Messenger A nmessenger fromthe Lord Stanley.
[ Ent er HASTI NGS]
HASTI NGS What is't o' clock?
Messenger Upon t he stroke of four
HASTI NGS Cannot thy master sleep these tedious nights?

Messenger So it should seemby that | have to say.
First, he conmends himto your noble Iordship.

HASTI NGS And t hen?

Messenger And then he sends you word
He dreamt to-night the boar had razed his helm
Besi des, he says there are two councils held;
And that may be determ ned at the one
whi ch may nmake you and himto rue at the other
Therefore he sends to know your |ordship's pleasure,
If presently you will take horse with him
And with all speed post with himtoward the north,
To shun the danger that his soul divines.

HASTI NGS o, fellow, go, return unto thy lord,
Bid himnot fear the separated councils
H s honour and nyself are at the one,
And at the other is my servant Cateshy
Wier e not hing can proceed that toucheth us
Whereof | shall not have intelligence.
Tell himhis fears are shallow, wanting instance:
And for his dreanms, | wonder he is so fond
To trust the nockery of unquiet slunbers
To fly the boar before the boar pursues,
Were to incense the boar to foll ow us
And make pursuit where he did nmean no chase.
Go, bid thy naster rise and cone to ne
And we will both together to the Tower,
Wiere, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly.

Messenger My gracious lord, I'lIl tell himwhat you say.
[Exit]
[ Ent er CATESBY]

CATESBY Many good norrows to my noble | ord!

HASTI NGS Good norrow, Catesby; you are early stirring
What news, what news, in this our tottering state?

CATESBY It is a reeling world, indeed, ny lord;
And | believe twill never stand upright
Tim R chard wear the garland of the realm

HASTI NGS How wear the garland! dost thou nmean the crown?

CATESBY Ay, ny good | ord.
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HASTI NGS "Il have this crown of nmine cut fromnmy shoul ders
Ere | will see the crown so foul misplaced.
But canst thou guess that he doth aimat it?

CATESBY Ay, on ny life; and hopes to find forward
Upon his party for the gain thereof:
And thereupon he sends you this good news,
That this same very day your enenies,
The kindred of the queen, nmust die at Ponfret.

HASTI NGS I ndeed, | am no nourner for that news,
Because they have been still nmine enenies:
But, that 1'll give ny voice on Richard' s side

To bar nmy master's heirs in true descent,
God knows | will not do it, to the death.

CATESBY CGod keep your lordship in that gracious m nd

HASTI NGS But | shall laugh at this a twelve-nonth hence,
That they who brought nme in nmy master's hate
I live to |l ook upon their tragedy.
| tell thee, Catesby--

CATESBY What, ny |ord?

HASTI NGS Ere a fortnight nake ne el der
"1l send sone packing that yet think not on it.

CATESBY 'Tis a vile thing to die, nmy gracious |ord,
Wien nen are unprepared and | ook not for it.

HASTI NGS O nmonstrous, nonstrous! and so falls it out
Wth Rivers, Vaughan, Gey: and so "twill do
Wth sonme nen el se, who think thenselves as safe
As thou and |; who, as thou know st, are dear
To princely Richard and to Bucki ngham

CATESBY The princes both nake hi gh account of you
[ Asi de]
For they account his head upon the bridge.

HASTI NGS | know they do; and | have well deserved it.
[ Enter STANLEY]

Cone on, cone on; where is your boar-spear, man?
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovi ded?

STANLEY My lord, good norrow, good norrow, Catesby:
You nmay jest on, but, by the holy rood,
I do not |ike these several councils, |I.

HASTI NGS My lord,
I hold ny life as dear as you do yours;
And never in ny life, | do protest,
WAas it nore precious to ne than 'tis now
Thi nk you, but that | know our state secure,



| would be so triunphant as | an?

STANLEY The lords at Ponfret, when they rode from London,
Were jocund, and supposed their state was sure,
And they indeed had no cause to mistrust;
But yet, you see how soon the day o'ercast.
Thi s sudden stag of rancour | nisdoubt:
Pray God, | say, | prove a needl ess coward!
What, shall we toward the Tower? the day is spent.

HASTI NGS Cone, cone, have with you. Wbt you what, my |ord?
To-day the lords you tal k of are beheaded.

LORD STANLEY They, for their truth, mnmight better wear their heads
Than some that have accused them wear their hats.
But come, ny lord, let us away.
[Enter a Pursuivant]
HASTI NGS Go on before; I'Il talk with this good fell ow
[ Exeunt STANLEY and CATESBY]
How now, sirrah! how goes the world with thee?
Pursui vant The better that your lordship please to ask.
HASTI NGS | tell thee, man, 'tis better with ne now
Than when | et thee | ast where now we neet:
Then was | going prisoner to the Tower,
By the suggestion of the queen's allies;
But now, | tell thee--keep it to thyself--
This day those enenies are put to death,
And | in better state than e'er | was.
Pursui vant God hold it, to your honour's good content!
HASTI NGS Ganercy, fellow there, drink that for ne.
[ Throws hi m his purse]
Pur sui vant God save your | ordshi p!
[ Exit]
[Enter a Priest]
Priest Well net, ny lord; | amglad to see your honour.
HASTI NGS | thank thee, good Sir John, with all ny heart.
| amin your debt for your |ast exercise;
Cone the next Sabbath, and | will content you.
[ He whispers in his ear]
[ Ent er BUCKI NGHAM
BUCKI NGHAM What, talking with a priest, lord chanberl ain?

Your friends at Ponfret, they do need the priest;
Your honour hath no shriving work in hand.



HASTI NGS Good faith, and when | met this holy nan,
Those nmen you tal k of came into ny nind.
What, go you toward the Tower?

BUCKI NGHAM | do, ny lord; but long I shall not stay
| shall return before your |ordship thence.

HASTI NGS "Tis like enough, for | stay dinner there.

BUCKI NGHAM [ Asi de] And supper too, although thou know st it not.
Come, will you go?

HASTI NGS ["11 wait upon your |ordship.
[ Exeunt ]

Scene |11

Ponfret Castl e.

[ Enter RATCLIFF, with hal berds, carrying Rl VERS,
GREY, and VAUGHAN t o deat h]

RATCLI FF Come, bring forth the prisoners.

RIVERS Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this:
To-day shalt thou behold a subject die
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty.

GREY God keep the prince fromall the pack of you!
A knot you are of dammed bl ood-suckers!

VAUGHAN You live that shall cry woe for this after.
RATCLI FF Di spatch; the linmt of your lives is out.

RIVERS O Ponfret, Ponfret! O thou bl oody prison,
Fatal and oni nous to nobl e peers!
Wthin the guilty closure of thy walls
Ri chard the second here was hack'd to death;
And, for nore slander to thy disnmal seat,
W give thee up our guiltless blood to drink.

GREY Now Margaret's curse is fall'n upon our heads,
For standi ng by when Richard stabb'd her son.

RI VERS Then cursed she Hastings, then cursed she Bucki ngham
Then cursed she Richard. O renenber, God
To hear her prayers for them as now for us
And for ny sister and her princely sons,
Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bl ood,
Whi ch, as thou know st, unjustly must be spilt.

RATCLI FF Make haste; the hour of death is expiate.

RI VERS Cone, Grey, come, Vaughan, let us all enbrace:
And take our leave, until we neet in heaven.

[ Exeunt ]



Scene |V

The Tower of London.

[ Ent er BUCKI NGHAM DERBY, HASTI NGS, the BI SHOP OF
ELY, RATCLIFF, LOVEL, with others, and take their
seats at a tabl e]

HASTI NGS My lords, at once: the cause why we are net
I's, to deternmine of the coronation.
In God' s nanme, speak: when is the royal day?

BUCKINGHAM Are all things fitting for that royal tine?
DERBY It is, and wants but noni nation.
BI SHOP OF ELY To-norrow, then, | judge a happy day.

BUCKI NGHAM Who knows the lord protector's mind herein?
Wio is nmost inward with the royal duke?

Bl SHOP OF ELY  Your grace, we think, should soonest know his m nd.

BUCKI NGHAM  Who, |, ny lord I we know each other's faces,
But for our hearts, he knows no nore of mine,
Than | of yours;
Nor I no nore of his, than you of nine.
Lord Hastings, you and he are near in |ove.

HASTI NGS | thank his grace, | know he |oves ne well;
But, for his purpose in the coronation.
| have not sounded him nor he deliver'd
H s gracious pleasure any way therein:
But you, ny noble lords, may nane the tine;
And in the duke's behalf 1'Il give ny voice,
Which, | presune, he'll take in gentle part.

[ Ent er GLOUCESTER]
BI SHOP OF ELY Now in good tinme, here conmes the duke hinself.
GLOUCESTER My noble lords and cousins all, good norrow.

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

My absence doth negl ect no great designs,

Whi ch by ny presence ni ght have been concl uded.
BUCKI NGHAM Had not you cone upon your cue, ny lord

Wl liam Lord Hastings had pronounced your part, --

| mean, your voice,--for crowning of the king.

GLOUCESTER Than ny Lord Hastings no man ni ght be bol der;
H's lordship knows ne well, and | oves ne well.

HASTI NGS I thank your grace.
GLOUCESTER Wy lord of Ely!

BI SHOP CF ELY M lord?



G.QUCESTER When | was | ast in Hol born,
| saw good strawberries in your garden there
I do beseech you send for some of them

Bl SHOP OF ELY Marry, and will, my lord, with all mny heart.
[Exit]

GLOUCESTER Cousin of Buckingham a word with you
[ Drawi ng hi m asi de]

Cat esby hath sounded Hastings in our business,
And finds the testy gentleman so hot,

As he will lose his head ere give consent

H's master's son, as worshipful as he ternms it,
Shall lose the royalty of England' s throne.

BUCKI NGHAM W t hdraw you hence, my lord, I'Il follow you.
[ Exit GLOUCESTER, BUCKI NGHAM f ol | owi ng]

DERBY W have not yet set down this day of triunph.
To-norrow, in nine opinion, is too sudden;
For | myself am not so well provided
As else | would be, were the day prolong'd.

[ Re-enter BI SHOP OF ELY]

BI SHOP OF ELY \here is ny lord protector? | have sent for these
strawberri es.

HASTI NGS H s grace | ooks cheerfully and snmooth to-day;
There's sonme conceit or other |ikes himwell,
Wien he doth bid good norrow with such a spirit.
| think there's never a man in Christendom
That can less hide his love or hate than he;
For by his face straight shall you know his heart.

DERBY \What of his heart perceive you in his face
By any likelihood he show d to-day?

HASTI NGS Marry, that with no man here he is of fended;
For, were he, he had shown it in his |ooks.

DERBY | pray CGod he be not, | say.
[ Re-enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKI NGHAM

GLOUCESTER | pray you all, tell ne what they deserve
That do conspire nmy death with devilish plots
O damed witchcraft, and that have prevail'd
Upon ny body with their hellish charns?

HASTI NGS The tender |love | bear your grace, ny lord,
Makes me nost forward in this noble presence
To doom t he of fenders, whatsoever they be
| say, nmy lord, they have deserved death.

GLOUCESTER Then be your eyes the witness of this ill:



See how | am bewi tch'd; behold nmine arm

Is, like a blasted sapling, wither'd up

And this is Edward's wife, that nonstrous witch
Consorted with that harlot strunpet Shore,

That by their witchcraft thus have nmarked ne.

HASTI NGS If they have done this thing, my gracious |ord--

GLOUCESTER If | thou protector of this damed strunpet--
Tellest thou me of '"ifs'? Thou art a traitor
Of with his head! Now, by Saint Paul | swear,
I will not dine until | see the sane.
Lovel and Ratcliff, look that it be done:
The rest, that love ne, rise and follow ne

[ Exeunt all but HASTI NGS, RATCLIFF, and LOVEL]

HASTI NGS We, woe for England! not a whit for ne;
For I, too fond, night have prevented this.
Stanley did dreamthe boar did raze his helm
But | disdain'd it, and did scorn to fly:

Three tines to-day ny foot-cloth horse did stunble,
And startled, when he | ook'd upon the Tower,

As loath to bear ne to the slaughter-house.

O now | want the priest that spake to ne

I now repent | told the pursuivant

As 'twere triunphing at m ne enenies,

How t hey at Ponfret bloodily were butcher'd,

And | nyself secure in grace and favour

O Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse

I's lighted on poor Hastings' wetched head!

RATCLI FF Di spatch, ny lord; the duke would be at dinner
Make a short shrift; he longs to see your head.

HASTI NGS O nonentary grace of nortal nen,
Whi ch we nore hunt for than the grace of God!
Who builds his hopes in air of your good | ooks,
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast,
Ready, with every nod, to tunble down
Into the fatal bowels of the deep

LOVEL Come, cone, dispatch; 'tis bootless to exclaim

HASTI NGS O bl oody Ri chard! niserabl e Engl and!
| prophesy the fearful'st tine to thee
That ever wretched age hath | ook'd upon
Cone, lead ne to the block; bear himny head.
They snile at ne that shortly shall be dead.

[ Exeunt ]
Scene V

The Tower-wal | s.

[ Enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKI NGHAM in rotten arnour
marvel l ous ill-favoured]

GLOUCESTER Cone, cousin, canst thou quake, and change thy col our



Murder thy breath in the niddle of a word,
And then begin again, and stop again,
As if thou wert distraught and mad with terror?

BUCKI NGHAM Tut, | can counterfeit the deep tragedi an
Speak and | ook back, and pry on every side,
Trenble and start at waggi ng of a straw,

I nt endi ng deep suspicion: ghastly | ooks
Are at ny service, like enforced smles;
And both are ready in their offices,

At any time, to grace ny stratagens.

But what, is Catesby gone?

GLOUCESTER He is; and, see, he brings the mayor al ong
[Enter the Lord Mayor and CATESBY]

BUCKI NGHAM Lord rmayor, - -

GLOUCESTER Look to the drawbridge there

BUCKI NGHAM  Har k! a drum

GLOUCESTER Catesby, o'erlook the walls

BUCKI NGHAM Lord mayor, the reason we have sent--

GLOUCESTER Look back, defend thee, here are enenies

BUCKI NGHAM God and our innocency defend and guard us!

GLOUCESTER Be patient, they are friends, Ratcliff and Lovel
[Enter LOVEL and RATCLIFF, with HASTINGS' head]

LOVEL Here is the head of that ignoble traitor
The dangerous and unsuspected Hasti ngs.

GLOUCESTER So dear | loved the man, that | must weep
I took himfor the plainest harm ess creature
That breat hed upon this earth a Christian
Made hi m ny book wherein ny soul recorded
The history of all her secret thoughts:

So snooth he daub'd his vice with show of virtue
That, his apparent open guilt omitted,

I mean, his conversation with Shore's wfe

He lived fromall attainder of suspect.

BUCKI NGHAM Wl 1, well, he was the covert'st shelter'd traitor
That ever lived.
Whul d you inagi ne, or al npst believe,
Were't not that, by great preservation
W live to tell it you, the subtle traitor
This day had plotted, in the council-house
To nurder nme and my good Lord of { oucester?

Lord Mayor \What, had he so?

G.QUCESTER What, think You we are Turks or infidels?
O that we woul d, against the form of I|aw,



Proceed thus rashly to the villain's death,
But that the extrene peril of the case,

The peace of England and our persons' safety,
Enforced us to this execution?

Lord Mayor Now, fair befall you! he deserved his death;
And you ny good | ords, both have well proceeded,
To warn false traitors fromthe like attenpts.
I never look'd for better at his hands,
After he once fell in with Mstress Shore.

GLOUCESTER Yet had not we deternined he should die
Until your lordship came to see his death;
Whi ch now t he | oving haste of these our friends,
Sonewhat agai nst our meani ng, have prevented:
Because, ny lord, we would have had you heard
The traitor speak, and tinorously confess
The manner and the purpose of his treason
That you might well have signified the sane
Unto the citizens, who haply may
M sconstrue us in himand wail his death.

Lord Mayor But, my good lord, your grace's word shall serve
As well as | had seen and heard hi m speak
And doubt you not, right noble princes both,
But I'Il acquaint our duteous citizens
Wth all your just proceedings in this cause.

GLOUCESTER And to that end we wi sh'd your |ord-ship here
To avoid the carping censures of the world.

BUCKI NGHAM But since you conme too |late of our intents,
Yet witness what you hear we did intend:
And so, ny good lord mayor, we bid farewell.

[Exit Lord Mayor]

GLOUCESTER Go, after, after, cousin Bucki ngham
The mayor towards Guildhall hies himin all post:
There, at your neet'st advantage of the tineg,
Infer the bastardy of Edward's children
Tell them how Edward put to death a citizen
Only for saying he would nmake his son
Heir to the crown; neaning indeed his house,
Whi ch, by the sign thereof was terned so.
Moreover, urge his hateful |uxury
And bestial appetite in change of |ust;

Whi ch stretched to their servants, daughters, w ves
Even where his lustful eye or savage heart,
Wthout control, listed to make his prey.

Nay, for a need, thus far cone near ny person
Tell them when that ny nother went with child
O that unsatiate Edward, noble York

My princely father then had wars in France
And, by just conputation of the tineg,

Found that the issue was not his begot;

Whi ch well appeared in his |ineanents,

Bei ng nothing |ike the noble duke ny father:
But touch this sparingly, as 'twere far off,
Because you know, ny lord, nmy nother |ives.



BUCKI NGHAM Fear not, my lord, I'Il play the orator
As if the golden fee for which | plead
Were for nyself: and so, ny lord, adieu

GLOUCESTER If you thrive well, bring themto Baynard's Castle
Wiere you shall find ne well acconpanied
Wth reverend fathers and well-1earned bishops.

BUCKI NGHAM | go: and towards three or four o'clock
Look for the news that the Cuildhall affords.

[ Exi t BUCKI NGHAM
GLOUCESTER Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw
[ To CATESBY]

Go thou to Friar Penker; bid them both
Meet me within this hour at Baynard's Castle.

[ Exeunt all but G.OUCESTER]

Now will | in, to take sonme privy order,

To draw the brats of d arence out of sight;
And to give notice, that no manner of person
At any tine have recourse unto the princes.

[Exit]

Scene VI

The sane
[Enter a Scrivener, with a paper in his hand]

Scrivener This is the indictment of the good Lord Hasti ngs;
Which in a set hand fairly is engross'd,
That it may be this day read over in Paul's.
And mark how wel | the sequel hangs together
El even hours | spent to wite it over
For yesternight by Catesby was it brought ne;
The precedent was full as |ong a-doing:
And yet within these five hours lived Lord Hasti ngs,
Unt ai nted, unexamnined, free, at liberty
Here's a good world the while!l Wiy who's so gross,
That seeth not this pal pabl e device?
Yet who's so blind, but says he sees it not?
Bad is the world; and all will come to nought,
Wien such bad dealings nust be seen in thought.

[Exit]
Scene VI |
Baynard' s Cast e.
[ Enter GLOUCESTER and BUCKI NGHAM at several door s]

GLOUCESTER How now, ny lord, what say the citizens?



BUCKI NGHAM Now, by the holy nother of our Lord,
The citizens are mum and speak not a word.

GLOUCESTER Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's chil dren?

BUCKI NGHAM | did; with his contract with Lady Lucy,
And his contract by deputy in France;
The insatiate greediness of his desires,
And his enforcenment of the city w ves
His tyranny for trifles; his own bastardy,
As being got, your father then in France,
H s resenbl ance, being not |ike the duke;
Wthal | did infer your |ineanents,
Being the right idea of your father,
Both in your form and nobl eness of nind
Laid open all your victories in Scotland,
Your dicipline in war, w sdomin peace,
Your bounty, virtue, fair humlity:
I ndeed, left nothing fitting for the purpose
Unt ouch' d, or slightly handled, in discourse
And when nine oratory grew to an end
| bid themthat did love their country's good
Cry ' CGod save Richard, England s royal king!'

GLOUCESTER Ah! and did they so?

BUCKI NGHAM No, so God help nme, they spake not a word;
But, like dunmb statues or breathing stones,
Gazed each on other, and | ook'd deadly pale.
Whi ch when | saw, | reprehended t hem
And ask'd the mayor what neant this wilful silence:
H s answer was, the people were not wont
To be spoke to but by the recorder.
Then he was urged to tell ny tale again,
'Thus saith the duke, thus hath the duke inferr'd;"’
But not hing spake in warrant from hinself.
When he had done, sone followers of nine own,
At the lower end of the hall, hurl'd up their caps,
And sone ten voices cried 'God save King Richard!'
And thus | took the vantage of those few,
' Thanks, gentle citizens and friends,' quoth I
' This general appl ause and | ovi ng shout
Argues your w sdonms and your |love to Richard:'
And even here brake off, and cane away.

GLOUCESTER What tonguel ess bl ocks were they! would not they speak?
BUCKI NGHAM  No, by my troth, nmy lord.
GLOUCESTER WI I not the mayor then and his brethren cone?

BUCKI NGHAM The mayor is here at hand: intend sone fear
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit:
And | ook you get a prayer-book in your hand,
And stand betw xt two churchmen, good ny |ord;
For on that ground I'Il build a holy descant:
And be not easily won to our request:
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it.



GLOUCESTER | go; and if you plead as well for them
As | can say nay to thee for nyself,
No doubt well bring it to a happy issue.

BUCKI NGHAM Go, go, up to the leads; the lord mayor knocks.
[ Exi t GLOUCESTER]
[Enter the Lord Mayor and Citizens]

Wel come ny lord; | dance attendance here;
I think the duke will not be spoke withal.

[ Ent er CATESBY]

Here comes his servant: how now, Cateshy,
What says he?

CATESBY My lord: he doth entreat your grace;
To visit himto-nmorrow or next day:
He is within, with two right reverend fathers,
Divinely bent to neditation;
And no worldly suit would he be noved,
To draw himfrom his holy exercise.

BUCKI NGHAM Return, good Catesby, to thy lord again;
Tell him nyself, the mayor and citizens,
In deep designs and natters of great nonent,
No [ ess inporting than our general good,
Are cone to have sonme conference with his grace.

CATESBY |'II tell himwhat you say, ny lord.
[ Exit]

BUCKI NGHAM  Ah, ha, ny lord, this prince is not an Edward!
He is not lolling on a |l ewd day- bed,
But on his knees at neditation;
Not dallying with a brace of courtezans,
But neditating with two deep divines;
Not sl eeping, to engross his idle body,
But praying, to enrich his watchful soul:
Happy were Engl and, would this gracious prince
Take on hinself the sovereignty thereof:
But, sure, | fear, we shall ne'er win himto it.

Lord Mayor Marry, God forbid his grace should say us nay!
BUCKI NGHAM | fear he will.

[ Re-enter CATESBY]

How now, Catesby, what says your |ord?
CATESBY My | ord,

He wonders to what end you have assenbl ed

Such troops of citizens to speak with him

H s grace not being warn'd thereof before:
My lord, he fears you nmean no good to him



BUCKI NGHAM Sorry | am nmy nobl e cousin shoul d
Suspect me, that | mean no good to him
By heaven, | conme in perfect [ove to him
And so once nore return and tell his grace.

[Exit CATESBY]

When holy and devout religious nen
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw themthence,
So sweet is zeal ous contenplation

[ Enter GLOUCESTER al oft, between two Bi shops
CATESBY r et ur ns]

Lord Mayor See, where he stands between two clergynen

BUCKI NGHAM Two props of virtue for a Christian prince,
To stay himfromthe fall of vanity:
And, see, a book of prayer in his hand,
True ornanents to know a holy man
Famous Pl ant agenet, nost gracious prince,
Lend favourabl e ears to our request;
And pardon us the interruption
O thy devotion and right Christian zeal

GLOUCESTER M lord, there needs no such apol ogy:
| rather do beseech you pardon ne,
Who, earnest in the service of ny God
Negl ect the visitation of nmy friends.
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure?

BUCKI NGHAM Even that, | hope, which pleaseth God above,
And all good nen of this ungovern'd isle.

GLOUCESTER | do suspect | have done sone of fence
That seens disgracious in the city's eyes,
And that you conme to reprehend mny ignorance.

BUCKI NGHAM  You have, ny lord: would it might please your grace,
At our entreaties, to anmend that fault!

GLOUCESTER El se wherefore breathe | in a Christian | and?

BUCKI NGHAM Then know, it is your fault that you resign
The suprene seat, the throne najestical
The scepter'd office of your ancestors,
Your state of fortune and your due of birth,
The lineal glory of your royal house,
To the corruption of a bl em shed stock
Whilst, in the nmildness of your sleepy thoughts,
Whi ch here we waken to our country's good,
This noble isle doth want her proper |inbs;
Her face defaced with scars of infany,
Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants,
And al nost shoulder'd in the swall ow ng gulf
O blind forgetful ness and dark oblivion
Which to recure, we heartily solicit
Your gracious self to take on you the charge
And kingly governnent of this your |and,
Not as protector, steward, substitute,



O lowy factor for another's gain;

But as successively fromblood to bl ood,
Your right of birth, your enpery, your own.
For this, consorted with the citizens

Your very worshipful and |oving friends,

And by their vehenent instigation

In this just suit come | to nove your grace.

GLOUCESTER | know not whether to depart in silence
O bitterly to speak in your reproof.
Best fitteth ny degree or your condition
If not to answer, you might haply think
Tongue-tied anmbition, not replying, vyielded
To bear the gol den yoke of sovereignty,
Whi ch fondly you woul d here i npose on ne;
If to reprove you for this suit of yours,
So season'd with your faithful Iove to nme
Then, on the other side, | cheque'd ny friends.
Therefore, to speak, and to avoid the first,
And then, in speaking, not to incur the |ast,
Definitively thus | answer you
Your | ove deserves ny thanks; but mny desert
Unneritabl e shuns your high request.
First if all obstacles were cut away,
And that ny path were even to the crown,
As ny ripe revenue and due by birth
Yet so nmuch is my poverty of spirit,
So mighty and so many ny defects,
As | had rather hide ne fromny greatness,
Bei ng a bark to brook no nighty sea,
Than in nmy greatness covet to be hid,
And in the vapour of ny glory snother'd.
But, God be thank'd, there's no need of ne,
And much | need to help you, if need were;
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,
Which, nmellow d by the stealing hours of tine,
WIl well becone the seat of nmjesty,
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign
On himl lay what you would lay on ne,
The right and fortune of his happy stars;
Whi ch God defend that | should wing from him

BUCKI NGHAM My lord, this argues conscience in your grace;
But the respects thereof are nice and trivial
Al'l circunstances well considered
You say that Edward is your brother's son
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife;
For first he was contract to Lady Lucy--
Your nother lives a witness to that vow -
And afterward by substitute betroth'd
To Bona, sister to the King of France.
These both put by a poor petitioner,
A care-crazed nother of a many children
A beauty-wani ng and di stressed wi dow,
Even in the afternoon of her best days,
Made prize and purchase of his lustful eye,
Seduced the pitch and height of all his thoughts
To base decl ensi on and | oat hed bi gany
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got
Thi s Edward, whom our nmanners termthe prince.



More bitterly could | expostul ate,

Save that, for reverence to sone alive,

| give a sparing linmit to my tongue.

Then, good ny lord, take to your royal self
This proffer'd benefit of dignity;

If non to bless us and the I and withal,

Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry
Fromthe corruption of abusing tines,

Unto a lineal true-derived course.

Lord Mayor Do, good ny lord, your citizens entreat you.
BUCKI NGHAM Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer'd |ove.
CATESBY O make them joyful, grant their lawful suit!

GLOUCESTER Al as, why would you heap these cares on ne?
I amunfit for state and mmj esty;
| do beseech you, take it not am ss;
I cannot nor | will not yield to you.

BUCKI NGHAM | f you refuse it,--as, in |love and zeal,
Loath to depose the child, Your brother's son;
As well we know your tenderness of heart
And gentle, kind, effeninate renorse,

Whi ch we have noted in you to your kin,

And egally indeed to all estates,--

Yet whet her you accept our suit or no,

Your brother's son shall never reign our Kking;
But we will plant sonme other in the throne,
To the disgrace and downfall of your house:
And in this resolution here we | eave you. --
Cone, citizens: 'zounds! |I'Il entreat no nore.

GLOUCESTER O do not swear, ny lord of Bucki ngham
[Exit BUCKINGHAM wi th the G tizens]

CATESBY Call them again, ny lord, and accept their suit.

ANOTHER Do, good ny lord, lest all the land do rue it.

GLOUCESTER Wbul d you enforce ne to a world of care?
Well, call themagain. | amnot made of stone,
But penetrable to your. kind entreats,
Al beit agai nst my consci ence and ny soul.

[ Re-enter BUCKI NGHAM and the rest]

Cousi n of Bucki ngham and you sage, grave nen,
Since you will buckle fortune on ny back,

To bear her burthen, whether | will or no,

I must have patience to endure the | oad:

But if black scandal or foul -faced reproach
Attend the sequel of your inposition,

Your mnere enforcenent shall acquittance ne
Fromall the inmpure blots and stains thereof;
For God he knows, and you nmay partly see,

How far | amfromthe desire thereof.



Lord Mayor CGod bl ess your grace! we see it, and will say it.
GLOUCESTER I n saying so, you shall but say the truth

BUCKI NGHAM Then | salute you with this kingly title:
Long live Richard, England' s royal king!

Lord Mayor
| Anen.
Citizens |

BUCKI NGHAM  To-morrow will it please you to be crown' d?
GLOUCESTER Even when you pl ease, since you will have it so

BUCKI NGHAM  To-nmorrow, then, we will attend your grace:
And so nost joyfully we take our | eave.

GLOUCESTER Cone, let us to our holy task again.
Farewel |, good cousin; farewell, gentle friends.

Bef ore the Tower.

[Enter, on one side, QUEEN ELI ZABETH, DUCHESS OF
YORK, and DORSET; on the other, ANNE, Duchess of
d oucester, |eading Lady Margaret Pl antagenet,
CLARENCE' s young Daught er]

DUCHESS OF YORK Vo neets us here? ny niece Plantagenet
Led in the hand of her kind aunt of d oucester?
Now, for ny life, she's wandering to the Tower,
On pure heart's love to greet the tender princes.
Daughter, well net.

LADY ANNE CGod give your graces both
A happy and a joyful tinme of day!

QUEEN ELI ZABETH As nuch to you, good sister! Whither away?
LADY ANNE No farther than the Tower; and, as | guess,
Upon the like devotion as yoursel ves,
To gratul ate the gentle princes there.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Ki nd sister, thanks: we'll enter all together
[ Ent er BRAKENBURY]
And, in good tinme, here the |ieutenant cones.
Master |ieutenant, pray you, by your |eave,

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

BRAKENBURY Ri ght well, dear nadam By your patience,
I may not suffer you to visit them



The king hath straitly charged the contrary.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH The ki ng! why, who's that?
BRAKENBURY | cry you nercy: | mean the lord protector.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH The Lord protect himfromthat kingly title!
Hat h he set bounds betw xt their |ove and ne?
| amtheir nother; who should keep me fromthen?

DUCHESS OF YORK | amtheir fathers nother; | will see them

LADY ANNE Their aunt | amin law, in love their nother:
Then bring ne to their sights; I'Il bear thy blame
And take thy office fromthee, on ny peril.

BRAKENBURY No, nadam no; | nay not |eave it so:
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon ne.

[Exit]
[Enter LORD STANLEY]

LORD STANLEY Let nme but neet you, |adies, one hour hence,
And |I'Il salute your grace of York as nother,
And reverend | ooker on, of two fair queens.

[ To LADY ANNE]

Conme, madam you nust straight to Westm nster,
There to be crowned Richard' s royal queen.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH O, cut my lace in sunder, that nmy pent heart
May have sonme scope to beat, or else | swoon
Wth this dead-killing news!

LADY ANNE Despiteful tidings! O unpleasing news!
DORSET Be of good cheer: nother, how fares your grace?

QUEEN ELI ZABETH O Dorset, speak not to nme, get thee hence!
Deat h and destruction dog thee at the heels;
Thy nother's nanme is onminous to children.
If thou wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas,
And live with Richnond, fromthe reach of hell
Go, hie thee, hie thee fromthis slaughter-house,
Lest thou increase the nunber of the dead;
And make ne die the thrall of Margaret's curse,
Nor nother, w fe, nor England' s counted queen.

LORD STANLEY Full of wise care is this your counsel, madam
Take all the swift advantage of the hours;
You shall have letters fromne to my son
To neet you on the way, and wel conme you.
Be not ta'en tardy by unwi se del ay.

DUCHESS OF YORK O ill-dispersing wind of nmisery!
O nmy accursed wonb, the bed of death!
A cockatrice hast thou hatch'd to the world,
Whose unavoi ded eye i s rmurderous.



LORD STANLEY Cone, madam cone; | in all haste was sent.

LADY ANNE  And | in all unwillingness will go.
I would to God that the inclusive verge
O golden netal that must round ny brow
Were red-hot steel, to sear nme to the brain!
Anointed let ne be with deadly venom
And die, ere nen can say, God save the queen!

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Go, go, poor soul, | envy not thy glory
To feed nmy hunour, w sh thyself no harm

LADY ANNE  No! why? Wen he that is ny husband now
Canme to ne, as | follow d Henry's corse,
When scarce the bl ood was well wash'd from his hands
Whi ch issued frommnmy other angel husband
And that dead saint which then | weeping follow d;
O when, | say, | look'd on Richard's face,
This was ny wish: 'Be thou,' quoth I, ' accursed,
For meking ne, so young, so old a w dow
And, when thou wed'st, let sorrow haunt thy bed;
And be thy wife--if any be so mad--
As mserable by the life of thee
As thou hast made nme by ny dear lord' s death!
Lo, ere | can repeat this curse again,
Even in so short a space, ny woman's heart
Grossly grew captive to his honey words
And proved the subject of nmy own soul's curse,
Whi ch ever since hath kept ny eyes fromrest;
For never yet one hour in his bed
Have | enjoy'd the gol den dew of sl eep,
But have been waked by his tinorous dreans.
Besi des, he hates nme for ny father Warw ck;
And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of ne.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Poor heart, adieu! | pity thy conpl aining.
LADY ANNE No nmore than frommy soul | nourn for yours.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Farewel I, thou woful welconer of glory!
LADY ANNE  Adi eu, poor soul, that takest thy |leave of it!
DUCHESS OF YORK [ To DORSET]

Go thou to Richnond, and good fortune guide thee!l

[ To LADY ANNE]

Go thou to Richard, and good angel s guard thee!

[ To QUEEN ELI ZABETH]

Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess thee!

I to ny grave, where peace and rest lie with nel

Ei ghty odd years of sorrow have | seen,

And each hour's joy wecked with a week of teen.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Stay, yet | ook back with me unto the Tower.



Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes
Wiom envy hath imured within your walls!
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones!
Rude ragged nurse, old sullen playfell ow

For tender princes, use ny babies well!

So foolish sorrow bids your stones farewell.

[ Exeunt ]
Scene ||

London. The pal ace.

[ Sennet. Enter KING RICHARD 11, in ponp, crowned;
BUCKI NGHAM CATESBY, a page, and ot hers]

KING RI CHARD |11 Stand all apart Cousin of Bucki nghan
BUCKI NGHAM My graci ous soverei gn?
KING RI CHARD 111 G ve ne thy hand.
[ Here he ascendeth his throne]
Thus high, by thy advice
And thy assistance, is King Richard seat ed;
But shall we wear these honours for a day?
O shall they last, and we rejoice in thenf
BUCKI NGHAM still live they and for ever may they | ast!
KING RI CHARD |11 O Bucki ngham now do | play the touch
To try if thou be current gold indeed
Young Edward lives: think now what | woul d say.
BUCKI NGHAM Say on, ny |oving |ord.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Wiy, Bucki ngham | say, | would be king,
BUCKI NGHAM  Why, so you are, ny thrice renowned |iege.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Ha! am | king? 'tis so: but Edward lives.
BUCKI NGHAM  True, nobl e prince.
KING RI CHARD |11 O bitter consequence,
That Edward still should livel 'True, noble prince!’
Cousin, thou wert not wont to be so dull
Shall | be plain? I w sh the bastards dead;
And | would have it suddenly perfornd
What sayest thou? speak suddenly; be brief.
BUCKI NGHAM  Your grace may do your pleasure.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness freezeth:
Say, have | thy consent that they shall die?

BUCKI NGHAM G ve ne sone breath, sonme little pause, ny lord
Before | positively herein:
I will resolve your grace i mediately.



[ Exit]
CATESBY [Aside to a stander by]
The king is angry: see, he bites the lip.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 I will converse with iron-witted fools
And unrespective boys: none are for ne
That look into me with considerate eyes:
Hi gh-reachi ng Bucki ngham grows circunspect.
Boy!

Page My [ord?

KING RI CHARD |11 Know st thou not any whom corrupting gold
Wul d tenpt unto a cl ose exploit of death?

Page My lord, | know a discontented gentl enan,
Wiose hunbl e neans match not his haughty mi nd:
ol d were as good as twenty orators,

And will, no doubt, tenpt himto any thing.

KING RI CHARD 111 What is his nanme?

Page Hs name, ny lord, is Tyrrel.

KING RI CHARD |11 | partly know the man: go, call him hither.
[ Exit Page]

The deep-revolving witty Bucki ngham

No nore shall be the neighbour to nmy counsel:
Hath he so long held out with me untired,
And stops he now for breath?

[ Enter STANLEY]
How now what news with you?

STANLEY My lord, | hear the Marquis Dorset's fled
To Richnmond, in those parts beyond the sea

Wher e he abi des.

[ Stands apart]

KING RI CHARD | | | Cat eshy!
CATESBY My lord?
KING RI CHARD | | | Runour it abroad

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

I will take order for her keeping close.

I nquire ne out some mean-born gentl eman,

Wom | will marry straight to Carence' daughter:
The boy is foolish, and I fear not him

Look, how thou dream st! | say again, give out
That Anne ny wife is sick and like to die:

About it; for it stands me much upon,

To stop all hopes whose growth may danage ne.



[Exit CATESBY]

I must be married to ny brother's daughter
O else ny kingdom stands on brittle gl ass.
Mur der her brothers, and then marry her
Uncertain way of gain! But | amin

So far in blood that sin will pluck on sin:
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye.

[ Re-enter Page, with TYRREL]
I's thy name Tyrrel?

TYRREL Janes Tyrrel, and your nost obedi ent subject.

KI NG RI CHARD | | | Art thou, indeed?
TYRREL Prove me, ny graci ous sovereign
KING RICHARD I |1 Darest thou resolve to kill a friend of mne?

TYRREL Ay, ny lord;
But | had rather kill two enem es.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Wiy, there thou hast it: two deep enenies,
Foes to ny rest and ny sweet sleep's disturbers
Are they that | would have thee deal upon:
Tyrrel, | mean those bastards in the Tower.

TYRREL Let nme have open nmeans to conme to them
And soon I'll rid you fromthe fear of them

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Thou sing' st sweet nusic. Hark, come hither, Tyrre

Go, by this token: rise, and lend thine ear
[ Whi sper s]

There is no nore but so: say it is done,
And | will love thee, and prefer thee too.

TYRREL 'Tis done, ny gracious |ord.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Shall we hear fromthee, Tyrrel, ere we sleep?
TYRREL Ye shall, ny Lord.

[Exit]

[ Re- ent er BUCKI NGHAM

BUCKI NGHAM My Lord, | have consider'd in ny nind
The | ate demand that you did sound ne in.

KING RI CHARD |11 Well, let that pass. Dorset is fled to R chnond.
BUCKI NGHAM | hear that news, mny |ord.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Stanley, he is your wife's son well, look to it.



BUCKI NGHAM My lord, | claimyour gift, my due by pronise,
For whi ch your honour and your faith is pawn'd;
The earl dom of Hereford and the noveabl es
The which you pronmised | should possess.

KING RI CHARD |11 Stanl ey, look to your wife; if she convey
Letters to Richnmond, you shall answer it.

BUCKI NGHAM What says your hi ghness to ny just demand?
KING RI CHARD |11 As | remenber, Henry the Sixth

D d prophesy that Ri chnond shoul d be ki ng,

When Richnond was a little peevish boy.

A ki ng, perhaps, perhaps,--
BUCKI NGHAM My | or d!

KING RI CHARD |11 How chance t he prophet could not at that tinme
Have told ne, | being by, that | should kill hinf

BUCKI NGHAM My | ord, your pronise for the earl dom--

KI NG RI CHARD I 1| Ri chnond! When last | was at Exeter,
The mayor in courtesy show d ne the castle,
And call'd it Rougenont: at which nanme | started,
Because a bard of Ireland told nme once
I should not live long after | saw R chnond.

BUCKI NGHAM My Lor d!

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Ay, what's o' clock?

BUCKI NGHAM | amthus bold to put your grace in mind
O what you pronised ne.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Vel l, but what's o'clock?

BUCKI NGHAM  Upon t he stroke of ten.

KING RI CHARD 111 Vell, let it strike.

BUCKI NGHAM Wy let it strike?

KING RI CHARD |11 Because that, like a Jack, thou keep'st the stroke
Betwi xt thy begging and ny neditation.
| amnot in the giving vein to-day.

BUCKI NGHAM Wy, then resolve me whether you will or no.

KING RI CHARD | | | Tut, tut,
Thou troublest nme; amnot in the vein.

[ Exeunt all but BUCKI NGHAM

BUCKINGHAM |s it even so? rewards he ny true service
Wth such deep contenpt made | himking for this?
O let ne think on Hastings, and be gone
To Brecknock, while nmy fearful head is on!

[Exit]



Scene ||

[ Enter TYRREL]

TYRREL The tyrannous and bl oody deed is done.
The nost arch of piteous massacre
That ever yet this land was guilty of.
Di ghton and Forrest, whom| did suborn
To do this ruthless piece of butchery,
Al t hough they were flesh'd villains, bloody dogs,
Melting with tenderness and ki nd conpassion
Wept |like two children in their deaths' sad stories.
"Lo, thus' quoth Dighton, 'lay those tender babes:"'
' Thus, thus,' quoth Forrest, 'girdling one another
Wthin their innocent al abaster arns:
Their lips were four red roses on a stalk,
VWhich in their sumrer beauty kiss'd each other
A book of prayers on their pillow | ay;
Whi ch once,' quoth Forrest, 'alnost changed nmy m nd
But O the devil'--there the villain stopp'd
Whi | st Dighton thus told on: 'W snot hered
The nost repl eni shed sweet work of nature,
That fromthe prine creation e'er she franed.'
Thus both are gone with consci ence and renorse;
They could not speak; and so | left them both,
To bring this tidings to the bloody king.
And here he cones

[Enter KING RICHARD I11]
Al hail, ny sovereign |liege
KI NG RI CHARD I 1| Kind Tyrrel, am | happy in thy news?
TYRREL |If to have done the thing you gave in charge
Beget your happi ness, be happy then,
For it is done, ny lord.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 But di dst thou see them dead?
TYRREL | did, ny lord.
KING RI CHARD |11 And buried, gentle Tyrrel?

TYRREL The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them
But how or in what place | do not know

KING RI CHARD |11 Conme to nme, Tyrrel, soon at after supper
And thou shalt tell the process of their death.
Meantime, but think how | may do thee good,

And be inheritor of thy desire.
Farewel | till soon.

[Exit TYRREL]

The son of d arence have | pent up close;
Hi s daughter neanly have | match'd in marriage



The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham s bosom

And Anne ny wife hath bid the world good night.
Now, for | know the Breton Ri chnond ains

At young Elizabeth, ny brother's daughter,

And, by that knot, |ooks proudly o' er the crown,
To her | go, a jolly thriving wooer.

[ Ent er CATESBY]
CATESBY My | ord!
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Good news or bad, that thou conest in so bluntly?

CATESBY Bad news, ny lord: Ely is fled to Ri chnond;
And Bucki ngham back'd with the hardy Wl shnmen
Is inthe field, and still his power increaseth.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Ely with Richnond troubles nme nore near
Than Bucki ngham and his rash-1evied arny.
Cone, | have heard that fearful conmenting
I's | eaden servitor to dull delay;
Del ay | eads inpotent and snail - paced beggary
Then fiery expedition be ny w ng,
Jove's Mercury, and herald for a King!
Cone, nuster nmen: ny counsel is mny shield;
We nust be brief when traitors brave the field.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene |V

Bef ore t he pal ace.
[ Enter QUEEN MARGARET]

QUEEN MARGARET So, now prosperity begins to nell ow
And drop into the rotten nouth of death
Here in these confines slily have | lurk'd,
To watch the wani ng of mine adversari es.
A dire induction am| w tness to,
And will to France, hoping the consequence
WIIl prove as bitter, black, and tragical
W thdraw t hee, wetched Margaret: who cones here?

[ Enter QUEEN ELI ZABETH and t he DUCHESS OF YORK]

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Ah, my young princes! ah, ny tender babes!
My unbl own fl owers, new appearing sweets!
If yet your gentle souls fly in the air
And be not fix'd in doom perpetual
Hover about ne with your airy w ngs
And hear your nother's lanentation

QUEEN MARGARET Hover about her; say, that right for right
Hath di mmi d your infant norn to aged night.

DUCHESS OF YORK So many niseries have crazed ny voice,
That ny woe-wearied tongue is nmute and dunb,
Edward Pl ant agenet, why art thou dead?



QUEEN MARGARET Pl antagenet doth quit Pl antagenet.
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH W1t thou, O God, fly from such gentle |anbs,
And throw themin the entrails of the wolf?
When didst thou sl eep when such a deed was done?

QUEEN MARGARET When holy Harry died, and nmy sweet son.

DUCHESS OF YORK Blind sight, dead life, poor nortal l|iving ghost,
We's scene, world' s shane, grave's due by life usurp'd,
Bri ef abstract and record of tedious days,
Rest thy unrest on England' s |awful earth,

[Sitting down]
Unl awf ul Iy nade drunk with innocents' bl ood!

QUEEN ELI ZABETH O, that thou woul dst as well afford a grave
As thou canst yield a nelancholy seat!
Then woul d | hide nmy bones, not rest them here.
O who hath any cause to nourn but |?

[Sitting down by her]

QUEEN MARGARET |f ancient sorrow be nost reverend,
G ve mine the benefit of seniory,
And let ny woes frown on the upper hand.
If sorrow can adnit society,

[Sitting down with them

Tell o'er your woes again by view ng nine:

| had an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him

| had a Harry, till a Richard kill'd him

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard killed him

DUCHESS OF YORK | had a Richard too, and thou didst kill him
I had a Rutland too, thou holp'st to kill him

QUEEN MARGARET Thou hadst a O arence too, and Richard kill'd him
From forth the kennel of thy wonb hath crept
A hell -hound that doth hunt us all to death:
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes,
To worry lanbs and lap their gentle bl ood,
That foul defacer of God's handi work,

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth,

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls,
Thy wonb |l et |oose, to chase us to our graves.
O upright, just, and true-disposing God,

How do | thank thee, that this carnal cur
Preys on the issue of his nother's body,

And makes her pewfellow with others' noan

DUCHESS OF YORK O Harry's wife, triunph not in ny woes!
God witness with me, | have wept for thine.

QUEEN MARGARET Bear with nme; | am hungry for revenge,
And now | cloy nme with beholding it.



Thy Edward he is dead, that stabb'd ny Edward:
Thy ot her Edward dead, to quit mny Edward;

Young York he is but boot, because both they
Mat ch not the high perfection of ny |oss:

Thy C arence he is dead that kill'd nmy Edward;
And the behol ders of this tragic play,

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, G ey,
Untinmely snother'd in their dusky graves.
Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer
Only reserved their factor, to buy souls

And send themthither: but at hand, at hand,
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end:

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray.
To have hi m suddenly convey'd away.

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

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

QUEEN ELI ZABETH O, thou didst prophesy the time would cone
That | should wish for thee to help me curse
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back'd toad!

QUEEN MARGARET | call'd thee then vain flourish of my fortune;
| call'd thee then poor shadow, painted queen
The presentation of but what | was;

The flattering i ndex of a direful pageant;

One heaved a-high, to be hurl'd down bel ow,

A nother only nock'd with two sweet babes;

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

A sign of dignity, a garish flag,

To be the aimof every dangerous shot,

A queen in jest, only to fill the scene.

Wiere is thy husband now? where be thy brothers?
Where are thy children? wherein dost thou, joy?
Wio sues to thee and cries ' CGod save the queen'?
Where be the bending peers that flatter'd thee?
Where be the thronging troops that follow d thee?
Decline all this, and see what now thou art:

For happy wife, a nost distressed w dow,

For joyful nother, one that wails the nane;

For queen, a very caitiff crowmn'd with care

For one being sued to, one that hunbly sues;

For one that scorn'd at ne, now scorn'd of ne;
For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one;

For one commandi ng all, obey'd of none.

Thus hath the course of justice wheel'd about,
And left thee but a very prey to tineg;

Havi ng no nore but thought of what thou wert,

To torture thee the nore, being what thou art.
Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow?

Now t hy proud neck bears half my burthen'd yoke;
From whi ch even here |I slip ny weary neck

And | eave the burthen of it all on thee.
Farewel |, York's w fe, and queen of sad ni schance:
These English woes will nake ne snmile in France

QUEEN ELI ZABETH O thou well skill'd in curses, stay awhile,
And teach me how to curse nine enem es!

QUEEN MARGARET Forbear to sleep the nights, and fast the days;



Conpar e dead happiness with living woe;

Thi nk that thy babes were fairer than they were,
And he that slew themfouler than he is:
Bettering thy | oss makes the bad causer worse:
Revol ving this will teach thee how to curse.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH My words are dull; O quicken themw th thine!

QUEEN MARGARET Thy woes will nake them sharp, and pierce |ike mne.
[Exit]

DUCHESS OF YORK Why should calanmity be full of words?

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Wndy attorneys to their client woes,
Airy succeeders of intestate joys,
Poor breathing orators of mseries!
Let them have scope: though what they do inpart
Help not all, yet do they ease the heart.

DUCHESS OF YORK If so, then be not tongue-tied: go with ne.
And in the breath of bitter words let's snother
My dammed son, which thy two sweet sons snother' d.
| hear his drum be copious in exclains.

[Enter KING RICHARD I1l, marching, with drunms and trunpets]
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Wio intercepts ny expedition?

DUCHESS OF YORK O, she that might have intercepted thee,
By strangling thee in her accursed wonb
Fromall the slaughters, wetch, that thou hast done!

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Hi dest thou that forehead with a gol den crown,
Wiere should be graven, if that right were right,
The slaughter of the prince that owed that crown,
And the dire death of ny two sons and brothers?
Tell ne, thou villain slave, where are ny children?

DUCHESS OF YORK Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother d arence?
And little Ned Pl antagenet, his son?

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Where is kind Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Gey?

KING RI CHARD |11 A flourish, trunpets! strike alarum druns!
Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale wonen
Rail on the Lord's enointed: strike, | say!

[ Fl ourish. Al aruns]
Ei ther be patient, and entreat ne fair,
O with the clanmorous report of war
Thus will | drown your exclamations.
DUCHESS OF YORK Art thou ny son?
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Ay, | thank CGod, ny father, and yourself.

DUCHESS OF YORK Then patiently hear ny inpatience.



KING RI CHARD |11 Madam | have a touch of your condition
Whi ch cannot brook the accent of reproof.

DUCHESS OF YORK O, let ne speak

KING RI CHARD |11 Do then: but 1'lIl not hear.
DUCHESS OF YORK | will be nmild and gentle in nmy speech

KING RI CHARD |11 And brief, good nother; for | amin haste.

DUCHESS OF YORK Art thou so hasty? | have stay'd for thee,
God knows, in anguish, pain and agony.

KING RI CHARD |11 And cane | not at last to confort you?

DUCHESS OF YORK No, by the holy rood, thou know st it well,
Thou canest on earth to nmake the earth ny hell
A grievous burthen was thy birth to ne;
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy;
Thy school -days frightful, desperate, wild, and furious,
Thy prime of manhood daring, bold, and venturous,
Thy age confirm d, proud, subdued, bl oody,
treacher ous,
More nmild, but yet nore harnful, kind in hatred:
What confortabl e hour canst thou nane,
That ever graced ne in thy conpany?

KING RI CHARD |11 Faith, none, but Hunphrey Hour, that call'd
your grace
To breakfast once forth of my conpany.
If | be so disgracious in your sight,
Let ne march on, and not offend your grace.
Strike the drum

DUCHESS OF YORK | prithee, hear ne speak
KI NG RI CHARD 111 You speak too bitterly.

DUCHESS OF YORK Hear me a word;
For | shall never speak to thee again.

KING Rl CHARD 111 So.

DUCHESS OF YORK Either thou wilt die, by God's just ordinance,
Ere fromthis war thou turn a conqueror
O | with grief and extreme age shall perish
And never | ook upon thy face again.
Therefore take with thee my nost heavy curse;
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee nore
Than all the conplete arnour that thou wear'st!
My prayers on the adverse party fight;
And there the little souls of Edward's children
Whi sper the spirits of thine enemnies
And prom se them success and victory.
Bl oody thou art, bloody will be thy end;
Shame serves thy life and doth thy death attend.

[Exit]



QUEEN ELI ZABETH Though far nore cause, yet nuch less spirit to curse
Abides in nme; | say anmen to all

KING RI CHARD |11 Stay, madam | must speak a word with you

QUEEN ELI ZABETH | have no nore sons of the royal bl ood
For thee to rmurder: for ny daughters, Richard,
They shall be praying nuns, not weepi ng queens;
And therefore level not to hit their I|ives.

KING RI CHARD |11 You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth,
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH And nust she die for this? O let her Ilive,
And I'Il corrupt her nanners, stain her beauty;
Sl ander nyself as false to Edward's bed
Throw over her the veil of infamny:
So she may live unscarr'd of bl eeding sl aughter
I will confess she was not Edward's daughter

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Wong not her birth, she is of royal bl ood.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH To save her life, I'll say she is not so.
KING RI CHARD |11 Her life is only safest in her birth.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH And only in that safety died her brothers.
KING RI CHARD |11 Lo, at their births good stars were opposite.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH No, to their lives bad friends were contrary.
KING RI CHARD |11 Al'l unavoi ded is the doom of destiny.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH True, when avoi ded grace makes destiny:

My babes were destined to a fairer death,

If grace had bless'd thee with a fairer life.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 You speak as if that | had slain nmy cousins.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Cousi ns, indeed; and by their uncle cozen'd

O confort, kingdom kindred, freedom life.
Whose hand soever |anced their tender hearts,

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction

No doubt the nurderous knife was dull and bl unt
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart,

To revel in the entrails of ny |anbs.

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tane,
My tongue should to thy ears not name ny boys

Till that ny nails were anchor'd in thine eyes;
And |, in such a desperate bay of death,

Li ke a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft,
Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom

KI NG RI CHARD I 1| Madam so thrive | in my enterprise
And dangerous success of bl oody wars,
As | intend nore good to you and yours,

Than ever you or yours were by me w ong' d!

QUEEN ELI ZABETH What good is cover'd with the face of heaven,



To be discover'd, that can do nme good?
KING RI CHARD |11 The advancenent of your children, gentle |ady.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Up to sone scaffold, there to | ose their heads?

KING RI CHARD |11 No, to the dignity and hei ght of honour
The high inperial type of this earth's glory.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Fl atter my sorrows with report of it;
Tell me what state, what dignity, what honour
Canst thou demise to any child of nmine?

KING RI CHARD |11 Even all | have; yea, and nyself and all,
WIl | withal endow a child of thine;
So in the Lethe of thy angry sou
Thou drown the sad renmenbrance of those w ongs
Whi ch thou supposest | have done to thee.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Be brief, lest that be process of thy kindness
Last longer telling than thy ki ndness' date.

KING RI CHARD |11 Then know, that fromnmy soul | love thy daughter
QUEEN ELI ZABETH My daughter's nother thinks it with her soul
KING RI CHARD |11 What do you think?
QUEEN ELI ZABETH That thou dost |ove ny daughter fromthy soul
So fromthy soul's love didst thou | ove her brothers;
And fromny heart's love | do thank thee for it.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Be not so hasty to confound ny neaning:
I mean, that with ny soul | |ove thy daughter
And nmean to make her queen of Engl and.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Say then, who dost thou nmean shall be her king?
KING RI CHARD |11 Even he that nakes her queen who shoul d be el se?
QUEEN ELI ZABETH What, thou?
KING RI CHARD |11 I, even |: what think you of it, madanf?
QUEEN ELI ZABETH How canst thou woo her?

KING RI CHARD |11 That would | learn of you
As one that are best acquainted with her hunour

QUEEN ELI ZABETH And wilt thou learn of me?
KING Rl CHARD 111 Madam with all ny heart.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Send to her, by the man that slew her brothers,
A pair of bleeding-hearts; thereon engrave
Edward and York; then haply she will weep:
Therefore present to her--as soneti ne Margaret
Did to thy father, steep'd in Rutland' s blood,--
A handkerchi ef; which, say to her, did drain
The purple sap fromher sweet brother's body



And bid her dry her weeping eyes therewth.

If this inducement force her not to |ove,

Send her a story of thy noble acts;

Tell her thou nadest away her uncle d arence,
Her uncle Rivers; yea, and, for her sake,

Madest qui ck conveyance with her good aunt Anne.

KING RI CHARD |11 Conme, cone, you nock nme; this is not the way
To wi n our daughter

QUEEN ELI ZABETH There i s no other way
Unl ess thou coul dst put on sonme ot her shape,
And not be Richard that hath done all this.

KING RI CHARD |11 Say that | did all this for |ove of her

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Nay, then indeed she cannot choose but hate thee,
Havi ng bought |ove with such a bl oody spoil

KING RI CHARD |11 Look, what is done cannot be now anended:
Men shall deal unadvisedly sonetines,
Whi ch after hours give leisure to repent.
If I did take the kingdom from your sons,

To make anends, IIl give it to your daughter
If I have kill'd the issue of your wonb,
To qui cken your increase, | wll beget

M ne issue of your blood upon your daughter
A grandam s nane is little less in |ove

Than is the doting title of a nother;

They are as children but one step bel ow

Even of your nettle, of your very bl ood;

O an one pain, save for a night of groans
Endured of her, for whomyou bid Iike sorrow.
Your children were vexation to your youth,
But mine shall be a confort to your age

The |1 oss you have is but a son being King,
And by that | oss your daughter is nmade queen
| cannot make you what anmends | woul d,

Theref ore accept such ki ndness as | can
Dorset your son, that with a fearful sou
Leads di scontented steps in foreign soil

This fair alliance quickly shall call hone
To high pronotions and great dignity:

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter wife.
Fam liarly shall call thy Dorset brother
Again shall you be nother to a king,

And all the ruins of distressful tines
Repair'd with double riches of content.

What! we have nany goodly days to see:

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed
Shal |l conme again, transformd to orient pearl
Advantaging their loan with interest

O ten tinmes double gain of happiness.

Go, then ny nother, to thy daughter go

Make bol d her bashful years with your experience;
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer's tale

Put in her tender heart the aspiring flane
O gol den sovereignty; acquaint the princess
Wth the sweet silent hours of marriage joys
And when this armof mine hath chastised



The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Bucki ngham

Bound with triunphant garlands will | cone

And | ead thy daughter to a conqueror's bed;

To whom | will retail ny conquest won,

And she shall be sole victress, Caesar's Caesar

QUEEN ELI ZABETH What were | best to say? her father's brother

Wul d be her lord? or shall | say, her uncle?
O, he that slew her brothers and her uncl es?
Under what title shall | woo for thee,

That God, the law, ny honour and her | ove,
Can nake seem pl easing to her tender years?

KING RI CHARD |11 Infer fair England' s peace by this alliance.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Whi ch she shall purchase with still lasting war.
KING RI CHARD |11 Say that the king, which nmay command, entreats.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH That at her hands which the king's King forbids.
KING RI CHARD |11 Say, she shall be a high and m ghty queen
QUEEN ELI ZABETH To wail the tide, as her nother doth.

KI NG RI CHARD I 1| Say, | will love her everlastingly.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH But how |l ong shall that title 'ever' last?

KING RI CHARD |11 Sweetly in force unto her fair life's end.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH But how long fairly shall her sweet lie last?

KI NG RI CHARD 111 So long as heaven and nature | engthens it.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH So long as hell and Richard likes of it.

KING RI CHARD |11 Say, |, her sovereign, am her subject |ove.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH But she, your subject, |oathes such sovereignty.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Be el oquent in ny behalf to her

QUEEN ELI ZABETH An honest tal e speeds best being plainly told.
KI NG RI CHARD I 1| Then in plain ternms tell her ny loving tale.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Pl ai n and not honest is too harsh a style.

KING RI CHARD |11 Your reasons are too shallow and too quick

QUEEN ELI ZABETH O no, ny reasons are too deep and dead,;
Too deep and dead, poor infants, in their grave.

KING RI CHARD |11 Harp not on that string, madam that is past.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Harp on it still shall | till heart-strings break

KI NG RI CHARD I 1| Now, by ny George, my garter, and ny crown, --



QUEEN ELI ZABETH Pr of aned, di shonour'd, and the third usurp'd.
KING RI CHARD 111 | swear--
QUEEN ELI ZABETH By nothing; for this is no oath:
The George, profaned, hath lost his holy honour
The garter, blemsh'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue;
The crown, usurp'd, disgraced his kingly glory.
if something thou wilt swear to be believed,
Swear then by sonething that thou hast not wong'd.
KING RI CHARD 111 Now, by the world--
QUEEN ELI ZABETH 'Tis full of thy foul w ongs.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 My father's death--

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Thy life hath that dishonour'd.

KING RI CHARD |11 Then, by nysel f--

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Thysel f thysel f m susest.
KI NG RI CHARD I 11 Wiy then, by God--

QUEEN ELI ZABETH God's wong is nost of all

If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by Him
The unity the king thy brother made

Had not been broken, nor ny brother slain:

If thou hadst fear'd to break an oath by Him
The inperial netal, circling now thy brow,
Had graced the tender tenples of nmy child,
And both the princes had been breathing here,
Whi ch now, two tender playfellows to dust,
Thy broken faith hath nade a prey for worns.
What canst thou swear by now?

KING RICHARD I I I The tinme to cone.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH That thou hast wonged in the tine o' erpast;
For | mnyself have many tears to wash
Hereafter tinme, for time past wong' d by thee.
The children live, whose parents thou hast
sl aughter' d,
Ungovern'd youth, to wail it in their age;
The parents live, whose children thou hast butcher'd,
Od wither'd plants, to wail it with their age.
Swear not by tinme to cone; for that thou hast
M sused ere used, by time msused o' erpast.

KI NG RI CHARD I 1| As | intend to prosper and repent,
So thrive | in my dangerous attenpt
O hostile arms! nyself nyself confound!
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours!
Day, yield me not thy light; nor, night, thy rest!
Be opposite all planets of good I uck
To ny proceedings, if, with pure heart's |ove,
| mmacul at e devotion, holy thoughts,
| tender not thy beauteous princely daughter
In her consists ny happi ness and thine;



Wthout her, follows to this |and and ne,
To thee, herself, and nmany a Christian soul
Deat h, desol ation, ruin and decay:

It cannot be avoided but by this;

It will not be avoided but by this.
Ther ef ore, good nother,--1 nust can you so--
Be the attorney of nmy love to her:

Plead what | will be, not what | have been
Not mny deserts, but what | will deserve:
Urge the necessity and state of tines,

And be not peevish-fond in great designs.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH Shall | be tenpted of the devil thus?

KING RI CHARD |11 Ay, if the devil tenpt thee to do good.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Shall | forget nyself to be nyself?

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Ay, if yourself's remenbrance wong yourself.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH But thou didst kill my children
KING RI CHARD |11 But in your daughter's wonb | bury them
Where in that nest of spicery they shall breed
Sel ves of thenselves, to your reconforture.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH Shall | go win ny daughter to thy will?
KING RI CHARD |11 And be a happy not her by the deed.

QUEEN ELI ZABETH | go. Wite to ne very shortly.
And you shall understand from ne her m nd

KING RI CHARD |11 Bear her my true love's kiss; and so, farewell.
[ Exit QUEEN ELI ZABETH]
Rel enting fool, and shallow, changi ng wonan!
[ Enter RATCLI FF; CATESBY f ol | owi ng]
How now! what news?

RATCLI FF My graci ous sovereign, on the western coast
Ri deth a puissant navy; to the shore
Throng many doubt ful hol | ow hearted fri ends,
Unarm d, and unresolved to beat them back
"Tis thought that Richnond is their admral
And there they hull, expecting but the aid

O Bucki ngham to wel cone t hem ashore.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Sone light-foot friend post to the Duke of Norfolk:
Ratcliff, thyself, or Catesby; where is he?

CATESBY Here, ny |ord.
KI NG RI CHARD 111 Fly to the duke:

[ To RATCLI FF]



Post thou to Salisbury
When thou conest thither--

[ To CATESBY]
Dull, unm ndful villain,
Wiy stand' st thou still, and go'st not to the duke?

CATESBY First, mighty sovereign, let me know your mind
What fromyour grace | shall deliver to him

KING RI CHARD |11 O true, good Catesby: bid himlevy straight
The greatest strength and power he can make,
And nmeet ne presently at Salisbury.

CATESBY | go.
[ Exit]

RATCLI FF What is't your highness' pleasure | shall do at
Sal i sbury?

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Wiy, what woul dst thou do there before | go?
RATCLI FF Your highness told nme | should post before.
KING RI CHARD |11 My mind is changed, sir, my mind is changed.
[ Enter STANLEY]
How now, what news with you?

STANLEY None good, ny lord, to please you with the hearing;
Nor none so bad, but it nmay well be told.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Hoyday, a riddle! neither good nor bad!
Wiy dost thou run so nmany nile about,
When thou rmayst tell thy tale a nearer way?
Once nore, what news?

STANLEY Ri chnond is on the seas.

KING RI CHARD |11 There l et himsink, and be the seas on him
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there?

STANLEY | know not, nighty sovereign, but by guess.
KI NG RI CHARD I 1| Well, sir, as you guess, as you guess?

STANLEY Stirr'd up by Dorset, Buckingham and Elvy,
He nakes for England, there to claimthe crown.

KING RI CHARD |11 Is the chair enpty? is the sword unsway' d?
I's the king dead? the enpire unpossess' d?
What heir of York is there alive but we?
And who is England' s king but great York's heir?
Then, tell ne, what doth he upon the sea?

STANLEY Unl ess for that, ny liege, | cannot guess.



KING RI CHARD |11 Unl ess for that he conmes to be your |iege,
You cannot guess wherefore the Wl shman cones
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him | fear

STANLEY No, mighty liege; therefore mistrust me not.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Wiere is thy power, then, to beat him back?
Wiere are thy tenants and thy foll owers?
Are they not now upon the western shore.
Saf e- conducting the rebels fromtheir ships!

STANLEY No, ny good lord, ny friends are in the north.

KING RI CHARD |11 Cold friends to Richard: what do they in the north,
When they should serve their sovereign in the west?

STANLEY They have not been comanded, nighty sovereign
Pl ease it your majesty to give ne | eave,
I"1l nuster up ny friends, and neet your grace
Where and what tinme your mmjesty shall please.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Ay, ay. thou woul dst be gone to join with Ri chnond:
I will not trust you, sir.

STANLEY Most mi ghty soverei gn,
You have no cause to hold ny friendship doubtful
I never was nor never will be fal se.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 el |,
Go muster men; but, hear you, |eave behind
Your son, George Stanley: |ook your faith be firm
O else his head's assurance is but frail

STANLEY So deal with himas | prove true to you
[ Exit]
[Enter a Messenger]
Messenger My graci ous sovereign, now in Devonshire,
As | by friends amwell adverti sed,
Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate
Bi shop of Exeter, his brother there,

Wth many nore confederates, are in arns.

[ Enter anot her Messenger]

Second Messenger My liege, in Kent the Quildfords are in arns;
And every hour nore conpetitors
Flock to their aid, and still their power increaseth.

[ Enter anot her Messenger]
Third Messenger My lord, the army of the Duke of Bucki ngham -
KING RI CHARD |11 Qut on you, ow s! nothing but songs of death?
[He striketh hini

Take that, until thou bring nme better news.



Third Messenger The news | have to tell your nmjesty
I's, that by sudden floods and fall of waters,
Bucki nghami's arny is dispersed and scatter'd;
And he hinself wander'd away al one,

No nman knows whit her

KING RI CHARD |11 | cry thee nercy:
There is nmy purse to cure that blow of thine.
Hat h any wel |l -advised friend proclaimd
Reward to himthat brings the traitor in?

Third Messenger Such proclanmati on hath been nmade, ny |iege.
[ Enter anot her Messenger]

Fourth Messenger Sir Thomas Lovel and Lord Marquis Dorset,
"Tis said, ny liege, in Yorkshire are in arns.
Yet this good confort bring I to your grace
The Breton navy is dispersed by tenpest:
Ri chnond, in Yorkshire, sent out a boat
Unto the shore, to ask those on the banks
If they were his assistants, yea or no;
Wio answer'd him they cane from Bucki ngham
Upon his party: he, mstrusting them
Hoi sted sail and nade away for Brittany.

KING RI CHARD |11 March on, march on, since we are up in arns;
If not to fight with foreign enenies
Yet to beat down these rebels here at hone.

[ Re-enter CATESBY]

CATESBY My liege, the Duke of Bucki nghamis taken
That is the best news: that the Earl of Ri chnond
Is with a mghty power |anded at MIford,
Is colder tidings, yet they nmust be told.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Away towards Salisbury! while we reason here,
A royal battle night be won and | ost
Sone one take order Bucki ngham be brought
To Salisbury; the rest march on with ne.

[ Fl ourish. Exeunt]

Lord Derby's house.
[ Enter DERBY and SI R CHRI STOPHER URSW CK]

DERBY Sir Christopher, tell Richnmond this fromne
That in the sty of this nopst bl oody boar
My son Ceorge Stanley is frank'd up in hold:
If I revolt, off goes young Ceorge's head;
The fear of that wi thholds nmy present aid.
But, tell me, where is princely R chnond now?

CHRI STOPHER At Penbroke, or at Harford-west, in Wl es.



DERBY What nen of nanme resort to hinf

CHRI STOPHER Sir WAlter Herbert, a renowned sol dier
Sir Glbert Talbot, Sir WIIiam Stanl ey;
Oxford, redoubted Penbroke, Sir Janmes Bl unt,
And Rice ap Thormas with a valiant crew
And many nore of noble fame and wort h:

And towards London they do bend their course,
If by the way they be not fought withal

DERBY Return unto thy lord; comrend ne to him
Tell himthe queen hath heartily consented
He shall espouse Elizabeth her daughter
These letters will resolve himof nmy mnd. Farewell.

Sal i sbury. An open pl ace.

[Enter the Sheriff, and BUCKI NGHAM with hal berds,
| ed to execution]

BUCKI NGHAM W 11 not King Richard let nme speak with hin®
Sheriff No, ny good lord; therefore be patient.

BUCKI NGHAM Hastings, and Edward's children, Rivers, G ey,
Holy King Henry, and thy fair son Edward,
Vaughan, and all that have miscarried
By underhand corrupted foul injustice,
If that your npody di scontented souls
Do through the clouds behold this present hour
Even for revenge nock my destruction
This is All-Souls' day, fellows, is it not?

Sheriff It is, ny lord.

BUCKI NGHAM Wy, then All-Souls' day is my body's doonsday.
This is the day that, in King Edward' s ti ne,
I wish't nmight fall on nme, when I was found
False to his children or his wife's allies
This is the day wherein | wish'd to fal
By the false faith of himl trusted nost;
This, this All-Souls' day to ny fearful sou
Is the determined respite of ny wongs:
That high All-Seer that | dallied with
Hath turn'd ny feigned prayer on ny head
And given in earnest what | begg'd in jest.
Thus doth he force the swords of w cked nen
To turn their own points on their masters' bosomns:
Now Margaret's curse is fallen upon ny head;
"When he,' quoth she, 'shall split thy heart with sorrow,
Remenber Margaret was a prophetess.'
Conme, sirs, convey ne to the block of shame
Wong hath but wong, and blane the due of blane.



[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

The canp near Tamwort h.

[ Enter RI CHMOND, OXFORD, BLUNT, HERBERT, and others,
wi th drum and col our s]

Rl CHMOND Fellows in arns, and ny nost |oving friends,
Brui sed underneath the yoke of tyranny,
Thus far into the bowels of the Iand
Have we nmarch'd on wi t hout i npedinment;
And here receive we fromour father Stanley
Lines of fair confort and encouragenent.
The wretched, bl oody, and usurping boar
That spoil'd your sumer fields and fruitful vines,
Swills your warm bl ood |ike wash, and nakes his trough
In your enmbowell'd bosons, this foul sw ne
Lies now even in the centre of this isle,
Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn
From Tamworth thither is but one day's narch
In God's nane, cheerly on, courageous friends,
To reap the harvest of perpetual peace
By this one bloody trial of sharp war.

OXFORD Every nan's conscience is a thousand swords
To fight against that bl oody homi cide.

HERBERT | doubt not but his friends will fly to us.

BLUNT He hath no friends but who are friends for fear
Which in his greatest need will shrink fromhim

RI CHMOND Al'l for our vantage. Then, in God's nane, march
True hope is swift, and flies with swallow s wi ngs:
Kings it makes gods, and neaner creatures kings.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene ||

Bosworth Fi el d.

[Enter KING RICHARD I Il in arms, wth NORFOLK,
SURREY, and ot hers]

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Here pitch our tents, even here in Bosworth field.
My Lord of Surrey, why | ook you so sad?

SURREY My heart is ten tinmes lighter than ny | ooks.

KI NG RI CHARD I 1| My Lord of Norfolk,--

NORFOLK Here, nost gracious |iege.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Nor f ol k, we nust have knocks; hal mnust we not?

NORFOLK W& nust both give and take, ny gracious |ord.



KING RI CHARD |11 Up with ny tent there! here will | lie tonight;
But where to-nmorrow? Well, all's one for that.
Who hat h descried the nunber of the foe?

NORFOLK Si x or seven thousand is their utnost power.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 Wiy, our battalion trebles that account:
Besi des, the king's nanme is a tower of strength,
Whi ch they upon the adverse party want.
Up with my tent there! Valiant gentlenen
Let us survey the vantage of the field
Call for some nen of sound direction
Let's want no discipline, make no del ay,
For, lords, to-norrow is a busy day.

[ Exeunt ]

[Enter, on the other side of the field, Rl CHVOND,
Sir WIIiamBrandon, OXFORD, and others. Sonme of
the Soldiers pitch RICHVMOND s tent]

RI CHMOND The weary sun hath nade a gol den set,
And by the bright track of his fiery car
G ves signal, of a goodly day to-norrow
Sir WIIliam Brandon, you shall bear ny standard.
G ve nme sone ink and paper in ny tent
"1l draw the form and nodel of our battle,
Limt each leader to his several charge
And part in just proportion our small strength.
My Lord of Oxford, you, Sir WIIliam Brandon
And you, Sir Walter Herbert, stay with ne.
The Earl of Penbroke keeps his reginent:
Good Captain Blunt, bear nmy good night to him
And by the second hour in the norning
Desire the earl to see ne in ny tent:
Yet one thing nore, good Blunt, before thou go'st,
Where is Lord Stanley quarter'd, dost thou know?

BLUNT Unl ess | have mista' en his colours nuch
Which well | am assured | have not done,
His reginent lies half a nile at |east
South fromthe nmighty power of the king.

RI CHMOND If without peril it be possible,
Good Captain Blunt, bear nmy good-night to him
And give himfromnme this nost needful scroll.

BLUNT  Upon ny life, nmy lord, I'lIl under-take it;
And so, God give you quiet rest to-night!

RI CHMOND Good night, good Captain Blunt. Conme gentl enen,

Let us consult upon to-nmorrow s business
In to our tent; the air is raw and col d.

[ They withdraw into the tent]

[Enter, to his tent, KING RICHARD |1, NORFOLK
RATCLI FF, CATESBY, and ot hers]



KING Rl CHARD 111 What is't o' clock?

CATESBY It's supper-time, ny lord;
It's nine o'clock.

KI NG RI CHARD I 1| I will not sup to-night.
G ve nme sone ink and paper
What, is ny beaver easier than it was?
And all ny arnour laid into ny tent?

CATESBY If is, my liege; and all things are in readiness.

KING RI CHARD |11 Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge;
Use careful watch, choose trusty sentinels.

NORFOLK | go, my lord.
KING RI CHARD |11 Stir with the lark to-norrow, gentle Norfolk.
NORFOLK | warrant you, ny |ord.
[ Exit]
KING RI CHARD 111 Cat esby!
CATESBY My | ord?
KING RI CHARD |11 Send out a pursuivant at arns
To Stanley's reginent; bid himbring his power
Before sunrising, lest his son CGeorge fal
Into the blind cave of eternal night.
[ Exi t CATESBY]
Fill me a bowl of wine. Gve ne a watch.
Saddl e white Surrey for the field to-norrow.
Look that my staves be sound, and not too heavy.
Ratcliff!
RATCLI FF My 1ord?
KING RI CHARD |11 Saw st thou the nelancholy Lord Northunberl and?

RATCLI FF Thomas the Earl of Surrey, and hinself,
Much about cock-shut time, fromtroop to troop
went through the arny, cheering up the soldiers.

KI NG RI CHARD 111 So, | amsatisfied. Gve nme a bow of wine:
| have not that alacrity of spirit,
Nor cheer of nmind, that | was wont to have.
Set it down. |Is ink and paper ready?

RATCLI FF It is, nmy lord.

KING RI CHARD |11 Bid nmy guard watch; |eave ne.
Ratcliff, about the mid of night come to ny tent
And help to armme. Leave nme, | say.

[ Exeunt RATCLI FF and the other Attendants]



[Enter DERBY to RICHVOND in his tent, Lords and
ot hers attendi ng]

DERBY Fortune and victory sit on thy hel n

RI CHMOND Al'l confort that the dark night can afford
Be to thy person, noble father-in-|aw
Tell ne, how fares our |oving nother?

DERBY |, by attorney, bless thee fromthy nother
Wio prays continually for Richnond' s good:
So nmuch for that. The silent hours steal on
And fl aky darkness breaks within the east.
In brief,--for so the season bids us be,--
Prepare thy battle early in the norning,
And put thy fortune to the arbitrenment
O bl oody strokes and nortal -staring war.
I, as | may--that which | would | cannot, --
Wth best advantage will deceive the tineg,
And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arns:
But on thy side I may not be too forward
Lest, being seen, thy brother, tender Ceorge,
Be executed in his father's sight.
Farewell: the leisure and the fearful tine
Cuts of f the cerenoni ous vows of |ove
And anpl e interchange of sweet discourse,
Whi ch so long sunder'd friends should dwel |l upon
God give us leisure for these rites of |ove
Once nore, adieu: be valiant, and speed well!

RI CHVOND Good | ords, conduct himto his reginent:
"Il strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap
Lest | eaden sl unber peise ne down to-norrow,

Wien | shoul d nount with wings of victory:
Once nore, good night, kind | ords and gentl enen

[ Exeunt all but RI CHVOND]

O Thou, whose captain | account myself,

Look on ny forces with a gracious eye;

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wath,
That they may crush down with a heavy fal

The usurping hel nets of our adversaries!

Make us thy ministers of chastisenent,

That we may praise thee in the victory!

To thee | do commend ny wat chful soul

Ere | let fall the windows of nine eyes:

Sl eepi ng and waking, O defend nme still!

[ Sl eeps]
[Enter the Ghost of Prince Edward, son to King Henry VI]

Ghost
of Prince Edward [To KING RICHARD | 11]

Let nme sit heavy on thy soul to-norrow
Thi nk, how thou stab'dst nme in nmy prine of youth
At Tewksbury: despair, therefore, and die!



[ To Rl CHVOND]

Be cheerful, Richnond; for the wonged souls
O butcher'd princes fight in thy behalf
King Henry's issue, Richnond, conforts thee.
[Enter the CGhost of King Henry VI]

Ghost
of King Henry VI [To KING RICHARD | 11]

When | was nortal, ny anointed body
By thee was punched full of deadly hol es
Thi nk on the Tower and ne: despair, and die!
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair, and die!
[ To RI CHVOND]
Vi rtuous and holy, be thou conqueror!
Harry, that prophesied thou shoul dst be king,
Doth confort thee in thy sleep: live, and flourish!
[Enter the Ghost of CLARENCE]
Ghost of CLARENCE [To KING RICHARD I11]

Let nme sit heavy on thy soul to-norrow

I, that was wash'd to death with ful some wine,

Poor C arence, by thy guile betrayed to death!

To-norrow in the battle think on ne,

And fall thy edgel ess sword: despair, and die!--

[ To RI CHMOND|

Thou of fspring of the house of Lancaster

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee

Good angel s guard thy battle! live, and flourish!

[Enter the Chosts of RIVERS, GRAY, and VAUGHAN|
Ghost of RIVERS [To KING RICHARD | I1]

Let nme sit heavy on thy soul to-norrow,
Rivers. that died at Ponfret! despair, and die!

Ghost of GREY [To KING RICHARD | 11]
Thi nk upon Grey, and let thy soul despair!
Ghost of VAUGHAN [To KING RICHARD | 11]

Thi nk upon Vaughan, and, with guilty fear,
Let fall thy lance: despair, and diel

Al [To R CHVOND]

Awake, and think our wongs in Richard' s bosom
WI1 conquer him awake, and win the day!

[Enter the Ghost of HASTI NGS]



Ghost of HASTINGS [To KING RICHARD 111]

Bl oody and guilty, guiltily awake,
And in a bloody battle end thy days!
Thi nk on Lord Hastings: despair, and die!

[ To Rl CHVOND]

Qui et untroubl ed soul, awake, awake!
Arm fight, and conquer, for fair England s sake!

[Enter the Ghosts of the two young Princes]

Ghost s
of young Princes [To KING RICHARD | 11]

Dreamon thy cousins snother'd in the Tower:
Let us be led within thy bosom Richard,

And wei gh thee down to ruin, shane, and deat h!
Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair and die!

[ To Rl CHVOND]

Sl eep, Richnmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy;
Good angel s guard thee fromthe boar's annoy!

Li ve, and beget a happy race of kings!

Edwar d' s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish.

[Enter the Chost of LADY ANNE]
Ghost of LADY ANNE [To KING RICHARD I11]

Richard, thy wife, that wetched Anne thy wife
That never slept a quiet hour with thee,

Now fills thy sleep with perturbations
To-norrow in the battle think on ne,

And fall thy edgel ess sword: despair, and diel

[ To Rl CHVOND]

Thou qui et soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep
Dr eam of success and happy victory!
Thy adversary's wife doth pray for thee.

[Enter the CGhost of BUCKI NGHAM

Chost
of BUCKINGHAM [To KING RICHARD | I1]

The last was | that hel ped thee to the crown;
The last was | that felt thy tyranny:

O in the battle think on Bucki ngham

And die in terror of thy guiltiness!

Dream on, dream on, of bl oody deeds and deat h:
Fai nting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath!

[ To Rl CHVOND]

| died for hope ere | could lend thee aid:



But cheer thy heart, and be thou not dismay'd:
God and good angel fight on Richnond's side;
And Richard falls in height of all his pride.

[ The Ghosts vani sh]

[KING RICHARD I I'l starts out of his drean
KING RI CHARD |11 G ve nme anot her horse: bind up nmy wounds.
Have nercy, Jesu!--Soft! | did but dream

O coward consci ence, how dost thou afflict ne!
The lights burn blue. It is now dead mi dnight.
Cold fearful drops stand on ny trenbling flesh
Wiat do | fear? nyself? there's none el se by:
Ri chard | oves Richard; that is, | aml.

Is there a nmurderer here? No. Yes, | am

Then fly. Wat, fromnyself? Great reason why:
Lest | revenge. \Wat, nyself upon nysel f?

Alack. | love nyself. Werefore? for any good
That | mnyself have done unto nysel f?

O no! alas, | rather hate nyself

For hateful deeds conmitted by nysel f!

| ama villain: yet I lie. | amnot.

Fool, of thyself speak well: fool, do not flatter

My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale,

And every tale condemms ne for a villain.
Perjury, perjury, in the high'st degree

Murder, stemnurder, in the direst degree

Al'l several sins, all used in each degree,
Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty! guilty!
| shall despair. There is no creature |oves ne;
And if | die, no soul shall pity ne:

Nay, wherefore should they, since that | nyself
Find in nyself no pity to nyself?

Met hought the souls of all that | had nurder'd
Canme to ny tent; and every one did threat
To-norrow s vengeance on the head of Richard.

[ Enter RATCLI FF]

RATCLI FF My [ ord!

KI NG RI CHARD I 1| ' Zounds! who is there?

RATCLI FF Ratcliff, nmy lord; '"tis |I. The early village-cock
Hath tw ce done salutation to the norn

Your friends are up, and buckle on their arnour

KING RI CHARD |11 O Ratcliff, | have dreamid a fearful dream
What thinkest thou, will our friends prove all true?

RATCLI FF No doubt, ny Ilord.
KI NG RI CHARD I 1| O Ratcliff, | fear, | fear,--
RATCLI FF Nay, good ny lord, be not afraid of shadows.

KING RI CHARD |11 By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night
Have struck nore terror to the soul of Richard



Than can the substance of ten thousand sol diers
Armed in proof, and | ed by shall ow R chnond.

It is not yet near day. Cone, go with ne;

Under our tents I'Il play the eaves-dropper

To see if any nean to shrink fromme

[ Exeunt ]
[Enter the Lords to RICHMOND, sitting in his tent]
LORDS Good norrow, Ri chrmond!

RI CHMOND Cry nercy, lords and wat chful gentlenen
That you have ta'en a tardy sluggard here.

LORDS How have you slept, nmy |ord?

RI CHMOND The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding dreans
That ever enter'd in a drowsy head,
Have | since your departure had, mny |ords.
Met hought their souls, whose bodies Richard nurder'd,
Cane to nmy tent, and cried on victory:
| prom se you, ny soul is very jocund
In the remenbrance of so fair a dream
How far into the norning is it, lords?

LORDS Upon the stroke of four
RI CHVOND Wiy, then "tis tine to armand give direction.
[His oration to his soldiers]

More than | have said, |oving countrynen

The | eisure and enforcenment of the tine

Forbids to dwell upon: yet renenber this,

God and our good cause fight upon our side;

The prayers of holy saints and wonged soul s,

Li ke high-rear'd bulwarks, stand before our faces;
Ri chard except, those whom we fight against

Had rather have us win than himthey foll ow

For what is he they follow? truly, gentlenen

A bl oody tyrant and a homi ci de;

One raised in blood, and one in bl ood establish'd;
One that nade neans to cone by what he hath,

And sl aughter'd those that were the means to help him
Abase foul stone, nade precious by the foi

O England' s chair, where he is falsely set;

One that hath ever been God's eneny:

Then, if you fight against God's eneny,

God will in justice ward you as his soldiers;

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down,

You sl eep in peace, the tyrant being slain;

If you do fight against your country's foes,

Your country's fat shall pay your pains the hire;
If you do fight in safeguard of your w ves

Your wi ves shall wel cone hone the conquerors;

If you do free your children fromthe sword

Your children's children quit it in your age.
Then, in the nanme of God and all these rights,
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords.



For me, the ransomof ny bold attenpt

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth's cold face;
But if | thrive, the gain of ny attenpt

The | east of you shall share his part thereof.
Sound drums and trunpets boldly and cheerful ly;

God and Sai nt CGeorge! Richnond and victory!

[ Exeunt ]

[ Re-enter KING RICHARD, RATCLI FF, Attendants
and Forces]

KING RI CHARD |11 What said Northunberland as touchi ng R chnond?
RATCLI FF That he was never trained up in arns.
KING RI CHARD |11 He said the truth: and what said Surrey then?

RATCLI FF He snmiled and said ' The better for our purpose.'
KING RI CHARD |11 He was in the right; and so indeed it is.
[CAock striketh]

Ten the clock there. Gve ne a cal endar
Wio saw the sun to-day?

RATCLI FF Not I, my lord.

KING RI CHARD |11 Then he disdains to shine; for by the book
He shoul d have braved the east an hour ago
A black day will it be to sonebody. Ratcliff!

RATCLI FF My lord?

KING RI CHARD |11 The sun will not be seen to-day;

The sky doth frown and | our upon our arnmy.

| would these dewy tears were fromthe ground.
Not shine to-day! Wiy, what is that to ne

More than to Richnond? for the selfsame heaven
That frowns on nme | ooks sadly upon him

[ Ent er NORFOLK]
NORFOLK Arm arm ny lord; the foe vaunts in the field

KING RI CHARD |11 Cone, bustle, bustle; caparison ny horse.
Call up Lord Stanley, bid himbring his power:
I will lead forth ny soldiers to the plain,
And thus ny battle shall be ordered:
My foreward shall be drawn out all in length,
Consi sting equally of horse and foot;
Qur archers shall be placed in the ni dst
John Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Earl of Surrey,
Shal | have the | eading of this foot and horse.
They thus directed, we will follow
In the main battle, whose puissance on either side
Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse.
This, and Saint Ceorge to boot! What think'st thou, Norfolk?



NORFOLK A good direction, warlike sovereign.
This found I on ny tent this norning.

[He sheweth him a paper]
KING RI CHARD 111 [ Reads]

"Jockey of Norfolk, be not too bold,

For Di ckon thy master is bought and sold.'

A thing devised by the eneny.

Go, gentleman, every man unto his charge

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls:
Conscience is but a word that cowards use,

Devised at first to keep the strong in awe:

Qur strong arnms be our conscience, swords our |aw
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-nel

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.

[His oration to his Arny]

What shall | say nore than | have inferr'd?
Remenber whom you are to cope withal

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways,

A scum of Bretons, and base | ackey peasants,

Whom their o' er-cloyed country vonmits forth

To desperate ventures and assured destruction

You sl eeping safe, they bring to you unrest;

You having | ands, and bl est w th beauteous w ves,
They would restrain the one, distain the other
And who doth lead thembut a paltry fell ow

Long kept in Bretagne at our nother's cost?

A nmilk-sop, one that never in his life

Felt so nuch cold as over shoes in snow?

Let's whip these stragglers o' er the seas again;
Lash hence these overweeni ng rags of France,
These fami sh'd beggars, weary of their |ives;

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit,

For want of neans, poor rats, had hang' d thensel ves:
If we be conquer'd, let nen conquer us,

And not these bastard Bretons; whom our fathers
Have in their own | and beaten, bobb'd, and thunp'd,
And in record, left themthe heirs of shame

Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our w ves?
Ravi sh our daughters?

[Drum af ar of f]
Hark! | hear their drum
Fi ght, gentlenen of England! fight, bold yoenen
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head!
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood,
Amaze the wel kin with your broken staves!
[Enter a Messenger]
What says Lord Stanley? will he bring his power?

Messenger My lord, he doth deny to cone

KING RI CHARD |11 Of with his son George's head!



NORFOLK My lord, the eneny is past the narsh
After the battle let George Stanley die.

KING RI CHARD |11 A thousand hearts are great within my bosom
Advance our standards, set upon our foes
Qur ancient word of courage, fair Saint George,
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons!
Upon them victory sits on our hel ns.

[ Exeunt ]

Scene |V

Anot her part of the field.

[Alarum excursions. Enter NORFOLK and forces
fighting; to hi m CATESBY]

CATESBY Rescue, my Lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescuel
The king enacts nore wonders than a nman
Dari ng an opposite to every danger
H's horse is slain, and all on foot he fights,
Seeking for Richnond in the throat of death.
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is |ost!

[Alarunms. Enter KING RICHARD | 1I1]

KING RI CHARD |11 A horse! a horse! ny kingdom for a horse!
CATESBY Wthdraw, my lord; I'lIl help you to a horse.
KING RI CHARD |11 Sl ave, | have set my life upon a cast,

And | will stand the hazard of the die:

I think there be six Richnmonds in the field;
Five have | slain to-day instead of him

A horse! a horse! ny kingdom for a horse

[ Exeunt ]

Scene V

Anot her part of the field.

[Alarum Enter KING RICHARD |11 and RI CHVOND; they
fight. KING RRCHARD Il is slain. Retreat and
flourish. Re-enter R CHVOND, DERBY bearing the
crown, with divers other Lords]

RI CHMOND God and your arnms be praised, victorious friends,
The day is ours, the bloody dog is dead.

DERBY  Courageous Ri chnond, well hast thou acquit thee.
Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty
Fromthe dead tenples of this bloody wetch
Have | pluck'd off, to grace thy brows withal
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it.

RI CHMOND Great God of heaven, say Amen to all
But, tell me, is young Ceorge Stanley living?



DERBY He is, ny lord, and safe in Leicester town;

Whither, if it please you, we may now w t hdraw us.

Rl CHMOND What nen of nane are slain on either side?

DERBY John Duke of Norfolk, Walter Lord Ferrers,

Sir Robert Brakenbury, and Sir WIIiam Brandon

Rl CHMOND Inter their bodies as becones their births:

Proclaima pardon to the soldiers fled

That in submission will return to us:

And then, as we have ta'en the sacranent,

W will unite the white rose and the red:

Smi |l e heaven upon this fair conjunction

That | ong have frown'd upon their enmity!

What traitor hears ne, and says not anen?

Engl and hath [ ong been mad, and scarr'd herself;
The brother blindly shed the brother's bl ood,
The father rashly slaughter'd his own son

The son, conpell'd, been butcher to the sire:
Al'l this divided York and Lancaster,

Divided in their dire division,

O now, let Richnmond and Elizabeth

The true succeeders of each royal house,

By God's fair ordi nance conjoin together!

And let their heirs, God, if thy will be so.
Enrich the tine to cone with snoot h-faced peace
Wth snmling plenty and fair prosperous days!
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord,

That woul d reduce these bl oody days again,

And make poor Engl and weep in streans of bl ood!
Let themnot live to taste this land' s increase
That would with treason wound this fair |and s peace!
Now ci vil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again:
That she may long live here, God say anen

[ Exeunt ]
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