moth­er’s heavy womb!
									

									Thou loathed is­sue of thy fath­er’s loins!
									

									Thou rag of hon­our! thou de­tested—
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Mar­garet.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								Richard!
						

						
								Gloucester
								Ha!
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								I call thee not.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I cry thee mercy then, for I had thought
									

									That thou hadst call’d me all these bit­ter names.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Why, so I did; but look’d for no reply.
									

									O, let me make the peri­od to my curse!
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								’Tis done by me, and ends in “Mar­garet.”
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Thus have you breathed your curse against your­self.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Poor painted queen, vain flour­ish of my for­tune!
									

									Why strew’st thou sug­ar on that bottled spider,
									

									Whose deadly web en­snareth thee about?
									

									Fool, fool! thou whet’st a knife to kill thy­self.
									

									The time will come when thou shalt wish for me
									

									To help thee curse that pois­on­ous bunch-back’d toad.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									False-bod­ing wo­man, end thy frantic curse,
									

									Lest to thy harm thou move our pa­tience.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								Foul shame upon you! you have all moved mine.
						

						
								Rivers
								Were you well served, you would be taught your duty.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									To serve me well, you all should do me duty,
									

									Teach me to be your queen, and you my sub­jects:
									

									O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty!
								

							
						

						
								Dor­set
								Dis­pute not with her; she is lun­at­ic.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Peace, mas­ter mar­quess, you are mal­apert:
									

									Your fire-new stamp of hon­our is scarce cur­rent.
									

									O, that your young no­bil­ity could judge
									

									What ’twere to lose it, and be miser­able!
									

									They that stand high have many blasts to shake them;
									

									And if they fall, they dash them­selves to pieces.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Good coun­sel, marry: learn it, learn it, mar­quess.
						

						
								Dor­set
								It toucheth you, my lord, as much as me.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Yea, and much more: but I was born so high,
									

									Our aery buil­de­th in the ce­dar’s top,
									

									And dal­lies with the wind and scorns the sun.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									And turns the sun to shade; alas! alas!
									

									Wit­ness my son, now in the shade of death;
									

									Whose bright out-shin­ing beams thy cloudy wrath
									

									Hath in etern­al dark­ness fol­ded up.
									

									Your aery buil­de­th in our aery’s nest.
									

									O God, that seest it, do not suf­fer it;
									

									As it was won with blood, lost be it so!
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Have done! for shame, if not for char­ity.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Urge neither char­ity nor shame to me:
									

									Un­char­it­ably with me have you dealt,
									

									And shame­fully by you my hopes are butcher’d.
									

									My char­ity is out­rage, life my shame;
									

									And in that shame still live my sor­row’s rage!
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Have done, have done.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									O princely Buck­ing­ham, I’ll kiss thy hand,
									

									In sign of league and amity with thee:
									

									Now fair be­fall thee and thy noble house!
									

									Thy gar­ments are not spot­ted with our blood,
									

									Nor thou with­in the com­pass of my curse.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Nor no one here; for curses nev­er pass
									

									The lips of those that breathe them in the air.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									I’ll not be­lieve but they as­cend the sky,
									

									And there awake God’s gentle-sleep­ing peace.
									

									O Buck­ing­ham, take heed of yon­der dog!
									

									Look, when he fawns, he bites; and when he bites,
									

									His venom tooth will rankle to the death:
									

									Have not to do with him, be­ware of him;
									

									Sin, death, and hell have set their marks on him,
									

									And all their min­is­ters at­tend on him.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								What doth she say, my Lord of Buck­ing­ham?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Noth­ing that I re­spect, my gra­cious lord.
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									What, dost thou scorn me for my gentle coun­sel?
									

									And soothe the dev­il that I warn thee from?
									

									O, but re­mem­ber this an­oth­er day,
									

									When he shall split thy very heart with sor­row,
									

									And say poor Mar­garet was a proph­et­ess!
									

									Live each of you the sub­jects to his hate,
									

									And he to yours, and all of you to God’s! Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								My hair doth stand on end to hear her curses.
						

						
								Rivers
								And so doth mine: I muse why she’s at liberty.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									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.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								I nev­er did her any, to my know­ledge.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									But you have all the vant­age of her wrong.
									

									I was too hot to do some­body good,
									

									That is too cold in think­ing of it now.
									

									Marry, as for Clar­ence, he is well re­paid;
									

									He is frank’d up to fat­ting for his pains:
									

									God par­don them that are the cause of it!
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									A vir­tu­ous and a Chris­ti­an-like con­clu­sion,
									

									To pray for them that have done scathe to us.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									So do I ever: aside be­ing well ad­vised.
									

									For had I cursed now, I had cursed my­self.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Catesby.
							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									Madam, his majesty doth call for you;
									

									And for your grace; and you, my noble lords.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Catesby, we come. Lords, will you go with us?
						

						
								Rivers
								Madam, we will at­tend your grace. Ex­eunt all but Gloucester.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I do the wrong, and first be­gin to brawl.
									

									The secret mis­chiefs that I set abroach
									

									I lay un­to the griev­ous charge of oth­ers.
									

									Clar­ence, whom I, in­deed, have laid in dark­ness,
									

									I do be­weep to many simple gulls;
									

									Namely, to Hast­ings, Derby, Buck­ing­ham;
									

									And say it is the queen and her al­lies
									

									That stir the king against the duke my broth­er.
									

									Now, they be­lieve it; and with­al whet me
									

									To be re­venged on Rivers, Vaughan, Grey:
									

									But then I sigh; and, with a piece of scrip­ture,
									

									Tell them that God bids us do good for evil:
									

									And thus I clothe my na­ked vil­lany
									

									With old odd ends stolen out of holy writ;
									

									And seem a saint, when most I play the dev­il.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter two Mur­der­ers.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									But, soft! here come my ex­e­cu­tion­ers.
									

									How now, my hardy, stout re­solved mates!
									

									Are you now go­ing to dis­patch this deed?
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									We are, my lord; and come to have the war­rant,
									

									That we may be ad­mit­ted where he is.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Well thought upon; I have it here about me. Gives the war­rant.
									

									When you have done, re­pair to Crosby Place.
									

									But, sirs, be sud­den in the ex­e­cu­tion,
									

									With­al ob­dur­ate, do not hear him plead;
									

									For Clar­ence is well-spoken, and per­haps
									

									May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									Tush!
									

									Fear not, my lord, we will not stand to prate;
									

									Talk­ers are no good doers: be as­sured
									

									We come to use our hands and not our tongues.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Your eyes drop mill­stones, when fools’ eyes drop tears:
									

									I like you, lads; about your busi­ness straight;
									

									Go, go, dis­patch.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								We will, my noble lord. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Lon­don. The Tower.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Clar­ence and Braken­bury.
							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								Why looks your grace so heav­ily to-day?
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									O, I have pass’d a miser­able night,
									

									So full of ugly sights, of ghastly dreams,
									

									That, as I am a Chris­ti­an faith­ful man,
									

									I would not spend an­oth­er such a night,
									

									Though ’twere to buy a world of happy days,
									

									So full of dis­mal ter­ror was the time!
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								What was your dream? I long to hear you tell it.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Me­thoughts that I had broken from the Tower,
									

									And was em­bark’d to cross to Bur­gundy;
									

									And, in my com­pany, my broth­er Gloucester;
									

									Who from my cab­in temp­ted me to walk
									

									Upon the hatches: thence we look’d to­ward Eng­land,
									

									And cited up a thou­sand fear­ful times,
									

									Dur­ing the wars of York and Lan­caster
									

									That had be­fall’n us. As we paced along
									

									Upon the giddy foot­ing of the hatches,
									

									Me­thought that Gloucester stumbled; and, in fall­ing,
									

									Struck me, that thought to stay him, over­board,
									

									In­to the tum­bling bil­lows of the main.
									

									Lord, Lord! me­thought, what pain it was to drown!
									

									What dread­ful noise of wa­ters in mine ears!
									

									What ugly sights of death with­in mine eyes!
									

									Me­thought I saw a thou­sand fear­ful wrecks;
									

									Ten thou­sand men that fishes gnaw’d upon;
									

									Wedges of gold, great an­chors, heaps of pearl,
									

									In­es­tim­able stones, un­val­ued jew­els,
									

									All scat­ter’d in the bot­tom of the sea:
									

									Some lay in dead men’s skulls; and, in those holes
									

									Where eyes did once in­hab­it, there were crept,
									

									As ’twere in scorn of eyes, re­flect­ing gems,
									

									Which woo’d the slimy bot­tom of the deep,
									

									And mock’d the dead bones that lay scat­ter’d by.
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								
								
									Had you such leis­ure in the time of death
									

									To gaze upon the secrets of the deep?
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Me­thought I had; and of­ten did I strive
									

									To yield the ghost: but still the en­vi­ous flood
									

									Kept in my soul, and would not let it forth
									

									To seek the empty, vast and wan­der­ing air;
									

									But smoth­er’d it with­in my pant­ing bulk,
									

									Which al­most burst to belch it in the sea.
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								Awaked you not with this sore agony?
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									O, no, my dream was lengthen’d after life;
									

									O, then began the tem­pest to my soul,
									

									Who pass’d, me­thought, the mel­an­choly flood,
									

									With that grim fer­ry­man which po­ets write of,
									

									Un­to the king­dom of per­petu­al night.
									

									The first that there did greet my stranger soul,
									

									Was my great fath­er-in-law, renowned War­wick;
									

									Who cried aloud, “What scourge for per­jury
									

									Can this dark mon­archy af­ford false Clar­ence?”
									

									And so he van­ish’d: then came wan­der­ing by
									

									A shad­ow like an an­gel, with bright hair
									

									Dabbled in blood; and he squeak’d out aloud,
									

									“Clar­ence is come; false, fleet­ing, per­jured Clar­ence,
									

									That stabb’d me in the field by Tewks­bury;
									

									Seize on him, Fur­ies, take him to your tor­ments!”
									

									With that, me­thoughts, a le­gion of foul fiends
									

									En­viron’d me about, and howled in mine ears
									

									Such hideous cries, that with the very noise
									

									I trem­bling waked, and for a sea­son after
									

									Could not be­lieve but that I was in hell,
									

									Such ter­rible im­pres­sion made the dream.
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								
								
									No mar­vel, my lord, though it af­frighted you;
									

									I prom­ise you, I am afraid to hear you tell it.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									O Braken­bury, I have done those things,
									

									Which now bear evid­ence against my soul,
									

									For Ed­ward’s sake; and see how he re­quites me!
									

									O God! if my deep pray­ers can­not ap­pease thee,
									

									But thou wilt be avenged on my mis­deeds,
									

									Yet ex­ecute thy wrath in me alone,
									

									O, spare my guilt­less wife and my poor chil­dren!
									

									I pray thee, gentle keep­er, stay by me;
									

									My soul is heavy, and I fain would sleep.
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								
								
									I will, my lord: God give your grace good rest! Clar­ence sleeps.
									

									Sor­row breaks sea­sons and re­pos­ing hours,
									

									Makes the night morn­ing, and the noon-tide night.
									

									Princes have but their titles for their glor­ies,
									

									An out­ward hon­our for an in­ward toil;
									

									And, for un­felt ima­gin­a­tion,
									

									They of­ten feel a world of rest­less cares:
									

									So that, betwixt their tides and low names,
									

									There’s noth­ing dif­fers but the out­ward fame.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the two Mur­der­ers.
							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Ho! who’s here?
						

						
								Braken­bury
								In God’s name what are you, and how came you hith­er?
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								I would speak with Clar­ence, and I came hith­er on my legs.
						

						
								Braken­bury
								Yea, are you so brief?
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								O sir, it is bet­ter to be brief than te­di­ous. Shew him our com­mis­sion; talk no more. Braken­bury reads it.
						

						
								Braken­bury
								
								
									I am, in this, com­manded to de­liv­er
									

									The noble Duke of Clar­ence to your hands:
									

									I will not reas­on what is meant hereby,
									

									Be­cause I will be guilt­less of the mean­ing.
									

									Here are the keys, there sits the duke asleep:
									

									I’ll to the king; and sig­ni­fy to him
									

									That thus I have resign’d my charge to you.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Do so, it is a point of wis­dom: fare you well. Exit Braken­bury.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								What, shall we stab him as he sleeps?
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								No; then he will say ’twas done cow­ardly, when he wakes.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								When he wakes! why, fool, he shall nev­er wake till the judg­ment-day.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Why, then he will say we stabbed him sleep­ing.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								The ur­ging of that word “judg­ment” hath bred a kind of re­morse in me.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								What, art thou afraid?
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								Not to kill him, hav­ing a war­rant for it; but to be damned for killing him, from which no war­rant can de­fend us.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								I thought thou hadst been res­ol­ute.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								So I am, to let him live.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Back to the Duke of Gloucester, tell him so.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								I pray thee, stay a while: I hope my holy hu­mour will change; ’twas wont to hold me but while one would tell twenty.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								How dost thou feel thy­self now?
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								’Faith, some cer­tain dregs of con­science are yet with­in me.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Re­mem­ber our re­ward, when the deed is done.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								’Zounds, he dies: I had for­got the re­ward.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Where is thy con­science now?
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								In the Duke of Gloucester’s purse.
						

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

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								Let it go; there’s few or none will en­ter­tain it.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								How if it come to thee again?
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								I’ll not meddle with it: it is a dan­ger­ous thing: it makes a man a cow­ard: a man can­not steal, but it ac­cu­seth him; he can­not swear, but it checks him; he can­not lie with his neigh­bour’s wife, but it de­tects him: ’tis a blush­ing shame­fast spir­it that mu­tinies in a man’s bos­om; it fills one full of obstacles: it made me once re­store a purse of gold that I found; it beg­gars any man that keeps it: it is turned out of all towns and cit­ies for a dan­ger­ous thing; and every man that means to live well en­deav­ours to trust to him­self and to live without it.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								’Zounds, it is even now at my el­bow, per­suad­ing me not to kill the duke.
						

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

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Tut, I am strong-framed, he can­not pre­vail with me, I war­rant thee.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								Spoke like a tall fel­low that re­spects his repu­ta­tion. Come, shall we to this gear?
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Take him over the cost­ard with the hilts of thy sword, and then we will chop him in the malm­sey-butt in the next room.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								O ex­cel­lent device! make a sop of him.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Hark! he stirs: shall I strike?
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								No, first let’s reas­on with him.
						

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

						
								Second mur­der­er
								You shall have wine enough, my lord, anon.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								In God’s name, what art thou?
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								A man, as you are.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								But not, as I am, roy­al.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								Nor you, as we are, loy­al.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								Thy voice is thun­der, but thy looks are humble.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								My voice is now the king’s, my looks mine own.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									How darkly and how deadly dost thou speak!
									

									Your eyes do men­ace me: why look you pale?
									

									Who sent you hith­er? Where­fore do you come?
								

							
						

						
								Both
								To, to, to—
						

						
								Clar­ence
								To murder me?
						

						
								Both
								Ay, ay.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									You scarcely have the hearts to tell me so,
									

									And there­fore can­not have the hearts to do it.
									

									Wherein, my friends, have I of­fen­ded you?
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Of­fen­ded us you have not, but the king.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								I shall be re­con­ciled to him again.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								Nev­er, my lord; there­fore pre­pare to die.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Are you call’d forth from out a world of men
									

									To slay the in­no­cent? What is my of­fence?
									

									Where are the evid­ence that do ac­cuse me?
									

									What law­ful quest have giv­en their ver­dict up
									

									Un­to the frown­ing judge? or who pro­nounced
									

									The bit­ter sen­tence of poor Clar­ence’ death?
									

									Be­fore I be con­vict by course of law,
									

									To threaten me with death is most un­law­ful.
									

									I charge you, as you hope to have re­demp­tion
									

									By Christ’s dear blood shed for our griev­ous sins,
									

									That you de­part and lay no hands on me:
									

									The deed you un­der­take is dam­nable.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								What we will do, we do upon com­mand.
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								And he that hath com­manded is the king.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Er­ro­neous vas­sal! the great King of kings
									

									Hath in the tables of his law com­manded
									

									That thou shalt do no murder: and wilt thou, then,
									

									Spurn at his edict and ful­fil a man’s?
									

									Take heed; for he holds ven­geance in his hands,
									

									To hurl upon their heads that break his law.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								
								
									And that same ven­geance doth he hurl on thee,
									

									For false for­swearing and for murder too:
									

									Thou didst re­ceive the holy sac­ra­ment,
									

									To fight in quar­rel of the house of Lan­caster.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									And, like a trait­or to the name of God,
									

									Didst break that vow; and with thy treach­er­ous blade
									

									Un­rip’dst the bowels of thy sov­er­eign’s son.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								Whom thou wert sworn to cher­ish and de­fend.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									How canst thou urge God’s dread­ful law to us,
									

									When thou hast broke it in so dear de­gree?
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Alas! for whose sake did I that ill deed?
									

									For Ed­ward, for my broth­er, for his sake:
									

									Why, sirs,
									

									He sends ye not to murder me for this;
									

									For in this sin he is as deep as I.
									

									If God will be re­venged for this deed,
									

									O, know you yet, he doth it pub­licly:
									

									Take not the quar­rel from his power­ful arm;
									

									He needs no in­dir­ect nor law­less course
									

									To cut off those that have of­fen­ded him.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									Who made thee, then, a bloody min­is­ter,
									

									When gal­lant-spring­ing brave Plant­a­gen­et,
									

									That princely novice, was struck dead by thee?
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								My broth­er’s love, the dev­il, and my rage.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									Thy broth­er’s love, our duty, and thy fault,
									

									Pro­voke us hith­er now to slaughter thee.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Oh, if you love my broth­er, hate not me;
									

									I am his broth­er, and I love him well.
									

									If you be hired for meed, go back again,
									

									And I will send you to my broth­er Gloucester,
									

									Who shall re­ward you bet­ter for my life
									

									Than Ed­ward will for tid­ings of my death.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								You are de­ceived, your broth­er Gloucester hates you.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									O, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear:
									

									Go you to him from me.
								

							
						

						
								Both
								Ay, so we will.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Tell him, when that our princely fath­er York
									

									Bless’d his three sons with his vic­tori­ous arm,
									

									And charged us from his soul to love each oth­er,
									

									He little thought of this di­vided friend­ship:
									

									Bid Gloucester think of this, and he will weep.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Ay, mill­stones; as he les­son’d us to weep.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								O, do not slander him, for he is kind.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									Right,
									

									As snow in har­vest. Thou de­ceivest thy­self:
									

									’Tis he that sent us hith­er now to slaughter thee.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									It can­not be; for when I par­ted with him,
									

									He hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with sobs,
									

									That he would la­bour my de­liv­ery.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								
								
									Why, so he doth, now he de­liv­ers thee
									

									From this world’s thral­dom to the joys of heav­en.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Make peace with God, for you must die, my lord.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Hast thou that holy feel­ing in thy soul,
									

									To coun­sel me to make my peace with God,
									

									And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind,
									

									That thou wilt war with God by mur­der­ing me?
									

									Ah, sirs, con­sider, he that set you on
									

									To do this deed will hate you for the deed.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								What shall we do?
						

						
								Clar­ence
								Re­lent, and save your souls.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								Re­lent! ’tis cow­ardly and wo­man­ish.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Not to re­lent is beastly, sav­age, dev­il­ish.
									

									Which of you, if you were a prince’s son,
									

									Be­ing pent from liberty, as I am now,
									

									If two such mur­der­ers as yourselves came to you,
									

									Would not en­treat for life?
									

									My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks;
									

									O, if thine eye be not a flat­ter­er,
									

									Come thou on my side, and en­treat for me,
									

									As you would beg, were you in my dis­tress:
									

									A beg­ging prince what beg­gar pit­ies not?
								

							
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								Look be­hind you, my lord.
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									Take that, and that: if all this will not do, stabs him
									

									I’ll drown you in the malm­sey-butt with­in. Exit, with the body.
								

							
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								
								
									A bloody deed, and des­per­ately dis­patch’d!
									

									How fain, like Pi­l­ate, would I wash my hands
									

									Of this most griev­ous guilty murder done!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter First Mur­der­er.
							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									How now! what mean’st thou, that thou help’st me not?
									

									By heav­ens, the duke shall know how slack thou art!
								

							
						

						
								Second Mur­der­er
								
								
									I would he knew that I had saved his broth­er!
									

									Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say;
									

									For I re­pent me that the duke is slain. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								First Mur­der­er
								
								
									So do not I: go, cow­ard as thou art.
									

									Now must I hide his body in some hole,
									

									Un­til the duke take or­der for his buri­al:
									

									And when I have my meed, I must away;
									

									For this will out, and here I must not stay.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Lon­don. The palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Flour­ish. Enter King Ed­ward sick, Queen Eliza­beth, Dor­set, Rivers, Hast­ings, Buck­ing­ham, Grey, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								
								
									Why, so: now have I done a good day’s work:
									

									You peers, con­tin­ue this united league:
									

									I every day ex­pect an em­bas­sage
									

									From my Re­deem­er to re­deem me hence;
									

									And now in peace my soul shall part to heav­en,
									

									Since I have set my friends at peace on earth.
									

									Rivers and Hast­ings, take each oth­er’s hand;
									

									Dis­semble not your hatred, swear your love.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									By heav­en, my heart is purged from grudging hate;
									

									And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								So thrive I, as I truly swear the like!
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								
								
									Take heed you dally not be­fore your king;
									

									Lest he that is the su­preme King of kings
									

									Con­found your hid­den false­hood, and award
									

									Either of you to be the oth­er’s end.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								So prosper I, as I swear per­fect love!
						

						
								Rivers
								And I, as I love Hast­ings with my heart!
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								
								
									Madam, your­self are not ex­empt in this,
									

									Nor your son Dor­set, Buck­ing­ham, nor you;
									

									You have been fac­tious one against the oth­er.
									

									Wife, love Lord Hast­ings, let him kiss your hand;
									

									And what you do, do it un­feign­edly.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Here, Hast­ings; I will nev­er more re­mem­ber
									

									Our former hatred, so thrive I and mine!
								

							
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								Dor­set, em­brace him; Hast­ings, love lord mar­quess.
						

						
								Dor­set
								
								
									This in­ter­change of love, I here protest,
									

									Upon my part shall be un­vi­ol­able.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								And so swear I, my lord. They em­brace.
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								
								
									Now, princely Buck­ing­ham, seal thou this league
									

									With thy em­brace­ments to my wife’s al­lies,
									

									And make me happy in your unity.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Whenev­er Buck­ing­ham doth turn his hate
									

									On you or yours to the Queen, but with all du­teous love
									

									Doth cher­ish you and yours, God pun­ish me
									

									With hate in those where I ex­pect most love!
									

									When I have most need to em­ploy a friend,
									

									And most as­sured that he is a friend,
									

									Deep, hol­low, treach­er­ous, and full of guile,
									

									Be he un­to me! this do I beg of God,
									

									When I am cold in zeal to yours. They em­brace.
								

							
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								
								
									A pleas­ing cor­di­al, princely Buck­ing­ham,
									

									Is this thy vow un­to my sickly heart.
									

									There wanteth now our broth­er Gloucester here,
									

									To make the per­fect peri­od of this peace.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								And, in good time, here comes the noble duke.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Gloucester.
							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Good mor­row to my sov­er­eign king and queen;
									

									And, princely peers, a happy time of day!
								

							
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								
								
									Happy, in­deed, as we have spent the day.
									

									Broth­er, we have done deeds of char­ity;
									

									Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate,
									

									Between these swell­ing wrong-in­censed peers.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									A blessed la­bour, my most sov­er­eign liege:
									

									Amongst this princely heap, if any here,
									

									By false in­tel­li­gence, or wrong sur­mise,
									

									Hold me a foe;
									

									If I un­wit­tingly, or in my rage,
									

									Have aught com­mit­ted that is hardly borne
									

									By any in this pres­ence, I de­sire
									

									To re­con­cile me to his friendly peace:
									

									’Tis death to me to be at enmity;
									

									I hate it, and de­sire all good men’s love.
									

									First, madam, I en­treat true peace of you,
									

									Which I will pur­chase with my du­teous ser­vice;
									

									Of you, my noble cous­in Buck­ing­ham,
									

									If ever any grudge were lodged between us;
									

									Of you, Lord Rivers, and, Lord Grey, of you;
									

									That all without desert have frown’d on me;
									

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

									I do not know that Eng­lish­man alive
									

									With whom my soul is any jot at odds
									

									More than the in­fant that is born to-night:
									

									I thank my God for my hu­mil­ity.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									A holy day shall this be kept here­after:
									

									I would to God all strifes were well com­poun­ded.
									

									My sov­er­eign liege, I do be­seech your majesty
									

									To take our broth­er Clar­ence to your grace.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Why, madam, have I of­fer’d love for this,
									

									To be so flouted in this roy­al pres­ence?
									

									Who knows not that the noble duke is dead? They all start.
									

									You do him in­jury to scorn his corse.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								Who knows not he is dead! who knows he is?
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								All-see­ing heav­en, what a world is this!
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Look I so pale, Lord Dor­set, as the rest?
						

						
								Dor­set
								
								
									Ay, my good lord; and no one in this pres­ence
									

									But his red col­our hath for­sook his cheeks.
								

							
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								Is Clar­ence dead? the or­der was re­versed.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									But he, poor soul, by your first or­der died,
									

									And that a winged Mer­cury did bear;
									

									Some tardy cripple bore the coun­ter­mand,
									

									That came too lag to see him bur­ied.
									

									God grant that some, less noble and less loy­al,
									

									Near­er in bloody thoughts, but not in blood,
									

									De­serve not worse than wretched Clar­ence did,
									

									And yet go cur­rent from sus­pi­cion!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Derby.
							
						

						
								Derby
								A boon, my sov­er­eign, for my ser­vice done!
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								I pray thee, peace: my soul is full of sor­row.
						

						
								Derby
								I will not rise, un­less your high­ness grant.
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								Then speak at once what is it thou de­mand’st.
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									The for­feit, sov­er­eign, of my ser­vant’s life;
									

									Who slew to-day a right­eous gen­tle­man
									

									Lately at­tend­ant on the Duke of Nor­folk.
								

							
						

						
								King Ed­ward
								
								
									Have I a tongue to doom my broth­er’s death,
									

									And shall the same give par­don to a slave?
									

									My broth­er slew no man; his fault was thought,
									

									And yet his pun­ish­ment was cruel death.
									

									Who sued to me for him? who, in my rage,
									

									Kneel’d at my feet, and bade me be ad­vised?
									

									Who spake of broth­er­hood? who spake of love?
									

									Who told me how the poor soul did for­sake
									

									The mighty War­wick, and did fight for me?
									

									Who told me, in the field by Tewks­bury,
									

									When Ox­ford had me down, he res­cued me,
									

									And said, “Dear broth­er, live, and be a king”?
									

									Who told me, when we both lay in the field
									

									Frozen al­most to death, how he did lap me
									

									Even in his own gar­ments, and gave him­self,
									

									All thin and na­ked, to the numb cold night?
									

									All this from my re­mem­brance bru­tish wrath
									

									Sin­fully pluck’d, and not a man of you
									

									Had so much grace to put it in my mind.
									

									But when your carters or your wait­ing-vas­sals
									

									Have done a drunk­en slaughter, and de­faced
									

									The pre­cious im­age of our dear Re­deem­er,
									

									You straight are on your knees for par­don, par­don;
									

									And I, un­justly too, must grant it you:
									

									But for my broth­er not a man would speak,
									

									Nor I, un­gra­cious, speak un­to my­self
									

									For him, poor soul. The proudest of you all
									

									Have been be­hold­ing to him in his life;
									

									Yet none of you would once plead for his life.
									

									O God, I fear thy justice will take hold
									

									On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this!
									

									Come, Hast­ings, help me to my closet. Oh, poor Clar­ence! Ex­eunt some with King and Queen.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									This is the fruit of rash­ness! Mark’d you not
									

									How that the guilty kindred of the queen
									

									Look’d pale when they did hear of Clar­ence’ death?
									

									O, they did urge it still un­to the king!
									

									God will re­venge it. But come, let us in,
									

									To com­fort Ed­ward with our com­pany.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								We wait upon your grace. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Duch­ess of York, with the two chil­dren of Clar­ence.
							
						

						
								Boy
								Tell me, good gran­dam, is our fath­er dead?
						

						
								Duch­ess
								No, boy.
						

						
								Boy
								
								
									Why do you wring your hands, and beat your breast,
									

									And cry “O Clar­ence, my un­happy son!”
								

							
						

						
								Girl
								
								
									Why do you look on us, and shake your head,
									

									And call us wretches, orphans, cast­aways,
									

									If that our noble fath­er be alive?
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									My pretty cous­ins, you mis­take me much;
									

									I do lament the sick­ness of the king,
									

									As loath to lose him, not your fath­er’s death;
									

									It were lost sor­row to wail one that’s lost.
								

							
						

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

									The king my uncle is to blame for this:
									

									God will re­venge it; whom I will im­por­tune
									

									With daily pray­ers all to that ef­fect.
								

							
						

						
								Girl
								And so will I.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Peace, chil­dren, peace! the king doth love you well:
									

									In­cap­able and shal­low in­no­cents,
									

									You can­not guess who caused your fath­er’s death.
								

							
						

						
								Boy
								
								
									Gran­dam, we can; for my good uncle Gloucester
									

									Told me, the king, pro­voked by the queen,
									

									De­vised im­peach­ments to im­pris­on him:
									

									And when my uncle told me so, he wept,
									

									And hugg’d me in his arm, and kindly kiss’d my cheek;
									

									Bade me rely on him as on my fath­er,
									

									And he would love me dearly as his child.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Oh, that de­ceit should steal such gentle shapes,
									

									And with a vir­tu­ous viz­ard hide foul guile!
									

									He is my son; yea, and therein my shame;
									

									Yet from my dugs he drew not this de­ceit.
								

							
						

						
								Boy
								Think you my uncle did dis­semble, gran­dam?
						

						
								Duch­ess
								Ay, boy.
						

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

						
								
								
								Enter Queen Eliza­beth, with her hair about her ears; Rivers, and Dor­set after her.
							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Oh, who shall hinder me to wail and weep,
									

									To chide my for­tune, and tor­ment my­self?
									

									I’ll join with black des­pair against my soul,
									

									And to my­self be­come an en­emy.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								What means this scene of rude im­pa­tience?
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									To make an act of tra­gic vi­ol­ence:
									

									Ed­ward, my lord, your son, our king, is dead.
									

									Why grow the branches now the root is with­er’d?
									

									Why with­er not the leaves the sap be­ing gone?
									

									If you will live, lament; if die, be brief,
									

									That our swift-winged souls may catch the king’s;
									

									Or, like obed­i­ent sub­jects, fol­low him
									

									To his new king­dom of per­petu­al rest.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Ah, so much in­terest have I in thy sor­row
									

									As I had title in thy noble hus­band!
									

									I have be­wept a worthy hus­band’s death,
									

									And lived by look­ing on his im­ages:
									

									But now two mir­rors of his princely semb­lance
									

									Are crack’d in pieces by ma­lig­nant death,
									

									And I for com­fort have but one false glass,
									

									Which grieves me when I see my shame in him.
									

									Thou art a wid­ow; yet thou art a moth­er,
									

									And hast the com­fort of thy chil­dren left thee:
									

									But death hath snatch’d my hus­band from mine arms,
									

									And pluck’d two crutches from my feeble limbs,
									

									Ed­ward and Clar­ence. O, what cause have I,
									

									Thine be­ing but a moi­ety of my grief,
									

									To overgo thy plaints and drown thy cries!
								

							
						

						
								Boy
								
								
									Good aunt, you wept not for our fath­er’s death;
									

									How can we aid you with our kindred tears?
								

							
						

						
								Girl
								
								
									Our fath­er­less dis­tress was left un­moan’d;
									

									Your wid­ow-dol­our like­wise be un­wept!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Give me no help in lam­ent­a­tion;
									

									I am not bar­ren to bring forth com­plaints:
									

									All springs re­duce their cur­rents to mine eyes,
									

									That I, be­ing gov­ern’d by the wa­tery moon,
									

									May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world!
									

									Oh for my hus­band, for my dear lord Ed­ward!
								

							
						

						
								Chil­dren
								Oh for our fath­er, for our dear lord Clar­ence!
						

						
								Duch­ess
								Alas for both, both mine, Ed­ward and Clar­ence!
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								What stay had I but Ed­ward? and he’s gone.
						

						
								Chil­dren
								What stay had we but Clar­ence? and he’s gone.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								What stays had I but they? and they are gone.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Was nev­er wid­ow had so dear a loss!
						

						
								Chil­dren
								Were nev­er orphans had so dear a loss!
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Was nev­er moth­er had so dear a loss!
									

									Alas, I am the moth­er of these moans!
									

									Their woes are par­cell’d, mine are gen­er­al.
									

									She for an Ed­ward weeps, and so do I;
									

									I for a Clar­ence weep, so doth not she:
									

									These babes for Clar­ence weep, and so do I;
									

									I for an Ed­ward weep, so do not they:
									

									Alas, you three, on me, threefold dis­tress’d,
									

									Pour all your tears! I am your sor­row’s nurse,
									

									And I will pamper it with lam­ent­a­tions.
								

							
						

						
								Dor­set
								
								
									Com­fort, dear moth­er: God is much dis­pleased
									

									That you take with un­thank­ful­ness his do­ing:
									

									In com­mon worldly things, ’tis call’d un­grate­ful,
									

									With dull un­wil­lig­ness to re­pay a debt
									

									Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent;
									

									Much more to be thus op­pos­ite with heav­en,
									

									For it re­quires the roy­al debt it lent you.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									Madam, be­think you, like a care­ful moth­er,
									

									Of the young prince your son: send straight for him;
									

									Let him be crown’d; in him your com­fort lives:
									

									Drown des­per­ate sor­row in dead Ed­ward’s grave,
									

									And plant your joys in liv­ing Ed­ward’s throne.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Gloucester, Buck­ing­ham, Derby, Hast­ings, and Ratcliff.
							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Madam, have com­fort: all of us have cause
									

									To wail the dim­ming of our shin­ing star;
									

									But none can cure their harms by wail­ing them.
									

									Madam, my moth­er, I do cry you mercy;
									

									I did not see your grace: humbly on my knee
									

									I crave your bless­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									God bless thee; and put meek­ness in thy mind,
									

									Love, char­ity, obed­i­ence, and true duty!
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Aside. Amen; and make me die a good old man!
									

									That is the butt-end of a moth­er’s bless­ing:
									

									I mar­vel why her grace did leave it out.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									You cloudy princes and heart-sor­row­ing peers,
									

									That bear this mu­tu­al heavy load of moan,
									

									Now cheer each oth­er in each oth­er’s love:
									

									Though we have spent our har­vest of this king,
									

									We are to reap the har­vest of his son.
									

									The broken ran­cour of your high-swoln hearts,
									

									But lately splinter’d, knit, and join’d to­geth­er,
									

									Must gently be pre­served, cher­ish’d, and kept:
									

									Me seemeth good, that, with some little train,
									

									Forth­with from Lud­low the young prince be fetch’d
									

									Hith­er to Lon­don, to be crown’d our king.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								Why with some little train, my Lord of Buck­ing­ham?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Marry, my lord, lest, by a mul­ti­tude,
									

									The new-heal’d wound of malice should break out;
									

									Which would be so much the more dan­ger­ous,
									

									By how much the es­tate is green and yet un­gov­ern’d:
									

									Where every horse bears his com­mand­ing rein,
									

									And may dir­ect his course as please him­self,
									

									As well the fear of harm, as harm ap­par­ent,
									

									In my opin­ion, ought to be pre­ven­ted.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I hope the king made peace with all of us;
									

									And the com­pact is firm and true in me.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									And so in me; and so, I think, in all:
									

									Yet, since it is but green, it should be put
									

									To no ap­par­ent like­li­hood of breach,
									

									Which haply by much com­pany might be urged:
									

									There­fore I say with noble Buck­ing­ham,
									

									That it is meet so few should fetch the prince.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								And so say I.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Then be it so; and go we to de­term­ine
									

									Who they shall be that straight shall post to Lud­low.
									

									Madam, and you, my moth­er, will you go
									

									To give your cen­sures in this weighty busi­ness?
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth

							Duch­ess
								With all our hearts. Ex­eunt all but Buck­ing­ham and Gloucester.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									My lord, who­ever jour­neys to the prince.
									

									For God’s sake, let not us two be be­hind;
									

									For, by the way, I’ll sort oc­ca­sion,
									

									As in­dex to the story we late talk’d of,
									

									To part the queen’s proud kindred from the king.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									My oth­er self, my coun­sel’s con­sist­ory,
									

									My or­acle, my proph­et! My dear cous­in,
									

									I, like a child, will go by thy dir­ec­tion.
									

									To­wards Lud­low then, for we’ll not stay be­hind. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Lon­don. A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter two Cit­izens, meet­ing.
							
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								Neigh­bour, well met: whith­er away so fast?
						

						
								Second Cit­izen
								
								
									I prom­ise you, I scarcely know my­self:
									

									Hear you the news abroad?
								

							
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								Ay, that the king is dead.
						

						
								Second Cit­izen
								
								
									Bad news, by’r lady; sel­dom comes the bet­ter:
									

									I fear, I fear ’twill prove a troub­lous world.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter an­oth­er Cit­izen.
							
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								Neigh­bours, God speed!
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								Give you good mor­row, sir.
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								Doth this news hold of good King Ed­ward’s death?
						

						
								Second Cit­izen
								Ay, sir, it is too true; God help the while!
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								Then, mas­ters, look to see a troub­lous world.
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								No, no; by God’s good grace his son shall reign.
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								Woe to the land that’s gov­ern’d by a child!
						

						
								Second Cit­izen
								
								
									In him there is a hope of gov­ern­ment,
									

									That in his non­age coun­cil un­der him,
									

									And in his full and ripen’d years him­self,
									

									No doubt, shall then and till then gov­ern well.
								

							
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								
								
									So stood the state when Henry the Sixth
									

									Was crown’d in Par­is but at nine months old.
								

							
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								
								
									Stood the state so? No, no, good friends, God wot;
									

									For then this land was fam­ously en­rich’d
									

									With polit­ic grave coun­sel; then the king
									

									Had vir­tu­ous uncles to pro­tect his grace.
								

							
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								Why, so hath this, both by the fath­er and moth­er.
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								
								
									Bet­ter it were they all came by the fath­er,
									

									Or by the fath­er there were none at all;
									

									For emu­la­tion now, who shall be nearest,
									

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

									O, full of danger is the Duke of Gloucester!
									

									And the queen’s sons and broth­ers haught and proud:
									

									And were they to be ruled, and not to rule,
									

									This sickly land might solace as be­fore.
								

							
						

						
								First Cit­izen
								Come, come, we fear the worst; all shall be well.
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								
								
									When clouds ap­pear, wise men put on their cloaks;
									

									When great leaves fall, the winter is at hand;
									

									When the sun sets, who doth not look for night?
									

									Un­timely storms make men ex­pect a dearth.
									

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

									’Tis more than we de­serve, or I ex­pect.
								

							
						

						
								Second Cit­izen
								
								
									Truly, the souls of men are full of dread:
									

									Ye can­not reas­on al­most with a man
									

									That looks not heav­ily and full of fear.
								

							
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								
								
									Be­fore the times of change, still is it so:
									

									By a di­vine in­stinct men’s minds mis­trust
									

									En­su­ing dangers; as, by proof, we see
									

									The wa­ters swell be­fore a bois­ter­ous storm.
									

									But leave it all to God. Whith­er away?
								

							
						

						
								Second Cit­izen
								Marry, we were sent for to the justices.
						

						
								Third Cit­izen
								And so was I: I’ll bear you com­pany. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Lon­don. The palace.

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

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Last night, I hear, they lay at Northamp­ton;
									

									At Stony-Strat­ford will they be to-night:
									

									To-mor­row, or next day, they will be here.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									I long with all my heart to see the prince:
									

									I hope he is much grown since last I saw him.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									But I hear, no; they say my son of York
									

									Hath al­most overta’en him in his growth.
								

							
						

						
								York
								Ay, moth­er; but I would not have it so.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								Why, my young cous­in, it is good to grow.
						

						
								York
								
								
									Gran­dam, one night, as we did sit at sup­per,
									

									My uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow
									

									More than my broth­er: “Ay,” quoth my uncle Gloucester,
									

									“Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace:”
									

									And since, me­thinks, I would not grow so fast,
									

									Be­cause sweet flowers are slow and weeds make haste.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Good faith, good faith, the say­ing did not hold
									

									In him that did ob­ject the same to thee:
									

									He was the wretched’st thing when he was young,
									

									So long a-grow­ing and so leis­urely,
									

									That, if this rule were true, he should be gra­cious.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								Why, madam, so, no doubt, he is.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								I hope he is; but yet let moth­ers doubt.
						

						
								York
								
								
									Now, by my troth, if I had been re­mem­ber’d,
									

									I could have giv­en my uncle’s grace a flout,
									

									To touch his growth near­er than he touch’d mine.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								How, my pretty York? I pray thee, let me hear it.
						

						
								York
								
								
									Marry, they say my uncle grew so fast
									

									That he could gnaw a crust at two hours old:
									

									’Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth.
									

									Gran­dam, this would have been a bit­ing jest.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								I pray thee, pretty York, who told thee this?
						

						
								York
								Gran­dam, his nurse.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								His nurse! why, she was dead ere thou wert born.
						

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

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								A par­lous boy: go to, you are too shrewd.
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								Good madam, be not angry with the child.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Pitch­ers have ears.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								Here comes a mes­sen­ger. What news?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								Such news, my lord, as grieves me to un­fold.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								How fares the prince?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								Well, madam, and in health.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								What is thy news then?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									Lord Rivers and Lord Grey are sent to Pom­fret,
									

									With them Sir Thomas Vaughan, pris­on­ers.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								Who hath com­mit­ted them?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									The mighty dukes
									

									Gloucester and Buck­ing­ham.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								For what of­fence?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									The sum of all I can, I have dis­closed;
									

									Why or for what these nobles were com­mit­ted
									

									Is all un­known to me, my gra­cious lady.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Ay me, I see the down­fall of our house!
									

									The ti­ger now hath seized the gentle hind;
									

									In­sult­ing tyranny be­gins to jet
									

									Upon the in­no­cent and awe­less throne:
									

									Wel­come, de­struc­tion, death, and mas­sacre!
									

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

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Ac­cursed and un­quiet wrangling days,
									

									How many of you have mine eyes be­held!
									

									My hus­band lost his life to get the crown;
									

									And of­ten up and down my sons were toss’d,
									

									For me to joy and weep their gain and loss:
									

									And be­ing seated, and do­mest­ic broils
									

									Clean over-blown, them­selves, the con­quer­ors,
									

									Make war upon them­selves; blood against blood,
									

									Self against self: O, pre­pos­ter­ous
									

									And frantic out­rage, end thy damned spleen;
									

									Or let me die, to look on death no more!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Come, come, my boy; we will to sanc­tu­ary.
									

									Madam, farewell.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								I’ll go along with you.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								You have no cause.
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									My gra­cious lady, go;
									

									And thith­er bear your treas­ure and your goods.
									

									For my part, I’ll resign un­to your grace
									

									The seal I keep: and so betide to me
									

									As well I tender you and all of yours!
									

									Come, I’ll con­duct you to the sanc­tu­ary. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Lon­don. A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								The trum­pets sound. Enter the young Prince, the Dukes ofGloucester and Buck­ing­ham, Car­din­al Bourchi­er, Catesby, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Wel­come, sweet prince, to Lon­don, to your cham­ber.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Wel­come, dear cous­in, my thoughts’ sov­er­eign:
									

									The weary way hath made you mel­an­choly.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									No, uncle; but our crosses on the way
									

									Have made it te­di­ous, wear­i­some, and heavy:
									

									I want more uncles here to wel­come me.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Sweet prince, the un­tain­ted vir­tue of your years
									

									Hath not yet dived in­to the world’s de­ceit:
									

									Nor more can you dis­tin­guish of a man
									

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

									Sel­dom or nev­er jum­peth with the heart.
									

									Those uncles which you want were dan­ger­ous;
									

									Your grace at­ten­ded to their sug­ar’d words,
									

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

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

							
						

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

						
								Gloucester
								My lord, the may­or of Lon­don comes to greet you.
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Lord May­or, and his train.
							
						

						
								May­or
								God bless your grace with health and happy days!
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									I thank you, good my lord; and thank you all.
									

									I thought my moth­er, and my broth­er York,
									

									Would long ere this have met us on the way:
									

									Fie, what a slug is Hast­ings, that he comes not
									

									To tell us wheth­er they will come or no!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord Hast­ings.
							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								And, in good time, here comes the sweat­ing lord.
						

						
								Prince
								Wel­come, my lord: what, will our moth­er come?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									On what oc­ca­sion, God he knows, not I,
									

									The queen your moth­er, and your broth­er York,
									

									Have taken sanc­tu­ary: the tender prince
									

									Would fain have come with me to meet your grace,
									

									But by his moth­er was per­force with­held.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Fie, what an in­dir­ect and peev­ish course
									

									Is this of hers! Lord car­din­al, will your grace
									

									Per­suade the queen to send the Duke of York
									

									Un­to his princely broth­er presently?
									

									If she deny, Lord Hast­ings, go with him,
									

									And from her jeal­ous arms pluck him per­force.
								

							
						

						
								Car­din­al
								
								
									My Lord of Buck­ing­ham, if my weak oratory
									

									Can from his moth­er win the Duke of York,
									

									Anon ex­pect him here; but if she be ob­dur­ate
									

									To mild en­treat­ies, God in heav­en for­bid
									

									We should in­fringe the holy priv­ilege
									

									Of blessed sanc­tu­ary! not for all this land
									

									Would I be guilty of so deep a sin.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									You are too sense­less-ob­stin­ate, my lord,
									

									Too ce­re­mo­ni­ous and tra­di­tion­al:
									

									Weigh it but with the gross­ness of this age,
									

									You break not sanc­tu­ary in seiz­ing him.
									

									The be­ne­fit there­of is al­ways gran­ted
									

									To those whose deal­ings have de­served the place,
									

									And those who have the wit to claim the place:
									

									This prince hath neither claim’d it nor de­served it;
									

									And there­fore, in mine opin­ion, can­not have it:
									

									Then, tak­ing him from thence that is not there,
									

									You break no priv­ilege nor charter there.
									

									Oft have I heard of sanc­tu­ary men;
									

									But sanc­tu­ary chil­dren ne’er till now.
								

							
						

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

									Come on, Lord Hast­ings, will you go with me?
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								I go, my lord.
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									Good lords, make all the speedy haste you may. Ex­eunt Car­din­al and Hast­ings.
									

									Say, uncle Gloucester, if our broth­er come,
									

									Where shall we so­journ till our coron­a­tion?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Where it seems best un­to your roy­al self.
									

									If I may coun­sel you, some day or two
									

									Your high­ness shall re­pose you at the Tower:
									

									Then where you please, and shall be thought most fit
									

									For your best health and re­cre­ation.
								

							
						

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

									Did Ju­li­us Caesar build that place, my lord?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									He did, my gra­cious lord, be­gin that place;
									

									Which, since, suc­ceed­ing ages have re-edi­fied.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									Is it upon re­cord, or else re­por­ted
									

									Suc­cess­ively from age to age, he built it?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Upon re­cord, my gra­cious lord.
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									But say, my lord, it were not re­gister’d,
									

									Me­thinks the truth should live from age to age,
									

									As ’twere re­tail’d to all pos­ter­ity,
									

									Even to the gen­er­al all-end­ing day.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Aside. So wise so young, they say, do nev­er live long.
						

						
								Prince
								What say you, uncle?
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I say, without char­ac­ters, fame lives long.
									

									Aside. Thus, like the form­al vice, Iniquity,
									

									I mor­al­ize two mean­ings in one word.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									That Ju­li­us Caesar was a fam­ous man;
									

									With what his valour did en­rich his wit,
									

									His wit set down to make his valour live:
									

									Death makes no con­quest of this con­quer­or;
									

									For now he lives in fame, though not in life.
									

									I’ll tell you what, my cous­in Buck­ing­ham—
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								What, my gra­cious lord?
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									An if I live un­til I be a man,
									

									I’ll win our an­cient right in France again,
									

									Or die a sol­dier, as I lived a king.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Aside. Short sum­mers lightly have a for­ward spring.
						

						
								
								
								Enter young York, Hast­ings, and the Car­din­al.
							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Now, in good time, here comes the Duke of York.
						

						
								Prince
								Richard of York! how fares our lov­ing broth­er?
						

						
								York
								Well, my dread lord; so must I call you now.
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									Ay, broth­er, to our grief, as it is yours:
									

									Too late he died that might have kept that title,
									

									Which by his death hath lost much majesty.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								How fares our cous­in, noble Lord of York?
						

						
								York
								
								
									I thank you, gentle uncle. O, my lord,
									

									You said that idle weeds are fast in growth:
									

									The prince my broth­er hath out­grown me far.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								He hath, my lord.
						

						
								York
								And there­fore is he idle?
						

						
								Gloucester
								O, my fair cous­in, I must not say so.
						

						
								York
								Then is he more be­hold­ing to you than I.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									He may com­mand me as my sov­er­eign;
									

									But you have power in me as in a kins­man.
								

							
						

						
								York
								I pray you, uncle, give me this dag­ger.
						

						
								Gloucester
								My dag­ger, little cous­in? with all my heart.
						

						
								Prince
								A beg­gar, broth­er?
						

						
								York
								
								
									Of my kind uncle, that I know will give;
									

									And be­ing but a toy, which is no grief to give.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								A great­er gift than that I’ll give my cous­in.
						

						
								York
								A great­er gift! O, that’s the sword to it.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Ay, gentle cous­in, were it light enough.
						

						
								York
								
								
									O, then, I see, you will part but with light gifts;
									

									In weight­i­er things you’ll say a beg­gar nay.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								It is too heavy for your grace to wear.
						

						
								York
								I weigh it lightly, were it heav­ier.
						

						
								Gloucester
								What, would you have my weapon, little lord?
						

						
								York
								I would, that I might thank you as you call me.
						

						
								Gloucester
								How?
						

						
								York
								Little.
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									My Lord of York will still be cross in talk:
									

									Uncle, your grace knows how to bear with him.
								

							
						

						
								York
								
								
									You mean, to bear me, not to bear with me:
									

									Uncle, my broth­er mocks both you and me;
									

									Be­cause that I am little, like an ape,
									

									He thinks that you should bear me on your shoulders.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									With what a sharp-provided wit he reas­ons!
									

									To mit­ig­ate the scorn he gives his uncle,
									

									He pret­tily and aptly taunts him­self:
									

									So cun­ning and so young is won­der­ful.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									My lord, will’t please you pass along?
									

									My­self and my good cous­in Buck­ing­ham
									

									Will to your moth­er, to en­treat of her
									

									To meet you at the Tower and wel­come you.
								

							
						

						
								York
								What, will you go un­to the Tower, my lord?
						

						
								Prince
								My lord pro­tect­or needs will have it so.
						

						
								York
								I shall not sleep in quiet at the Tower.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Why, what should you fear?
						

						
								York
								
								
									Marry, my uncle Clar­ence’ angry ghost:
									

									My gran­dam told me he was murder’d there.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								I fear no uncles dead.
						

						
								Gloucester
								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 Tower. A Sen­net. Ex­eunt all but Gloucester, Buck­ing­ham and Catesby.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Think you, my lord, this little prat­ing York
									

									Was not in­censed by his subtle moth­er
									

									To taunt and scorn you thus op­pro­bri­ously?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									No doubt, no doubt: O, ’tis a par­lous boy;
									

									Bold, quick, in­geni­ous, for­ward, cap­able:
									

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

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Well, let them rest. Come hith­er, Catesby.
									

									Thou art sworn as deeply to ef­fect what we in­tend
									

									As closely to con­ceal what we im­part:
									

									Thou know’st our reas­ons urged upon the way;
									

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

									To make Wil­li­am Lord Hast­ings of our mind,
									

									For the in­stal­ment of this noble duke
									

									In the seat roy­al of this fam­ous isle?
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									He for his fath­er’s sake so loves the prince,
									

									That he will not be won to aught against him.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								What think’st thou, then, of Stan­ley? what will he?
						

						
								Catesby
								He will do all in all as Hast­ings doth.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Well, then, no more but this: go, gentle Catesby,
									

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

									How doth he stand af­fected to our pur­pose;
									

									And sum­mon him to-mor­row to the Tower,
									

									To sit about the coron­a­tion.
									

									If thou dost find him tract­able to us,
									

									En­cour­age him, and show him all our reas­ons:
									

									If he be leaden, icy-cold, un­will­ing,
									

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

									And give us no­tice of his in­clin­a­tion:
									

									For we to-mor­row hold di­vided coun­cils,
									

									Wherein thy­self shalt highly be em­ploy’d.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Com­mend me to Lord Wil­li­am: tell him, Catesby,
									

									His an­cient knot of dan­ger­ous ad­versar­ies
									

									To-mor­row are let blood at Pom­fret-castle;
									

									And bid my friend, for joy of this good news,
									

									Give Mis­tress Shore one gentle kiss the more.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Good Catesby, go, ef­fect this busi­ness soundly.
						

						
								Catesby
								My good lords both, with all the heed I may.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we sleep?
						

						
								Catesby
								You shall, my lord.
						

						
								Gloucester
								At Crosby Place, there shall you find us both. Exit Catesby.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we per­ceive
									

									Lord Hast­ings will not yield to our com­plots?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Chop off his head, man; some­what 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 stood pos­sess’d.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								I’ll claim that prom­ise at your grace’s hands.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									And look to have it yiel­ded with all will­ing­ness.
									

									Come, let us sup be­times, that af­ter­wards
									

									We may di­gest our com­plots in some form. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Be­fore Lord Hast­ings’ house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								What, ho! my lord!
						

						
								Hast­ings
								With­in. Who knocks at the door?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								A mes­sen­ger from the Lord Stan­ley.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord Hast­ings.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								What is’t o’clock?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								Upon the stroke of four.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Can­not thy mas­ter sleep these te­di­ous nights?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									So it should seem by that I have to say.
									

									First, he com­mends him to your noble lord­ship.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								And then?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									And then he sends you word
									

									He dreamt to-night the boar had razed his helm:
									

									Be­sides, he says there are two coun­cils held;
									

									And that may be de­term­ined at the one
									

									which may make you and him to rue at the oth­er.
									

									There­fore he sends to know your lord­ship’s pleas­ure,
									

									If presently you will take horse with him,
									

									And with all speed post with him to­ward the north,
									

									To shun the danger that his soul di­vines.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Go, fel­low, go, re­turn un­to thy lord;
									

									Bid him not fear the sep­ar­ated coun­cils:
									

									His hon­our and my­self are at the one,
									

									And at the oth­er is my ser­vant Catesby;
									

									Where noth­ing can pro­ceed that toucheth us
									

									Where­of I shall not have in­tel­li­gence.
									

									Tell him his fears are shal­low, want­ing in­stance:
									

									And for his dreams, I won­der he is so fond
									

									To trust the mock­ery of un­quiet slum­bers:
									

									To fly the boar be­fore the boar pur­sues,
									

									Were to in­cense the boar to fol­low us
									

									And make pur­suit where he did mean no chase.
									

									Go, bid thy mas­ter rise and come to me;
									

									And we will both to­geth­er to the Tower,
									

									Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly.
								

							
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								My gra­cious lord, I’ll tell him what you say. Exit.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Catesby.
							
						

						
								Catesby
								Many good mor­rows to my noble lord!
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Good mor­row, Catesby; you are early stir­ring:
									

									What news, what news, in this our tot­ter­ing state?
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									It is a reel­ing world, in­deed, my lord;
									

									And I be­lieve ’twill nev­er stand up­right
									

									Till Richard wear the gar­land of the realm.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								How! wear the gar­land! dost thou mean the crown?
						

						
								Catesby
								Ay, my good lord.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									I’ll have this crown of mine cut from my shoulders
									

									Ere I will see the crown so foul mis­placed.
									

									But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it?
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									Ay, on my life; and hopes to find you for­ward
									

									Upon his party for the gain there­of:
									

									And thereupon he sends you this good news,
									

									That this same very day your en­emies,
									

									The kindred of the queen, must die at Pom­fret.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									In­deed, I am no mourn­er for that news,
									

									Be­cause they have been still mine en­emies:
									

									But, that I’ll give my voice on Richard’s side,
									

									To bar my mas­ter’s heirs in true des­cent,
									

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

							
						

						
								Catesby
								God keep your lord­ship in that gra­cious mind!
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month hence,
									

									That they who brought me in my mas­ter’s hate,
									

									I live to look upon their tragedy.
									

									I tell thee, Catesby—
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								What, my lord?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Ere a fort­night make me eld­er,
									

									I’ll send some pack­ing that yet think not on it.
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									’Tis a vile thing to die, my gra­cious lord,
									

									When men are un­pre­pared and look not for it.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									O mon­strous, mon­strous! and so falls it out
									

									With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey: and so ’twill do
									

									With some men else, who think them­selves as safe
									

									As thou and I; who, as thou know’st, are dear
									

									To princely Richard and to Buck­ing­ham.
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									The princes both make high ac­count of you;
									

									Aside. For they ac­count his head upon the bridge.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								I know they do; and I have well de­served it.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord Stan­ley.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Come on, come on; where is your boar-spear, man?
									

									Fear you the boar, and go so un­provided?
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									My lord, good mor­row; good mor­row, Catesby:
									

									You may jest on, but, by the holy rood,
									

									I do not like these sev­er­al coun­cils, I.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									My lord,
									

									I hold my life as dear as you do yours;
									

									And nev­er in my life, I do protest,
									

									Was it more pre­cious to me than ’tis now:
									

									Think you, but that I know our state se­cure,
									

									I would be so tri­umphant as I am?
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									The lords at Pom­fret, when they rode from Lon­don,
									

									Were joc­und, and sup­posed their state was sure,
									

									And they in­deed had no cause to mis­trust;
									

									But yet, you see how soon the day o’er­cast.
									

									This sud­den stab of ran­cour I mis­doubt:
									

									Pray God, I say, I prove a need­less cow­ard!
									

									What, shall we to­ward the Tower? the day is spent.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Come, come, have with you. Wot you what, my lord?
									

									To-day the lords you talk of are be­headed.
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									They, for their truth, might bet­ter wear their heads
									

									Than some that have ac­cused them wear their hats.
									

									But come, my lord, let us away.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Pur­suivant.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Go on be­fore; I’ll talk with this good fel­low. Ex­eunt Stan­ley and Catesby.
									

									How now, sir­rah! how goes the world with thee?
								

							
						

						
								Pur­suivant
								The bet­ter that your lord­ship please to ask.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									I tell thee, man, ’tis bet­ter with me now
									

									Than when I met thee last where now we meet:
									

									Then was I go­ing pris­on­er to the Tower,
									

									By the sug­ges­tion of the queen’s al­lies;
									

									But now, I tell thee—keep it to thy­self—
									

									This day those en­emies are put to death,
									

									And I in bet­ter state than e’er I was.
								

							
						

						
								Pur­suivant
								God hold it, to your hon­our’s good con­tent!
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Gramercy, fel­low: there, drink that for me. Throws him his purse.
						

						
								Pur­suivant
								God save your lord­ship! Exit.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Priest.
							
						

						
								Priest
								Well met, my lord; I am glad to see your hon­our.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									I thank thee, good Sir John, with all my heart.
									

									I am in your debt for your last ex­er­cise;
									

									Come the next Sab­bath, and I will con­tent you. He whis­pers in his ear.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Buck­ing­ham.
							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									What, talk­ing with a priest, lord cham­ber­lain?
									

									Your friends at Pom­fret, they do need the priest;
									

									Your hon­our hath no shriv­ing work in hand.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Good faith, and when I met this holy man,
									

									Those men you talk of came in­to my mind.
									

									What, go you to­ward the Tower?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									I do, my lord; but long I shall not stay:
									

									I shall re­turn be­fore your lord­ship thence.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								’Tis like enough, for I stay din­ner there.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Aside. And sup­per too, al­though thou know’st it not.
									

									Come, will you go?
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								I’ll wait upon your lord­ship. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Pom­fret Castle.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Sir Richard Ratcliff, with hal­berds, car­ry­ing Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan to death.
							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								Come, bring forth the pris­on­ers.
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this:
									

									To-day shalt thou be­hold a sub­ject die
									

									For truth, for duty, and for loy­alty.
								

							
						

						
								Grey
								
								
									God keep the prince from all the pack of you!
									

									A knot you are of damned blood-suck­ers.
								

							
						

						
								Vaughan
								You live that shall cry woe for this here­after.
						

						
								Ratcliff
								Dis­patch; the lim­it of your lives is out.
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									O Pom­fret, Pom­fret! O thou bloody pris­on,
									

									Fatal and omin­ous to noble peers!
									

									With­in the guilty clos­ure of thy walls
									

									Richard the second here was hack’d to death;
									

									And, for more slander to thy dis­mal seat,
									

									We give thee up our guilt­less blood to drink.
								

							
						

						
								Grey
								
								
									Now Mar­garet’s curse is fall’n upon our heads,
									

									For stand­ing by when Richard stabb’d her son.
								

							
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									Then cursed she Hast­ings, then cursed she Buck­ing­ham,
									

									Then cursed she Richard. O, re­mem­ber, God,
									

									To hear her pray­ers for them, as now for us!
									

									And for my sis­ter and her princely sons,
									

									Be sat­is­fied, dear God, with our true blood,
									

									Which, as thou know’st, un­justly must be spilt.
								

							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								Make haste; the hour of death is ex­pi­ate.
						

						
								Rivers
								
								
									Come, Grey, come, Vaughan, let us all em­brace:
									

									And take our leave, un­til we meet in heav­en. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				The Tower of Lon­don.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Buck­ing­ham, Derby, Hast­ings, the Bish­op of Ely, Ratcliff, Lovel, with oth­ers, and take their seats at a table.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									My lords, at once: the cause why we are met
									

									Is, to de­term­ine of the coron­a­tion.
									

									In God’s name, speak: when is the roy­al day?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Are all things fit­ting for that roy­al time?
						

						
								Derby
								It is, and wants but nom­in­a­tion.
						

						
								Ely
								To-mor­row, then, I judge a happy day.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Who knows the lord pro­tect­or’s mind herein?
									

									Who is most in­ward with the noble duke?
								

							
						

						
								Ely
								Your grace, we think, should soon­est know his mind.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Who, I, my lord! we know each oth­er’s faces,
									

									But for our hearts, he knows no more of mine,
									

									Than I of yours;
									

									Nor I no more of his, than you of mine.
									

									Lord Hast­ings, you and he are near in love.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									I thank his grace, I know he loves me well;
									

									But, for his pur­pose in the coron­a­tion,
									

									I have not soun­ded him, nor he de­liv­er’d
									

									His gra­cious pleas­ure any way therein:
									

									But you, my noble lords, may name the time;
									

									And in the duke’s be­half I’ll give my voice,
									

									Which, I pre­sume, he’ll take in gentle part.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Gloucester.
							
						

						
								Ely
								Now in good time, here comes the duke him­self.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									My noble lords and cous­ins all, good mor­row.
									

									I have been long a sleep­er; but, I hope,
									

									My ab­sence doth neg­lect no great designs,
									

									Which by my pres­ence might have been con­cluded.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Had not you come upon your cue, my lord,
									

									Wil­li­am Lord Hast­ings had pro­nounced your part—
									

									I mean, your voice—for crown­ing of the king.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Than my Lord Hast­ings no man might be bolder;
									

									His lord­ship knows me well, and loves me well.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								I thank your grace.
						

						
								Gloucester
								My lord of Ely!
						

						
								Ely
								My lord?
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									When I was last in Hol­born,
									

									I saw good straw­ber­ries in your garden there:
									

									I do be­seech you send for some of them.
								

							
						

						
								Ely
								Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. Exit.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Cous­in of Buck­ing­ham, a word with you. Draw­ing him aside.
									

									Catesby hath soun­ded Hast­ings in our busi­ness,
									

									And finds the testy gen­tle­man so hot,
									

									As he will lose his head ere give con­sent
									

									His mas­ter’s son, as wor­ship­ful as he terms it,
									

									Shall lose the roy­alty of Eng­land’s throne.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								With­draw you hence, my lord, I’ll fol­low you. Exit Gloucester, Buck­ing­ham fol­low­ing.
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									We have not yet set down this day of tri­umph.
									

									To-mor­row, in mine opin­ion, is too sud­den;
									

									For I my­self am not so well provided
									

									As else I would be, were the day pro­long’d.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Bish­op of Ely.
							
						

						
								Ely
								Where is my lord pro­tect­or? I have sent for these straw­ber­ries.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									His grace looks cheer­fully and smooth to-day;
									

									There’s some con­ceit or oth­er likes him well,
									

									When he doth bid good mor­row with such a spir­it.
									

									I think there’s nev­er a man in Christen­dom
									

									That can less hide his love or hate than he;
									

									For by his face straight shall you know his heart.
								

							
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									What of his heart per­ceive you in his face
									

									By any like­li­hood he show’d to-day?
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Marry, that with no man here he is of­fen­ded;
									

									For, were he, he had shown it in his looks.
								

							
						

						
								Derby
								I pray God he be not, I say.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Gloucester and Buck­ing­ham.
							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I pray you all, tell me what they de­serve
									

									That do con­spire my death with dev­il­ish plots
									

									Of damned witch­craft, and that have pre­vail’d
									

									Upon my body with their hellish charms?
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									The tender love I bear your grace, my lord,
									

									Makes me most for­ward in this noble pres­ence
									

									To doom the of­fend­ers, what­so­ever they be:
									

									I say, my lord, they have de­served death.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Then be your eyes the wit­ness of this ill:
									

									See how I am be­witch’d; be­hold mine arm
									

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

									And this is Ed­ward’s wife, that mon­strous witch,
									

									Con­sor­ted with that har­lot strum­pet Shore,
									

									That by their witch­craft thus have marked me.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								If they have done this thing, my gra­cious lord—
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									If! thou pro­tect­or of this damned strum­pet,
									

									Tell­est thou me of “ifs”? Thou art a trait­or:
									

									Off with his head! Now, by Saint Paul I swear,
									

									I will not dine un­til I see the same.
									

									Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done:
									

									The rest, that love me, rise and fol­low me. Ex­eunt all but Hast­ings, Ratcliff, and Lovel.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Woe, woe for Eng­land! not a whit for me;
									

									For I, too fond, might have pre­ven­ted this.
									

									Stan­ley did dream the boar did raze his helm;
									

									But I dis­dain’d it, and did scorn to fly:
									

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

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

									As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house.
									

									O, now I want the priest that spake to me:
									

									I now re­pent I told the pur­suivant,
									

									As ’twere tri­umph­ing at mine en­emies,
									

									How they at Pom­fret bloodily were butcher’d,
									

									And I my­self se­cure in grace and fa­vour.
									

									O Mar­garet, Mar­garet, now thy heavy curse
									

									Is lighted on poor Hast­ings’ wretched head!
								

							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								
								
									Dis­patch, my lord; the duke would be at din­ner:
									

									Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									O mo­ment­ary grace of mor­tal men,
									

									Which we more hunt for than the grace of God!
									

									Who builds his hopes in air of your good looks,
									

									Lives like a drunk­en sail­or on a mast,
									

									Ready, with every nod, to tumble down
									

									In­to the fatal bowels of the deep.
								

							
						

						
								Lovel
								Come, come, dis­patch; ’tis boot­less to ex­claim.
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									O bloody Richard! miser­able Eng­land!
									

									I proph­esy the fear­full’st time to thee
									

									That ever wretched age hath look’d upon.
									

									Come, lead me to the block; bear him my head:
									

									They smile at me that shortly shall be dead. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				The Tower-walls.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gloucester and Buck­ing­ham, in rot­ten ar­mour, mar­vel­lous ill-fa­voured.
							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Come, cous­in, canst thou quake, and change thy col­our,
									

									Murder thy breath in the middle of a word,
									

									And then be­gin again, and stop again,
									

									As if thou wert dis­traught and mad with ter­ror?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Tut, I can coun­ter­feit the deep tra­gedi­an;
									

									Speak and look back, and pry on every side,
									

									Tremble and start at wag­ging of a straw,
									

									In­tend­ing deep sus­pi­cion: ghastly looks
									

									Are at my ser­vice, like en­forced smiles;
									

									And both are ready in their of­fices,
									

									At any time, to grace my stratagems.
									

									But what, is Catesby gone?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								He is; and, see, he brings the may­or along.
						

						
								
								
								Enter the May­or and Catesby.
							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Lord may­or—
						

						
								Gloucester
								Look to the draw­bridge there!
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Hark! a drum.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Catesby, o’er­look the walls.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Lord may­or, the reas­on we have sent—
						

						
								Gloucester
								Look back, de­fend thee, here are en­emies.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								God and our in­no­cency de­fend and guard us!
						

						
								Gloucester
								Be pa­tient, they are friends, Ratcliff and Lovel.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lovel and Ratcliff, with Hast­ings’ head.
							
						

						
								Lovel
								
								
									Here is the head of that ig­noble trait­or,
									

									The dan­ger­ous and un­sus­pec­ted Hast­ings.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									So dear I loved the man, that I must weep.
									

									I took him for the plain­est harm­less creature
									

									That breathed upon this earth a Chris­ti­an;
									

									Made him my book, wherein my soul re­cor­ded
									

									The his­tory of all her secret thoughts:
									

									So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of vir­tue,
									

									That, his ap­par­ent open guilt omit­ted,
									

									I mean, his con­ver­sa­tion with Shore’s wife,
									

									He lived from all at­tainder of sus­pect.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Well, well, he was the cov­ert’st shel­ter’d trait­or
									

									That ever lived.
									

									Would you ima­gine, or al­most be­lieve,
									

									Were’t not that, by great pre­ser­va­tion,
									

									We live to tell it you, the subtle trait­or
									

									This day had plot­ted, in the coun­cil-house
									

									To murder me and my good Lord of Gloucester?
								

							
						

						
								May­or
								What, had he so?
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									What, think you we are Turks or in­fi­dels?
									

									Or that we would, against the form of law,
									

									Pro­ceed thus rashly to the vil­lain’s death,
									

									But that the ex­treme per­il of the case,
									

									The peace of Eng­land and our per­sons’ safety,
									

									En­forced us to this ex­e­cu­tion?
								

							
						

						
								May­or
								
								
									Now, fair be­fall you! he de­served his death;
									

									And you my good lords, both have well pro­ceeded,
									

									To warn false trait­ors from the like at­tempts.
									

									I nev­er look’d for bet­ter at his hands,
									

									After he once fell in with Mis­tress Shore.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Yet had not we de­term­ined he should die,
									

									Un­til your lord­ship came to see his death;
									

									Which now the lov­ing haste of these our friends,
									

									Some­what against our mean­ing, have pre­ven­ted:
									

									Be­cause, my lord, we would have had you heard
									

									The trait­or speak, and timor­ously con­fess
									

									The man­ner and the pur­pose of his treas­on;
									

									That you might well have sig­ni­fied the same
									

									Un­to the cit­izens, who haply may
									

									Mis­con­strue us in him and wail his death.
								

							
						

						
								May­or
								
								
									But, my good lord, your grace’s word shall serve,
									

									As well as I had seen and heard him speak:
									

									And doubt you not, right noble princes both,
									

									But I’ll ac­quaint our du­teous cit­izens
									

									With all your just pro­ceed­ings in this cause.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									And to that end we wish’d your lord­ship here,
									

									To avoid the carp­ing cen­sures of the world.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									But since you come too late of our in­tents,
									

									Yet wit­ness what you hear we did in­tend:
									

									And so, my good lord may­or, we bid farewell. Exit May­or.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Go, after, after, cous­in Buck­ing­ham.
									

									The may­or to­wards Guild­hall hies him in all post:
									

									There, at your meet’st ad­vant­age of the time,
									

									In­fer the bas­tardy of Ed­ward’s chil­dren:
									

									Tell them how Ed­ward put to death a cit­izen,
									

									Only for say­ing he would make his son
									

									Heir to the crown; mean­ing in­deed his house,
									

									Which, by the sign there­of, was termed so.
									

									Moreover, urge his hate­ful lux­ury,
									

									And bes­ti­al ap­pet­ite in change of lust;
									

									Which stretched to their ser­vants, daugh­ters, wives,
									

									Even where his lust­ful eye or sav­age heart,
									

									Without con­trol, lis­ted to make his prey.
									

									Nay, for a need, thus far come near my per­son:
									

									Tell them, when that my moth­er went with child
									

									Of that un­sa­ti­ate Ed­ward, noble York
									

									My princely fath­er then had wars in France;
									

									And, by just com­pu­ta­tion of the time,
									

									Found that the is­sue was not his be­got;
									

									Which well ap­peared in his lin­ea­ments,
									

									Be­ing noth­ing like the noble duke my fath­er:
									

									But touch this spar­ingly, as ’twere far off;
									

									Be­cause you know, my lord, my moth­er lives.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Fear not, my lord, I’ll play the orator
									

									As if the golden fee for which I plead
									

									Were for my­self: and so, my lord, adieu.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard’s Castle;
									

									Where you shall find me well ac­com­pan­ied
									

									With rev­er­end fath­ers and well-learned bish­ops.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									I go; and to­wards three or four o’clock
									

									Look for the news that the Guild­hall af­fords. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doc­tor Shaw;
									

									To Catesby. Go thou to Fri­ar Pen­ker; bid them both
									

									Meet me with­in this hour at Baynard’s Castle. Ex­eunt all but Gloucester.
									

									Now will I in, to take some privy or­der,
									

									To draw the brats of Clar­ence out of sight;
									

									And to give no­tice, that no man­ner of per­son
									

									At any time have re­course un­to the princes. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					VI
				

				The same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter a Scriven­er, with a pa­per in his hand.
							
						

						
								Scriven­er
								
								
									This is the in­dict­ment of the good Lord Hast­ings;
									

									Which in a set hand fairly is en­gross’d,
									

									That it may be this day read over in Paul’s.
									

									And mark how well the se­quel hangs to­geth­er:
									

									El­ev­en hours I spent to write it over,
									

									For yes­ternight by Catesby was it brought me;
									

									The pre­ced­ent was full as long a-do­ing:
									

									And yet with­in these five hours lived Lord Hast­ings,
									

									Un­tain­ted, un­ex­amined, free, at liberty.
									

									Here’s a good world the while! Why who’s so gross,
									

									That seeth not this palp­able device?
									

									Yet who’s so blind, but says he sees it not?
									

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

									When such bad deal­ings must be seen in thought. Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					VII
				

				Baynard’s Castle.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Gloucester and Buck­ing­ham, at sev­er­al doors.
							
						

						
								Gloucester
								How now, my lord, what say the cit­izens?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Now, by the holy moth­er of our Lord,
									

									The cit­izens are mum and speak not a word.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Touch’d you the bas­tardy of Ed­ward’s chil­dren?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									I did; with his con­tract with Lady Lucy,
									

									And his con­tract by deputy in France;
									

									The in­sa­ti­ate greed­i­ness of his de­sires,
									

									And his en­force­ment of the city wives;
									

									His tyranny for trifles; his own bas­tardy,
									

									As be­ing got, your fath­er then in France,
									

									His re­semb­lance, be­ing not like the duke:
									

									With­al I did in­fer your lin­ea­ments,
									

									Be­ing the right idea of your fath­er,
									

									Both in your form and noble­ness of mind;
									

									Laid open all your vic­tor­ies in Scot­land,
									

									Your di­cip­line in war, wis­dom in peace,
									

									Your bounty, vir­tue, fair hu­mil­ity;
									

									In­deed, left noth­ing fit­ting for the pur­pose
									

									Un­touch’d, or slightly handled, in dis­course:
									

									And when mine oratory grew to an end,
									

									I bid them that did love their coun­try’s good
									

									Cry “God save Richard, Eng­land’s roy­al king!”
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Ah! and did they so?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									No, so God help me, they spake not a word;
									

									But, like dumb statu­as or breath­ing stones,
									

									Gazed each on oth­er, and look’d deadly pale.
									

									Which when I saw, I rep­re­hen­ded them;
									

									And ask’d the may­or what meant this wil­ful si­lence:
									

									His an­swer was, the people were not wont
									

									To be spoke to but by the re­cord­er.
									

									Then he was urged to tell my tale again,
									

									“Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke in­ferr’d;”
									

									But noth­ing spake in war­rant from him­self.
									

									When he had done, some fol­low­ers of mine own,
									

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

									And some ten voices cried “God save King Richard!”
									

									And thus I took the vant­age of those few,
									

									“Thanks, gentle cit­izens and friends,” quoth I;
									

									“This gen­er­al ap­plause and lov­ing shout
									

									Ar­gues your wis­doms and your love to Richard:”
									

									And even here brake off, and came away.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								What tongue­less blocks were they! would not they speak?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								No, by my troth, my lord.
						

						
								Gloucester
								Will not the may­or then and his brethren come?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									The may­or is here at hand: in­tend some fear;
									

									Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit:
									

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

									And stand betwixt two church­men, good my lord;
									

									For on that ground I’ll build a holy des­cant:
									

									And be not eas­ily won to our re­quest:
									

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

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I go; and if you plead as well for them
									

									As I can say nay to thee for my­self,
									

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

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Go, go, up to the leads; the lord may­or knocks. Exit Gloucester.
						

						
								
								
								Enter the May­or and Cit­izens.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Wel­come my lord: I dance at­tend­ance here;
									

									I think the duke will not be spoke with­al.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Catesby.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Here comes his ser­vant: how now, Catesby,
									

									What says he?
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									My lord, he doth en­treat your grace
									

									To vis­it him to-mor­row or next day:
									

									He is with­in, with two right rev­er­end fath­ers,
									

									Di­vinely bent to med­it­a­tion;
									

									And no worldly suit would he be moved,
									

									To draw him from his holy ex­er­cise.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Re­turn, good Catesby, to thy lord again;
									

									Tell him, my­self, the may­or and cit­izens,
									

									In deep designs and mat­ters of great mo­ment,
									

									No less im­port­ing than our gen­er­al good,
									

									Are come to have some con­fer­ence with his grace.
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								I’ll tell him what you say, my lord. Exit.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Ed­ward!
									

									He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed,
									

									But on his knees at med­it­a­tion;
									

									Not dal­ly­ing with a brace of cour­tez­ans,
									

									But med­it­at­ing with two deep di­vines;
									

									Not sleep­ing, to en­gross his idle body,
									

									But pray­ing, to en­rich his watch­ful soul:
									

									Happy were Eng­land, would this gra­cious prince
									

									Take on him­self the sov­er­eignty there­of:
									

									But, sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it.
								

							
						

						
								May­or
								Marry, God for­bid his grace should say us nay!
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								I fear he will.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Catesby.
							
						

						
								
								How now, Catesby, what says your lord?
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									My lord,
									

									He won­ders to what end you have as­sembled
									

									Such troops of cit­izens to speak with him,
									

									His grace not be­ing warn’d there­of be­fore:
									

									My lord, he fears you mean no good to him.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Sorry I am my noble cous­in should
									

									Sus­pect me, that I mean no good to him:
									

									By heav­en, I come in per­fect love to him;
									

									And so once more re­turn and tell his grace. Exit Catesby.
									

									When holy and de­vout re­li­gious men
									

									Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them thence,
									

									So sweet is zeal­ous con­tem­pla­tion.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Gloucester aloft, between two Bish­ops. Catesby re­turns.
							
						

						
								May­or
								See, where he stands between two cler­gy­men!
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Two props of vir­tue for a Chris­ti­an prince,
									

									To stay him from the fall of van­ity:
									

									And, see, a book of pray­er in his hand,
									

									True or­na­ments to know a holy man.
									

									Fam­ous Plant­a­gen­et, most gra­cious prince,
									

									Lend fa­vour­able ears to our re­quest;
									

									And par­don us the in­ter­rup­tion
									

									Of thy de­vo­tion and right Chris­ti­an zeal.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									My lord, there needs no such apo­logy:
									

									I rather do be­seech you par­don me,
									

									Who, earn­est in the ser­vice of my God,
									

									Neg­lect the vis­it­a­tion of my friends.
									

									But, leav­ing this, what is your grace’s pleas­ure?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Even that, I hope, which pleaseth God above,
									

									And all good men of this un­gov­ern’d isle.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I do sus­pect I have done some of­fence
									

									That seems dis­gra­cious in the city’s eyes,
									

									And that you come to rep­re­hend my ig­nor­ance.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									You have, my lord: would it might please your grace,
									

									At our en­treat­ies, to amend that fault!
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Else where­fore breathe I in a Chris­ti­an land?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Then know, it is your fault that you resign
									

									The su­preme seat, the throne majestic­al,
									

									The scepter’d of­fice of your an­cest­ors,
									

									Your state of for­tune and your due of birth,
									

									The lin­eal glory of your roy­al house,
									

									To the cor­rup­tion of a blem­ished stock:
									

									Whilst, in the mild­ness of your sleepy thoughts,
									

									Which here we waken to our coun­try’s good,
									

									This noble isle doth want her prop­er limbs;
									

									Her face de­faced with scars of in­famy,
									

									Her roy­al stock graft with ig­noble plants,
									

									And al­most shoulder’d in the swal­low­ing gulf
									

									Of blind for­get­ful­ness and dark ob­li­vi­on.
									

									Which to re­cure, we heart­ily so­li­cit
									

									Your gra­cious self to take on you the charge
									

									And kingly gov­ern­ment of this your land;
									

									Not as pro­tect­or, stew­ard, sub­sti­tute,
									

									Or lowly factor for an­oth­er’s gain;
									

									But as suc­cess­ively from blood to blood,
									

									Your right of birth, your em­pery, your own.
									

									For this, con­sor­ted with the cit­izens,
									

									Your very wor­ship­ful and lov­ing friends,
									

									And by their vehe­ment in­stig­a­tion,
									

									In this just suit come I to move your grace.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									I know not wheth­er to de­part in si­lence,
									

									Or bit­terly to speak in your re­proof,
									

									Best fit­teth my de­gree or your con­di­tion:
									

									If not to an­swer, you might haply think
									

									Tongue-tied am­bi­tion, not reply­ing, yiel­ded
									

									To bear the golden yoke of sov­er­eignty,
									

									Which fondly you would here im­pose on me;
									

									If to re­prove you for this suit of yours,
									

									So sea­son’d with your faith­ful love to me,
									

									Then, on the oth­er side, I check’d my friends.
									

									There­fore, to speak, and to avoid the first,
									

									And then, in speak­ing, not to in­cur the last,
									

									Defin­it­ively thus I an­swer you.
									

									Your love de­serves my thanks; but my desert
									

									Un­mer­it­able shuns your high re­quest.
									

									First, if all obstacles were cut away,
									

									And that my path were even to the crown,
									

									As my ripe rev­en­ue and due by birth;
									

									Yet so much is my poverty of spir­it,
									

									So mighty and so many my de­fects,
									

									As I had rather hide me from my great­ness,
									

									Be­ing a bark to brook no mighty sea,
									

									Than in my great­ness cov­et to be hid,
									

									And in the va­pour of my glory smoth­er’d.
									

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

									And much I need to help you, if need were;
									

									The roy­al tree hath left us roy­al fruit,
									

									Which, mel­low’d by the steal­ing hours of time,
									

									Will well be­come the seat of majesty,
									

									And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign.
									

									On him I lay what you would lay on me,
									

									The right and for­tune of his happy stars;
									

									Which God de­fend that I should wring from him!
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									My lord, this ar­gues con­science in your grace;
									

									But the re­spects there­of are nice and trivi­al,
									

									All cir­cum­stances well con­sidered.
									

									You say that Ed­ward is your broth­er’s son:
									

									So say we too, but not by Ed­ward’s wife;
									

									For first he was con­tract to Lady Lucy—
									

									Your moth­er lives a wit­ness to that vow—
									

									And af­ter­ward by sub­sti­tute be­troth’d
									

									To Bona, sis­ter to the King of France.
									

									These both put by, a poor pe­ti­tion­er,
									

									A care-crazed moth­er of a many chil­dren,
									

									A beauty-wan­ing and dis­tressed wid­ow,
									

									Even in the af­ter­noon of her best days,
									

									Made prize and pur­chase of his lust­ful eye,
									

									Se­duced the pitch and height of all his thoughts
									

									To base de­clen­sion and loathed bi­gamy:
									

									By her, in his un­law­ful bed, he got
									

									This Ed­ward, whom our man­ners term the prince.
									

									More bit­terly could I ex­pos­tu­late,
									

									Save that, for rev­er­ence to some alive,
									

									I give a spar­ing lim­it to my tongue.
									

									Then, good my lord, take to your roy­al self
									

									This prof­fer’d be­ne­fit of dig­nity;
									

									If not to bless us and the land with­al,
									

									Yet to draw forth your noble an­ces­try
									

									From the cor­rup­tion of ab­us­ing times,
									

									Un­to a lin­eal true-de­rived course.
								

							
						

						
								May­or
								Do, good my lord, your cit­izens en­treat you.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Re­fuse not, mighty lord, this prof­fer’d love.
						

						
								Catesby
								O, make them joy­ful, grant their law­ful suit!
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Alas, why would you heap these cares on me?
									

									I am un­fit for state and majesty:
									

									I do be­seech you, take it not amiss;
									

									I can­not nor I will not yield to you.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									If you re­fuse it—as, in love and zeal,
									

									Loath to de­pose the child, your broth­er’s son;
									

									As well we know your ten­der­ness of heart
									

									And gentle, kind, ef­fem­in­ate re­morse,
									

									Which we have noted in you to your kin,
									

									And egally in­deed to all es­tates—
									

									Yet wheth­er you ac­cept our suit or no,
									

									Your broth­er’s son shall nev­er reign our king;
									

									But we will plant some oth­er in the throne,
									

									To the dis­grace and down­fall of your house:
									

									And in this res­ol­u­tion here we leave you.—
									

									Come, cit­izens: ’zounds! I’ll en­treat no more.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								O, do not swear, my lord of Buck­ing­ham. Exit Buck­ing­ham with the Cit­izens.
						

						
								Catesby
								Call them again, my lord, and ac­cept their suit.
						

						
								An­oth­er
								Do, good my lord, lest all the land do rue it.
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Would you en­force me to a world of care?
									

									Well, call them again. I am not made of stones,
									

									But pen­et­rable to your kind en­treats,
									

									Al­beit against my con­science and my soul.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Buck­ing­ham and the rest.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Cous­in of Buck­ing­ham, and you sage, grave men,
									

									Since you will buckle for­tune on my back,
									

									To bear her bur­then, wheth­er I will or no,
									

									I must have pa­tience to en­dure the load:
									

									But if black scan­dal or foul-faced re­proach
									

									At­tend the se­quel of your im­pos­i­tion,
									

									Your mere en­force­ment shall ac­quit­tance me
									

									From all the im­pure blots and stains there­of;
									

									For God he knows, and you may partly see,
									

									How far I am from the de­sire there­of.
								

							
						

						
								May­or
								God bless your grace! we see it, and will say it.
						

						
								Gloucester
								In say­ing so, you shall but say the truth.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Then I sa­lute you with this kingly title:
									

									Long live Richard, Eng­land’s roy­al king!
								

							
						

						
								May­or

							Cit­izens
								Amen.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								To-mor­row will it please you to be crown’d?
						

						
								Gloucester
								Even when you please, since you will have it so.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									To-mor­row, then, we will at­tend your grace:
									

									And so most joy­fully we take our leave.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									Come, let us to our holy task again.
									

									Farewell, good cous­in; farewell, gentle friends. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Be­fore the Tower.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter, on one side, Queen Eliza­beth, Duch­ess of York, and Mar­quess of Dor­set; on the oth­er, Anne, Duch­ess of Gloucester, lead­ing Lady Mar­garet Plant­a­gen­et, Clar­ence’s young Daugh­ter.
							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Who meets us here? my niece Plant­a­gen­et
									

									Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloucester?
									

									Now, for my life, she’s wan­der­ing 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!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								As much to you, good sis­ter! Whith­er away?
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									No farther than the Tower; and, as I guess,
									

									Upon the like de­vo­tion as yourselves,
									

									To grat­u­late the gentle princes there.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Kind sis­ter, thanks: we’ll enter all to­geth­er.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Braken­bury.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									And, in good time, here the lieu­ten­ant comes.
									

									Mas­ter lieu­ten­ant, pray you, by your leave,
									

									How doth the prince, and my young son of York?
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								
								
									Right well, dear madam. By your pa­tience,
									

									I may not suf­fer you to vis­it them;
									

									The king hath straitly charged the con­trary.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								The king! why, who’s that?
						

						
								Braken­bury
								I cry you mercy: I mean the lord pro­tect­or.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									The Lord pro­tect him from that kingly title!
									

									Hath he set bounds betwixt their love and me?
									

									I am their moth­er; who should keep me from them?
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								I am their fath­ers moth­er; I will see them.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									Their aunt I am in law, in love their moth­er:
									

									Then bring me to their sights; I’ll bear thy blame
									

									And take thy of­fice from thee, on my per­il.
								

							
						

						
								Braken­bury
								
								
									No, madam, no; I may not leave it so:
									

									I am bound by oath, and there­fore par­don me. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord Stan­ley.
							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour hence,
									

									And I’ll sa­lute your grace of York as moth­er,
									

									And rev­er­end look­er on, of two fair queens.
									

									To Anne. Come, madam, you must straight to West­min­ster,
									

									There to be crowned Richard’s roy­al queen.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									O, cut my lace in sun­der, that my pent heart
									

									May have some scope to beat, or else I swoon
									

									With this dead-killing news!
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								Des­pite­ful tid­ings! O un­pleas­ing news!
						

						
								Dor­set
								Be of good cheer: moth­er, how fares your grace?
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									O Dor­set, speak not to me, get thee hence!
									

									Death and de­struc­tion dog thee at the heels;
									

									Thy moth­er’s name is omin­ous to chil­dren.
									

									If thou wilt out­strip death, go cross the seas,
									

									And live with Rich­mond, from the reach of hell:
									

									Go, hie thee, hie thee from this slaughter-house,
									

									Lest thou in­crease the num­ber of the dead;
									

									And make me die the thrall of Mar­garet’s curse,
									

									Nor moth­er, wife, nor Eng­land’s coun­ted queen.
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									Full of wise care is this your coun­sel, madam.
									

									Take all the swift ad­vant­age of the hours;
									

									You shall have let­ters from me to my son
									

									To meet you on the way, and wel­come you.
									

									Be not ta’en tardy by un­wise delay.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									O ill-dis­pers­ing wind of misery!
									

									O my ac­cursed womb, the bed of death!
									

									A cocka­trice hast thou hatch’d to the world,
									

									Whose un­avoided eye is mur­der­ous.
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								Come, madam, come; I in all haste was sent.
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									And I in all un­will­ing­ness will go.
									

									I would to God that the in­clus­ive verge
									

									Of golden met­al that must round my brow
									

									Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain!
									

									Anoin­ted let me be with deadly venom,
									

									And die, ere men can say, God save the queen!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory;
									

									To feed my hu­mour, wish thy­self no harm.
								

							
						

						
								Anne
								
								
									No! why? When he that is my hus­band now
									

									Came to me, as I fol­low’d Henry’s corse,
									

									When scarce the blood was well wash’d from his hands
									

									Which is­sued from my oth­er an­gel hus­band
									

									And that dead saint which then I weep­ing fol­low’d;
									

									O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face,
									

									This was my wish: “Be thou,” quoth I, “ac­cursed,
									

									For mak­ing me, so young, so old a wid­ow!
									

									And, when thou wed’st, let sor­row haunt thy bed;
									

									And be thy wife—if any be so mad—
									

									As miser­able by the life of thee
									

									As thou hast made me by my dear lord’s death!”
									

									Lo, ere I can re­peat this curse again,
									

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

									Grossly grew cap­tive to his honey words
									

									And proved the sub­ject of my own soul’s curse,
									

									Which ever since hath kept my eyes from rest;
									

									For nev­er yet one hour in his bed
									

									Have I en­joy’d the golden dew of sleep,
									

									But have been waked by his timor­ous dreams.
									

									Be­sides, he hates me for my fath­er War­wick;
									

									And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Poor heart, adieu! I pity thy com­plain­ing.
						

						
								Anne
								No more than from my soul I mourn for yours.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Farewell, thou woe­ful wel­comer of glory!
						

						
								Anne
								Adieu, poor soul, that takest thy leave of it!
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									To Dor­set. Go thou to Rich­mond, and good for­tune guide thee!
									

									To Anne. Go thou to Richard, and good an­gels guard thee!
									

									To Queen Eliza­beth. Go thou to sanc­tu­ary, and good thoughts pos­sess thee!
									

									I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me!
									

									Eighty odd years of sor­row have I seen,
									

									And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a week of teen.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Stay, yet look back with me un­to the Tower.
									

									Pity, you an­cient stones, those tender babes
									

									Whom envy hath im­mured with­in your walls!
									

									Rough cradle for such little pretty ones!
									

									Rude ragged nurse, old sul­len play­fel­low
									

									For tender princes, use my ba­bies well!
									

									So fool­ish sor­row bids your stones farewell. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Lon­don. The palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Sen­net. Enter Richard, in pomp, crowned; Buck­ing­ham, Catesby, a Page, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								King Richard
								Stand all apart Cous­in of Buck­ing­ham!
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								My gra­cious sov­er­eign?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Give me thy hand. Here he as­cende­th his throne. Thus high, by thy ad­vice
									

									And thy as­sist­ance, is King Richard seated:
									

									But shall we wear these hon­ours for a day?
									

									Or shall they last, and we re­joice in them?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Still live they and for ever may they last!
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									O Buck­ing­ham, now do I play the touch,
									

									To try if thou be cur­rent gold in­deed:
									

									Young Ed­ward lives: think now what I would say.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Say on, my lov­ing lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								Why, Buck­ing­ham, I say, I would be king.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Why, so you are, my thrice renowned liege.
						

						
								King Richard
								Ha! am I king? ’tis so: but Ed­ward lives.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								True, noble prince.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									O bit­ter con­sequence,
									

									That Ed­ward still should live! “True, noble prince!”
									

									Cous­in, thou wert not wont to be so dull:
									

									Shall I be plain? I wish the bas­tards dead;
									

									And I would have it sud­denly per­form’d.
									

									What say­est thou? speak sud­denly; be brief.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Your grace may do your pleas­ure.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kind­ness freez­eth:
									

									Say, have I thy con­sent that they shall die?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Give me some breath, some little pause, my lord,
									

									Be­fore I pos­it­ively speak herein:
									

									I will re­solve your grace im­me­di­ately. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								Aside to a stand­er by. The king is angry: see, he bites the lip.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									I will con­verse with iron-wit­ted fools
									

									And un­re­spect­ive boys: none are for me
									

									That look in­to me with con­sid­er­ate eyes:
									

									High-reach­ing Buck­ing­ham grows cir­cum­spect.
									

									Boy!
								

							
						

						
								Page
								My lord?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Know’st thou not any whom cor­rupt­ing gold
									

									Would tempt un­to a close ex­ploit of death?
								

							
						

						
								Page
								
								
									My lord, I know a dis­con­ten­ted gen­tle­man,
									

									Whose humble means match not his haughty mind:
									

									Gold were as good as twenty orators,
									

									And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								What is his name?
						

						
								Page
								His name, my lord, is Tyrrel.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									I partly know the man: go, call him hith­er. Exit Page.
									

									The deep-re­volving witty Buck­ing­ham
									

									No more shall be the neigh­bour to my coun­sel:
									

									Hath he so long held out with me un­tired,
									

									And stops he now for breath?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Stan­ley.
							
						

						
								
								How now! what news with you?
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									My lord, I hear the Mar­quis Dor­set’s fled
									

									To Rich­mond, in those parts bey­ond the sea
									

									Where he abides. Stands apart.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Catesby!
						

						
								Catesby
								My lord?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Ru­mour it abroad
									

									That Anne, my wife, is sick and like to die:
									

									I will take or­der for her keep­ing close.
									

									In­quire me out some mean-born gen­tle­man,
									

									Whom I will marry straight to Clar­ence’ daugh­ter:
									

									The boy is fool­ish, and I fear not him.
									

									Look, how thou dream’st! I say again, give out
									

									That Anne my wife is sick and like to die:
									

									About it; for it stands me much upon,
									

									To stop all hopes whose growth may dam­age me. Exit Catesby.
									

									I must be mar­ried to my broth­er’s daugh­ter,
									

									Or else my king­dom stands on brittle glass.
									

									Murder her broth­ers, and then marry her!
									

									Un­cer­tain way of gain! But I am in
									

									So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin:
									

									Tear-fall­ing pity dwells not in this eye.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Page, with Tyrrel.
							
						

						
								
								Is thy name Tyrrel?
						

						
								Tyrrel
								James Tyrrel, and your most obed­i­ent sub­ject.
						

						
								King Richard
								Art thou, in­deed?
						

						
								Tyrrel
								Prove me, my gra­cious sov­er­eign.
						

						
								King Richard
								Darest thou re­solve to kill a friend of mine?
						

						
								Tyrrel
								
								
									Ay, my lord;
									

									But I had rather kill two en­emies.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Why, there thou hast it: two deep en­emies,
									

									Foes to my rest and my sweet sleep’s dis­turbers
									

									Are they that I would have thee deal upon:
									

									Tyrrel, I mean those bas­tards in the Tower.
								

							
						

						
								Tyrrel
								
								
									Let me have open means to come to them,
									

									And soon I’ll rid you from the fear of them.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Thou sing’st sweet mu­sic. Hark, come hith­er, Tyrrel:
									

									Go, by this token: rise, and lend thine ear: Whis­pers.
									

									There is no more but so: say it is done,
									

									And I will love thee, and prefer thee too.
								

							
						

						
								Tyrrel
								’Tis done, my gra­cious lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								Shall we hear from thee, Tyrrel, ere we sleep?
						

						
								Tyrrel
								Ye shall, my Lord. Exit.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Buck­ing­ham.
							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									My Lord, I have con­sider’d in my mind
									

									The late de­mand that you did sound me in.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Well, let that pass. Dor­set is fled to Rich­mond.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								I hear that news, my lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								Stan­ley, he is your wife’s son: well, look to it.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									My lord, I claim your gift, my due by prom­ise,
									

									For which your hon­our and your faith is pawn’d;
									

									The earl­dom of Here­ford and the move­ables
									

									The which you prom­ised I should pos­sess.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Stan­ley, look to your wife: if she con­vey
									

									Let­ters to Rich­mond, you shall an­swer it.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								What says your high­ness to my just de­mand?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									As I re­mem­ber, Henry the Sixth
									

									Did proph­esy that Rich­mond should be king,
									

									When Rich­mond was a little peev­ish boy.
									

									A king, per­haps, per­haps—
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								My lord!
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									How chance the proph­et could not at that time
									

									Have told me, I be­ing by, that I should kill him?
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								My lord, your prom­ise for the earl­dom—
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Rich­mond! When last I was at Ex­eter,
									

									The may­or in cour­tesy show’d me the castle.
									

									And call’d it Rou­ge­mont: at which name I star­ted,
									

									Be­cause a bard of Ire­land told me once,
									

									I should not live long after I saw Rich­mond.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								My Lord!
						

						
								King Richard
								Ay, what’s o’clock?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									I am thus bold to put your grace in mind
									

									Of what you prom­ised me.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Well, but what’s o’clock?
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Upon the stroke of ten.
						

						
								King Richard
								Well, let it strike.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Why let it strike?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Be­cause that, like a Jack, thou keep’st the stroke
									

									Betwixt thy beg­ging and my med­it­a­tion.
									

									I am not in the giv­ing vein to-day.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Why, then re­solve me wheth­er you will or no.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Tut, tut,
									

									Thou troublest me; am not in the vein. Ex­eunt all but Buck­ing­ham.
								

							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Is it even so? re­wards he my true ser­vice
									

									With such deep con­tempt? made I him king for this?
									

									O, let me think on Hast­ings, and be gone
									

									To Brecknock, while my fear­ful head is on! Exit.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				The same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Tyrrel.
							
						

						
								Tyrrel
								
								
									The tyr­an­nous and bloody deed is done,
									

									The most arch of piteous mas­sacre
									

									That ever yet this land was guilty of.
									

									Dighton and For­rest, whom I did sub­orn
									

									To do this ruth­less piece of butchery,
									

									Al­though they were flesh’d vil­lains, bloody dogs,
									

									Melt­ing with ten­der­ness and kind com­pas­sion
									

									Wept like two chil­dren in their deaths’ sad stor­ies.
									

									“Lo, thus,” quoth Dighton, “lay those tender babes:”
									

									“Thus, thus,” quoth For­rest, “gird­ling one an­oth­er
									

									With­in their in­no­cent ala­baster arms:
									

									Their lips were four red roses on a stalk,
									

									Which in their sum­mer beauty kiss’d each oth­er.
									

									A book of pray­ers on their pil­low lay;
									

									Which once,” quoth For­rest, “al­most changed my mind;
									

									But O! the dev­il’—there the vil­lain stopp’d;
									

									Whilst Dighton thus told on: “We smothered
									

									The most re­plen­ished sweet work of nature,
									

									That from the prime cre­ation e’er she framed.”
									

									Thus both are gone with con­science and re­morse;
									

									They could not speak; and so I left them both,
									

									To bring this tid­ings to the bloody king.
									

									And here he comes.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter King Richard.
							
						

						
								
								All hail, my sov­er­eign liege!
						

						
								King Richard
								Kind Tyrrel, am I happy in thy news?
						

						
								Tyrrel
								
								
									If to have done the thing you gave in charge
									

									Be­get your hap­pi­ness, be happy then,
									

									For it is done, my lord.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								But didst thou see them dead?
						

						
								Tyrrel
								I did, my lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								And bur­ied, gentle Tyrrel?
						

						
								Tyrrel
								
								
									The chap­lain of the Tower hath bur­ied them;
									

									But how or in what place I do not know.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Come to me, Tyrrel, soon at after sup­per,
									

									And thou shalt tell the pro­cess of their death.
									

									Mean­time, but think how I may do thee good,
									

									And be in­her­it­or of thy de­sire.
									

									Farewell till soon. Exit Tyrrel.
									

									The son of Clar­ence have I pent up close;
									

									His daugh­ter meanly have I match’d in mar­riage;
									

									The sons of Ed­ward sleep in Ab­ra­ham’s bos­om,
									

									And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night.
									

									Now, for I know the Bre­ton Rich­mond aims
									

									At young Eliza­beth, my broth­er’s daugh­ter,
									

									And, by that knot, looks proudly o’er the crown,
									

									To her I go, a jolly thriv­ing woo­er.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Catesby.
							
						

						
								Catesby
								My lord!
						

						
								King Richard
								Good news or bad, that thou comest in so bluntly?
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									Bad news, my lord: Ely is fled to Rich­mond;
									

									And Buck­ing­ham, back’d with the hardy Welsh­men,
									

									Is in the field, and still his power in­creaseth.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Ely with Rich­mond troubles me more near
									

									Than Buck­ing­ham and his rash-levied army.
									

									Come, I have heard that fear­ful com­ment­ing
									

									Is leaden ser­vit­or to dull delay;
									

									Delay leads im­pot­ent and snail-paced beg­gary:
									

									Then fiery ex­ped­i­tion be my wing,
									

									Jove’s Mer­cury, and her­ald for a king!
									

									Come, muster men: my coun­sel is my shield;
									

									We must be brief when trait­ors brave the field. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Be­fore the palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Queen Mar­garet.
							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									So, now prosper­ity be­gins to mel­low
									

									And drop in­to the rot­ten mouth of death.
									

									Here in these con­fines slily have I lurk’d,
									

									To watch the wan­ing of mine ad­versar­ies.
									

									A dire in­duc­tion am I wit­ness to,
									

									And will to France, hop­ing the con­sequence
									

									Will prove as bit­ter, black, and tra­gic­al.
									

									With­draw thee, wretched Mar­garet: who comes here?
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Queen Eliza­beth and the Duch­ess of York.
							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Ah, my young princes! ah, my tender babes!
									

									My un­blown flowers, new-ap­pear­ing sweets!
									

									If yet your gentle souls fly in the air
									

									And be not fix’d in doom per­petu­al,
									

									Hov­er about me with your airy wings
									

									And hear your moth­er’s lam­ent­a­tion!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Hov­er about her; say, that right for right
									

									Hath dimm’d your in­fant morn to aged night.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									So many miser­ies have crazed my voice,
									

									That my woe-wear­ied tongue is mute and dumb,
									

									Ed­ward Plant­a­gen­et, why art thou dead?
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Plant­a­gen­et doth quit Plant­a­gen­et.
									

									Ed­ward for Ed­ward pays a dy­ing debt.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle lambs,
									

									And throw them in the en­trails of the wolf?
									

									When didst thou sleep when such a deed was done?
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								When holy Harry died, and my sweet son.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Blind sight, dead life, poor mor­tal liv­ing ghost,
									

									Woe’s scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by life usurp’d,
									

									Brief ab­stract and re­cord of te­di­ous days,
									

									Rest thy un­rest on Eng­land’s law­ful earth, Sit­ting down.
									

									Un­law­fully made drunk with in­no­cents’ blood!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									O, that thou wouldst as well af­ford a grave
									

									As thou canst yield a mel­an­choly seat!
									

									Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here.
									

									O, who hath any cause to mourn but I? Sit­ting down by her.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									If an­cient sor­row be most rev­er­end,
									

									Give mine the be­ne­fit of seni­ory,
									

									And let my woes frown on the up­per hand.
									

									If sor­row can ad­mit so­ci­ety, Sit­ting down with them.
									

									Tell o’er your woes again by view­ing mine:
									

									I had an Ed­ward, till a Richard kill’d him;
									

									I had a Harry, till a Richard kill’d him:
									

									Thou hadst an Ed­ward, till a Richard kill’d him;
									

									Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard killed him;
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him;
									

									I had a Rut­land too, thou holp’st to kill him.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Thou hadst 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 handi­work,
									

									That ex­cel­lent grand tyr­ant of the earth,
									

									That reigns in galled eyes of weep­ing souls,
									

									Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves.
									

									O up­right, just, and true-dis­pos­ing God,
									

									How do I thank thee, that this car­nal cur
									

									Preys on the is­sue of his moth­er’s body,
									

									And makes her pew-fel­low with oth­ers’ moan!
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									O Harry’s wife, tri­umph not in my woes!
									

									God wit­ness with me, I have wept for thine.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									Bear with me; I am hungry for re­venge,
									

									And now I cloy me with be­hold­ing it.
									

									Thy Ed­ward he is dead, that stabb’d my Ed­ward;
									

									Thy oth­er Ed­ward dead, to quit my Ed­ward;
									

									Young York he is but boot, be­cause both they
									

									Match not the high per­fec­tion of my loss:
									

									Thy Clar­ence he is dead that kill’d my Ed­ward;
									

									And the be­hold­ers of this tra­gic play,
									

									The adul­ter­ate Hast­ings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey,
									

									Un­timely smoth­er’d in their dusky graves.
									

									Richard yet lives, hell’s black in­tel­li­gen­cer,
									

									Only re­served their factor, to buy souls
									

									And send them thith­er: but at hand, at hand,
									

									En­sues his piteous and un­pit­ied end:
									

									Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray,
									

									To have him sud­denly con­vey’d away.
									

									Can­cel his bond of life, dear God, I prey,
									

									That I may live to say, The dog is dead!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									O, thou didst proph­esy the time would come
									

									That I should wish for thee to help me curse
									

									That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									I call’d thee then vain flour­ish of my for­tune;
									

									I call’d thee then poor shad­ow, painted queen;
									

									The present­a­tion of but what I was;
									

									The flat­ter­ing in­dex of a dire­ful pa­geant;
									

									One heaved a-high, to be hurl’d down be­low;
									

									A moth­er only mock’d with two sweet babes;
									

									A dream of what thou wert, a breath, a bubble,
									

									A sign of dig­nity, a gar­ish flag,
									

									To be the aim of every dan­ger­ous shot;
									

									A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.
									

									Where is thy hus­band now? where be thy broth­ers?
									

									Where are thy chil­dren? wherein dost thou joy?
									

									Who sues to thee and cries “God save the queen”?
									

									Where be the bend­ing peers that flat­ter’d thee?
									

									Where be the throng­ing troops that fol­low’d thee?
									

									De­cline all this, and see what now thou art:
									

									For happy wife, a most dis­tressed wid­ow;
									

									For joy­ful moth­er, one that wails the name;
									

									For queen, a very caitiff crown’d with care;
									

									For one be­ing sued to, one that humbly sues;
									

									For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of me;
									

									For one be­ing fear’d of all, now fear­ing one;
									

									For one com­mand­ing all, obey’d of none.
									

									Thus hath the course of justice wheel’d about,
									

									And left thee but a very prey to time;
									

									Hav­ing no more but thought of what thou wert,
									

									To tor­ture thee the more, be­ing what thou art.
									

									Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not
									

									Usurp the just pro­por­tion of my sor­row?
									

									Now thy proud neck bears half my bur­then’d yoke;
									

									From which even here I slip my weary neck,
									

									And leave the bur­then of it all on thee.
									

									Farewell, York’s wife, and queen of sad mis­chance:
									

									These Eng­lish woes will make me smile in France.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									O thou well skill’d in curses, stay awhile,
									

									And teach me how to curse mine en­emies!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								
								
									For­bear to sleep the nights, and fast the days;
									

									Com­pare dead hap­pi­ness with liv­ing woe;
									

									Think that thy babes were fairer than they were,
									

									And he that slew them fouler than he is:
									

									Bet­ter­ing thy loss makes the bad caus­er worse:
									

									Re­volving this will teach thee how to curse.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								My words are dull; O, quick­en them with thine!
						

						
								Queen Mar­garet
								Thy woes will make them sharp, and pierce like mine. Exit.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								Why should calam­ity be full of words?
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Windy at­tor­neys to their cli­ent woes,
									

									Airy suc­ceed­ers of in­test­ate joys,
									

									Poor breath­ing orators of miser­ies!
									

									Let them have scope: though what they do im­part
									

									Help not all, yet do they ease the heart.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									If so, then be not tongue-tied: go with me,
									

									And in the breath of bit­ter words let’s smoth­er
									

									My damned son, which thy two sweet sons smoth­er’d.
									

									I hear his drum: be co­pi­ous in ex­claims.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter King Richard, march­ing, with drums and trum­pets.
							
						

						
								King Richard
								Who in­ter­cepts my ex­ped­i­tion?
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									O, she that might have in­ter­cep­ted thee,
									

									By strangling thee in her ac­cursed womb,
									

									From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast done!
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Hid­est thou that fore­head with a golden crown,
									

									Where should be graven, if that right were right,
									

									The slaughter of the prince that owed that crown,
									

									And the dire death of my two sons and broth­ers?
									

									Tell me, thou vil­lain slave, where are my chil­dren?
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy broth­er Clar­ence?
									

									And little Ned Plant­a­gen­et, his son?
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Where is kind Hast­ings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									A flour­ish, trum­pets! strike alar­um, drums!
									

									Let not the heav­ens hear these tell-tale wo­men
									

									Rail on the Lord’s en­oin­ted: strike, I say! Flour­ish. Alar­ums.
									

									Either be pa­tient, and en­treat me fair,
									

									Or with the clam­or­ous re­port of war
									

									Thus will I drown your ex­clam­a­tions.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								Art thou my son?
						

						
								King Richard
								Ay, I thank God, my fath­er, and your­self.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								Then pa­tiently hear my im­pa­tience.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Madam, I have a touch of your con­di­tion,
									

									Which can­not brook the ac­cent of re­proof.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								O, let me speak!
						

						
								King Richard
								Do then; but I’ll not hear.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								I will be mild and gentle in my speech.
						

						
								King Richard
								And brief, good moth­er; for I am in haste.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Art thou so hasty? I have stay’d for thee,
									

									God knows, in an­guish, pain and agony.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								And came I not at last to com­fort you?
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it well,
									

									Thou camest on earth to make the earth my hell.
									

									A griev­ous bur­then was thy birth to me;
									

									Tetchy and way­ward was thy in­fancy;
									

									Thy school-days fright­ful, des­per­ate, wild, and furi­ous,
									

									Thy prime of man­hood dar­ing, bold, and ven­tur­ous,
									

									Thy age con­firm’d, proud, sub­dued, bloody, treach­er­ous,
									

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

									What com­fort­able hour canst thou name,
									

									That ever graced me in thy com­pany?
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Faith, none, but Humphrey Hour, that call’d your grace
									

									To break­fast once forth of my com­pany.
									

									If I be so dis­gra­cious in your sight,
									

									Let me march on, and not of­fend your grace.
									

									Strike the drum.
								

							
						

						
								Duch­ess
								I prithee, hear me speak.
						

						
								King Richard
								You speak too bit­terly.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Hear me a word;
									

									For I shall nev­er speak to thee again.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								So.
						

						
								Duch­ess
								
								
									Either thou wilt die, by God’s just or­din­ance,
									

									Ere from this war thou turn a con­quer­or,
									

									Or I with grief and ex­treme age shall per­ish
									

									And nev­er look upon thy face again.
									

									There­fore take with thee my most heavy curse;
									

									Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more
									

									Than all the com­plete ar­mour that thou wear’st!
									

									My pray­ers on the ad­verse party fight;
									

									And there the little souls of Ed­ward’s chil­dren
									

									Whis­per the spir­its of thine en­emies
									

									And prom­ise them suc­cess and vic­tory.
									

									Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end;
									

									Shame serves thy life and doth thy death at­tend. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Though far more cause, yet much less spir­it to curse
									

									Abides in me; I say amen to all.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Stay, madam; I must speak a word with you.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									I have no more sons of the roy­al blood
									

									For thee to murder: for my daugh­ters, Richard,
									

									They shall be pray­ing nuns, not weep­ing queens;
									

									And there­fore level not to hit their lives.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									You have a daugh­ter call’d Eliza­beth,
									

									Vir­tu­ous and fair, roy­al and gra­cious.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									And must she die for this? O, let her live,
									

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

									Slander my­self as false to Ed­ward’s bed;
									

									Throw over her the veil of in­famy:
									

									So she may live un­scarr’d of bleed­ing slaughter,
									

									I will con­fess she was not Ed­ward’s daugh­ter.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Wrong not her birth, she is of roy­al blood.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								To save her life, I’ll say she is not so.
						

						
								King Richard
								Her life is only safest in her birth.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								And only in that safety died her broth­ers.
						

						
								King Richard
								Lo, at their births good stars were op­pos­ite.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								No, to their lives bad friends were con­trary.
						

						
								King Richard
								All un­avoided is the doom of des­tiny.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									True, when avoided grace makes des­tiny:
									

									My babes were destined to a fairer death,
									

									If grace had bless’d thee with a fairer life.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								You speak as if that I had slain my cous­ins.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Cous­ins, in­deed; and by their uncle cozen’d
									

									Of com­fort, king­dom, kindred, free­dom, life.
									

									Whose hand so­ever lanced their tender hearts,
									

									Thy head, all in­dir­ectly, gave dir­ec­tion:
									

									No doubt the mur­der­ous knife was dull and blunt
									

									Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart,
									

									To rev­el in the en­trails of my lambs.
									

									But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame,
									

									My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys
									

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

									And I, in such a des­per­ate bay of death,
									

									Like a poor bark, of sails and tack­ling reft,
									

									Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bos­om.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Madam, so thrive I in my en­ter­prise
									

									And dan­ger­ous suc­cess of bloody wars,
									

									As I in­tend more good to you and yours
									

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

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									What good is cov­er’d with the face of heav­en,
									

									To be dis­cov­er’d, that can do me good?
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								The ad­vance­ment of your chil­dren, gentle lady.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Up to some scaf­fold, there to lose their heads?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									No, to the dig­nity and height of hon­our,
									

									The high im­per­i­al type of this earth’s glory.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Flat­ter my sor­rows with re­port of it;
									

									Tell me what state, what dig­nity, what hon­our,
									

									Canst thou de­mise to any child of mine?
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Even all I have; yea, and my­self and all,
									

									Will I with­al en­dow a child of thine;
									

									So in the Lethe of thy angry soul
									

									Thou drown the sad re­mem­brance of those wrongs
									

									Which thou sup­posest I have done to thee.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Be brief, lest that be pro­cess of thy kind­ness
									

									Last longer telling than thy kind­ness’ date.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Then know, that from my soul I love thy daugh­ter.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								My daugh­ter’s moth­er thinks it with her soul.
						

						
								King Richard
								What do you think?
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									That thou dost love my daugh­ter from thy soul:
									

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

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

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Be not so hasty to con­found my mean­ing:
									

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

									And mean to make her queen of Eng­land.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Say then, who dost thou mean shall be her king?
						

						
								King Richard
								Even he that makes her queen: who should be else?
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								What, thou?
						

						
								King Richard
								I, even I: what think you of it, madam?
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								How canst thou woo her?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									That would I learn of you,
									

									As one that are best ac­quain­ted with her hu­mour.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								And wilt thou learn of me?
						

						
								King Richard
								Madam, with all my heart.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Send to her, by the man that slew her broth­ers,
									

									A pair of bleed­ing-hearts; there­on en­grave
									

									Ed­ward and York; then haply she will weep:
									

									There­fore present to her—as some­time Mar­garet
									

									Did to thy fath­er, steep’d in Rut­land’s blood—
									

									A handker­chief; which, say to her, did drain
									

									The purple sap from her sweet broth­er’s body.
									

									And bid her dry her weep­ing eyes there­with.
									

									If this in­duce­ment force her not to love,
									

									Send her a story of thy noble acts;
									

									Tell her thou mad­est away her uncle Clar­ence,
									

									Her uncle Rivers; yea, and, for her sake,
									

									Mad­est quick con­vey­ance with her good aunt Anne.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Come, come, you mock me; this is not the way
									

									To win our daugh­ter.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									There is no oth­er way;
									

									Un­less thou couldst put on some oth­er shape,
									

									And not be Richard that hath done all this.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Say that I did all this for love of her.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									Nay, then in­deed she can­not choose but hate thee,
									

									Hav­ing bought love with such a bloody spoil.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Look, what is done can­not be now amended:
									

									Men shall deal un­ad­visedly some­times,
									

									Which after hours give leis­ure to re­pent.
									

									If I did take the king­dom from your sons,
									

									To make amends, Ill give it to your daugh­ter.
									

									If I have kill’d the is­sue of your womb,
									

									To quick­en your in­crease, I will be­get
									

									Mine is­sue of your blood upon your daugh­ter:
									

									A gran­dam’s name is little less in love
									

									Than is the dot­ing title of a moth­er;
									

									They are as chil­dren but one step be­low,
									

									Even of your mettle, of your very blood;
									

									Of all one pain, save for a night of groans
									

									En­dured of her, for whom you bid like sor­row.
									

									Your chil­dren were vex­a­tion to your youth,
									

									But mine shall be a com­fort to your age.
									

									The loss you have is but a son be­ing king,
									

									And by that loss your daugh­ter is made queen.
									

									I can­not make you what amends I would,
									

									There­fore ac­cept such kind­ness as I can.
									

									Dor­set your son, that with a fear­ful soul
									

									Leads dis­con­ten­ted steps in for­eign soil,
									

									This fair al­li­ance quickly shall call home
									

									To high pro­mo­tions and great dig­nity:
									

									The king, that calls your beau­teous daugh­ter wife,
									

									Fa­mil­iarly shall call thy Dor­set broth­er;
									

									Again shall you be moth­er to a king,
									

									And all the ru­ins of dis­tress­ful times
									

									Re­pair’d with double riches of con­tent.
									

									What! we have many goodly days to see:
									

									The li­quid drops of tears that you have shed
									

									Shall come again, trans­form’d to ori­ent pearl,
									

									Ad­vantaging their loan with in­terest
									

									Of ten times double gain of hap­pi­ness.
									

									Go, then my moth­er, to thy daugh­ter go;
									

									Make bold her bash­ful years with your ex­per­i­ence;
									

									Pre­pare her ears to hear a woo­er’s tale;
									

									Put in her tender heart the as­pir­ing flame
									

									Of golden sov­er­eignty; ac­quaint the prin­cess
									

									With the sweet si­lent hours of mar­riage joys:
									

									And when this arm of mine hath chas­tised
									

									The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buck­ing­ham,
									

									Bound with tri­umphant gar­lands will I come
									

									And lead thy daugh­ter to a con­quer­or’s bed;
									

									To whom I will re­tail my con­quest won,
									

									And she shall be sole victress, Caesar’s Caesar.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									What were I best to say? her fath­er’s broth­er
									

									Would be her lord? or shall I say, her uncle?
									

									Or, he that slew her broth­ers and her uncles?
									

									Un­der what title shall I woo for thee,
									

									That God, the law, my hon­our and her love,
									

									Can make seem pleas­ing to her tender years?
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								In­fer fair Eng­land’s peace by this al­li­ance.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Which she shall pur­chase with still last­ing war.
						

						
								King Richard
								Say that the king, which may com­mand, en­treats.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								That at her hands which the king’s King for­bids.
						

						
								King Richard
								Say, she shall be a high and mighty queen.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								To wail the tide, as her moth­er doth.
						

						
								King Richard
								Say, I will love her ever­last­ingly.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								But how long shall that title “ever” last?
						

						
								King Richard
								Sweetly in force un­to her fair life’s end.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								But how long fairly shall her sweet life last?
						

						
								King Richard
								So long as heav­en and nature lengthens it.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								So long as hell and Richard likes of it.
						

						
								King Richard
								Say, I, her sov­er­eign, am her sub­ject love.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								But she, your sub­ject, loathes such sov­er­eignty.
						

						
								King Richard
								Be elo­quent in my be­half to her.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								An hon­est tale speeds best be­ing plainly told.
						

						
								King Richard
								Then in plain terms tell her my lov­ing tale.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Plain and not hon­est is too harsh a style.
						

						
								King Richard
								Your reas­ons are too shal­low and too quick.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									O no, my reas­ons are too deep and dead;
									

									Too deep and dead, poor in­fants, in their grave.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Harp not on that string, madam; that is past.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Harp on it still shall I till heart-strings break.
						

						
								King Richard
								Now, by my George, my garter, and my crown—
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Pro­faned, dis­hon­our’d, and the third usurp’d.
						

						
								King Richard
								I swear—
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									By noth­ing; for this is no oath:
									

									The George, pro­faned, hath lost his holy hon­our;
									

									The garter, blem­ish’d, pawn’d his knightly vir­tue;
									

									The crown, usurp’d, dis­graced his kingly glory.
									

									If some­thing thou wilt swear to be be­lieved,
									

									Swear then by some­thing that thou hast not wrong’d.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Now, by the world—
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								’Tis full of thy foul wrongs.
						

						
								King Richard
								My fath­er’s death—
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Thy life hath that dis­hon­our’d.
						

						
								King Richard
								Then, by my­self—
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Thy­self thy­self mis­usest.
						

						
								King Richard
								Why then, by God—
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									God’s wrong is most of all.
									

									If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him,
									

									The unity the king thy broth­er made
									

									Had not been broken, nor my broth­er slain:
									

									If thou hadst fear’d to break an oath by Him,
									

									The im­per­i­al met­al, circ­ling now thy brow,
									

									Had graced the tender temples of my child,
									

									And both the princes had been breath­ing here,
									

									Which now, two tender play­fel­lows to dust,
									

									Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms.
									

									What canst thou swear by now?
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								The time to come.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									That thou hast wronged in the time o’er­past;
									

									For I my­self have many tears to wash
									

									Here­after time, for time past wrong’d by thee.
									

									The chil­dren live, whose par­ents thou hast slaughter’d,
									

									Un­gov­ern’d youth, to wail it in their age;
									

									The par­ents live, whose chil­dren thou hast butcher’d,
									

									Old with­er’d plants, to wail it with their age.
									

									Swear not by time to come; for that thou hast
									

									Mis­used ere used, by time mis­used o’er­past.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									As I in­tend to prosper and re­pent,
									

									So thrive I in my dan­ger­ous at­tempt
									

									Of hos­tile arms! my­self my­self con­found!
									

									Heav­en and for­tune bar me happy hours!
									

									Day, yield me not thy light; nor, night, thy rest!
									

									Be op­pos­ite all plan­ets of good luck
									

									To my pro­ceed­ings, if, with pure heart’s love,
									

									Im­macu­late de­vo­tion, holy thoughts,
									

									I tender not thy beau­teous princely daugh­ter!
									

									In her con­sists my hap­pi­ness and thine;
									

									Without her, fol­lows to this land and me,
									

									To thee, her­self, and many a Chris­ti­an soul,
									

									Death, des­ol­a­tion, ru­in and de­cay:
									

									It can­not be avoided but by this;
									

									It will not be avoided but by this.
									

									There­fore, good moth­er—I must can you so—
									

									Be the at­tor­ney of my love to her:
									

									Plead what I will be, not what I have been;
									

									Not my deserts, but what I will de­serve:
									

									Urge the ne­ces­sity and state of times,
									

									And be not peev­ish-fond in great designs.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Shall I be temp­ted of the dev­il thus?
						

						
								King Richard
								Ay, if the dev­il tempt thee to do good.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Shall I for­get my­self to be my­self?
						

						
								King Richard
								Ay, if your­self’s re­mem­brance wrong your­self.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								But thou didst kill my chil­dren.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									But in your daugh­ter’s womb I bury them:
									

									Where in that nest of spicery they shall breed
									

									Selves of them­selves, to your re­com­for­ture.
								

							
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								Shall I go win my daugh­ter to thy will?
						

						
								King Richard
								And be a happy moth­er by the deed.
						

						
								Queen Eliza­beth
								
								
									I go. Write to me very shortly,
									

									And you shall un­der­stand from me her mind.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Bear her my true love’s kiss; and so, farewell. Exit Queen Eliza­beth.
									

									Re­lent­ing fool, and shal­low, chan­ging wo­man!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ratcliff; Catesby fol­low­ing.
							
						

						
								
								How now! what news?
						

						
								Ratcliff
								
								
									My gra­cious sov­er­eign, on the west­ern coast
									

									Ride­th a puis­sant navy; to the shore
									

									Throng many doubt­ful hol­low-hearted friends,
									

									Un­arm’d, and un­re­solved to beat them back:
									

									’Tis thought that Rich­mond is their ad­mir­al;
									

									And there they hull, ex­pect­ing but the aid
									

									Of Buck­ing­ham to wel­come them ashore.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Some light-foot friend post to the Duke of Nor­folk:
									

									Ratcliff, thy­self, or Catesby; where is he?
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								Here, my lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Fly to the duke: To Ratcliff. Post thou to Salis­bury:
									

									When thou comest thith­er—To Catesby. Dull, un­mind­ful vil­lain,
									

									Why stand’st thou still, and go’st not to the duke?
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									First, mighty sov­er­eign, let me know your mind,
									

									What from your grace I shall de­liv­er to him.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									O, true, good Catesby: bid him levy straight
									

									The greatest strength and power he can make,
									

									And meet me presently at Salis­bury.
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								I go. Exit.
						

						
								Ratcliff
								
								
									What is’t your high­ness’ pleas­ure I shall do
									

									At Salis­bury?
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								Why, what wouldst thou do there be­fore I go?
						

						
								Ratcliff
								Your high­ness told me I should post be­fore.
						

						
								King Richard
								My mind is changed, sir, my mind is changed.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord Stan­ley.
							
						

						
								
								How now, what news with you?
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									None good, my lord, to please you with the hear­ing;
									

									Nor none so bad, but it may well be told.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Hoy­day, a riddle! neither good nor bad!
									

									Why dost thou run so many mile about,
									

									When thou mayst tell thy tale a near­er way?
									

									Once more, what news?
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								Rich­mond is on the seas.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									There let him sink, and be the seas on him!
									

									White-liv­er’d run­agate, what doth he there?
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								I know not, mighty sov­er­eign, but by guess.
						

						
								King Richard
								Well, sir, as you guess, as you guess?
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									Stirr’d up by Dor­set, Buck­ing­ham, and Ely,
									

									He makes for Eng­land, there to claim the crown.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Is the chair empty? is the sword un­sway’d?
									

									Is the king dead? the em­pire un­possess’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 doth he upon the sea?
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								Un­less for that, my liege, I can­not guess.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Un­less for that he comes to be your liege,
									

									You can­not guess where­fore the Welsh­man comes.
									

									Thou wilt re­volt, and fly to him, I fear.
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								No, mighty liege; there­fore mis­trust me not.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Where is thy power, then, to beat him back?
									

									Where are thy ten­ants and thy fol­low­ers?
									

									Are they not now upon the west­ern shore,
									

									Safe-con­duct­ing the rebels from their ships!
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								No, my good lord, my friends are in the north.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Cold friends to Richard: what do they in the north,
									

									When they should serve their sov­er­eign in the west?
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									They have not been com­manded, mighty sov­er­eign:
									

									Please it your majesty to give me leave,
									

									I’ll muster up my friends, and meet your grace
									

									Where and what time your majesty shall please.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join with Rich­mond:
									

									I will not trust you, sir.
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								
								
									Most mighty sov­er­eign,
									

									You have no cause to hold my friend­ship doubt­ful:
									

									I nev­er was nor nev­er will be false.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Well,
									

									Go muster men; but, hear you, leave be­hind
									

									Your son, George Stan­ley: look your faith be firm,
									

									Or else his head’s as­sur­ance is but frail.
								

							
						

						
								Stan­ley
								So deal with him as I prove true to you. Exit.
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									My gra­cious sov­er­eign, now in Devon­shire,
									

									As I by friends am well ad­vert­ised,
									

									Sir Ed­ward Court­ney, and the haughty pre­l­ate
									

									Bish­op of Ex­eter, his broth­er there,
									

									With many more con­fed­er­ates, are in arms.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter an­oth­er Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Second Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									My liege, in Kent the Guild­fords are in arms;
									

									And every hour more com­pet­it­ors
									

									Flock to their aid, and still their power in­creaseth.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter an­oth­er Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Third Mes­sen­ger
								My lord, the army of the Duke of Buck­ing­ham—
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Out on you, owls! noth­ing but songs of death? He striketh him.
									

									Take that, un­til thou bring me bet­ter news.
								

							
						

						
								Third Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									The news I have to tell your majesty
									

									Is, that by sud­den floods and fall of wa­ters,
									

									Buck­ing­ham’s army is dis­persed and scat­ter’d;
									

									And he him­self wander’d away alone,
									

									No man knows whith­er.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									I cry thee mercy:
									

									There is my purse to cure that blow of thine.
									

									Hath any well-ad­vised friend pro­claim’d
									

									Re­ward to him that brings the trait­or in?
								

							
						

						
								Third Mes­sen­ger
								Such pro­clam­a­tion hath been made, my liege.
						

						
								
								
								Enter an­oth­er Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Fourth Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									Sir Thomas Lovel and Lord Mar­quis Dor­set,
									

									’Tis said, my liege, in York­shire are in arms.
									

									Yet this good com­fort bring I to your grace,
									

									The Bre­ton navy is dis­persed by tem­pest:
									

									Rich­mond, in York­shire, sent out a boat
									

									Un­to the shore, to ask those on the banks
									

									If they were his as­sist­ants, yea or no;
									

									Who an­swer’d him, they came from Buck­ing­ham
									

									Upon his party: he, mis­trust­ing them,
									

									Hois­ted sail and made away for Brit­tany.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									March on, march on, since we are up in arms;
									

									If not to fight with for­eign en­emies,
									

									Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Catesby.
							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									My liege, the Duke of Buck­ing­ham is taken;
									

									That is the best news: that the Earl of Rich­mond
									

									Is with a mighty power landed at Mil­ford,
									

									Is colder tid­ings, yet they must be told.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Away to­wards Salis­bury! while we reas­on here,
									

									A roy­al battle might be won and lost:
									

									Some one take or­der Buck­ing­ham be brought
									

									To Salis­bury; the rest march on with me. Flour­ish. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				Lord Derby’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Derby and Sir Chris­toph­er Urswick.
							
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									Sir Chris­toph­er, tell Rich­mond this from me:
									

									That in the sty of this most bloody boar
									

									My son George Stan­ley is frank’d up in hold:
									

									If I re­volt, off goes young George’s head;
									

									The fear of that with­holds my present aid.
									

									But, tell me, where is princely Rich­mond now?
								

							
						

						
								Chris­toph­er
								At Pem­broke, or at Ha’rford-west, in Wales.
						

						
								Derby
								What men of name re­sort to him?
						

						
								Chris­toph­er
								
								
									Sir Wal­ter Her­bert, a renowned sol­dier;
									

									Sir Gil­bert Tal­bot, Sir Wil­li­am Stan­ley;
									

									Ox­ford, re­doubted Pem­broke, Sir James Blunt,
									

									And Rice ap Thomas, with a vali­ant crew;
									

									And many more of noble fame and worth:
									

									And to­wards Lon­don they do bend their course,
									

									If by the way they be not fought with­al.
								

							
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									Re­turn un­to thy lord; com­mend me to him:
									

									Tell him the queen hath heart­ily con­sen­ted
									

									He shall es­pouse Eliza­beth her daugh­ter.
									

									These let­ters will re­solve him of my mind.
									

									Farewell. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Salis­bury. An open place.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Sher­iff, and Buck­ing­ham, with hal­berds, led to ex­e­cu­tion.
							
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								Will not King Richard let me speak with him?
						

						
								Sher­iff
								No, my good lord; there­fore be pa­tient.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Hast­ings, and Ed­ward’s chil­dren, Rivers, Grey,
									

									Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Ed­ward,
									

									Vaughan, and all that have mis­car­ried
									

									By un­der­hand cor­rup­ted foul in­justice,
									

									If that your moody dis­con­ten­ted souls
									

									Do through the clouds be­hold this present hour,
									

									Even for re­venge mock my de­struc­tion!
									

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

							
						

						
								Sher­iff
								It is, my lord.
						

						
								Buck­ing­ham
								
								
									Why, then All-Souls’ day is my body’s dooms­day.
									

									This is the day that, in King Ed­ward’s time,
									

									I wish’d might fall on me, when I was found
									

									False to his chil­dren or his wife’s al­lies;
									

									This is the day wherein I wish’d to fall
									

									By the false faith of him I trus­ted most;
									

									This, this All-Souls’ day to my fear­ful soul
									

									Is the de­term­ined res­pite of my wrongs:
									

									That high All-Seer that I dal­lied with
									

									Hath turn’d my feigned pray­er on my head
									

									And giv­en in earn­est what I begg’d in jest.
									

									Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men
									

									To turn their own points on their mas­ters’ bos­oms:
									

									Now Mar­garet’s curse is fallen upon my head;
									

									“When he,” quoth she, “shall split thy heart with sor­row,
									

									Re­mem­ber Mar­garet was a proph­et­ess.”
									

									Come, sirs, con­vey me to the block of shame;
									

									Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				The camp near Tam­worth.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Rich­mond, Ox­ford, Blunt, Her­bert, and oth­ers, with drum and col­ours.
							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									Fel­lows in arms, and my most lov­ing friends,
									

									Bruised un­der­neath the yoke of tyranny,
									

									Thus far in­to the bowels of the land
									

									Have we march’d on without im­ped­i­ment;
									

									And here re­ceive we from our fath­er Stan­ley
									

									Lines of fair com­fort and en­cour­age­ment.
									

									The wretched, bloody, and usurp­ing boar,
									

									That spoil’d your sum­mer fields and fruit­ful vines,
									

									Swills your warm blood like wash, and makes his trough
									

									In your em­bowell’d bos­oms, this foul swine
									

									Lies now even in the centre of this isle,
									

									Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn:
									

									From Tam­worth thith­er is but one day’s march.
									

									In God’s name, cheerly on, cour­ageous friends,
									

									To reap the har­vest of per­petu­al peace
									

									By this one bloody tri­al of sharp war.
								

							
						

						
								Ox­ford
								
								
									Every man’s con­science is a thou­sand swords,
									

									To fight against that bloody hom­icide.
								

							
						

						
								Her­bert
								I doubt not but his friends will fly to us.
						

						
								Blunt
								
								
									He hath no friends but who are friends for fear,
									

									Which in his greatest need will shrink from him.
								

							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									All for our vant­age. Then, in God’s name, march:
									

									True hope is swift, and flies with swal­low’s wings;
									

									Kings it makes gods, and mean­er creatures kings. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Bos­worth Field.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter King Richard in arms, with Nor­folk, the Earl of Sur­rey, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Here pitch our tents, even here in Bos­worth field.
									

									My Lord of Sur­rey, why look you so sad?
								

							
						

						
								Sur­rey
								My heart is ten times light­er than my looks.
						

						
								King Richard
								My Lord of Nor­folk—
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Here, most gra­cious liege.
						

						
								King Richard
								Nor­folk, we must have knocks; ha! must we not?
						

						
								Nor­folk
								We must both give and take, my gra­cious lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Up with my tent there! here will I lie to-night;
									

									But where to-mor­row? Well, all’s one for that.
									

									Who hath descried the num­ber of the foe?
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Six or sev­en thou­sand is their ut­most power.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Why, our bat­talion trebles that ac­count:
									

									Be­sides, the king’s name is a tower of strength,
									

									Which they upon the ad­verse party want.
									

									Up with my tent there! Vali­ant gen­tle­men,
									

									Let us sur­vey the vant­age of the field;
									

									Call for some men of sound dir­ec­tion:
									

									Let’s want no dis­cip­line, make no delay;
									

									For, lords, to-mor­row is a busy day. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter, on the oth­er side of the field, Rich­mond, Sir Wil­li­am Brandon, Ox­ford, and oth­ers. Some of the Sol­diers pitch Rich­mond’s tent.
							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									The weary sun hath made a golden set,
									

									And by the bright track of his fiery car,
									

									Gives sig­nal of a goodly day to-mor­row.
									

									Sir Wil­li­am Brandon, you shall bear my stand­ard.
									

									Give me some ink and pa­per in my tent:
									

									I’ll draw the form and mod­el of our battle,
									

									Lim­it each lead­er to his sev­er­al charge,
									

									And part in just pro­por­tion our small strength.
									

									My Lord of Ox­ford, you, Sir Wil­li­am Brandon,
									

									And you, Sir Wal­ter Her­bert, stay with me.
									

									The Earl of Pem­broke keeps his re­gi­ment:
									

									Good Cap­tain Blunt, bear my good-night to him,
									

									And by the second hour in the morn­ing
									

									De­sire the earl to see me in my tent:
									

									Yet one thing more, good Blunt, be­fore thou go’st,
									

									Where is Lord Stan­ley quarter’d, dost thou know?
								

							
						

						
								Blunt
								
								
									Un­less I have mista’en his col­ours much,
									

									Which well I am as­sured I have not done,
									

									His re­gi­ment lies half a mile at least
									

									South from the mighty power of the king.
								

							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									If without per­il it be pos­sible,
									

									Good Cap­tain Blunt, bear my good-night to him,
									

									And give him from me this most need­ful scroll.
								

							
						

						
								Blunt
								
								
									Upon my life, my lord, I’ll un­der­take it;
									

									And so, God give you quiet rest to-night!
								

							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									Good night, good Cap­tain Blunt. Come gen­tle­men,
									

									Let us con­sult upon to-mor­row’s busi­ness:
									

									In to our tent; the air is raw and cold. They with­draw in­to the tent.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter, to his tent, King Richard, Nor­folk, Ratcliff, Catesby, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								King Richard
								What is’t o’clock?
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									It’s sup­per-time, my lord;
									

									It’s nine o’clock.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									I will not sup to-night.
									

									Give me some ink and pa­per.
									

									What, is my beaver easi­er than it was?
									

									And all my ar­mour laid in­to my tent?
								

							
						

						
								Catesby
								It is, my liege; and all things are in read­i­ness.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Good Nor­folk, hie thee to thy charge;
									

									Use care­ful watch, choose trusty sen­tinels.
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								I go, my lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								Stir with the lark to-mor­row, gentle Nor­folk.
						

						
								Nor­folk
								I war­rant you, my lord. Exit.
						

						
								King Richard
								Catesby!
						

						
								Catesby
								My lord?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Send out a pur­suivant at arms
									

									To Stan­ley’s re­gi­ment; bid him bring his power
									

									Be­fore sun­rising, lest his son George fall
									

									In­to the blind cave of etern­al night. Exit Catesby.
									

									Fill me a bowl of wine. Give me a watch.
									

									Saddle white Sur­rey for the field to-mor­row.
									

									Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy.
									

									Ratcliff!
								

							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								My lord?
						

						
								King Richard
								Saw’st thou the mel­an­choly Lord Northum­ber­land?
						

						
								Ratcliff
								
								
									Thomas the Earl of Sur­rey, and him­self,
									

									Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop
									

									Went through the army, cheer­ing up the sol­diers.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									So, I am sat­is­fied. Give me a bowl of wine:
									

									I have not that alac­rity of spir­it,
									

									Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have.
									

									Set it down. Is ink and pa­per ready?
								

							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								It is, my lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Bid my guard watch; leave me.
									

									Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to my tent
									

									And help to arm me. Leave me, I say. Ex­eunt Ratcliff and the oth­er At­tend­ants.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Derby to Rich­mond in his tent, Lords and oth­ers at­tend­ing.
							
						

						
								Derby
								For­tune and vic­tory sit on thy helm!
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									All com­fort that the dark night can af­ford
									

									Be to thy per­son, noble fath­er-in-law!
									

									Tell me, how fares our lov­ing moth­er?
								

							
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									I, by at­tor­ney, bless thee from thy moth­er,
									

									Who prays con­tinu­ally for Rich­mond’s good:
									

									So much for that. The si­lent hours steal on,
									

									And flaky dark­ness breaks with­in the east.
									

									In brief—for so the sea­son bids us be—
									

									Pre­pare thy battle early in the morn­ing,
									

									And put thy for­tune to the ar­bit­re­ment
									

									Of bloody strokes and mor­tal-star­ing war.
									

									I, as I may—that which I would I can­not—
									

									With best ad­vant­age will de­ceive the time,
									

									And aid thee in this doubt­ful shock of arms:
									

									But on thy side I may not be too for­ward,
									

									Lest, be­ing seen, thy broth­er, tender George,
									

									Be ex­ecuted in his fath­er’s sight.
									

									Farewell: the leis­ure and the fear­ful time
									

									Cuts off the ce­re­mo­ni­ous vows of love
									

									And ample in­ter­change of sweet dis­course,
									

									Which so long sun­der’d friends should dwell upon:
									

									God give us leis­ure for these rites of love!
									

									Once more, adieu: be vali­ant, and speed well!
								

							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									Good lords, con­duct him to his re­gi­ment:
									

									I’ll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap,
									

									Lest leaden slum­ber peise me down to-mor­row,
									

									When I should mount with wings of vic­tory:
									

									Once more, good night, kind lords and gen­tle­men. Ex­eunt all but Rich­mond.
									

									O Thou, whose cap­tain I ac­count my­self,
									

									Look on my forces with a gra­cious eye;
									

									Put in their hands thy bruis­ing irons of wrath,
									

									That they may crush down with a heavy fall
									

									The usurp­ing hel­mets of our ad­versar­ies!
									

									Make us thy min­is­ters of chas­tise­ment,
									

									That we may praise thee in the vic­tory!
									

									To thee I do com­mend my watch­ful soul,
									

									Ere I let fall the win­dows of mine eyes:
									

									Sleep­ing and wak­ing, O, de­fend me still! Sleeps.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Ghost of Prince Ed­ward, son to Henry the Sixth.
							
						

						
								Ghost
								
								
									To Richard. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-mor­row!
									

									Think, how thou stab’dst me in my prime of youth
									

									At Tewks­bury: des­pair, there­fore, and die!
									

									To Rich­mond. Be cheer­ful, Rich­mond; for the wronged souls
									

									Of butcher’d princes fight in thy be­half:
									

									King Henry’s is­sue, Rich­mond, com­forts thee.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Ghost of Henry the Sixth.
							
						

						
								Ghost
								
								
									To Richard. When I was mor­tal, my anoin­ted body
									

									By thee was punched full of deadly holes:
									

									Think on the Tower and me: des­pair, and die!
									

									Harry the Sixth bids thee des­pair and die!
									

									To Rich­mond. Vir­tu­ous and holy, be thou con­quer­or!
									

									Harry, that proph­esied thou shouldst be king,
									

									Doth com­fort thee in thy sleep: live, and flour­ish!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Ghost of Clar­ence.
							
						

						
								Ghost
								
								
									To Richard. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-mor­row!
									

									I, that was wash’d to death with ful­some wine,
									

									Poor Clar­ence, by thy guile be­trayed to death!
									

									To-mor­row in the battle think on me,
									

									And fall thy edge­less sword: des­pair, and die!—
									

									To Rich­mond. Thou off­spring of the house of Lan­caster,
									

									The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee:
									

									Good an­gels guard thy battle! live, and flour­ish!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Ghosts of Rivers, Grey, and Vaughan.
							
						

						
								Ghost of Rivers
								
								
									To Richard. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-mor­row,
									

									Rivers, that died at Pom­fret! des­pair, and die!
								

							
						

						
								Ghost of Grey
								To Richard. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul des­pair!
						

						
								Ghost of Vaughan
								
								
									To Richard. Think upon Vaughan, and, with guilty fear,
									

									Let fall thy lance: des­pair, and die!
								

							
						

						
								All
								
								
									To Rich­mond. Awake, and think our wrongs in Richard’s bos­om
									

									Will con­quer him! awake, and win the day!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Ghost of Hast­ings.
							
						

						
								Ghost of Hast­ings
								
								
									To Richard. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake,
									

									And in a bloody battle end thy days!
									

									Think on Lord Hast­ings: des­pair, and die!
									

									To Rich­mond. Quiet un­troubled soul, awake, awake!
									

									Arm, fight, and con­quer, for fair Eng­land’s sake!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Ghosts of the two young Princes.
							
						

						
								Ghosts
								
								
									To Richard. Dream on thy cous­ins smoth­er’d in the Tower:
									

									Let us be lead with­in thy bos­om, Richard,
									

									And weigh thee down to ru­in, shame, and death!
									

									Thy neph­ews’ souls bid thee des­pair and die!
									

									To Rich­mond. Sleep, Rich­mond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy;
									

									Good an­gels guard thee from the boar’s an­noy!
									

									Live, and be­get a happy race of kings!
									

									Ed­ward’s un­happy sons do bid thee flour­ish.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Ghost of Lady Anne.
							
						

						
								Ghost
								
								
									To Richard. Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife,
									

									That nev­er slept a quiet hour with thee,
									

									Now fills thy sleep with per­turb­a­tions:
									

									To-mor­row in the battle think on me,
									

									And fall thy edge­less sword: des­pair, and die!
									

									To Rich­mond. Thou quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep;
									

									Dream of suc­cess and happy vic­tory!
									

									Thy ad­versary’s wife doth pray for thee.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Ghost of Buck­ing­ham.
							
						

						
								Ghost
								
								
									To Richard. The last was I that help’d thee to the crown;
									

									The last was I that felt thy tyranny:
									

									O, in the battle think on Buck­ing­ham,
									

									And die in ter­ror of thy guilt­i­ness!
									

									Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death:
									

									Faint­ing, des­pair; des­pair­ing, yield thy breath!
									

									To Rich­mond. I died for hope ere I could lend thee aid:
									

									But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dis­may’d:
									

									God and good an­gel fight on Rich­mond’s side;
									

									And Richard falls in height of all his pride. The Ghosts van­ish. King Richard starts out of his dream.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Give me an­oth­er horse: bind up my wounds.
									

									Have mercy, Jesu!—Soft! I did but dream.
									

									O cow­ard con­science, how dost thou af­flict me!
									

									The lights burn blue. It is now dead mid­night.
									

									Cold fear­ful drops stand on my trem­bling flesh.
									

									What do I fear? my­self? there’s none else by:
									

									Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I.
									

									Is there a mur­der­er here? No. Yes, I am:
									

									Then fly. What, from my­self? Great reas­on why:
									

									Lest I re­venge. What, my­self upon my­self?
									

									Alack. I love my­self. Where­fore? for any good
									

									That I my­self have done un­to my­self?
									

									O, no! alas, I rather hate my­self
									

									For hate­ful deeds com­mit­ted by my­self!
									

									I am a vil­lain: yet I lie, I am not.
									

									Fool, of thy­self speak well: fool, do not flat­ter.
									

									My con­science hath a thou­sand sev­er­al tongues,
									

									And every tongue brings in a sev­er­al tale,
									

									And every tale con­demns me for a vil­lain.
									

									Per­jury, per­jury, in the high’st de­gree;
									

									Murder, stern murder, in the direst de­gree;
									

									All sev­er­al sins, all used in each de­gree,
									

									Throng to the bar, cry­ing all, Guilty! guilty!
									

									I shall des­pair. There is no creature loves me;
									

									And if I die, no soul shall pity me:
									

									Nay, where­fore should they, since that I my­self
									

									Find in my­self no pity to my­self?
									

									Me­thought the souls of all that I had murder’d
									

									Came to my tent; and every one did threat
									

									To-mor­row’s ven­geance on the head of Richard.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Ratcliff.
							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								My lord!
						

						
								King Richard
								’Zounds! who is there?
						

						
								Ratcliff
								
								
									Ratcliff, my lord; ’tis I. The early vil­lage-cock
									

									Hath twice done sa­luta­tion to the morn;
									

									Your friends are up, and buckle on their ar­mour.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									O Ratcliff, I have dream’d a fear­ful dream!
									

									What thinkest thou, will our friends prove all true?
								

							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								No doubt, my lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								O Ratcliff, I fear, I fear—
						

						
								Ratcliff
								Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shad­ows.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									By the apostle Paul, shad­ows to-night
									

									Have struck more ter­ror to the soul of Richard
									

									Than can the sub­stance of ten thou­sand sol­diers
									

									Armed in proof, and led by shal­low Rich­mond.
									

									It is not yet near day. Come, go with me;
									

									Un­der our tents I’ll play the eaves-drop­per,
									

									To see if any mean to shrink from me. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Lords to Rich­mond, sit­ting in his tent.
							
						

						
								Lords
								Good mor­row, Rich­mond!
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									Cry mercy, lords and watch­ful gen­tle­men,
									

									That you have ta’en a tardy slug­gard here.
								

							
						

						
								Lords
								How have you slept, my lord?
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									The sweetest sleep, and fairest-bod­ing dreams
									

									That ever enter’d in a drowsy head,
									

									Have I since your de­par­ture had, my lords.
									

									Me­thought their souls, whose bod­ies Richard murder’d,
									

									Came to my tent, and cried on vic­tory:
									

									I prom­ise you, my soul is very joc­und
									

									In the re­mem­brance of so fair a dream.
									

									How far in­to the morn­ing is it, lords?
								

							
						

						
								Lords
								Upon the stroke of four.
						

						
								Rich­mond
								Why, then ’tis time to arm and give dir­ec­tion.
						

						
								
								
								His ora­tion to his sol­diers.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									More than I have said, lov­ing coun­try­men,
									

									The leis­ure and en­force­ment of the time
									

									For­bids to dwell upon: yet re­mem­ber this,
									

									God and our good cause fight upon our side;
									

									The pray­ers of holy saints and wronged souls,
									

									Like high-rear’d bul­warks, stand be­fore our faces;
									

									Richard ex­cept, those whom we fight against
									

									Had rather have us win than him they fol­low:
									

									For what is he they fol­low? truly, gen­tle­men,
									

									A bloody tyr­ant and a hom­icide;
									

									One raised in blood, and one in blood es­tab­lish’d;
									

									One that made means to come by what he hath,
									

									And slaughter’d those that were the means to help him;
									

									A base foul stone, made pre­cious by the foil
									

									Of Eng­land’s chair, where he is falsely set;
									

									One that hath ever been God’s en­emy:
									

									Then, if you fight against God’s en­emy,
									

									God will in justice ward you as his sol­diers;
									

									If you do sweat to put a tyr­ant down,
									

									You sleep in peace, the tyr­ant be­ing slain;
									

									If you do fight against your coun­try’s foes,
									

									Your coun­try’s fat shall pay your pains the hire;
									

									If you do fight in safe­guard of your wives,
									

									Your wives shall wel­come home the con­quer­ors;
									

									If you do free your chil­dren from the sword,
									

									Your chil­dren’s chil­dren quit it in your age.
									

									Then, in the name of God and all these rights,
									

									Ad­vance your stand­ards, draw your will­ing swords.
									

									For me, the ransom of my bold at­tempt
									

									Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face;
									

									But if I thrive, the gain of my at­tempt
									

									The least of you shall share his part there­of.
									

									Sound drums and trum­pets boldly and cheer­fully;
									

									God and Saint George! Rich­mond and vic­tory! Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter King Richard, Ratcliff, At­tend­ants and Forces.
							
						

						
								King Richard
								What said Northum­ber­land as touch­ing Rich­mond?
						

						
								Ratcliff
								That he was nev­er trained up in arms.
						

						
								King Richard
								He said the truth: and what said Sur­rey then?
						

						
								Ratcliff
								He smiled and said “The bet­ter for our pur­pose.”
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									He was in the right; and so in­deed it is. Clock striketh.
									

									Ten the clock there. Give me a cal­en­dar.
									

									Who saw the sun to-day?
								

							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								Not I, my lord.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Then he dis­dains to shine; for by the book
									

									He should have braved the east an hour ago:
									

									A black day will it be to some­body.
									

									Ratcliff!
								

							
						

						
								Ratcliff
								My lord?
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									The sun will not be seen to-day;
									

									The sky doth frown and lour upon our army.
									

									I would these dewy tears were from the ground.
									

									Not shine to-day! Why, what is that to me
									

									More than to Rich­mond? for the self­same heav­en
									

									That frowns on me looks sadly upon him.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Nor­folk.
							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								Arm, arm, my lord; the foe vaunts in the field.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Come, bustle, bustle; ca­par­is­on my horse.
									

									Call up Lord Stan­ley, bid him bring his power:
									

									I will lead forth my sol­diers to the plain,
									

									And thus my battle shall be ordered:
									

									My fore­ward shall be drawn out all in length,
									

									Con­sist­ing equally of horse and foot;
									

									Our arch­ers shall be placed in the midst:
									

									John Duke of Nor­folk, Thomas Earl of Sur­rey,
									

									Shall have the lead­ing of this foot and horse.
									

									They thus dir­ec­ted, we will fol­low
									

									In the main battle, whose puis­sance on either side
									

									Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.
									

									This, and Saint George to boot! What think’st thou, Nor­folk?
								

							
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									A good dir­ec­tion, war­like sov­er­eign.
									

									This found I on my tent this morn­ing. He showeth him a pa­per.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Reads. “Jockey of Nor­folk, be not too bold,
									

									For Dick­on thy mas­ter is bought and sold.”
									

									A thing de­vised by the en­emy.
									

									Go, gen­tle­man, every man un­to his charge:
									

									Let not our bab­bling dreams af­fright our souls:
									

									Con­science is but a word that cow­ards use,
									

									De­vised at first to keep the strong in awe:
									

									Our strong arms be our con­science, swords our law.
									

									March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell;
									

									If not to heav­en, then hand in hand to hell.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								His ora­tion to his Army.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									What shall I say more than I have in­ferr’d?
									

									Re­mem­ber whom you are to cope with­al;
									

									A sort of vag­a­bonds, ras­cals, and run­aways,
									

									A scum of Bre­tons, and base lackey peas­ants,
									

									Whom their o’er-cloyed coun­try vomits forth
									

									To des­per­ate ven­tures and as­sured de­struc­tion.
									

									You sleep­ing safe, they bring to you un­rest;
									

									You hav­ing lands, and blest with beau­teous wives,
									

									They would re­strain the one, dis­tain the oth­er.
									

									And who doth lead them but a paltry fel­low,
									

									Long kept in Bretagne at our moth­er’s cost?
									

									A milk-sop, one that nev­er in his life
									

									Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow?
									

									Let’s whip these strag­glers o’er the seas again;
									

									Lash hence these over­ween­ing rags of France,
									

									These fam­ish’d beg­gars, weary of their lives;
									

									Who, but for dream­ing on this fond ex­ploit,
									

									For want of means, poor rats, had hang’d them­selves:
									

									If we be con­quer’d, let men con­quer us,
									

									And not these bas­tard Bre­tons; whom our fath­ers
									

									Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and thump’d,
									

									And in re­cord, left them the heirs of shame.
									

									Shall these en­joy our lands? lie with our wives?
									

									Rav­ish our daugh­ters? Drum afar off. Hark! I hear their drum.
									

									Fight, gen­tle­men of Eng­land! fight, bold yoe­men!
									

									Draw, arch­ers, draw your ar­rows to the head!
									

									Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood;
									

									Amaze the welkin with your broken staves!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								
								What says Lord Stan­ley? will he bring his power?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								My lord, he doth deny to come.
						

						
								King Richard
								Off with his son George’s head!
						

						
								Nor­folk
								
								
									My lord, the en­emy is past the marsh:
									

									After the battle let George Stan­ley die.
								

							
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									A thou­sand hearts are great with­in my bos­om:
									

									Ad­vance our stand­ards, set upon our foes;
									

									Our an­cient word of cour­age, fair Saint George,
									

									In­spire us with the spleen of fiery dragons!
									

									Upon them! vic­tory sits on our helms. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				An­oth­er part of the field.

				
					
						
								
								
								Alar­um: ex­cur­sions. Enter Nor­folk and forces fight­ing; to him Catesby.
							
						

						
								Catesby
								
								
									Res­cue, my Lord of Nor­folk, res­cue, res­cue!
									

									The king en­acts more won­ders than a man,
									

									Dar­ing an op­pos­ite to every danger:
									

									His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights,
									

									Seek­ing for Rich­mond in the throat of death.
									

									Res­cue, fair lord, or else the day is lost!
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Alar­ums. Enter King Richard.
							
						

						
								King Richard
								A horse! a horse! my king­dom for a horse!
						

						
								Catesby
								With­draw, my lord; I’ll help you to a horse.
						

						
								King Richard
								
								
									Slave, I have set my life upon a cast,
									

									And I will stand the haz­ard of the die:
									

									I think there be six Rich­monds in the field;
									

									Five have I slain to-day in­stead of him.
									

									A horse! a horse! my king­dom for a horse! Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				An­oth­er part of the field.

				
					
						
								
								
								Alar­um. Enter Richard and Rich­mond; they fight. Richard is slain. Re­treat and flour­ish. Re-enter Rich­mond, Derby bear­ing the crown, with divers oth­er Lords.
							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									God and your arms be praised, vic­tori­ous friends;
									

									The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead.
								

							
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									Cour­ageous Rich­mond, well hast thou ac­quit thee.
									

									Lo, here, this long-usurped roy­alty
									

									From the dead temples of this bloody wretch
									

									Have I pluck’d off, to grace thy brows with­al:
									

									Wear it, en­joy it, and make much of it.
								

							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									Great God of heav­en, say Amen to all!
									

									But, tell me, is young George Stan­ley liv­ing?
								

							
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town;
									

									Whith­er, if it please you, we may now with­draw us.
								

							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								What men of name are slain on either side?
						

						
								Derby
								
								
									John Duke of Nor­folk, Wal­ter Lord Fer­rers,
									

									Sir Robert Braken­bury, and Sir Wil­li­am Brandon.
								

							
						

						
								Rich­mond
								
								
									Inter their bod­ies as be­comes their births:
									

									Pro­claim a par­don to the sol­diers fled
									

									That in sub­mis­sion will re­turn to us:
									

									And then, as we have ta’en the sac­ra­ment,
									

									We will unite the white rose and the red:
									

									Smile heav­en upon this fair con­junc­tion,
									

									That long have frown’d upon their enmity!
									

									What trait­or hears me, and says not amen?
									

									Eng­land hath long been mad, and scarr’d her­self;
									

									The broth­er blindly shed the broth­er’s blood,
									

									The fath­er rashly slaughter’d his own son,
									

									The son, com­pell’d, been butcher to the sire:
									

									All this di­vided York and Lan­caster,
									

									Di­vided in their dire di­vi­sion,
									

									O, now, let Rich­mond and Eliza­beth,
									

									The true suc­ceed­ers of each roy­al house,
									

									By God’s fair or­din­ance con­join to­geth­er!
									

									And let their heirs, God, if thy will be so,
									

									En­rich the time to come with smooth-faced peace,
									

									With smil­ing plenty and fair pros­per­ous days!
									

									Abate the edge of trait­ors, gra­cious Lord,
									

									That would re­duce these bloody days again,
									

									And make poor Eng­land weep in streams of blood!
									

									Let them not live to taste this land’s in­crease
									

									That would with treas­on wound this fair land’s peace!
									

									Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again:
									

									That she may long live here, God say amen! Ex­eunt.
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