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HENRY Earl of Richnond, a youth (HENRY OF RI CHMOND:).
LORD RI VERS brother to Lady Gey. (R VERS:)
SIR WLLI AM STANLEY ( STANLEY:)
SI R JOHN MONTGOVERY ( MONTGOVERY: )
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A Father that has killed his son. (Father:)
QUEEN MARGARET:
LADY GREY afterwards Queen to Edward |V. (QUEEN ELI ZABETH:)
BONA sister to the French Queen.
Sol diers, Attendants, Messengers, Watchnen, &c.
(Sol dier:)
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SCENE Engl and and France.

London. The Parli anent - house.

[Alarum Enter YORK, EDWARD, RI CHARD, NORFOLK,
MONTAGUE, WARW CK, and Sol di er s]

WARW CK | wonder how the king escaped our hands.



YORK Wi | e we pursued the horsenmen of the north,
He slily stole away and left his nen
Whereat the great Lord of Northunberl and,
Wiose warli ke ears could never brook retreat,
Cheer'd up the drooping arny; and hinmself,
Lord Cifford and Lord Stafford, all abreast,
Charged our main battle's front, and breaking in
Were by the swords of conmon sol diers slain.

EDWARD Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Bucki ngham
Is either slain or wounded danger ously;
| cleft his beaver with a downright bl ow
That this is true, father, behold his bl ood.

MONTAGUE And, brother, here's the Earl of WItshire's bl ood,
Whom | encounter'd as the battles join'd.

RI CHARD Speak thou for me and tell them what | did.
[ Throwi ng down SOVERSET' s head]

YORK Ri chard hath best deserved of all ny sons
But is your grace dead, ny Lord of Sonerset?

NORFOLK Such hope have all the line of John of Gaunt!
Rl CHARD Thus do | hope to shake King Henry's head.

WARW CK And so do |. Victorious Prince of York
Before | see thee seated in that throne
Whi ch now t he house of Lancaster usurps,
I vow by heaven these eyes shall never close.
This is the palace of the fearful king,
And this the regal seat: possess it, York
For this is thine and not King Henry's heirs

YORK Assist me, then, sweet Warwick, and | wll;
For hither we have broken in by force.

NORFOLK We'Il all assist you; he that flies shall die.

YORK Thanks, gentle Norfolk: stay by ne, ny |ords;
And, soldiers, stay and | odge by nme this night.

[ They go up]

WARW CK And when the king conmes, offer no violence
Unl ess he seek to thrust you out perforce.

YORK The queen this day here hol ds her parlianent,
But little thinks we shall be of her council:
By words or blows here let us win our right.

RICHARD Armid as we are, let's stay within this house.

WARW CK The bl oody parlianent shall this be call'd,
Unl ess Pl ant agenet, Duke of York, be king,
And bashful Henry deposed, whose cowardice
Hat h nade us by-words to our enenies.



YORK Then | eave ne not, ny lords; be resolute;
I mean to take possession of ny right.

WARW CK Nei t her the king, nor he that [oves himbest,
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster
Dares stir a wing, if Warw ck shake his bells.
"1l plant Plantagenet, root himup who dares:
Resol ve thee, Richard; claimthe English crown.

[ Flourish. Enter KING HENRY VI, CLIFFORD,
NORTHUVBERLAND, WESTMORELAND, EXETER, and the rest]

KI NG HENRY VI My lords, |ook where the sturdy rebel sits,
Even in the chair of state: belike he neans,
Back'd by the power of Warwi ck, that false peer,
To aspire unto the crown and reign as king.
Earl of Northunberl and, he slew thy father
And thine, Lord difford; and you both have vow d revenge
On him his sons, his favourites and his friends.

NORTHUMBERLAND | f | be not, heavens be revenged on ne!
CLI FFORD The hope thereof nmakes difford nourn in steel

VESTMORELAND What, shall we suffer this? let's pluck himdown:
My heart for anger burns; | cannot brook it.

KI NG HENRY VI Be patient, gentle Earl of Westnorel and.

CLI FFORD Patience is for poltroons, such as he:
He durst not sit there, had your father |ived.
My gracious lord, here in the parlianment
Let us assail the famly of York

NORTHUMBERLAND Weél | hast thou spoken, cousin: be it so.

KI NG HENRY VI Ah, know you not the city favours them
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck?

EXETER But when the duke is slain, they' Il quickly fly.

KI NG HENRY VI Far be the thought of this fromHenry's heart,
To nmake a shanbl es of the parlianent-house!
Cousin of Exeter, frowns, words and threats
Shall be the war that Henry nmeans to use.
Thou factious Duke of York, descend ny throne,
and kneel for grace and nmercy at ny feet;
I amthy sovereign.

YORK | amthine.

EXETER For shane, cone down: he nade thee Duke of York
YORK "Twas ny inheritance, as the earldom was.
EXETER Thy father was a traitor to the crown.

WARW CK Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown
In following this usurping Henry.



CLI FFORD Wiom shoul d he follow but his natural king?

WARW CK True, Cifford; and that's Ri chard Duke of York

KI NG HENRY VI And shall | stand, and thou sit in nmy throne?
YORK It must and shall be so: content thyself.

WARW CK Be Duke of Lancaster; |et him be Kking.

VESTMORELAND He is both king and Duke of Lancaster
And that the Lord of Westnorel and shall maintain.

WARW CK And Warwi ck shall disprove it. You forget
That we are those which chased you fromthe field
And sl ew your fathers, and with col ours spread
March'd through the city to the pal ace gates.

NORTHUMBERLAND Yes, Warwick, | remenber it to ny grief;
And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it.

VESTMOREL AND Pl ant agenet, of thee and these thy sons,
Thy kinsman and thy friends, I'Il have nore lives
Than drops of blood were in ny father's veins.

CLI FFORD Uge it no nore; lest that, instead of words,
| send thee, Warwi ck, such a messenger
As shall revenge his death before | stir.

WARW CK Poor difford! how | scorn his worthl ess threats!

YORK WIl you we show our title to the crown?
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field.

KI NG HENRY VI What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown?
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, Earl of Mrch:
I amthe son of Henry the Fifth,
Wio made the Dauphin and the French to stoop
And sei zed upon their towns and provinces.
WARW CK Tal k not of France, sith thou hast lost it all.

KI NG HENRY VI The lord protector lost it, and not |
Wien | was crown'd | was but nine nonths ol d.

Rl CHARD You are old enough now, and yet, methinks, you | ose.
Father, tear the crown fromthe usurper's head.

EDWARD Sweet father, do so; set it on your head.

MONTAGUE Good brother, as thou | ovest and honourest arnms,
Let's fight it out and not stand cavilling thus.

RI CHARD Sound druns and trunpets, and the king will fly.
YORK Sons, peace!

KI NG HENRY VI Peace, thou! and give King Henry | eave to speak



WARW CK Pl ant agenet shall speak first: hear him | ords;
And be you silent and attentive too,
For he that interrupts himshall not I|ive.

KI NG HENRY VI Think'st thou that | will leave ny kingly throne
Wherein ny grandsire and ny father sat?
No: first shall war unpeople this ny realm
Ay, and their colours, often borne in France,
And now in England to our heart's great sorrow,
Shal | be nmy w ndi ng-sheet. Wy faint you, |ords?
My title's good, and better far than his.
WARW CK Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be king.
KI NG HENRY VI Henry the Fourth by conquest got the crown.
YORK "Twas by rebellion against his king.

KI NG HENRY VI [Aside] | know not what to say; ny title's weak.--
Tell ne, may not a king adopt an heir?

YORK What t hen?

KI NG HENRY VI An if he may, then am | |awful king;
For Richard, in the view of many | ords,
Resign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth,
Whose heir ny father was, and | amhis

YORK He rose against him being his sovereign
And made himto resign his crown perforce.

WARW CK Suppose, ny lords, he did it unconstrain'd,
Think you '"twere prejudicial to his crown?

EXETER No; for he could not so resign his crown
But that the next heir should succeed and reign

KI NG HENRY VI Art thou agai nst us, Duke of Exeter?

EXETER His is the right, and therefore pardon ne.

YORK Why whi sper you, ny lords, and answer not?

EXETER M conscience tells ne he is [awful King.

KI NG HENRY VI [Aside] Al will revolt fromme, and turn to him

NORTHUMBERLAND Pl ant agenet, for all the claimthou |ay'st,
Thi nk not that Henry shall be so deposed.

WARW CK Deposed he shall be, in despite of all.

NORTHUMBERLAND Thou art deceived: 'tis not thy southern power,
O Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,
Whi ch nakes thee thus presunptuous and proud,
Can set the duke up in despite of ne

CLI FFORD King Henry, be thy title right or wong,
Lord difford vows to fight in thy defence:
May that ground gape and swal |l ow ne alive,



Wiere | shall kneel to himthat slew ny father!
KI NG HENRY VI Odifford, howthy words revive ny heart!

YORK Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown.
What mutter you, or what conspire you, |ords?

WARW CK Do right unto this princely Duke of York,
O | will fill the house with arned nen,
And over the chair of state, where now he sits,
Wite up his title with usurping bl ood.

[He stanps with his foot and the sol diers show
t hensel ves]

KI NG HENRY VI My Lord of Warwi ck, hear ne but one word:
Let ne for this ny life-tinme reign as king.

YORK Confirmthe crown to nme and to nine heirs,
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou livest.

KI NG HENRY VI I am content: Richard Pl antagenet,
Enj oy the ki ngdom after ny decease.

CLI FFORD What wong is this unto the prince your son!
WARW CK What good is this to England and hi nmsel f!
VESTMORELAND Base, fearful and despairing Henry!

CLI FFORD How hast thou injured both thyself and us!
VESTMOREL AND | cannot stay to hear these articles.
NORTHUMBERLAND Nor I.

CLI FFORD Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these news.

VESTMORELAND Farewel |, faint-hearted and degenerate king,
In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides.

NORTHUMBERLAND Be thou a prey unto the house of York,
And die in bands for this unmanly deed!

CLI FFORD In dreadful war nmayst thou be overcone,
O live in peace abandon'd and despi sed!

[ Exeunt NORTHUMBERLAND, CLIFFORD, and WESTMORELAND]
WARW CK Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not.
EXETER They seek revenge and therefore will not yield.
KI NG HENRY VI Ah, Exeter!

WARW CK Why shoul d you sigh, ny |ord?
KI NG HENRY VI Not for nyself, Lord Warwi ck, but my son,

Wiom | unnaturally shall disinherit.
But be it as it may: | here entail



The crown to thee and to thine heirs for ever
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath
To cease this civil war, and, whilst | |ive,
To honour nme as thy king and sovereign,

And neither by treason nor hostility

To seek to put me down and reign thyself.

YORK This oath | willingly take and will perform
WARW CK Long |ive King Henry! Plantagenet enbrace him
KI NG HENRY VI And long live thou and these thy forward sons!
YORK Now York and Lancaster are reconcil ed.
EXETER Accursed be he that seeks to nmke them foes!
[ Sennet. Here they come down]
YORK Farewel |, ny gracious lord; I'll to ny castle.
VWARWCK And |'Il keep London with ny sol diers.
NORFOLK And | to Norfolk with nmy followers.
MONTAGUE And | unto the sea fromwhence | cane
[ Exeunt YORK, EDWARD, EDMUND, GECORGE, RI CHARD
WARW CK, NORFOLK, MONTAGUE, their Sol diers, and
At t endant s]
KI NG HENRY VI And |, with grief and sorrow, to the court.

[ Enter QUEEN MARGARET and PRI NCE EDWARD]

EXETER Here cones the queen, whose | ooks beway her anger
"Il steal away.

KI NG HENRY VI Exeter, so will I.
QUEEN MARGARET Nay, go not fromme; | will follow thee.
KI NG HENRY VI Be patient, gentle queen, and | wll stay.

QUEEN MARGARET Who can be patient in such extrenes?
Ah, wetched nman! would | had died a naid
And never seen thee, never borne thee son
Seeing thou hast proved so unnatural a father
Hat h he deserved to lose his birthright thus?
Hadst thou but |oved himhalf so well as |
O felt that pain which | did for himonce,
O nourish'd himas | did with nmy bl ood,
Thou woul dst have left thy dearest heart-blood there,
Rat her than have that savage duke thine heir
And di sinherited thine only son

PRI NCE EDWARD  Fat her, you cannot disinherit me:
If you be king, why should not | succeed?

KI NG HENRY VI Pardon me, Margaret; pardon me, sweet son



The Earl of Warwi ck and the duke enforced ne.

QUEEN MARGARET Enforced thee! art thou king, and wilt be forced?
| shane to hear thee speak. Ah, tinorous wetch!
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son and ne;

And given unto the house of York such head

As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance.

To entail himand his heirs unto the crown,

What is it, but to nake thy sepulchre

And creep into it far before thy tine?

Warwi ck is chancellor and the lord of Calais;
Stern Fal conbri dge commands t he narrow seas;

The duke is made protector of the realm

And yet shalt thou be safe? such safety finds
The trenbling | anb environed with wol ves.

Had | been there, which ama silly wonman,

The sol di ers should have toss'd nme on their pikes
Before | would have granted to that act.

But thou preferr'st thy Iife before thine honour
And seeing thou dost, | here divorce nyself

Both fromthy table, Henry, and thy bed,

Until that act of parlianment be repeal'd
Whereby ny son is disinherited.

The northern lords that have forsworn thy col ours
WIl follow mne, if once they see them spread,
And spread they shall be, to thy foul disgrace
And utter ruin of the house of York

Thus do | |eave thee. Cone, son, let's away;

Qur arny is ready; come, we'll after them

KI NG HENRY VI Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear ne speak

QUEEN MARGARET Thou hast spoke too much already: get thee gone.
KI NG HENRY VI Gentl e son Edward, thou wilt stay with ne?
QUEEN MARGARET Ay, to be nmurder'd by his enem es.

PRINCE EDWARD When | return with victory fromthe field
"Il see your grace: till then I'Il follow her

QUEEN MARGARET Cone, son, away; we may nhot |inger thus.
[ Exeunt QUEEN MARGARET and PRI NCE EDWARD]

KI NG HENRY VI Poor queen! how |ove to ne and to her son
Hat h made her break out into terns of rage!
Revenged may she be on that hateful duke,
Wiose haughty spirit, winged with desire,
WIl cost nmy crown, and |like an enpty eagle
Tire on the flesh of ne and of ny son
The |1 oss of those three lords tornents ny heart:
"Il wite unto them and entreat themfair.
Cone, cousin you shall be the nessenger

EXETER And |, | hope, shall reconcile themall.
[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||



Sandal Castl e.
[ Enter RI CHARD, EDWARD, and MONTAGUE]
Rl CHARD Br ot her, though | be youngest, give ne | eave.
EDWARD No, | can better play the orator
MONTAGUE But | have reasons strong and forcible.
[ Enter YORK]

YORK Why, how now, sons and brother! at a strife?
What is your quarrel? how began it first?

EDWARD No quarrel, but a slight contention
YORK About what ?

Rl CHARD About that which concerns your grace and us;
The crown of England, father, which is yours.

YORK M ne boy? not till King Henry be dead.
RI CHARD Your right depends not on his life or death.

EDWARD Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now
By giving the house of Lancaster |eave to breathe,
It will outrun you, father, in the end.

YORK | took an oath that he should quietly reign

EDWARD But for a kingdom any oath may be broken
| would break a thousand oaths to reign one year

Rl CHARD No; God forbid your grace should be forsworn.
YORK | shall be, if | claimby open war.

RICHARD I'lII prove the contrary, if you'll hear nme speak
YORK Thou canst not, son; it is inpossible.

Rl CHARD An oath is of no noment, being not took
Before a true and | awful nagistrate,
That hath authority over himthat swears:
Henry had none, but did usurp the place;
Then, seeing 'twas he that nade you to depose,
Your oath, ny lord, is vain and frivol ous.
Therefore, to arns! And, father, do but think
How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown;
Wthin whose circuit is Elysium
And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.
Wiy do we finger thus? | cannot rest
Until the white rose that | wear be dyed
Even in the | ukewarm bl ood of Henry's heart.

YORK Ri chard, enough; | will be king, or die
Brother, thou shalt to London presently,



And whet on Warwick to this enterprise.

Thou, Richard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk,
And tell himprivily of our intent.

You Edward, shall unto ny Lord Cobham

Wth whomthe Kentishnmen will willingly rise:
In them| trust; for they are soldiers,
Wtty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit.
Whil e you are thus enploy'd, what resteth nore,
But that | seek occasion howto rise,

And yet the king not privy to ny drift,

Nor any of the house of Lancaster?

[Enter a Messenger]
But, stay: what news? Wiy conest thou in such post?

Messenger The queen with all the northern earls and | ords
Intend here to besiege you in your castle:
She is hard by with twenty thousand nen
And therefore fortify your hold, ny |ord.

YORK Ay, with ny sword. What! think'st thou that we fear then?
Edward and Richard, you shall stay with nme
My brother Montague shall post to London
Let nobl e Warwi ck, Cobham and the rest,
Whom we have left protectors of the king,
Wth powerful policy strengthen thensel ves,
And trust not sinple Henry nor his oaths.

MONTAGUE Brother, | go; I'Il win them fear it not:
And thus nost hunbly | do take ny | eave.

[ Exit]

[ Enter JOHN MORTI MER and HUGH MORTI MER]

Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortiner, mne uncles,

You are cone to Sandal in a happy hour

The arny of the queen nean to besiege us.
JOHN MORTI MER  She shall not need; we'll neet her in the field.
YORK What, with five thousand nen?

RI CHARD Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need:
A woman's general ; what should we fear?

[A march afar of f]

EDWARD | hear their druns: let's set our nmen in order
And issue forth and bid thembattle straight.

YORK Five nen to twenty! though the odds be great,
| doubt not, uncle, of our victory.
Many a battle have | won in France,
When as the eneny hath been ten to one:
Wiy should | not now have the |ike success?

[Alarum Exeunt]



Scene ||

Field of battle betwi xt Sandal Castle and Wakefi el d.
[Alarums. Enter RUTLAND and his Tutor]

RUTLAND Ah, whither shall | fly to 'scape their hands?
Ah, tutor, |ook where bloody difford cones!

[ Enter CLI FFORD and Sol di ers]

CLI FFORD Chapl ai n, away! thy priesthood saves thy life.
As for the brat of this accursed duke,
Whose father slew ny father, he shall die.

Tut or And |, my lord, will bear him conpany.
CLI FFORD Sol diers, away with him

Tut or Ah, difford, nmurder not this innocent child,
Lest thou be hated both of God and nman

[Exit, dragged off by Sol diers]

CLI FFORD How now is he dead already? or is it fear
That nakes himclose his eyes? |'Il open them

RUTLAND So | ooks the pent-up lion o' er the wetch
That trenbl es under his devouring paws;
And so he wal ks, insulting o'er his prey,
And so he cones, to rend his |inbs asunder
Ah, gentle difford, kill me with thy sword,
And not with such a cruel threatening |ook
Sweet difford, hear nme speak before | die.
| amtoo nean a subject for thy wath:
Be thou revenged on nmen, and let ne live.

CLI FFORD In vain thou speak'st, poor boy; ny father's bl ood
Hat h stopp'd the passage where thy words shoul d enter

RUTLAND Then let ny father's blood open it again:
He is a nman, and, Cdifford, cope with him

CLI FFORD Had thy brethren here, their lives and thine
Were not revenge sufficient for ne;
No, if | digg'd up thy forefathers' graves
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains,
It could not slake mine ire, nor ease ny heart.
The sight of any of the house of York
Is as a fury to torment ny soul

And till | root out their accursed |line
And | eave not one alive, | live in hell.
Ther ef or e- -

[Lifting his hand]

RUTLAND O, let me pray before | take ny death!
To thee | pray; sweet Cifford, pity ne!

CLI FFORD Such pity as nmy rapier's point affords.



RUTLAND | never did thee harm why wilt thou slay ne?
CLI FFORD Thy father hath.

RUTLAND But 'twas ere | was born
Thou hast one son; for his sake pity ne,
Lest in revenge thereof, sith God is just,
He be as niserably slain as |
Ah, let ne live in prison all ny days;
And when | give occasion of offence,
Then let ne die, for now thou hast no cause.

CLI FFORD No causel!
Thy father slew ny father; therefore, die.

[ St abs hi nj

RUTLAND Di faciant |laudis sunma sit ista tuae!

[ Di es]

CLI FFORD Pl ant agenet! | cone, Pl antagenet!
And this thy son's blood cleaving to ny bl ade
Shal | rust upon nmy weapon, till thy bl ood,
Congeal 'd with this, do make nme w pe of f both.
[ Exit]

Scene |V

Anot her part of the field.
[Alarum Enter YORK]

YORK The arny of the queen hath got the field:
My uncles both are slain in rescuing ne;
And all nmy followers to the eager foe
Turn back and fly, l|ike ships before the w nd
O lanmbs pursued by hunger-starved wol ves.
My sons, God knows what hath bechanced them
But this | know, they have denean'd thensel ves
Li ke nen born to renown by life or death.
Three tines did Richard nake a |l ane to ne.
And thrice cried ' Courage, father! fight it out!’
And full as oft came Edward to ny side,
Wth purple falchion, painted to the hilt
In bl ood of those that had encounter'd him
And when the hardiest warriors did retire,
Ri chard cried ' Charge! and give no foot of ground!'
And cried '"A crown, or else a glorious tonb!
A sceptre, or an earthly sepul chre!’
Wth this, we charged again: but, out, alas!
W bodged again; as | have seen a swan
Wth bootless | abour swimagainst the tide
And spend her strength with over-matchi ng waves.

[A short al arum wit hin]

Ah, hark! the fatal followers do pursue;



And | am faint and cannot fly their fury:

And were | strong, | would not shun their fury:
The sands are nunber'd that rmake up ny life;
Here nust | stay, and here ny life nust end.

[ Enter QUEEN MARGARET, CLIFFORD, NORTHUMBERLAND,
PRI NCE EDWARD, and Sol di er s]

Conme, bloody difford, rough Northunberl and,
| dare your quenchless fury to nore rage:
I amyour butt, and | abide your shot.

NORTHUMBERLAND Yield to our mercy, proud Pl antagenet.

CLI FFORD Ay, to such nmercy as his ruthless arm
Wth downright paynment, show d unto ny father.
Now Phaet hon hath tunbled from his car,

And rmade an evening at the noontide prick.

YORK My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth
A bird that will revenge upon you all:
And in that hope |I throw mine eyes to heaven,
Scorni ng whate'er you can afflict me with.
Why cone you not? what! nultitudes, and fear?

CLI FFORD So cowards fight when they can fly no further;
So doves do peck the falcon's piercing tal ons;
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives,
Breat he out invectives 'gainst the officers.

YORK Odifford, but bethink thee once again,
And in thy thought o' er-run ny former tinme;
And, if though canst for blushing, viewthis face,
And bite thy tongue, that slanders himw th cowardice
Wiose frown hath nade thee faint and fly ere thisl!

CLI FFORD I will not bandy with thee word for word,
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for one.

QUEEN MARGARET Hold, valiant difford! for a thousand causes
I would prolong awhile the traitor's life.
W at h nakes hi m deaf: speak thou, Northunberl and.

NORTHUMBERLAND Hold, difford! do not honour him so nuch
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart:
What val our were it, when a cur doth grin,
For one to thrust his hand between his teeth,
Wien he might spurn himwith his foot away?
It is war's prize to take all vantages;
And ten to one is no inpeach of val our.

[ They lay hands on YORK, who struggl es]
CLI FFORD Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin.
NORTHUMBERLAND So doth the cony struggle in the net.

YORK So triunph thieves upon their conquer'd booty;
So true nmen yield, with robbers so o' ermatch'd.



NORTHUMBERLAND What woul d your grace have done unto hi m now?

QUEEN MARGARET Brave warriors, difford and Northunberl and,
Conme, make him stand upon this nolehill here,
That raught at nountains with outstretched arns,
Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.
What! was it you that would be England's king?
Was't you that revell'd in our parlianent,
And made a preachnent of your high descent?
Where are your nmess of sons to back you now?
The wanton Edward, and the lusty Ceorge?
And where's that valiant crook-back prodigy,
Di cky your boy, that with his grunbling voice
Was wont to cheer his dad in nutinies?
O, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland?
Look, York: | stain'd this napkin with the bl ood
That valiant difford, with his rapier's point,
Made i ssue fromthe bosom of the boy;
And if thine eyes can water for his death,
| give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal
Al as poor York! but that | hate thee deadly,
| should lanent thy mniserable state.
| prithee, grieve, to make nme nmerry, York
What, hath thy fiery heart so parch'd thine entrails
That not a tear can fall for Rutland s death?
Wiy art thou patient, man? thou shoul dst be nad;

And |, to make thee mad, do nock thee thus.
Stanmp, rave, and fret, that | nmay sing and dance.
Thou woul dst be fee'd, | see, to nake nme sport:

Yor k cannot speak, unless he wear a crown.
A crown for York! and, lords, bowlowto him
Hol d you his hands, whilst | do set it on

[Putting a paper crown on his head]

Ay, marry, sir, now |l ooks he |ike a king!

Ay, this is he that took King Henry's chair,

And this is he was his adopted heir.

But howis it that great Plantagenet

Is crowmn'd so soon, and broke his sol etm oat h?
As | bethink ne, you should not be king

Till our King Henry had shook hands with death.
And will you pale your head in Henry's glory,
And rob his tenples of the di adem

Now in his life, against your holy oath?

O 'tis a fault too too unpardonable

Of with the crown, and with the crown his head;
And, whilst we breathe, take time to do hi m dead.

CLI FFORD That is nmy office, for ny father's sake.

QUEEN MARGARET Nay, stay; lets hear the orisons he makes.

YORK She-wol f of France, but worse than wol ves of France,
Whose tongue nore poi sons than the adder's tooth!
How ill-beseening is it in thy sex

To triunph, like an Amazonian trull,

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates!

But that thy face is, vizard-Ilike, unchanging,
Made i nmpudent with use of evil deeds,



I woul d assay, proud queen, to nake thee bl ush
To tell thee whence thou canest, of whom derived,
Were shane enough to shane thee, wert thou not shanel ess.
Thy father bears the type of King of Naples,

O both the Sicils and Jerusal em

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeonan

Hat h that poor nonarch taught thee to insult?

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen
Unl ess the adage nust be verified,

That beggars nounted run their horse to death.
'"Tis beauty that doth oft nmake wonen proud

But, God he knows, thy share thereof is small:
"Tis virtue that doth nake them nost adnired

The contrary doth nmake thee wonder'd at:

'"Tis governnent that makes them seem divi ne;

The want thereof nakes thee aboni nabl e:

Thou art as opposite to every good

As the Antipodes are unto us,

O as the south to the septentrion

Otiger's heart wapt in a woman's hi de!

How coul dst thou drain the life-blood of the child,
To bid the father wi pe his eyes withal

And yet be seen to bear a worman's face?

Wnen are soft, mild, pitiful and flexible;

Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, renorseless.
Bids't thou nme rage? why, now thou hast thy wi sh
Woul dst have me weep? why, now thou hast thy will:
For raging wind blows up incessant showers,

And when the rage allays, the rain begins.

These tears are ny sweet Rutland' s obsequies:

And every drop cries vengeance for his death,
'"Gainst thee, fell difford, and thee, false

Fr enchwonan.

NORTHUMBERLAND Beshrew ne, but his passion noves ne so
That hardly can | cheque nmy eyes fromtears.

YORK That face of his the hungry cannibals
Wul d not have touch'd, would not have stain'd with bl ood:
But you are nore i nhunan, nore inexorable,
O ten times nore, than tigers of Hyrcania
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears:
This cloth thou dip'dst in blood of nmy sweet boy,
And | with tears do wash the bl ood away.
Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this:
And if thou tell'st the heavy story right,
Upon ny soul, the hearers will shed tears;
Yea even ny foes will shed fast-falling tears,
And say 'Alas, it was a piteous deed!’
There, take the crown, and, with the crown, ny curse;
And in thy need such confort conme to thee
As now | reap at thy too cruel hand!
Har d- hearted Clifford, take ne fromthe world:
My soul to heaven, my bl ood upon your heads!

NORTHUMBERLAND Had he been sl aughter-man to all ny Kin,
| should not for ny life but weep with him
To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul

QUEEN MARGARET What, weeping-ripe, nmy Lord Northunberl and?



Thi nk but upon the wong he did us all,
And that will quickly dry thy nelting tears.

CLI FFORD Here's for ny oath, here's for ny father's death.
[ St abbing hin

QUEEN MARGARET And here's to right our gentle-hearted king.
[ St abbing hin

YORK Open Thy gate of nercy, gracious God!
My soul flies through these wounds to seek out Thee.

[ Di es]

QUEEN MARGARET O f with his head, and set it on York gates;
So York may overl ook the town of York.

[ Fl ourish. Exeunt]

A plain near Mxtinmer's Cross in Herefordshire.
[A march. Enter EDWARD, RICHARD, and their power]

EDWARD | wonder how our princely father 'scaped,
O whet her he be 'scaped away or no
Fromdifford s and Northunberland' s pursuit:
Had he been ta'en, we should have heard the news;
Had he been slain, we should have heard the news;
O had he 'scaped, nethinks we should have heard
The happy tidings of his good escape.
How fares my brother? why is he so sad?

RI CHARD | cannot joy, until | be resolved
Wiere our right valiant father is becone.
| saw himin the battle range about;
And wat ch' d himhow he singled Cifford forth.
Met hought he bore himin the thickest troop
As doth a lion in a herd of neat;
O as a bear, enconpass'd round with dogs,
Who having pinch'd a few and nade themcry,
The rest stand all al oof, and bark at him
So fared our father with his enenies;
So fled his enenies nmy warlike father:
Met hi nks, "tis prize enough to be his son.
See how the norni ng opes her gol den gates,
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun!
How wel | resenbles it the prine of youth,
Trimm d like a younker prancing to his |ove!

EDWARD Dazzle mine eyes, or do | see three suns?

Rl CHARD Three gl ori ous suns, each one a perfect sun;
Not separated with the racking cl ouds,



But sever'd in a pale clear-shining sky.

See, see! they join, enbrace, and seemto Kiss,
As if they vow d sone | eague inviolable:

Now are they but one lanp, one light, one sun
In this the heaven figures sone event.

EDWARD ' Tis wondrous strange, the |like yet never heard of.
| think it cites us, brother, to the field,
That we, the sons of brave Pl antagenet,
Each one al ready bl azi ng by our needs,
Shoul d notwi t hstandi ng join our lights together
And over-shine the earth as this the world.
Whate' er it bodes, henceforward will | bear
Upon ny target three fair-shining suns.

Rl CHARD Nay, bear three daughters: by your leave | speak it,
You | ove the breeder better than the male.

[Enter a Messenger]

But what art thou, whose heavy | ooks foretel
Sone dreadful story hanging on thy tongue?

Messenger Ah, one that was a woful | ooker-on
Wien as the nobl e Duke of York was sl ain,
Your princely father and nmy | oving |ord!

EDWARD O, speak no nore, for | have heard too nuch
Rl CHARD Say how he died, for |I will hear it all.

Messenger Envi roned he was with many foes,
And stood against them as the hope of Troy
Agai nst the Greeks that woul d have enter'd Troy.
But Hercul es hinmself nust yield to odds;
And many strokes, though with a little axe,
Hew down and fell the hardest-tinber'd oak
By many hands your father was subdued;
But only slaughter'd by the ireful arm
O unrelenting Cifford and the queen
Who crown'd the graci ous duke in high despite,
Laugh'd in his face; and when with grief he wept,
The rut hl ess queen gave himto dry his cheeks
A napkin steeped in the harm ess bl ood
O sweet young Rutland, by rough Cdifford slain:
And after many scorns, many foul taunts,
They took his head, and on the gates of York
They set the sane; and there it doth remain,
The saddest spectacle that e'er | view d.

EDWARD Sweet Duke of York, our prop to |ean upon
Now t hou art gone, we have no staff, no stay.
Odifford, boisterous Cifford! thou hast slain
The flower of Europe for his chivalry;

And treacherously hast thou vanquish'd him

For hand to hand he woul d have vanqui sh'd t hee.
Now nmy soul's pal ace is beconme a prison

Ah, woul d she break from hence, that this ny body
M ght in the ground be closed up in rest!

For never henceforth shall | joy again,



Never, O never shall | see nore joy!

RICHARD | cannot weep; for all ny body's noisture
Scarce serves to quench ny furnace-burning heart:
Nor can ny tongue unload nmy heart's great burthen
For selfsame wind that | should speak withal
I's kindling coals that fires all ny breast,
And burns nme up with flames that tears woul d quench
To weep is to make |l ess the depth of grief:
Tears then for babes; blows and revenge for ne
Ri chard, | bear thy name; I'll venge thy death,
O die renowned by attenpting it.

EDWARD Hi s nane that valiant duke hath left with thee;
H s dukedom and his chair with ne is left.

RI CHARD Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird,
Show t hy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun
For chair and dukedom throne and ki ngdom say;
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his.

[ March. Enter WARW CK, MONTAGUE, and their arny]
WARW CK How now, fair |ords! \Wat fare? what news abroad?

RI CHARD Great Lord of Warwick, if we should recount
CQur bal eful news, and at each word's deliverance
Stab poniards in our flesh till all were told,
The words woul d add nore angui sh than the wounds.
Ovaliant lord, the Duke of York is slain!

EDWARD O Warwi ck, Warwi ck! that Pl antagenet,
Whi ch held three dearly as his soul's redenption
Is by the stern Lord Cifford done to death.

WARW CK Ten days ago | drown'd these news in tears;
And now, to add nore neasure to your woes
| come to tell you things sith then befall'n
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought,
Where your brave father breathed his | atest gasp
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run
Were brought me of your loss and his depart.
I, then in London keeper of the King,
Muster'd my soldiers, gather'd flocks of friends,
And very well appointed, as | thought,
March' d toward Saint Alban's to intercept the queen
Bearing the king in ny behalf along;
For by nmy scouts | was advertised
That she was conming with a full intent
To dash our late decree in parlianent
Touchi ng King Henry's oath and your succession
Short tale to nake, we at Saint Al ban's met
Qur battles join'd, and both sides fiercely fought:
But whether 'twas the col dness of the king,
Wio |l ook'd full gently on his warlike queen
That robb'd nmy soldiers of their heated spl een
O whether 'twas report of her success;
O nore than conmon fear of Cifford s rigour
Who thunders to his captives bl ood and deat h,
| cannot judge: but to conclude with truth,



Their weapons like to Iightning came and went;
Qur soldiers', like the night-ow's lazy flight,
O like an idle thresher with a flail,

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends.
| cheer'd themup with justice of our cause,
Wth prom se of high pay and great rewards:

But all in vain; they had no heart to fight,
And we in themno hope to win the day;

So that we fled; the king unto the queen;

Lord George your brother, Norfolk and nyself,

In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you:
For in the marches here we heard you were,

Maki ng anot her head to fight again.

EDWARD Where is the Duke of Norfol k, gentle Warw ck?
And when cane George from Burgundy to Engl and?

WARW CK Sone six mles off the duke is with the soldiers;
And for your brother, he was lately sent
From your kind aunt, Duchess of Burgundy,
Wth aid of soldiers to this needful war.

RI CHARD ' Twas odds, beli ke, when valiant Warw ck fl ed:
Ot have | heard his praises in pursuit,
But ne'er till now his scandal of retire.

WARW CK Nor now ny scandal, Richard, dost thou hear;
For thou shalt know this strong right hand of mine
Can pluck the diademfrom faint Henry's head,
And wring the awful sceptre fromhis fist,
Were he as fanous and as bold in war
As he is famed for nildness, peace, and prayer.

RICHARD | know it well, Lord Varwi ck; blame ne not:
"Tis love | bear thy glories nmakes ne speak.
But in this troublous tine what's to be done?
Shall we go throw away our coats of steel,
And wrap our bodies in black nourning gowns,
Nunbering our Ave-Maries with our beads?
O shall we on the helnets of our foes
Tell our devotion with revengeful arns?
If for the last, say ay, and to it, |ords.

WARW CK Why, therefore Warwi ck cane to seek you out;
And therefore cones mny brother Montague.
Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen,
Wth difford and the haught Northunberl and,
And of their feather many nore proud birds,
Have wrought the easy-nelting king |ike wax.
He swore consent to your succession,
H s oath enrolled in the parlianent;
And now to London all the crew are gone,
To frustrate both his oath and what beside
May nmake agai nst the house of Lancaster.
Their power, | think, is thirty thousand strong:
Now, if the help of Norfolk and myself,
Wth all the friends that thou, brave Earl of March,
Anongst the | oving Wl shnen canst procure,
W1l but anmount to five and twenty thousand,
Wuy, Vial to London will we march anain,



And once again bestride our foaning steeds,
And once again cry 'Charge upon our foes!'
But never once again turn back and fly.

RI CHARD Ay, now nethinks | hear great Warw ck speak:
Ne'er may he live to see a sunshi ne day,
That cries 'Retire,' if Warwi ck bid him stay.

EDWARD Lord Warwi ck, on thy shoulder will | [ean
And when thou fail'st--as God forbid the hour!--
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forfend!

WARW CK No | onger Earl of March, but Duke of York:
The next degree is England' s royal throne;
For King of England shalt thou be proclaind
In every borough as we pass al ong;
And he that throws not up his cap for joy
Shall for the fault nake forfeit of his head.
Ki ng Edward, valiant Ri chard, Montague,
Stay we no |onger, dream ng of renown,
But sound the trunpets, and about our task

RI CHARD Then, Cdifford, were thy heart as hard as steel
As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds,
| cone to pierce it, or to give thee nine

EDWARD Then strike up drums: God and Saint George for us!
[Enter a Messenger]
WARW CK How now! what news?

Messenger The Duke of Norfol k sends you word by ne,
The queen is coming with a puissant host;
And craves your conpany for speedy counsel

WARW CK Whay then it sorts, brave warriors, let's away.
[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

Bef ore York.

[ Fl ourish. Enter KING HENRY VI, QUEEN MARGARET
PRI NCE EDWARD, CLI FFORD, and NORTHUMBERLAND, with
drum and trunpets]

QUEEN MARGARET Wl cone, ny lord, to this brave town of York
Yonder's the head of that arch-eneny
That sought to be enconpass'd with your crown:
Dot h not the object cheer your heart, my |ord?

KI NG HENRY VI Ay, as the rocks cheer themthat fear their weck:
To see this sight, it irks my very soul
Wt hhold revenge, dear God! 'tis not ny fault,
Nor wittingly have | infringed nmy vow.

CLI FFORD My gracious liege, this too nuch lenity
And harnful pity must be laid aside.



To whom do lions cast their gentle |ooks?

Not to the beast that would usurp their den
Wiose hand is that the forest bear doth |ick?
Not his that spoils her young before her face.
Wio 'scapes the lurking serpent's nortal sting?
Not he that sets his foot upon her back

The smallest wormwi Il turn being trodden on
And doves will peck in safeguard of their brood.
Anbi tious York doth level at thy crown,

Thou sniling while he knit his angry brows:

He, but a duke, would have his son a king,

And raise his issue, like a loving sire;

Thou, being a king, blest with a goodly son

Di dst yield consent to disinherit him

Whi ch argued thee a nost unl oving father

Unr easonabl e creatures feed their young;

And though man's face be fearful to their eyes,
Yet, in protection of their tender ones,

Wio hath not seen them even with those w ngs
Whi ch sonetinme they have used with fearful flight,
Make war with himthat clinb'd unto their nest,
Ofer their own lives in their young' s defence?
For shame, ny |iege, make them your precedent!
Were it not pity that this goodly boy

Shoul d lose his birthright by his father's fault,
And | ong hereafter say unto his child,

"What ny great-grandfather and his grandsire got
My carel ess father fondly gave away'?

Ah, what a shame were this! Look on the boy;

And let his manly face, which promiseth
Successful fortune, steel thy nelting heart

To hold thine own and | eave thine own wth him

KI NG HENRY VI Full well hath Cdifford play'd the orator
Inferring arguments of mighty force
But, Cifford, tell ne, didst thou never hear
That things ill-got had ever bad success?
And happy always was it for that son
Wiose father for his hoarding went to hell?
"1l Ieave nmy son ny virtuous deeds behi nd;
And would ny father had left ne no nore!
For all the rest is held at such a rate
As brings a thousand-fold nore care to keep
Than in possession and jot of pleasure.
Ah, cousin York! would thy best friends did know
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here!

QUEEN MARGARET My lord, cheer up your spirits: our foes are nigh,
And this soft courage nmakes your followers faint.
You proni sed kni ghthood to our forward son
Unsheat he your sword, and dub himpresently.
Edwar d, kneel down.

KI NG HENRY VI Edward Pl ant agenet, arise a knight;
And learn this |lesson, draw thy sword in right.

PRINCE M gracious father, by your kingly |eave,
"Il draw it as apparent to the crown,
And in that quarrel use it to the death.



CLI FFORD Why, that is spoken like a toward prince.
[Enter a Messenger]

Messenger Royal conmanders, be in readi ness:
For with a band of thirty thousand nen
Comes Warwi ck, backing of the Duke of York
And in the towns, as they do march al ong,
Proclainms himking, and many fly to him
Darrai gn your battle, for they are at hand.

CLI FFORD I woul d your highness would depart the field:
The queen hath best success when you are absent.

QUEEN MARGARET Ay, good ny lord, and | eave us to our fortune.
KI NG HENRY VI Why, that's my fortune too; therefore I'll stay.
NORTHUMBERLAND Be it with resolution then to fight.

PRI NCE EDMRD M royal father, cheer these noble |ords
And hearten those that fight in your defence:
Unsheat he your sword, good father; cry 'Saint Ceorge!'

[ March. Enter EDWARD, GEORGE, RI CHARD, WARW CK
NORFOLK, MONTAGUE, and Sol di er s]

EDWARD Now, perjured Henry! wilt thou kneel for grace,
And set thy di adem upon ny head;
O bide the nortal fortune of the field?

QUEEN MARGARET Go, rate thy minions, proud insulting boy!
Becones it thee to be thus bold in terns
Before thy sovereign and thy | awful king?
EDWARD | am his king, and he shoul d bow his knee;
| was adopted heir by his consent:
Since when, his oath is broke; for, as | hear
You, that are king, though he do wear the crown,
Have caused him by new act of parlianent,
To bl ot out me, and put his own son in.

CLI FFORD And reason too:
Who shoul d succeed the father but the son?

RI CHARD Are you there, butcher? O | cannot speak!

CLI FFORD Ay, crook-back, here | stand to answer thee,
O any he the proudest of thy sort.

RI CHARD ' Twas you that kill'd young Rutland, was it not?
CLI FFORD Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied.

Rl CHARD For CGod's sake, lords, give signal to the fight.
WARW CK What say'st thou, Henry, wilt thou yield the crown?

QUEEN MARGARET Wy, how now, |ong-tongued Warwi ck! dare you speak?
Wien you and | nmet at Saint Al ban's |ast,



Your | egs did better service than your hands.
WARW CK Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now 'tis thine.

CLI FFORD You said so nuch before, and yet you fled.

WARW CK ' Twas not your valour, Cifford, drove me thence.

NORTHUMBERLAND No, nor your nanhood that durst make you

RI CHARD Nort hunberl and, | hold thee reverently.
Break of f the parley; for scarce | can refrain
The execution of my big-swoln heart
Upon that Cifford, that cruel child-killer

CLI FFORD | slewthy father, call'st thou hima child?
RI CHARD Ay, |ike a dastard and a treacherous coward,
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland;

But ere sunset |'ll make thee curse the deed.

KI NG HENRY VI Have done with words, ny lords, and hear

stay.

nme speak

QUEEN MARGARET Defy themthen, or else hold close thy Iips.

KI NG HENRY VI | prithee, give no linmts to nmy tongue:
I ama king, and privileged to speak

CLI FFORD My liege, the wound that bred this neeting here

Cannot be cured by words; therefore be still.

Rl CHARD Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword:
By himthat nade us all, | amresolved
that difford' s manhood |ies upon his tongue.

EDWARD Say, Henry, shall | have ny right, or no?
A thousand nen have broke their fasts to-day,
That ne'er shall dine unless thou yield the crown.

WARW CK | f thou deny, their blood upon thy head;
For York in justice puts his arnmour on

PRINCE EDWARD If that be right which Warwi ck says is right,

There is no wong, but every thing is right.

RI CHARD \Whoever got thee, there thy nother stands;
For, well | wot, thou hast thy nother's tongue.

QUEEN MARGARET But thou art neither like thy sire nor dam

But like a foul nis-shapen stignatic,
Mark'd by the destinies to be avoi ded,
As venom toads, or lizards' dreadful stings.

RI CHARD Iron of Naples hid with English gilt,
Wiose father bears the title of a king,--
As if a channel should be call'd the sea,--
Shanmest thou not, know ng whence thou art extraught,
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart?

EDWARD A wisp of straw were worth a thousand crowns,



To make this shanel ess callet know herself.

Hel en of Greece was fairer far than thou

Al t hough thy husband may be Menel aus;

And ne'er was Aganemon's brother wong'd

By that fal se wonan, as this king by thee.

H's father revell'd in the heart of France,

And taned the king, and nade the dauphin stoop
And had he match'd according to his state,

He ni ght have kept that glory to this day;

But when he took a beggar to his bed,

And graced thy poor sire with his bridal-day,
Even then that sunshine brew d a shower for him
That wash'd his father's fortunes forth of France,
And heap'd sedition on his crown at hone.

For what hath broach'd this tunmult but thy pride?
Hadst thou been neek, our title still had slept;
And we, in pity of the gentle king,

Had slipp'd our claimuntil another age.

GEORGE But when we saw our sunshine made thy spring
And that thy summer bred us no increase,
W set the axe to thy usurping root;
And though the edge hath something hit oursel ves,
Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike,
W' Il never leave till we have hewn thee down,
O bathed thy growing with our heated bl oods.

EDWARD And, in this resolution, | defy thee;
Not willing any |onger conference,
Since thou deniest the gentle king to speak
Sound trunpets! let our bloody col ours wave!
And either victory, or else a grave.

QUEEN MARGARET Stay, Edward.

EDWARD No, wangling wonan, we'll no |onger stay:
These words will cost ten thousand lives this day.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

A field of battle between Towt on and Saxton, in
Yor kshire

[Alarum Excursions. Enter WARW CK]
WARW CK Forspent with toil, as runners with a race,
| lay me down a little while to breathe;
For strokes received, and nany bl ows repaid,
Have robb'd ny strong-knit sinews of their strength,
And spite of spite needs nmust | rest awhile.
[ Enter EDWARD, runni ng]

EDWARD Snile, gentle heaven! or strike, ungentle death!
For this world frowns, and Edward's sun is cl ouded.

WARW CK How now, my |ord! what hap? what hope of good?



[ Enter GEORGEH]

GEORGE Qur hap is loss, our hope but sad despair;
Qur ranks are broke, and ruin foll ows us:
What counsel give you? whither shall we fly?

EDWARD Bootless is flight, they follow us with w ngs;
And weak we are and cannot shun pursuit.

[ Enter RI CHARD]

RI CHARD Ah, Warwi ck, why hast thou withdrawn thyself?
Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath drunk,
Broach'd with the steely point of Cifford s |ance;
And in the very pangs of death he cried,

Li ke to a disnmal clangour heard from far,

"Warwi ck, revenge! brother, revenge mny death!’
So, underneath the belly of their steeds,

That stain'd their fetlocks in his snmoking bl ood,
The nobl e gentl eman gave up the ghost.

WARW CK Then |l et the earth be drunken wi th our bl ood:
["11 kill my horse, because | will not fly.
Why stand we |ike soft-hearted wonen here,
Wai ling our |osses, whiles the foe doth rage;
And | ook upon, as if the tragedy
Were play'd in jest by counterfeiting actors?
Here on ny knee | vow to God above,
"Il never pause again, never stand still,
Till either death hath cl osed these eyes of mnine
O fortune given nme neasure of revenge.

EDWARD O Warwi ck, | do bend ny knee with thine;
And in this vow do chain my soul to thine!
And, ere ny knee rise fromthe earth's cold face,
I throw ny hands, m ne eyes, ny heart to thee,
Thou setter up and plucker down of Kkings,
Beseeching thee, if with they will it stands
That to ny foes this body rmust be prey,

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope,
And give sweet passage to mny sinful soul!
Now, |ords, take |leave until we neet again,
Where'er it be, in heaven or in earth.

Rl CHARD Brot her, give me thy hand; and, gentle Warwi ck,
Let ne enbrace thee in ny weary arnmns:
I, that did never weep, now nelt with woe
That winter should cut off our spring-tine so.

WARW CK Away, away! Once nore, sweet lords farewell.

GEORGE Yet let us all together to our troops,
And give themleave to fly that will not stay;
And call thempillars that will stand to us;
And, if we thrive, pronise them such rewards
As victors wear at the A ynpian ganes:
This may plant courage in their quailing breasts;
For yet is hope of life and victory.
Forsl ow no | onger, make we hence anain.



[ Exeunt ]

Scene |V

Anot her part of the field.
[ Excursions. Enter RI CHARD and CLI FFORD]

RI CHARD Now, difford, | have singled thee al one:
Suppose this armis for the Duke of York,
And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge,
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall.

CLI FFORD Now, Richard, | amw th thee here al one:
This is the hand that stabb'd thy father York;
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland;
And here's the heart that triunphs in their death
And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and brother
To execute the |ike upon thyself;
And so, have at thee!

[ They fight. WARW CK cones; CLIFFORD fli es]

RI CHARD Nay Warwi ck, single out some other chase;
For | mnyself will hunt this wolf to death.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene V

Anot her part of the field.
[Alarum Enter KING HENRY VI al one]

KI NG HENRY VI This battle fares like to the norning' s war,
Wien dying clouds contend with growi ng |ight,
What tinme the shepherd, blowi ng of his nails,
Can neither call it perfect day nor night.

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea
Forced by the tide to conbat with the w nd;
Now sways it that way, |like the selfsanme sea

Forced to retire by fury of the wind:
Sonetinme the flood prevails, and then the wind,
Now one the better, then another best;

Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast,
Yet neither conqueror nor conquered:

So is the equal of this fell war.

Here on this nolehill will | sit nme down.

To whom God will, there be the victory!

For Margaret ny queen, and difford too,

Have chid nme fromthe battle; swearing both
They prosper best of all when | amthence.
Wuld | were dead! if God's good will were so;
For what is in this world but grief and woe?
O God! nethinks it were a happy life,

To be no better than a honely swain;

To sit upon a hill, as | do now,

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point,
Thereby to see the ninutes how they run,

How many nmake the hour full conplete;



Son

How many hours bring about the day;

How many days will finish up the year

How many years a nortal man may |ive.

When this is known, then to divide the tines:
So many hours nust | tend ny flock

So many hours nust | take ny rest;

So many hours nust | contenpl ate;

So many hours nust | sport nyself;

So many days ny ewes have been with young;

So many weeks ere the poor fools will ean:

So many years ere | shall shear the fleece:

So minutes, hours, days, nonths, and years,
Pass'd over to the end they were created,
Wul d bring white hairs unto a quiet grave.
Ah, what a life were this! how sweet! how | ovel y!
G ves not the hawt horn-bush a sweeter shade
To shepherds | ooking on their silly sheep
Than doth a rich enbroider'd canopy

To kings that fear their subjects' treachery?
O vyes, it doth; a thousand-fold it doth

And to concl ude, the shepherd's honely curds,
H's cold thin drink out of his |eather bottle.
H s wonted sleep under a fresh tree's shade,
Al'l which secure and sweetly he enjoys,

Is far beyond a prince's delicates,

H s viands sparkling in a golden cup

Hi s body couched in a curious bed,

Wien care, mistrust, and treason waits on him

[Alarum Enter a Son that has killed his father
draggi ng in the dead body]

Il blows the wind that profits nobody.

This man, whom hand to hand | slew in fight,
May be possessed with sone store of crowns;

And |, that haply take them from hi m now,

May yet ere night yield both ny Iife and them
To sone man el se, as this dead man doth ne
Who's this? O God! it is nmy father's face,
Womin this conflict | unwares have kill'd.

O heavy tinmes, begetting such events!

From London by the king was | press'd forth;

My father, being the Earl of Warwi ck's nman
Canme on the part of York, press'd by his naster
And |, who at his hands received ny life, him
Have by ny hands of life bereaved him

Pardon me, God, | knew not what | did!

And pardon, father, for |I knew not thee!

My tears shall wi pe away these bl oody marKks;
And no nore words till they have flowd their fill.

KI NG HENRY VI O piteous spectacle! O bloody tines!

Wiiles lions war and battle for their dens,

Poor harnl ess |anbs abide their ennity.

Weep, wetched man, 1'Il aid thee tear for tear

And |l et our hearts and eyes, like civil war,

Be blind with tears, and break o' ercharged with grief.

[Enter a Father that has killed his son, bringing in the

body]



Father Thou that so stoutly hast resisted ne,
Gve nme thy gold, if thou hast any gold:
For | have bought it with an hundred bl ows.
But let ne see: is this our foeman's face?
Ah, no, no, no, it is mne only son
Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee,
Throw up thine eye! see, see what showers ari se,
Blown with the wi ndy tenpest of ny heart,

Upon thy words, that kill mne eye and heart!
O pity, God, this mserable age
What stratagens, how fell, how butcherly,

Erroneous, nutinous and unnat ural

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget!

O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon
And hath bereft thee of thy life too | ate!

KI NG HENRY VI We above woe! grief nore than conmon gri ef!

O that ny death would stay these ruthful deeds!
Opity, pity, gentle heaven, pity!

The red rose and the white are on his face,

The fatal colours of our striving houses:

The one his purple blood right well resenbles;
The other his pale cheeks, nethinks, presenteth:
Wther one rose, and let the other flourish

If you contend, a thousand l|ives nust wither

Son How will my nmother for a father's death
Take on with me and ne'er be satisfied!

Father How will ny wife for slaughter of my son
Shed seas of tears and ne'er be satisfied!

KI NG HENRY VI How wi Il the country for these woful
M st hi nk the king and not be sati sfied!

Son WAas ever son so rued a father's death?

Fat her Was ever father so benpban'd his son?

chances

KI NG HENRY VI Was ever king so grieved for subjects' woe?

Mich is your sorrow, mne ten tines so nuch
Son |'lIl bear thee hence, where | may weep ny fill.

[Exit with the body]

Fat her These arns of mnine shall be thy w nding-sheet;

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepul chre,
For frommny heart thine image ne'er shall go;
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell;
And so obsequious will thy father be,

Even for the |loss of thee, having no nore,

As Priamwas for all his valiant sons.

"Il bear thee hence; and let themfight that will,

For | have nurdered where | should not kill

[Exit with the body]

KI NG HENRY VI Sad- hearted nen, nuch overgone with care,

Here sits a king nore woful than you are.



[ Al arunms: excursions. Enter QUEEN MARGARET, PRI NCE
EDWARD, and EXETER]

PRINCE EDMRD Fly, father, flyl for all your friends are fled,
And Warwi ck rages like a chafed bull:
Away! for death doth hold us in pursuit.

QUEEN MARGARET Mbount you, ny lord; towards Berw ck post amain:
Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds
Having the fearful flying hare in sight,
Wth fiery eyes sparkling for very wath,
And bl oody steel grasp'd in their ireful hands,
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain.

EXETER Away! for vengeance cones along with them
Nay, stay not to expostul ate, make speed;
O else cone after: |I'Il away before.

KI NG HENRY VI Nay, take nme with thee, good sweet Exeter
Not that | fear to stay, but love to go
Whi t her the queen intends. Forward; away!

[ Exeunt ]

Scene VI

Anot her part of the field.
[A loud alarum Enter CLIFFORD, wounded]

CLI FFORD Here burns ny candl e out; ay, here it dies,
Which, whiles it lasted, gave King Henry light.
O Lancaster, | fear thy overthrow
More than ny body's parting with nmy soul
My love and fear glued many friends to thee;

And, now | fall, thy tough conmi xture nelts.

| mpai ring Henry, strengthening misproud York

The conmon people swarm li ke sumrer flies;

And whither fly the gnats but to the sun?

And who shi nes now but Henry's enemni es?

O Phoebus, hadst thou never given consent

That Phaet hon shoul d cheque thy fiery steeds,
Thy burning car never had scorch'd the earth!
And, Henry, hadst thou sway'd as kings shoul d do,
O as thy father and his father did,

G ving no ground unto the house of York

They never then had sprung |ike sunmer flies;

| and ten thousand in this |uckless realm

Had |l eft no nmourning wi dows for our death;

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace.
For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air?

And what nakes robbers bold but too nmuch lenity?
Bootl ess are plaints, and curel ess are ny wounds;
No way to fly, nor strength to hold out flight:
The foe is nerciless, and will not pity;

For at their hands | have deserved no pity.

The air hath got into ny deadly wounds,

And rmuch effuse of bl ood doth make ne faint.
Cone, York and Richard, Warw ck and the rest;



| stabb'd your fathers' bosoms, split ny breast.
[ He faints]

[Alarum and retreat. Enter EDWARD, CGEORGE, RI CHARD,
MONTAGUE, WARW CK, and Sol di er s]

EDWARD Now breat he we, lords: good fortune bids us pause,
And snooth the frowns of war with peaceful |ooks.
Sone troops pursue the bl oody-m nded queen,

That |ed cal m Henry, though he were a king,

As doth a sail, fill'd with a fretting gust,
Command an argosy to stemthe waves.

But think you, lords, that Cifford fled with then?

WARW CK No, 'tis inpossible he should escape,
For, though before his face | speak the words
Your brother Richard mark'd himfor the grave:
And wheresoe'er he is, he's surely dead.

[ CLI FFORD groans, and di es]
EDWARD Whose soul is that which takes her heavy | eave?
RI CHARD A deadly groan, like Iife and death's departi ng.

EDWARD See who it is: and, now the battle's ended,
If friend or foe, let himbe gently used.

Rl CHARD Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis difford;
Who not contented that he |lopp'd the branch
In hewi ng Rutland when his | eaves put forth,
But set his rmurdering knife unto the root
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring,
I mean our princely father, Duke of York.

WARW CK From of f the gates of York fetch down the head,
Your father's head, which difford placed there;
I nst ead whereof let this supply the room
Measure for neasure nust be answered.

EDWARD Bring forth that fatal screech-ow to our house,
That not hing sung but death to us and ours:
Now death shall stop his disnal threatening sound,
And his ill-boding tongue no nore shall speak.

WARW CK | think his understanding is bereft.
Speak, difford, dost thou know who speaks to thee?
Dark cl oudy death o' ershades his beans of |ife,
And he nor sees nor hears us what we say.

RI CHARD O, woul d he did! and so perhaps he doth:

"Tis but his policy to counterfeit,

Because he woul d avoid such bitter taunts

Which in the tinme of death he gave our father.
GEORGE If so thou think'st, vex himw th eager words.

RI CHARD Cifford, ask nmercy and obtain no grace.



EDWARD difford, repent in bootless penitence.

WARWCK difford, devise excuses for thy faults.

CEORGE Wiile we devise fell tortures for thy faults.

RI CHARD Thou di dst | ove York, and | amson to York.

EDWARD Thou pitied' st Rutland; | will pity thee.

CEORGE Where's Captain Margaret, to fence you now?

WARW CK They nock thee, difford: swear as thou wast wont.

Rl CHARD What, not an oath? nay, then the world goes hard
When difford cannot spare his friends an oath.
| know by that he's dead; and, by ny soul
If this right hand woul d buy two hour's life,
That | in all despite might rail at him
Thi s hand should chop it off, and with the
i ssui ng bl ood
Stifle the villain whose unstanched thirst
York and young Rutland could not satisfy.

WARW CK Ay, but he's dead: off with the traitor's head,
And rear it in the place your father's stands.
And now to London with triunphant march
There to be crowned Engl and's royal king:
From whence shall Warwi ck cut the sea to France
And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen
So shalt thou sinew both these | ands together
And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread
The scatter'd foe that hopes to rise again;
For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt,
Yet | ook to have them buzz to offend thine ears.
First will | see the coronation
And then to Brittany I'Il cross the sea,
To effect this marriage, so it please ny lord.

EDWARD Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be;
For in thy shoulder do I build ny seat,

And never will | undertake the thing
Wierein thy counsel and consent is wanting.
Richard, | will create thee Duke of d oucester

And George, of O arence: Warw ck, as ourself,
Shall do and undo as hi m pl easeth best.

Rl CHARD Let nme be Duke of O arence, Ceorge of d oucester
For d oucester's dukedomis too om nous

WARW CK Tut, that's a foolish observation:
Ri chard, be Duke of d oucester. Now to London
To see these honours in possession.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene |



A forest in the north of Engl and.
[Enter two Keepers, with cross-bows in their hands]

Fi rst Keeper Under this thick-grown brake we'll shroud oursel ves;
For through this Iaund anon the deer will cone;
And in this covert will we make our stand,
Culling the principal of all the deer.

Second Keeper "Il stay above the hill, so both nay shoot.

Fi rst Keeper That cannot be; the noise of thy cross-bow
W1l scare the herd, and so ny shoot is |ost.
Here stand we both, and aimwe at the best:
And, for the time shall not seem tedious,
"Il tell thee what befell nme on a day
In this self-place where now we nean to stand.

Second Keeper Here comes a nan; let's stay till he be past.
[ Enter KING HENRY VI, disguised, with a prayerbook]

KI NG HENRY VI From Scotland am | stol'n, even of pure |ove,
To greet mine own land with nmy w shful sight.
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine;
Thy place is fill'd, thy sceptre wung fromthee,
Thy bal mwash'd of f wherewith thou wast anointed:
No bending knee will call thee Caesar now,
No hunmbl e suitors press to speak for right,
No, not a man cones for redress of thee;
For how can | help them and not nyself?

Fi rst Keeper Ay, here's a deer whose skin's a keeper's fee:
This is the quondamking; let's seize upon him

KI NG HENRY VI Let nme enbrace thee, sour adversity,
For wise nmen say it is the w sest course.

Second Keeper Why linger we? let us lay hands upon him
Fi rst Keeper Forbear awhile; we'll hear a little nore.

KI NG HENRY VI My queen and son are gone to France for aid;
And, as | hear, the great commandi ng Warwi ck
I's thither gone, to crave the French king's sister
To wife for Edward: if this news be true,
Poor queen and son, your |abour is but |ost;
For Warwick is a subtle orator,
And Lewis a prince soon won wth noving words.
By this account then Margaret may win him
For she's a woman to be pitied nmuch:
Her sighs will nmake a battery in his breast;
Her tears will pierce into a narble heart;
The tiger will be nmild whiles she doth nourn;
And Nero will be tainted with renorse,
To hear and see her plaints, her brinish tears.
Ay, but she's cone to beg, Warwick to give;
She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry,
He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward.



She weeps, and says her Henry is deposed;

He snmiles, and says his Edward is install'd;

That she, poor wetch, for grief can speak no nore;
Whiles Warwick tells his title, snmooths the wong,
Inferreth argunments of mghty strength

And in conclusion wins the king from her

Wth promise of his sister, and what el se,

To strengthen and support King Edward's pl ace.

O Margaret, thus '"twill be; and thou, poor soul

Art then forsaken, as thou went'st forlorn

Second Keeper Say, what art thou that tal k'st of kings and queens?

KI NG HENRY VI More than | seem and less than | was born to:
A man at least, for less | should not be;
And men may tal k of kings, and why not |7?

Second Keeper Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou wert a king.
KI NG HENRY VI Wiy, so | am in mind; and that's enough
Second Keeper But, if thou be a king, where is thy crown?

KI NG HENRY VI My crown is in ny heart, not on ny head;
Not decked with di anonds and I ndi an stones,
Nor to be seen: ny crown is called content:
A crown it is that sel dom kings enjoy.

Second Keeper Well, if you be a king crown'd with content,
Your crown content and you nust be contented
To go along with us; for as we think,
You are the king King Edward hath deposed,;
And we his subjects sworn in all allegiance
W I 1 apprehend you as his eneny.

KI NG HENRY VI But did you never swear, and break an oath?
Second Keeper No, never such an oath; nor will not now.

KI NG HENRY VI Where did you dwell when | was King of England?
Second Keeper Here in this country, where we now remain.

KI NG HENRY VI I was anoi nted king at nine nonths ol d;
My father and my grandfather were kings,
And you were sworn true subjects unto ne:
And tell nme, then, have you not broke your oaths?

Fi rst Keeper No;
For we were subjects but while you were king.

KI NG HENRY VI Why, am | dead? do | not breathe a nman?
Ah, sinple nen, you know not what you swear!
Look, as | blow this feather fromny face,
And as the air blows it to nme again,
Qbeying with my wind when | do bl ow,
And yielding to another when it bl ows,
Commanded al ways by the greater gust;
Such is the lightness of you conmon nen
But do not break your oaths; for of that sin



My nmild entreaty shall not nmake you guilty.

Go where you will, the king shall be conmanded;
And be you kings, command, and |'I| obey.
Fi rst Keeper W are true subjects to the king, King Edward.

KI NG HENRY VI So woul d you be again to Henry,
If he were seated as King Edward is.

Fi rst Keeper W charge you, in God's nanme, and the king's,
To go with us unto the officers.

KI NG HENRY VI In God's nane, |ead; your king's name be obey'd:
And what God will, that let your Kking perform
And what he will, | hunbly yield unto.
[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

London. The pal ace.

[Enter KING EDWARD |V, GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, and
LADY GREY]

KING EDWARD |V Brother of G oucester, at Saint Al ban's field
This lady's husband, Sir Richard Grey, was slain,
H s |l ands then seized on by the conqueror:
Her suit is now to repossess those |ands;
Which we in justice cannot well deny,
Because in quarrel of the house of York
The worthy gentleman did | ose his life.

GLOUCESTER Your hi ghness shall do well to grant her suit;
It were dishonour to deny it her.

KING EDWARD |V It were no less; but yet I'll make a pause.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] Yea, is it so?
| see the lady hath a thing to grant,
Before the king will grant her hunble suit.

CLARENCE [Asi de to GLOUCESTER] He knows the gane: how true
he keeps the w nd!

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] Silence!

KING EDWARD |V Wdow, we will consider of your suit;
And cone sone other time to know our m nd.

LADY GREY Right gracious lord, | cannot brook del ay:
May it please your highness to resolve ne now,
And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy ne.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] Ay, widow? then I'Il warrant
you all your |ands,
An if what pleases himshall pleasure you.
Fi ght closer, or, good faith, you'll catch a bl ow

CLARENCE [Aside to GLOUCESTER] | fear her not, unless she



chance to fall.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] God forbid that! for he'll
take vant ages.

KI NG EDWARD |V How many chil dren hast thou, wi dow? tell ne.

CLARENCE [Aside to GLOUCESTER] | think he neans to beg a
child of her.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] Nay, whip me then: he'll rather
gi ve her two.

LADY GREY Three, ny nost gracious |ord.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] You shall have four, if you'll
be ruled by him

KING EDWARD |V ' Twere pity they should |ose their father's |ands.

LADY GREY Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then.

KING EDWARD |V Lords, give us leave: I'll try this widow s wit.
GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] Ay, good |eave have you; for
you wi |l have | eave,
Till youth take | eave and | eave you to the crutch.

[ GLOUCESTER and CLARENCE retire]
KING EDWARD |V Now tell ne, nadam do you |ove your children?
LADY GREY Ay, full as dearly as | love nyself.
KING EDWARD |V And woul d you not do nuch to do them good?
LADY GREY To do them good, | would sustain sone harm
KING EDWARD |V Then get your husband's | ands, to do them good.
LADY GREY Therefore | cane unto your nmjesty.
KING EDWARD IV I'Il tell you how these |ands are to be got.
LADY GREY So shall you bind nme to your highness' service.
KING EDWARD |V What service wilt thou do ne, if | give then?
LADY GREY \What you command, that rests in ne to do.
KING EDWARD |V But you will take exceptions to my boon.
LADY GREY No, gracious lord, except | cannot do it.
KING EDWARD |V Ay, but thou canst do what | nean to ask.
LADY GREY Wiy, then | will do what your grace commands.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] He plies her hard; and nuch rain
wears the marble.



CLARENCE [Aside to GLOUCESTER] As red as fire! nay, then
her wax nust nelt.

LADY GREY Wy stops ny lord, shall | not hear ny task?

KING EDWARD |V An easy task; 'tis but to |ove a king.

LADY GREY That's soon perform d, because | am a subject.

KI NG EDWARD |V Wy, then, thy husband's lands | freely give thee.
LADY GREY | take ny leave with many thousand thanks.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] The match is nade; she seals it
with a curtsy.

KING EDWARD |V But stay thee, 'tis the fruits of love |I nean.
LADY GREY The fruits of love |I nmean, ny loving liege.

KING EDWARD |V Ay, but, | fear ne, in another sense.
What | ove, think'st thou, | sue so nuch to get?

LADY GREY My love till death, nmy hunbl e thanks, ny prayers;
That | ove which virtue begs and virtue grants.

KING EDWARD IV No, by nmy troth, | did not mean such | ove.
LADY GREY Wy, then you nmean not as | thought you did.
KING EDWARD |V But now you partly may perceive ny mnind.

LADY GREY M nmind will never grant what | perceive
Your highness ainms at, if | aimaright.

KING EDWARD IV To tell thee plain, | aimto lie with thee.
LADY GREY To tell you plain, | had rather lie in prison.
KI NG EDWARD |V Wy, then thou shalt not have thy husband's | ands.

LADY GREY Wy, then mine honesty shall be ny dower;
For by that loss | will not purchase them

KING EDWARD |V Therein thou wong'st thy children mnightily.

LADY GREY  Herein your highness wrongs both them and ne.
But, mghty lord, this nerry inclination
Accords not with the sadness of ny suit:
Pl ease you disnmiss me either with 'ay' or

no.

KING EDWARD |V Ay, if thou wilt say 'ay' to ny request;
No if thou dost say 'no' to ny demand.

LADY GREY Then, no, ny lord. My suit is at an end.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] The wi dow |likes himnot, she
knits her brows.



CLARENCE [Aside to GLOUCESTER] He is the bluntest wooer in
Chri st endom

KING EDWARD |V [Aside] Her |ooks do argue her replete with nodesty;
Her words do show her wit inconparable;
Al her perfections challenge sovereignty:
One way or other, she is for a king;
And she shall be ny love, or else ny queen.--
Say that King Edward take thee for his queen?

LADY GREY 'Tis better said than done, my gracious |ord:
I ama subject fit to jest wthal,
But far unfit to be a sovereign.
KING EDWARD |V Sweet w dow, by nmy state | swear to thee
| speak no nore than what ny soul intends;
And that is, to enjoy thee for ny |ove.
LADY GREY And that is nore than | will yield unto:
I know | amtoo nean to be your queen,
And yet too good to be your concubi ne.
KING EDWARD |V You cavil, widow | did nean, mny queen.
LADY GREY 'Twill grieve your grace ny sons should call you father.
KING EDWARD |V No nore than when ny daughters call thee nother.
Thou art a wi dow, and thou hast sone children;
And, by CGod's nother, |, being but a bachelor,
Have other sone: why, 'tis a happy thing

To be the father unto many sons.
Answer no nore, for thou shalt be ny queen.

GLOUCESTER [Aside to CLARENCE] The ghostly father now hath done
his shrift.

CLARENCE [Asi de to GLOUCESTER] When he was nmade a shriver,
"twas for shift.

KI NG EDWARD |V Brothers, you nuse what chat we two have had.
GLOUCESTER The widow likes it not, for she | ooks very sad.
KING EDWARD IV You'll think it strange if | should nmarry her.
CLARENCE To whom ny |ord?

KI NG EDWARD | V Wiy, darence, to nyself.
GLOUCESTER That woul d be ten days' wonder at the |east.
CLARENCE That's a day | onger than a wonder | asts.
GLOUCESTER By so nmuch is the wonder in extrenes.

KING EDWARD |V Well, jest on, brothers: | can tell you both
Her suit is granted for her husband' s | ands.

[ Enter a Nobl erman]



Nobl eman My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken
And brought your prisoner to your pal ace gate.

KING EDWARD |V See that he be convey'd unto the Tower:
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him
To question of his apprehension.
W dow, go you along. Lords, use her honourably.

[ Exeunt all but G.OUCESTER]

GLOUCESTER Ay, Edward will use wonen honourably.
Wul d he were wasted, marrow, bones and all
That fromhis [oins no hopeful branch may spring,
To cross ne fromthe golden tinme | | ook for
And yet, between my soul's desire and mne--

The lustful Edward's title buried--

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward,
And all the unlook'd for issue of their bodies,
To take their roons, ere | can place nyself:

A cold preneditation for my purpose

Why, then, | do but dream on sovereignty;

Li ke one that stands upon a pronontory,

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread,
W shing his foot were equal with his eye,

And chi des the sea that sunders himfromthence,
Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way:

So do | wish the crown, being so far off;

And so | chide the neans that keeps nme fromit;
And so | say, I'll cut the causes off,
Flattering me with inpossibilities.

My eye's too quick, my heart o' erweens too nuch
Unl ess ny hand and strength could equal them
Well, say there is no kingdomthen for Richard;
What ot her pleasure can the world afford?

"Il make ny heaven in a lady's | ap

And deck ny body in gay ornaments,

And witch sweet ladies with my words and | ooks.
O mi serabl e thought! and nore unlikely

Than to acconplish twenty gol den crowns

Wiy, love forswore nme in ny nother's wonb

And, for | should not deal in her soft |aws,
She did corrupt frail nature with some bri be,
To shrink mine armup like a wither'd shrub

To make an envious nountain on ny back,

Where sits deformty to nock ny body;

To shape ny | egs of an unequal size;

To disproportion ne in every part,

Li ke to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp
That carries no inpression |ike the dam

And am | then a man to be bel oved?

O nonstrous fault, to harbour such a thought!
Then, since this earth affords no joy to ne,
But to command, to cheque, to o' erbear such

As are of better person than nyself,

I"1l make nmy heaven to dream upon the crown,
And, whiles | live, to account this world but hell,
Until mnmy ms-shaped trunk that bears this head
Be round inpaled with a glorious crown.

And yet | know not how to get the crown,

For many lives stand between ne and hone:



And |,--like one lost in a thorny wood,

That rends the thorns and is rent with the thorns,
Seeking a way and straying fromthe way;

Not knowi ng how to find the open air,

But toiling desperately to find it out, --
Torment nyself to catch the English crown:

And fromthat tornment | will free nyself,

O hew ny way out with a bl oody axe.

Wiy, | can snmile, and nurder whiles | snile,
And cry 'Content' to that which grieves ny heart,
And wet mnmy cheeks with artificial tears,

And frame ny face to all occasions.

I"l'l drown nore sailors than the nernmaid shall;
I'"lI'l slay nore gazers than the basilisk;

"Il play the orator as well as Nestor,

Deceive nore slily than U ysses coul d,

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy.

| can add colours to the chanel eon,

Change shapes with Proteus for advantages,

And set the nurderous Machi avel to school.

Can | do this, and cannot get a crown?

Tut, were it farther off, I'lIl pluck it down.
[ Exit]
Scene |11

France. KING LEWS Xl 's pal ace.

[Flourish. Enter KING LEWS X, his sister BONA,
his Admiral, called BOURBON, PRI NCE EDWARD, QUEEN
MARGARET, and OXFORD. KING LEWS Xl sits, and

ri seth up again]

KING LEW S Xl Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret,
Sit down with us: it ill befits thy state
And birth, that thou shoul dst stand while Lewis doth sit.

QUEEN MARGARET No, mighty King of France: now Margaret
Must strike her sail and learn awhile to serve
Where kings conmand. | was, | must confess,

Great Al bion's queen in forner golden days:
But now ni schance hath trod nmy title down,
And with di shonour laid ne on the ground;
Where | nust take like seat unto my fortune,
And to nmy hunbl e seat conform nyself.

KING LEW S Xl Wiy, say, fair queen, whence springs this deep despair?

QUEEN MARGARET From such a cause as fills mne eyes with tears
And stops ny tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares.

KING LEW S Xl Whate'er it be, be thou still Iike thyself,
And sit thee by our side:

[ Seats her by hinm
Yield not thy neck

To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntless nind
Still ride in triunph over all nischance.



Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief;
It shall be eased, if France can yield relief.

QUEEN MARGARET Those graci ous words revive mny drooping thoughts
And give ny tongue-tied sorrows | eave to speak.
Now, therefore, be it known to noble Lew s,

That Henry, sole possessor of ny |ove,

Is of a king beconme a banish'd man,

And forced to live in Scotland a forlorn;

Wi | e proud anbitious Edward Duke of York
Usurps the regal title and the seat

O England's true-anointed | awful King.

This is the cause that |, poor Margaret,

Wth this nmy son, Prince Edward, Henry's heir,
Am corme to crave thy just and | awful aid;

And if thou fail us, all our hope is done:
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot hel p;
Qur peopl e and our peers are both m sl ed,

Qur treasures seized, our soldiers put to flight,
And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight.

KING LEW S Xl Renowned queen, with patience calmthe storm
Wil e we bethink a nmeans to break it off.

QUEEN MARGARET The nore we stay, the stronger grows our foe.
KING LEW S Xl The nore | stay, the nore I'Il succor thee.

QUEEN MARGARET O, but inpatience waiteth on true sorrow.
And see where cones the breeder of ny sorrow

[ Enter WARW CK]
KING LEW S Xl What's he approacheth boldly to our presence?
QUEEN MARGARET CQur Earl of Warw ck, Edward's greatest friend.
KING LEW S Xl Wl come, brave Warwi ck! Wat brings thee to France?
[ He descends. She ariseth]

QUEEN MARGARET Ay, now begins a second stormto rise;
For this is he that noves both wind and tide.

WARW CK From wort hy Edward, King of Al bion,
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend,
I come, in kindness and unfeigned | ove,
First, to do greetings to thy royal person;
And then to crave a | eague of amty;
And lastly, to confirmthat amity
Wth a nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant
That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister,
To England's king in |lawful marriage.

QUEEN MARGARET [Aside] |If that go forward, Henry's hope is done.

WARW CK [ To BONA] And, graci ous madam in our king' s behalf,
I am commanded, with your |eave and favour,
Hunmbly to kiss your hand, and with nmy tongue
To tell the passion of ny sovereign's heart;



Where fane, late entering at his heedful ears,
Hat h pl aced thy beauty's inage and thy virtue.

QUEEN MARGARET King Lewis and Lady Bona, hear ne speak,
Bef ore you answer Warwi ck. Hi s demand
Springs not from Edward's wel | -nmeant honest | ove,
But from deceit bred by necessity;
For how can tyrants safely govern hone,
Unl ess abroad they purchase great alliance?
To prove himtyrant this reason nay suffice,
That Henry liveth still: but were he dead,
Yet here Prince Edward stands, King Henry's son.
Look, therefore, Lewis, that by this | eague and marri age
Thou draw not on thy danger and di shonour;
For though usurpers sway the rule awhile,
Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth w ongs.

WARW CK | nj uri ous Margaret!
PRI NCE EDWVARD  And why not queen?

WARW CK Because thy father Henry did usurp;
And thou no nore are prince than she is queen.

OXFORD Then Warwi ck di sannul s great John of Gaunt,
Whi ch did subdue the greatest part of Spain;
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,
Whose wi sdomwas a mirror to the w sest;

And, after that wi se prince, Henry the Fifth,
Wio by his prowess conquered all France:
From these our Henry lineally descends.

WARW CK Oxford, how haps it, in this snooth discourse,
You told not how Henry the Sixth hath | ost
Al that which Henry Fifth had gotten?
Met hi nks t hese peers of France should snile at that.
But for the rest, you tell a pedigree
O threescore and two years; a silly tine
To nmake prescription for a kingdom s worth.

OXFORD Wiy, Warwi ck, canst thou speak against thy |iege,
Whom t hou obeyed' st thirty and six years,
And not beway thy treason with a bl ush?

WARW CK Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right,
Now buckl er fal sehood with a pedigree?
For shane! |eave Henry, and call Edward King.

OXFORD Call himnmy king by whose injurious doom
My el der brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere,
Was done to death? and nore than so, ny father,
Even in the downfall of his nellow d years,
When nature brought himto the door of death?
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm
Thi s arm uphol ds t he house of Lancaster.

WARW CK And | the house of York.

KING LEW S Xl Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford,
Vouchsafe, at our request, to stand aside,



While | use further conference with Warw ck.
[ They stand al oof]
QUEEN MARGARET Heavens grant that Warwi ck's words bew tch him not!

KING LEW S Xl Now Warwi ck, tell ne, even upon thy conscience,
I's Edward your true king? for | were loath
To link with himthat were not |awful chosen.

WARW CK Thereon | pawn ny credit and mine honour.
KING LEW S Xl But is he gracious in the people's eye?
WARW CK The nore that Henry was unfortunate.

KING LEW S Xl Then further, all dissenbling set aside,
Tell me for truth the nmeasure of his |ove
Unto our sister Bona.

WARW CK Such it seens
As may beseem a nonarch |ike hinself.
Mysel f have often heard himsay and swear
That this his love was an eternal plant,
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground,
The | eaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's sun,
Exenpt from envy, but not from disdain,
Unl ess the Lady Bona quit his pain.

KING LEW S Xl Now, sister, let us hear your firmresolve.
BONA Your grant, or your denial, shall be mne:
[ To WARW CK]

Yet | confess that often ere this day,
Wien | have heard your king's desert recounted,
M ne ear hath tenpted judgnent to desire.

KING LEW S Xl Then, Warwi ck, thus: our sister shall be Edward's;
And now forthwith shall articles be drawn
Touching the jointure that your king nust make,
Whi ch with her dowy shall be counterpoised.
Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witness
That Bona shall be wife to the English king.

PRI NCE EDAVRD  To Edward, but not to the English king.

QUEEN MARGARET Deceitful Warwick! it was thy device
By this alliance to nake void ny suit:
Before thy conming Lewis was Henry's friend.

KING LEW S Xl And still is friend to himand Margaret:
But if your title to the crown be weak,
As may appear by Edward's good success,
Then 'tis but reason that | be rel eased
From giving aid which late | prom sed.
Yet shall you have all kindness at ny hand
That your estate requires and nine can yield.



WARW CK Henry now lives in Scotland at his ease,
Wher e havi ng not hing, nothing can he | ose.
And as for you yoursel f, our quondam queen,
You have a father able to mmintain you;
And better 'twere you troubled himthan France.

QUEEN MARGARET Peace, inmpudent and shanel ess Warw ck, peace,
Proud setter up and puller down of kings!
I will not hence, till, with ny talk and tears,
Both full of truth, I make King Lewi s behold
Thy sly conveyance and thy lord' s false |ove;
For both of you are birds of selfsanme feather.

[ Post blows a horn within]
KING LEW S Xl Warwi ck, this is sone post to us or thee.
[Enter a Post]

Post [To WWARWCK] My lord anbassador, these letters are for you,
Sent from your brother, Mrquess Mntague:

[To KING LEWS XI]

These fromour king unto your nmmjesty:

[ To QUEEN MARGARET]

And, madam these for you; fromwhom | know not.
[They all read their letters]

OXFORD | like it well that our fair queen and mi stress
Smiles at her news, while Warwi ck frowns at his.

PRI NCE EDAVRD  Nay, mark how Lewi s stanps, as he were nettl ed:
| hope all's for the best.

KING LEW S Xl Warwi ck, what are thy news? and yours, fair queen?
QUEEN MARGARET M ne, such as fill ny heart w th unhoped joys.
WARW CK M ne, full of sorrow and heart's discontent.

KING LEW S Xl What! has your king married the Lady G ey!
And now, to soothe your forgery and his,
Sends nme a paper to persuade ne patience?
Is this the alliance that he seeks with France?
Dare he presune to scorn us in this manner?

QUEEN MARGARET | told your majesty as much before:
This proveth Edward's [ove and Warwi ck's honesty.

WARW CK King Lewis, | here protest, in sight of heaven,
And by the hope | have of heavenly bliss,
That | amclear fromthis nisdeed of Edward's,
No nmore ny king, for he dishonours ne,
But nost hinself, if he could see his shane.
Did | forget that by the house of York
My father cane untinmely to his death?



Did | let pass the abuse done to ny niece?
Did I inpale himwith the regal crown?

Did I put Henry fromhis native right?
And am | guerdon'd at the last with shane?
Shanme on hinsel f! for ny desert is honour:
And to repair ny honour lost for him

| here renounce himand return to Henry.
My nobl e queen, let fornmer grudges pass,
And henceforth | amthy true servitor:

I will revenge his wong to Lady Bona,

And replant Henry in his former state.

QUEEN MARGARET Warwi ck, these words have turn'd ny hate to |ove;
And | forgive and quite forget old faults,
And joy that thou beconmest King Henry's friend.

WARW CK So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend,
That, if King Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us
Wth sonme few bands of chosen sol diers,
['"lI'l undertake to |and them on our coast
And force the tyrant fromhis seat by war.
"Tis not his newnade bride shall succor him
And as for Clarence, as ny letters tell ne,
He's very likely nowto fall fromhim
For mat ching nore for wanton [ ust than honour,
O than for strength and safety of our country.

BONA Dear brother, how shall Bona be revenged
But by thy help to this distressed queen?

QUEEN MARGARET Renowned prince, how shall poor Henry Iive,
Unl ess thou rescue himfrom foul despair?

BONA My quarrel and this English queen's are one.
WARW CK And mnine, fair lady Bona, joins with yours.

KING LEW S Xl And mine with hers, and thine, and Margaret's.
Therefore at last | firmy amresol ved
You shall have aid.

QUEEN MARGARET Let me give hunble thanks for all at once.

KING LEW S Xl Then, England's nessenger, return in post,
And tell false Edward, thy supposed ki ng,
That Lewis of France is sending over masquers
To revel it with himand his new bride:
Thou seest what's past, go fear thy king wi thal.

BONA Tell him in hope he'll prove a wi dower shortly,
I"1l wear the willow garland for his sake.

QUEEN MARGARET Tell him my nmourning weeds are |aid aside,
And | amready to put arnour on.

WARW CK Tell himfromne that he hath done ne w ong,
And therefore I'lIl uncrown himere't be |ong.
There's thy reward: be gone.

[Exit Post]



KING LEW S Xl But, Warwi ck,
Thou and Oxford, with five thousand nen,
Shal | cross the seas, and bid fal se Edward battl e;
And, as occasion serves, this noble queen
And prince shall followwth a fresh supply.
Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt,
What pl edge have we of thy firmloyalty?

WARW CK This shall assure nmy constant |oyalty,
That if our queen and this young prince agree,
"Il join mne el dest daughter and mny joy
To himforthwith in holy wedl ock bands.

QUEEN MARGARET Yes, | agree, and thank you for your notion.
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous,
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwi ck;
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable,
That only Warwi ck's daughter shall be thine.

PRI NCE EDWARD  Yes, | accept her, for she well deserves it;
And here, to pledge nmy vow, | give ny hand.

[He gives his hand to WARW CK]

KING LEW S Xl Wiy stay we now? These soldiers shall be Ievied,
And thou, Lord Bourbon, our high adniral,
Shalt waft themover with our royal fleet.
| long till Edward fall by war's nischance,
For nocking marriage with a dame of France.

[ Exeunt all but WARW CK]

WARW CK | cane from Edward as anbassador,
But | return his sworn and nortal foe:
Matter of marriage was the charge he gave ne,
But dreadful war shall answer his denmand.
Had he none el se to nake a stale but ne?
Then none but | shall turn his jest to sorrow.
I was the chief that raised himto the crown,
And I'Il be chief to bring himdown again:
Not that | pity Henry's m sery,
But seek revenge on Edward's nockery.

[ Exit]
Act |V
Scene |

London. The pal ace.
[ Enter GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, SOMERSET, and MONTAGUE]
GLOUCESTER Now tell me, brother Carence, what think you
O this new marriage with the Lady Gey?

Hat h not our brother nade a worthy choice?

CLARENCE Al as, you know, 'tis far fromhence to France;



How coul d he stay till Warwi ck nmade return?
SOVERSET My lords, forbear this talk; here cones the King.
GLOUCESTER And his wel | -chosen bride.
CLARENCE I mind to tell himplainly what | think.

[Flourish. Enter KING EDWARD |V, attended; QUEEN
ELI ZABETH, PEMBROKE, STAFFORD, HASTI NGS, and ot her s]

KING EDWARD |V Now, brother of O arence, how like you our choice,
That you stand pensive, as half nal content?

CLARENCE As well as Lewis of France, or the Earl of Warwi ck,
Whi ch are so weak of courage and in judgnent
That they'Il take no offence at our abuse.

KI NG EDWARD |V Suppose they take of fence w thout a cause,
They are but Lewis and Warwi ck: | am Edward,
Your king and Warwi ck's, and nust have ny will.

GLOUCESTER And shall have your wll, because our King:
Yet hasty marriage sel dom proveth well.

KING EDWARD |V Yea, brother Richard, are you offended too?

GLOUCESTER Not |:
No, God forbid that |I should wi sh them sever'd
Wiom God hath join'd together; ay, and '"twere pity
To sunder themthat yoke so well together.

KING EDWARD |V Setting your scorns and your mislike aside,
Tell me some reason why the Lady Grey
Shoul d not becone ny w fe and Engl and' s queen.
And you too, Sonerset and Montague,
Speak freely what you think.

CLARENCE Then this is nmine opinion: that King Lew s
Becones your eneny, for nocking him
About the marriage of the Lady Bona.

GLOUCESTER And Warwi ck, doi ng what you gave in charge,
I s now di shonoured by this new marriage.

KING EDWARD |V What if both Lewis and Warwi ck be appeased
By such invention as | can devise?

MONTAGUE Yet, to have join'd with France in such alliance
Wul d nore have strengthen'd this our conmonweal t h
"Gainst foreign stornms than any hone-bred narri age.

HASTI NGS Wiy, knows not Montague that of itself
England is safe, if true within itself?

MONTAGUE But the safer when 'tis back'd with France.
HASTI NGS "Tis better using France than trusting France:

Let us be back'd with God and with the seas
Whi ch He hath given for fence inpregnable,



And with their helps only defend oursel ves;
In themand in ourselves our safety lies.

CLARENCE For this one speech Lord Hastings well deserves
To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford.

KING EDWARD |V Ay, what of that? it was ny will and grant;
And for this once nmy will shall stand for |aw.

GLOUCESTER And yet nethinks your grace hath not done well,
To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scal es
Unto the brother of your |oving bride;
She better would have fitted nme or O arence:
But in your bride you bury brotherhood.

CLARENCE O else you woul d not have bestow d the heir
O the Lord Bonville on your new wife's son,
And | eave your brothers to go speed el sewhere.

KING EDWARD |V Al as, poor Clarence! is it for a wife
That thou art nmalcontent? | will provide thee.

CLARENCE In choosing for yourself, you show d your judgnent,
Whi ch being shallow, you give nme |eave
To play the broker in nine own behalf;
And to that end I shortly mind to | eave you.

KING EDWARD |V Leave nme, or tarry, Edward will be king,
And not be tied unto his brother's will.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH My | ords, before it pleased his ngjesty
To raise ny state to title of a queen,
Do ne but right, and you nust all confess
That | was not ignoble of descent;
And neaner than nyself have had |ike fortune.
But as this title honours ne and m ne,
So your dislike, to whom | would be pleasing,
Doth cloud ny joys with danger and with sorrow

KING EDWARD IV M |ove, forbear to fawn upon their frowns:
What danger or what sorrow can befall thee,
So long as Edward is thy constant friend,
And their true sovereign, whomthey nust obey?
Nay, whom they shall obey, and | ove thee too,
Unl ess they seek for hatred at ny hands;
Wiich if they do, yet will | keep thee safe,
And they shall feel the vengeance of ny wath.

GLOUCESTER [Aside] | hear, yet say not nuch, but think the nore.
[Enter a Post]

KING EDWARD |V Now, nessenger, what letters or what news
From France?

Post My sovereign liege, no letters; and few words,
But such as |, without your special pardon,
Dare not rel ate.

KING EDWARD |V Go to, we pardon thee: therefore, in brief,



Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess them
What answer makes King Lewis unto our letters?

Post At ny depart, these were his very words:
"Co tell false Edward, thy supposed ki ng,
That Lewis of France is sending over masquers
To revel it with himand his new bride."’

KING EDWARD IV |Is Lewis so brave? belike he thinks ne Henry.
But what said Lady Bona to ny marriage?

Post These were her words, utter'd with mad di sdain:
"Tell him in hope he'll prove a wi dower shortly,
["1l wear the willow garland for his sake.'

KING EDWARD |V | blane not her, she could say little |ess;
She had the wrong. But what said Henry's queen?
For | have heard that she was there in place.

Post "Tell him' quoth she, 'nmy nourni ng weeds are done,
And | amready to put arnour on.'

KING EDWARD |V Beli ke she nminds to play the Amazon.
But what said Warwick to these injuries?

Post He, nore incensed agai nst your nmjesty
Than all the rest, discharged nme with these words:
"Tell himfromme that he hath done ne w ong,
And therefore I'lIl uncrown himere't be long.'

KING EDWARD |V Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so proud words?
Vell | will armme, being thus forewarn'd:
They shall have wars and pay for their presunption.
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret?

Post Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so link'd in
friendship
That young Prince Edward marries Warw ck's daughter.

CLARENCE Beli ke the elder; Carence will have the younger.
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast,
For I will hence to Warwi ck's other daughter;
That, though |I want a kingdom vyet in marriage
I may not prove inferior to yourself.
You that |ove ne and Warw ck, follow ne.

[ Exit CLARENCE, and SOMVERSET f ol | ows]

GLOUCESTER [Aside] Not I:
My thoughts aimat a further matter; |
Stay not for the |ove of Edward, but the crown.

KING EDWARD |V Cl arence and Sonerset both gone to Warwi ck!
Yet am | arm d against the worst can happen;
And haste is needful in this desperate case.
Penmbr oke and Stafford, you in our behalf
Go levy nmen, and nmake prepare for war;
They are already, or quickly will be I anded:
Mysel f in person will straight follow you.



[ Exeunt PEMBRCKE and STAFFORD]

But, ere | go, Hastings and Montague,

Resol ve ny doubt. You twain, of all the rest,
Are near to Warw ck by blood and by alliance:
Tell me if you |l ove Warwi ck nore than ne?

If it be so, then both depart to him

| rather wi sh you foes than hollow friends:
But if you nmind to hold your true obedience,
G ve nme assurance with sonme friendly vow,
That | may never have you in suspect.

MONTAGUE So God hel p Montague as he proves true!l

HASTI NGS And Hastings as he favours Edward's cause!

KING EDWARD |V Now, brother Richard, will you stand by us?
GLOUCESTER Ay, in despite of all that shall wthstand you

KI NG EDWARD |V Wy, so! then am| sure of victory.
Now t herefore |l et us hence; and | ose no hour

Till we neet Warwick with his foreign power.
[ Exeunt ]
Scene ||

A plain in Warwi ckshire
[ Enter WARW CK and OXFORD, with French sol diers]

WARW CK Trust ne, ny lord, all hitherto goes well;
The conmon peopl e by nunbers swarmto us.

[ Enter CLARENCE and SOVERSET]

But see where Sonerset and C arence cone!
Speak suddenly, nmy lords, are we all friends?

CLARENCE Fear not that, ny |ord.

WARW CK Then, gentle d arence, welconme unto Warw ck
And wel cone, Sonerset: | hold it cowardice
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart
Hat h pawn'd an open hand in sign of |ove;
El se might | think that d arence, Edward's brother
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings:
But wel come, sweet C arence; ny daughter shall be thine.
And now what rests but, in night's coverture,
Thy brother being carelessly encanp'd,
H's soldiers lurking in the towns about,
And but attended by a sinple guard,
W may surprise and take himat our pleasure?
Qur scouts have found the adventure very easy:
That as U ysses and stout Di onede
Wth sleight and nanhood stole to Rhesus' tents,
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds,
So we, well cover'd with the night's black nmantl e,
At unawares may beat down Edward's guard



And sei ze hinmself; | say not, slaughter him
For | intend but only to surprise him

You that will follow nme to this attenpt,
Appl aud the nane of Henry with your |eader.

[They all cry, 'Henry!']

Wiy, then, let's on our way in silent sort:
For Warwi ck and his friends, God and Sai nt Geor ge!

[ Exeunt ]

Scene |11

Edward' s canp, near Wrwi ck.
[Enter three Watchnmen, to guard KING EDWARD |1V s tent]

First Watchman Cone on, ny masters, each nan take his stand:
The king by this is set himdown to sleep.

Second Watchman What, will he not to bed?

First Watchman Wy, no; for he hath nade a sol emm vow
Never to lie and take his natural rest
Till Warwick or hinmself be quite suppress'd.

Second Wat chnman To-norrow then belike shall be the day,
If Warwi ck be so near as nen report.

Third Watchman But say, | pray, what nobl eman is that
That with the king here resteth in his tent?

First Watchman 'Tis the Lord Hastings, the king's chiefest friend.
Third Watchman O, is it so? But why commands the Kking

That his chief followers | odge in towns about him

Whil e he hinmself keeps in the cold field?
Second Watchnman 'Tis the nore honour, because nore dangerous.
Third Watchman Ay, but give nme worship and qui et ness;

| like it better than a dangerous honour.

If Warwi ck knew in what estate he stands,
'"Tis to be doubted he woul d waken hi m

First Watchman Unl ess our hal berds did shut up his passage.

Second Watchnman Ay, wherefore el se guard we his royal tent,
But to defend his person from night-foes?

[ Enter WARW CK, CLARENCE, OXFORD, SOVERSET, and
French soldiers, silent all]

WARWCK This is his tent; and see where stand his guard.
Cour age, ny nasters! honour now or never!
But follow nme, and Edward shall be ours.

First Watchman Who goes there?



Second Watchnman Stay, or thou diest!

[WARW CK and the rest cry all, 'Warw ck! Warw ck!"’
and set upon the Cuard, who fly, crying, 'Arm
arm' WARWCK and the rest follow ng theni

[ The drum pl ayi ng and trunpet sounding, reenter
WARW CK, SOMVERSET, and the rest, bringing KNG
EDWARD |V out in his gown, sitting in a chair.
RI CHARD and HASTINGS fly over the stage]

SOVERSET What are they that fly there?
WARW CK Ri chard and Hastings: let themgo; here is The duke.

KI NG EDWARD | V The duke! Wiy, Warwi ck, when we parted,
Thou cal | ' dst nme King.

WARW CK Ay, but the case is alter'd:
When you di sgraced ne in my enbassade,
Then | degraded you from bei ng ki ng,
And cone now to create you Duke of York.
Al as! how shoul d you govern any ki ngdom
That know not how to use anbassadors,
Nor how to be contented with one wife,
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly,
Nor how to study for the people's welfare,
Nor how to shroud yourself from enemnies?

KING EDWARD |V Yea, brother of darence, are thou here too?
Nay, then | see that Edward needs nust down.
Yet, Warwick, in despite of all m schance,
O thee thyself and all thy conplices,
Edward will al ways bear hinself as king:
Though fortune's nalice overthrow ny state,
My mind exceeds the conpass of her wheel.

WARW CK Then, for his nind, be Edward Engl and's ki ng:
[ Takes of f his crown]

But Henry now shall wear the English crown,

And be true king indeed, thou but the shadow.

My Lord of Sonerset, at ny request,

See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd

Unto nmy brother, Archbishop of York.

Wien | have fought w th Penbroke and his fell ows,
"1l follow you, and tell what answer

Lewis and the Lady Bona send to him

Now, for a while farewell, good Duke of York.

[ They | ead himout forcibly]

KING EDWARD |V What fates inpose, that nmen nust needs abide;
It boots not to resist both wind and tide.

[ Exit, guarded]

OXFORD What now remains, my lords, for us to do
But march to London with our sol diers?



WARW CK Ay, that's the first thing that we have to do;
To free King Henry from i nprisonnent
And see himseated in the regal throne.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene |V

London. The pal ace.
[ Enter QUEEN ELI ZABETH and RI VERS]
RI VERS Madam what makes you in this sudden change?

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Why brother Rivers, are you yet to learn
What |late nmisfortune is befall'n King Edward?

RIVERS What! | oss of sone pitch'd battle agai nst Warwi ck?
QUEEN ELI ZABETH No, but the I oss of his own royal person
RIVERS Then is ny sovereign slain?

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Ay, alnost slain, for he is taken prisoner,
Ei ther betray'd by fal sehood of his guard
O by his foe surprised at unawares:
And, as | further have to understand,
Is new conmitted to the Bishop of York
Fel I Warwi ck's brother and by that our foe.

RI VERS These news | nust confess are full of grief;
Yet, gracious nadam bear it as you may:
Warwi ck may | ose, that now hath won the day.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Till then fair hope must hinder life's decay.
And | the rather wean ne from despair
For |l ove of Edward's offspring in ny wonb:
This is it that nakes ne bridl e passion
And bear with nildness nmy msfortune's cross;
Ay, ay, for this | drawin many a tear
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs,
Lest with my sighs or tears |I blast or drown
King Edward's fruit, true heir to the English crown.

RI VERS But, nmadam where is Warwi ck then becone?

QUEEN ELI ZABETH | aminform d that he comes towards London,
To set the crown once nore on Henry's head:
Quess thou the rest; King Edward's friends nust down,
But, to prevent the tyrant's violence,--
For trust not himthat hath once broken faith,--
I"1l hence forthwith unto the sanctuary,
To save at least the heir of Edward's right:
There shall | rest secure fromforce and fraud.
Cone, therefore, let us fly while we may fly:
If Warwi ck take us we are sure to die.

[ Exeunt ]



A park near M ddl eham Castle In Yorkshire.
[ Enter GLOUCESTER, HASTI NGS, and STANLEY]

GLOUCESTER Now, ny Lord Hastings and Sir WIliam Stanl ey,
Leave of f to wonder why | drew you hither
Into this chiefest thicket of the park
Thus stands the case: you know our king, ny brother
I's prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands
He hath good usage and great |iberty,
And, often but attended with weak guard,
Comes hunting this way to disport hinself.
| have advertised him by secret neans
That if about this hour he nake his way
Under the col our of his usual gane,
He shall here find his friends with horse and nen
To set himfree fromhis captivity.

[Enter KING EDWARD |V and a Huntsman with hinj

Hunt sman This way, ny lord; for this way lies the gane.

KING EDWARD |V Nay, this way, man: see where the huntsnmen stand.
Now, brother of d oucester, Lord Hastings, and the rest,

Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop's deer?

GLOUCESTER Brother, the time and case requireth haste
Your horse stands ready at the park-corner

KING EDWARD |V But whither shall we then?

HASTI NGS To Lynn, ny lord,
And ship fromthence to Fl anders.

GLOUCESTER Wel | guess'd, believe ne; for that was ny neaning
KING EDWARD |V Stanley, | will requite thy forwardness
GLOUCESTER But wherefore stay we? 'tis no tinme to talk.

KING EDWARD |V Huntsman, what say'st thou? wilt thou go al ong?
Hunt sman Better do so than tarry and be hang'd.

GLOUCESTER Cone then, away; let's ha' no nore ado

KING EDWARD |V Bishop, farewell: shield thee from Warwi ck's frown;
And pray that | may repossess the crown.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene VI

London. The Tower.

[ Fl ourish. Enter KING HENRY VI, CLARENCE, WARW CK
SOMERSET, HENRY OF RI CHVOND, OXFORD, MONTAGUE, and
Li eutenant of the Tower]



KI NG HENRY VI Master |ieutenant, now that God and friends
Have shaken Edward fromthe regal seat,
And turn'd ny captive state to liberty,
My fear to hope, nmy sorrows unto joys,
At our enlargenent what are thy due fees?

Li eutenant Subjects nay chal | enge not hing of their sovereigns;
But if an hunble prayer may prevail,
| then crave pardon of your mmjesty.

KI NG HENRY VI For what, lieutenant? for well using ne?
Nay, be thou sure I'lIl well requite thy kindness,
For that it made ny inprisonnent a pl easure;

Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds

Concei ve when after many noody thoughts

At last by notes of househol d harnony

They quite forget their loss of liberty.

But, Warwick, after God, thou set'st nme free
And chiefly therefore | thank God and thee;
He was the author, thou the instrunent.
Therefore, that | may conquer fortune's spite
By living | ow, where fortune cannot hurt ne,
And that the people of this blessed | and

May not be punish'd with nmy thwarting stars,
Warwi ck, although ny head still wear the crown,
| here resign my government to thee,

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.

WARW CK Your grace hath still been faned for virtuous;
And now may seem as Wi se as Vvirtuous
By spying and avoiding fortune's nalice,
For few nen rightly tenper with the stars
Yet in this one thing let nme blame your grace,
For choosing nme when Clarence is in place.

CLARENCE No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway,
To whom t he heavens in thy nativity
Adj udged an olive branch and | aurel crown,
As likely to be blest in peace and war;
And therefore | yield thee ny free consent.

WARW CK And | choose C arence only for protector

KI NG HENRY VI Warwi ck and C arence give nme both your hands:
Now j oi n your hands, and with your hands your hearts,
That no di ssensi on hi nder government:

I make you both protectors of this |and,
Wiile | nyself will lead a private life
And in devotion spend ny latter days,

To sin's rebuke and nmy Creator's praise.

WARW CK What answers Cl arence to his sovereign's will?

CLARENCE That he consents, if Warwi ck yield consent;
For on thy fortune | repose nyself.

WARW CK Why, then, though loath, yet nust | be content:
W' Il yoke together, |ike a double shadow
To Henry's body, and supply his place;



I mean, in bearing weight of governnent,

Wi | e he enjoys the honour and his ease.

And, darence, nowthen it is nore than needfu
Forthwi th that Edward be pronounced a traitor
And all his lands and goods be confi scate.

CLARENCE What el se? and that succession be determn ned.

WARW CK Ay, therein O arence shall not want his part.

KI NG HENRY VI But, with the first of all your chief affairs,

Let nme entreat, for | command no nore,

That Margaret your queen and ny son Edward

Be sent for, to return fromFrance with speed,;
For, till | see them here, by doubtful fear

My joy of liberty is half eclipsed.

CLARENCE It shall be done, ny sovereign, with all speed.

KI NG HENRY VI My Lord of Sonerset, what youth is that,
O whom you seemto have so tender care?

SOVERSET My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Ri chnond.
KI NG HENRY VI Come hither, England' s hope.
[Lays his hand on his head]

If secret powers
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts,
This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss.
H s |1 ooks are full of peaceful nmjesty,
H s head by nature framed to wear a crown,
H's hand to wield a sceptre, and hinself
Likely in tine to bless a regal throne.
Make much of him ny lords, for this is he
Must hel p you nore than you are hurt by ne.

[Enter a Post]
WARW CK What news, ny friend?

Post That Edward i s escaped from your brother,
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy.

WARW CK Unsavoury news! but how nmade he escape?

Post He was convey'd by Richard Duke of { oucester
And the Lord Hastings, who attended him
In secret anbush on the forest side
And fromthe bishop's huntsnen rescued him
For hunting was his daily exercise.

WARW CK My brother was too careless of his charge.
But let us hence, ny sovereign, to provide
A salve for any sore that may betide

[ Exeunt all but SOVERSET, HENRY OF RI CHMOND, and OXFORD]

SOVERSET My lord, | like not of this flight of Edward's;



For doubtless Burgundy will yield himhelp,

And we shall have nore wars before 't be |ong.

As Henry's | ate presagi ng prophecy

Did glad nmy heart with hope of this young Ri chrnond,
So doth ny heart nisgive ne, in these conflicts
What may befall him to his harmand ours:
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worst,
Forthwith we'll send him hence to Brittany,

Till storns be past of civil enmity.

OXFORD Ay, for if Edward repossess the crown,
"Tis like that Richnond with the rest shall down.

SOVERSET It shall be so; he shall to Brittany.
Cone, therefore, let's about it speedily.
[ Exeunt ]

Scene VI |

Bef ore York.

[ Fl ourish. Enter KING EDWARD |V, G.OUCESTER,
HASTI NGS, and Sol di er s]

KING EDWARD |V Now, brother Richard, Lord Hastings, and the rest,
Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends,
And says that once nore | shall interchange
My waned state for Henry's regal crown.
Wl | have we pass'd and now repass'd the seas
And brought desired hel p from Burgundy:
What then remains, we being thus arrived
From Ravenspur gh haven before the gates of York
But that we enter, as into our dukedon?

GLOUCESTER The gates nade fast! Brother, | like not this
For many nmen that stunmble at the threshold
Are well foretold that danger lurks within.

KING EDWARD |V Tush, man, abodenents nust not now affright us:
By fair or foul neans we nust enter in,
For hither will our friends repair to us.
HASTI NGS My liege, I'll knock once nore to sunmon them
[Enter, on the walls, the Mayor of York, and his Brethren]
May or My lords, we were forewarned of your coning
And shut the gates for safety of ourselves;

For now we owe all egi ance unto Henry.

KI NG EDWARD |V But, master nmayor, if Henry be your King,
Yet Edward at the l|east is Duke of York

Mayor True, ny good lord; | know you for no |ess.

KING EDWARD |V Why, and | chall enge nothing but ny dukedom
As being well content with that al one.

GLOUCESTER [Aside] But when the fox hath once got in his nose



He'Il soon find neans to make the body foll ow

HASTI NGS Why, master mayor, why stand you in a doubt?
Open the gates; we are King Henry's friends.

Mayor Ay, say you so? the gates shall then be open'd.
[ They descend]
GLOUCESTER A wi se stout captain, and soon persuaded
HASTI NGS The good old man would fain that all were well,
So '"twere not 'long of him but being enter'd,
| doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade
Both himand all his brothers unto reason
[Enter the Mayor and two Al dernen, bel ow]
KING EDWARD |V So, master mayor: these gates nmust not be shut
But in the night or in the tine of war.
What! fear not, man, but yield nme up the keys;

[ Takes his keys]

For Edward will defend the town and thee,
And all those friends that deign to follow ne

[ March. Enter MONTGOMERY, with drum and sol di ers]

GLOUCESTER Brother, this is Sir John Mntgonery,
Qur trusty friend, unless | be deceived.

KING EDWARD |V Wl cone, Sir John! But why come you in arns?

MONTAGUE To help King Edward in his tine of storm
As every |l oyal subject ought to do.

KING EDWARD |V Thanks, good Mont gonery; but we now forget
Qur title to the crown and only claim
Qur dukedomtill God please to send the rest.

MONTAGUE Then fare you well, for | will hence again:
| came to serve a king and not a duke.
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away.

[ The drum begi ns to march]

KING EDWARD |V Nay, stay, Sir John, awhile, and we'll debate
By what safe neans the crown may be recover'd.

MONTAGUE What tal k you of debating? in few words,
If you'll not here proclai myourself our king,
"Il leave you to your fortune and be gone
To keep them back that cone to succor you
Wiy shall we fight, if you pretend no title?

GLOUCESTER Wy, brother, wherefore stand you on nice points?

KI NG EDWARD |V \When we grow stronger, then we'll make our claim
Till then, '"tis wisdomto conceal our neaning.



HASTI NGS Away with scrupulous wit! now arnms mnust rule.

GLOUCESTER And fearless ninds clinb soonest unto crowns
Brother, we will proclaimyou out of hand:
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.

KING EDWARD |V Then be it as you will; for '"tis ny right,
And Henry but usurps the di adem

MONTAGUE Ay, now ny sovereign speaketh Iike hinself;
And now will | be Edward's chanpion

HASTI NGS Sound trunpet; Edward shall be here proclaind
Cone, fellowsoldier, nake thou proclamation

[ Fl ouri sh]

Sol di er Edward the Fourth, by the grace of God, king of
Engl and and France, and lord of Ireland, &c.

MONTAGUE And whosoe' er gai nsays King Edward's right,
By this I challenge himto single fight.

[ Throws down his gauntlet]
Al Long live Edward the Fourt h!

KI NG EDWARD |V Thanks, brave Mntgonery; and thanks unto you all:
If fortune serve ne, I'll requite this kindness.
Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York
And when the norning sun shall raise his car
Above the border of this horizon
We'll forward towards Warwi ck and his mates;

For well | wot that Henry is no soldier

Ah, froward C arence! how evil it beseens thee
To flatter Henry and forsake thy brother

Yet, as we may, we'll neet both thee and Warwi ck
Conme on, brave soldiers: doubt not of the day,
And, that once gotten, doubt not of |arge pay.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene VI |

London. The pal ace.

[ Flourish. Enter KING HENRY VI, WARW CK, MONTAGUE
CLARENCE, EXETER, and OXFORD]

WARW CK What counsel, lords? Edward from Bel gi a,
Wth hasty Germans and bl unt Hol | anders,
Hat h pass'd in safety through the narrow seas,
And with his troops doth nmarch amain to London
And many gi ddy people flock to him

KI NG HENRY VI Let's levy nmen, and beat hi m back again.

CLARENCE Alittle fire is quickly trodden out;
Whi ch, being suffer'd, rivers cannot quench



WARW CK I n Warwi ckshire |I have true-hearted friends,
Not rmutinous in peace, yet bold in war;
Those will | muster up: and thou, son C arence
Shalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent,
The knights and gentlenmen to conme with thee:
Thou, brother Mntague, in Bucki ngham
Nort hanpton and in Leicestershire, shalt find
Men well inclined to hear what thou command' st:
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well bel oved,
In Oxfordshire shalt nuster up thy friends.
My sovereign, with the loving citizens,
Like to his island girt in with the ocean
O nodest Dian circled with her nynphs,

Shall rest in London till we cone to him
Fair lords, take | eave and stand not to reply.
Farewel |, mny sovereign

KI NG HENRY VI Farewel |, ny Hector, and ny Troy's true hope.
CLARENCE In sign of truth, | kiss your highness' hand.

KI NG HENRY VI Wl | -mi nded C arence, be thou fortunate!
MONTAGUE Confort, nmy lord; and so |I take ny |eave.

OXFORD And thus |I seal ny truth, and bid adieu.

KI NG HENRY VI Sweet Oxford, and my | oving Montague,
And all at once, once nore a happy farewell.

WARW CK Farewel |, sweet lords: let's neet at Coventry.
[ Exeunt all but KING HENRY VI and EXETER]

KI NG HENRY VI Here at the palace | will rest awhile.
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your [ordship?
Met hi nks the power that Edward hath in field
Shoul d not be able to encounter nmnine

EXETER The doubt is that he will seduce the rest.

KI NG HENRY VI That's not ny fear; my need hath got ne fane:
| have not stopp'd mine ears to their denands,
Nor posted off their suits with slow del ays;

My pity hath been balmto heal their wounds,

My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs,
My mercy dried their water-flow ng tears;

| have not been desirous of their wealth,

Nor much oppress'd themw th great subsidies.
Nor forward of revenge, though they nuch err'd:
Then why should they | ove Edward nore than ne?
No, Exeter, these graces chall enge grace:

And when the lion fawns upon the |anb,

The lanmb will never cease to follow him

[ Shout within. 'A Lancaster! A Lancaster!']

EXETER Hark, hark, ny lord! what shouts are these?



[ Enter KING EDWARD |V, GLOUCESTER, and sol diers]

KING EDWARD |V Seize on the shane-faced Henry, bear hi m hence;
And once again proclaimus King of England.
You are the fount that nakes snall brooks to flow
Now stops thy spring; my sea sha$l suck themdry,
And swell so nuch the higher by their ebb.
Hence with himto the Tower; |et himnot speak.

[ Exeunt some wi th KI NG HENRY VI ]

And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course

Where perenptory Warwi ck now remai ns:

The sun shines hot; and, if we use del ay,

Cold biting winter mars our hoped-for hay.
GLOUCESTER Away betimes, before his forces join,

And take the great-grown traitor unawares:

Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry.

[ Exeunt ]

Coventry.

[Enter WARW CK, the Mayor of Coventry, two Messengers,
and ot hers upon the wall s]

WARW CK Where is the post that cane fromvaliant Oxford?
How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fellow?

Fi rst Messenger By this at Dunsnore, marching hitherward.

WARW CK How far off is our brother Montague?
Wiere is the post that cane from Montague?

Second Messenger By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop.
[Enter SIR JOHN SOVERVI LLE]

WARW CK Say, Sonerville, what says ny |oving son?
And, by thy guess, how nigh is C arence now?

SOVERSET At Southam | did leave himw th his forces,
And do expect himhere sonme two hours hence.

[ Drum heard]
WARW CK Then O arence is at hand, | hear his drum

SOVERSET It is not his, ny lord; here Southamlies:
The drum your honour hears narcheth from Warwi ck.

WARW CK Who shoul d that be? belike, unlook'd-for friends.

SOVERSET They are at hand, and you shall quickly know.



[ March: flourish. Enter KING EDWARD |V, GLOUCESTER,
and sol di ers]

KING EDWARD |V Go, trunpet, to the walls, and sound a parle.
GLOUCESTER See how the surly Warwi ck nans the wall!

WARW CK O unbid spite!l is sportful Edward cone?
Wiere slept our scouts, or how are they seduced,
That we could hear no news of his repair?

KING EDWARD |V Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates,
Speak gentle words and hunbly bend thy knee,
Call Edward king and at his hands beg nercy?
And he shall pardon thee these outrages.

WARW CK Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence,
Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee own,
Call Warw ck patron and be penitent?

And thou shalt still remain the Duke of York.

GLOUCESTER | thought, at |east, he would have said the king;
O did he nake the jest against his will?

WARW CK I's not a dukedom sir, a goodly gift?

GLOUCESTER Ay, by ny faith, for a poor earl to give:
"Il do thee service for so good a gift.

WARW CK ' Twas | that gave the kingdomto thy brother.
KING EDWARD |V Why then '"tis nmine, if but by Warwick's gift.

WARW CK Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight:
And weakl i ng, Warwi ck takes his gift again;
And Henry is ny king, Warwi ck his subject.

KING EDWARD |V But Warwick's king is Edward's prisoner:
And, gallant Warwi ck, do but answer this:
What is the body when the head is off?

GLOUCESTER Al as, that Warw ck had no nore forecast,
But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten,
The king was slily finger'd fromthe deck!

You | eft poor Henry at the Bishop's pal ace,
And, ten to one, you'll neet himin the Tower.

EDWARD 'Tis even so; yet you are Warwick still.

GLOUCESTER Cone, Warwi ck, take the tine; kneel down, kneel down:
Nay, when? strike now, or else the iron cools.

WARW CK | had rather chop this hand off at a bl ow,
And with the other fling it at thy face,
Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee.

KING EDWARD |V Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide thy friend,
Thi s hand, fast wound about thy coal -bl ack hair
Shall, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off,



Wite in the dust this sentence with thy bl ood,
' W nd- changi ng Warwi ck now can change no nore.'

[Enter OXFORD, with drum and col ours]
WARW CK O cheerful colours! see where Oxford cones!
OXFORD Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster!

[He and his forces enter the city]
GLOUCESTER The gates are open, let us enter too.

KING EDWARD |V So other foes may set upon our backs.
Stand we in good array; for they no doubt

W1l issue out again and bid us battle:
If not, the city being but of snmall defence,
W' Il quickly rouse the traitors in the sane.

WARW CK O, wel come, Oxford! for we want thy help.
[ Enter MONTAGUE wi th drum and col ours]

MONTAGUE Mont ague, Montague, for Lancaster!
[He and his forces enter the city]

GLOUCESTER Thou and thy brother both shall buy this treason
Even with the dearest bl ood your bodies bear.

KING EDWARD |V The harder match'd, the greater victory:
My nmind presageth happy gain and conquest.

[ Enter SOVERSET, w th drum and col our s]
SOVERSET Sonerset, Sonerset, for Lancaster!
[He and his forces enter the city]

GLOUCESTER Two of thy nane, both Dukes of Somerset,
Have sold their lives unto the house of York;
And thou shalt be the third if this sword hol d.

[ Enter CLARENCE, with drum and col our s]

WARW CK And | o, where George of O arence sweeps al ong,
O force enough to bid his brother battle;
Wth whom an upright zeal to right prevails
More than the nature of a brother's |ovel
Cone, darence, cone; thou wilt, if Warwick call.

CLARENCE Fat her of Warwi ck, know you what this nmeans?
[ Taking his red rose out of his hat]

Look here, | throw nmy infany at thee

I will not ruinate my father's house,

Wio gave his blood to Iime the stones together,
And set up Lancaster. Wiy, trow st thou, WAarwi ck,
That C arence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural,



To bend the fatal instruments of war

Agai nst his brother and his |awful king?
Perhaps thou wilt object nmy holy oath:

To keep that oath were nore inpiety

Than Jepht hah's, when he sacrificed his daughter.
I amso sorry for ny trespass nade

That, to deserve well at my brother's hands,
| here proclai mnyself thy nortal foe,

Wth resolution, wheresoe'er | neet thee--
As | will neet thee, if thou stir abroad--
To plague thee for thy foul nmisleading ne.
And so, proud-hearted Varwi ck, | defy thee,
And to nmy brother turn my blushing cheeks.

Pardon nme, Edward, | w |l make anmends:
And, Richard, do not frown upon ny faults,
For | will henceforth be no nore unconstant.

KI NG EDWARD |V Now wel cone nore, and ten tines nore bel oved,
Than if thou never hadst deserved our hate.

GLOUCESTER Wl cone, good O arence; this is brotherlike.
WARW CK O passing traitor, perjured and unjust!

KING EDWARD |V What, Warwick, wilt thou | eave the town and fight?
O shall we beat the stones about thine ears?

WARW CK Alas, | amnot coop'd here for defence!
I will away towards Barnet presently,
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou darest.

KING EDWARD |V Yes, Warwi ck, Edward dares, and | eads the way.
Lords, to the field; Saint CGeorge and victory!

[ Exeunt King Edward and his conpany. March. Warwi ck
and his conpany follow

Scene ||

A field of battle near Barnet.

[ Al arum and excursions. Enter KING EDWARD |V, bringing
forth WARW CK wounded]

KING EDWMARD IV So, lie thou there: die thou, and die our fear;
For Warwi ck was a bug that fear'd us all.
Now, Mbntague, sit fast; | seek for thee,
That Warwi ck's bones nay keep thine conmpany.

[Exit]

WARW CK Ah, who is nigh? cone to ne, friend or foe,
And tell me who is victor, York or Warwi ck?
Why ask | that? ny nangl ed body shows,
My bl ood, ny want of strength, ny sick heart shows.
That | must yield nmy body to the earth
And, by ny fall, the conquest to my foe.
Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge,
Whose arns gave shelter to the princely eagle,
Under whose shade the ranping lion slept,



Whose top-branch overpeer'd Jove's spreading tree
And kept |ow shrubs fromwi nter's powerful w nd.
These eyes, that now are dinmid with death's black veil,
Have been as piercing as the nid-day sun,

To search the secret treasons of the world:

The winkles in nmy brows, now filled wi th bl ood,
Were liken'd oft to kingly sepul chres;

For who lived king, but | could dig his grave?

And who durst nine when Warwi ck bent his brow?

Lo, now ny glory snear'd in dust and bl ood!

My parks, ny wal ks, nmy manors that | had.

Even now forsake ne, and of all ny |ands

I's nothing left ne but ny body's I|ength.

Wiy, what is ponp, rule, reign, but earth and dust?
And, live we how we can, yet die we nust.

[ Enter OXFORD and SOVERSET]

SOVERSET Ah, Warw ck, Warwi ck! wert thou as we are.
We might recover all our |oss again;
The queen from France hath brought a puissant power:
Even now we heard the news: ah, could'st thou fly!

WARW CK Why, then | would not fly. Ah, Montague,
If thou be there, sweet brother, take ny hand.
And with thy lips keep in ny soul awhile!
Thou | ovest me not; for, brother, if thou didst,
Thy tears would wash this cold congeal ed bl ood
That glues ny lips and will not |et nme speak.
Conme qui ckly, Montague, or | am dead.

SOVERSET Ah, Warw ck! Montague hath breathed his |ast;
And to the | atest gasp cried out for Warw ck,
And said ' Commend ne to ny valiant brother.'
And nore he woul d have said, and nore he spoke,
Whi ch sounded like a clamour in a vault,
That nought not be distingui shed; but at |ast
| well might hear, delivered with a groan,
'O, farewell, Warwi ck!’

WARW CK Sweet rest his soul! Fly, lords, and save yoursel ves;
For Warwi ck bids you all farewell to neet in heaven.

[ Di es]

OXFORD Away, away, to neet the queen's great power!
[Here they bear away his body. Exeunt]

Scene |11

Anot her part of the field.

[Flourish. Enter KING EDWARD |V in triunph; with
GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, and the rest]

KING EDWARD |V Thus far our fortune keeps an upward course,
And we are graced with weaths of victory.
But, in the midst of this bright-shining day,
| spy a black, suspicious, threatening cloud,



That will encounter with our glorious sun

Ere he attain his easeful western bed:

I mean, ny lords, those powers that the queen
Hath raised in Gallia have arrived our coast
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.

CLARENCE Alittle gale will soon disperse that cloud
And blow it to the source fromwhence it cane:
The very beanms will dry those vapours up
For every cl oud engenders not a storm

GLOUCESTER The queen is valued thirty thousand strong
And Sonerset, with Oxford fled to her
If she have time to breathe be well assured
Her faction will be full as strong as ours.

KING EDWARD |V W are advertised by our loving friends
That they do hold their course toward Tewksbury:
W, having now the best at Barnet field,
WIl thither straight, for willingness rids way;
And, as we nmarch, our strength will be augnmented
In every county as we go al ong.
Strike up the drum cry ' Courage!' and away.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene |V

Pl ai ns near Tewksbury.

[ March. Enter QUEEN MARGARET, PRI NCE EDWARD,
SOMERSET, OXFORD, and sol di ers]

QUEEN MARGARET Geat lords, wise nmen ne'er sit and wail their |oss,
But cheerly seek how to redress their harns.
What though the mast be now bl own overboard,
The cabl e broke, the holdi ng-anchor | ost,
And half our sailors swallowd in the flood?
Yet lives our pilot still. Is't nmeet that he
Shoul d | eave the helmand like a fearful Iad
Wth tearful eyes add water to the sea
And give nore strength to that which hath too nuch
Whiles, in his noan, the ship splits on the rock
Whi ch industry and courage ni ght have saved?
Ah, what a shane! ah, what a fault were this!
Say Warwi ck was our anchor; what of that?
And Mont ague our topnost; what of hin®
Qur slaughter'd friends the tackles; what of these?
Wiy, is not Oxford here another anchor?
And Sonerset another goodly nast?
The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings?
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and
For once allow d the skilful pilot's charge?
W will not fromthe helmto sit and weep,
But keep our course, though the rough w nd say no,
From shel ves and rocks that threaten us with weck.
As good to chide the waves as speak themfair.
And what is Edward but ruthless sea?
What C arence but a quicksand of deceit?
And Richard but a ragged fatal rock?



Al these the enenies to our poor bark

Say you can swim alas, 'tis but a whilel

Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly sink
Bestride the rock; the tide will wash you off,

O else you fam sh; that's a threefold death.
This speak I, lords, to |l et you understand,

I f case some one of you would fly fromus

That there's no hoped-for nercy with the brothers
More than with ruthl ess waves, with sands and rocks.
Wy, courage then! what cannot be avoi ded

"Twere chil dish weakness to | anent or fear

PRI NCE EDWARD  Met hi nks a wonan of this valiant spirit
Shoul d, if a coward heard her speak these words,
Infuse his breast with magnaninmity
And make him naked, foil a man at arns.
| speak not this as doubting any here
For did | but suspect a fearful nman
He shoul d have | eave to go away beti nes,

Lest in our need he mght infect another
And make himof like spirit to hinself.
I f any such be here--as God forbid!--
Let himdepart before we need his help.

OXFORD Woren and children of so high a courage
And warriors faint! why, 'twere perpetual shane
O brave young prince! thy fanous grandfather
Doth Iive again in thee: long mayst thou live
To bear his inage and renew his glories!

SOVERSET And he that will not fight for such a hope.

Go home to bed, and Iike the ow by day,

If he arise, be nock'd and wonder'd at.
QUEEN MARGARET Thanks, gentle Sonerset; sweet Oxford, thanks.
PRI NCE EDWARD And take his thanks that yet hath nothing el se.

[Enter a Messenger]

Messenger Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand.
Ready to fight; therefore be resolute.

OXFORD | thought no less: it is his policy
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided.

SOVERSET But he's deceived; we are in readi ness.
QUEEN MARGARET This cheers my heart, to see your forwardness.
OXFORD Here pitch our battle; hence we will not budge

[Flourish and march. Enter KI NG EDWARD |V, GLOUCESTER,
CLARENCE, and sol di ers]

KING EDWARD |V Brave foll owers, yonder stands the thorny wood,
Whi ch, by the heavens' assistance and your strength,
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.
| need not add nore fuel to your fire,
For well | wot ye blaze to burn them out



G ve signal to the fight, and to it, |ords!

QUEEN MARGARET Lords, knights, and gentlenen, what | should say
My tears gainsay; for every word | speak
Ye see, | drink the water of mine eyes.
Therefore, no nore but this: Henry, your sovereign
I's prisoner to the foe; his state usurp'd,
H s real ma sl aughter-house, his subjects slain,
Hi s statutes cancell'd and his treasure spent;
And yonder is the wolf that makes this spoil.
You fight in justice: then, in God' s name, |ords,
Be valiant and give signal to the fight.

[Alarum Retreat. Excursions. Exeunt]

Anot her part of the field.

[ Fl ourish. Enter KING EDWARD |V, GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE,
and soldiers; with QUEEN MARGARET, OXFCRD, and
SOVERSET, prisoners]

KING EDWARD |V Now here a period of tunultuous broils.
Away with Oxford to Hanmes Castle straight:
For Somerset, off with his guilty head.
Go, bear them hence; | will not hear them speak.

OXFORD For ny part, |I'll not trouble thee with words.
SOVERSET Nor |, but stoop with patience to ny fortune.
[ Exeunt Oxford and Somerset, guarded]

QUEEN MARGARET So part we sadly in this troublous world,
To neet with joy in sweet Jerusal em

KING EDWARD |V Is proclamati on nade, that who finds Edward
Shal |l have a high reward, and he his life?

GLOUCESTER It is: and | o, where youthful Edward cones!
[Enter soldiers, with PRI NCE EDWARD]

KING EDWARD IV Bring forth the gallant, |et us hear him speak.
What! can so young a thorn begin to prick?
Edwar d, what satisfaction canst thou nake
For bearing arms, for stirring up ny subjects,
And all the trouble thou hast turn'd ne to?

PRI NCE EDWARD  Speak |ike a subject, proud anbitious York!
Suppose that | am now ny father's nouth;
Resign thy chair, and where | stand kneel thou,
Whi |l st | propose the selfsanme words to thee,
Which traitor, thou woul dst have ne answer to.

QUEEN MARGARET Ah, that thy father had been so resol ved!

GLOUCESTER That you might still have worn the petticoat,
And ne' er have stol'n the breech from Lancaster.



PRI NCE EDWVARD Let AEsop fable in a winter's night;
H's currish riddles sort not with this place.

GLOUCESTER By heaven, brat, 1'Il plague ye for that word.
QUEEN MARGARET Ay, thou wast born to be a plague to nen.
GLOUCESTER For CGod's sake, take away this captive scold.
PRI NCE EDWARD Nay, take away this scol ding crookback rather.
KING EDWARD |V Peace, wilful boy, or I will charmyour tongue.
CLARENCE Untutor'd lad, thou art too nal apert.
PRINCE EDWARD | know ny duty; you are all undutiful:
Lasci vi ous Edward, and thou perjured George,
And thou mis-shapen Dick, | tell ye all
| amyour better, traitors as ye are:
And thou usurp'st nmy father's right and nine.
KING EDWARD |V Take that, thou |likeness of this railer here.
[ St abs hinj
GLOUCESTER Spraw 'st thou? take that, to end thy agony.
[ St abs hinj
CLARENCE And there's for twitting ne with perjury.
[ St abs hinj
QUEEN MARGARET O kill me too!
GLOUCESTER Marry, and shall.
[Ofers to kill her]

KING EDMRD |V Hold, Richard, hold; for we have done too nuch.

GLOUCESTER Why should she live, to fill the world w th words?

KI NG EDWARD |V \What, doth she swoon? use nmeans for her recovery.

GLOUCESTER d arence, excuse nme to the king nmy brother;
"1l hence to London on a serious matter:
Ere ye cone there, be sure to hear sone news.

CLARENCE What ? what ?

GLOUCESTER The Tower, the Tower.
[Exit]

QUEEN MARGARET O Ned, sweet Ned! speak to thy nother, boy!
Canst thou not speak? O traitors! rmnurderers!

They that stabb'd Caesar shed no blood at all,
Did not offend, nor were not worthy bl ane,



If this foul deed were by to equal it:

He was a man; this, in respect, a child:

And men ne'er spend their fury on a child.

What's worse than nurderer, that | may nane it?
No, no, ny heart will burst, and if | speak

And | will speak, that so ny heart nay burst.

But chers and villains! bl oody canni bal s!

How sweet a plant have you untinely cropp'd!

You have no children, butchers! if you had,

The thought of them would have stirr'd up renorse:
But if you ever chance to have a child,

Look in his youth to have himso cut off

As, deathnen, you have rid this sweet young prince!

KING EDWARD |V Away with her; go, bear her hence perforce.
QUEEN MARGARET Nay, never bear me hence, dispatch ne here,

Here sheathe thy sword, 1'll pardon thee ny death:

What, wilt thou not? then, Clarence, do it thou
CLARENCE By heaven, | will not do thee so nuch ease
QUEEN MARGARET Good O arence, do; sweet Clarence, do thou do it.
CLARENCE Di dst thou not hear me swear | would not do it?
QUEEN MARGARET Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself:

'"Twas sin before, but now 'tis charity.

What, wilt thou not? Wiere is that devil's butcher

Har d- favour'd Richard? Richard, where art thou?

Thou art not here: nurder is thy al ns-deed;

Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back
KING EDWARD |V Away, | say; | charge ye, bear her hence.
QUEEN MARGARET So cone to you and yours, as to this Prince!

[Exit, led out forcibly]

KI NG EDWARD |V \Where's Richard gone?

CLARENCE To London, all in post; and, as | guess,
To nmake a bl oody supper in the Tower.

KING EDWARD |V He's sudden, if a thing cones in his head.
Now rmar ch we hence: discharge the comon sort
Wth pay and thanks, and let's away to London
And see our gentle queen how well she fares:
By this, | hope, she hath a son for ne.

[ Exeunt ]
Scene VI

London. The Tower.

[ Enter KING HENRY VI and GLOUCESTER, with the
Li eutenant, on the walls]

GLOUCESTER Good day, ny lord. Wat, at your book so hard?



KI NG HENRY VI Ay, nmy good lord:--ny lord, | should say rather;

"Tis sinto flatter; 'good' was little better:
'Good d oucester' and 'good devil' were alike,
And bot h preposterous; therefore, not 'good lord.'

GQ.QUCESTER Sirrah, |eave us to ourselves: we nust confer.
[ Exit Lieutenant]

KI NG HENRY VI So flies the reckl ess shepherd fromthe wolf;
So first the harm ess sheep doth yield his fleece

And next his throat unto the butcher's knife.
What scene of death hath Roscius now to act?

GLOUCESTER Suspi ci on al ways haunts the guilty nind;
The thief doth fear each bush an officer.

KI NG HENRY VI The bird that hath been limed in a bush,
Wth trenbling wi ngs m sdoubteth every bush;

And |, the hapless nale to one sweet bird,
Have now the fatal object in ny eye
Wiere ny poor young was |ined, was caught and kill"d.

GLOUCESTER Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete,
That taught his son the office of a fow!
An yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd.

KI NG HENRY VI |, Daedal us; ny poor boy, Icarus;
Thy father, Mnos, that denied our course;
The sun that sear'd the wi ngs of nmy sweet boy
Thy brother Edward, and thyself the sea
Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life.
Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not w th words!
My breast can better brook thy dagger's point
Than can ny ears that tragic history.
But wherefore dost thou come? is't for ny life?

GLOUCESTER Think'st thou | am an executi oner?

KI NG HENRY VI A persecutor, | amsure, thou art:
I f nurdering innocents be executing,
Wiy, then thou art an executioner.

GLOUCESTER Thy son | kill'd for his presunption.

KI NG HENRY VI Hadst thou been kill'd when first thou didst
Thou hadst not lived to kill a son of mnine.
And thus | prophesy, that many a thousand,
Whi ch now mi strust no parcel of ny fear,
And many an old man's sigh and many a w dow s,
And many an orphan's water-standi ng eye--
Men for their sons, wives for their husbands,
And orphans for their parents tineless death--
Shal | rue the hour that ever thou wast born.
The owl shriek'd at thy birth,--an evil sign;
The night-crow cried, aboding |uckless tine;
Dogs how 'd, and hi deous tenpest shook down trees;
The raven rook'd her on the chimey's top,
And chattering pies in dismal discords sung.

presumne,



Thy nmother felt nore than a nother's pain,

And, yet brought forth |l ess than a nother's hope,
To wit, an indigested and deformed | unp,

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree.

Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast born
To signify thou canest to bite the world:

And, if the rest be true which | have heard,

Thou canest - -

GLOUCESTER |'Ill hear no nore: die, prophet in thy speech
[ St abs hi nj
For this anongst the rest, was | ordain'd.

KI NG HENRY VI Ay, and for much nore slaughter after this.
God forgive ny sins, and pardon thee!

[ Di es]

GLOUCESTER What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster
Sink in the ground? | thought it woul d have nounted.
See how nmy sword weeps for the poor king' s death!
O may such purple tears be alway shed
Fromthose that wi sh the downfall of our house!
If any spark of life be yet remaining,
Down, down to hell; and say | sent thee thither

[ St abs hi m agai n]

I, that have neither pity, |love, nor fear

I ndeed, 'tis true that Henry told ne of;

For | have often heard ny nother say

| cane into the world with ny |egs forward:

Had | not reason, think ye, to make haste,

And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right?
The midw fe wonder'd and the wonen cried

'O, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth!’

And so | was; which plainly signified

That | should snarl and bite and play the dog.
Then, since the heavens have shaped ny body so,
Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it.

I have no brother, | amlike no brother

And this word 'love,' which graybeards call divine,
Be resident in nmen |ike one anot her

And not in me: | amnyself al one.

Cl arence, beware; thou keep'st me fromthe |ight:
But | will sort a pitchy day for thee;

For | will buz abroad such prophecies

That Edward shall be fearful of his |ife,

And then, to purge his fear, I'll be thy death.
King Henry and the prince his son are gone:
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest,
Counting nyself but bad till | be best.

["1l throw thy body in another room

And triunph, Henry, in thy day of doom

[Exit, with the body]

Scene VI |



London. The pal ace.

[ Fl ourish. Enter KING EDWARD |V, QUEEN ELI ZABETH
CLARENCE, GLOUCESTER, HASTINGS, a Nurse with the
young Prince, and Attendants]

KING EDWARD |V Once nore we sit in England s royal throne,
Re- purchased with the bl ood of enenies.
What valiant foermen, like to autumm's corn
Have we now d down, in tops of all their pride!
Three Dukes of Sonerset, threefold renown'd
For hardy and undoubted chanpi ons;
Two Ciffords, as the father and the son
And two Northunberl ands; two braver nen
Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trunpet's sound;
Wth them the two brave bears, Warwi ck and Mont ague,
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion
And made the forest trenmble when they roar'd.
Thus have we swept suspicion fromour seat
And made our footstool of security.
Cone hither, Bess, and let ne kiss ny boy.
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and nyself
Have in our arnmours watch'd the winter's night,
went all afoot in sumer's scal di ng heat,
That thou mightst repossess the crown in peace;
And of our | abours thou shalt reap the gain.

GLOUCESTER [Aside] I'll blast his harvest, if your head were laid
For yet | amnot |look'd on in the world.
Thi s shoul der was ordain'd so thick to heave
And heave it shall sone weight, or break ny back
Work thou the way, --and thou shalt execute.

KING EDWARD |V d arence and d oucester, love ny |ovely queen
And ki ss your princely nephew, brothers both.

CLARENCE The duty that | owe unto your mmjesty
| seal upon the lips of this sweet babe.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Thanks, nobl e d arence; worthy brother, thanks.

GLOUCESTER And, that | love the tree from whence thou sprang' st,
Witness the loving kiss | give the fruit.
[Aside] To say the truth, so Judas kiss'd his master
And cried "all hail!' when as he nmeant all harm

KING EDWARD |V Now am | seated as ny soul delights,
Havi ng nmy country's peace and brothers' |oves.

CLARENCE What will your grace have done with Margaret?
Rei gnier, her father, to the king of France
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusal em
And hither have they sent it for her ransom

KING EDWARD |V Away with her, and waft her hence to France.
And now what rests but that we spend the tine
Wth stately triunphs, mrthful com c shows,
Such as befits the pleasure of the court?
Sound drums and trunpets! farewell sour annoy!



For here, | hope, begins our lasting joy.

[ Exeunt ]
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