The {econd Part of

with the death of the Good Duke
HVMFREY,.

cnry the S

oA ¢tus Primus. Scena Prima.

Flowrsfb of Trumpets : Thew Hoboyes.

Ewser King, Dwke Fumfrey Salisbury warwicke,and Bean-
ferdon the ene [ide.
The Queene, Suffeike, Torke, Samerfet, and Buckungham,
on the other.,

SuToike.

» S by your high Impeiiall Maicﬂy!
¥ 1hadincharge atmy depart for Fraace,
As Procurator to your Excellence,
To marry Princes Margares tor your Grace;
So in the Famous Ancient City, Toares,
Tn prefence of the Kings of France, and Sicsll,
The Dukes of Orleance. (aiaber, ‘Brivargne, and Alanfon,
Seuen Earles twelue Batons, & twenty _reucrcnd Dithops
1 haue perform’d my Taske, and was eipous'd,
And humbly now vponmy bended knee,
Infight of England. and her Lordly Pecres,
Deliuer vp my Titlein the Queeae
To your moft gracious hands, that are the Subftance
Of that great Shadow [ did reprefent:
The happiett Guft, that euer Marcuefle gaue,
The Fairelt Quecne,that cuer King recuia'd.

Kng. Suffolkeanfe. Welcome Qucenc Aargaret,
I can expretfe no kinder figac ot Loue
Then this kinde hiffr . O Lord, thatlends melfe,
Lend me a heart repleate with thanhfulneffe :
For thou hat giten me1n this beauteaus Face
A wotld of carchly blcflings to my foule,
It Sumpathy of Loue vinte our tl‘.t?ughts. _

Quces. GreatKing of England, & my gracious Lord,
The mutuall conferencethat my minde hathlid,
By day, by mghe; waking,and ny dreamcs,
In Couttly company, or at my Beades,
Withyou mine o4 /der lrefeft Soueraigne,
Makes me the bolder to falutemy Kiog,
W ith ruder termes, fuch as my wit affoor ds,
And ouer ioy of heart doth mimfler. ‘

Kwmg. Herfighedid ramfh, but ber grace in Speech,
Her words yclad wich wifedomes Maiclty,

Makes me from Wendnna, fall to Weeping 1oyes,
1 Such s the Fu'lnz{f= of iny iscarts content, i
; Lords, with onc cheereruil voice, Welcomemy Logc.
Alilgeel. Long liue Qu. Margarer, Foglands happines,
Queene, \We thanke youall. tiorsfh

Suf. My Lord Protector, fo 1¢ pleafe your Grace,
Heere are the Articles of contracted peace,
Betweene our Soueraigne, and the French King Charles,
For cightcene moneths concluded by confent.
Glo. Reads. Inprumis, {t % agreed berweene the French K,
( harle:, and Wilizam de ia Pole MUarquefle of Suifolle, Am-
bafJudor for Henry Kimg of &) n‘gldnd,'fbal the faid Fewry [l al
elponfe the Lady Marcai i, asughter vise Roguwr King of
Noples, Sicslisa, and lerufulers, and Crowae ber ) meene of
England,evethe thirnseih of May weas enfueng,
ltem, That the Duichy of Anson and the € ounty of Mam,
Jbak be releafed ara deunzred o the King ber fasher,
King. Vokle,bow now?
Gio. Pardan me gracious Lord,
Some fodaine qualme hath firucke me at the hear,
And dim’d mine eyes, that  can resue nu futther,
King. Vnckle ot Wincheiter, Ipravied. o n,
wm. Ytem, It & fior ther sgreed betweene them, Vinas thx
Dutcheffc of Ansow and Maiae, [oall be releafedand diiimered
omer to the King ber Fatbier, and [lbee [ent (wer of the King of
Enplands owne proper Cofl and ((harges, withous bawing uny
Dowry.
Amg. They pleate vs well. Lord Marques kneel down,
We necre cicate thee the firt Duke of Suifoike,
Aud girtchee with the Sword, Colinot Yoike,
We iieere difcharge yous Grace from being Regent
I'th parts of France, uil terme of eighteene Monechs
Befullexpyr'd. Thankes Vacle Winchefles,
Glofter, Yorke, Buckiugham, Somerlet,
Salisbutie, and W avwiche.
We thanke you ai) tor tins great fuuour dune,
In entertainment to my Princely Queene.
Ceme,ict vsan, 3.d with all fpeede prouide
} To fec ver Coronsuon be perorm’d.

Exut King, Oneene, and Swifvike.

Manet therelt,

| ¢i. BiauePeeres of England, Pillats of the State,
To you Duke Humfrey muft ynload ins greefe::

Y our greefe, the common greete of ull the Landy
Whatzdid iy brotner Hemy {pend his youth,

Hus valour, coine, and people inthe warres ?
Didhefo often lodgein openfield :

In Winters cold, and Summers parchitg heate,

To conquer France,his true inheritance?

And did my brother Bedford royle tus wis,

To

-
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To keepe by policy what Hewse got:
Haue ygu yyog?f elzes, Som{cr,‘%x(hgbw.
Braue Yorke, Salisbury, and vitotiovs arwicke,
Receiud decpe fcarresin France and Normand;e:
Or hath mine Vackle Brauford, and my felfe,
With all che Learned Counfell of the Realme,
Scudied fo long, fat in the Councell houfe,
Early and late, debating too and fro
How Franceand Frenchmen might bekept in awe,
And hath his Highnefle in his infancie,
Crowned in Panisin defpight of foes,
And fhall thefe Labours, and thefe Honours dye?
Shall Henries Conquefl, Bedfords vigilance,
Your Deeds of Warre, and all our Counfell dye ?
O Pzeres ot England, thamefull is this Leaguc,
Fatall this Marniage, cancelling your Fame,
Blotung your names from Bookes of memory,
Racing the Charra&ers of your Renowne,
Defacing Monuments of Conquer’d France,
Vndoiag all as all had newer bin.

Cor. Nephew,whzt meanes this paffionate dilcourfe?
This preroration with fuch circumftance :
For France, 'tis ours ; snd we will keepeie ftill,

Glo. 1 Vackle, we will keepeiit, if wecan:
Butnow itisimpolsible we fbould, s
Suffolke, the new made Dukethat rules the rof},
Hath giuen the Dutchy of Awiow and av.gpme,
Vntothe poore King Resgwier, whofe large fyle
Agrees not with the leanneffe of his purfe,

Sal. Now by the death of him that dyed for all,»
Thefe Counties were the Keyes of Normandse :
But wherefore weepes arwicke, my valiant fonne?
#ar, For greefe that they are palt recoueric,
For were there hope to conquer them againe,
My fword fhould fhed hot blood, mine eyes no teares,
Aniow and Maine ? My felfe did win themboth :
Thofe Prouinces, thele Armes of mine did conquer,
And are cthe Citties that [ got with wounds,
Deluer’d vp againe with peacefull words ?
Mort Dies.

Torke. For Suffoliees Duke, may bebe fuffocate,
That dims the Honor of this Warlike I{le :

. [France {hould hauetorne and rent my very hare,

Before I would haue yeelded to this League.

Ineuer read but Englands Kings haughad

Lasge fammes of Gold, and Dowriesvith their wites,

And ous King Henry giues away his éwne,

To match with her that brings no vad
Hwm. A proper ieft, and neuer hijis

HTbnSuffolke fhould demand s whel

B¥iftcench,

For Cofts and Charges in tranfportirgfher :

She fhould hane Raid in France, and Mr'd in France

BCfOtC—-—-——-—; ' S

Cars My Lord of Glofler, now ye grow too hot,

It was the pleafuré of my Lord the King,

| Hwsm, MyLotd of Winchefter 1 know, your minde.

Tis not my fpeechés thatyou do miflike &

But"tis my prefence thai doth troubleye,

hmcour wiﬁ'ont, roud Prelate, in thy face

H fee shy furie : 161 longe: fay, '

We fhall begin oursncient bickeriagts

Lordings farewell, end Gy when 1 am gone,

1prophefied, Prance wﬂlgq lofterelong, Exit Hafro.
Car. So, there goes oulr ProteQoring rage: -,

"Tiskpowogtoyouheismineenemy: o ?f'

Aund no greac friend, I fearemeta the K;xz: i

| Confider Lords, he is thepext of blood,

And heyreapparant to the Englith Crowne :
Had Henrie got an Empire by his marria ge,
And al! the wealthy Kingdomés of the Weft,
There’s reafon he thould be difpleasd ac it ;
Looke toit Lords, let not his {moothing words
Bewitch your bearts, be wife and circumiped®.
What though the common people faunu, him,
Calling him, Fwmfrey the goed Duke of Giofle~,
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud oycs,
Iefumairtaine your Royall Excelience, {
With God preferue the good Duke Humfrey:
Ifeare me Lords, for all chis flattering glode,
He will be found a dangerous Protector.
Buc, Why fhould he then protelt our Soutza:gpe?
He being of ageto gouerne ot humteite,
Cofin of Somerfet, ioyne you with me, f
And alcogether with the Duke of Suffolke,
Wee'l quickly hoyfe Duke Humfrey from his feat.
Car. This weighty bufinefle will not brooks delay,
Itetothe Dukeot Snffolke prefently.  Exn Cnrl‘nd.
Som Cofin of Buckingham, thongh Humfries pride
And greatneffe of his place be greefe rovs,
Yetlet vs warch the haughrie Cardinall,
His infolence 1s moteintollerable
Thenall the Princes in the Land befide,
If Glofter be difplac’d, hee'l be Prote Qor.
Bwc. Or thou, or I Somerfet will be Prote&ors,
Defpite Duke Hamfrey,or the Cardinall.
Evtt Enckingham, ard Somev(es,
Sal. Pride went before, Ambition followes him.
While thefe do labour for their owne preferment,
Behoouesit vs to labor for the Realme,
I neuer faw but Humfrey Duke of Glofter,
Did beare him hike a Noble Gentleman:
Oft haue I feeae che haughty Cardinall,
Morelike a Souldier then a3 man o’th’Church,
As ftout and proud as he were Lord of all,
Sweare like 2 Ruffiun, and demeane himf(clfe
Vinlike the Ruler of 2 Commcn-weale,
Warwicke my {onac, the comfort of my age,
Thy deeds, thy plainnefle, and thy houfe-kecping,
Hath wonne the greateft favour of the Commions,
Excepting none but gond Duke Humfrey.
And Brother Yorke, thy A&s in Ireland,
"Inbringing them to ciuill Difcipline :
Thy late exploits done inthe heart of France,
When thou wert Regent for our Seuerai
Hasue made thee fear'd and honor’d of the people;
Ioyone wetogether for the publike good,
In what we can, to bridle and fupprefe * .
The pride of Suffolke, and the Cardinall,-
With Someffets and Buckinghsms Ambition,
And as we thay, cherithDuke Humfries deeds,
While they dotend the profit of the Land.
war, S0 Godhelpe Warwicke,as he loues the Land,
And cammon profit of his Countrey.
Tor. -And fo fayes Yorke,
For he hath greateft caufe.
Salisbury. Fhenlets make ha@ awsy,
Andlooke voto the maine.
Warwicke. Vntoihe maine?
Oh Fathet, (Muiri is loft,
That Maise, which by msine force Warwicke did winne,

y moie, an euemy vato yotall, ' RAN Aund would haue kepe, fo long as breath did laf:
b ) 4 ' Tmig Main
:_ —~ . . ,‘ RS
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Main-chance father you meant, but I meant Claine, - | Astovouchfafeone glance vnto the ground, o
Which I will win from France, or elfe be flainc. Hum, O Nelfweet Nell,if thou goﬂ loue thy Lord
Exit Warwicke,avd Salisbury, Manes Yorke. | Banifh-he Canker of ambitious thoughts : ’
Torke, Awiow and Masms are given to the French, And may that thought, when Timagineill
Parisis loft, the ftate of Norswardie Againft my King and Nephew, vertuous Heary,
Stands on acickle peint,now they are gone : Be my laft breathing in this mortall worid.
Suffolke concluded on the Articles, My troublous dreanies this night, doth make me fad,
ThePeeres agreed, and Henry was well pleas'd, &l What dream’d my Lord, tell me,and Ile tequite ie
To change two Dukedomes for a Dukes faite davghrer. | With fweet rehearfall of my mornings dreame 2 \
I cannot blame them #ll, what is’cto chemy Ham, Mc thought this Raffe mine Office-bad gein
*T1s thine they gipe awsy, and not their owne, Court
Pirates may make cheape penyworths of thaur pillage, Was broke in twaine : by whom, I haue forgo,
And purchafe Friends, and giue to Curtezans, But as I thinke, it was by’th Cardinall,
Still reuelling like Lotdstill all be gone, And onthe peeces of the broken Wand
Whilc as the illyOwner of the goods _ Were plac’d the heads of édmond Duke of Sometfet,
Weepes oucr them, and wrings hishapleffe hands, And wikiam ds 12 Pole fisft Duke of Suffolke.
‘f Andfhakes his head, and trequbling ftands aloofe, This was my dreame, what it dothbode God knowes.
| Whileallis (hat*d, and allis borne away, Elj. Tut,this was nothing butanargument,
Ready to ftecue, aod dare nos couch his owne. That he that breakes a flicke of Glofters groue,
So Yorke muft e, and frec, and bite histongue, 1 Shallloofehishead for his prefumption,*
! 'While his owne Lands are bargain’d for, and fold : But hift to me my Humfrey, my iweete Duke:
Me thinkes the Realmes of England,France, & 1reland, | Methought I fate in Seate of Maiefty,
Beare that proportion to my fle(h and blood, Inthe Cathedrall Church of Weftmufier,
As did thefarall brand e4/thea burnr, Andin that Chaire where Kings & Queens wer crownd,
Vato the Princes heart of (whidoes Where Henrie and Dame Margares knecl'd to me,
Anion and Masie both gruen vato the French ¢ And on my head did fetthe Diadem.
Cold newes forme : fonl’;l had hope of France, Hwm. Nay Elmor, then muftI chide outright ;
. | Euenas I haue affertile Englands foile. Prefumptuous Dame, ill-nurter’d Edianer,
A day will come, when Yorke {hall claime his owne, Art thou not feccnd Womanin the Realme ?
And therefore I will take the Nesls parts, And the,Prote&tors wifebelowd of him ?
And make a fhew of loue to proud Duke Humfrey, Haft thou not worldly pleaiure at command,
And when I fpy aduantage, claime the Crowne, Aboue the reach or compafle of thy thoughe?
For that's the Golden marke I fecke to hir: And wilt thou fhll be hammiering Treachery,
Nor (hall proud Lancaftet vfurpe iny righ, To tumble downe thy husband, and thy felfe,
Nor hold the Scepter in his <hildyfh Fsft, From top of Honor, to Difgracc. feete 7
Nor weare the Duadem vpon his head, Away fromme, and let me heare no more.
Whofe Church-like humors fits not for s Crowne.  Ela. \What,what,my Lord? Are yuu fo cholleri ke
Then Yorke be full a-while, till time doferue: With Elanor, for telling but her drcamc 2
Watch thou, and wake when others beaflecpe, Nexr ume lekeepe my dieames vato my felfe,
To prie into thedecrets of the Sate, . | Andnotbe check’d.
Till Hemris forfewting in iayesaf loue, : Hum. Naybenotangry,Tam pleas’d sgaine.
. | Wihhisnew Bride, & Englands deerc bought Queen, : Enter Mefferger,
" | And Hamfrey with the Peeres be falncatiarres : Meff. My Lotd Prote&tor, s his Highnes pleafure,
Then will I raife sloft the Milke-white-Rofe, Youdo prepare toride voto S. Albons,
With whofe fweet fmell the Ayre fhall be perfum’d, Where as the Kigg and Queenc do meane to Hawke.
Andin in my Standard beage the Armes of Yotke,, Hu.1go,Come Nel chou wiltride with vs?Ex. Hym
To grapple with the houfe of Lancafler, Eli. Yesmygood Lord,Ile follow prefently.
And force perforce He make him yecld the Crowne, Follow1 muﬁ,énnot go befoye,
Whefe bookith Rule,bath pull’d faire Englanddowne, | While Glofes besres this bafc and humble minde,
! IS Exit Lorke, Woere I a Man, aDuke,and next of blood,
g Enter Diwky Humfrey and his wife Eliawor. Iwould remoue thefe tedious ftumbling blockes,
El:a.Why droopes my Loxd like ouer-sipen'd Corn, | And fmooth my way vpon their headlefle neckes.

! |Hanging thehead at Ceresplenteous load? - And being a woman, I will not be flacke

Why doth the Great Puke fumfrey knit bis browes , To play my partin Fortunes Pageant.
| As frowningatthe Fanowrs of theworld ? Where are you there? Sir Jobm; nay feare not man,
“Why are thine éyes fixt to the fullen earth, Weare alons here’s none but thee,8¢ 1. Enter Humse,

i | Gazing on thac which feétmesto dimme thy fight ? Hume. lefus preferue your Royall Maicfty.

- | What fee(t thou there ? King Henries Diadem, Elia. Whyt {aiff chou? Maiefty :1am bue Grace.
Inehac’d withall the Honors af the wotld? " Hwme. Butbythe grace of God,and Humses aduice,
1ffo,Gaze on,s0d grouclon thy faceq . Your Graces Title fhall be multiplied.

Vatill thy bead be circled wishithe ame. . .- Elia.. What f2ift thou man?Haft thou as yet confer’d
Put forth thy hand, reach sethe glorious Gold. jth Margerie lordans the cunning Witch,
What, is’t too thort ? lic lengehen is with mine, £+ Roger Bollingbreokg the Coniurer ?

. TAmn@ hauing:both togsthesheav’dictyp, . | g Agliwill vndertaketo dome good ?

i LW ec’I bochsogethes Jift ewdheads to hggyen, , .This they haue promifed to thew your Highnes

" fAnd neuer more fight fo low, . L Jpicit rais’d from depth of ynder ground,

| - . - l . . Thae
. n." ;'” ;i :
N ¢
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1 That fhall make an{were to fuch Queftions,
i As by your Grace {hall be propounded him,
i Elanor. It isenough, Ile thinke vpon the Queftions:

\hen from Sawic Albones we doe make retusne,

'3V cefe fee these things effected tothe full,

Here Hume take this rewardgmake merry man

Wich thy Corfedcrates in this weightie caufe.
Exst Elianor.

Fiwme. Hume mal make merry with the Duchefle Gold:
Mazry and thall :but how now, Sir Tohn Hyme?
Scalcvp yout Lips,and giveno words but Mum,

The bufinefie asketh filent fecrecic.

Dame Firanar guues “50ld, to bring the Witch:
Gold cannot come xm:tfe were the a Deuill,
Yethuie 1 Gold Hyes tiomanother Coaft :

1 dare not fay tinnthe nich Cardinal|

And tremi the greatand new-made Duke of Suffelke;
Yeu Udoefinde i {o : for tabe plaine,

They (knowing Dame L/ wao: s afpe-ing iumor)
Haue hyred me rovudar-mmethe Ducheffe,

{ Andbuzze thetc Coniurat:ons 1n her brayne.
They f2y,A cratu.e Knaue do’s neea no Broker,
Yetan 1 Sifore and the Cacdinalle Broker,
Hlum=t 4 v taxe not heed,you fhall goe necre
Tocall thembotha payre of craftic Knaucs,

W el foit ffands: and ches T feare at [af3,
Fumes Kraverie will be the Duchedle Wreacke,
And her Attaincure,will be Humphreyes fall :
sorchow itwill,l fiall hane Gold for a1

(?‘\lf

Enter three or fosre Peritoners, the Armores ¢
Man lmng one,

1. Pet. My Mafters, let’s (fand clofe, my Tord Pro-
teCtor will come tins way by and by, and then wee may
dcliver our Supplications in the Quill.

2. Per. Marry the Lord protet hum, toz hee’sa goed
man, lefu bleffe him,

Enter Suffolke,and Qzecne.

Peter. Here acomes me thinkes and the Queere with
 him. Jle be the firft furc.,

2. Pet. Comebache foole,this 1s the Duke of Suffolk,
and not mv Lord Proteétor.

Suff. How now fcilow:would'{t any thing with me?

1. Per. Ipraymy Lord pardon me, I tooke ye for my
Lord Protector.

Queene. Tomy Lord Proteftor ? Are your Supplica-
Jtions to his Lozdthip? Let me fee them: what1s thine?
1. Per. Minc is, and'c pleafe your Grace, againft Jobn
| Goodmran,my Lord Cardinals Man,for keeping my Houfe,
Jand Lands and Wifeand all.from nie.

Suff. Thy Wife too? that’s fome Wrong indecde,

Suffolke, for eniclofing the Commons of Mclfordc, How
now,Sir Knaue?

whole Towaefhip.

Peter. Againt my MaQer Thom s Horner, for faying,
That the Duke of Yorke was sighefull Heite to the
Crowne, , a

Qwueene. What fay'f thou 2 Did the Duke of Yotke
fay, bee was rightfull Heise 1o the Crowne? L
Peter. Thar my Miftrefle was? No forfooth: m}&kﬁa
{aid, Thac hswas,and that the King was an Viurpes.

Y

{ Whar's yours 2 What's heere 2 Againft the Duke of

3. Per. Alas Sir,1am buta poore Petitioner of our |

. 12;

Suf. Who is there? o '

Enter Serusans
Take this fellowin,and fend for his Matey with 2 Puele

the King. REVEN

Oueene. And as for youthat foue to be protefied
Vaderthe Wings of cur Protedlors Grace,
B:g'nyour Suices ancw,and fuc to him.

Teare the Swpplic.stzosi.

Away,bate Cullions Swfell 2 Yt tham goe.

Al Came,let’s be eone, Fur

Muesre. My Lord of Suifolke, {1y is this the guile
Js thus che Fafhions in the Court of Lngland?
Isthische Gouernment of Britames ile ?
And this the Royaluc of Alksons King 2
1 Whar,(hall King Henry be a Pupill fuull,

Vuder the fuly Gloffers Gouernance?

‘ Am[aQueencinTitle and in Sule,
And muft be madea Subiet toaDuke?
I tel! thee Poole,when i the Citie Tonrs
Thou ra'R 2tk 1n bonor of my Loue,
And ftol'ft away the Ladies hearts of France;
1 thought King Flenry had refembled thee,
Tn Courage,Courtihip,and Proportion:
But all his mindz is beut to Holinefle,
Tonumber Ane-Aarses onhis Beades :
Hi. Champions,are the Prophets and Apofiles,
His \WWeapous, holy Sawes of facred Wist,
His Studic is his Tile.yard,and his Loves
Arebiazen Ima 23 of Canonized Saints,
I wonld the Celiedge of the Carainails
Would chafe him Poge,and carry him to Rome,
And fet the Triple Crowne vpon his Head ;
Thac were a State fit for bis Holineffe/

SuF. Madaine be pavent: as 1 was caule
Your Highneffe came to England, fo will 1
In England wotke your Graces full content.

Queese.Befide the haughtie Prote&tor haue we Beasford

The impeuous Churchman; Somerfet, Buckiigham,
And grumbling Torke : and not the leaft of thefe,
Butcan doe more 1n England thenthe King.

suf. And beof thcl%,tbarcan doe moftof all,
Camot doemore in England then the News/s
Sa'vhey ind Hanweek are no fimple Peeres.
, Ausecse.Notallthefe Lords do vex me halfe fo mucls,
Acthar prowd Dame the Lord Proteftoi s Wife::

More like an Emprefle,then Duke Humphreyes Wife:

Steangers in Court,doe t1Xe hier for the Queene:

. Shebeaics aDuakes Reuenewes on her backe,

Ardinher heart fhe fcornes our Pguertie :

Shall I notliue robeaueng'd enlicr ¢

Contemptuous bate-borne Callat as fhe is,

She vaunted "mong(ther Minions other day,

The very trayne of her wor{t wearing Gowne,

\Vas berter worth then all my Fathers Lands,

Tl suffolke gauc two Dukcdomes for h:s Daughtery
Suff. Madame,my {elfc haue lyni'd a Bufh forher,

And plac’t a Qmier of fuch enticing Birds,

That fhe will hight to hiftea to the Laycs,

And neuer mount to trouble youagaine.

Solecher reft: and Madame L1t tome,

For I am bold to counfaile youn this;

Although'we fancie not the Cardinall, .

Yet muft weioyne wich him and with the Lords,

Tll we haue brought Duke Humphrey in difgrace.

As

. -

b

I ii. 80- -1. iii. 99

477

uant prefently : wec'le heare moce of your mseeehefore |

She tw.ecpes it through the Court with troups of Ladies,
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Wil make but lictle for hjy benefic:
So onebyone wee'le weed themaallaclaft,
Aund you your felfe (hall fleere the happy Helme,  Exve..

Sonnd w Sownet.

Enter the King, Dukg Humfrey, Cardmall,Bucking- -
bam Yorke,Salubwry pVarwicke,
and the Ducheffe.

King. Formy part,Noble Lords,] carenot which,
b Ot Somerfet,0r Yorke,all's one to me.,
Torke. 1f Yorkehaueill demean’d himfelfe in France,
Then let him be denay’d the Regent-fhip.
Som. 1f Somerfet be voworthy of the Place,
Let Yorke be Regent,I will yeeld co him,
warw. Whether your Grace be worthy,yea orno,
Dilpuse not that,Yurke is the worthyer,
(erd. Ambitious Warmicke, let chy betters (peake.
warw. The Cardinall'snot my beteer in the ficld.
Buck, Allinthis prefence are tliy betterswarwicke.
ivarw. Wermicke may liuc to be the beft of all,
SalihPeace Sonne,and fhew fome reafon Buckinghams
Why Semerfet fhould be preferr’d in this 2
weene, Becaufe the King forfooth will haue it fo,
Huwf. Madame, the King is old enough himiclfe
Yo giue his Cenfure: Thele are no Womens maceers.
. Oweeme. 1f he be old enough,what needs your Grace
Tobe Prote&tor of his Excellence ?
Hwmf, Madame,Iam Prote&or of the Realme,
And at his pleafure will refigne my Place,
Sxff. Refigne it then,and leaue thinc infolence.
Since thon wert Kingsas who is King,but thou?
The Common-wealth hath dayly run towrack,
The Dolphin hath preuayl'd beyond the Seas,
{ Andall the Pecres and Nobles of the Realine
Haue beeoe a5 Bond-men to thy Soueraigntie, '
Card, The Coramons haft thou rack, the Clergies Bags
A Arelanke and leane with thy Extortions,
Somw, Thy fumptuous Buildings,and thy Wiues Attyre
Haue colt 2 mafle of publique Treafurie.
] Bwck, Thy Crueltic in execution
Vpon Offendors,hath excceded Law,
Andleft thecrothemercy of the Law.
weewe. Thy {ate of Offices snd Townes in France,
If they were knowne, as the {ofpet is great,
i} Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head,
Exit Hamfrey.
| Gitic me my Fanne: what,Mynion,canyenot ?
' She gimes the Dwcbe[fe a box on the eare.
X cry you mercy,Madame:was it you?
Dwch. Wast F-yea,l it was,prowd French-woman ;
Could I come neete your Beaut:e with my Nayles,
I could fer my ten Commandements in your face,
King, Sweet Aunc be quict,’owas againfther will.
Diich. Agwnft her will,good King? looke to’tin time,
SheeSe hamper thee,snd dandie thee like 2 Baby :
Though in this place moft Mafter weare no Breeches,
She thall not inke Dame Eliner ynreueng'd.
- Exst Elianor.
Bk, Lord Cardinall,] will follow Elsanor,
Aund liften afcer Houmfrey,how be proceedes s
Shee's tickled mow,her Furne needs no fpurres,
Shee'le gdltop farre enoagh to her deftruction.
- - Exn Buckingham.

»
.

-

1
P,A—s?o?iﬁé Dukeof Y ozkc,this'fatc Cowpluimi' ~

I;ur Hamfrey,

Humf. Now Lotds,my Choller being ouer-blowne,
With walking once about the Quadeangie,
I come 1o talke of Common~wealth Affayres,
As for your {pightfall falfe Obie&ions,
Proue them,and I lye open to the Law:
But God in mercie fo deale with my Soule,
As I in dutie loye my King and Coustrey.,
But to the matter that we haue inhand :
I fay,my Soueraigne, Yorke is meete(t man
Tobeyour Regent inthe Realme of France,
Suff. Before wemake ele&tion, giueme leaue
To fhew fome reafon,of no lictle force,
That Terke is moft vnmeet of any man.
Terke. 1letellthee, Swffolke,why I am vomeet,
Firit,for I cannot flatter thee in Pride:
Nex,if 1 be appointed for the Place,
My Lord of Somerfet will keepe me here,
Without Difcharge,Money,or Furniture,
Till France be wonne into the Dolphins hands:
Laft time I danc’t stcendance on his will,
Tiil Paris was befieg’d famitht,snd loft,
warw, That canI witneffe, and afouler fa&t
Did neuer Trayeor inthe Land commit,
Suff. Peace head-firong warwscke,
Warw. Image of Pride, why (hould I hold my peace?

Encer Armorer and his Adan,

Suff. Becaule hereisaman accufed of Treafon,
Pray God the Duke of Yorke excufe himfelfe.

Torke, Dothany one accule Yorke fot 3 Traytor?

King. What mean'R thou, Swfforke ™ tell me,what are
thete 2

«Suff. Pleafeit your Maicflie, thisis theman
That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon;
H.s words were thefe : That Recherd, Duke of Yotke,
Was rightfull Heire vnto the Enghih Crowne,
And that your Maieftie was an Y{urper.

Kswg. Say man,were thefe thy words?

Armorer.And’t fhall pleafe your Maieftie,I never fayd
nor thought any fuch matter : God is my witacfle, 1 am
falfely accus’d by the Villaine,

Petér, By thefe tenne bones,my Lords,hee did frcakc f
them to me in the Garrer ope Night, as wee were lcow-
ring my Lord of Yorkes Armor,

Torke. Bafe Danghill Villaine,2nd Mechanicall, .
Ile haue thy Head for this thy Traytors fpecchi
1dac befecch yous Rayall Maietlie,

Let him baue all the rigor of the Law,

Armorer, Alas,my Lord,hang me if ever I fpakethe
words ; my accufer is my Pieotice, and when I did cor-
re& him for his fault the other day, he did vow vpon bis
knees he would be cuen with me : I haue good witnefle
of this § therefore I befeech your Maicftic, doc not catt
away an honeft man for a Villaines accufation.

Kmg. Vnckle,what fhall we fay 1o thisinlaw?

Humf. This doome,my Lord,if I may iudge:

Let Somserfet be Regent o're the French,
Becaufe in Torke this breedes fulpicion;
And let thele have a day appointed them
For fingle Combat,in conuenient place,  «
For be bath witnefle of his ferusnts mslice :
This is the Law,and this Duke Hwmfrges dooie.
Som. 1
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" “Sems. 1humbly thanke your Royall Maictic.
Armorer. And Iaccept the Combat wiilingly.
Peser. Alas, ay Lord, I cannoc fight 5 for Gods fake

O Lord haue mercy vpon me, 1 fhall neuer be able wo
fight ablow : O Lord my heare,
Humf. Sirtha,or youmuft fight,or elfe be hang’d,
King. Away with them to Prifon : and the day of
Combat, fhall bethe Lat of the next meneth. Come
Somicrfzt,wee'ls fee thee fentaway.

Flonrsh.  Exeunt.

Enter the witch, the two Priefts, and Bulingbrooke.

Hame. Come my Mafters,the Ducheffe Itell you ex-
pes performance of your promifes.
‘Bullng. Mafter Hume,we atz therefore promded : will
her Ladyfhip behold and heare our Exorcifmes?
Hume. 1,whatelfe? fearc you not her courage,
Trfsng., Thaue heard her reported to bea Woman of
an inuincible fpint: butt fhall be conuenient, Mafter

low; andfo i pray you goe in Gods Name,and lcaue vs.
Exit Hume.

Mother Zord i, be you profhiate, and grouell on the

Earth; Jobu Sosthwell teade you,and let vs 1o our worhe.

Enter Elianor aloft.

Elianor. Well (aid my Mafters, and welcomeall : To

this geere,the {ooner the beteer.

Bullin.Patience,good Lady,Wizards know their times:
Deepe Night,darke Night,the filent of the Night,
The time of Night when Troy was {et onfire,
The time when Screech-owles cry,and Bandogs ho'ale,
And Spirits walke,and Ghofts breake vp their Graues;
That ume beft fits the worke wehaue in band.
Madame fit you,and feare not: whom wee ray'e,
Wee will make faft wichina hallow'd Verge,

Here doe the (eremonies belonging, and make the Circle,
Bullingbrooke or Somthwell reades, Coniuro
tc,8c. It Thunders and Lighiens
terrsbly : then the Sprrs
rifeth.

Sporis. Ad fum.
Witch. Afmath by the eternall God,
Whofe name and power thou trembleft at,
Anfwere that I {hall aske ¢ for till thou fpeake,
Thou fhalt ot paffe from hence,
Spirie. Aske what thou wilt ; thac I had fayd, and
done.
Bwlling, Fis of the King : What thall of him be-
come? )
Spirit. TheDukeyet liues,that Henry (hall depofe:
But him out-liue,and dye s violent death,
Buling. What fates awaitthe Duke of Suffolke ?
Spsris. By Water (hall he dye,and take his end.
Bulimg. What (hall befall the Duke of Somerfer?
Sprrst. Lethim {hun Caftles,
Safer fhall ne be vpon the fandie Plaines,
Then where Caftles mounted ftand.
Haue done,for more I hardly can endure,
Bulling. Difcend to Darkaefle,and the buzning Lake:
Falfe Fiend suoide.
Thander and Lightning. Exit Spirit,
\ ,

Enterthe Duks of Yorke and sheDuke of Buckingham

| with their Guard and breake sn.
I pitty my cafe . the ipight of man predaylethagaft me.

Yorke. Lay hands vpon thefe Traytors,and their trath :
Beldam I thinke we wat<ht you at anynch,
What Madame,are you there?the King & Commonweale
Are.decpely indebted for this pecce of paines;
My Lord Prote&tor will,I doubt it not,
See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts.
Eltanor. Not halfe fo bad as thineto EnglandsKing,
Iniurious Duks,that threate where’s no caute.
Buck. True Madame,none atall:what call youthis¢
Away with them, let them be claptvp clofe,
And kept afunder : you Madame (hall with vs,
Stafford take herto thee,
Wee'le fee your Trinkets here all forth-comming,
Allaway. Exz.
Torke.l.ord Buckigbam e thinks you watche her well:
A pretty Plot,weil chofen to build vpon,

Hume, that you be by her aloft, while wee be bufic be- \I

Now pray my Lord,let’s {ce the Deuls Wric.
Whar haue we here ? Reades.
| The Duke set ises,that Henry [ball depofe :
Bat b out-line, and dye a violent dearh,
Why this is iult eAse o Eacsds Romanss vincere poffo,
Well,to the reft :
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolke ?
By t#ater [ball be dye, and take his end.
\What thall beude the Duke of Somerfer ?
Let bim fiunne Cailles,
Safer fhall he bevpon the fandse Plamnes,
Then where Caffles monnted fland,
Come, come, my Lords,
Thefe Oracles are hardly attain’d,
And hardly vader@ood.
The King is now in progreffe towards Saine Albones, .
With him,the Husband of this louely Lady :
Thicher goes thefe Newes,
As faft as Horfe can catry them:
A forry Breakfaft for my Lord Protector. .
‘Buck.Y our Grace (hal giue me leaue,my Lord of York,
To be the Pofte,in hope of his reward,
Yorke. At your pleafure,my good Lord,
Who's within there hoe 2
Enter a Seruingman.
Inuite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick
To fuppe with me to morrow Night, Away,
Exennt,

Enter the King, Queent, Proteélor, Cardioall, and
Snffolke,with Fanlkners hallewing.

Queene. Belecue me Lords for flyingt the Brooke,
I faw not beceer fport thefe feuen yeeres day :
Yet by your leaue,the Winde was very high,
And ten to onc,o0ld Joane had not gone out.

King. But what a point,my Lord,yous Faulcon made,

And what a pytch fhe flew aboue the reft :
To fee how God inall his Creatures workes,
Yea Man and Sirds are fagne of climbing high.

Ssff. No maruell,and it like your Maieflie,
My Lord Protectors Hawkes doe towre {0 well,
They know their Mafter loues to bealoft,
Andbeares his thoughts aboue his Faulcons Pitch

N

Gloft. My Lord,tis but a bafe ignoble minde,

1 ‘That mounts no higher then & Bird can fore:
Card, 1
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€ard. 1 thought as much, hee would be aboue the
Clonds, :
Gloft. 1 my Lord Cardinall, how thinke you by that?
Were it not good your Grace could flye to Heauen ?
King. The Treaiurie of euerlatting Joy.
Card. Thy Heauen 1s on Earth,thine Eyes & Thoughts
Bezt ona Crowne, the Treafure of thy Hearr,
Pernitious Proteétor,dangerous Peere,
That fmooth'tt it fo with King and Common-weale,
Gloff. What,Cardinall ?
Is your Prieft-hood growne perempeorie ? »
Tantane ansmss Calefirbrs sre, Church.men o hot ?
Good Vnckle hide fuch mallice ;
With fuch Holynefle can you doe it?
Suff. No mallice Sir,no more then well becomes
So gooda Quarrell,and fo bad a Peere.
Gloft. Aswhomy Lord?
Snff. Why,as you, my Lord,
An’t hike your Lotdly Lords Proteétorfhip.

Owueene. Andthy Ambition,Glofter.
Ksng, 1prytheepeace,good Queene,
And whet not on thefe furious Peetes,
For bleffed are the Peace-makers on Earth.
{ Cuwrd, Lezmebeblefled for the Peace I make
Againtt this prowd Proteltor with my Sword.
Gloft, Faithholy Vinckie,would’t were come to that.
Card. Marry,when thou dar’ft,
Gloft. Make vp no fa&ious nunbers for the matter,
In thine owne perfon anfwere thy abufe,
Card. T,where thou dar’ft net peepe:
And if thou dar'ft, this Eucning,
On the Eaft fide of the Groue.
Kwng. How now,my Lotds?
Card. Belecue me, Coulin Gloffer,
Had not your man(yut vp the Fowle fo {uddenly,
Wehad had more {port,
Come with thy two-hand Sword.
Gloft. True Vinckle,are ye adwms’d?
The Eaft fide of the Groue:
Cardinall,] am with you.
King, Why how now, Vnckle Gloffer ?
Gloft . Talking of Hawking; nothing elfe,my Loid.
Now by Gods Mother, Prictt,
Ile fhaue your Crowne for this,
Ot all my Fence fhall fayle,
Card. Medice tepfum,ProteQor fee to’t well,proteét
your felfe.
Kimg, The Windes grow high,
So doc your Stomacks, Lords :
How irkefome is this Mufick comy heart?
When fuch Strings iarre, wlhiat hope of Harmony ?
1 pray my Lozds let me compound this firife.

Enter one crying a Miracle.

Gloff, What meanes this noyfe 2
Fellow,what Miracle do'ft thou proclayme 2

Osne. A Miracle,a Miracle.

Suffolke. Come to the King, and tell him what Mi-
racle,

Ore. Forfooth,a blinde man at Saint Albewes Shrine,
Within this halfe houre hath receiu’d his fighe,
A manthae ne’re faw in his life before.
Kwmg. Now God be prays'd,thac to beleeuing Soules
Giues Light in Dackneffe,Comfort in Defpaire.

The fecond Part of Henrythe Sixt.

Gloff. \Why Suffolke,England knowes thine infolence.

Enter the Maior of Saint Alboses,and bss Brethren,
bearing the man besweene two in & Chayre.

Card. Here comes the Townef-men,on Proceflicn,
To prefent your Highnefle with the man,

Keng.Great is his comfort in this Eaithly Vale,
Although by his fighe his finne be mulriplyed.

Gloft. Stand by,my Mafters,briog him neere theKing,
His Highneffe pleafure is to talke with him,

King. Good-fellow,tell vs here the circumflance,
That we for thee may glorifie the L.ord.

What,haft thoubceene long blinde, and now reftos’d ?

Swmpe. Borneblinde,and’t pleafe your Grace.

wife. lindeede was he,

Suff. What Womanis this ?

wife. His Wife,and’t like your Worfh:p.

Cleff. Hadt thoubeen his Mocher,thou could’ft haue
better told.

Kmg. Wherewert thou borne 2
Smpe. At Barwick mn the North, and’c like your
Grace.
King. Poore Soule,
Gods goodnefle hath beene greatto thee
Letnener Day nor Night vnhallowed paffe,
Bue fhill yemember what the Lord hadh: done.
Queene. Tell me, good.-fellow,
Canv'Rthou hzre Ly Chance,or of Deuotion,
To this hely Shrine 2

Sivpe God knowes of pure Devotion,
Being c dl'dahuadred dimes, and oftner,
Inmy flecpe by good Sant Albon :
Who faid; Symea,come;come offes at my Shrine,
And Iwill helpe tiiee,

wife. Moltirus forfeoth:

And many time sad ot my et b e heard a Voyee,
To call bum fo.
Card. What,art thot lame ?

Simpe. 1,God Almighue helpeme,

Suf. How cam'ft thoufo ?

Ssmpe, A fall oft of a Tree.

Wife. A Plum.tree, Mafter, .

Gloff. How long haft thoubeeneblinde?

Simpe, Q borne fo,Mafter.

Gloft. What, and would'ft climbea T'ree?

Simpe. But that inall my life,when I was a youth.

wrfe. Tootrue,and bought his climbing very deare.

Gloff. "Mafle,thou lou'dft Plummes well that would'ft
venture {o. '

Simpe. Alas | good Mafter, nify Wife defired fome
Damfons, and made me climbe, with danger of my
Life.

Glof. A fubiill Knaue,but yet it fhall not ferue:

Let me {ee chine Eyes; winck now,now open them,
In my opinion, yet thou feeft not well,

Simpc. Yes Mater, cleareas day, I thanke God aud
Saint Albones.

Gloff. Siy'iihoumefo: what Colouristhis Cloake
of ?

Simpe. Red Mafter,Red as Blood, .

Cloff. Why thar’s well faid : What Colour is my
Gowne of ?

Swmupe, Black forfooth,Coale-Biack,as Tet. )

(?Xmg. Why then, thou know’t what Colour Iet is
o

Snff. Andyet I thinke,Tet did he neuer fee.

Gloft, But

-
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Glof. But Cloakes and Gownes, before this dag,a

many.

I'Zﬁ. Neuer before this day,in all his Life,

Gloff. Tell me Sirrha,what's my Name?

Stmpc. Alas Mafter,l know not,

Gloff. What's his Name ?

Stmpc. 1 know not.

Gloft. Nor his?

Simpe. No indeede,Mafter,

Gloft. What's thine owne Name ?

Stmpc. Sagder Smpeoxe,and if it pleafe you,Maftes.

Gloff. Then Sanunder, fie thgre,

The lying'®t Knaue in Chnflendome.

If thou hadit beene borneblinde,

Thou might'tt as well haue knowne all our Names,

As thus to name the feuerall Colouss we doe weaic,

Sight may ditinguifh of Colours :

But fuddenly to nominate them all,

It is impoffible.

My Lords Saint Albone here hath done a Miracle:

And would ye not thinke 1t,Cunming ta be great,

That could reftore this Cuupple to his Legges againe,

Stmpc, O Mafter,thatyou could?

Gloft. My Mafters of Saint Albones,

Haue you not Beadles in your Towne,

And Things call’d Whippes?

Masor. Yes,my Lord,if it pleafe your Giace,

Gloff. Then fend for one prefently.

Mawr, Sirrhaygoe ferch the Beadle hither ftraighe,

Exat,

Gloff. Now ferchme a Stoole hither by and by,

Now Sutha,if you meane to faue your felte from Whip-

ping,leape me oucr this Stoole,and runne away,
Simpe. Alas Moficr,I am not able to ftand alone:

You goe about to torture tuz invaine.

Enter a Peale wsth Whippes. -
Glofl. Well Sir,we muft haue you fi1de your Legges.
Sirrha Beadle, whippe him il he leape ouer that fame
Stoole. '
Beadle. Twill,my Lord.
Come on Sirtha,off with your Doublet,quickly.
Simpe, Alas Mafter,what {hall 1 doe? lamnot ableto
ftand,
After the Beadle bath bit him once e leapes oucr
the Stoole, and runnes awar : and they
follow, andcry, A Miracle,
King, O God,feclt thou this,and bearelt fo long 2
Dneene. It made me laugh,to (=2 th= Villaine runne,
Gleft. Follow the Knaue,and take this Drab away.
Wife. AlasSir,we did it for pure need.
Gloft. Let thé be whipt through cuery Market Townk,
Till they come to Barwick,from whence they came.
Exut,
Card. Duke Humfrepha's done a Miracle to day,
Suff. True: madethe Lametoleape and flycaway.
Gleff. But you haue done more Miracles then I :
You made in 8 day,my Lord,whole Townes to flye,

Ester Buckinghim,

King. What Tidings with our Coulin Buckingbem ?
Buci. Such as my heart dothtrembletovnfold:
A fort of naughuic perfons,lewdly bent,
Vnder the Countenanceand Confederacie

Of Lady Eliaser, the Proreftors Wife,
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout,
Haue pra&is’d dangeroufly aganfl your State,
Dealing with Witches and with Coniurers,
Whom we haue apprehended in the Fa&t,
Rayfing vp wicked Spirits from voder ground,
Demanding of King Henrses Lifeand Deaih,
And other ot your Highne(Te Priuie Councell,
As more at large your Grace fhall vnderftand.
Card. And oy Lord Protettor,by this meanes
Your Lady is forth-commung,yet at London, _
This Newes I thinke hath turn'd your Wespons edge 3
"Tis hke,my Lord,you will not keepe youe houre,
Gloft, Ambitious Churcheman,leaue to afflict my heart:
Sorrow and griete haue vanquifht all my powers ;
And vanquifht as [ am,] yeeld to thee,
Ot to the meaneft Groome,
keng. O God,what mifchicfles work the wicked ones?
‘Hl~aping confufion on their owne heads thereby.
Qaeene, Glosker feehere the Tain&ure of thy Neft,
And looke thy feife be faulclefle,thou were beft.
Cloff. Madame,for my felle,to Heauen I doe appeale,
How Thaue lou’'d my King,and Common-weale :
And for my Wife, I kuow not how it ftands,
Sorcy I am to heare what T haue heard,
{ Nablefheeis: butif (hee haue forgot
Honor and Vertueand coouers’t with fuch,
Aslike to Pytch,defile Nobihiie
I banith her iny Bed,and Companie,
And grue her asa Prey to Law and Shiame,
That hath dis-honoied G/offers honeft Name.
Keng \Well for this Night we will repofe vs here :
Towmorrow toward London,back againe,
To looke into this Bufineffe thorowly,
And call thefe foule Offendors to their Anfweres;
And poyfe the Caufe in Tuftice equall Scales, .
Whole Deame (tands fure,whofe rightful caufe preuailes.
Flowrifh. Exenns.

Enter Yorke,Salisbury,and warwuck,

Yorke, Now my good Lords of Salisbury & Warwick,
Our fimple Sapper ended,gine me leaue, -~ ’
In this clofe Walke,to fatisfic my felfe,

In cramng your opinton of my Title,
Which isnfallible,to Eoglands Crowne.

Salwb, My Lord,1long to heareit at full, :

Warw. Sweet Yorke begin:and if thy clayme be good,
The Neuslls are thiy Sybieéls to command.

Yorke. Then thus :

Edward the third,my Lords,had feuen Sonnes:
The firt,Edward the Black-Prince,Prince of Wales;
The fecond,lliam of Hatfield ; and thethird,
Lione! Dake of Clarence 3 next to whom,
Was fohn of Gaunt,the Duke of Lancalter;
The fift,was Edmond Langley,Duke of Yorke g
The fixt,was Thomas of Woodftock,Duke of Glofter; °
willsam of Windfor was the (euenth,and laft,
Edward the Black-Prince dyed before his Father,
And lefe behinde him Richard, his onely Sonne,
Who after Edward the third’s death, raign’d as King,
Tl Henry BuBingbrooke, Duke of Lancafter,
“The eldeft Sonne and Heire of Zobs of Gaunt,
Crown’d by the Name of Heary the fourth,
Sciz’d onthe Realme, depos'd the rightfull King,
Sent his poore Queenc to France,from whence (he came,

| -
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And him to Pumfret ; where,ssall youknow, l
Harmele(Te Richerd was musthered traiteroufly.
warw. Father,the Duke hathtold thetruth;
Thus got the Houfe of Lancas?er the Crowne.
Terke. Which now they hold by force,and noc by right:
For Ruchard,the firft Sonnes Heire,being dead,
Thé Iffue of the next Sonne fhould have reign’d
Salich, Sur willem of Hatficld dyed weithout an
Heire.
Ywhke. The third Sonne Duke of Clarence,
From whofe Line I clayme the Crowne,
Had Mlue Phsllip, 2 Daughter,
Who marryed Edmond AMertimer,Esrle of March

al

ad Iffue, Roger Eatleof March;
. 1flue,Edwsond _Amme and Elianor,
' dich

» This Edmond,in the Reigne of Ballmgbrecke,

As 1 heue read, layd clayme vdto the Crowne,
And but for Owen Glendour, had beene King ;
Who kepg hiw in Captiuitic, till he dyed, -
But,to the reft,

Torke. HuscldeR Sifter,eAwe,
My Mother,being Heire vnto the Crowne,
Marryed Richard Eatle of Cambridge,
Who was to Edmowd Langley,
Edward the thirds fitt Sonnes Sonne; '’
By her I clayme the Kingdome :
She was Heire to Roger,Earle of March,
Who was the Sonne of Edmond Mortiner,
Who marryed Phillip, fole Daughter
Vato Liowel,Dukc of Clarence,
So,if the Iflue of the elder Sonne
Succeed before the younger, 1 am King,

warw.\Vhat plainc proceedings is more plain then chis?

Henry doth clayme the Crowne from Jokn of Gaunt,
The fourth Sonne, Yorke claymes it from the third :
Till Leonels Iffze fayles,his thould not reigne,
It fayles not yet,but flounifhes inthee,
And in thy Sonnes, faicc {lippes of fuch a Stack,
Then Fathier Salubury, kneele we together,
And in this private Plot be we the firft,
That thall faluze our rightfull Soucrargne
With honor of his Birth-right co the Crowne.

Bath. Long liue our Soucraigne Rechard, Englands
King.

Yorke. We thanke you Lords:
But I amnot ycur King,till I be Crown'd,
And that my Sword be (fayn'd
Withheart-blood of the Houfe of Zancafler :
And that’s not fuddenly to be pezform’d,
But with aduice and filent fecrecie
Doc you as I doc inthefe dargerous dayes,
Wiake at the Duke of Suffolkes infolence,
At Beasfords Pride,at Somerfers Ambidion,
Ac Backingham,and all the Crew of them,
Till they haue fnar'd the Shepheard of the Flock,
That vertuous Price,the good Duke Hwmfrey
*Tis that they feehe; and they,ia fecking that,
Shall finde cheir deaths,if Torke can prophecie.
Satub, My Lo:d,breake we off; we know your minde
at full.
warw. My heart affures me that the Earle of Warwick
Shall one day make the Duke of Yorkea Kin%

Yorke. And Nen:llthis 1 doe affure my felfe,
Richard fhall liue to make the Earle of Warwick

- e —

¢ Sit.

T

Sownd Trumpets. Enterthe King and Siate,
with Guard,to banift the gnhfc.

King. Stand forth Dame Elawer Cobbum,
Glosters Wife :
In fight of God,and vs,your guilt is great,
Receiue the Sentence of the Law for finne,
Such as by Gods Booke are adiudg’d to death.
Youfoure fromhencr o Prifon,back againe;
From thence,vntot! . place of Execution:
The Witch in Smithfield thall be busnt to athes,
And you three fhall be firangled on the Gallowes.
You Madame, for you sre more Nobly borne,!
Detpoyled of your Honor in your Lite,
Shall,after chreg dayes open Penance done,
Liue in your Countrey here,in Banithament,
With Sir Jobn Stanlyis the Ile of Man,
Elravor. Welcome is Banithmenc,welcome wete my
Death. )
Gloft. Eliawor,the Law thou fecft hath judged thee,
I cannot iuflific whom the Law condemnes:
Mine eyes are full of teares, my heart of gricfe,
Ah Humfrey, this dithonor in thine age,
Will bring thy head with forrow ta the grounil,
I befeech your MaicRie giue meleaueto goe ;
Sorrow would follace,and mine Age would cafe.
King. Stay Humfrey, Duke of Glciler,
Ere thou goe, giue vp thy Staffe,
Henry will 1o himfelfe Prote&or be,
And God fhalt be my hope,my Rtay,my guide,
And Lanthoine to my feete:
And goc in peace, Humfrey, no leffe belou’d,
Then when thou wert Prote¢tor to thy King.
Queene. Ifecnoreafon,whyaKing of yeeres
Should be to be prote&led Like a Child,
&Godand King Henry governe Englands Realine :
Giue vp your Statfe,Sir,and che King hus Realime,
Cloff. My Staffe® Here,Noble Henry, is my Staffe:
Aswillingly doe ] the {ame refigne,
As cre thy Father Hewry made e mine
And even as willingly ae thy fecee I eaucie,
As othars would ambitiolly recciue e,
Farewell good King: when 1 am dead,and gone,
May honorable Peace attend thy Throne,
Exnt Glfter:
Queene, Why now is Hesry King and Mar g0 et Qeer,
And Humfrep, Duke of Glofter,fcarce himicite,
That beares fo fhrewd anfayme : ewo Pulls at once;;
His Lady banifht,and a Limbe lopt off.
This Statfe of Honor raughe,chere let st ftand,
Where it befd fits to be,in Flesrses hand.
Suff. Thus droupes this loftie Pyne, & hangs his fprayes,
T hus Elaners Pride dyes in her youngeft dayes,

The greateft man in England, but the King.
Cn T Exemnt.
-

Yo ke.Lords,let him goe,Pleafe it your Maicftie,
This 1s the day appointed for the Combat,
And readyare the Appellant and Defendant,
The Armorer snd his Man,to enter the Lifls,
So pleafe your Highneffe to behold the ﬁgh;.
sgene, 1,good my Lord: for purpofcly therctore
l.cf%l the Coﬁrt,to fe{ this Quanl',cllgry‘d{.
King.- AGods Name fec the Lyfls and Jll things fit,
Here letthem end it,and God defend theright,
Yerke, 1 neuer {aw a fellow worfe beftead,
Or more afraid to fight,then is the Appellant,
| The fesuant of shis Arruorer,my Lords. .
wter
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Enter at cne Doore the Armorer and bis Neighhors,drinking

e ——— e A

D .smme before bim , and bis Staffe, with a Sand-bagge
faftnedtost » and as the other Doore bis NMan, with a
I>rumme and Sand-b.gge,and Prentsces drimkmg to him.

1 Nesghbor. Here Ncighbour Hormer, 1 drinke to you
ina Cap of Sack ; and feare not Neighbor,you fhall dac
well enough,

2 Newzhbor. And here Neighbour,here’s 3 Cuppe of
Charneco. ‘

3.Neghbor. Andhere's aPot of good Double-Beare
Merghbor: drinke,and feare not your Man.

Armorer. Let it comeyfaith) and Lle pledge you all,
and afigge for Peter.

t Prent. Hete Peter,1 drinke to thee, and be not a-
fraid. .

2. Prent. Be merry Perer jand feare not thy Mafter,
Fight for credic of the Pienuices.

Peter. 1thanke you all:diinke,and pray for me, T pray
you, fot Ithioke 1 haue caken my laft Draughe in this
Worlds Here Robsr, and it [ dye,l give theemy Aporne;
and 4%, thou fhalt haue my Hammer : and here Tom,
take 2l the Movey that Thaue. O Lordblefleme. I pray
God, for I amncuver able to deale with thy Mafter, hee
hath learnt fo much fence alieady.

Salich. Come,leaue your drinking,and fall co blowes,
Sirrha,what's thy Name 2

Peter, Peter torfooth. '

Salisb, Peter? what more?

Peter. Thumpe.

.15'41;;5. Thumpe ? Then fee thou thumpe thy Mafter
well,

Armarer. Mallers, Tam come hither as it were vpon
my Mans infhigation, to proue him 3 Knaue,and my felfe
an honeftman: and touching the Duke of Yorke,I will
take my death, I neuer meant him any ill, nor the King,
nor the Queene : and therefore Peter haue at thee with a
downe-night biow.

Torke. Difpatchythis Knaues tongue begins to double.
Sound Trumpets,Alarum to the Combattants,
They fight, and Peter fFrskes buws downe.
_ Armorer. Hold Peter,hold, 1 confefle,| confefle Trea-
fon.
Yirke, Takeaway his Weapon: Fellow thanke God,
and the good Wine in thy Malters way.
Peter. O God,haue I ouercome mine Enemies in this
prefence? O Peter,thou haft preuayl’din righe.
King. Goe,take hence that Traytor from our fighe,
Fot by his death we doc perceiue his guils,
And God in Lutice hath reucal’d to ¥s
The truth and innocence of ths poore fellow,
Which he had thought to haue murther’d wrongfully,
Come fellow,follow vs for thy Reward,
Sonnd 8 flonrifp, Exennt.
Enter Duke Humfrey and bis Men in
Mowrming Cloakes.

Glsff. Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day 2 Cloud:
And afier Summer,euermore fucccedes ,
Basren Winter,with his weachfull nipping Cold ¢
So Cares and [oyes abound,as Seafons flect,
. | Sirs,what's 1 Clock ?
Sern, Tenne,ony Lord.

T he fecond Tart}[ Henry the Sixt.

ro iums [o ranch, that bee 1s drunke 5 and he enters wnh a |

17.9___~

Gloff. Tenncisthe houre that was appointed me,
To waich the comming of my pumifhe Dachefle:
Vaneath may hee endure the Fhiotie S-recte,

To treade them with her tender-feeling fezt,

| Sweet Neff,ll can thy Noble Minde 1biecke

The abiect People.gazing on thy face,

W ith enuious Lookes laughing at thy thame,

That crit did follow thy prowd Chariot-\ recles,
When thou didit nide in trinmph through tbe freets,
But foft, thinke fhe comes,and Lie prepare

My tcare-ftayn'd eyes,to fee her Mifeqies.

Enter the Duche(fe in a white Sheet and a4 Y aper
burr sng sm her hand wish the S b:rg"ci o “; -

dﬂd Oﬁ(.'lr (M . &

Sers, So pleafe your Grace, wee'le take hertiomotme

Shente, A
Glofler. No, Rirre not for your lies, let her paffe

by.

" Elyanor. Come you,my Lord,to fee my open (hame?
Now thou do’t Penance too, Looke how they gaze,
Sec how tire giddy mulutude doe point,

And nodde their heads,and throw their eyes on thee.

Ah Gloffer,hide thee from their hatefull lookes,

And m thy Clofet pent vp, rue my (hame,

And banne thine Enemics,both mine and thine.
Gloff. Bepacient,gentle Nek, forget this griefe.
Elsanor. Ab GloSter,teachme to forget my felfe:

For whilcft 1 tninke I am thy married Wife, ’

And thou a Prince, ProteQor of this Land;

Me thinkes I fhould not thus be led slong,

Mayl'd vp in (hame,with Papers on my back,

And follow’d with a Rabble, that reroyce

To fee my teares, and hieare my deepe-tec groanes.

The ruchieffe Flint doth cur my tender feer,

And when 1 Rarg,the enuious people laugh,

And bidme be aduifed how 1 treade.

Ah Humfrey,can I beate this fhamefull yoake?

Trowett thou,that ere Ile looke vpou the World,

Ot count them happy,that entoyes the Sunne ?

No: Darke thall be my Light,and Night iy Day.

To thinke vpon my Pompe, fhall be my Hell.

Somztime lle fay,1 am Duke Humsfreyes Wite,

And he a Prince,and Ruler of the Land:

Yet fo he rul'd,and fuch 2 Prince he was,

As be flood by,whileft Lis fortorne Duchefle,

Was made a wonder,and a pointing Rock

To euery idle Rafcall follower. )

But be thou milde,and bluth not at my thame,

Nor Ritre at nothing,till the Axe of Death

Hang ouer thee,as fure it fhortly will.

For Swffolke,he that can doe all i all K

With her,that hateth thee and hates vs all,

And Yorkz,and impious Beasford,chat falfe Prieft,

Haue all lym’d Bufhes to betray thy Wings,

And flye thou how thou canfi,they’le tangle thee,

But feare not thou,voull thy foot be fnar'd,

Nor neuer feck= preuention of thy foes,

Glofft. Ah Nek forbeare:thouaymeft all awrys ,

I muft offend,before I be attainted :

And had Itwentic times fo many foes,

And each of them had twentie times their powery

All thefe could not procure me any {cathe,

So long 1¢ I am loyall,true,and crimelefle

| Would'ft haue me refcue thee from this reproach?

n Why [

- ———
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Why yet thy fcandal were nos wipt away, . ,
But } indanger forthe breach of Law, u - \
Thy greateft helpe is quice,gentle Ned: ,
1 prag thee fort thy heast to paticoce,
Thelc few dayes wonder wiil be-quickly worne:
Entera Herald.

Her.] fummon.your Grace to his Maiefties Pacliament,

k olden at Bury,che firft of this next Maneth.
Glaff.And my conlent ne’se ask’d herein before ?

Tins 1s clofedesling. Well,1 will be theze.
My Nefl,1 take my leaue: and Mafter Sherife,
} Let not her Penance exceede the Kings Commiffion.
Sh. knd Ppleafe your Grace,here my Cammiffion ftayes:

| And Sir Zabs Stanly is appointed now,
I Totakeher with him to the Ile of Man.

Gloff. Muft you,Sir Johw,prote@® my Lady here?

Stanly, So am [ giuen 1n charge, may't pleafe your,
Grace.

Gloff, Entseat her notthe worfe,in that I pray
You vfe her well : the World may laugh againe,
And I mayliucto doe you Kirdnefle,it you doc it her,
And fo Sic Jobu,farewell, :

Elsanor. What, gone my Lord, and bid me not fare-
well ¢

. Tbe fecond Partaf Heney the Sixt.

That all the Court admir’d him for fubmiffion.
But nvect him now,and be ic in the Morne, -
When eviery ane will giue the time of day,

He knits his Brow,and fhewes an angry g
And pafleth by with fliffe vobowed Kncee,
Difdaining dutie thag to vs belongs.
Small Curres are not regarded when they gryane
‘But great men tremble when the Lyon rores, ’
And Hamfrep1s no little Man in England,

Firlt note,that he isneere you in dil%cm,

Auad fhould you fallhe is the next will mount.
~ Me fecmeth tien, it isno Pollicie,

Refpelting what a rancorous mirfde he beares,

And his aduantage following your deceafe,
Thathe fhould come about your Royall Petfon,
-Orbeadmitted to your Highnefle Counceil,

By flatteric hath he wonne the Commons heauts
And when he pleafc to make Commotion,

*T1s to be fear’d they ail will tollow him.

Now tisthejSpring.and Weeds are (hallow-roated,
Sufter them now,and they'le o' e-grow the Garden,
And choake the Herbes for want of Husbandry.
The reuerentcare I beare vato my Lord,

Mademe colle&t thefe dangers in the Duke,

Gloff. Wimefle my teares, I cannot fay to fpeake.
Fxst Glofer.
Elianor.Art thou gone to? all cownfort goc with thee,
Fornone abides with me : my loy,is Death;
Death,at whofe Name I oft haue beene afcal’d,
Becaufe I wifhd this Worlds eternities
Stanl.y,] prethee goe,and take me hence,

-{ 1 care not whither,for I begge no favor;

Onely conuey me where thou arg commanded.
Stanley. Why,Madame, thatistothe lie of Man,
There to be va'd according to your State,
E’anor, That's bad enough for I ambutreproach:
“And fhull I then be vs'd reproachfuily 2
Stardey.Like toa Ducheile,and Duke Humfrepes Lady,
According to that State you fhall be vs'd.
Eisamor. Sherife farewell,and better then J fare,
Althouzh thou hat beene Concuct of my thame,
Shersfe. Itismy Office,and Madame pardon me.
Elranor. 1,1 fareweliythy Ofhiceisdilcharg'd:

Stanley. Madame your Penance dene,
Throw off this Sheet,

And goe we to attyre you for our Tourney.

Elsanor. My fthame will not be (hifted wich my Sheet:
No.it will hang vpon iy richeft Robes,
And fhew it (elfe,ateyre me how I can.
Goe,lcade the way,l long to fce my Prifon, Exeunt

Sewnd a Senet. Enter King, Queene,Cardinall, Suffolke,
Torke,Buckingham,Salisbury ,and warwscke,
to the Parliament,
King. 1mufemy Lord of Glofteris not come:
*Tis nothis wont to be the hindmolt man,
What e’re occafion keepes him fromvs now.

Queene, Canyounot fee? or will ye not obferue
The firangeneffe of h's alter'd Countenance?

With what a Maicftie he beares himfelfe,
How infolent of late he 1s become,
How prowd,how peremptoric,and volike himfelfe,

Come Stanley,(hall we goe? i

If it be fond, call it a Womans feare
Which feare M becter Reafons can fupplant,
I will fubfcnibe,and fay T wrong'd the Duke,
My Lord of Suffolke. Backingham,and Yorke,
Reproue my allegation,if you can,
Or elfe canclude my words effeétuall.

Suf. Well hath your H ghneffe (eene into this Duke:
And had Ifirft beenc put to fpeake my minde,
I thinke I fhould haue told your Giaces Tale.
The Duchefte,by his fubornatiorn,
Vpon my Life be zan her diucllifhy praftifes ;
Or 1t be wéve not pritie to thote Faules,
Yet by reputing ot his higl difcent,
As next the King,he was fuccethue Heire,
And fuch high vaunts of his Nobilitle,
Did inthigate the Bedlam braine-fick Ducheffe,
By wicked meancs to fiaime our Soueraignes full.
Smooth runncs cne Water, where the Brooke 1s deepe,
Aad i his fimple {hew he harbours Treafon,
The Fox barkes not,when he would fleale the Lambe.
No,no,my Soueraigne,Glouffer is a man
Vnfounded yer,and full of deepe decert.

(ard. Did henot,contrary to forme of Law,
Deuife firange deatbs.for fmall offences done 2

Yorke. Anddidhenot,in his Prote&orfhip,
Leuic great fuommes of Money throughthe Realme,
For Souldiers pay in France,and never fent it ¢
By meanes whereof,the Townes each day reuolted,

Zuck_ Tut,thefe ace petty faults to faults vnknowne,
VWhich time will bring to hight in fmooth Duke Humfrey,

Kug, My Lords atonce: the care you hauc of vs,
Tomowe downe Thornes that would annoy our Foot,
Is worthy prayfe: but {hall I fpeake my conzicncc,
Our Kinfman Gloffer is as innocent,
From mez2mng Treafon to our Royall Perfon,
As is the fucking Lambe,or harmeleffe Doue:
The Duke 1s vertuous,milde,and too well giuen,
To dreame on euill ,or to worke my downefall,

Qs Ahwhat's more dangerous,then this fond affiance?

W e know the time fince he was milde and affable,
And if we did but glance a farre-off Looke,
Immediately he was vpon his Knee,

oy

Secmes he 2a Douc? his feathers are but borrow’d,
Forhee’s ditpofed as'the hatefull Rauen,

Is he a Lambe? his Skinne ts furcly lent him, c
ot
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For hee’s enclin’d as is the rauenous Wolues.
Who cannot fteale a thape,that meanes deceit?
Take heed,my Lord,the welfare of vsal|,
Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraudfull man.

Enter Somserfes.
Som. All health vato my gracious Soueraigne.
Kz, Welcome Lord Somerfer: What Newes from
France? -
Som. That all your Intete{t in thofe Territorics,
Is vetesly bereft you < all 1s loft,
; Ko, Cuid Newes,Lord Somerfer : but Gods will be
one. :
Torkes C-id Wewes for me: for 1 had hope of France,
As finacly as | hope for fertile England.
Thas are iy Bloflomes blafted in the Bud,
And Caterpillers cate imy Leaves away
But I will remedse this geare eac long,
Ot fell my Title tor 2 glorious Grauc,

Euzer Glonceer.
Glojf. Allhappinefic vnto my Lord the King:
Pardon,my Lizge,thac I hane ftay'd fo long,

Suff. Nay Giefler,know that thou are come too foone,
Vaulefle thou wert more loyall then thou are
1doearrcftthee of High Treafon here.

Glojt. \Vcll Swffolke, thou (halt net fee me blufh,
Nor change my Councenance for this Argeft:
A Heart vulpotced,is not cafily daunted.
The pureft Spring is not fo free from mudde,
AsTamcleare from Treafon to my Souenigne,
Who canaccufeme? whereinam [ gusucy
Yorke. Tis thoughe,my Lord,
t That you rooke Bribes ot France,
' Aud being Protector, iay'd che Souldiers pay,
By meanes wiereof,bis Highneffe hach Ioft France,
Cloff, Isibutthougi o ?
Whatarethey thatthinkeic?
I neucrrob’d the Souldiers of their Pay,
+ >lor exer had one penny Bribe from France,
Sohelpeme God,as I haue watche the Night,
IN1ght by Night.in ftudying good for England,
That Doyt that ere 1 wrefted foom the King, *
Or 2ny Groat I hoorded to my vie,
Bebroughtagamft me at my Tryallday. -
No: many a Pound of mine owne proper ftorc,
Becaufe 1 would not caxe the needie Commous,
Hauc 1 dif-purfed to the Garnfons,
Andneucrask’d for reftitution,
Card. It ferucs you well,my Lord,to fay fo much.
Glof. I {ay nomore then truth, (o helpe me God.
Torke. Inyour Proteftor(hip, you did devife
Strange Tortures for Offendors,neuer hicard of,
That finghnd was defam’d by Tyrantie.

Gloft. W hy 'tiswell known,that whiles I was ProteQor,
Pictie was all the fault chae was inme .
For I fhould melt at an Offendors teares,

And lowly words were Ranfome for their fault:
Vuleffe it were abloody Murtherer,
Or foule felanious Theefe,that fleec’d poore paffengers,
Incuer gauethem condigne punuhment.
Murther indeede that bloodie finne, 1 tortur’d
Aboue the Felon,or what Trefpas elfe,

Suff. My Lord,thefe faples are eafie,quickly anfwer'd :
But mighuer Crimes are lay’d vato your charge,
Whereof you cannot cafily purge yous felfe,

\

I doe arreft you in his Highneffe Name,
And here commit you to my Lerd Cardinall
| Tokeepe,vnull your furcher time of Tryall.

King. My Lotd of Glofter, tis my [peciall hope,
That you will cleare your felfe from all fufpence,
My Conf{cience tells me you arc innocent,

Gloft At gracious Lord,thefe dayes are dangerous:
Vertue is choakt with foule Ambition,

And Chantie chas’d hence by Rancours hand ;
Foule Subornation 1s predominane,
And Equitie exil d your Highne(Te Land,
I know,their Complot is to haue my Life
Andif my death might make this Jland happy,
And prouethe Period of their Fyraanie,
1wo.ld expend it withall willgneffe,
Lot mine 1s made the Prelogue to their Play
For thanfands more,that yee fufpe& no penll,
Wiilnor conclude their plotted Tragedie,
Beuafords red fparkling eycs blab his heares mallice,
Ard Safolks cloudic Brow his (tarmie hate s
Sharpe Buckingham vnburchens with his tongue,
The cnuious Load chat lyes vpoo his heare ;
Anddogged Yorke,thatréaches at the Moone,
Whofcoucr-weening Arme ) haue plucke back,
By falle accufe doth leucll acmy Life, _ .
Aad you,my Saueraigne Lady, with therelt,
Caufelefle haue lay’d difgraces on my head,
And with your beit endeuour haue irr'd vp.
My licfe(t Licge tobe nune Eneme i
1,all of you hauelay’d your heads togecher, g
My felte had notice of your Conuenticles,
Andallto make away my gwilcleffe Life.
I thall not want falfe Witae(le,to condemne me, -
Nor ftore of Treafons,to augment my guilt :
The ancient Prouerbe wili be well etfcc%cd,

t A Seaffe is quickly found to beataDogge.

Card. My Licge,his rayhing is intollcrable.

It thofe chat carc ro keepe your Royall Perion
[rom Treafons fecret Kuife,a0d Trayrors Rage,
Bz chus vpbrayded,chid,and rated ar,

And the Offcudor graunted fcope of {peech,
"Fwillmakethem coole in 2eale vito your Grace.

Suj.Hath he not twit our Soueraigne Lady here
Withigncminious words,though Claskely coucht 2
Asif fhe had fuborned fome to {weare
Falfe allegations,to o’rethrow his ftate,

Qu. But I can giuethe loler feaue to chide.

Glof.Farretruer fpoke thenmeant: I lofeindeeds,
Befhcew the winnets, for they play’d me falfe,

And well {uch lofers may haue leaue to fpeake. '

Buck. Hee'le wreft the fence,apd hold vs hese all day.”
Lord Cardinall,he is yous Prifoner.

Card,Sivs take away the Duke,and guard him fure.

GlosF, Ah,thus King Henry throwes away his Crucch,
Before his Legges be fisme to beare his Body.

Thus is the Shepheard beaten from thy fide,

And Wolnes are gnarling,who {Eall goaw thee fisft,

Ab that my feare were falfe, ah that it were

For good King Henry thy decay I feare.  Exit Gloffer,
" King.My Lords,whatto your wifdomes feemeth beft,
Doe,or vadoe.asif our felfe werc here.

HSueene. Whae,will your Highneffe leaue the Parlia.
ment ?

King. 1 Margares: my heartis drown’d with griefe,
Whofgc floud begins to lowe withinmine eyes;

My Body round engyre with aiferie :
na

For
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Ah Vnckle Humfrey, inthy face I fee
The Map of Honor,Tiuth,and Loyaltie :
And yet, good Husmfrey,1s thehoure to come,
Thatere I prou’d thee falfe,or fear’d chy faich,
What lowring Starre now enuiesthy eRate ?
_That thefe great Lovrds,and Marearet our Queenc,
Doe fecke fubncrGon of thy harmeleffe Life,
b Thou neuer did(t them wrong,norno man wrong:
And as the Butcher takes away the Calfe,
Andbinds the Wreich,and beats it when it ftrayes,
Bearing it to the bloody Slawughter-houfe;
Euen fo remotfeletle haue they borne him hence
And 25 thie Damme runnes lowing vpand downe,
Looking the way her harmelefle young onc went,
And can doe naughe but wayle her Darlings lofle;
Euen {o my felfe bewayles good Gloffers cgle '
With {ad vnhelpefull teares, and with dimn’d eyes;
Looke after him,and cannot doe him goed :
Somightic are hisvowed Enemies,
His forcunes I will weepe, and twixt each groane,
Say,who's a Traytor ? Glefter he is none, Exit.

Omneene. Free Lords: ’
| Cold Snow melts with the Sunnes hot Beames ;
Henry,my Lord,is cold in great Affaires,
Too full of foolifh pittic : and Gloffers thew
Beguiles him,as the mournefull Crocodile
With forrow fnares relenting paffengers ;
Or as the Snake,roli’d in a flowring Banke,
With thining checker'd flough doth tting a Child,
That for thcicautie thinkes it excellent.
Belecue me Loids,were none more wifethen [,
And yet herein Liudge mine owne Wit good ;
This Glofer {hould be quickly rid the World,
To rid vs from the feare we haue of him.

(ard. Thathe thould dye,is worthie pollicie,
But yet we want 2 Colour for his death ;
*T1s meet hebe condemn’d by courle of Law,
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For what's morc_mifc_r‘abl:d;;n'[)i('comcm? o \ .

Lueene, Thrice Noble Suffolke,'tis
Swff. Not refolute,except fo much were done,
.Forthings are often fpoke, and feldome meant,
Buc that my heart accordeth with my tongue,
Seeing the decd is meritorious,
Aud o preferue my Soucraigne from his Foe,
Say but the word,and I will be his Prieft,

Card.But Twould haue him dead,my Lord of Suffolke
Ere you can take due Orders for a Prieft ; ’
Say you conifent,and cenfure well the deed,

And Ie prouide his Exceutioner,

I'tender {o the fafetic of my Liege.
Suffe Hereis my Hand,the deed is worthy doing,
Hucene. Andfofayl. .
Torke, And1:andnow we three have fpoke i,

It skills not greatly who impugnes our doome.

refoll]t—cly f];kc, '

Enter 4 Pofte,

Poff.Great Lords,from Ireland am I come atnaine,
To hignifie,that Rebels there are vp,
And put the Englithmer: voto the Sword,
Send Succours(Lords)and ftop the Rage betime,
Before the Wound doe grow vncurable :
For being greene,there is great hope of helpe,
Card. A Breach that craues a quick expedient floppe.,
What counfaile giue you in this weightie caufe?
Torke, That Somerfer be fent as Regent thither ;
"Tis meet that lugkie Ruler be imploy’d,
Witnefle che fortune he hath had in France.
Som. 1f Yorke,with ull his farre-fet pollicie,
Had beene the Regent there,in fiead of me,
Heneuer would haue Ray'd in France fo long,
Yorke.No,uot to lofe 1t all,as thou haft done,
Trather would hane loft my Life betmes,
Then bunraburthen cf dis-honour honye,
By ftaying thare fo long,ull il were Joft,
Sicw me one skarre, charaller’d on thy Skinae,

Suff. 3utin my minde,that wereno pollicic:

The King will labour fill to fauc his Life,

The Commons haply rife,to faue his Life;

And yet we haue but triusall argument,

More then miftruft,cthat fhewes him worthy death,
Yorke. So that by this,you would not hauc hiin dye,
Soff. Ah Yorke,no man aliue,fo fainc as I {
Yorke. 'T1s Yorke that hathmore reafon for his death,

Butmy Lord Cardinall,and you my Losd of Suffolke,

Say asyou thinke and freake st from your Soules :

Wer'tnotall one, anemptie Eagle were fer,

To guard the Chicken froma hungry Kyte,

As place Duke Humfrey for the Kings Prote@or 2
Queene So the poote Chicken fhould be fure of death,
Suff. Madame 'tis true : and wer’t not madneffe then,

To make the Fox furueyor of the Fold ?

Who being accur'd a crafue Murtherer,

His gwlt inould be but idly pofted ouer,

Becaufc his purpofe is not execured,

Ne:lethim dye,in that heisaFox,

By natute prou’d sn Encmie to the Flock,

Before his Chaps be fuyn’d with Crimfon blood,

As Humfrey prou'd by Reafonsto my Licge.

And doe not ftand on ullets how to flay him:

Be it by Gynoes,by Snates,by Subtlctie,

Sleeping,or Waking,'tis no matter how,

Solie be dead; for that s good deceit,

Which mates him firft that fir@ intends decei.

Meons flefh prefera’d fo whole,doc feldome winne.
Lu. MNay then,this fparke will proue a raging fire,
If Wind and Fuellbe brought, tofeed it with:
No morg,good Yorke; fweet Somerfet be Rill,
Thy fortune Yorke, hadft thou beene Regene there,
Mighie happily baue prou’d farre worfe then his.
Yorke. What,worfe thennaughe ? nay,then o fhame
takeall.
Seinerfer, And in the number, thee, that witheft
fhame.
Card. My Lotd of Yurke,trie what your fortune is:
Th'vncivill Kernes of Ircland arein Armes,
And temper Clay with blood of Englithmen.
To Ircland will youleade a Band of men,
Colleéed choycely,from each Countie fome,
And trie yaur hap agam(t the Irifbmen ¢
Torke. 1will,myg Lord, fopleafe his Maieftie,
Swff. Why,our Authoritie is his confent,
And what we doe eftablifh he confirmes :
Then,Noble Yorke,take thou this Taske in hand,
Torke. 1am content; Prouide me Souldierss, Lords,
Whiles I take order for mine ownc affaires.
Suf. A charge,Lord 2orke,that I will fee perform’d.
‘Butnow returne we to the falfe Duke Humfrey.
Card. Nomoreof him ; for I will deale with him,
That henceforth he fhall trouble vs no more:

And fo breske off,the day is almoft fpent,
l Lord Suffolke,you and I muft talke of that cuent,
Yorke. My

P

II1.i. 201 —326
486



|

e,

k

Terke. My Lord of Suffollc,wit"in fourctzene dayes
At Dnftow [ expet my Souldiers,
For there He fh ppe them all tor Treland,
Suff. lle tceiiruly done,my Lord of Yotke, Fxennt.
Maxet Yorke,
Torlr Now Yorke orncuer,fieele thy feacfull thoughts,
And c'1ange mr{doubr to refolution ;
Be chatthou liop’@t to be,or what thou art 3
Refigne to death it 1s not worth th'emoying:
Leepale-tac’s fearc keepe with the meane-borne man,
And findenoharborina Royall heare,
Falter thé Spring-time thuw:es,comesthoght onthoght,
And not a thoughe, but thinkes on Dignicie.
My Brovne,morc bufic then the laboring Spider,
Weauss tedious Snares to trap mine Enemies.
Well Nobics,well: tis politikely done,
To fend e packing withan Hoatt of men:
I feare me,you but warme the {terued Snake,
Who chendhtinyour brealts,will flina your hearts,
"Twas men [lackt,and you will give them me ;
Itahe st hindly: yer bewellaffur'd,
You put harpe Weapons ina mad-mans hands,
Whales 1o Treland nousifh amightie Band,
Iwill flirre vp 1o England fome black Storime,
Shall blowe tenthoufand Soules to Heauen,or Hell
Andthis fell Tempefl fhall not ceafe torage,
Viull the Golden Circuit on my Head,
Like to the glotious Sunnes tranfparant Beawcs,
Doecalme the furic of this mad-bred Flawe,
And for amimfter of my intent,
I haue feduc’d a head-ftrong Keneitharan,
Jobn Cade of Afhtord,
Tomake Commbotion,as full weltle can,
Vaderche Title of lohn M ortimer.
1n ireland hanie I feene this flubborne Cade
OppoletnmtelfeagnnitaTroupe of Kernes,
Andtouchefolony nll thachis thighes with Dares
Wercal moft ike a tharpe-quli’d Porpentine s
Andatheend bemg refcued,l haue feene
Him caprevprighe like a wilde Mornifco,
Shaking the blocdy Darts,as he hus Bells.
Full often like a thag-hayr'd crafuie Kerne,
Hath he conucifed withi the Encmie,
And vadifcouet’d,come to me againe,
And given me notice of their Villanies.
This Dewil here (1.all be my fubttitute
For that Jchu dlortsimer which now is dead,
In face,in gate,in {peech he doth refemble.
By this,I fhall percerue the Commons minde,
How they affeét the Houfe and Clayme of Yorke.
Say he betaken,racke,and tortured;
1 know,no paine they caninfhict vpon him,
Will make him {ay,1 mou'd him to thofc Armes.
Say that he thriue, a8 ’tis greac ke he will,
Why then from Treland conie I with my firength,
And respe the Harue®t which that Rafcall fow’d.
For Humfrey ; being dead,as he (hall be,
And Henry put aparc: the next for me, Exit.
Enter o or three ruuning oner the Stage, frim the
Muriber of Duke Humfrey.
1. Runneto my Lord of Suffolke : let him know
We haue difpatche the Duke,as he commanded,
3. Oh,that it were to doe : what hauec we done ?
Didt euer heare aman fopenitent?  Ewrer Swifolke.
2. Hete comes my Lord.
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Sw.
1. 1,mygood LotJ,hee’sdead. :
Suff. Why that’s weil (aid.Goe,get pou to my Houfe,
I will reward you for chis venturous deed:
The King and all the Peeres arc here 3¢ hand.
Haue you layd farre the Bed ? Is all things weell,
According as I gaue direCtions ?
1. 'Tis,my good Lord.
Suff. Away,be gone, Exennt.
Sownd Trampets. Enter the King the Qnecre,
Cardsmall Suffolke Somer[ct with
Attzndants,
King. Goe call our Virckle co our prefence ftraighe:
Say,we intend totry his Grace o day,
If he be guiltie as ‘tis pubtifthed,
Suf. llecall him prefently,myNoble Lord.  Evir,
Kmg. Lordstake your places: and I pray youall
Proceed no firaiter ‘gainft out Vackle Gloffer,
Then from true euidence,of good efteeme,
Hebeapprou'd in prathiie culpable.
Oueene.God forbid any Malice thould preayle,
That favltlefle may condemne a Nobleman :
Pray God he may acquit him of fulpition,
Kng. lthanke thes Ve, thefc wordes content mee
much,
Enter Sufaike.
H»w now? why look’(t thou paie? why trembleft thou?
Where1s our Vacklei what's the matcer Swfolke !
Saff. Deadinius Bed,my Loid: Glajfer is dead,
Queene, MairyGod forfend.
Card. Gods fecret Judgement: Tdid dreame t2Nighe,
The Duke was dumbe,and could not fpeake a word.
Kmg [oxnmds.
. 3‘9\- How fares my Lord 2 Hclpc{ord s,the King is
cad,
Som. Rerc vp his Body,wring lim by the Nofe,
Ow.Runae,qoe helpe,helpe.Oh Heary ope thinc eyes,
suf. He doth reniue againe, Madaine be pauent.
Kmg. OhHeauenly God.
u.How fares my gracious Lord??
Suff. Comfort my Soueraigne, gracious Hesry com-
fort.
Kz \Vhat,doth my Lord of Suffolke comfore me?
Came he nightnow to fing a Rauens Note,
\Whofe difinall tune berett my Vitall powres:
And thinkes he,thace the chirping of a Wizen,
Bv ctying comfart from a hoilow breaft,
Can chafe away the firft-conceived found?
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugred words,
Laynotthy handsonme: forbeare I {ay,
Their touch affrights me as a Serpents fling,
Thou balcfull Meflenger,out of my fighe :
Vpon thy eye-balls,murderous Tyrannie
Sits in gnm Maiefiie,to fnghe the World.
Looke not vpon me,forthinc eyes are wounding ;
Yer doe not goe away ¢ come Bafiliske,
And kill the innocent gazer with thy fight :
For in the fhade of death,1 fhall findc ioy ;
In life,but double death,now Gloffer’s dead.
Queene, Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolke thus ?
Although the Duke was enemie to him,
Yet he moft Chriftian.like laments his death:
And for my felfe,Foe as he wastome,
Might liquid teares,or heart-offending groancs,
Or blood-confuming fighes recall his Lifes

ns I
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I would be blindewith weeping, ficke with groues, {
Loake pale as Prim-rofe with blood-drinking fighes,
And all to haue che Noble Duke aliue.

What know I how the world may decme of me?
Foritis knowne we were but hollow Friends ;
Itmaybe iudg'd I made the Duke away,

So fhall my name with Slanders tongt:e be weunded,
And Princes Courts be fill'd with my reproacn :
This get I by bis dcath : Aye me vohappie,

Tobea Queene, and Crown’d with intamie.

Kmg. Ahwoceismcfor Glofter, wretched man.
ueen, Be woe for me, more wretched then he is,

What, Doft theu turne away, and hide thy face?
I'amno loath{fome Leaper, looke onne.

What? Artchoubke the Adder woxen deafe ?
Bepoyfonous too, and hill thy forlorne Queene,

Is all thy comfort fhutin Glofiers Tombe ?

Why then Dame Elianor was necre thyioy.

Erect his Statue, and worthip it,

And make my Iinage buc an Ale-houfe figne,

Was I for thisnye wrack’d vpon the Sea,

And twice by agkward winde from Erglands banke
Droue backe againe vato my Natiue Clime. *

What boaded this ? but well fore-warning winde
Did feeme to fay, fecke not a Scaspions Neft,

Not fet no footing oa this vnkinde Shore.

What did I then ? But curft the gentle gufts,

And he that Idos’d them forth their Brazen Caues,
And bid them blow towards Englands blefled fhore,
Or turne our Sternc vpon a dreadfull Rocke -

Yet Aolus would not be a murtherer,

But left that hatefull office vnto thee.

The pretty vaulting Sea refus’d to drowne me,
Knowing that thou would(t haue ine drown’d on thore
With teares as falt as Sea, through thy vnkindneffe,
The fplitting Rockes cowr’d in the finking fands,
And would not dath me with theirragged fides,
Becaufethy flinty heart more hard then they,
Mightin thy Pallace, perith Elsanor.

As farre as I could ken thy Chalky Cliffes, i
"| When from thy Shore, the Tempeft beate vs backe,
I ftood vpon the Harches in the ftosmne:

And whenthe duskie sky, began to rob

My earneft-gaping-fight of thy Lands view,

I tooke acotily Icwell from my necke,

A Hare it was bound in with Diamonds,

Aundthrew it towards thy Land : The Sea receiu’die,
And fe J wifh’d thy body mightmy Heart :

And euen with this, I loft faire Englands view,
Andbid mine eyes be packing with my Hearr,

And call'd them blinde and duskic Spe&aclcs,

For loofiag ken 6f .Albions withed Coalt,

How often haue I tempted Suffolkes tongus

(The agent of thy foule inconflancic)

To fit and watch me as Afcanss did,

When he to madding Dide would vnfold

HisFachers A&s, commenc’d in burning Troy.

Aw I'notwitchelike her > Or thon not faife like him ?
Ayeme, I canno more: Dye Elmor,
For Henry weepes, that thou Joft liue fo long.

Noyjewitbin.  Enter Warwicke, and m
)
Commaons.,

Ivar. Itisreported, mighty Soucraigne,
That good Duke Humfrey Trasteroufly 1s murdred
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By Suffolke, and the Carding)l Beanfords meanes ;
The Commons like an angry Hiue of Bees

That want their Leader, l%aner vpand downe
And care not who they fling in his reuenge. ’
My felfe haue calm’d cheir fplcenfoll mutinie,
Vntill they heare the ceder of his death,

King. Thathe is dead good Warwick, tistoo true,
Buthow he dyed, God knowes, rot Hexry :

Enterhis Chamber, view his breathlefle Corpes
And comment then vpon his fodaine death,

War. That(hall I domy Liege; StaySalsburie
With the rude multitude, till I returne,

King.O thou thatiudgeft all things, ftay my thoghts:
My thoughts, thatlabour to perfwade my foule,

Some violent hands were laid on Humfrres life :

If mv fufpeét be falfe, forgiue me God,

For wdgement onely doth belong to thee :

Eainc would I goto chafe his palie lips,

With twenty thoufand kifles,and to draine

Vpon his face an Ocean of falt teares,

To tell my loue vnto his dumbe deafe trunke,

And with my fingers feele his hand, vofeeling :

But allinvaineare thefe meane Obfequics,
Redput forth,

And to furuey his dead and earthy Image:

What were it but to make my ferrow greater ¢

arw. é:czjmc hither gracious Soucraigne, view this

ody.
King, That{s to fee how deepe my graue is made,
For with hus foule fled all my worldly folace;
For fecing b, T 1ee my hfc in death.

war. Asfurcdv ac mys foule intends to line
With that dread King thattouke our fate vpen him,
To freevs from b Fardiers wrathfull curfe,
I do bedeeue thac violenchands were laid
Vpon thelife of chis th-ice-famed Duhe.

Suf. A dreadtull Oadh, fw orne with a folemn tongue:
Wharin{tance gues Lotd Warwicke for hisvow,

war. Sce how the blood is fetled in his face.
Ofthaue I fcene aumely-parted Ghoft,

Ofafhy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefle,
Beiig alidefcended to the labouting heart,

Who :nthe Confli& chatit holds with death,

Atirscts the fap-e for aydance ‘gaint the enemy,
Whicn vith the heart there cooles, and ne’re returneth,
Toblafh and beautifie the Cheeke againe.

Bt fee, hus face is blacke, and full of blood ;

His eye-bales further out, thaw when he lived,

Stanng tul ¢itly, bke s frangled man :

His hayre vprear'd, his nofirils fireccht with firugling :
His hands abroad difplay’d, as one that grafpe

And rugg’d for Life, and was by ftrength qudndc,

L soke onthe fhicets nis naire (you fee) is thcking,

His well propoztion'd Beard, made ruffe and rugged,
L:ke to the Summers Corne by Tempeft lodged:

It cannot be but he was murdred heere,

The leaft of allthefe fignes were probable.

Suf.Why Warwicke, who thould do the D.to death?
My fclfe and Beaufordhad him 1n protectron,

And we Lhope fir; are no murtherers.

#War. Butborh of you were vowed D, Humfries fots,
And you (forfoqth) had the good Duke ro ke epe:
Tislike you would nat fesft him hike a friend,

And "tis well feene, he found sn enemy.

Luen. Thanyoubelike fufpe@ thefe Noblemen,
As guilcy of Duke Hagsfris timelefle death,

War,
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warw. Who finds the Heyfer dead,and bleeding ficih,
And fees faft-by, a Butcher with an Axe,
But will fufpe,’twas he that made the flaughter 2
Who finds the Partridgein the Puctocks NeR,
But may imagine how the Bird was dead,
Although the Kyte foare with vabloudied Beake ?
Euen fo fufpitious is this Tragedie,

Qwn, Are you the Butcher Swffolk>where’s your Knife?
Is Beanford earm’d a Kyte? where are his T'allons?

Sxff. 1weare noKaife,to flaughter {leeping men,

But here’s a vengefull Sword,rutted with eafe,

That fhall be fcowred in his rancorous heare,

That flanders me with Musthers Crimfon Badge.
Say,it thou dar't,prowd Lord of \Varw»ckfﬁuc,
That Iam faultie in Duke Humfreyes death.

Warw. What dares not #arwick, if fallc Saffo/ke dare
him 2

% He dares not calme his contumclious Spirie,
Nor ceafe to be anarrogant Controller,

Though Suffelke dare him twentie thoufand times.
#Warw. Madame be (il : with reuerence may 1 fay,
For cuery word you fpeakein his behalfe,

Is flander to your Royall Digpitie.

Suff. Blunt-witted Lord,ignoble in demeanor,

1f euer Lady wrong'd her Lord fo much,

Thy Mother tooke into het blamefull Bed

Some fterne vntutur'd Churle s and Noble Stock

Was graft with Crab.tree flippe, whofe Fruit thouare,
And neuer of the NVeni/s Noble Race.

Warw But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee,
And I thould rob (Re Deaths-man of his Fee,
Quitting thee thereby of tenthoufand thames,

And that my Soueraignes prefence makes me milde,
1 would, falfe murd'rous Coward,on thy Knee
Make thee begge pardon for thy paffed fpeech,
Aad fay,it was thy Mother that thou meant'ft,
That thou thy felfe waft borne in Baftardic;
And after all this fearefull Homage done,
Giuethee thy hyre,and fend cliy Soule to Hell,
Pernicious blood-fucker of {leeping men.
S#f. Thou thalebe waking,while I thed thy blood,
If from this prefence thou dar’ft goe with me,

Warw.Aw1y euennow,or I will drag thee hence:
Vnworthy though thou art,1le cope with thee,

And doc fome feruice to Duke Humfreyes Gholt,
Exennt.

Kmg, What (tronger Bre(t-plate them a heart vatainted ?

Thrice is he arm’d,that hach his Quarrell iuft;
And he but naked though lockt vp in Stecle,
Whofe Confcience with Iniuflice 1s corrupted,

A noyfe withn,
Queeme.. What noyfe is chis ?

Ewter Suffolke and warwicke, with their
Weapons drawne,

King. Whyhow now Lords ¢
Your wrachfull Weapons drawne,
Here in our prefence ? Dare you be fo bold ?
Why what tumultuous clamor haue we here ?
Sxff. The trayt’rous warmick ,with the men of Bury,
Sex all vpon me, mightie Soueraigne.

Enter Salisbwry.

Salish. Sirs fand apart, the King fhall know fon:
minde.

|
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Dread Lord,the Commons {end you word by me,
Valeffe Lord Suffelke ftraight be done to death,

Ot banifhed faire Englands Territories,

They will by violence teare him from your Pallace,
And toreure him with grieuous lingring death,

Tuey fay, by him the good Duke Humsfrey dy'de :

They {37,1n him they feare your Highnefle death;
And mecre inthin&t of Loue and Loyaltie,

Free feom a (fubborne oppofite intent,

Asbeing thought to contradi& your liking,

Mualkes the.. thus forward in his Banithment.

They fay.in care of your moft Royall Perfon,

Thac it your Heghoeffe thould intend to flecpe,

And charge,thacno man fhould difturbe your refty
Inpame of your diflike,or paine of death;

Yet notwichflanding fuch a frait Edi&,

Were there a Serpent feene,with forked Tongue,

That {lyly glyded towards your Maicthie,

It were but necefflarie you were wak'e:

Leaft being fuffer'd in chat harmefull flumber,

The mortal! We:me might make the {leepe eternall.

Andthercfore doe they cry, though you forbid,

That they will guard you, where you will,or o,

From fuch fell Serpents as falle Suffolke . ;

Wizh whofe inuenomed and fatall fhing,

Your louing Vackle,iwentie tuimies his worth,

They fay is fhamefully berefe of life.
Commonswitlm. Anantwer from the King, my Lord

of Salisbury
Su#F.'Tis ike the Commons,rude vnpoh(h: Hudes,

Could ferd fuch Mcffage to their Soveraigoe;

Bur you,my Lord,were glad tobe imploy’d,

To thew how queint an Orator you aie.

But all the Honor Sal:sbury hath wonne,

Is,chat he was the Lerd Embaflador,

Sent from a fort of Tinkeis to the King,
withn. An anf{wer tzom the King, or wee will all

breake in.

Kmg. Goe Salishury,and tell themall fram me,

I thanke them for their tender louing care 3

And bad I not beene cited fo by them,

Yet did I purpofe as they doe enrreat:

For fure,ny thoughts doe hourely prophecie,
Mifchance vnto my State by Swffo/kes meancs.

And therefore by his Maieftic { fweaie,

Whofe farre-vnworthie Deputie I am,

He fhall not breathe infe&ion in this ayre,

But three dayes longer,on the painc of death,
9u. Oh Henry let me pleade for gentle Suffolke.
King Vngentte Queenc,to call him gencle Swffolke.

No moreI {ay: if thou do’ft pleade for him,

Thou wilt but adde encreale vnto my Wrath,

Had I but {ayd, I would haue hept my Word;

But when 1 {weare, it is irreuocable :

If after three dayes fpace thou here bee'®t found, -

On agy ground that I am Rauler of,

The Wo:ld fhall not be Ranfome for thy Life.
Co.ne Warwicke.come good Warwicke,goc with mee,
1 haue great marters to impart to thee, Exit.

Own. Mifchance and Sorrow goe along with you,

Hearts D:fcontent, and fowre Affhétion,

¥ Be play-fellowes to keepe you companie :

There’s two of you, the Deuill make athird,

And three-fold Vengeance tend vpon your fieps
Saff. Ceafe,gentle Queene,thefc Execrations,

And lec thy Snﬂ'ogllq take his heapie leaue.

me.i’y: b
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Qween, FyeCoward woman, and foft hared wretch,

Ha( thou not fpirit to curfe thine enemy.

suf. A plaguevpon chem : whercfore fhould I curffe
them?

Would curfes kill, 2s doth the Mendrakes grone,

I would inuent as bitter {earching termes,

As curft, as harfh, and hotrible to heare,

Deliver'd fRrongly through my fixed tecth,

With full as many fignes of deadly hate,

As leane-fac’d enuy 111 her loathfome caue.

My tongue {hould Rumblé in minz: earneft words,

Mine eyes (hould fparkle like the beaten Flint,

Mine haize be fixtan end, as cne diftracts

I,eueryioynt fhould feeme to curfe and ban,

And euen now my burthen’d heare would breake

Should I not curie thear. Poyfon be their drinke,

Gall, worfe then Gall, the dainticft chat they tafte

Their fweeteft hade,a groue of Cyprefle Trees :

Their checfelt Profpect, murd’ting Bafiliskes :

Their fofteflt Touch,as fmart as Lyzards flings:

Their Muficke, frightfull as the Serpents hifle,

And boading Screech-O wles, make the Confort full.

All the foule terrors in darke feated hell

. Enough fweet Suffolke,thou torment'ft thy felfe,

And thefe dread curfes like the Sunne ‘gainft glaffe,

Or like an ouer-charged Gun, recoile,

And tarnes the force of them ypon thy felfe.

Suf. Youbad me ban, and will you bidme lcaue?

Now by the ground that1am banifbd from,

Well could I curfeaway 2 Wintersnight,

Though fanding naked ona Mountaine top,

Where byting cold would neuer let grafle grow,

And thinke 1c but a minute fpentinfpore.

4. Oh, let meintreatthee ceale,giueme thy hand,

That [ may dew it withmy mourn{ulltes ¢

Nor let the raine of heauen wet thus place,

To wath away my wotull Monuments,

Oh, could this ke be printed inth hand,

That choumight'it thinke vpon thefe by the Seale,

Through whom a thoufand fighcs are breath'd tor thee.

So get thee gone, that Tmay konow my greefe,

Tis buc furmiz’d, whiles thouart ftandwng by,

As one that fuifets, thinking onawant:

I will tepealethee, or be well affur’d,

Aducnruce to be bamfhed my felte :

And baaifhed Lam, if but fromthee.

Go, fpeake nottome;; eucn now be gone,

Oh gonot yet. Euenthus, two Fitends condemn’d,

Embrace, and kifle, and take cen thoufand leaucs,

Loather 2 hundred times to parc thendye;;

Yet now farewcll, and farewell Life with thee.

Suf. Thusis poore Suffolke tensimes banifhed,

Ouce by the King, 2nd three times thrice by thee,

*Tsnot the L.aud | care for, wer’t thou thence,

A Wildernefle is populous enough,

So Suffolke had thy heaucnly company :

For where thou art, there is the Worlde felfe,

With eucry fcucrall plzafure in the World:

Aud where thouait not, Defolation,

I canno more : Liuethou toivy thy life;

My (clfe no ioy in noughe, but that thou liv’ft,

-

Enter Fanx,

L uewne. Whether goes Vaux fo fat? Vwhat newes ¥
pre shee?

_ The fecond Part of Henyythe Sixt.
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[ Can I make men line where chey willor no ?.

Uanx, To fignifie voto his Maicfly,
That Cardinall Beanford is at point of desth :

For fodainly a grecuois ficknefle tocke him,

That makes him gaspe, and flare, and cacch the aire,
Blafpheming God, and curfing men on earth.
Sometime he talkes, as if Duke Hwmfrses Ghoft
Were by his fide« Sometime, he calles the King,
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him,

The fecrets of his ouer-charged foule,

And 1am fencto tell his MaieRie,

That euen now he cries alowd for him.

Qn. Go tell this heauy Meflage to the King.  Exit
Ayeme! What is this World? What newes are thefe?
But wherefore greeue I 3t an houres poore Joffe,
Omitting Suffolkes exile, my foules Treafure ?

Why onely Suffolke mourne I not for thee ?

And withthe Southerne clouds, contend in teares?
Theirs for the earths encreafe, nnne for my forrowes.
Now get thee hence,the King thou know'li is cornming
If thou be found by me, thou arc but dead. ’

Swf. 1f1depart from thee, I cannot live,

And in thy fight to dye, what wereit elle,

But like 2 pleafantflumber in thy lap?

\ Heere conld I breath my (oule into the ayre,
Asmilde and gentle as the Cradle-babe,

Dying with mothe:s dugge betweene it’s lips.
Where from thy fight, I thouldberaging mad,
And cry out for thee to clofe vp mineeyes s

To hauc thee with thy lippes to Rop my mouths
So fhould’Rt thou eyther curne my fiying foule,
Or 1 houldbreatheitfo intothy body,
Andthenitliv’din fweete Elizium.

To dye by thee, were Lutto dyciniclt,

From thec to dye, were torture more chen death
Oh let me RRay, befall what may befall.

Queen. Away s Though parting be afretfull corafiue,
Iris applyedtoa deathfull wound.

ToFrance fweet Suffolke : Let me hease from thee
For wherefoere thou artin this woilds Globe,
1le haue an Jrés that fhall finde thee out.
Ssf. 1go.
». And take my heart with thee.

Suf. Alewelilocke into the wofullt Caske,
Thac euer did containe a thiog of worth,

Euenasa i"Plittcd Barke, {o funder we:

This wa all I todeash.
9. This way for me, Exemnt
Enter the King, Salishwry, and Warwicke, 1o the

(ardinalsn bed,

King. How fare’s my Lord? Speake Baanford tothy
Soueraigne,

Ca Ifihou beeft death, lle giue thee Bnglands Trealure
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland,. ’
So thou wilt let meJive,and fecle no paine.

King. Ah,whata figneitis of evill life,
Where death's approach is [cene fo terrible.
swar. Beanford,itis thy Soueraigne fpeakes to thee,
Dean, Bring me voro my Triall when youwill.
Dy’de he not in his bed? Where fhould he dye?

Oh torture me no more, [ will confefle.
Ahue againe? Thenfhew me where heis,
He giue a thoufand pound to Jooke vpon him,

[11. 1. 307-

He hath no eyes, the duft hathblinded them.
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The fecand Part of Hemey ihediodt,

Combe downe his haire; looke,looke, it Rands vptighe,
Like Lime-twigs fet to csschwy wingad foule: -
Giue me famedrinke, snd bid Apothecatic

Bring the ftrong poyfon thay 1 bought efhim.

King. Oh thou etermil mouer of thie hesuens,
Looke with a gentle eye vpon this Wretch,

Ohbeate awsy the bulie medling Fiendy, | .

That layes firong fiege vnto this wretches foule,

And from bisbofome purge shis blacke difpatre, -

War, See how the pangs of death do mizke him grin,
Sal, Difturbe him not, let him paffe peaceably.
King. Peace to his foule, if Gods goud pleafure be.
Lord Card'nall, if thou think’R on heauens bliffe,

Hold vp thy hand, make fignall of thy hoge. -

He dies and mekes no figne : Oh God forgiue him,
Par. Sobada death, argues amonfirous hfe.

King. Forbeareto iudge, for we are (inners all,
Clofe vp hus eyes, and draw the Curcaine clofe,

Andlet vs allto Meditation, Exenpt,

’

“eAlarum., Fight at Sea. Ordnancegoes off,
Enter Lientenant, Suffolke, andoshers.
Lies. The gaudy blabbing and remorfefull day,
Is creptinto the bofome of the Sea :
And now laud houling Woluves aroufe the Iades
b That dragge the Tragicke melancholy nighe s
Who with their drowfie, flow,and flagging wings
Cleape dead-merfs graves, and from thewrmifly Jawes,
Breath foule contagious datknefTe in the ayre :
Therefore bring forth the Souldiers of our prize,
F For whilft our Pinnace Anchors in the Downes,
FHeere fhall they make theic ranfome on the fand,
‘Or with thteir blood ftaine this difcoloured thore,
‘Maifter. this Prifoher freely giue I thee,:
Andthou that art his Mate, make boote of this :
The other Walter v hitmore 1s thy (bare, :
1. Genz, \Whatis myranfome Mafter lec me know,
Ma. A thoufand Crowhes, or elfe lay down your head
Mare, And fo much fhall you giue,or off goes yours,
Lies. What thinkeyou much to pay s000.Crownes,
Andbeare the name and port of Gentlemen ?
Cut both the Villaines throats, for dy you (hall :
The lives of thofe which we haue loftinfight, <
 Becounter-poys’d with fuch apettie fumeme,
1.Gemt. llegiue it fir, andtherefors mylife.
3.Genr.And fo will I,25d wiite home ﬂleigh!s'
Whim. 1loft mine eye inlayiog the prize abeoid,
And therefore to reuengeit, (hik thou dye,
And fe fhould thefe, if I might haue my will.
Lirm. Be not fo rafh, take ranforme, let him live,
Sufy Lodke oa my Geerge, I sma Gentleman,
Rate meat what thou wilt, thou thale be payed.
wha. Andf{o arml:mymame is walter swhismers.
How now?why ftarts st doth death affghe?
Ssf. Thy dame affrights me, in whofe found is death;
A cunning msn did celoulste my birth,

Yetletnot this make thee be bloody-minded,
Thy name is Gwalrier, being rightly founded.

Whit, Gmaltser or Walter, whichitis 1 carenot, o
[ Neuer yet did bafe dithomour blurre our name,
B with our fword we wip'd sway the blot,
Therefare, when Merchant-like 1 el revenge,
Broke be thy fword, my Armes torne snd defac'd,
And[ptostxi’d s Cb‘udthrwgh the wordd -

1 And now the Houfe of Yorke thruft from the Crowne, i

- And lofty proud increaching tyranny,

And told me thac by Water I thould dye : ' )

Suf. Sty Whitwers, forshy Rrifooer 1s nPrine,”: .o
The Dukcpyfsia{ol:;wm&hmqu .
Whit, TheDuke ke, mufiled wp in .
Suf. 1, bugshefe ragges areno pare szcw
Lsesw. Byt Ioue was never flaine a3 thou (halgbe,
Obfcure and lowfic Swaine, King Hewries blaed. .
S»f, Thehonourable blood of Leagafies-
Muft not be fhed by fuch a iaded Grootnge.
Haft thou not kift thy hand,sed held oy Risrop? - ,; ./
Barerheaded plodded by my foot-cloth Mule, -
And thought thee happy whea I thooke my head...
How often haft thou wajted at my cupy - .
Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d downe at she boord, -,
When | haue feafled wich Queene Afurgore? P |
Rememberityand leticmake thee Creft-falne, .. . .
1, and alay this thy abortiue Pride :
How in our voyding Lobby haftchou feod,
And duly wapsed for my comming farch ?
This hand of ming hath writ in thy behalfe,
Andcherefore fhall it chagme thy riotous congue,
whit. Speak Captaine, thall I fRab the fodorn Swain,
Lien. Fufllet my words figh him,as he hath me.
Suf. Bafeflaue, thy words are bluag,and fe arcthou.
Lien. Conuey him heace,and on our long boats fide,
Strike offhishead.  Swf.Thou dar’@t not fos shy owne.
Lien. Poole, Sit Poole? L ord,
'kennell, puddie, finke,whofe filthand dire-
Troubles che filuer Spring, where England drinkes:
Now willI dam vp this thy yawning mouth, 4
For fwallowing the Treafure of the Realme,
Thy lipsthatkift the Queene, fhall fweepe the ground:
And thou that fmil'dft at good Duke Humfries dgath, -
Againttthe feofelefle windes fhall grin in vaine,
Whoio conteémpe thall hiffe at thee againe, ., *
And wedded be thoutothe Haggesofhell, - -
For daring to affye a mighty Lord Vg
Vuto the saugbtef ofaworthlefleKing, ... - 1
Having neyther Subie®, Weskth, nor Diadem = < ¢
By diuellith policy ars them growne great,
And like ambitious Syllaeuerrgorg’d, v
With gobbets of thy Mottier-bieeding heart.
Bythee Aniowand M aime werefold to France, k
The falfe revolting Normans thorough thee, :
Difdaine to call vs Lord, apd Prcardi
Hath flaindkheir Gouernors, furpriz'd our Forts, ¥
And fent the ragged Souldiers wounded home, ]
The Princely Warwicke, andthe Newils all, . %

Py

B >
Ay

Whofe dreadfull fwords were neuerdrawne invaine, . §.

As hating thee, dndrifing vpinarmes . 1
By fhamefull murther of a guiltlefle King,

Buraes with renenging fire, whofe hopefull coloors - ‘

Aduance our halfe-fac’d Sunne, firiving to fhine; 'ﬁ .

Vnder the which is writ, Iusas snbibss.

The Commons heere in Kent are vp in armes,

And o conclude, Reproachand Beggerie,

Iscreprinco the Pallace of ourKing,

Andall by thee : away, conuey him hence. ,
Suf. O thacl were aGod, to fhoot forth Thander

Vpon thefe psliry,(eruile,abie& Drudges :

Small things inake bafe men proud. This Vilisine beese,

Being Captaine of a Pinnace, threatens more

Then Bargulus the frong lilyrian Pyrate. .

Drones fucke not Eagles blood, but rebBee-hiues:

Jrisimpoffible thac I (hould dye

-~ .
1
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By fuch alowly Vaflallas chy felfe. -~ 7 -

Thy words mowe Rage, and Boéiemorfeinme:

1gb of Mcflage from the Queenete Francer: . .-

I charge thee'waft me fafely eroffe the Chaamell, .
Lown. Warer: W,Cothe Suffolke, I muR waft thee

to thy death; - .
Suf. Pine geliloss timor occupas arisu, itis thee I feare.
wal.Thou {htlc haue caufe to feare before 1 keanie thee,

What, are ye dansed now? Now will ye Roope. .
1.Gent. My gracious Lord intrcat him, fpesk him-fais.
Suf, Suffolkes imperiall tongue is lerne and rough:

Vs'dto command, vntaught to pleade for fauour,

Fatre be it, e fhould honer fuch as thefe

With humble fajte : no, rather let my head

Stoope to the blocke, then thefe knces bow towny,

Saue to the God of heauen, and tomy Kisg =

Andf{ooncr denee vpont bloodypole, -

Then ftand vrcoues'd to the Vulgar Groome:

Truc Nobility, isexempt from feares .

More can | beare, then you date execute.
Lex. Ralé¢him away, and lec him talke no more s

Come Souldiers, (hew what cruelty ye can.
Suf. Thatrhismy death may neuer be forget,

Great men oft dye by vilde Bezorions.

A Romane Sworder, and Bandcteo flaue

Murder’d fweet Tully. Brutms Baftard hand

Stab'd Julius Cefar. Savage l{landcrs

Pompey the Great, and Suffolke dyes by Pyrats.

Exitwater with Suffulke

Liew. Andas for thefe whote ranfome w ¢ haue fer,

Itis our pleafure one of them depart : ‘

Therefore come you with vs,and let him go,

Exst Liewsemant, and therefs.

UManct the firftGent,  Enter Walter with the body,
wal. There lethishead,and liveleffe bodie Jye,

Voull che Queenc his Miftris bary it Exuwalter,
1.Gent, O baibarous and bloudy fpectadle,

His body will I beare vnto the King :

Ifhe reuenge it not, yet will his Friends,

So will the Queene, that lising, held him deere,

Enter Beuis, and lohn Holland,

Beuss. Come and gettheea {word, thousrh made of 2
Lath, they haue bene vp thefetwo dayes.

Hol. Theyhaue the moreneede to fleepe now then,

Remi. 1rellthee, Lucke Cadethe Cloathier, meanes to
dreffc the Common-wealth and turneit, and fer anew
nap vpon 1t.

Hol. Sohehadneed, for 'tis thred-bare. Well,1{ay,
it was nener merrie world in England, fince Gentlemen
camevp.

Lenss, O miferable Age " :
Handy-crafts men.

Hol. The Nobilitie thinke fcorne to goc in Leather
Aprons. : -

Bewss. Nay more, the Kings Councell are no good
Worken:rn. )

H.l. ‘[1ue :and yetitss i3¢d, Labour inthy Vocsti-
on: whichis asmuchito fay, as let the Magiflrates bela-
bouring men, and therefore (hould we be Magiftrates,
Besis, Thou haft hicie : for there'sno beteer figne of s
braue minde, then a hard hand.

11, 1 f{ee them, 1 fee them : There's Boffs Soanc, the
T .nner of Wingham,

. Tewss, Hee fhallhaue the skinnes of our enemics, to

Vertue is not regardedin

mske Dogges Lesther of,
LT
ewss. Thenisfin few fike en ini-
quities throare:c like s Calfe . ng, sadini
Hol. AndSmiith the Wostser.
Bew. Argo,theirthred of lifis fpun.
Hdl. Come, gome, let’s fall in with them.

Drumms.. Exter Cade, Dicke Buscher, Smish rbe Weaner,
axd a Sawyer, with infinite mombers.

" Cads, Wee Iobu Cade, {0 tearm’d of our fuppofed Fa- '
er. .

But. Or rather of lesling a Cade of Herrings,

Cade, Forous encmies fhall faile before vs, infpired
with the {pirit of pucting down Kings end Princes, g
mand filence. '

‘Bms. Silence,

Cade. My Father wasa Mortimer,

Bm. Hewasanhoncft n°an, and a good Bricklayer.

(«de. Myniother a Plantagenet.

Bwch. Iknew her well, fhe was a Midwife,

Cade. My wife defcended of the Lacies.

L Bws. Shewasindeeda Pedlers daughter,& fold many
aces.

Weaner. But now of late, not able totrauell withher
furr'd Packe, fhe wafthes buckes here at home.

Cade, Therefore am I of an honorable houfe. .

Bur. 1 by my faith, the field is honoirable, and there
was he borne, vnder ahiedge: for his Father had neuer a
houfe but the Cage.

Cade. Valiaat!am, .

Heaner Amuft needs, for beggeryis valiane,

Cad:. Tamatletoendure much,

Lut, Noqucltion of thar : for I haue feene him whipt
three Market dayes together,

Cade. | tcare nesther fword, nor fire,

Wea. Heneede not feare thgfword, fur Lii s of
proofe. ﬁ

Bus. But methinks he (houldT¥hd in feaie of fire, be-
ing burnt i'th hand for ficaling of Shecpe.

Cade. Be braue then, for your Capame is Brave, and
Vowes Reformauon, There fhall be in Ensland, fauen
halie peny Loaucs fold for a peny : the tBree hoep’d pot,
fhall hase ten hoopes, and I wil make i€ Fellony to dnink
{inall Beere. Alkthe Realate fhall bein Cominon,and 1n
Cheapfide (hall my Palfrey goto graffe: and whenlam
King, as King I will be.

All, Godfauve your Maic(ly.

Cade, 1 thanke you good people. These fhall beeno
mony, all (halt catc and drinke on y fcore, and I w:ll
apparrell them allin one Liuery, thatthey nray agrge like
Brothers, and worfhip inc their Lord.

Bwr. The firft thing we do, lec’s kill all the Lawyers

Cade. Nay, that I meane t@do. Isnot this 3 lamenta-
ble thing, that of the skin of an innocent Lambe fhould
be made Parchment ; that Parchment being furibeld ore,
fhould vndoe aman. Some {ay the Bee flings, but I fay,

‘t1s the Bees waxe : for | did bur feale onceto athing,and

1 wasncuer mune owne man fince.  How now z Who's
theve ?
Enter a (learke.
Weaner. The Clearke of Chartam : hee can write and
reade, and caft accompts’
Cade, O monfirous,
Wea. W e tooke him fetting of boyes Copies.
o0 v fadc.‘

-
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Cade. Here's 2 Villaine.

1#ea2, Ha'saBookein hig pocket withred Lettersin’e

( sde. Nay thenhe is a Coniurer.

Bue, Nay, he can make Obligations and write Court
hand.

Cade. 1amforry for't : Themanis a proper man of
mine Honour : wnlefic 1 finde him guilty he thallaot die.
Come hither ficrab, T muft exgmine thee : Wha is thy
name ? .

Clearke. Emaennell. :

Bat. They vie to wiititanthe cop of Lecters: Twill
go hard withyou, , ,,

(Cade.Letme slone : Doft thou vie to write thy name?
Or haft thou amarke to thy felf¢, hke a honeft plain dea-
ling roan? ’

(learke. SirIthankeGod, Ibaue bin o well broughe
vp, that I can write my nam:e.

All. Hehath confeft : away with him the’sa Villaire
and a Traitor.

Cade, Away withhim1{ay : Hanghim wich hisPen
and Inke-horne about bns necke,

Exit one wath the Clearke
Enter Michasl.
Aich. Where's out Generall ?
Cade. Heere 1am thouparticular fellew.

arc hard by, with the Kings Forces.,

is butaKoghe, 15 2?2

nnch. No.

Cade. To equall him T will make my felfe a knighe pre-
fently ; Rife vp Sit Lohis Mortsmer. Now haueat him,

Enter Sr Humfrey Stafford, andbis Brother,
w:th Droum and Soldsers,

Staf. Rcbellious Hinds, the filth and fcum of Kene,
Ma:k’d for the G siiowc#r Lay your Weapons downe,
Home to ycur Cottages : forfake this Groome,
TheKing is meraifull, f you reuolt,

Bro, Bucangry,wrathfull, and inchn’d to blood,
Ifyou go forward : theretore yeeld, er dye.

C.de. Asfor thefe filken-coated flaucs | paflenoj,
Itisto you good people, that I fpeake,

Ouer whom (in time to come) I hope to raigne :
ForTamrighcfull heyre vato the Crowne.

Staff. Villawe, thy Father was a Plag@ierer,
Andcthouthy (clfc a Sheareman, art thounot ?

Cade, And Adam wasaGardiner.

Bro. Aod what of that?

Cade. Marry, this Edmund Aortimer Eatle ofsMarch,
married the Duke of Clarence daughter, did he not 2

Seaf. Lfir.

Cads. By her he had two children at one birth.

Bre. That's falfe.s

Cads. 1,there’s the queftion ; Bue 1{ay, "tis true
The elder of them being put to nurfe,

Wasby abegger-woman fiolac away,

Andignorancof his birth and parencage,

Becane 8 Brickla: er,whenhe cametoage.

His fonne am J, denyiifyou can,
Bue. Nay, ‘us too trae, theiefore hie fhall be King.
Wea. Sir, hemode a Clumney in my Fathers houfe, &

the brickes are aliue at this day toteftficit : therefore
deny it not.

\
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2uch. Fly, fly By, Sir Huw.frey Stafordand his brather |

Cade, Stand villaine, ttend, or lic fell thee downe s he -
fhall be encountred with aman as good as himfelte. He |

Wy i L A
Staf. And will you credit this bafe Diu'ges Vv oiees, |
that fpeakes he knowes not what,
oAl Imarry will we :che:ciore petye gane,
Bro. lacke Cade,theD.ot York hath caught youthis,
Cade. Helyes, for I inuented it my feife. GotooSir-
rah, teil the King trom me, that for hus Fathees (ake Hin -
rpthefift, (inwhofetime, boyes wenrto Span-counter
for Freach Crowncs) I am contenche fhallraigne,but ile
be Proteltor ouer him:
Butcher. And furtherm~re, wee'l hauethe Lord Swyes
head for felling the Dukedomne of Afaime, i
Cade And goodreafon: for thereby 1s England main'd
Ard fane to go with a ftaffe,but tat my puidance holds
itvp, Fellow-Kinge, Itellyou, tiat that Lord Sx hath
gelded che Commenwealth, and maac it an Eunuch: &
more thea that, be can fpeake Frenchyand iherefore hee is
2 Traizor,
Sraf. O groficand m-lerableignorance. .
Cade, Nayar{veritycucan: TheFrenchmen are our
cagmies rgo too then, I ask but this: Cao he that fpeaks
witht'.c tengue “raa enemy, be a good Councellour, or
no?
#.1. No_ no,and therefore wee’l haue his head,
bio. \Well, feemng gende words will notprenayle,
. Aifnle them with the Army ofthe King.
Staf. Heraldaway, andthiougnout eucry Towne,
Procliime them Traitors thac ate vp with Cade,
That thofe which lye before the batell ends,
May caenin their Wues and Childrens fight,
Behang’d vp for example at their doores:
And yuuthat bethe Kings Friends fullow me, Exu.
Cade. And you that loue the Cornmons, follow me:
Now fhew your {elues men, "tis for Liberty.
We will not Jeaue one Lord, one Gentleman:
Spare none; buc fuchas go in cloured (hooen,
For they are thrifty honeft men, and iuch
As would (but that they dare not) take our paris,
But, They are allin order,and march toward vs.
Cade. Butthenare wein order, when we are moft out
oforder. Come,march forward.

f

diarums tothe fight , wherein both the Staffords ave flaine,
Exter Cadeand sherefl,

C.ss. Where's Dichey the Butches of Afhford ?

‘But, Heeie fir,

Cade. Theytcllbefore theelike Sheepe and Oxen, &
| thoubehaucd'R thy felfe, as if thou hadft beene n thine
y owne Slaughter-houfe: Therfore thus will I reward thee,
the Lenc thalibec aslong againe as itis, andthou fhale
haue a Licen{e to kill for shundred lackiag one,

But. 1 defire no more.

Cade. Andtotpeake truth, thou deferu’tno leffe,
This Mopument of the viGory will I beate, and the bo-
dtes fhall be dragg’d at ty horfe heeles, tll I do come to
Loadon, where we will hauc the Maiors fword born be-
forcvs.

But. 1f we meane to thriue,and do good, breake open
the Gaoles, and let out che Prifoners.

Cade. Fearenot that I warrant thee, Come,let’s merch
towards Londou, Exenns .

Enter the King with 4 Swpplisatien,and the Queeme with Suf.
folkes bead, she Duke of Buckmgbam, andtbe
Lord Say. )
Qwecne, Oft haue | heard that greefe foftens the mind,

And

Ay
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And makes it fearefull and degenerate,
Thinke therefore on reuenge, and ceafeto weepe.
But who can ceate to weepe, and looke on this.
Heere may his head lye on my throbbing breft:
But where's the body that 1 thould imbrace?
“‘Buc. What anfwee makes your Grace to the Rebells
Supplication ?
Kng. 1lefend(ome holy Bifhop to intreat :
For God forbid, fo many fimple foules

Shouldperifh by the Sword. AndImy felfe,
Racher then bloody Warre fhall coe them fhore,
Will parley with Jacke Cade their Generall,
But Ray, lle read it ouer once againe,
Owm, Ahbarbarous villaines: Hath this loucly face,
Rul'd ike a wandering Plannec oucr m,
And could it Aot inforce them to relent,
That were vnworthy to behold the fame.

Kma, Lord Say, lacke Cade hiath fworne to huae thy
hcad.

Say. 1,but Thope your Highnefle fhall haue his,

King. How now Madzm?
Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolkes death?
1 feare me {Loue)if that T had beene dead,
Thon would’® not haue mourn’d fo much forme.

Zn. Nomy Loue, 1thould not mourne, but dye for
thee,

cnrer a Mefenger,

Kmg. How now? What newes 2 Why com f thouin
fuch haite?

Mef. TheRebelsare in Southwatke: Fly my Lord :
Lacke Cade proclaimes himfclfe Lord Mortumer,
Defcended from the Duke of Clarewce houfe,

And calles your Grace Viurper, openly,

And vowes to Crowne himfelfe in W ekminfter.
His Army is aragged multitude

OfHindes and Pezants, rude and mercileffe ¢

Sit Humfrey Stafford, and his Brothers death,

Hath giuen them heart and courage to proceede:
All Schollers, Lawyers,Courtieis, Gentlemen,
They cali falfe Cacterpillers, and intend their death.

Km.Oh graceleile men: they know net whatthey do,

- Buck, My gracious Lord, retrc te Kilhingworth,
Vatill a power beraiv'd to put them downe,
w. Ahrweretne Dukc ot Suffulke now aliue,
Theic Kent.fh Rebels would be toonz appeas’d.

Kwmg. Lord Say,the Tiatoishateththee,
Therefore away with vs to Killingworth. :

Say. So might your Graces perfon beindanger :
The fight of me is odious in their eyes :

Andtherefore in this Cicry will 1 flay,
And liue alouc as fecres as [ may.

Enter awotlisr Mefferger.

Mefl. Jacke{ade hath gotten London-bridge,

The Ciuzens flye and foriake their houfes :

The Rafcall pecple, thirthing after prey,

Joyne withthe Traitor, and chey ioyn:ly fweare

To (poyle the City, and your Royall Court.
Bwc. Thenlinger not my Lotd, away, take horfe,
Kmg. Come Aargarer, God our hope will fuccor vs.
9. Myhope is gone, nuw Suffolke is deceaft.
King, Faren:llmyNo:d, ruli not che Kentifh Rebels
Lo Truftno body forfeare you betrard.

u " Say. Thetuft I have, is inmine innocence,

The fecond Part of Henry the Sixt. | |

And therefore am 1 bold and refo’ute, Exeunt,
Ewter Lord Scales vpon the Tower walking. Tken enter s
two or three ( stszens below,

Scales, Hownow?1s Jacke Cade {laine ?

1.C1t. Nomy Lord, nor likely to be flaine

For they haue wonne the Bridge,

Killing all thofe that withfland them:

The L. Maior craues ayd of your Honer from the Tower
To detend the City from the Rebels.

Scales. Suchayd as I can fpare you fhall command
But I am troubled heere with them my felfe, ’
The Rebels haue affay’d to win the Tower.

But get you to Smithfield, and gather tead,

And thither I will fend you Marhew ¢iffe.

Fight for your King, your Counirey,aud your Liues,
Andfo farwell, for Linaft hence againe, Exeunt

Enter Lacke Cade and thereff, and flrikes bis
Seaffe on Lorden flone.

Cade. Now is Mortimer Lotd of this City,
And heere fitting vpon London Seene,
1charge and command, that of the Crties coft
The piffing Conduit run nothing but Clarret Wine
This fi:ftyeare of our raigne.
And now henceforward it (hall be Treafontor iny,
That calles me other then Lord Mortuwer,
Enter a Soldier rausing.
Soul, Tacke Cade, lacke Cade.
Cade, Knocke himduwne there. T bey (el bims.
But. Ifthis Fellow be wile, hee'lneuer call yee Jacke
Cade more, I thinke he hath a very faire wanning,
Ducke. My Lord, there’san \rary gatheiedicgeher
i: Ssthfield,
Cade. Come, thenlet’s go fighe with them :
Buc firtt, go and fel London Bridge on fue,
Andifyoucan, barre downethe Towa tow,
Come, let’saway. 1 xeunt ovses,

Alac. oo Mathew GolJess lusn,andallthereff,
Teeienter [a f'\e Caudeywith bis Con.ping,

(ads. So {ir- : now go fyme and puli dowr the Saeoy :
Others to’th Innes of Court, downe with them 'l

Ewt, 1 haue a fuite vnro ycur Lordihip.

Cade. BeeitaLordthippe, thou fhale haueic for that
word.

But, Onely that the Lawes of England may come out
of your mouth.

Isbn. Maffe "twill be fore Law then,for he was throft
in the mouth with a Speaire, and %is not whole yet,

Swntb. Nay lebn,it wil be ftinking Law,fo. his breath
finkes with cating tosfted cheefe,

(«de. 1haucthought vponic, it fhallbee fo, Away,
burne all the Records of the Realme, my mouth (Lall be
the Parliament of England.

lobn, Thenweare hike 1o haue bucing Startuites
Valefle his teeth be puli d our,

Cade, Andhence-forwardallthings fhallbein Com.
mon. Euter s Meffenger,

Mef. MyLord apuze, aprize,hiceies ti.c Loid Sy,
which fold the Townes in France. Hethatmade vs pay
one ano tv enty Fitteenes,and one fluthag to the pound,
the latt Subfidse. ;

Enur
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Ester Georpe wish e Lord Say,

Cade. Well, heefhalibe beheaded for iz ten times::
Ah thcu Say.thou Surge, nay thou Buck-am Lord, now
art thou within point-blanke ol our Junitd:&on Regall
What canft thou aniwer to n 3 Maietty, for gy 2vo ot
Normandie vato Meunfien: Sejimecs, the Dn'poune o
France? Beit hucwnevnto tuee by thefeprefe e, enen
theprefence of Lord Martimer, that] amche B cfome
that muit {weepe the Court cleane of fuch filthas thou
art: Thou naft motd traiseroufly corrupted the youth of
the Realme, ierecting aGranuniar Schoole : anawhere-
as betore, our Fore-fathers had no other Bookes but the
Score and the Tally, thou hait caufed printiagrobe vy'd,
and contrary to the King, bis Crowne, and Dignity.thou
ha buile 2 Paper-Mull. Jowillbe prooucdto thy frace,
that theu baft menabout thee, that vinailv take of a
Nowne.. :da Verbe, and {uch abhomin bic wor.'cs, as
no Chnthan care can enduie to heare. Thou haft appom-
ted luflices of Peace, to call poore men betore them, a-
bout macters they were not able toanfwer . Me:coucr,
thou baft put them w prifon.and becaufe they conlanot
reade, thou haft hang’d them, when {indcede) onsiytor
thar caufe they hauebeene mnft worthy tolive  Thou
doft ride 1 a foot-cloth,doft thounot?

Sar. W hat of thar »

Cade. Marry,thououche ftuotroletthy horfe wmenre
a Cloake, when honelter men thenithou go i tneir Hoie
and Doublets.

Dicke. And wotkein their furt to, asmy {eife for cx-
ample, thatamabutcher.

Say, YoumenofKent.

. What{ay you of Kent,

Sav. Noching buctl s ' Fis bonaterva, maia gons,

Cade. Away with iy away wich bun, e fpeaks La-
tinc.

Say. Heareme but fpeake,a.1d beare mee waer'e you

wi'l:

Kent, inthe Commentanies C«/vr vt
Istern d the ciuel ff place ot alict s ifles
Sweetis the Covnery, because tull of Riches,
The Peopie Liberall, Valiane, Aétiue, Wealthy,
\Uhich makes me hope you are not void of pitey,
I {uldnot CHame, 1 lofk not Nermrardse,
Yet to recouer them would loofe my hife :
lufiice with fauour haue | slwayes done,
Prayres and Teares haue mou’d me, Gifts could neuer.
When haue | sught exatted at your hands ?
Kent to mamtaine, the King,the Realme and you, .
Large gifts haue | beftow’d onlearned Clearkes,
Becaufe my Booke preferr’d me to the King,
And feeing Ignorance is the curfe of God,
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we flye toheauen.
Vholefle you be poffeft wich dwelisth fpirucs,
You cannot but forbeare to murther me :
This Tongue hath parlied vato Forragne Kings
For your behoofe.

Cade. Tut, when Gruck't thou one blow 1n the field ?

Say. Grestmen hauereaching handstoft haue I ftruck
Thefe that I neucr faw.and (trucke them dead.

Ges, O monftrous Coward! What,to come behinde
Folkes ?

84).Thefe cheekes are pale for wacc ing for your gond
Cade. Giue him abox o’theare, and thae wil make ‘em

ted agane.

k .
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Say. Long titung to determine poore mens caufes,
Hath made me full of fickneffe and difeaies.

( #de. Ye thali haue a hempen Candle then, & the help
of hatchet,

Dicke. Whydoft thouquiuer man?

Sy, The Palfic, and not feare pronokes me,

Cace. Nav hcuoddes atvs, 2 who fhould fay, Hebe
et avwidiyou, Letery hisheaa ol fland fieddier on
apoic,orno: Tahe armaw 7, aud behead tum,

Say. Vel me:wheretnhaue Fottendea moit 2
Haue faffeted weaith, or honer? Speake.

Are my Chefls fill'd vp with extorted Goid 3

Is my Apparreil fumptucus to behald ?

Whan haue T iniur d, that ye {ecke iny death ?

Thefe bands ar fr=~1rom guiil=fle bloodﬂ\:dding.
This brealt from hacbouriig foule decestfull thoughes.
Oletingiime,

Cade. 1ieclevemoricinm, felfewithhus words : but
Hebucleit- he fhall dye, 2udtbzebutfor pleading fo
well tor lus Life, Away withhim, he ha’s 2 Fammliar vo-
derhis Tongue, he (peakes noraGedsname. Goe, take
maaav ]y, and irkecthishead prefealy,and then
breske mnto hisSonnein Lavves houte, Sir James Cromser,
ard inke off nis head, ancos g them batl: vppontwo
poies hather.

Ad. 1tthail be dune.

Say.Ah Counzrinen : 1fwhen you make vour prair’s,
Godthou!s ¢ o ubhduratr 3¢ your lelues
How weor. .ot ve -l pour Geparted toules,

And die ~te,ey crmien,, and faue my hie,

Cadz. Away Wi Ty 20d 60 3 | command ye s the
provdeft Peere mnthe .2l = fhall not weare a head on
bis thoulders, vinlelie he nav e trnbuare : there (hall not
& ma:d be marnied, but ! e {halipay to me her Mayden-
headere thevhsueisc : Men Wit cle of meeinCapue.
Andwecl 1geand conumiand, that the « wises beas tree
as "ware can wath, or tongue canteld,

icke, 2y Loud,

W lenthall we poto Cheapf-.¢,and take vp commodi-
ticcvpon our bilics ¢

Cade. Mgy preseauy.

Ad, O brae.

Enter one wash the beads,

Cad:, Lutisnotthis brauer:
Let them k.fic one another : For they lou'd well
When they were alie, Now partthem againe,
Leaft they confuitabout the grung vp
Ot tomemore Townes in France. Soldiers,
Deferrethe fporicof the Citie vnull might:
For with thefe borne before vs,in Reed of Maces,
Will we ride through the (ireets,& at euery Corner
Hauetnem kiffe.  Away. Exis

oAlurwm, and Retreat.  Enter agasws Cade,
and all b rabblement,

Cade. Vp Fifh-firecte, downe Saint Magnes comgr,
kill and knocke downe, throw them into Thames:

Scund u parley.

Whatneteisthis 1 heare?

Darcany be‘abeld o found Fetreat or Parley
Wheo Leemnrna - them kall?

o Kutor

a -

-
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Enter Buckingham ,andold Clifford. .
Buc. 1heere they be, that dare and will difturb thee:
Know Cade, we come Ambaffadors from the King
Vnto the Commens,wham thiou haft mifled,
Awd heere pronounce free pardon to them all,
Thae will for/ake thee, and go home in peace,

Clif. What {ay ye Countrimen, will ye relent

And yeeld to mercy, whil't ‘tis offered you,

Or lecarabble leade you to your deatlis.

Who loues the King, and will imbrace his pardon,
Fling vp his cap,and fay,God faue his Maicfiy,
Who hateth him, and hovors not his Father,
Henry the fift, that made all Fiance to quake,
Shakehe his weapon atvs,and pafle by,

eqll. Godfaue the King, God fane che King,.

Cade. What Buckingham znd Clifford are ye 1o braue ?
And you bafe Pezants, do ye beleeue him,will you needs
behang'd w:th your Pardens zboutyour neches? Hath
my {word therefore broke through London gates, that
y=u fhould {eaue me at the White-heart in Southwarke,
1thought ye would ncuer haue gaen out thefe Atmes til
you had recouered your ancient Freedome . Butyouate
allRecreants and Daflards, and dchght to e m{laucnie
tothe Nobility. Letthiem breake yourbackes with bur-
thens, takeyourhoufes cuer your bicads, rauith your
Wiues and Daughiers befareyour faces. Forme, ITwill
make fhift for cac, andfo Gods Curfie Light vppon you
ull

Al Weclfellow Cade,

Wee'l follow Cade.

Clif 1s (Cade the fonne of Heury the fift,
Thatthus you do exclumeyon i gowichlm,
Wil he conduét youthrough he hearr of France,
And mikethe meaneft of yoo Larle: and Dukes 2
Ala-, i.ehath no homs, ne place 1o dye oo
Nor knowes he how to liue, but by tlie fpeile,
Valeffe by robbing of your Fricads,and vs.
Wer'tnot 2 hame, that whillt you huc atiarre,
The (earfull French, whom you 1ate vanquithed
Should make a ftarg ore-feas. and vanquifhiyou 2
Me chinkes alicadie inthis ciunli broyle,
Ifeethem Lording it in London ftreecs,

Crymg Usllrago vireo allthey incecs,
Betcer ten thoufand baie-borne Cades mifcarry,
Then you thould ftocpe vnro aFienchmans mercy.
To France, vo France, and gee what you haueloft :
Spare England, foritss your Nauue Coaft:
Henry hath mony, youaic (trong and manly :
God on our fide,doubt not of Victorie.

AR, A Chfford, a Clifford,
Wee'l follow the King,and Chfford.

Cade. WaseuerFeather fo lightly blowne too & fro,
asthis multitude? Tne name of Henry the fift,hales them
to a0 hundred mifchicfes, and makes them leave mee de-
folate. lfee chem lay theis heades together to furprize
me, My fword make way for me, for heereis co ftaying:
in defpight of the diuels and hell, haue through the vene
iniddefl of you, and heauens and honor be witnete sthat
no want of refolution in mee, but oncly my Followers
bafe aad ignomintous treafons, makesme betake meeto
my heeles. Exit

Bauck. What, ishe{led? Gof{omeand follow him,
And he that bringslus bead vivo the King,
Shall haue a thoviand Crownes for his reward.
Exennt jome of them,

\
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Follow me fouldiers, wee’l deuife 2 meane,

Toreconcile you all yure the King. Exeunt omnes.

Sownd Tyampets. Emer King, Queenc,and
Somserfet an the Tarras.

Kmg. Was euer King thatioy'd sn earthly Throne,
And could command no more content then 12
Nofooner was I crept out of my Cradle,

But 1 was made a King,at nine months olde.
Was neuer Subicét long’dtobe a King,
As1dolong and wifh tobea Subicé,

Emer Bntkinébm and (Iford.

Buc, Health and glad tydings to your Maiefly.
Kia. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade furpris’d ?
Or 1s he but retir’d to make him firong ?

Enter Multstudes wab Haltors abons their
‘ Neckes,

Cisf. Heisfled my Lord,and all hispowers do yeeld,
And humbly thus with halters on their neckes,
Expe@ your Highnefle doome of life,or death.

Kiug, Thenhcauen fecope thy euerlatling gates,
To entertune my vowcs of thankes and pr:ill;.
Souldiers, this day hauc you redeem’d your liaes,
Andihew'd how well you loue your Prince & Countrey.
Continue fhill in this fo good a minde,
And Henrythoughhebeinfortunate,
Affuie your {clues will ncuer be vakinde :
And fo with thankes, and pardon to you all,
Ido difinific y~u to your &‘ucm]l Countrics.

44, Godiaue the King,God faue theKmg,

Enter a A fJorcer,
Mef, Piealewyour Graceto be aduertifed,
TheDukeof Yorke 1s newly tome from Ireland,
And witha puiffantand amighty power
Of Gallow-glaffes and ftout Kernes,
Is marching bither wardin proud array,
And {1l proclaimeth as he conies along,
His Armes are onely to remoue fromthiee
The Duke of Somerfer,whom he tearmes a Teaiton,
King. Thus Rands my flate, "twize Cadeand Yorhe
diftceft,
Like co aShip, that hauing fcap’da Tempeft,
1< fraight way c3lme, and boorded with a Pyrate.
Butngy is Cade driven backe, his men difprerc’d,
And now is Yotke in Armes, to fecend him,
1 praythee Buckingham go and mecte him,
Andsske himwhat's the resfon of thefe Armes :
Tell him, Ile fend Duke Edmund to the Tower,
And Scmerfer we will commic thee thither,
Vaullhis Army be difmift from him,
Somerfe:. My Lerd,
e yecldemy Rc’lfc to prifon willingly,
Or vnto death, to domy Countrey good.
King. Inany cafe, benottoroughin termes,
For he 1s fierce,and cannot brooke hard Language.
Bue, Jwill my Lord, and doubt not {o to deale,
Asall things ﬂu(l redound vnto your good,
Kmg, Come wife,let’s in,and lcarne to gouern berter,
For yet may England curfe my wictched raigne.
Flow st | Exemmt,
Enxter
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. ’ Enter Cade.

(ade. Fyeoa Ambitions: fie on my felfe, thathaue a
fword, and yet sm ready to famith. Thefe fiue daies haue
1 hid me in thefe Woods, and durftnot peepe out, forall
the Country is laid for me : but now am I fo hungry,thac
if 1 might hanes Lesfe of my life for a rhouiand yeares, 1
could ftay nolonger. Wherefore on 4 Bricke wall haue
I climb’d into this Garden, to fec if | can eate Grafle, .ot
picke a Sallec another while,which isnot amiffe to coole
smans flomscke this hot weather : and I think this word
Sallet was borne to do me good. for many a time but for
3 Sallet, my braine-pan had bene cleft with a brown Bulj;
and many a time when I havebeene dry, & brauely mar-
ching, it hath feru’d me infteede of a quart potto drinke
in : and now the word Sallee muft ferue me co fecd on.

Enter lden,

And may enioy (uch quict walkes as thefe ? :
This fmall inheritance my Facher lefeme,

Contenteth me, and worth a Monarchy.

I {ecke not to waxe great by ethers warning,

Or gather wealth | care not with what enuy :

Sufficeth, that | haue maintaines my ftace,

And fends the poote well pleated from my gate.

Cade. Heerc's the Lord of the foile come to feize me
for a fray, for catering his Fee-fimple without leaue. A
Villaine, thou wilt betrayme, and geta 1000. Crownes
ofthe King by carrying my headto him, bue lle make
thee eate Iron like an Oftridge, and fwallow my Sword
like a grese pin ere thou and I phre.

Iden, Why rude Companion, whatfoere thou be,
Iknow thee not, why then fhould I betray chee ?

Is’t notenough to breakeinto n'y Garden,
Andlike a Theefe to come to rob my grounds :
Climbing my walles in{j1ght of meche Owner,
But thou wilt braue me with thefe fawcie termes ?

Cade. Braucthee? I by the beftblood thateuer was
broach’d, end beard thecto. Lookeonmee well, I haue
eate nomeate thefe fiue dayes, yetcome thou and thy
fiuemen, and if 1 doe not leaue you all as dead 3s a doore
naile, I pray God I may neuer eate graffe more.

Iden. Nay, it (hall nere-be faid,while England ftands,
That eAlexcander Iden an Efquite of Kent,

Tooke oddes to combare 2 poBte famifhe man,
Oppofe thy fRedfaft gazing eyes to mine,

See ifthou canft out-face me with thy lookes:

Set limbe to limbe, and thou ast farre the Jzffer:
Thy handisbut s finger to my fift,

Thy legge a fticke compared with this Trunc!.con,
My foote fhall fight with all the firength o hatt,
And if mine arme beheaued in the Ayre,

Thy graucisdigg’d already in the earth:

As for words, whofe greatnefle anfwer's word's,
Let this my fword report what fpeech foibeaies,

Cade. Bymy Valour: themoft compleate Champi-
onthateuer [heard. Stecie, if thou turnc the edge, or
cutnot out the burly bon’d Clowne in chines of Beefe,
rerc thou (leepein thy Sheath,I befeech Joue on iny knees
thoumayft be turn’d to Hobnailes.

Heerethey Fight,

Jden, Lotd, who would liue turmoyled inthe Court,

O1Iam f{laine, Famine snd no other hath (laine me et ten |

thoufand diuelles come agsinft me,) snd giue me but'the
ten meales T haueloft, and I'de defie themall, Wither
Garden, and be henceforth 2 burylng place to all that do
dwellinthishoufe, becaufethe ynconquered foule of
Cade is fled. :
Iden. ¥s’t Cadethat L haueflain,that monftrous eraitor,
Sword, 1 wifl hallow thee for this thy deede,
And hang thee o’'re my Tombe, wheu I am dead,
Nc’re thallthis blood be wiped from thy peint,
But thou fhalt weare it as a Heralds coate,
To emblaze ths Honor that thy Mafler got,
(ade. Iden farcwell, and be proud of thy viory: Telf
Kent from me, (he hath loft her be man, and exhottall
the World tobe Cowards : For I thac réger feared sny,
am vanquithed by Fmine, notby Valour. Dyis,
1d How minch thou wrong {t me,heauen be my indge;
Die damned Wretch, the curfe of her thatbare thee s
And as I thiu@ thy body in with my fword,
So with I, I might thruil thy {oule to hell,
Hence will  dragge thee headlong by the heeles
Vatoa dunshill, which fhall ke thy graue,

* And there cut oftthy moft vogracious head,

Which I will beare in eriumph to the King, .
Leauing thy trunke for Crowesto feed vpon, Exse,
«  Ewter Yorke,and his « 4rmy of Irifb, weih

Drum ang Coloxrs,

Yor From Ireland thus comes York to claim hls righe,
And plucke the Crownce from fecble Hemries head,
Ring Belles zlowd, butne Bonfires cleare and bright
Toentertaine great Englands lawfull King.

Ah Sanita Ma.efas! who would not buy theedecre ?
Let them obey, that knowes not how to Rule,

This hand was made to handle noeght but Gold, »

I cannot giue dac adtion to my words,

Except a Sword or Scepter ballanceit,

A Scepter fhall it haue. haue ] a feule,

On which e toffe the Fleuce-de-Luce of France,

LY

Enter Bnc{inglum.

Whom Liaue we Leere ? Buckinghamto difturbe me ?
Theking harh fcachim {ure : Imuft diffemble.
Buc. Yorle,it thoumeanclt wel, Igreet thee well,
Yor. Haumfrey ot Buckingliam. I accentthy greeting.
Artehoua Mcffenger, or come of pleafure,
Buc. AMceflengerfrom Herry, our dread Liege,
To knowthereaton of thefe Armesin peace,
Or why, thou being a Subicct,as 1am,
Agamnftthy Oath,and truc Allegeance fworne,
Should raife fo great a power without his leaue?
Or dare to bring thy Force {o neere the Court ¢
Yor, Scarfc can 1 {peake, my Chollerisfo great.
Oh1 could hew vp Rockes, and fighe with Fline,
Iam {o angry at thefe abieét tearmes. '
Andnow like Arax Telamon:ns,
On Sheepe or Oxen could I fpend my furie,
Tam farre betterbovaethen s che king ¢
More like a King, more Kingly in my thoughts,
But Imu(t make faire weather yeta while,
Till Henry be more weake,and I more Rrong.
Buckingham,I prethee pardon me,
That L haue givenno anfwer all this while:
My minde was troubled with deepe Mclancholly.
The caufe why I haue brought this Armie hither,
X Is

t
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Is soecenouc proad Somerfet from the King, That Head of thine doth notbecome z Crowne

Sedictons to hisksrsse, sud o the Scaze. Thy Hand is made to graspea Palmers faffe, -
Bwe. Thavisteamuch prefumptiononthypart: - | Andootto grace an awefull Princely Sceprer.
Busifthy Armes be toneotherend, k Thap Gold, muBreund eagist thefe browes of mine
The King hath yeelded vnto thy demand s ~ Whofe Smile snd Frowne, like to Achillys Speare ’
The Duke of Somerfet s inthe Tower. F Jsable with the change, tokill and cure,
Yorke. Vpon thincHonor is he Prifoner ? Heere is s hand to hold a Scepres vp,
Buck, Vpon mine Honor he is Prifoner. And with the fame toatte commlﬁng Lewest -
Torke. ThenBuckingbam I do difmiffe my Powres. Giue place : by heauen thou fhalt rule no more
Souidiers, 1 thanke you all : difperfe yous felues: _ O're him, whorn heauen created for thy Ruler.
Meet me tomoszawin S.GeorgesField , Som. O monfirous Traitor! I arreftchee Yorke
You thall haue pay, and cuery thing you wifh. Of Capitall Treafon’gainft the King and Crowne ¢
And ler my Sancraigoe, vertous Henry, Obey audacious Traitor, kneele for Grace,
Command mpeldeit fonne, nay sll my fones, York; Wold'ft haue me kneele?Firft let me ask of thee
‘Aspledges ef my Fealtieand Love, - Ifthey can brooke Ibow a kncetoman: ’
lie fend them al as willing as 1ljue : Strrah, call in my fonne tobe my bate ::
I,ands,Gopds,Horfe,Armor, any thing | bauve Iknow ese they:will haue me go to Ward,
1s his to vie,fo Somerfet may dse, They’l pawne their fwords of my mfranchifement,
Buc. Yorke,'T commend thiskinde fubimiffion, 9n, Call hither Clsfford, bid him come amaine
We twaine will go inc his Highnefle Teat, Tofay, if that the Baltard boyes of Yorke N
' Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father,
Enter Kigg and o Artondants, Torke. Q blood-befpotted Neopolitan,
King, Buckingham, doth Yorkeiatend no harmetovs | Out-csft of Naples, Englands bloody Scourge,
That thus he marcheth with thee arme in arme ? The fonnes of Yorke, thy betters in their bicth,
Yorke. 1n all fibmiffion and humility, Shall be their Fathers baile, snd bane tothofe
Yotke doch prefent himfclfe vnto your Highne(fe. That for my Surety will refufe the Boyes.
X. Then what intends thefe Forces thou dofdbring ? Enter Edward and Richard,
Tor. Toheauecthe Traitor Somerfet fromherice, Sce whercthey come, 1le warrant they'I make it good,
Andfight afainﬂ that monfirous Rebell Cade, Enter Cirford,
Who fince Theard tobe difcomfized. . Andhere comes Cirfford to deny their baile.

cif. Health,and all heppineffe to my Lord the King.

e
ppam—

: Enter [den with Cadipbrad. Yr.1thanke thee Clsfford: Say,what newes wi
b Zdew, 1f onefo rude, and of fomedne condition Nay, do not frighz vs quh an az{éry looke : with thee?
May g“& into the prefence °f'mﬁ‘ & Wearethy Souersigne Clifford, kneele againe ;
Loe, I prefent your Gracea Traitors head, For thy mftaking {0, We pardon thee,
The head of Cade, whom 1 in combat flew. Chf. Thisismy King Yorke, ] do not miftake,
Kixg.Thc head of Cade?GreatGod,how il arethou? | Butthoumiftakes me much to thirke T do,
Oh letme view his Vifage beng dead, ToBedlem with him, 1s theman growne tmad.
That living wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. Xmg. 1Clifford, s Bedlem and ambitious Lumor
Tell me my Friend, art thou the man chat flew him? Makes him oppofe himfelfe againft his King.
Idem. 1 weas, an’t like your Maicfty. Clif. Heisa Traitor,lechim tothe Tower;
King.How a.t thou call’d2"And what is thy degree ? And chop away that fa&ious pare of his.
lden. eAlexander Idew that's iy name, Qu, Heisatefted. bue will notebey:
A poore Efquire of Ken, that loues his King. His tonnes (he fayes, tholl giue their words for him,
Bxc. Sopleafeityoumy Lord,’twere not amiffe Yor. Willyou not Sonnes?
He were created Knight for his good ferusce, Edw, I NobleFather, if our words will ferue,
Komg. Idew, knecle downe, r:(c vp 8 Kni ght: Rich. Andif words willnot, then our Weapons fhal,
We giue thee for teward a thoufand Markes, Clf, Why what a brood of Traitors haue we heere ?
And will, that chou hencefortn attend on vs. Torke. Looke in 3 Glaffe, and call thy Image fo.
Tdew, May Iden liue to merit fuch a bountie, 1am thy King, and chou a falfe-heast Traitor
And neuee liwebut true vnta his Licge, Call hither to the ftake my two braue Besres,
. That with the very thaking of their Chaines,
Enver Queenc and Somerfet. They may altonifh thefe fell-lurking Curres,

. K.See Buckingham,Somerfet comes with th'Queene, | Bid Salsbury and Warwicke come tome,
Go bid her hide bim quickly from the Duke.

Qx. For thouf: and Yorkes be (hall not hide hishead, Enter the Earles of Warwicke, and
Buthold!y ftand and f-out mto his face. Sulicbary,

7. Hownow? s Somerfctatiibertie?
Then Youhe vuloofe thy leng imprifoned thoughts, (5 Are thefe thy Beares? Wee'l bate thy Bears to deash,
And let thy tongue be cquall wich thy heart, And manaclethe Berard in their Chaines,
Shall I endure rhe fight ot Somerfec? 1f thou dar’ft bring them to the bayting plsce.
Falfe King, why haft thou broken faith withme, " Rsch. Ofthaue Ifeene ahotore-weening Curre,
Knewing how hardiy | can brooke abule? Runbacke and bite, becaufe he was with-held,
King did I call thee? No: thouart notKing : Who being fuffer’d with the Beares fell paw,
Not fit to gooerne and rule multitudes, Hath clapt his taile, betweene his legges and cride,
\Yhich dar & not,no nor canft not rule a Traitor. And fucha pecce of feruice will you do, »
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Ify;»u oppofe your felues to match Lord Warwicke.
Clif. Hence heapeof wrath, foule indigefted lumpe,
As crooked in thy manners, as thy fhape.
2or. Naywe fhall heate you thorowly anon.
Clif. Takeheede lealt by your heate you burne your
felues:
King. Why Warwicke, hath thy knee forgot to bow?
Old $alsbury, fhame to thy filuer haire,
Thou mad mifleader of thy brain-ficke {onne,
What wilt thou o thy death-bed play the Ruffiane
And feeke for forrow with thy Spectacles? )
Oh where 1s Faith 20h, where is Loyalty 2
1fic be banithe from the froftie head,
Where fhall it finde aharbour in the earth #
Wilt thou go digge a grave to finde our Warre,
And fhame thine hongurable Age with blood ?
\Vky art thou old, and want'ft experience #
Or wherefore doeft abufe i, it thoubhaft it?
For {hane 1 dutic bend thy kneeto me,
That bowes vto the graue with mickle age.
Sal. My Lord, I haue confidered withmy felfe
The Title of this mott renowned Duke,
And in my confcience, dorepute his grace
The nghttuli heyre to Englands Royall feate.
Kmg. Haftthounot fwome Allegeance voto me?
Sal. Ihaue, '
K+, Canft thou difpenfe with beauen for fuch an ozth?
Sal. Jtis great finne, to fweare voto a hnic :
Jut greater finne to keepe a finfull oath :
\Who can be bound by any folemne Vow
Todoamurd’rous decde,to robaman,
1o force a fpotlefle Virgins Chyflitie,
T o reaue the Orphan ot his Pattimonse,
| Yo wiing the Widdow from her cuftom’d right,
~“adbhaveno other reafon forthis wiong,
'Lt thithe was bound by afolemae Oath?
e, A fubtie Traitor needsno Sophafter.
Ki.g. Call Buckingham,and bid him arme himielfe.
2¢. ke, CallBuckinghaam,and allthe friends chou hatt,
Lamw re(:lu’d for deathand digoine.
OldCHEThe frf I watrant theeyf dreames proue true
war. Youwere beit to go te bed,and dicame againe,
Tokeepe thee from the Tewrpe(t of the field.
Old Clif. 1amrefolu’d tobearea grearei Rorme,
Then acy thou canft coniure vpto day :
And that lle write vpon thy Burgonet,
Might I but know thee by thy hou{ed Badge,
war. Now by my Fathers badge, old Newils Creft, .
T he rampant Beare cha’d to the ragged ftaffe,
This day He weare alofc my Burgoncs,
As ona Mountaine top, the Cedar (hewes,
That keepes his leaues infpight of any ftortue,
Euenioaffright thee with the view thercof.
O/d Clif. And from thy Buigonet Ile rend chy Beare,
And ttead it vnder foot with all contempt,
Defpight the Bearard, that protets the Beare.
To.Clif. And foto Armes vi¢torious Father,
To quell the Rebels, and their Complices,
Rich. Fie, Charitie for hame,fpeake notin fpight,
For you {ball fup with Iefu Chyift to nigh.
7o Ciif. Foule ftygmaticke that’s more then thou
ganft cell, X
Rec. Ifnot in heauen, you'l furely fup'mheil. Exennt
Enter warwscke.
Waer. Clifford of Cumberland, "tis Warwicke calles:
And ifthou doft not hide thee from the Beare,

)

Now when the angric Trumpet founds slarom,
And dead mens cries do fill the emprie ayre,
Clifford1fay, came forth and fight with me,
Proud Nertherre Lord, Ulifford of Cuncberland
Warwicke is hoarfe with calling thee to armes. ’
Enter Yorke,
uar. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot.
Tor. Thedeadly banded Clifford flew iy Steed :
But match to match T haue encountred him,
And madea prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes
Euen of the boniie beatt heloned fo well,
Enser Clifford.
War. Ofone or beth of vsthe time is come.
Yor. Hold Warwick: feck chee out fome other chace
For I my felfc muft hunethis Deere todeath,
2ar, Then nobly Yorke, us for a Crawn thou fightfi:
As Iintend Cliford to thriue to day,
It greeucs my forleto leave theeevnaffaild:  ExitWar.
Chf. What fecftthouinme Yorke? )
Why doft thou paufe?
Yorke. With thybrauz beating fhould I be inloue,
But thaz thow art to falt mune eaemie.
Clf. Nor (hould thy prowelfe want praife & eflceme,
But thatvis fhewneignobly,and in Treafon.
Torke, Solet it helpeme now againft thy fwond,
AsI inwflice, and true nabt exprefie e,
Clif. My foule and bodic on the a&ion both.
Tore A diczatull lay,addieffe chee inflanely,
Clf. Lafis Corvone les eumenes.
7.r. Thus Watre hach gruen thee peace,for }hryﬁill,
Dace with bis {ule, heauen if e bethy will,
Futor jong Cl:tord.
Chf. Shame nd Confufion all 1s on the rout,
Eeare frames diforder, and ditorder wounds .
Where it fhould guard. O Warre, theu fonne of hell,
Whom angry | cuuers domshethen minifter,
Throw inthe frozen bolomes of vur pare,
Hot Coales of Vengeance, ez ao Souldier flye,
He chatis truly dedicrato Wane,
Hath no {eie-lonc s nor e thac toues himlelfe,
Hath not cenunlly, Lot by e mtlance
Thename of Valoo.. Ulcheviie woild end,
Andthe premfea i lataes of the Lalt day,
Kn:t earth and Lesuen topether,
Now et the generall Trumpet blow hisblaft,
Particulannies, and petcie founds
Toceafe. Was'tthou ordain’d (deereFather)
Toloofe thy youthin peace,and to atcheeue
TheSiluer Liucry ot aduifed Age,
Andin thy Reuerence, and thy Chaire-dayes, thus
T o die inRuffian battell ? Euen ac this fight,
My heart is turn’d to lone : and while *tis mine,
Itfhall be flony. Yorke, not our old men fpares :
No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall,
Shall be to me, eucn as the Dew to Fire,
And Beautte, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes,
Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax::
Henceforth, I will not hauc to do with pitey,
Meet I aninfant of the houfeof Yorke,
Into as many gobbius will T cutc
As wilde (Medesyong Abfirtss did,
fn ciueley, will 1 fecke outmy Fame,
Cowme thounew ruine of olde Chiffords houfe
As did e £neas old Anchyfes beare,
So beaic I thee vpon my manly fhoulders:
But then, e£reas bare a lining loade;

o3
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For vndemeatlt an Ale-houfe paltry figne,s

TheCiftiein S, o 4/bens, Somerfee

Hath made the Wizard famous ia his death : .
Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrachfull ftill :

©o

SRuser Rickard,and Somerfet to fight.
Rich. Soiye thouthere :

Pricflspesy ot encmies, byt Princes kili,
righs, ' 4 Excurfions.

Enter King, Oncene,and otbers,
On. Awsy my Lord, you arc{low, for thame away,
King. Canweoutrun the Heavens ? Good Margares

ftay.
yQ!. What sre you made of ? You'l nor fight nor fly:
Now isitmns wifedome,and defence,

Tolgiue the enemy way, and to fecure vs
By what we can, which cen nomore bue fiye.
eAlarnm afagye off.
Ifyou be tane, we then fhould fec the bottome
sil our Fortunes : but if we haply feape,

As well we may, if notthrongh your negle&t)
ch {halito London get, where you are lou’d,
And where this breachnow in our Fortunes made
May readily be fopt.

€”~' CIIEWJn

(lif. Butthatmy hearts on future mifcheefc fet,
I would fpeake blafphemy ere bid you flye s
But flye you muft : Vocureable difcoinfice
Reignes in the hearts of all our prefent parts,
Away for your releefe, and we will live
To fee their day,and themour Fortune gie,

The fecond Part of Hemythe Sixt.
th“ ying fuhuuyutb;fc woes of mine.

ettt .

Alarsm. Rerrsss. EwterYorks, Rishard, Warwicke, |
i :_ad {‘ol:&cnpﬁb Drumct Colowr ;.

Torke. Of Salsbury, who can report of him,
Thaet Winter Lyon.?vho inrage forgets
Aged contufions, and all brufh of Time :

And like aGallant, in the brow of youth,
Repaires him with OccaGion, This happy day
Is notit felfe, nor haue we wonne one foot,
If Salsbury be loft.

Rich, My NobleFather:

Three times to day 1 holpe himto his hosfe,

Three times befirid him: Thrice Iled him off,

Perfwaded him from any further s@:

Bu {till where danger was, flill there I met him,

Andlike rich hangings in a homely houfe,

So was his Will, in his old feeble body,

But Noble as he is, looke where he comes.y
Enter Salubary,

Sal, Now by my Sword,well haft thoufought to day:
By'th'Mafle fo did we all. Ithanke you Richerd.
God knowes how long itis | haue to live ;

And it hath pleas’d him that threc times to day
You haue defended me from imminent dearh,
Well Lords, we haue not got that which we haue,
"Tis not enough our foes srethis time fled,

Being oppofites of fich repayring Nature.

Torks. 1know our fafety is to follow them,

For (ss | heare) theKing is fled to London,

To call a prefent Court of Parliament :

Lec vspurfuchim ere the Writs go forth,

What (Eycs Lord Warwicke,fhall weafter them #

War. Afterthem: nay befere themifwe can :
Now by my hand (J.ords) ‘twas a glorious day.
Sainc Albons battell wonne by famous Yorke,
Shallbe etermiz’d inall Age to come.

Sound Drunme and Trumpets, and to Londeg all,

Away my Lord, away. Exesnt | And more fach dayes as thefe, to vs befall, ~ Exewnt,
b e nay S SN
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