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SCENE:

Engl and and France

The First Part of King Henry the Sixth

ACT I. SCENE 1.

West mi nst er Abbey

Dead March. Enter the funeral of KING HENRY THE
FI FTH, attended on by the DUKE OF BEDFORD,
Regent of France, the DUKE OF GLOUCESTER, Protector,
the DUKE OF EXETER, the EARL OF WARW CK,

t he Bl SHOP OF W NCHESTER



BEDFORD. Hung be the heavens with black, yield day to
ni ght! Conets, inporting change of tinmes and states,
Brandi sh your crystal tresses in the sky
And with them scourge the bad revolting stars
That have consented unto Henry's deat h!

King Henry the Fifth, too fanous to |live |ong!
Engl and ne' er lost a king of so nuch worth.

GLOUCESTER. Engl and ne'er had a king until his tine.
Virtue he had, deserving to conmand,

H s brandish'd sword did blind men with his beans;
H s arms spread wi der than a dragon's wi ngs

Hi s sparkling eyes, replete with wathful fire,
More dazzl ed and drove back his enenies

Than m d-day sun fierce bent against their faces.
What should | say? H s deeds exceed all speech

He ne'er Iift up his hand but conquered.

EXETER. W nmourn in black; why nourn we not in bl ood?
Henry is dead and never shall revive
Upon a wooden coffin we attend;

And deat h's di shonourabl e victory

We with our stately presence glorify,

Li ke captives bound to a triunphant car

What! shall we curse the planets of m shap
That plotted thus our glory's overthrow?

O shall we think the subtle-witted French
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid of him
By magi c verses have contriv'd his end?

W NCHESTER. He was a king bless'd of the King of kings;
Unto the French the dreadful judgnent-day
So dreadful will not be as was his sight.

The battles of the Lord of Hosts he fought;
The Church's prayers nmade hi m so prosperous

GLOUCESTER. The Church! VWhere is it? Had not churchnen



pray'd,

H's thread of life had not so soon decay'd.
None do you like but an effem nate prince
Whom | i ke a school -boy you nay overawe.

W NCHESTER. d oucester, whate'er we |like, thou art
Pr ot ect or
And | ookest to conmand the Prince and real m
Thy wife is proud; she holdeth thee in awe
More than God or religious churchrmen nay.

GLOUCESTER. Nare not religion, for thou lov'st the flesh
And ne'er throughout the year to church thou go'st,
Except it be to pray against thy foes.

BEDFORD. Cease, cease these jars and rest your mnds in peace;
Let's to the altar. Heralds, wait on us.

Instead of gold, we'll offer up our arns,
Since arms avail not, now that Henry's dead.
Posterity, await for wetched years,
When at their nothers' noist'ned eyes babes shall suck
Qur isle be nmade a nourish of salt tears,
And none but wonen left to wail the dead.
HENRY the Fifth, thy ghost | invocate:
Prosper this realm keep it fromcivil broils,
Conbat with adverse planets in the heavens.
A far nore glorious star thy soul will nake

Than Julius Caesar or bright

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. My honourable lords, health to you all
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France,
O loss, of slaughter, and disconfiture:
Qui enne, Chanpagne, Rheins, Ol eans,

Paris, CGuysors, Poictiers, are all quite |ost.



BEDFORD. What say' st thou, man, before dead Henry's corse?

Speak softly, or the | oss of those great towns

W Il make himburst his lead and rise from deat h.
GLOUCESTER. |s Paris lost? Is Rouen yielded up?

If Henry were recall'd to Iife again,

These news woul d cause himonce nore yield the ghost.
EXETER How were they |ost? Wat treachery was us'd?
MESSENGER. No treachery, but want of men and noney.

Anongst the soldiers this is nuttered

That here you maintain several factions;

And whilst a field should be dispatch'd and fought,

You are disputing of your generals:

One would have ling'ring wars, with little cost;

Anot her would fly swift, but wanteth w ngs;

A third thinks, without expense at all,

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain'd.

Awake, awake, English nobility!

Let not sloth di myour honours, new begot.

Cropp'd are the flower-de-luces in your arrms;

O Engl and's coat one half is cut away.

EXETER. Were our tears wanting to this funeral,

These tidings would call forth their flowi ng tides.
BEDFORD. Me they concern; Regent | am of France.

Gve ne ny steeled coat; I'lIl fight for France.

Away with these disgraceful wailing robes!

Wunds will | Iend the French instead of eyes,

To weep their internissive mseries.

Enter a second MESSENGER

SECOND MESSENGER. Lords, view these letters full of bad
m schance.

France is revolted fromthe English quite,



Except some petty towns of no inport.
The Dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheins;
The Bastard of Orleans with himis join'd;
Rei gni er, Duke of Anjou, doth take his part;
The Duke of Alencon flieth to his side.
EXETER. The Dauphin crowned king! all fly to hin
O whither shall we fly fromthis reproach?
GLOUCESTER. W will not fly but to our enem es' throats.
Bedford, if thou be slack I'lIl fight it out.
BEDFORD. d oucester, why doubt'st thou of ny forwardness?
An arny have | nuster'd in ny thoughts,

Wherewith al ready France is overrun

Enter a third MESSENGER

THI RD MESSENGER. My gracious lords, to add to your
| ament s,
Wherewith you now bedew Ki ng Henry's hearse
I nmust informyou of a disnmal fight
Betwi xt the stout Lord Tal bot and the French
W NCHESTER. What! Wherein Tal bot overcame? Is't so?
THI RD MESSENGER. O, no; wherein Lord Tal bot was
o' erthrown.
The circunstance 1'Il tell you nore at |arge
The tenth of August last this dreadful |ord,
Retiring fromthe siege of Ol eans,
Having full scarce six thousand in his troop
By three and twenty thousand of the French
Was round enconpassed and set upon
No | ei sure had he to enrank his nen;
He wanted pi kes to set before his archers;
I nst ead wher eof sharp stakes pluck'd out of hedges

They pitched in the ground confusedly



To keep the horsenen off from breaking in.

More than three hours the fight continued;
Where valiant Tal bot, above human thought,
Enact ed wonders with his sword and | ance:
Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand him
Here, there, and everywhere, enrag' d he slew
The French exclaimd the devil was in arns;

Al'l the whole arny stood agaz'd on him

Hi s sol diers, spying his undaunted spirit,

"A Tal bot! a Talbot!' cried out amain

And rush'd into the bowels of the battle.

Here had the conquest fully been seal'd up

If Sir John Fastolfe had not play'd the coward.
He, being in the vaward plac'd behind

Wth purpose to relieve and follow t hem
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke;
Hence grew t he general weck and nmassacre.

Encl osed were they with their enem es.

A base Walloon, to win the Dauphin's grace,
Thrust Tal bot with a spear into the back

Whom all France, with their chief assenbled strength
Durst not presume to | ook once in the face.

BEDFORD. |s Tal bot slain? Then | will slay mnyself,
For living idly here in ponp and ease,

Whi | st such a worthy | eader, wanting aid,
Unto his dastard foenen is betray'd.

THI RD MESSENGER. O no, he lives, but is took prisoner
And Lord Scales with him and Lord Hungerford;
Most of the rest slaughter'd or took |ikew se.

BEDFORD. His ransomthere is none but | shall pay.
I"1l hale the Dauphin headl ong from his throne;
H s crown shall be the ransomof ny friend

Four of their lords I'Il change for one of ours.



Farewel |, ny nasters; to ny task will I;

Bonfires in France forthwith I amto nmake

To keep our great Saint George's feast withal

Ten thousand soldiers with me | will take,

Whose bl oody deeds shall make an Europe quake.
THI RD MESSENGER. So you had need; for Oleans is besieg' d;

The English arny is growmn weak and faint;

The Earl of Salisbury craveth supply

And hardly keeps his nen from nutiny,

Since they, so few, watch such a nultitude
EXETER. Renenber, |ords, your oaths to Henry sworn,

Either to quell the Dauphin utterly,

O bring himin obedience to your yoke.
BEDFORD. | do renenber it, and here take ny | eave

To go about my preparation. Exi t
GLOUCESTER. 1'Il to the Tower with all the haste | can

To view th' artillery and rmunition

And then | will proclai myoung Henry Kking. Exi t
EXETER. To Elthamw Il |, where the young King is,

Bei ng ordain'd his special governor;

And for his safety there |I'lIl best devise. Exi t
W NCHESTER. [Aside] Each hath his place and function to

attend:

I amleft out; for nme nothing renains.

But long | will not be Jack out of office.

The King fromE tham| intend to steal

And sit at chiefest stern of public weal. Exeunt

SCENE 2.

France. Before Ol eans



Sound a flourish. Enter CHARLES THE DAUPHI N, ALENCON

and REIGNIER, marching with drum and sol diers

CHARLES. Mars his true noving, even as in the heavens

So in the earth, to this day is not known.
Late did he shine upon the English side
Now we are victors, upon us he sniles.
What towns of any nonment but we have?

At pleasure here we lie near Ol eans;

O herwhiles the fam sh'd English, |ike pale ghosts,

Fai ntly besi ege us one hour in a nonth.

ALENCON. They want their porridge and their fat bul

beeves.
Ei ther they nust be dieted like mules
And have their provender tied to their nouths,

O piteous they will look, |ike drowned m ce.

REI GNI ER. Let's raise the siege. Wy live we idly here?

Tal bot is taken, whomwe wont to fear;
Remai net h none but mad-brain'd Salisbury,
And he may well in fretting spend his gal
Nor nmen nor noney hath he to nmake war.
CHARLES. Sound, sound alarumi we will rush on them
Now for the honour of the forlorn French
Hml forgive ny death that killeth ne,

When he sees nme go back one foot or flee.

Exeunt

Here alarum They are beaten hack by the English, with

great |oss. Re-enter CHARLES, ALENCON, and RElI GNI ER

CHARLES. Who ever saw the |Iike? What nen have |
Dogs! cowards! dastards! | would ne'er have fled
But that they left ne nidst ny enenies.

REI GNI ER. Sal i sbury is a desperate hom ci de;



He fighteth as one weary of his life.
The other lords, like Iions wanting food,
Do rush upon us as their hungry prey.
ALENCON. Froissart, a countryman of ours, records
Engl and all divers and Row ands bred
During the tine Edward the Third did reign
More truly now may this be verified;
For none but Samsons and Goli ases
It sendeth forth to skirmsh. One to ten
Lean rawbon'd rascal s! Who woul d e' er suppose
They had such courage and audacity?
CHARLES. Let's leave this town; for they are hare-brain'd
sl aves,
And hunger will enforce themto be nore eager
O old | know them rather with their teeth
The walls they'lIl tear down than forsake the siege.
REI GNI ER. | think by some odd gi nmers or device
Their arnms are set, like clocks, still to strike on
El se ne'er could they hold out so as they do.
By my consent, we'll even let them al one.

ALENCON. Be it so.

Enter the BASTARD OF ORLEANS

BASTARD. Where's the Prince Dauphin? | have news for him
CHARLES. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us.
BASTARD. Met hi nks your | ooks are sad, your cheer appall'd.

Hath the | ate overthrow wought this offence?

Be not dismay'd, for succour is at hand.

A holy maid hither with nme | bring,

VWi ch, by a vision sent to her from heaven

Ordained is to raise this tedious siege

And drive the English forth the bounds of France.



The spirit of deep prophecy she hath,
Exceedi ng the nine sibyls of old Rone:
What's past and what's to conme she can descry.
Speak, shall | call her in? Believe ny words,
For they are certain and unfallible.
CHARLES. Go, call her in. [ Exi t BASTARD]
But first, to try her skill
Rei gni er, stand thou as Dauphin in ny place;
Question her proudly; let thy | ooks be stern;

By this neans shall we sound what skill she hath.

Re-enter the BASTARD OF ORLEANS with

JOAN LA PUCELLE

REIGNIER. Fair maid, is 't thou wilt do these wondrous feats?
PUCELLE. Reignier, is 't thou that thinkest to beguile ne?

Where is the Dauphi n? Cone, cone from behind;

I know thee well, though never seen before.

Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from ne.

In private will | talk with thee apart.

St and back, you lords, and give us |eave awhile.
REI GNI ER. She takes upon her bravely at first dash
PUCELLE. Dauphin, | amby birth a shepherd's daughter

My wit untrain'd in any kind of art.

Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd

To shine on ny contenptible estate.

Lo, whilst | waited on ny tender |anbs

And to sun's parching heat display d ny cheeks,

God' s Mot her deigned to appear to ne,

And in a vision full of nmjesty

WIll'd me to | eave ny base vocation

And free nmy country fromecalanmty

Her aid she promis'd and assur'd success.



In conplete glory she reveal'd herself;
And whereas | was black and swart before,
Wth those clear rays which she infus'd on nme
That beauty am | bless'd with which you nay see
Ask me what question thou canst possible,
And | will answer unpreneditated
My courage try by conbat if thou dar'st,
And thou shalt find that | exceed ny sex.
Resol ve on this: thou shalt be fortunate
If thou receive nme for thy warlike nate.
CHARLES. Thou hast astonish'd ne with thy high ternmns.
Only this proof I'Il of thy val our nake
In single conbat thou shalt buckle with ne;
And i f thou vanqui shest, thy words are true;
O herwi se | renounce all confidence.
PUCELLE. | am prepar'd; here is nmy keen-edg' d sword,
Deck'd with five flower-de-luces on each side
The which at Touraine, in Saint Katherine's churchyard,
Qut of a great deal of old iron | chose forth
CHARLES. Then conme, o' God's nane; | fear no wonan.
PUCELLE. And while I live I'll ne'er fly froma man.
[Here they fight and JOAN LA PUCELLE overcones]
CHARLES. Stay, stay thy hands; thou art an Anmazon,
And fightest with the sword of Deborah.
PUCELLE. Christ's Mdther helps ne, else | were too weak.
CHARLES. Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that nust help ne.
Impatiently | burn with thy desire;
My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu'd.
Excel l ent Pucelle, if thy nane be so,
Let me thy servant and not sovereign be.
"Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus.
PUCELLE. | must not yield to any rites of |ove,

For ny profession's sacred from above.



When | have chased all thy foes from hence,

Then will | think upon a reconpense.

CHARLES. Meantine | ook gracious on thy prostrate thrall.
REIGNIER. My lord, nmethinks, is very long in talk.
ALENCON. Doubtl ess he shrives this wonman to her snock

El se ne'er could he so long protract his speech
REI GNI ER. Shall we disturb him since he keeps no nean?
ALENCON. He may nean nore than we poor nmen do know

These wonen are shrewd tenpters with their tongues.
REIGNI ER. My lord, where are you? \Wat devise you on?

Shall we give o'er Oleans, or no?

PUCELLE. Wiy, no, | say; distrustful recreants!

Fight till the last gasp; | will be your guard.
CHARLES. What she says I'Il confirm we'll fight it out.
PUCELLE. Assign'd am | to be the English scourge

This night the siege assuredly I'll raise.

Expect Saint Martin's sunmer, hal cyon days,

Since | have entered into these wars.

Gory is like a circle in the water,

Whi ch never ceaseth to enlarge itself

Till by broad spreading it disperse to nought.

Wth Henry's death the English circle ends;

Di spersed are the glories it included.

Now am | like that proud insulting ship

Whi ch Caesar and his fortune bare at once.

CHARLES. Was Mahonet inspired with a dove?

Thou with an eagle art inspired then

Hel en, the nother of great Constantine,

Nor yet Saint Philip's daughters were |like thee.

Bright star of Venus, fall'n down on the earth,

How may | reverently worship thee enough?

ALENCON. Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege.

REI GNI ER. Wnman, do what thou canst to save our honours;



Drive themfrom Ol eans, and be imortaliz' d.
CHARLES. Presently we'll try. Come, let's away about it.

No prophet will 1 trust if she prove false. Exeunt

SCENE 3.

London. Before the Tower gates

Enter the DUKE OF GLOUCESTER, with his serving-nen

in blue coats

GLOQUCESTER. | am cone to survey the Tower this day;
Since Henry's death, | fear, there is conveyance.
Where be these warders that they wait not here?

Open the gates; 'tis G oucester that calls.

FI RST WARDER. [Wthin] Wo's there that knocks so
i mperiously?

FIRST SERVING MAN. It is the noble Duke of d oucester

SECOND WARDER. [Wthin] Woe' er he be, you may not be
let in.

FI RST SERVI NG MAN. Villains, answer you so the Lord
Protector?

FIRST WARDER. [Wthin] The Lord protect him so we
answer him
We do no otherwise than we are will"d.

GLOUCESTER. Who willed you, or whose will stands but
n ne?

There's none Protector of the real mbut I
Break up the gates, I'lIl be your warrantize
Shall | be flouted thus by dunghill groons?
[ QLOUCESTER S nen rush at the Tower gates, and
WOODVI LLE t he Lieutenant speaks within]

WOODVI LLE. [Wthin] What noise is this? Wat traitors



have we here?

GLOUCESTER. Lieutenant, is it you whose voice | hear?
Open the gates; here's doucester that would enter
WOODVI LLE. [Wthin] Have patience, noble Duke, | may

not open;

The Cardi nal of Wnchester forbids.

From him | have express conmrmandnent

That thou nor none of thine shall be let in.
GLOUCESTER. Fai nt-hearted Wodville, prizest himfore ne?

Arrogant W nchester, that haughty prel ate

Whom Henry, our |ate sovereign, ne'er could brook

Thou art no friend to God or to the King.

Open the gates, or I'Il shut thee out shortly.
SERVI NG MEN. Open the gates unto the Lord Protector

O we'll burst themopen, if that you cone not quickly.

Enter to the PROTECTOR at the Tower gates W NCHESTER

and his men in tawny coats

W NCHESTER. How now, anbitious Hunphry! Wat neans
this?

GLOUCESTER. Peel'd priest, dost thou conmand ne to be
shut out?

W NCHESTER. | do, thou nost usurping proditor
And not Protector of the King or realm

GLOUCESTER. St and back, thou manifest conspirator
Thou that contrived st to nmurder our dead |ord,
Thou that giv'st whores indul gences to sin.
I"l'l canvass thee in thy broad cardinal's hat,
If thou proceed in this thy insol ence.

W NCHESTER. Nay, stand thou back; | will not budge a foot.
Thi s be Danascus; be thou cursed Cain,

To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt.



GLOUCESTER. | will not slay thee, but I'Il drive thee back
Thy scarlet robes as a child' s bearing-cloth
"Il use to carry thee out of this place.
W NCHESTER. Do what thou dar'st; | beard thee to thy face.
GLOUCESTER. What! am | dar'd and bearded to ny face?
Draw, nmen, for all this privileged place
Bl ue-coats to tawny-coats. Priest, beware your beard;
I nmean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly;
Under mmy feet | stanmp thy cardinal's hat;
In spite of Pope or dignities of church
Here by the cheeks 1'Il drag thee up and down.
W NCHESTER. d oucester, thou wilt answer this before the
Pope.
GLOUCESTER. W nchester goose! | cry 'A rope, a ropel
Now beat them hence; why do you let them stay?
Thee I'11 chase hence, thou wolf in sheep's array.

Qut, tawny-coats! Qut, scarlet hypocritel

Here GLOUCESTER S nen beat out the CARDI NAL'S
men; and enter in the hurly burly the MAYOR OF

LONDON and hi s OFFI CERS

MAYOR. Fie, lords! that you, being supreme magi strates,
Thus contuneliously shoul d break the peace!
GLOUCESTER. Peace, Mayor! thou know st little of nmy wongs:
Here's Beaufort, that regards nor God nor King,
Hath here distrain'd the Tower to his use.
W NCHESTER. Here's d oucester, a foe to citizens;
One that still motions war and never peace,
O ercharging your free purses with large fines;
That seeks to overthrow religion
Because he is Protector of the realm

And woul d have arnour here out of the Tower,



To crown hinmself King and suppress the Prince.
GLOUCESTER. | WI Il not answer thee with words, but bl ows.
[Here they skirm sh again]
MAYCR. Nought rests for ne in this tumultuous strife
But to make open procl amation.
Come, officer, as loud as e'er thou canst,
Cry.
OFFICER. [Cries] Al manner of men assenbled here in arns
this day agai nst God's peace and the King's, we charge
and command you, in his H ghness' name, to repair to
your several dwelling-places; and not to wear, handle, or
use, any sword, weapon, or dagger, henceforward, upon
pai n of death.
GLOUCESTER. Cardinal, I'Il be no breaker of the |aw,
But we shall neet and break our m nds at |arge.
W NCHESTER. d oucester, we'll nmeet to thy cost, be sure;
Thy heart-blood I will have for this day's work.
MAYOR. |'Il call for clubs if you will not away.
This Cardinal's nore haughty than the devil.
GLOUCESTER. Mayor, farewell; thou dost but what thou
mayst .
W NCHESTER. Abomi nabl e d oucester, guard thy head,
For | intend to have it ere |ong.
Exeunt, severally, G.OUCESTER and W NCHESTER
with their servants
MAYOR. See the coast clear'd, and then we will depart.
Good Cod, these nobles should such stomachs bear!

I nmyself fight not once in forty year. Exeunt

SCENE 4.

France. Before Ol eans



Enter, on the walls, the MASTER- GUNNER

OF ORLEANS and his BOY

MASTER- GUNNER. Sirrah, thou know st how Orleans is
besi eg' d,
And how the English have the suburbs won.

BOY. Father, | know, and oft have shot at them
Howe' er unfortunate | miss'd ny aim

MASTER- GUNNER. But now thou shalt not. Be thou rul'd
by me.
Chi ef master-gunner am| of this town;
Sonething | nust do to procure nme grace.
The Prince's espials have infornmed ne
How t he English, in the suburbs close intrench'd,
Wwont, through a secret grate of iron bars
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city,
And thence di scover how wi th nost advant age
They may vex us with shot or with assault.
To intercept this inconvenience,
A piece of ordnance 'gainst it | have plac'd;
And even these three days have | watch'd
If I could see them Now do thou watch,
For | can stay no | onger
If thou spy'st any, run and bring ne word;
And thou shalt find me at the Governor's.

BOY. Father, | warrant you; take you no care;

I"lI'l never trouble you, if | may spy them

Enter SALI SBURY and TALBOT on the turrets, with
SIR W LLI AM GLANSDALE, SI R THOVAS GARGRAVE

and ot hers



SALI SBURY. Tal bot, ny life, ny joy, again return'd!
How wert thou handl ed being prisoner?
O by what neans got'st thou to be rel eas' d?
Di scourse, | prithee, on this turret's top
TALBOT. The Earl of Bedford had a prisoner
Call'd the brave Lord Ponton de Santrailles;
For himwas | exchang' d and ransoned.
But with a baser man of arms by far
Once, in contenpt, they would have barter'd ne;
Whi ch | disdaining scorn'd, and craved death
Rat her than | would be so vile esteenid.
In fine, redeemd | was as | desir'd.
But, O the treacherous Fastol fe wounds nmy heart
Wiomwith ny bare fists | would execute
If I now had hi mbrought into ny power.
SALI SBURY. Yet tell'st thou not how thou wert entertain'd.
TALBOT. Wth scoffs, and scorns, and contunelious taunts,
In open market-place produc’'d they me
To be a public spectacle to all
Here, said they, is the terror of the French
The scarecrow that affrights our children so
Then broke | fromthe officers that |ed me,
And with nmy nails digg d stones out of the ground
To hurl at the beholders of ny shane;
My grisly countenance nade others fly;
None durst come near for fear of sudden death.
Iniron walls they deenid ne not secure;
So great fear of ny nanme 'nongst them was spread
That they suppos'd | could rend bars of stee
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant;
Wher ef ore a guard of chosen shot | had
That wal k' d about me every ninute-while;

And if | did but stir out of ny bed,



Ready they were to shoot ne to the heart.

Enter the BOY with a |instock

SALI SBURY. | grieve to hear what tornents you endur'd;

But we will be reveng' d sufficiently.

Now it is supper-time in Ol eans:

Here, through this grate, | count each one

And view the Frenchrmen how they fortify.

Let us look in; the sight will nuch delight thee.

Sir Thonmas Gargrave and Sir WIIliam d ansdal e

Let me have your express opinions

Where is best place to nmake our batt'ry next.
GARGRAVE. | think at the North Gate; for there stand | ords.
GLANSDALE. And | here, at the bulwark of the bridge.
TALBOT. For aught | see, this city nust be fam sh'd,

O with light skirnm shes enfeebl ed.

[Here they shoot and SALI SBURY and GARGRAVE
fall down]

SALI SBURY. O Lord, have nercy on us, wetched sinners!
GARGRAVE. O Lord, have nercy on ne, woeful nan!
TALBOT. What chance is this that suddenly hath cross'd us?

Speak, Salisbury; at least, if thou canst speak

How far'st thou, mirror of all martial nmen?

One of thy eyes and thy cheek's side struck off!

Accursed tower! accursed fatal hand

That hath contriv'd this woeful tragedy!

In thirteen battles Salisbury o'ercane;

Henry the Fifth he first train'd to the wars;

Whi |l st any trunp did sound or drum struck up

H's sword did ne'er leave striking in the field.

Yet liv'st thou, Salisbury? Though thy speech doth fail,

One eye thou hast to |l ook to heaven for grace;



The sun with one eye vieweth all the world.
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive
If Salisbury wants mercy at thy hands!
Bear hence his body; | will help to bury it.
Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life?
Speak unto Tal bot; nay, |ook up to him
Sal i sbury, cheer thy spirit with this confort,
Thou shalt not die whiles
He beckons with his hand and sniles on ne,
As who should say 'Wen | am dead and gone,
Renmenber to avenge ne on the French.
Pl antagenet, | will; and like thee, Nero,
Play on the lute, behol ding the towns burn.
Wetched shall France be only in ny nane.

[Here an alarum and it thunders and |ightens]
What stir is this? Wiat tunult's in the heavens?

Whence coneth this al arum and the noi se?

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. My lord, ny lord, the French have gather'd
head
The Dauphin, with one Joan |l a Pucelle join'd,
A holy prophetess new risen up,
Is cone with a great power to raise the siege.
[Here SALISBURY lifteth hinself up and groans]
TALBOT. Hear, hear how dying Salisbury doth groan
It irks his heart he cannot be reveng' d.
Frenchnmen, 1'lI1 be a Salisbury to you
Pucel I e or puzzel, dol phin or dogfish,
Your hearts I'll stanp out with ny horse's heels
And nmake a quagmire of your mingled brains.

Convey ne Salisbury into his tent,



And then we'll try what these dastard Frenchnen dare.

Al arum Exeunt

SCENE 5.

Before Ol eans

Here an al arum agai n, and TALBOT pursueth the
DAUPHI N and driveth him Then enter JOAN LA PUCELLE

driving Englishmen before her. Then enter TALBOT

TALBOT. Where is my strength, my valour, and ny force?
Qur English troops retire, | cannot stay them

A wonman clad in arnour chaseth them

Enter LA PUCELLE

Here, here she conmes. |'Il have a bout with thee.
Devil or devil's dam 1'Il conjure thee;
Blood will | draw on thee-thou art a witch

And straightway give thy soul to himthou serv'st.
PUCELLE. Come, cone, 'tis only |I that nust disgrace thee.
[Here they fight]
TALBOT. Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail?
My breast I'Il burst with straining of ny courage.
And from ny shoul ders crack ny arns asunder,
But | will chastise this high mnded strunpet.
[ They fight again]
PUCELLE. Tal bot, farewell; thy hour is not yet cone.
I nmust go victual Oleans forthwth.
[A short alarum then enter the town with sol diers]
Oertake ne if thou canst; | scorn thy strength.

Go, go, cheer up thy hungry starved nen;



Hel p Salisbury to nmake his testanent.
This day is ours, as many nore shall be. Exi t
TALBOT. My thoughts are whirled |ike a potter's wheel;
I know not where | amnor what | do.
A witch by fear, not force, |ike Hannibal,
Drives back our troops and conquers as she lists.
So bees with snoke and doves wi th noi sone stench
Are fromtheir hives and houses driven away.
They call'd us, for our fierceness, English dogs;
Now |i ke to whel ps we crying run away.
[A short al arum

Hark, countrynen! Either renew the fight
O tear the lions out of England s coat;
Renounce your soil, give sheep in |lions' stead:
Sheep run not half so treacherous fromthe wolf,
O horse or oxen fromthe |eopard,
As you fly fromyour oft subdued sl aves.

[Alarum Here anot her skirm sh]
It will not be-retire into your trenches.
You all consented unto Salisbury's death,
For none would strike a stroke in his revenge.
Pucelle is ent'red into Ol eans
In spite of us or aught that we could do.
O would | were to die with Salisbury!
The shanme hereof will make ne hide ny head.

Exit TALBOT. Al arun retreat

SCENE 6.

CRLEANS

Fl ourish. Enter on the walls, LA PUCELLE, CHARLES,

RElI GNI ER, ALENCON, and sol diers



PUCELLE. Advance our wavi ng col ours on the walls;
Rescu'd is Orleans fromthe English
Thus Joan |la Pucelle hath performid her word.
CHARLES. Divinest creature, Astraea' s daughter
How shall | honour thee for this success?
Thy promi ses are |ike Adonis' gardens,
That one day bloomd and fruitful were the next.
France, triunph in thy glorious prophetess.
Recover'd is the town of Ol eans.
More bl essed hap did ne'er befall our state.
REI GNI ER. Wy ring not out the bells aloud throughout the
t own?
Dauphi n, command the citizens nmake bonfires
And feast and banquet in the open streets
To celebrate the joy that God hath given us.
ALENCON. All France will be replete with mirth and joy
When they shall hear how we have play'd the nen.
CHARLES. 'Tis Joan, not we, by whomthe day is won;
For which I will divide my crown with her
And all the priests and friars in nmy realm
Shall in procession sing her endl ess praise.
A statelier pyramis to her I'll rear
Than Rhodope's of Menphis ever was.
In menory of her, when she is dead,
Her ashes, in an urn nore precious
Than the rich jewel'd coffer of Darius,
Transported shall be at high festivals
Bef ore the kings and queens of France.
No I onger on Saint Denis will we cry,
But Joan | a Pucelle shall be France's saint.
Cone in, and | et us banquet royally

After this golden day of victory. Flourish. Exeunt



ACT II. SCENE 1.

Bef ore Ol eans

Enter a FRENCH SERGEANT and two SENTI NELS

SERGEANT. Sirs, take your places and be vigilant.
I f any noise or soldier you perceive
Near to the walls, by sone apparent sign
Let us have know edge at the court of guard.
FI RST SENTI NEL. Sergeant, you shall. [ Exi t SERGEANT]
Thus are poor servitors,
When ot hers sl eep upon their quiet beds,

Constrain'd to watch in darkness, rain, and cold.

Enter TALBOT, BEDFORD, BURGUNDY, and forces,
with scaling-ladders; their drunms beating a dead

mar ch

TALBOT. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgundy,
By whose approach the regions of Artois,
Wal l on, and Picardy, are friends to us,
Thi s happy night the Frenchmen are secure,
Havi ng all day carous'd and banquet ed;
Enbrace we then this opportunity,

As fitting best to quittance their deceit,
Contriv'd by art and bal eful sorcery.

BEDFORD. Coward of France, how nuch he wongs his fane,
Despairing of his own arms fortitude
To join with witches and the hel p of hell

BURGUNDY. Traitors have never other conpany.



But what's that Pucelle whomthey termso pure?
TALBOT. A maid, they say.
BEDFORD. A nmi d! and be so nartial!
BURGUNDY. Pray God she prove not masculine ere |ong,
I f underneath the standard of the French
She carry arnour as she hath begun.
TALBOT. Well, let thempractise and converse with spirits:
God is our fortress, in whose conquering nane
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bul warks.
BEDFORD. Ascend, brave Tal bot; we will follow thee.
TALBOT. Not all together; better far, | guess,
That we do nake our entrance several ways;
That if it chance the one of us do fail
The other yet may rise against their force.
BEDFORD. Agreed; |I'll to yond corner.
BURGUNDY. And | to this.
TALBOT. And here will Tal bot nount or make his grave.
Now, Salisbury, for thee, and for the right
O English Henry, shall this night appear
How rmuch in duty | am bound to both.
[ The English scale the walls and cry ' Saint George!
a Tal bot!"]

SENTINEL. Armli arml The eneny doth make assaul t.

The French leap o'er the walls in their shirts.
Enter, several ways, BASTARD, ALENCON, RElI GNl ER,

hal f ready and hal f unready

ALENCON. How now, mny lords? What, all unready so?

BASTARD. Unready! Ay, and glad we 'scap'd so well.

REICNIER. ' Twas tinme, | trow, to wake and | eave our beds,
Hearing al aruns at our chanber doors.

ALENCON. O all exploits since first | followd arns



Ne'er heard | of a warlike enterprise

More venturous or desperate than this.
BASTARD. | think this Tal bot be a fiend of hell.
REIGNIER. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour him

ALENCON. Here coneth Charles; | marvel how he sped

Enter CHARLES and LA PUCELLE

BASTARD. Tut! holy Joan was his defensive guard.
CHARLES. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame?
Di dst thou at first, to flatter us wthal
Make us partakers of a little gain
That now our |oss might be ten tinmes so nuch?
PUCELLE. Wherefore is Charles inpatient with his friend?
At all tines will you have ny power alike?
Sl eepi ng or waking, nust | still prevai
O will you blame and lay the fault on ne?
| mprovi dent sol di ers! Had your watch been good
Thi s sudden m schi ef never could have fall'n
CHARLES. Duke of Al encon, this was your default
That, being captain of the watch to-night,
Did |l ook no better to that weighty charge.
ALENCON. Had all your quarters been as safely kept
As that whereof | had the governnent,
We had not been thus shanmefully surpris'd.
BASTARD. M ne was secure.
REI GNI ER. And so was nine, ny lord
CHARLES. And, for nyself, nost part of all this night,
Wthin her quarter and mine own precinct
I was enploy'd in passing to and fro
About relieving of the sentinels.
Then how or which way should they first break in?

PUCELLE. Question, nmy lords, no further of the case,



How or which way; 'tis sure they found sone pl ace
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made

And now there rests no other shift but this

To gather our soldiers, scatter'd and di spers'd,

And lay new platforns to endanage them

Alarum Enter an ENGLI SH SOLDI ER, crying
"A Talbot! A Talbot!' They fly, leaving their

cl ot hes behi nd

SOLDIER. |'Il be so bold to take what they have |eft.
The cry of Tal bot serves ne for a sword;
For | have | oaden ne with many spoils,

Usi ng no ot her weapon but his nane. Exi t

SCENE 2.

ORLEANS. Wthin the town

Enter TALBOT, BEDFORD, BURGUNDY, a CAPTAIN

and ot hers

BEDFORD. The day begins to break, and night is fled

Whose pitchy mantle over-veil'd the earth

Here sound retreat and cease our hot pursuit.

[ Retreat sounded]

TALBOT. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury

And here advance it in the market-pl ace,

The middle centre of this cursed town.

Now have | paid nmy vow unto his soul

For every drop of blood was drawn from him

There hath at |east five Frenchnen died to-night.

And that hereafter ages may behol d



What ruin happened in revenge of him

Wthin their chiefest tenple I'Il erect

A tonmb, wherein his corpse shall be interr'd
Upon the which, that every one nay read,
Shall be engrav'd the sack of Ol eans,

The treacherous manner of his mournful death,
And what a terror he had been to France.

But, lords, in all our bloody nmassacre,

I nuse we net not with the Dauphin's grace,
H s new cone chanpion, virtuous Joan of Arc,
Nor any of his fal se confederates.

BEDFORD. 'Tis thought, Lord Tal bot, when the fight began
Rous' d on the sudden fromtheir drowsy beds,
They did anongst the troops of armed nen
Leap o'er the walls for refuge in the field.

BURGUNDY. Myself, as far as | could well discern
For snoke and dusky vapours of the night,

Am sure | scar'd the Dauphin and his trull,
When armin armthey both came swiftly running,
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves

That could not |ive asunder day or night.

After that things are set in order here,

We'll followthemwith all the power we have.

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. All hail, ny lords! VWhich of this princely train
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts
So much appl auded t hrough the real mof France?
TALBOT. Here is the Tal bot; who would speak with hinf
MESSENGER. The virtuous | ady, Countess of Auvergne,
Wth nmodesty adnmiring thy renown,

By me entreats, great lord, thou woul dst vouchsafe



To visit her poor castle where she lies,

That she may boast she hath beheld the man

Whose glory fills the world with |oud report.
BURGUNDY. Is it even so? Nay, then | see our wars

WIl turn into a peaceful comic sport,

When | adies crave to be encount'red with.

You may not, ny lord, despise her gentle suit.
TALBOT. Ne'er trust me then; for when a world of nen

Coul d not prevail with all their oratory,

Yet hath a woman's kindness overrul ' d;

And therefore tell her | return great thanks

And in subnmission will attend on her.

W1l not your honours bear ne conpany?
BEDFORD. No, truly; 'tis nore than manners wll;

And | have heard it said unbi dden guests

Are often wel conest when they are gone.
TALBOT. Well then, alone, since there's no renedy,

I nean to prove this lady's courtesy.

Cone hither, Captain. [Wispers] You perceive nmy mind?

CAPTAIN. | do, ny lord, and nean accordingly. Exeunt

SCENE 3.

AUVERGNE. The Castl e

Enter the COUNTESS and her PORTER

COUNTESS. Porter, renenber what | gave in charge

And when you have done so, bring the keys to ne.
PORTER. Madam | will.
COUNTESS. The plot is laid; if all things fall out right,

I shall as fanobus be by this exploit.



As Scyt hian Tonmyris by Cyrus' death.

Geat is the runour of this dreadful knight,
And his achi evenents of no | ess account.

Fain woul d mine eyes be witness with nmne ears

To give their censure of these rare reports.

Ent er MESSENGER and TALBOT.

MESSENGER. Madam accordi ng as your |adyship desir'd,
By nmessage crav'd, so is Lord Tal bot cone.
COUNTESS. And he is wel cone. What! is this the nan?
MESSENGER. Madam it is.
COUNTESS. Is this the scourge of France?
Is this Tal bot, so much fear'd abroad
That with his name the nothers still their babes?
| see report is fabulous and fal se.
| thought | should have seen sone Hercul es,
A second Hector, for his grimaspect
And | arge proportion of his strong-knit |inbs.
Alas, this is a child, a silly dwarf!
It cannot be this weak and withled shrinp
Shoul d stri ke such terror to his enemes.
TALBOT. Madam | have been bold to trouble you
But since your ladyship is not at |eisure,
I"ll sort some other tine to visit you. [ Goi ng]
COUNTESS. What neans he now? CGo ask hi m whither he
goes.
MESSENGER. Stay, ny Lord Tal bot; for ny |ady craves
To know the cause of your abrupt departure.
TALBOT. Marry, for that she's in a wong belief,

| go to certify her Tal bot's here.

Re-enter PORTER Wth keys



COUNTESS. If thou be he, then art thou prisoner
TALBOT. Prisoner! To whonf®
COUNTESS. To ne, blood-thirsty lord
And for that cause | train'd thee to ny house.
Long tinme thy shadow hath been thrall to ne,
For in nmy gallery thy picture hangs;
But now t he substance shall endure the |ike
And | will chain these legs and arns of thine
That hast by tyranny these nmany years
Wasted our country, slain our citizens,
And sent our sons and husbands captivate.
TALBOT. Ha, ha, ha!
COUNTESS. Laughest thou, wetch? Thy mrth shall turn to
nmoan.
TALBOT. | laugh to see your |adyship so fond
To think that you have aught but Tal bot's shadow
Whereon to practise your severity.
COUNTESS. Wy, art not thou the man?
TALBOT. | am i ndeed
COUNTESS. Then have | substance too.
TALBOT. No, no, | am but shadow of myself.
You are deceiv'd, ny substance is not here;
For what you see is but the snallest part
And | east proportion of humanity.
I tell you, madam were the whole franme here
It is of such a spacious lofty pitch
Your roof were not sufficient to contain 't.
COUNTESS. This is a riddling nmerchant for the nonce;
He will be here, and yet he is not here.
How can these contrarieties agree?

TALBOT. That will | show you presently.



Wnds his horn; druns strike up

a peal of ordnance. Enter soldiers

How say you, madan®? Are you now persuaded
That Tal bot is but shadow of hinself?
These are his substance, sinews, arns, and strength,
Wth which he yoketh your rebellious necks,
Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns,
And in a nmonent nmaekes them desol ate.
COUNTESS. Victorious Tal bot! pardon ny abuse.
I find thou art no |l ess than fane hath bruited,
And nore than nmay be gathered by thy shape.
Let ny presunption not provoke thy wath,
For | amsorry that with reverence
| did not entertain thee as thou art.
TALBOT. Be not dismay'd, fair |ady; nor misconster
The m nd of Tal bot as you did m stake
The outward conposition of his body.
What you have done hath not of fended ne.
Nor other satisfaction do | crave
But only, with your patience, that we nay
Taste of your wi ne and see what cates you have,
For sol diers' stomachs al ways serve themwel |l .
COUNTESS. Wth all ny heart, and think nme honoured

To feast so great a warrior in nmy house. Exeunt

SCENE 4.

London. The Tenpl e garden

Enter the EARLS OF SOMERSET, SUFFOLK, and WARW CK

RI CHARD PLANTAGENET, VERNON, and anot her LAWER



PLANTAGENET. Great |ords and gentl enmen, what neans this
si | ence?
Dare no nman answer in a case of truth?
SUFFOLK. Wthin the Tenple Hall we were too |oud;
The garden here is nore convenient.
PLANTAGENET. Then say at once if | maintain'd the truth;
O else was wrangling Sonerset in th' error?
SUFFOLK. Faith, | have been a truant in the | aw
And never yet could frame ny will to it;
And therefore frane the law unto ny wll.
SOVERSET. Judge you, ny Lord of Warw ck, then, between us.
WARW CK. Between two hawks, which flies the higher pitch
Bet ween two dogs, which hath the deeper nouth;
Bet ween two bl ades, which bears the better tenper;
Bet ween two horses, which doth bear him best;
Between two girls, which hath the nmerriest eye
I have perhaps sone shallow spirit of judgnent;
But in these nice sharp quillets of the | aw,
Good faith, I amno w ser than a daw.
PLANTAGENET. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance:
The truth appears so naked on ny side
That any purblind eye may find it out.
SOVERSET. And on ny side it is so well apparell’'d,
So clear, so shining, and so evident,
That it will glimrer through a blind man's eye.
PLANTAGENET. Since you are tongue-tied and so loath to speak
In dunb significants proclai myour thoughts.
Let himthat is a true-born gentlenman
And stands upon the honour of his birth,
I f he suppose that | have pleaded truth
Fromoff this brier pluck a white rose with ne.
SOMERSET. Let himthat is no coward nor no flatterer

But dare nmmintain the party of the truth,



Pluck a red rose fromoff this thorn with ne.
WARWCK. | love no colours; and, without all colour
O base insinuating flattery,
I pluck this white rose with Plantagenet.
SUFFOLK. | pluck this red rose with young Sonerset,
And say withal | think he held the right.
VERNON. Stay, lords and gentlemen, and pluck no nore
Till you conclude that he upon whose side
The fewest roses are cropp'd fromthe tree
Shall yield the other in the right opinion
SOVERSET. Good Master Vernon, it is well objected;
If I have fewest, | subscribe in silence.
PLANTAGENET. And |
VERNON. Then, for the truth and pl ai nness of the case,
I pluck this pale and nai den bl ossom here,

Gving ny verdict on the white rose side.
SOVERSET. Prick not your finger as you pluck it off,
Lest, bleeding, you do paint the white rose red,

And fall on ny side so, against your wll.
VERNON. If I, ny lord, for ny opinion bleed,
Opi nion shall be surgeon to my hurt
And keep nme on the side where still | am
SOMVERSET. Well, well, come on; who else?
LAWER. [To Sonerset] Unless ny study and ny books be
fal se,
The argunent you held was wong in you
In sign whereof | pluck a white rose too
PLANTAGENET. Now, Somrerset, where is your argument?
SOVERSET. Here in ny scabbard, neditating that
Shal |l dye your white rose in a bloody red.
PLANTAGENET. Meantime your cheeks do counterfeit our
r oses;

For pale they |l ook with fear, as w tnessing



The truth on our side.
SOVERSET. No, Pl ant agenet,
"Tis not for fear but anger that thy cheeks
Bl ush for pure shame to counterfeit our roses
And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error.
PLANTAGENET. Hath not thy rose a canker, Sonerset?
SOMERSET. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet?
PLANTAGENET. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his truth;
Whi | es thy consum ng canker eats his fal sehood.
SOVERSET. Well, 1'Il find friends to wear mny bl eedi ng roses,
That shall maintain what | have said is true
Where fal se Pl antagenet dare not be seen
PLANTAGENET. Now, by this maiden bl ossomin ny hand,
I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy.

SUFFOLK. Turn not thy scorns this way, Plantagenet.

PLANTAGENET. Proud Pole, | will, and scorn both himand
t hee.
SUFFOLK. "Il turn nmy part thereof into thy throat.

SOVERSET. Away, away, good WIlliamde | a Pol e!
We grace the yeoman by conversing with him
WARW CK. Now, by God's will, thou wong'st him Sonerset;
H s grandfather was Lionel Duke of d arence,
Third son to the third Edward, King of Engl and.
Spring crestless yeonen fromso deep a root?
PLANTAGENET. He bears himon the place's privilege,
O durst not for his craven heart say thus.
SOVERSET. By Hmthat made nme, 1'll nmaintain ny words
On any plot of ground in Christendom
Was not thy father, Richard Earl of Canbridge
For treason executed in our late king's days?
And by his treason stand' st not thou attainted,
Corrupted, and exenpt from ancient gentry?

Hi s trespass yet lives guilty in thy bl ood



And till thou be restor'd thou art a yeonan.
PLANTAGENET. My father was attached, not attainted,

Condem'd to die for treason, but no traitor;

And that I'Il prove on better men than Sonerset,

Were growing time once ripened to ny will.

For your partaker Pole, and you yourself,

I"l'l note you in ny book of menory

To scourge you for this apprehension.

Look to it well, and say you are well warn'd.
SOVERSET. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee still;

And know us by these colours for thy foes

For these ny friends in spite of thee shall wear.
PLANTAGENET. And, by ny soul, this pale and angry rose,

As cogni zance of mny bl ood-drinking hate,

WIl | for ever, and ny faction, wear,

Until it wither with ne to nmy grave,

O flourish to the height of ny degree.
SUFFOLK. Go forward, and be chok'd with thy anbition!

And so farewell until | neet thee next. Exi t
SOMVERSET. Have with thee, Pole. Farewell, anbitious

Ri chard. Exi t
PLANTAGENET. How | am brav'd, and nust perforce endure

it!
WARW CK. This blot that they object agai nst your house

Shall be wip'd out in the next Parlianent,

Call'd for the truce of Wnchester and d oucester;

And if thou be not then created York,

I will not live to be accounted Warw ck.

Meantime, in signal of ny love to thee,

Agai nst proud Sonerset and W I Iiam Pol e,

WIIl | upon thy party wear this rose;

And here | prophesy: this braw to-day,

Gown to this faction in the Tenpl e Garden,



Shal | send between the Red Rose and the Wite

A thousand souls to death and deadly night.
PLANTAGENET. Good Master Vernon, | am bound to you

That you on mny behalf would pluck a flower.
VERNON. In your behalf still will I wear the sane.
LAWER And so will 1.
PLANTAGENET. Thanks, gentle sir.

Cone, let us four to dinner. | dare say

This quarrel will drink bl ood another day.

SCENE 5.

The Tower of London

Enter MORTI MER, brought in a chair, and GAOLERS

MORTI MER. Ki nd keepers of ny weak decayi ng age,
Let dying Mortiner here rest hinself.
Even like a man new haled fromthe rack,
So fare nmy linmbs with long inprisonnent;
And these grey | ocks, the pursuivants of death,
Nestor-1like aged in an age of care,

Argue the end of Ednund Mortiner.

These eyes, like | anps whose wasting oil is spent,

Wax dim as drawing to their exigent;
Weak shoul ders, overborne with burdening grief,
And pithless arns, |like to a withered vine

That droops his sapless branches to the ground.

Yet are these feet, whose strengthless stay is nunb,

Unabl e to support this lunp of clay,
Swift-winged with desire to get a grave,

As witting | no other confort have.

Exeunt



But tell ne, keeper, will ny nephew cone?

FI RST KEEPER. Richard Pl antagenet, my lord, will cone.
We sent unto the Tenple, unto his chanber;

And answer was return'd that he will conmne.

MORTI MER. Enough; ny soul shall then be satisfied.
Poor gentleman! his wong doth equal nine.
Since Henry Monnouth first began to reign,

Bef ore whose glory | was great in arns,

Thi s | oathsome sequestration have | had;

And even since then hath R chard been obscur'd,
Depriv'd of honour and inheritance.

But now the arbitrator of despairs,

Just Death, kind unpire of nmen's miseries,
Wth sweet enlargenment doth dismss nme hence.

I would his troubles |ikew se were expir'd,

That so he mi ght recover what was | ost.

Ent er RI CHARD PLANTAGENET

FI RST KEEPER. My lord, your |oving nephew now i s cone.
MORTI MER. Ri chard Pl antagenet, ny friend, is he cone?
PLANTAGENET. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us'd,

Your nephew, |ate despised Richard, cones.
MORTI MER. Direct nmine arns | nmay enbrace his neck

And in his bosom spend ny |atter gasp.

O tell me when ny lips do touch his cheeks,

That | may kindly give one fainting kiss.

And now decl are, sweet stemfrom York's great stock,

Why didst thou say of late thou wert despis'd?
PLANTAGENET. First, lean thine aged back against mne arm

And, in that ease, I'll tell thee ny disease.

This day, in argunent upon a case,

Sone words there grew 'tw xt Somerset and ne;



Anong which terns he us'd his lavish tongue
And did upbraid ne with ny father's death;
Wi ch obl oquy set bars before ny tongue,
Else with the like | had requited him
Therefore, good uncle, for ny father's sake,
I'n honour of a true Pl antagenet,

And for alliance sake, declare the cause

My father, Earl of Canbridge, |ost his head.

MORTI MER. That cause, fair nephew, that inprison' d ne
And hath detain'd ne all nmy flow ring youth
Wthin a | oathsone dungeon, there to pine,
Was cursed instrunent of his decease.

PLANTAGENET. Di scover nore at |arge what cause that was,
For | amignorant and cannot guess.

MORTIMER. | will, if that ny fading breath permt
And death approach not ere ny tale be done.
Henry the Fourth, grandfather to this king,
Depos' d his nephew Ri chard, Edward's son,
The first-begotten and the [ awful heir
O Edward king, the third of that descent;
Duri ng whose reign the Percies of the north,
Fi nding his usurpation nost unjust,
Endeavour' d ny advancenent to the throne.
The reason nov'd these warlike lords to this
Was, for that-young Richard thus renov'd,
Leaving no heir begotten of his body-

I was the next by birth and parentage;

For by ny nother | derived am

From Li onel Duke of darence, third son

To King Edward the Third; whereas he

From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree,
Bei ng but fourth of that heroic line.

But mark: as in this haughty great attenpt



They | aboured to plant the rightful heir,

I lost nmy liberty, and they their |ives.

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth,

Succeedi ng his father Bolingbroke, did reign,

Thy father, Earl of Canbridge, then deriv'd

From f ambus Edmund Langl ey, Duke of York,

Marrying ny sister, that thy nother was,

Again, in pity of nmy hard distress,

Levied an arny, weening to redeem

And have install'd ne in the di adem

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl,

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortiners,

In whomthe title rested, were suppress'd.
PLANTAGENET. O VWhich, nmy lord, your honour is the |ast.
MORTI MER. True; and thou seest that | no issue have,

And that ny fainting words do warrant death.

Thou art ny heir; the rest | wi sh thee gather;

But yet be wary in thy studious care.

PLANTAGENET. Thy grave adnoni shnents prevail with ne.

But yet nethinks ny father's execution

Was not hing | ess than bl oody tyranny.

MORTI MER. Wth silence, nephew, be thou politic;

Strong fixed is the house of Lancaster

And like a nountain not to be renov'd.

But now thy uncle is renoving hence,

As princes do their courts when they are cloy'd

Wth long continuance in a settled place.
PLANTAGENET. O uncle, would sone part of nmy young years

M ght but redeem the passage of your age!

MORTI MER. Thou dost then wong ne, as that slaughterer

dot h

Whi ch giveth nany wounds when one will kill.

Mourn not, except thou sorrow for ny good;



Only give order for ny funeral.
And so, farewell; and fair be all thy hopes,
And prosperous be thy life in peace and war! [ Di es]
PLANTAGENET. And peace, no war, befall thy parting soul!
In prison hast thou spent a pilgrinage,
And like a hernmt overpass'd thy days.
Well, I will lock his counsel in ny breast;
And what | do imagine, let that rest.
Keepers, convey himhence; and | nyself
W Il see his burial better than his life.
Exeunt GAOLERS, hearing out the body of MORTI MER
Here di es the dusky torch of Mortiner,
Chok'd with ambition of the nmeaner sort;
And for those wongs, those bitter injuries,
Whi ch Sonerset hath offer'd to ny house,
| doubt not but with honour to redress;
And therefore haste | to the Parlianent,
Either to be restored to ny bl ood,

O make ny ill th' advantage of ny good. Exi t

ACT 111. SCENE 1.

London. The Parlianent House

Fl ourish. Enter the KING EXETER, GLOUCESTER,
WARW CK, SOMERSET, and SUFFOLK; the BI SHOP OF
W NCHESTER, RI CHARD PLANTAGENET, and ot hers.

GLOUCESTER offers to put up a bill; WNCHESTER

snatches it, and tears it

W NCHESTER. Com st thou with deep preneditated |ines,
Wth witten panphl ets studiously devis'd?

Hunphrey of G oucester, if thou canst accuse



GLOQUCESTER. Presunptuous pri est,

O aught intend' st to lay unto ny charge,
Do it wthout invention, suddenly;
I with sudden and extenporal speech

Purpose to answer what thou canst object.

pati ence,

this place commands ny

O thou shouldst find thou hast di shonour'd ne.

Thi nk not, although in witing | preferr'd
The manner of thy vile outrageous crines,
That therefore | have forg'd, or amnot able

Verbatimto rehearse the nmethod of ny pen

No, prelate; such is thy audaci ous w ckedness,

Thy | ewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks,

As very infants prattle of thy pride.

Thou art a npbst pernicious usurer;

Froward by nature, eneny to peace;
Lasci vi ous, wanton, nore than well beseens
A man of thy profession and degree;

And for thy treachery, what's nore manifest
In that thou laid st a trap to take ny life,

As well at London Bridge as at the Tower?

Beside, | fear ne, if thy thoughts were sifted,

The King, thy sovereign, is not quite exenpt

From envious nalice of thy swelling heart.

W NCHESTER. d oucester, | do defy thee. Lords,

To give ne hearing what | shall reply.

If I were covetous, anbitious, or perverse,
As he will have me, how am| so poor?

O how haps it | seek not to advance

O raise nyself, but keep ny wonted calling?
And for dissension, who preferreth peace
More than | do, except | be provok'd?

No, ny good lords, it is not that offends;

vouchsaf e



It is not that that incens'd hath incens'd the Duke:
It is because no one should sway but he;
No one but he shoul d be about the King;
And that engenders thunder in his breast
And makes hi mroar these accusations forth.
But he shall know | am as good
GLOUCESTER. As good!
Thou bastard of ny grandfat her!
W NCHESTER. Ay, lordly sir; for what are you, | pray,
But one inperious in another's throne?
GLQUCESTER. Am | not Protector, saucy priest?
W NCHESTER. And amnot | a prelate of the church?
GLOUCESTER. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps,
And useth it to patronage his theft.
W NCHESTER. Unreverent G oucester!
GLOUCESTER. Thou art reverend
Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life.
W NCHESTER. Rone shal |l renedy this.
WARW CK. Roam t hi ther then.
SOVERSET. My lord, it were your duty to forbear.
WARW CK. Ay, see the bishop be not overborne.
SOMVERSET. Met hinks ny lord should be religious,
And know t he office that bel ongs to such.
WARW CK. Met hinks his | ordship shoul d be hunbl er;
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead.
SOVERSET. Yes, when his holy state is touch'd so near.
WARW CK. State holy or unhallow d, what of that?
Is not his Grace Protector to the King?
PLANTAGENET. [Aside] Plantagenet, | see, nust hold his
t ongue,
Lest it be said 'Speak, sirrah, when you shoul d;
Must your bold verdict enter talk with | ords?

El se would | have a fling at Wnchester.



KI NG HENRY. Uncl es of G oucester and of W nchester,
The speci al watchmen of our English weal,
I would prevail, if prayers m ght prevai
To join your hearts in love and amty.
O what a scandal is it to our crown
That two such nobl e peers as ye should jar!
Believe ne, lords, nmy tender years can tel
Cvil dissension is a viperous worm
That gnaws t he bowel s of the comobnwealth.
[A noise within: 'Down with the tawny coats!']
What tunult's this?
WARW CK. An uproar, | dare warrant,
Begun through malice of the Bishop's nen.

[ A noise again: 'Stones! Stones!']

Enter the MAYOR OF LONDON, attended

MAYOR. O, ny good |ords, and virtuous Henry,
Pity the city of London, pity us!
The Bi shop and the Duke of G oucester's nen,
Forbi dden late to carry any weapon,
Have fill'd their pockets full of pebble stones
And, bandi ng thenselves in contrary parts,
Do pelt so fast at one another's pate
That many have their giddy brains knock'd out.
Qur wi ndows are broke down in every street,

And we for fear conpell'd to shut our shops

Enter in skirm sh, the retainers of GQOUCESTER and

W NCHESTER, with bl oody pates

KI NG HENRY. W charge you, on all egiance to ourself,

To hol d your slaught'ring hands and keep the peace.



Pray, uncle d oucester, mtigate this strife.
FI RST SERVI NG MAN. Nay, if we be forbi dden stones, we'll
fall to it with our teeth.
SECOND SERVI NG MAN. Do what ye dare, we are as resol ute.
[ Skirmi sh again]
GLOQUCESTER. You of ny househol d, |eave this peevish broil
And set this unaccustom d fight aside.
THI RD SERVI NG MAN. My lord, we know your G ace to be a
man
Just and upright, and for your royal birth
Inferior to none but to his Mjesty;
And ere that we will suffer such a prince
So kind a father of the comonweal,
To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate,
We and our wives and children all will fight
And have our bodi es slaught'red by thy foes.
FI RST SERVI NG MAN. Ay, and the very parings of our nails
Shall pitch a field when we are dead. [ Begi n agai n]
GLOUCESTER. Stay, stay, | say!
And if you love ne, as you say you do,
Let nme persuade you to forbear awhile.
KING HENRY. O, how this discord doth afflict my soul
Can you, mny Lord of Wnchester, behold
My sighs and tears and will not once relent?
Who should be pitiful, if you be not?
O who should study to prefer a peace,
If holy churchmen take delight in broils?
WARW CK. Yield, ny Lord Protector; yield, Wnchester;
Except you mean with obstinate repul se
To sl ay your sovereign and destroy the realm
You see what mischief, and what mnurder too,
Hat h been enacted through your enmty;

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for bl ood.



W NCHESTER. He shall submit, or | will never yield.

GLOUCESTER. Conpassi on on the King commands ne stoop,

O | would see his heart out ere the priest

Shoul d ever get that privilege of ne.

WARW CK. Behold, ny Lord of Wnchester, the Duke

Hat h bani sh’ d noody di scontented fury,

As by his snpothed brows it doth appear;

Why | ook you still so stem and tragical ?

GLOQUCESTER. Here, Wnchester, | offer thee ny hand.

KI NG HENRY. Fie, uncle Beaufort! | have heard you preach

That malice was a great and grievous sin;

And will not you maintain the thing you teach,

But prove a chief offender in the sane?

WARW CK. Sweet King! The Bishop hath a kindly gird.

For shame, ny Lord of Wnchester,

What, shall

rel ent;

a child instruct you what to do?

W NCHESTER. Wl |, Duke of doucester, | will yield to thee;

Love for thy love and hand for hand | give.

GLOUCESTER [Aside] Ay, but, |I fear ne, with a holl ow

heart.

See here, ny friends and | oving countrynen:

This token serveth for a flag of truce

Bet wi xt oursel ves and all our foll owers.

So help me God, as | dissenble not!

W NCHESTER [Aside] So help ne God, as | intend it not!

KI NG HENRY. O Il oving uncle, kind Duke of d oucester,

How joyful am | made by this contract!

Away, ny masters! trouble us no nore;

But join in friendship, as your |ords have done.

FI RST SERVI NG MAN. Content: |I'Il to the surgeon's.

SECOND SERVI NG MAN. And so will 1.

THI RD SERVING MAN. And | will see what physic the tavern

af fords. Exeunt servants, MAYOR, &C.



WARW CK. Accept this scroll, nobst graci ous sovereign;
Which in the right of Richard Pl ant agenet
We do exhibit to your Majesty.
GLOUCESTER. Wl | urg'd, ny Lord of Warwick; for, sweet
prince,
An if your Grace mark every circunstance,
You have great reason to do Richard right;
Especially for those occasions
At Eltham Place | told your Myjesty.
KI NG HENRY. And those occasions, uncle, were of force;
Therefore, ny loving lords, our pleasure is
That Richard be restored to his bl ood.
WARW CK. Let Richard be restored to his bl ood,
So shall his father's wongs be reconpens'd.
W NCHESTER. As will the rest, so willeth Wnchester.
KING HENRY. |If Richard will be true, not that alone
But all the whole inheritance | give
That doth bel ong unto the house of York,
From whence you spring by lineal descent.
PLANTAGENET. Thy hunbl e servant vows obedi ence
And hunbl e service till the point of death.
KI NG HENRY. Stoop then and set your knee against ny foot;
And in reguerdon of that duty done
| girt thee with the valiant sword of York.
Ri se, Richard, like a true Plantagenet,
And rise created princely Duke of York.
PLANTAGENET. And so thrive Richard as thy foes may fall!
And as ny duty springs, so perish they
That grudge one thought agai nst your Mjesty!
ALL. Wl cone, high Prince, the mighty Duke of York!
SOVERSET. [Aside] Perish, base Prince, ignoble Duke of
Yor k!

GLOUCESTER. Now wi Il it best avail your Myjesty



To cross the seas and to be crown'd in France:

The presence of a king engenders |ove

Anongst

his subjects and his loyal friends,

As it disanimates his enem es.

KI NG HENRY. When d oucester says the word, King Henry

goes;

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes.

GLOUCESTER. Your ships already are in readi ness.

Sennet. Flourish. Exeunt all but EXETER

EXETER. Ay, we may march in England or in France,

Not see

ng what is likely to ensue.

This |l ate dissension grown betw xt the peers

Burns under feigned ashes of forg'd | ove

And will

As fest'

at last break out into a fl aneg;

red nenbers rot but by degree

Till bones and flesh and sinews fall away,

So will

And now

this base and envi ous di scord breed.

| fear that fatal prophecy.

Which in the tinme of Henry nanid the Fifth

Was in t

he mouth of every sucki ng babe:

That Henry born at Monmouth should win all,

And Henry born at Wndsor should | ose all

Which is so plain that Exeter doth w sh

H s days may finish ere that hapless tine. Exi t

Ent er

SCENE 2.

France. Before Rouen

LA PUCELLE disguis'd, with four soldiers dressed

i ke countrynen, with sacks upon their backs

PUCELLE. These are the city gates, the gates of Rouen



Thr ough whi ch our policy nust make a breach
Take heed, be wary how you pl ace your words;
Talk like the vulgar sort of market-nen
That conme to gather noney for their corn
If we have entrance, as | hope we shall,
And that we find the slothful watch but weak,
I"1l by a sign give notice to our friends,
That Charl es the Dauphin may encounter them
FI RST SOLDI ER. Qur sacks shall be a nean to sack the city,
And we be lords and rul ers over Rouen
Therefore we' Il knock. [ Knocks]
WATCH. [Wthin] Qi est |a?
PUCELLE. Paysans, pauvres gens de France
Poor market-fol ks that come to sell their corn
WATCH. Enter, go in; the market-bell is rung.
PUCELLE. Now, Rouen, 1'll shake thy bulwarks to the

ground.

[ LA PUCELLE, &c., enter the town]

Enter CHARLES, BASTARD, ALENCON, REIGNI ER, and forces

CHARLES. Saint Denis bless this happy stratagen
And once again we'll sleep secure in Rouen
BASTARD. Here ent'red Pucell e and her practisants;
Now she is there, how will she specify
Here is the best and safest passage in?
ALENCON. By thrusting out a torch fromyonder tower;
VWi ch once discern'd shows that her neaning is

No way to that, for weakness, which she ent'red.

Enter LA PUCELLE, on the top, thrusting out

a torch burning



PUCELLE. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch
That joi neth Rouen unto her countrynen,
But burning fatal to the Tal botites. Exi t
BASTARD. See, noble Charles, the beacon of our friend,
The burning torch in yonder turret stands.
CHARLES. Now shine it like a conmet of revenge,
A prophet to the fall of all our foes!
ALENCON. Defer no tine, delays have dangerous ends;
Enter, and cry 'The Dauphin!' presently,

And then do execution on the watch. Al arum Exeunt

An alarum Enter TALBOT in an excursion

TALBOT. France, thou shalt rue this treason with thy tears,
I f Tal bot but survive thy treachery.

PUCELLE, that witch, that dammed sorceress,
Hat h wrought this hellish mschief unawares,

That hardly we escap'd the pride of France. Exi t

An al arum excursions. BEDFORD brought in sick in
a chair. Enter TALBOT and BURGUNDY wi t hout;
wi t hin, LA PUCELLE, CHARLES, BASTARD, ALENCON,

and REIGNI ER, on the walls

PUCELLE. Good norrow, gallants! Want ye corn for bread?
I think the Duke of Burgundy will fast
Before he' |l buy again at such a rate.
"Twas full of darnel-do you |like the taste?
BURGUNDY. Scoff on, vile fiend and shanel ess courtezan.
I trust ere long to choke thee with thine own,
And nake thee curse the harvest of that corn.
CHARLES. Your Grace nmy starve, perhaps, before that tine.

BEDFORD. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge this treason!



PUCELLE. What you do, good grey beard? Break a
| ance,
And run a tilt at death within a chair?
TALBOT. Foul fiend of France and hag of all despite,
Enconpass'd with thy lustful paranmours
Becones it thee to taunt his valiant age
And twit with cowardice a man hal f dead?
Dansel, 1'll have a bout with you again,
O else let Talbot perish with this shane.
PUCELLE. Are ye so hot, sir? Yet, Pucelle, hold thy peace;
If Tal bot do but thunder, rain will follow
[ The English party whisper together in council]
God speed the parlianent! Who shall be the Speaker?
TALBOT. Dare ye cone forth and nmeet us in the field?
PUCELLE. Belike your lordship takes us then for fools,
To try if that our own be ours or no.
TALBOT. | speak not to that railing Hecate,
But unto thee, Al encon, and the rest.
WIl ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out?
ALENCON. Si gni or, no.
TALBOT. Signior, hang! Base nul eteers of France!
Li ke peasant foot-boys do they keep the walls,
And dare not take up arns |ike gentlenen.
PUCELLE. Away, captains! Let's get us fromthe walls;
For Tal bot means no goodness by his | ooks.
God b'uy, ny lord; we cane but to tell you
That we are here. Exeunt fromthe walls
TALBOT. And there will we be too, ere it be |ong,
O else reproach be Tal bot's greatest fane!
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house,
Prick'd on by public wongs sustain'd in France,
Either to get the town again or die;

And |, as sure as English Henry lives



And as his father here was conqueror
As sure as in this late betrayed town
G eat Coeur-de-lion's heart was buried
So sure | swear to get the town or die.
BURGUNDY. My vows are equal partners with thy vows.
TALBOT. But ere we go, regard this dying prince
The valiant Duke of Bedford. Conme, ny lord,
We will bestow you in sone better place,
Fitter for sickness and for crazy age.
BEDFORD. Lord Tal bot, do not so di shonour ne;
Here will | sit before the walls of Rouen
And will be partner of your weal or woe.
BURGUNDY. Courageous Bedford, |let us now persuade you
BEDFCORD. Not to be gone from hence; for once | read
That stout Pendragon in his litter sick
Cane to the field, and vanqui shed his foes.
Met hi nks | should revive the soldiers' hearts,
Because | ever found them as nysel f.
TALBOT. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast!
Then be it so. Heavens keep ol d Bedford safe!
And now no nore ado, brave Burgundy,
But gather we our forces out of hand
And set upon our boasting eneny.

Exeunt against the town all but BEDFORD and attendants

An al arum excursions. Enter SIR JOHN FASTOLFE

and a CAPTAI N

CAPTAI N. Whither away, Sir John Fastolfe, in such haste?
FASTOLFE. Whither away? To save nyself by flight:

We are like to have the overthrow again.
CAPTAIN. What! WII you and | eave Lord Tal bot ?

FASTCLFE. Ay,



Al the Talbots in the world, to save ny life. Exi t
CAPTAIN. Cowardly knight! ill fortune follow thee!

Exit into the town

Retreat; excursions. LA PUCELLE, ALENCON

and CHARLES fly

BEDFORD. Now, qui et soul, depart when heaven pl ease,
For | have seen our enem es' overthrow
What is the trust or strength of foolish man?
They that of late were daring with their scoffs
Are glad and fain by flight to save thensel ves

[ BEDFORD dies and is carried in by two in his chair]

An al arum Re-enter TALBOT, BURGUNDY, and the rest

TALBOT. Lost and recovered in a day again!
This is a doubl e honour, Burgundy.
Yet heavens have glory for this victory!
BURGUNDY. Warlike and nartial Tal bot, Burgundy
Enshrines thee in his heart, and there erects
Thy nobl e deeds as val our's nonunents.
TALBOT. Thanks, gentle Duke. But where is Pucelle now?
I think her old famliar is asleep
Now where's the Bastard's braves, and Charles his gl eeks?
What, all anobrt? Rouen hangs her head for grief
That such a valiant conpany are fl ed.
Now wi I | we take some order in the town,
Pl acing therein sone expert officers;
And then depart to Paris to the King,
For there young Henry with his nobles lie.
BURGUNDY. What Lord Tal bot pl easet h Burgundy.

TALBOT. But yet, before we go, let's not forget



The nobl e Duke of Bedford, |ate deceas'd,
But see his exequies fulfill'd in Rouen

A braver soldier never couched | ance,

A gentler heart did never sway in court;

But kings and mightiest potentates nust die,

For that's the end of human m sery.

SCENE 3.

The pl ai ns near Rouen

Enter CHARLES, the BASTARD, ALENCON, LA PUCELLE

and forces

PUCELLE. Di smay not, Princes, at this accident,

Nor grieve that Rouen is so recovered

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive

For things that are not to be remnedi ed.

Let frantic Talbot triunph for a while

And |i ke a peacock sweep along his tail;

We'll pull his plumes and take away his train,

I f Dauphin and the rest will be but rul'd.
CHARLES. W have gui ded by thee hitherto,

And of thy cunning had no diffidence;

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust
BASTARD. Search out thy wit for secret policies,

And we will make thee fanous through the world.

ALENCON. We'll set thy statue in some holy place,

And have thee reverenc'd |like a bl essed saint.

Empl oy thee, then, sweet virgin, for our good.
PUCELLE. Then thus it nust be; this doth Joan devi se:

By fair persuasions, nmix'd with sug' red words,

We will entice the Duke of Burgundy

Exeunt



To |l eave the Talbot and to follow us.

CHARLES. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we could do that,
France were no place for Henry's warriors;
Nor should that nation boast it so with us,
But be extirped from our provinces.

ALENCON. For ever should they be expuls'd from France,
And not have tide of an earl dom here.

PUCELLE. Your honours shall perceive how | wll work

To bring this matter to the w shed end.

[ Drum sounds af ar

Hark! by the sound of drum you may perceive

Their powers are marching unto Paris-ward.

Here sound an English nmarch. Enter, and pass over

at a distance, TALBOT and his forces

There goes the Talbot, with his col ours spread,

And all the troops of English after him

French nmarch. Enter the DUKE OF BURGUNDY and

his forces

Now i n the rearward cones the Duke and his.
Fortune in favour nmakes himlag behind.

Sunmon a parley; we will talk with him

of f]

[ Trunpets sound a parl ey]

CHARLES. A parley with the Duke of Burgundy!

BURGUNDY. Who craves a parley with the Burgundy?

PUCELLE. The princely Charles of France, thy countrynan.

BURGUNDY. What say' st thou, Charles? for | am marching

hence.

CHARLES. Speak, Pucelle, and enchant himw th thy words.

PUCELLE. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France!



Stay, let thy hunble handnmai d speak to thee.
BURGUNDY. Speak on; but be not over-tedious.
PUCELLE. Look on thy country, |ook on fertile France,
And see the cities and the towns defac'd
By wasting ruin of the cruel foe;
As | ooks the nother on her |owly babe
When death doth cl ose his tender dying eyes,
See, see the pining nmal ady of France;
Behol d t he wounds, the npst unnatural wounds,
Whi ch thou thysel f hast given her woeful breast.
O turn thy edged sword anot her way;
Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that help!
One drop of blood drawn fromthy country's bosom
Shoul d grieve thee nore than streans of foreign gore.
Return thee therefore with a flood of tears,
And wash away thy country's stained spots.
BURGUNDY. Either she hath bewitch'd ne with her words,
O nature makes nme suddenly relent.
PUCELLE. Besides, all French and France exclainms on thee,
Doubting thy birth and | awful progeny.
Who join' st thou with but with a lordly nation
That will not trust thee but for profit's sake?
When Tal bot hath set footing once in France,
And fashion'd thee that instrument of ill,
Who then but English Henry will be Iord,
And thou be thrust out like a fugitive?
Call we to mind-and mark but this for proof:
Was not the Duke of Oleans thy foe?
And was he not in England prisoner?
But when they heard he was thine eneny
They set himfree without his ransom paid,
In spite of Burgundy and all his friends.

See then, thou fight'st against thy countrynen,



And join'st with themw |l be thy slaughternen.

Cone, come, return; return, thou wandering |ord
Charles and the rest will take thee in their arns.
BURGUNDY. | am vanqui shed; these haughty words of hers

Have batt'red nme like roaring cannon-shot
And made nme al nost yield upon ny knees.
Forgive ne, country, and sweet countrynen
And, lords, accept this hearty kind enbrace.
My forces and nmy power of nen are yours;

So, farewell, Talbot; I'lIl no longer trust thee.

PUCELLE. Done like a Frenchman- [Aside] turn and turn

agai n.

CHARLES. Wl cone, brave Duke! Thy friendshi p nmakes us
fresh.

BASTARD. And doth beget new courage in our breasts.

ALENCON. Pucel l e hath bravely play'd her part in this,
And dot h deserve a coronet of gold.

CHARLES. Now l et us on, ny lords, and join our powers,

And seek how we nmay prejudice the foe.

SCENE 4.

Paris. The pal ace

Enter the KING GLOUCESTER, W NCHESTER, YORK
SUFFOLK, SOVERSET, WARW CK, EXETER
VERNON, BASSET, and others. To them wth

his soldiers, TALBOT

TALBOT. My gracious Prince, and honourabl e peers,
Hearing of your arrival in this realm
I have awhile given truce unto ny wars

To do ny duty to my sovereign;

Exeunt



In sign whereof, this armthat hath reclainid

To your obedience fifty fortresses,

Twel ve cities, and seven walled towns of strength,

Besi de five hundred prisoners of esteem

Lets fall his sword before your H ghness' feet,

And with subnissive loyalty of heart

Ascribes the glory of his conquest got

First to ny God and next unto your G ace. [ Kneel s]
KING HENRY. |s this the Lord Tal bot, uncle d oucester

That hath so | ong been resident in France?
GLOUCESTER. Yes, if it please your Majesty, ny liege
KI NG HENRY. Wl cone, brave captain and victorious |ord!

When | was young, as yet | amnot old,

I do renmenber how ny father said

A stouter chanpion never handl ed sword.

Long since we were resol ved of your truth,

Your faithful service, and your toil in war;

Yet never have you tasted our reward,

O been reguerdon'd with so much as thanks,

Because till now we never saw your face.

Therefore stand up; and for these good deserts

We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury;

And in our coronation take your place.

Sennet. Flourish. Exeunt all but VERNON and BASSET

VERNON. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea

Di sgraci ng of these colours that | wear

In honour of ny noble Lord of York

Dar'st thou maintain the forner words thou spak' st?
BASSET. Yes, sir; as well as you dare patronage

The envi ous barking of your saucy tongue

Against nmy lord the Duke of Sonerset.
VERNON. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is.

BASSET. Wy, what is he? As good a nman as York!



VERNON. Hark ye: not so. In witness, take ye that.
[Strikes hini
BASSET. Villain, thou knowest the law of arns is such
That whoso draws a sword 'tis present death,
O else this blow should broach thy dearest bl ood.
But I'Il unto his Mjesty and crave

I may have liberty to venge this wong;

When thou shalt see I'Il meet thee to thy cost.
VERNON. Wel |, niscreant, |I'll be there as soon as you;
And, after, meet you sooner than you woul d. Exeunt

ACT I'V. SCENE 1.

Park. The pal ace

Enter the KING GLOUCESTER, W NCHESTER, YORK
SUFFOLK, SOMERSET, WARW CK, TALBOT, EXETER

t he GOVERNOR OF PARI'S, and others

GLOUCESTER. Lord Bi shop, set the crown upon his head.
W NCHESTER. CGod save King Henry, of that name the Sixth
GLOQUCESTER. Now, Governor of Paris, take your oath
[ GOVERNOR kneel s]

That you el ect no other king but him

Esteem none friends but such as are his friends,

And none your foes but such as shall pretend

Malicious practices against his state.

This shall ye do, so help you righteous God

Exeunt GOVERNOR and his train

Enter SIR JOHN FASTOLFE

FASTOLFE. My gracious sovereign, as | rode from Cal ai s,



To haste unto your coronation,

Aletter was deliver'd to ny hands

Wit to your Grace fromth' Duke of Burgundy.
TALBOT. Shane to the Duke of Burgundy and thee!

I vow d, base knight, when |I did nmeet thee next

To tear the Garter fromthy craven's leg, [Plucking it off]

Whi ch | have done, because unworthily

Thou wast installed in that high degree.

Pardon nme, princely Henry, and the rest:

This dastard, at the battle of Patay,

When but in all | was six thousand strong,

And that the French were alnost ten to one,

Before we net or that a stroke was given

Like to a trusty squire did run away;

In which assault we | ost twel ve hundred nen;

Mysel f and di vers gentl enmen beside

Were there surpris'd and taken prisoners.

Then judge, great lords, if | have done am ss

O whether that such cowards ought to wear

Thi s ornament of knight hood-yea or no.
GLOQUCESTER. To say the truth, this fact was infanous

And ill beseemi ng any conmmon nan,

Much nore a knight, a captain, and a | eader
TALBOT. When first this order was ordain'd, ny |ords,

Kni ghts of the Garter were of noble birth,

Valiant and virtuous, full of haughty courage,

Such as were grown to credit by the wars;

Not fearing death nor shrinking for distress,

But al ways resolute in nost extrenes.

He then that is not furnish'd in this sort

Dot h but usurp the sacred nane of knight,

Profani ng this nost honourabl e order,

And should, if I were worthy to be judge,



Be quite degraded, |ike a hedge-born swain

That doth presunme to boast of gentle bl ood.

KI NG HENRY.

doom

Stain to thy countrynen, thou hear'st thy

Be packing, therefore, thou that wast a knight;

Henceforth we bani sh thee on pain of death.

Exit FASTOLFE

And now, ny Lord Protector, viewthe letter

Sent from our uncle Duke of Burgundy.

GLOUCESTER

[Viewi ng the superscription] Wat neans his

G ace, that he hath chang'd his style?

No nore but plain and bluntly 'To the King!

Hath he forgot he is his sovereign?

O doth this churlish superscription

Pretend sone alteration in good-will?

What's here? [Reads] 'I have, upon especial cause,

Mov' d with conpassion of nmy country's weck,

Together with the pitiful conplaints

O such as your oppression feeds upon

For saken your pernicious faction

And join'd with Charles, the rightful King of France.

O nonstrous treachery! Can this be so

That in alliance, anity, and oaths,

There shoul d be found such fal se dissenbling guile?

KI NG HENRY.

GLOUCESTER

KI NG HENRY.

GLOUCESTER

KI NG HENRY.

hi m

What! Doth ny uncle Burgundy revolt?

He doth, ny lord, and is becone your foe.

Is that the worst this letter doth contain?
It is the worst, and all, ny lord, he wites.

Way then Lord Tal bot there shall talk with

And give himchastisenent for this abuse.

How say you, ny lord, are you not content?

TALBOT. Content, my liege! Yes; but that | am prevented,



I shoul d have begg'd | m ght have been enpl oy’ d.
KI NG HENRY. Then gather strength and march unto him

straight;

Let him perceive howill we brook his treason

And what offence it is to flout his friends.
TALBOT. | go, ny lord, in heart desiring stil

You nmay behol d confusion of your foes. Exi t

Ent er VERNON and BASSET

VERNON. Grant ne the conbat, gracious sovereign.
BASSET. And ne, ny lord, grant me the conbat too.
YORK. This is ny servant: hear him noble Prince.
SOVERSET. And this is mine: sweet Henry, favour him
KI NG HENRY. Be patient, lords, and give themleave to speak.

Say, gentlenmen, what makes you thus exclaim

And wherefore crave you conbat, or wth whon?
VERNON. Wth him ny lord; for he hath done nme w ong.
BASSET. And | with him for he hath done nme w ong.
KI NG HENRY. What is that wong whereof you both

conplain? First let me know, and then I'Il answer you.
BASSET. Crossing the sea from England into France,

This fellow here, with envious carping tongue,

Upbr ai ded ne about the rose | wear,

Sayi ng the sangui ne col our of the |eaves

Did represent nmy nmaster's bl ushing cheeks

When stubbornly he did repugn the truth

About a certain question in the | aw

Argu' d betw xt the Duke of York and him

Wth other vile and ignom nious terns

In confutation of which rude reproach

And in defence of ny lord' s worthiness,

| crave the benefit of | aw of arns.



VERNON. And that is ny petition, noble |ord;

For though he seemw th forged quaint conceit
To set a gloss upon his bold intent,

Yet know, nmy lord, | was provok'd by him

And he first took exceptions at this badge,
Pronounci ng that the pal eness of this flower
Beway'd the faintness of ny master's heart.

YORK. WIIl not this malice, Sonerset, be left?

SOVERSET. Your private grudge, ny Lord of York, wll out,
Though ne'er so cunningly you snother it.

KI NG HENRY. Good Lord, what nadness rules in brainsick
men, When for so slight and frivol ous a cause
Such factious enul ati ons shall ari se!

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset,
Qui et yourselves, | pray, and be at peace.

YORK. Let this dissension first be tried by fight,
And then your Highness shall comrand a peace.
SOVERSET. The quarrel toucheth none but us al one;

Bet wi xt ourselves let us decide it then

YORK. There is ny pledge; accept it, Somerset.

VERNON. Nay, let it rest where it began at first.

BASSET. Confirmit so, mine honourable |ord.

GLOUCESTER. Confirmit so? Confounded be your strife;
And perish ye, with your audacious prate!

Pr esunpt uous vassal s, are you not ashanid
Wth this i mmodest clanorous outrage

To trouble and disturb the King and us?

And you, ny |lords- nethinks you do not well
To bear with their perverse objections,

Much | ess to take occasion fromtheir nouths
To raise a nutiny betw xt yoursel ves.

Let me persuade you take a better course.

EXETER 1t grieves his Hi ghness. Good ny |lords, be friends.



KI NG HENRY. Cone hither, you that would be conbatants:
Henceforth | charge you, as you | ove our favour
Quite to forget this quarrel and the cause
And you, ny lords, renenber where we are:

In France, anongst a fickle wavering nation;
If they perceive dissension in our |ooks
And that within oursel ves we di sagree
How wi Il their grudgi ng stomachs be provok'd
To wi |l ful disobedience, and rebel
Besi de, what infanmy will there arise
When foreign princes shall be certified
That for a toy, a thing of no regard,
King Henry's peers and chief nobility
Destroy'd thensel ves and | ost the real mof France!
O, think upon the conquest of ny father
My tender years; and |let us not forgo
That for a trifle that was bought wi th bl ood!
Let me be unpire in this doubtful strife.
| see no reason, if | wear this rose
[Putting on a red rose]
That any one shoul d therefore be suspicious
I nore incline to Somerset than York:
Both are ny kinsnen, and | |ove them both.
As well they may upbraid me with ny crown,
Because, forsooth, the King of Scots is crown'd.
But your discretions better can persuade
Than | amable to instruct or teach;
And, therefore, as we hither cane in peace,
So let us still continue peace and | ove.
Cousin of York, we institute your G ace
To be our Regent in these parts of France.
And, good ny Lord of Sonerset, unite

Your troops of horsemen with his bands of foot;



And |like true subjects, sons of your progenitors,

Go cheerfully together and digest

Your angry chol er on your enem es.

Qurself, ny Lord Protector, and the rest,

After some respite will return to Cal ais;

From thence to Engl and, where | hope ere |ong

To be presented by your victories

Wth Charles, Al encon, and that traitorous rout.

Fl ouri sh. Exeunt all but YORK WARW CK
EXETER, VERNON

WARW CK. My Lord of York, | pronise you, the King

Prettily, nethought, did play the orator.
YORK. And so he did; but yet | like it not,

In that he wears the badge of Somerset.
WARW CK. Tush, that was but his fancy; blane himnot;

| dare presune, sweet prince, he thought no harm
YORK. An if | wist he did-but let it rest;

O her affairs nust now be managed

Exeunt all but EXETER

EXETER. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy voice;

For had the passions of thy heart burst out,

| fear we shoul d have seen decipher'd there

More rancorous spite, nore furious raging broils,

Than yet can be imagin'd or suppos'd.

But howsoe' er, no sinple man that sees

This jarring discord of nobility,

Thi s shoul dering of each other in the court,

This factious bandying of their favourites,

But that it doth presage sonme ill event.

"Tis much when sceptres are in children's hands;

But nore when envy breeds unkind division

There cones the ruin, there begins confusion. Exi t



SCENE 2.

France. Before Bordeaux

Enter TALBOT, with trunp and drum

TALBOT. Go to the gates of Bordeaux, trunpeter

Sunmon their general unto the wall.

Trunpet sounds a parley. Enter, aloft, the

GENERAL OF THE FRENCH, and ot hers

Engl i sh John Tal bot, Captains, calls you forth,
Servant in arnms to Harry King of Engl and;
And thus he woul d open your city gates,
Be hunble to us, call mny sovereignvours
And do hi m homage as obedi ent subjects,
And 1'll withdraw nme and nmy bl oody power;
But if you frown upon this proffer'd peace,
You tenpt the fury of ny three attendants,
Lean fami ne, quartering steel, and clinbing fire;
Who in a nonment even with the earth
Shall lay your stately and air braving towers,
If you forsake the offer of their |ove.
GENERAL OF THE FRENCH. Thou oni nous and fearful ow of
deat h,
Qur nation's terror and their bl oody scourge!
The period of thy tyranny approacheth.
On us thou canst not enter but by death;
For, | protest, we are well fortified,
And strong enough to issue out and fight.
If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed,

Stands with the snares of war to tangle thee.



On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch'd

To wall thee fromthe liberty of flight,

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress

But death doth front thee with apparent spoi

And pal e destruction neets thee in the face.

Ten thousand French have ta'en the sacranent

To rive their dangerous artillery

Upon no Christian soul but English Tal bot.

Lo, there thou stand' st, a breathing valiant nan,

O an invincible unconquer'd spirit!

This is the latest glory of thy praise

That |, thy eneny, due thee withal

For ere the glass that now begins to run

Fi ni sh the process of his sandy hour

These eyes that see thee now well col oured

Shall see thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead.

[ Drum af ar

Har k! hark! The Dauphin's drum a warning bell

Si ngs heavy nusic to thy tinmorous soul

And mne shall ring thy dire departure out.
TALBOT. He fables not; | hear the eneny.

Qut, sonme light horsenen, and peruse their w ngs.

O, negligent and heedl ess discipline!

How are we park'd and bounded in a pale

Alittle herd of England' s tinorous deer

Maz'd with a yel ping kennel of French curs!

If we be English deer, be then in bl ood;

Not rascal-like to fall down with a pinch

But rather, noody-nmad and desperate stags,

Turn on the bl oody hounds with heads of stee

And make the cowards stand al oof at bay.

Sell every man his life as dear as m ne,

And they shall find dear deer of us, ny friends.

of f]



God and Sai nt Ceorge, Tal bot and Engl and's right,

Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight! Exeunt

SCENE 3.

Pl ai ns in Gascony

Enter YORK, with trunpet and many soldiers. A

MESSENGER neets him

YORK. Are not the speedy scouts return'd again
That dogg'd the mighty army of the Dauphin?
MESSENGER. They are return'd, ny lord, and give it out
That he is march'd to Bordeaux with his power
To fight with Tal bot; as he march'd al ong,
By your espials were discovered
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin |ed,
Which join'd with himand nade their nmarch for
Bor deaux.
YORK. A plague upon that villain Sonerset
That thus delays nmy prom sed supply
O horsenmen that were levied for this siege!
Renowned Tal bot doth expect ny aid,
And | amlouted by a traitor villain
And cannot hel p the noble chevalier
God confort himin this necessity!

If he mscarry, farewell wars in France

Enter SIR WLLIAM LUCY

LUCY. Thou princely |leader of our English strength,

Never so needful on the earth of France,



Spur to the rescue of the noble Tal bot,

Who nowis girdled with a waist of iron

And henmi d about with grimdestruction

To Bordeaux, warlike Duke! to Bordeaux, York!

El se, farewell Tal bot, France, and Engl and' s honour
YORK. O CGod, that Sonerset, who in proud heart

Doth stop ny cornets, were in Tal bot's place!

So should we save a valiant gentlenan

By forfeiting a traitor and a coward.

Mad ire and wathful fury nakes ne weep

That thus we die while renmiss traitors sleep
LUCY. O send sone succour to the distress'd |ord!
YORK. He dies; we lose; | break ny warlike word.

We nourn: France smiles. We |lose: they daily get-

Al long of this vile traitor Sonerset.
LUCY. Then God take mercy on brave Tal bot's soul

And on his son, young John, who two hours since

I met in travel toward his warlike father

This seven years did not Tal bot see his son

And now they neet where both their lives are done.
YORK. Al as, what joy shall noble Tal bot have

To bid his young son wel cone to his grave?

Away! vexation al nost stops ny breath,

That sund'red friends greet in the hour of death.

Lucy, farewell; no nore my fortune can

But curse the cause | cannot aid the man.

Mai ne, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away

Long all of Sonmerset and his del ay. Exit with forces
LUCY. Thus, while the vulture of sedition

Feeds in the bosom of such great commuanders,

Sl eepi ng negl ection doth betray to | oss

The conquest of our scarce cold conqueror

That ever-living man of nenory,



Henry the Fifth. Wiiles they each other cross,

Li ves, honours, lands, and all, hurry to |oss.

SCENE 4.

O her plains of Gascony

Enter SOVERSET, Wth his forces; an OFFI CER of

TALBOT' S with him

SOMERSET. It is too late; | cannot send them now.

This expedition was by York and Tal bot

Too rashly plotted; all our general force

Mght with a sally of the very town

Be buckled with. The over daring Tal bot

Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour

By this unheedful, desperate, w ld adventure.

York set himon to fight and die in shane.

That, Tal bot dead, great York mi ght bear the nane.
OFFICER. Here is Sir WIliam Lucy, who with nme

Set fromour o' er-match'd forces forth for aid.

Enter SIR WLLIAM LUCY

SOVERSET. How now, Sir WIIliam Whither were you sent?
LUCY. Whither, ny lord! From bought and sold Lord

Tal bot,

Who, ring' d about with bold adversity,

Cries out for noble York and Sonerset

To beat assailing death from his weak | egions;

And whil es the honourable captain there

Drops bl oody sweat fromhis war-wearied |inbs

And, in advantage ling' ring, |ooks for rescue,



You, his fal se hopes, the trust of England s honour

Keep off al oof with worthless enul ation.

Let not your private discord keep away

The | evied succours that should I end him aid,
Wi |l e he, renowned nobl e gentl eman,

Yield up his life unto a world of odds.

Ol eans the Bastard, Charles, Burgundy,

Al encon, Reignier, conpass hi mabout,

And Tal bot perisheth by your default.

SOMERSET. York set himon; York should have sent him aid.

LUCY. And York as fast upon your G ace exclains,
Swearing that you wi thhold his |evied host,

Col l ected for this expedition.

SOVERSET. York lies; he might have sent and had the horse.

I owe himlittle duty and | ess | ove,

And take foul scorn to fawn on him by sending.
LUCY. The fraud of England, not the force of France,

Hat h now entrapp'd the nobl e nmi nded Tal bot.

Never to Engl and shall he bear his life,

But dies betray'd to fortune by your strife.

SOVERSET. Cone, go; | will dispatch the horsenen straight;

Wthin six hours they will be at his aid.
LUCY. Too |late comes rescue; he is ta'en or slain,

For fly he could not if he would have fled;

And fly would Tal bot never, though he night.
SOMERSET. |f he be dead, brave Tal bot, then, adieu
LUCY. H's fame lives in the world, his shame in you

SCENE 5.

The English canp near Bordeaux

Enter TALBOT and JOHN his son

Exeunt



TALBOT. O young John Tal bot! | did send for thee

To tutor thee in stratagens of war,

That Tal bot's nane night be in thee reviv'd

When sapl ess age and weak unabl e |inbs

Shoul d bring thy father to his drooping chair.

But, O malignant and ill-boding stars!

Now thou art come unto a feast of death,

A terrible and unavoi ded danger;

Theref ore, dear boy, nount on ny swiftest horse,

And 1'Il direct thee how thou shalt escape

By sudden flight. Cone, dally not, be gone.
JOHN. I's ny nane Tal bot, and am | your son?

And shall | fly? O if you |l ove ny nother,

Di shonour not her honourabl e nane,

To nake a bastard and a slave of ne!

The world will say he is not Tal bot's bl ood

That basely fled when nobl e Tal bot stood.
TALBOT. Fly to revenge ny death, if | be slain.
JOHN. He that flies so will ne'er return again.
TALBOT. If we both stay, we both are sure to die.
JOHN. Then let ne stay; and, father, do you fly.

Your loss is great, so your regard shoul d be;

My worth unknown, no loss is known in ne;

Upon ny death the French can little boast;

In yours they will, in you all hopes are |ost.

Fl i ght cannot stain the honour you have won;

But mine it will, that no exploit have done;
You fled for vantage, every one wll swear;
But if | bow, they'll say it was for fear.

There is no hope that ever | will stay
If the first hour | shrink and run away.
Here, on ny knee, | beg nortality,

Rather than life preserv'd with infany.



TALBOT. Shall all thy mother's hopes lie in one tomb?
JOHN. Ay, rather than I'll shame ny nother's wonb.
TALBOT. Upon ny bl essing | conmmand thee go.
JOHN. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe.
TALBOT. Part of thy father may be sav'd in thee.
JOHN. No part of himbut will be shane in ne.
TALBOT. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not lose it.
JOHN. Yes, your renowned nane; shall flight abuse it?
TALBOT. Thy father's charge shall clear thee fromthat stain.
JOHN. You cannot witness for ne, being slain.
If death be so apparent, then both fly.
TALBOT. And | eave ny followers here to fight and die?
My age was never tainted with such shane.
JOHN. And shall ny youth be guilty of such bl ame?
No nore can | be severed fromyour side
Than can yourself yourself yourself in twain divide.
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I;
For livel will not if ny father die.
TALBOT. Then here | take my |eave of thee, fair son,
Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon.
Cone, side by side together live and die;

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. Exeunt

SCENE 6.

A field of battle

Al arum excursions wherein JOHN TALBOT is hemm d

about, and TALBOT rescues him

TALBOT. Saint George and victory! Fight, soldiers, fight.

The Regent hath with Tal bot broke his word



And left us to the rage of France his sword.

Where is John Tal bot? Pause and take thy breath;

| gave thee life and rescu'd thee from deat h.
JOHN. O twice ny father, twice am| thy son

The life thou gav'st ne first was | ost and done

Till with thy warlike sword, despite of fate,

To ny deternmin'd tine thou gav'st new date.
TALBOT. When fromthe Dauphin's crest thy sword struck

fire,

It warmid thy father's heart with proud desire

O bold-fac'd victory. Then | eaden age,

Qui cken'd with youthful spleen and warlike rage,

Beat down Al encon, Ol eans, Burgundy,

And fromthe pride of Gallia rescued thee.

The ireful bastard Ol eans, that drew bl ood

From thee, ny boy, and had the nai denhood

O thy first fight, | soon encountered

And, interchanging blows, | quickly shed

Sone of his bastard bl ood; and in disgrace

Bespoke hi mthus: ' Contam nated, base

And m sbegotten blood I spill of thine,

Mean and right poor, for that pure blood of mne

Whi ch thou didst force from Tal bot, nmy brave boy.

Here purposing the Bastard to destroy,

Cane in strong rescue. Speak, thy father's care;

Art thou not weary, John? How dost thou fare?

WIt thou yet |eave the battle, boy, and fly,

Now thou art seal'd the son of chivalry?

Fly, to revenge ny death when | am dead:

The help of one stands nme in little stead.

O too nmuch folly is it, well | wot,

To hazard all our lives in one small boat!

If | to-day die not with Frenchnen's rage



To-norrow | shall die with nickle age.

By me they nothing gain an if | stay:

"Tis but the short'ning of ny life one day.

In thee thy nother dies, our househol d' s nane,

My death's revenge, thy youth, and England's fane.
Al'l these and nore we hazard by thy stay;

Al'l these are sav'd if thou wilt fly away.

JOHN. The sword of Ol eans hath not made ne snart;
These words of yours draw life-blood fromny heart.
On that advantage, bought with such a shane,

To save a paltry life and slay bright fane,
Bef ore young Tal bot fromold Tal bot fly,

The coward horse that bears ne fall and die!
And like me to the peasant boys of France,

To be shame's scorn and subject of nischance!
Surely, by all the glory you have won,

An if | fly, | amnot Talbot's son

Then talk no nore of flight, it is no boot;
If son to Talbot, die at Tal bot's foot.

TALBOT. Then follow thou thy desp'rate sire of Crete,
Thou lcarus; thy life to me is sweet.

If thou wilt fight, fight by thy father's side;

And, commendable prov'd, let's die in pride. Exeunt

SCENE 7.

Anot her part of the field

Al arum excursions. Enter old TALBOT | ed by a SERVANT

TALBOT. Were is nmy other life? Mne ow is gone.
O where's young Tal bot? Were is valiant John?

Triunmphant death, snear'd with captivity,



Young Tal bot's val our nakes nme snile at thee.
When he perceiv'd nme shrink and on ny knee,
Hi s bl oody sword he brandi sh'd over ne,

And like a hungry lion did commence

Rough deeds of rage and stern inpatience;
But when ny angry guardant stood al one,
Tend'ring nmy ruin and assail'd of none,
Dizzy-ey'd fury and great rage of heart
Suddenly made himfromny side to start
Into the clust'ring battle of the French
And in that sea of blood ny boy did drench
Hi s overnounting spirit; and there died,

My lcarus, nmy blossom in his pride.

Enter soldiers, bearing the body of JOHN TALBOT

SERVANT. O ny dear lord, |o where your son is borne!
TALBOT. Thou antic Death, which [augh'st us here to scorn
Anon, fromthy insulting tyranny,
Coupl ed in bonds of perpetuity,
Two Tal bots, wi nged through the lither sky,
In thy despite shall scape nortality.
O thou whose wounds become hard-favoured Death,
Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath!
Brave Death by speaking, whether he will or no;
I magi ne hima Frenchman and thy foe.
Poor boy! he smles, nethinks, as who should say,
Had Death been French, then Death had di ed to-day.
Cone, come, and lay himin his father's arnmns.
My spirit can no |onger bear these harns.
Sol di ers, adieu! | have what | would have,

Now ny ol d arns are young John Tal bot's grave. [ Di es]



Enter CHARLES, ALENCON, BURGUNDY, BASTARD,

LA PUCELLE, and forces

CHARLES. Had York and Somnerset brought rescue in,
We shoul d have found a bl oody day of this.
BASTARD. How t he young whel p of Tal bot's, ragi ng wood,
Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchnen's bl ood!
PUCELLE. Once | encount'red him and thus | said:
" Thou rai den youth, be vanquish'd by a naid.
But with a proud majestical high scorn
He answer'd thus: 'Young Tal bot was not born
To be the pillage of a giglot wench.'
So, rushing in the bowels of the French
He left ne proudly, as unworthy fight.
BURGUNDY. Doubtl ess he woul d have nmade a nobl e kni ght.
See where he lies inhearsed in the arns
O the nost bl oody nurser of his harns!
BASTARD. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones asunder
Whose life was England' s glory, Gallia s wonder.
CHARLES. O no; forbear! For that which we have fled

During the life, let us not wong it dead.

Enter SIR WLLIAM Lucy, attended; a FRENCH

HERALD pr ecedi ng

LUCY. Herald, conduct nme to the Dauphin's tent,

To know who hath obtain'd the glory of the day.
CHARLES. On what subm ssive nessage art thou sent?
LUCY. Submi ssion, Dauphin! 'Tis a nere French word:

We English warriors wot not what it neans.

I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta'en

And to survey the bodies of the dead.

CHARLES. For prisoners ask'st thou? Hell our prison is.



But tell me whomthou seek'st.
LUCY. But where's the great Alcides of the field,
Valiant Lord Tal bot, Earl of Shrewsbury,
Created for his rare success in arms
G eat Earl of Washford, Waterford, and Val ence
Lord Tal bot of Goodrig and Urchinfield,
Lord Strange of Blacknere, Lord Verdun of Alton
Lord Crommel | of Wngfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffield,
The thrice victorious Lord of Fal conbridge,
Kni ght of the noble order of Saint Ceorge,
Wrthy Saint Mchael, and the Gol den Fl eece,
Great Marshal to Henry the Sixth
O all his wars within the real mof France?
PUCELLE. Here's a silly-stately style indeed!
The Turk, that two and fifty kingdons hath,
Wites not so tedious a style as this.
H mthat thou magnifi'st with all these tides
Stinking and fly-blown lies here at our feet.
LUCY. |Is Tal bot slain-the Frenchmen's only scourge,
Your kingdom s terror and bl ack Nenesis?
O were mine eye-bans into bullets turn'd,
That | in rage nmight shoot them at your faces!
Othat | could but can these dead to |ife!
It were enough to fright the real mof France.
Were but his picture left anongst you here,
It woul d amaze the proudest of you all
Gve ne their bodies, that | nmay bear them hence
And give them burial as beseens their worth.
PUCELLE. | think this upstart is old Tal bot's ghost,
He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit.
For God's sake, let himhave themy to keep them here,
They woul d but stink, and putrefy the air.

CHARLES. Go, take their bodi es hence.



LUCY. I'Il bear them hence; but fromtheir ashes shal
rear'd
A phoeni x that shall nmake all France afeard.
CHARLES. So we be rid of them do with them what thou
Wilt.
And now to Paris in this conquering vein!

Al will be ours, now bl oody Tal bot's slain.

ACT V. SCENE 1.

London. The pal ace

Sennet. Enter the KING GLOUCESTER, and EXETER

KI NG HENRY. Have you perus'd the letters fromthe Pope,
The Enperor, and the Earl of Armagnac?
GLOQUCESTER. | have, ny lord; and their intent is this:
They hunbly sue unto your Excellence
To have a godly peace concl uded of
Bet ween the real ns of England and of France.
KI NG HENRY. How doth your Grace affect their notion?
GLOUCESTER. Wl |, ny good lord, and as the only means
To stop effusion of our Christian blood
And stablish quietness on every side.
KI NG HENRY. Ay, nmarry, uncle; for | always thought
It was both inpious and unnatura
That such immanity and bl oody strife
Shoul d rei gn anong professors of one faith.
GLOUCESTER. Beside, ny lord, the sooner to effect
And surer bind this knot of amty,
The Earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles,

A man of great authority in France,

be

Exeunt



Proffers his only daughter to your Gace
In marriage, with a large and sunptuous dowy.
KI NG HENRY. Marriage, uncle! Alas, ny years are young
And fitter is ny study and ny books
Than wanton dalliance with a paranour.
Yet call th' anbassadors, and, as you pl ease,
So |l et them have their answers every one.
I shall be well content with any choice

Tends to God's glory and nmy country's weal .

Enter in Cardinal's habit

BEAUFORT, the PAPAL LEGATE, and two AMBASSADORS

EXETER. What! Is ny Lord of Wnchester install'd
And call'd unto a cardinal's degree?
Then | perceive that will be verified
Henry the Fifth did sonetine prophesy:
"If once he conme to be a cardinal
He' Il make his cap co-equal with the crown.
KI NG HENRY. My Lords Anbassadors, your several suits
Have been consider'd and debated on
Your purpose is both good and reasonabl e,
And therefore are we certainly resolv'd
To draw conditions of a friendly peace,
VWhi ch by nmy Lord of Wnchester we nean
Shal | be transported presently to France.
GLOUCESTER. And for the proffer of ny lord your nmaster,
I have informid his Hi ghness so at |arge,
As, liking of the lady's virtuous gifts,
Her beauty, and the value of her dower,
He doth intend she shall be England' s Queen
KING HENRY. [To AMBASSADOR] | n argunent and proof of

whi ch contract,



Bear her this jewel, pledge of ny affection
And so, ny Lord Protector, see them guarded
And safely brought to Dover; where inshipp'd,

Commit themto the fortune of the sea.

Exeunt all but W NCHESTER and the LEGATE

W NCHESTER. Stay, ny Lord Legate; you shall first receive

The sum of noney which | prom sed

Shoul d be delivered to his Holiness

For clothing me in these grave ornanments.
LEGATE. | will attend upon your lordship's |eisure.
W NCHESTER. [ Aside] Now Wnchester will not submit, I

trow,

O be inferior to the proudest peer

Hunphrey of d oucester, thou shalt well perceive

That neither in birth or for authority

The Bi shop will be overborne by thee.

I'"lI'l either make thee stoop and bend thy knee,

O sack this country with a mutiny. Exeunt

SCENE 2.

France. Plains in Anjou

Enter CHARLES, BURGUNDY, ALENCON, BASTARD

RElI GNI ER, LA PUCELLE, and forces

CHARLES. These news, ny lords, may cheer our drooping
spirits:
"Tis said the stout Parisians do revolt
And turn again unto the warlike French

ALENCON. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of France,
And keep not back your powers in dalliance.

PUCELLE. Peace be anpbngst them if they turn to us;

El se ruin conbat with their pal aces



Enter a SCOUT

SCQUT. Success unto our valiant general

And happiness to his acconplices!

CHARLES. What tidings send our scouts? | prithee speak

SCQUT. The English army, that divided was
Into two parties, is now conjoin'd in one,
And nmeans to give you battle presently.

CHARLES. Sonmewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning is;
But we will presently provide for them

BURGUNDY. | trust the ghost of Talbot is not there.
Now he is gone, ny lord, you need not fear

PUCELLE. O all base passions fear is nost accurs'd.
Conmand the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine,
Let Henry fret and all the world repine.

CHARLES. Then on, ny lords; and France be fortunate!

SCENE 3.

Bef ore Angiers

Al arum excursions. Enter LA PUCELLE

PUCELLE. The Regent conquers and the Frenchnen fly.
Now hel p, ye charnming spells and periapts;
And ye choice spirits that adnonish ne
And give nme signs of future accidents;
You speedy hel pers that are substitutes
Under the lordly nonarch of the north

Appear and aid ne in this enterprise!

Exeunt

[ Thunder]



Ent er FI ENDS

Thi s speedy and qui ck appearance argues pr oof
O your accustomid diligence to ne.
Now, ye familiar spirits that are cull'd
Qut of the powerful regions under earth,
Help ne this once, that France may get the field.
[ They wal k and speak not]
O hold nme not with silence over-Iong!
Where | was wont to feed you with ny bl ood,
I"lI'l lop a menber off and give it you
In earnest of a further benefit,
So you do condescend to help nme now.
[ They hang their heads]
No hope to have redress? My body shal
Pay reconpense, if you will grant ny suit.
[ They shake their heads]
Cannot ny body nor blood sacrifice
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance?
Then take nmy soul -ny body, soul, and all
Bef ore that Engl and give the French the foil.
[ They depart]
See! they forsake nme. Now the tinme is cone
That France mnust vail her |ofty-plunmed crest
And | et her head fall into England's | ap
My ancient incantations are too weak,
And hell too strong for ne to buckle wth.

Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust. Exi t

Excursions. Enter French and English, fighting.
LA PUCELLE and YORK fight hand to hand; LA PUCELLE

is taken. The French fly



YORK. Dansel of France, | think I have you fast.

Unchain your spirits now with spelling charns,

And try if they can gain your liberty.

A goodly prize, fit for the devil's grace!

See how the ugly witch doth bend her brows

As if, with Circe, she would change ny shape
PUCELLE. Chang'd to a worser shape thou canst not be.
YORK. O, Charles the Dauphin is a proper nan:

No shape but his can pl ease your dainty eye
PUCELLE. A plaguing mschief fight on Charles and thee!

And may ye both be suddenly surpris'd

By bl oody hands, in sleeping on your beds!
YORK. Fell banni ng hag; enchantress, hold thy tongue.
PUCELLE. | prithee give ne | eave to curse awhile.
YORK. Curse, mscreant, when thou comest to the stake.

Exeunt

Al arum Enter SUFFOLK, with MARGARET in his hand

SUFFOLK. Be what thou wilt, thou art ny prisoner
[ Gazes on her]
O fairest beauty, do not fear nor fly!
For I will touch thee but with reverent hands;
I kiss these fingers for eternal peace,
And lay themgently on thy tender side.
Who art thou? Say, that | may honour thee.
MARGARET. Margaret ny name, and daughter to a king,
The Ki ng of Napl es-whosoe' er thou art.
SUFFOLK. An earl | am and Suffolk am| call'd.
Be not of fended, nature's mracle,
Thou art allotted to be ta'en by ne.

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save



Keepi ng t hem pri soner underneath her w ngs.
Yet, if this servile usage once offend,
Go and be free again as Suffolk's friend. [ She i s going]
O stay! [Aside] | have no power to | et her pass
My hand woul d free her, but ny heart says no.
As plays the sun upon the gl assy streans,
Twi nkl i ng anot her counterfeited beam
So seens this gorgeous beauty to m ne eyes.
Fain would I woo her, yet | dare not speak
I"lI'l call for pen and ink, and wite my mind.
Fie, de la Pole! disable not thyself;
Hast not a tongue? |Is she not here thy prisoner?
WIt thou be daunted at a wonman's sight?
Ay, beauty's princely majesty is such
Conf ounds the tongue and nakes the senses rough
MARGARET. Say, Earl of Suffolk, if thy nanme be so,
What ransom nust | pay before | pass?
For | perceive | amthy prisoner
SUFFOLK. [Aside] How canst thou tell she will deny thy
suit,
Before thou nake a trial of her |ove?
MARGARET. Wiy speak' st thou not? What ransom nust |
pay?
SUFFOLK. [Aside] She's beautiful, and therefore to be woo'd;
She is a woman, therefore to be won.
MARGARET. WIt thou accept of ransomyea or no?
SUFFOLK. [Aside] Fond man, renenber that thou hast a
Wi fe;
Then how can Margaret be thy paranour?
MARGARET. | were best |leave him for he will not hear
SUFFOLK. [Aside] There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling
card.

MARGARET. He tal ks at random sure, the nman i s nad.



SUFFOLK. [Aside] And yet a dispensation nay be had.
MARGARET. And yet | would that you woul d answer ne.
SUFFOLK. [Aside] I'll win this Lady Margaret. For whonf?
Wiy, for nmy King! Tush, that's a wooden thing
MARGARET. He tal ks of wood. It is sonme carpenter.
SUFFOLK. [Aside] Yet so nmy fancy may be satisfied,
And peace established between these real ns.
But there remains a scruple in that too;
For though her father be the King of Naples,
Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor
And our nobility will scorn the match.
MARGARET. Hear ye, Captain-are you not at |eisure?
SUFFOLK. [Aside] It shall be so, disdain they ne'er so nuch.
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield.
Madam | have a secret to reveal
MARGARET. [Aside] What though | be enthrall'd? He seens
a kni ght,
And will not any way di shonour ne.
SUFFOLK. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what | say.
MARGARET. [Aside] Perhaps | shall be rescu'd by the French;
And then | need not crave his courtesy.
SUFFOLK. Sweet nadam give nme hearing in a cause
MARGARET. [Aside] Tush! wonen have been captivate ere
nNow.
SUFFOLK. Lady, wherefore talk you so?
MARGARET. | cry you nmercy, 'tis but quid for quo.
SUFFOLK. Say, gentle Princess, would you not suppose
Your bondage happy, to be nade a queen?
MARGARET. To be a queen in bondage is nore vile
Than is a slave in base servility;
For princes should be free.
SUFFOLK. And so shall you

I f happy Engl and's royal king be free.



MARGARET. Wiy, what concerns his freedomunto ne?
SUFFOLK. 1'Il undertake to nake thee Henry's queen
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand
And set a precious crown upon thy head,
If thou wilt condescend to be ny-
MARGARET. What ?
SUFFCLK. His | ove.
MARGARET. | amunworthy to be Henry's wife.
SUFFOLK. No, gentle nadam | unworthy am
To woo so fair a dane to be his wife
And have no portion in the choice nyself.
How say you, nmdan? Are ye so content?
MARGARET. An if ny father please, | amcontent.
SUFFOLK. Then call our captains and our col ours forth!
And, madam at your father's castle walls

We'll crave a parley to confer with him

Sound a parley. Enter REIGNIER on the walls

See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner
REI GNI ER. To whon?
SUFFCOLK. To ne.
REI GNI ER. Suf fol k, what renedy?
I am a soldier and unapt to weep
O to exclaimon fortune's fickleness.
SUFFOLK. Yes, there is renedy enough, ny |ord.
Consent, and for thy honour give consent,
Thy daughter shall be wedded to ny king,
Whom | with pain have woo'd and won thereto;
And this her easy-held inprisonnent
Hath gain'd thy daughter princely liberty.
REI GNl ER. Speaks Suffol k as he thinks?

SUFFOLK. Fair Margaret knows



That Suffolk doth not flatter, face, or feign
REI GNI ER. Upon thy princely warrant | descend
To give thee answer of thy just demand.
Exit REIGNIER fromthe walls

SUFFOLK. And here | will expect thy conmi ng.

Trunpets sound. Enter REIGN ER bel ow

REI GNI ER. Wl conme, brave Earl, into our territories;
Conmand i n Anj ou what your Honour pleases.
SUFFOLK. Thanks, Reignier, happy for so sweet a child,
Fit to be nade conpanion with a king.
What answer makes your Grace unto ny suit?
REI GNI ER. Si nce thou dost deign to woo her little worth
To be the princely bride of such a lord
Upon condition | may quietly
Enj oy mi ne own, the country Mine and Anjou,
Free from oppression or the stroke of war,
My daughter shall be Henry's, if he please.
SUFFCLK. That is her ransom | deliver her
And those two counties | will undertake
Your Grace shall well and quietly enjoy.
REIGNI ER. And | again, in Henry's royal nane,
As deputy unto that gracious Kking,
G ve thee her hand for sign of plighted faith.
SUFFOLK. Reignier of France, | give thee kingly thanks,
Because this is in traffic of a King.
[Aside] And yet, nethinks, |I could be well content
To be nine own attorney in this case.
I"lI'l over then to England with this news,
And make this marriage to be sol emi z' d.
So, farewell, Reignier. Set this dianond safe

In gol den pal aces, as it becones.



REIGNIER. | do enbrace thee as | would enbrace

The Christian prince, King Henry, were he here.
MARGARET. Farewell, ny lord. Good wi shes, praise, and

prayers,

Shal | Suffol k ever have of Margaret. [ She is going]
SUFFOLK. Farewell, sweet madam But hark you, Margaret

No princely commendations to ny king?
MARGARET. Such conmendati ons as becomes a nmaid,

A virgin, and his servant, say to him
SUFFOLK. Words sweetly plac'd and nodestly directed.

But, madam | nust trouble you again

No | oving token to his Mjesty?
MARGARET. Yes, ny good lord: a pure unspotted heart,

Never yet taint with love, | send the King.
SUFFOLK. And this wthal. [ Ki sses her]
MARGARET. That for thyself, | will not so presune

To send such peevi sh tokens to a King.

Exeunt RElI GNI ER and MARGARET

SUFFOLK. O, wert thou for nyself! But, Suffolk, stay;

Thou mayst not wander in that |abyrinth:

There M notaurs and ugly treasons | urk.

Solicit Henry with her wondrous praise.

Bet hi nk thee on her virtues that surnount,

And natural graces that extinguish art;

Repeat their senblance often on the seas,

That, when thou com st to kneel at Henry's feet,

Thou mayst bereave himof his wits w th wonder. Exi t

SCENE 4.

Canp of the DUKE OF YORK in Anjou

Enter YORK, WARW CK, and ot hers



YORK. Bring forth that sorceress, condemm'd to burn

Enter LA PUCELLE, guarded, and a SHEPHERD

SHEPHERD. Ah, Joan, this kills thy father's heart outright!
Have | sought every country far and near
And, now it is ny chance to find thee out,
Must | behold thy tineless cruel death?
Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, |'Il die with thee!
PUCELLE. Decrepit m ser! base ignoble wetch!
I am descended of a gentler bl ood;
Thou art no father nor no friend of mine.
SHEPHERD. Qut, out! My lords, an please you, 'tis not so;
| did beget her, all the parish knows.
Her nother liveth yet, can testify
She was the first fruit of nmy bach'lorship.
WARW CK. Graceless, wilt thou deny thy parentage?
YORK. This argues what her kind of Iife hath been-
Wcked and vile; and so her death concl udes.
SHEPHERD. Fie, Joan, that thou wilt be so obstacle!
God knows thou art a collop of ny flesh
And for thy sake have | shed many a tear.
Deny ne not, | prithee, gentle Joan
PUCELLE. Peasant, avaunt! You have suborn'd this man
O purpose to obscure ny noble birth.
SHEPHERD. 'Tis true, | gave a noble to the priest
The morn that | was wedded to her nother.
Kneel down and take ny bl essing, good ny girl
Wt thou not stoop? Now cursed be the tine
O thy nativity. | would the mlk
Thy mot her gave thee when thou suck'dst her breast
Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake.

O else, when thou didst keep ny | anbs afield,



I wish sonme ravenous wol f had eaten thee.
Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab?
O, burn her, burn her! Hanging is too good.
YORK. Take her away; for she hath liv'd too |ong,
To fill the world with vicious qualities.
PUCELLE. First let me tell you whom you have condenn'd:
Not me begotten of a shepherd swain,
But issued fromthe progeny of Kkings;
Vi rtuous and holy, chosen from above
By inspiration of celestial grace,
To work exceeding miracles on earth.
I never had to do with wi cked spirits.
But you, that are polluted with your lusts,
Stain"d with the guiltless blood of innocents,
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,
Because you want the grace that others have,
You judge it straight a thing inpossible
To conpass wonders but by help of devils.
No, mi sconceived! Joan of Arc hath been
A virgin from her tender infancy,
Chaste and i mmacul ate in very thought;
Whose nmai den bl ood, thus rigorously effus'd,
WIl cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven.
YORK. Ay, ay. Away with her to execution!
WARW CK. And hark ye, sirs; because she is a naid,
Spare for no fagots, let there be enow.
Pl ace barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake,
That so her torture may be shortened.
PUCELLE. WIIl nothing turn your unrelenting hearts?
Then, Joan, discover thine infirmty
That warranteth by law to be thy privil ege:
I amw th child, ye bloody hom ci des;

Murder not then the fruit within nmy wonb,



Al 't hough ye hale ne to a violent death.

YORK. Now heaven forfend! The holy maid with chil d!

WARW CK. The greatest miracle that e' er ye wought:
Is all your strict preciseness come to this?

YORK. She and the Dauphin have been juggli ng.

I did imgine what woul d be her refuge.

WARW CK. Well, go to; we'll have no bastards live
Especially since Charles nust father it.

PUCELLE. You are deceiv'd; nmy child is none of his:
It was Al encon that enjoy'd ny |ove.

YORK. Al encon, that notorious Mchi avel
It dies, an if it had a thousand Iives.

PUCELLE. O give ne |eave, | have deluded you
"Twas neither Charles nor yet the Duke I nanmid,
But Reignier, King of Naples, that prevail'd.

WARWCK. A married man! That's nost intol erable.

YORK. Wy, here's a girl! | think she knows not well
There were so nany-whom she nmay accuse

WARWCK. It's sign she hath been |iberal and free.

YORK. And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.
Strunpet, thy words condemm thy brat and thee.
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain.

PUCELLE. Then | ead me hence-with whom | | eave ny
cur se:

May never glorious sun reflex his beans
Upon the country where you nmake abode;

But darkness and the gl oony shade of death
Environ you, till mischief and despair

Drive you to break your necks or hang yoursel ves!

Exit,

YORK. Break thou in pieces and consunme to ashes,

Thou foul accursed mnister of hell!

guar ded



Ent er CARDI NAL BEAUFORT, attended

CARDI NAL. Lord Regent, | do greet your Excellence
Wth letters of commi ssion fromthe King.
For know, ny lords, the states of Christendom
Mov'd with renorse of these outrageous broils,
Have earnestly inplor'd a general peace
Bet wi xt our nation and the aspiring French
And here at hand the Dauphin and his train
Approacheth, to confer about sonme matter.

YORK. Is all our travail turn'd to this effect?
After the slaughter of so many peers,
So many captains, gentlenmen, and sol diers,
That in this quarrel have been overthrown
And sold their bodies for their country's benefit,
Shall we at |ast conclude effem nate peace?
Have we not |ost nost part of all the towns,
By treason, falsehood, and by treachery,
Qur great progenitors had conquered?
O Warwi ck, Warwick! | foresee with grief
The utter loss of all the real mof France.

WARW CK. Be patient, York. If we conclude a peace,
It shall be with such strict and severe covenants

As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby.

Enter CHARLES, ALENCON, BASTARD, REIGNI ER, and others

CHARLES. Since, lords of England, it is thus agreed
That peaceful truce shall be proclaimd in France
We cone to be inforned by yoursel ves
What the conditions of that |eague must be.

YORK. Speak, Wnchester; for boiling chol er chokes

The hol | ow passage of ny poison'd voice,



By sight of these our bal eful enenies.

CARDI NAL. Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus:
That, in regard King Henry gives consent,
O mere compassion and of lenity,
To ease your country of distressful war,
An suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace,
You shall becone true |liegenen to his crown;
And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear
To pay himtribute and submit thyself,
Thou shalt be plac'd as viceroy under him
And still enjoy thy regal dignity.

ALENCON. Must he be then as shadow of hinsel f?
Adorn his tenples with a coronet
And yet, in substance and authority,
Retain but privilege of a private nman?

This proffer is absurd and reasonl ess.
CHARLES. 'Tis known already that | am possess'd
Wth nore than half the Gallian territories,

And therein reverenc'd for their |awful Kking.
Shall 1, for lucre of the rest unvanquish'd,

Detract so nmuch fromthat prerogative
As to be call'd but viceroy of the whol e?
No, Lord Anbassador; I'lIl rather keep
That which | have than, coveting for nore,
Be cast frompossibility of all.

YORK. Insulting Charles! Hast thou by secret neans
Us'd intercession to obtain a | eague,
And now the matter grows to conprom se
Stand' st thou al oof upon conparison?
Ei ther accept the title thou usurp'st,
O benefit proceeding fromour king
And not of any chall enge of desert,

O we will plague thee with incessant wars.



REIGNIER. [To CHARLES] M lord, you do not well in
obsti nacy
To cavil in the course of this contract.
If once it be neglected, ten to one
We shall not find like opportunity.
ALENCON. [To CHARLES] To say the truth, it is your policy
To save your subjects from such nassacre
And rut hl ess slaughters as are daily seen
By our proceeding in hostility;
And therefore take this conpact of a truce,
Al t hough you break it when your pleasure serves
WARW CK. How say' st thou, Charles? Shall our condition
st and?
CHARLES. It shall
Only reserv'd, you claimno interest
In any of our towns of garrison.
YORK. Then swear allegiance to his Mjesty:
As thou art knight, never to di sobey
Nor be rebellious to the crown of England
Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England.
[ CHARLES and the rest give tokens of fealty]
So, now di smiss your arny when ye pl ease;
Hang up your ensigns, let your druns be still,

For here we entertain a sol em peace. Exeunt

SCENE 5.

London. The pal ace

Enter SUFFCLK, in conference with the KING

GLOUCESTER and EXETER



KI NG HENRY. Your wondrous rare description, noble Earl,
O beaut eous Margaret hath astonish'd ne.
Her virtues, graced with external gifts,
Do breed love's settled passions in ny heart;
And |ike as rigour of tenpestuous gusts
Provokes the mightiest hul k against the tide,
So am| driven by breath of her renown
Either to suffer shipweck or arrive
VWhere | may have fruition of her |ove.
SUFFOLK. Tush, ny good lord! This superficial tale
I's but a preface of her worthy praise.
The chief perfections of that |ovely dane,
Had | sufficient skill to utter them
Wyul d nake a volume of enticing |ines,
Able to ravish any dull conceit;
And, which is nore, she is not so divine,
So full-replete with choice of all delights,
But with as hunble | owiness of mnd
She is content to be at your conmand
Command, | nean, of virtuous intents,
To | ove and honour Henry as her | ord.
KI NG HENRY. And otherwise will Henry ne'er presune.
Therefore, nmy Lord Protector, give consent
That ©Margaret may be England' s royal Queen
GLOUCESTER. So should | give consent to flatter sin.
You know, my lord, your Highness is betroth'd
Unto anot her | ady of esteem
How shal | we then di spense with that contract,
And not deface your honour w th reproach?
SUFFOLK. As doth a ruler w th unl awful oaths
O one that at a triunph, having vow d
To try his strength, forsaketh yet the lists

By reason of his adversary's odds:



A poor earl's daughter is unequal odds,
And therefore may be broke wi thout offence.
GLOUCESTER. Wy, what, | pray, is Margaret nore than
t hat ?
Her father is no better than an earl
Al though in glorious titles he excel
SUFFOLK. Yes, ny lord, her father is a king,
The King of Naples and Jerusal em
And of such great authority in France
As his alliance will confirmour peace,
And keep the Frenchmen in allegiance.
GLOQUCESTER. And so the Earl of Armagnac nmay do
Because he is near kinsman unto Charl es.
EXETER Beside, his wealth doth warrant a |iberal dower;
Where Reignier sooner will receive than give.
SUFFOLK. A dow r, ny lords! Disgrace not so your King,
That he should be so abject, base, and poor
To choose for wealth and not for perfect |ove.
Henry is able to enrich his queen
And not to seek a queen to nake himrich
So worthl ess peasants bargain for their wives,
As market-nmen for oxen, sheep, or horse.
Marriage is a matter of nore worth
Than to be dealt in by attorneyship;
Not whomwe will, but whomhis Gace affects,
Must be conpani on of his nuptial bed.
And therefore, lords, since he affects her nost,
It most of all these reasons bindeth us
In our opinions she should be preferr'd;
For what is wedl ock forced but a hell,
An age of discord and continual strife?
Whereas the contrary bringeth bliss,

And is a pattern of celestial peace.



Whom shoul d we nmatch with Henry, being a king,

But Margaret, that is daughter to a king?

Her peerless feature, joined with her birth,

Approves her fit for none but for a king;

Her valiant courage and undaunted spirit,

More than in wonmen conmonly is seen,

W1l answer our hope in issue of a king;

For Henry, son unto a conqueror,

Is likely to beget nore conquerors,

If with a lady of so high resolve

As is fair Margaret he be link'd in |ove.

Then yield, my lords; and here conclude with ne

That Margaret shall be Queen, and none but she.
KI NG HENRY. Wether it be through force of your report,

My nobl e Lord of Suffolk, or for that

My tender youth was never yet attaint

Wth any passion of inflamng |ove,

| cannot tell; but this | amassur'd,

| feel such sharp dissension in ny breast,

Such fierce alaruns both of hope and fear,

As | amsick with working of ny thoughts.

Take therefore shipping; post, ny lord, to France;

Agree to any covenants; and procure

That Lady Margaret do vouchsafe to cone

To cross the seas to England, and be crown'd

King Henry's faithful and anoi nted queen.

For your expenses and sufficient charge,

Anong t he peopl e gather up a tenth.

Be gone, | say; for till you do return

I rest perplexed with a thousand cares.

And you, good uncle, banish all offence:

If you do censure ne by what you were,

Not what you are, | knowit wll excuse



Thi s sudden execution of my will.

And so conduct me where, from conpany,

I may revolve and ruminate ny grief. Exi t
GLOUCESTER. Ay, grief, | fear ne, both at first and | ast.

Exeunt GLOUCESTER and EXETER

SUFFOLK. Thus Suffol k hath prevail'd; and thus he goes,

As did the youthful Paris once to G eece,

Wth hope to find the Iike event in |ove

But prosper better than the Troyan did.

Mar garet shall now be Queen, and rule the King;

But | will rule both her, the King, and realm Exi t
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SCENE:
Engl and
ACT |. SCENE I.

London. The pal ace

Fl ouri sh of trunpets; then hautboys. Enter the KING
DUKE HUVPHREY OF GLOUCESTER, SALI SBURY, WARW CK, and
CARDI NAL BEAUFORT, on the one side; the QUEEN, SUFFOLK

YORK, SOVERSET, and BUCKI NGHAM on the ot her

SUFFOLK. As by your high inperial Mjesty
I had in charge at my depart for France
As procurator to your Excellence
To marry Princess Margaret for your G ace;
So, in the fanous ancient city Tours,
In presence of the Kings of France and Sicil,
The Dukes of Ol eans, Cal aber, Bretagne, and Al encon
Seven earls, twelve barons, and twenty reverend bishops,
I have performid ny task, and was espous'd;
And hunbly now upon ny bended knee,
In sight of England and her lordly peers,
Deliver up nmy title in the Queen
To your nost graci ous hands, that are the substance
O that great shadow | did represent:
The happi est gift that ever marquis gave,
The fairest queen that ever king receiv'd.

KI NG HENRY. Suffol k, arise. Wl conme, Queen Margaret:
I can express no kinder sign of |ove
Than this kind kiss. O Lord, that lends nme life,
Lend ne a heart replete wth thankful ness!
For thou hast given nme in this beauteous face
A world of earthly blessings to ny soul,

If synmpathy of |ove unite our thoughts.



QUEEN. Great King of England, and ny gracious |ord,

The mutual conference that ny mind hath had,
By day, by night, waking and in ny dreans,
In courtly conpany or at ny beads,

Wth you, nine alder-liefest sovereign,
Makes me the bol der to salute ny Kking

Wth ruder terns, such as ny wit affords
And over-joy of heart doth minister.

KI NG HENRY. Her sight did ravish, but her grace in speech,
Her words y-clad with w sdonis nmjesty,

Makes me fromwond' ring fall to weeping joys,
Such is the fulness of ny heart's content.
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcone ny |ove.

ALL. [Kneeling] Long live Queen Margaret, England' s happi ness!

QUEEN. W thank you all. [ Fl ouri sh]

SUFFOLK. My Lord Protector, so it please your G ace,

Here are the articles of contracted peace
Bet ween our sovereign and the French King Charl es,
For ei ghteen nont hs concl uded by consent.

GLOUCESTER. [Reads] 'Inprims: It is agreed between the French King
Charles and WIlliamde |a Pole, Mrquess of Suffolk, anbassador
for Henry King of England, that the said Henry shall espouse the
Lady Margaret, daughter unto Reignier King of Naples, Sicilia,
and Jerusal em and crown her Queen of England ere the thirtieth
of May next ensuing.

Item That the duchy of Anjou and the county of Maine shall be
rel eased and delivered to the King her father'-
[Lets the paper fall]
KI NG HENRY. Uncl e, how now
GLOUCESTER. Pardon ne, gracious |ord;
Sone sudden qual m hath struck ne at the heart,
And dinmid nmine eyes, that | can read no further.

KI NG HENRY. Uncle of Wnchester, | pray read on.



CARDI NAL. [Reads] 'Item It is further agreed between themthat the
duchi es of Anjou and Mai ne shall be rel eased and delivered over
to the King her father, and she sent over of the King of
Engl and' s own proper cost and charges, wi thout having any dowy.'

KI NG HENRY. They pl ease us well. Lord Marquess, kneel down.

W here create thee the first Duke of Suffolk,
And girt thee with the sword. Cousin of York,
W here discharge your Grace from bei ng Regent
I' th' parts of France, till term of eighteen nonths
Be full expir'd. Thanks, uncle Wnchester,
A oucester, York, Bucki ngham Somerset,
Sal i sbury, and Warw ck
We thank you all for this great favour done
In entertainment to ny princely queen
Cone, let us in, and with all speed provide
To see her coronation be perfornid.
Exeunt KI NG QUEEN, and SUFFOLK

GLOUCESTER. Brave peers of England, pillars of the state,

To you Duke Hunphrey nust unload his grief
Your grief, the conmon grief of all the |and.
What! did ny brother Henry spend his youth,
Hi s val our, coin, and people, in the wars?
Did he so often | odge in open field,

In winter's cold and sunmer's parching heat,
To conquer France, his true inheritance?

And did ny brother Bedford toil his wits

To keep by policy what Henry got?

Have you yoursel ves, Sonerset, Bucki ngham
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warw ck
Recei v' d deep scars in France and Nor mandy?
O hath mine uncle Beaufort and nyself,

Wth all the | earned Council of the realm

Studi ed so long, sat in the Council House



Early and | ate, debating to and fro
How France and Frenchnmen ni ght be kept in awe?
And had his Hi ghness in his infancy
Crowned in Paris, in despite of foes?
And shall these | abours and these honours die?
Shall Henry's conquest, Bedford's vigilance,
Your deeds of war, and all our counsel die?
O peers of England, shameful is this |eague!
Fatal this marriage, cancelling your fane,
Bl otti ng your nanes from books of nenory,
Razi ng the characters of your renown,
Def aci ng nonunents of conquer'd France,
Undoing all, as all had never been!
CARDI NAL. Nephew, what neans this passionate di scourse,
This peroration with such circunstance?
For France, 'tis ours; and we will keep it still.
GLOUCESTER. Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can;
But now it is inpossible we should.
Suffol k, the new made duke that rules the roast,
Hat h gi ven the duchy of Anjou and Mine
Unto the poor King Reignier, whose |large style
Agrees not with the | eanness of his purse.
SALI SBURY. Now, by the death of Hmthat died for all,
These counties were the keys of Nornmandy!
But wherefore weeps Warwi ck, ny valiant son?
WARW CK. For grief that they are past recovery;
For were there hope to conquer them again
My sword shoul d shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears.
Anj ou and Mai ne! myself did win them both;
Those provinces these arns of mine did conquer;
And are the cities that | got w th wounds
Deliver'd up again with peaceful words?

Mort Di eu!



YORK. For Suffol k's duke, may he be suffocate,
That dinms the honour of this warlike islel
France shoul d have torn and rent ny very heart
Before | would have yielded to this | eague
| never read but England' s kings have had
Large suns of gold and dowies with their w ves;
And our King Henry gives away his own
To match with her that brings no vantages.

GLOQUCESTER. A proper jest, and never heard before,
That Suffol k should demand a whole fifteenth
For costs and charges in transporting her
She shoul d have stay'd in France, and starv'd in France,
Bef or e-

CARDI NAL. My Lord of d oucester, now ye grow too hot:
It was the pleasure of ny lord the King.

GLOUCESTER. My Lord of Wnchester, | know your nmind;
"Tis not ny speeches that you do m slike,

But '"tis ny presence that doth trouble ye
Rancour will out: proud prelate, in thy face
| see thy fury; if | longer stay

We shal |l begin our ancient bickerings.

Lordi ngs, farewell; and say, when | am gone,
| prophesied France will be lost ere |ong.

CARDI NAL. So, there goes our Protector in a rage.
"Tis known to you he is nine eneny;

Nay, nore, an eneny unto you all

And no great friend, |I fear nme, to the King.
Consi der, lords, he is the next of blood

And heir apparent to the English crown.

Had Henry got an enpire by his marriage

And all the wealthy ki ngdonms of the west,
There's reason he should be displeas'd at it.

Look to it, lords; let not his snoothing words



Bewi tch your hearts; be w se and circunspect.

What though the comon people favour him

Cal l'ing him' Hunphrey, the good Duke of @ oucester,

Cl appi ng their hands, and crying with | oud voice

"Jesu muintain your royal excellence!

Wth ' God preserve the good Duke Humphrey!

| fear nme, lords, for all this flattering gl oss,

He will be found a dangerous Protector
BUCKI NGHAM  Why shoul d he then protect our sovereign

He being of age to govern of hinself?

Cousin of Sonerset, join you with ne,

And all together, with the Duke of Suffolk,

We' | | quickly hoise Duke Hunphrey from his seat.
CARDI NAL. Thi s wei ghty business will not brook del ay;

I"l'l to the Duke of Suffolk presently. Exi t
SOVERSET. Cousi n of Bucki ngham though Hunphrey's pride

And greatness of his place be grief to us,

Yet |l et us watch the haughty cardinal

Hi s insolence is nore intolerable

Than all the princes in the | and besi de;

If doucester be displac'd, he'll be Protector
BUCKI NGHAM O thou or |, Somerset, will be Protector,

Despi te Duke Hunphrey or the Cardi nal

Exeunt BUCKI NGHAM and SOVERSET

SALI SBURY. Pride went before, anbition follows him

Whil e these do | abour for their own prefernent,

Behoves it us to | abour for the realm

| never saw but Hunphrey Duke of d oucester

Did bear himlike a noble gentlenan.

Ot have | seen the haughty Cardinal -

More like a soldier than a man o' th' church

As stout and proud as he were lord of all-

Swear like a ruffian and denmean hi nsel f



Unli ke the ruler of a commonweal .
Warwi ck ny son, the confort of ny age,
Thy deeds, thy plainness, and thy housekeepi ng,
Hath won the greatest favour of the comons,
Excepti ng none but good Duke Hunphrey.
And, brother York, thy acts in Irel and,
In bringing themto civil discipline,
Thy late exploits done in the heart of France
When thou wert Regent for our sovereign
Have nade thee fear'd and honour'd of the people:
Join we together for the public good,
In what we can, to bridle and suppress
The pride of Suffolk and the Cardi nal
Wth Sonmerset's and Bucki nghami s anbition
And, as we may, cherish Duke Hunphrey's deeds
While they do tend the profit of the | and.
WARW CK. So CGod hel p Warwi ck, as he | oves the | and
And conmon profit of his country!
YORK. And so says York- [Aside] for he hath greatest cause
SALI SBURY. Then let's make haste away and | ook unto the main
WARW CK. Unto the main! O father, Maine is |ost-
That ©Maine which by main force Warwick did win,
And woul d have kept so long as breath did | ast.
Mai n chance, father, you neant; but | meant Mine,
VWhich | will win from France, or else be slain.
Exeunt WARW CK and SALI SBURY
YORK. Anjou and Maine are given to the French
Paris is lost; the state of Nornmandy
Stands on a tickle point now they are gone.
Suf fol k concl uded on the articl es;
The peers agreed; and Henry was well pleas'd
To changes two dukedons for a duke's fair daughter

| cannot blane themall: what is't to then?



"Tis thine they give away, and not their own.
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillage,
And purchase friends, and give to courtezans,
Still revelling like lords till all be gone;
Wiile as the silly owner of the goods

Weeps over them and wings his hapl ess hands
And shakes his head and trenbling stands al oof,
While all is shar'd and all is borne away,
Ready to starve and dare not touch his own.

So York nmust sit and fret and bite his tongue,
While his own lands are bargain'd for and sold.
Met hi nks the real ns of Engl and, France, and Irel and,
Bear that proportion to ny flesh and bl ood

As did the fatal brand Al thaea burnt

Unto the prince's heart of Cal ydon

Anj ou and Mai ne both given unto the French

Cold news for nme, for | had hope of France,
Even as | have of fertile England s soil

A day will cone when York shall claimhis own;
And therefore | will take the Nevils' parts,
And make a show of |ove to proud Duke Hunphrey,
And when | spy advantage, claimthe crown,

For that's the golden mark | seek to hit.

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp ny right,

Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fist,

Nor wear the di adem upon his head,

Whose church-1ike humours fits not for a crown.
Then, York, be still awhile, till tine do serve
Wat ch thou and wake, when others be asl eep

To pry into the secrets of the state;

Till Henry, surfeiting in joys of |ove

Wth his new bride and Engl and's dear-bought queen

And Hunphrey with the peers be fall'n at jars;



Then will | raise aloft the mlk-white rose,
Wth whose sweet snell the air shall be perfun d,
And in ny standard bear the arnms of York,

To grapple with the house of Lancaster;

And force perforce |I'll make himyield the crown,
Whose bookish rule hath pull'd fair England down. Exi t
SCENE | I .

The DUKE OF GLOUCESTER S house

Enter DUKE and his wi fe ELEANOR

DUCHESS. Why droops ny lord, like over-ripen'd corn
Hangi ng the head at Ceres' plenteous |oad?
Why doth the great Duke Hunmphrey knit his brows,
As frowning at the favours of the world?
Way are thine eyes fix'd to the sullen earth,
Gazing on that which seens to dimthy sight?
What see'st thou there? King Henry's di adem
Enchas'd with all the honours of the world?
If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face
Until thy head be circled with the sane.
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold.
What, is't too short? I'll lengthen it with mne;
And having both together heav'd it up
We' |l both together lift our heads to heaven
And never nore abase our sight so | ow
As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground.
GLOUCESTER. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost |ove thy I|ord,
Bani sh t he canker of anbitious thoughts!
And may that thought, when | inmagine il
Agai nst ny king and nephew, virtuous Henry,
Be ny |last breathing in this nortal world!

My troublous dreans this night doth make me sad.



DUCHESS. What dreamid ny lord? Tell ne, and I'Il requite it
Wth sweet rehearsal of ny norning' s dream
GLOQUCESTER. Met hought this staff, mne office-badge in court,
Was broke in twain; by whom!| have forgot,
But, as | think, it was by th' Cardinal
And on the pieces of the broken wand
Were plac'd the heads of Ednmund Duke of Sonerset
And Wlliamde la Pole, first Duke of SuffolKk.
This was ny dream what it doth bode God knows.
DUCHESS. Tut, this was nothing but an argunent
That he that breaks a stick of G oucester's grove
Shall lose his head for his presunption
But list to nme, ny Hunphrey, ny sweet Duke:
Met hought | sat in seat of mmjesty
In the cathedral church of Westm nster
And in that chair where kings and queens were crown'd;
Where Henry and Dame Margaret kneel'd to ne,
And on ny head did set the di adem
GLOUCESTER. Nay, El eanor, then must | chide outright.
Presunpt uous dane, ill-nurtur'd El eanor!
Art thou not second woman in the realm
And the Protector's wife, belov'd of hin®
Hast thou not worldly pleasure at comrand
Above the reach or conpass of thy thought?
And wilt thou still be hammering treachery
To tunbl e down thy husband and thyself
Fromtop of honour to disgrace's feet?
Away fromnme, and let nme hear no nore!
DUCHESS. What, what, ny lord! Are you so choleric
Wth Eleanor for telling but her drean?
Next time I'lIl keep ny dreanms unto nyself
And not be check' d.

GLOQUCESTER. Nay, be not angry; | am pleas'd again.



Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. My Lord Protector, 'tis his H ghness' pleasure
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Al bans,
Where as the King and Queen do nmean to hawk.
GLOUCESTER. | go. Cone, Nell, thou wilt ride with us?
DUCHESS. Yes, ny good lord, I'Il follow presently.
Exeunt GLOUCESTER and MESSENGER
Follow I must; | cannot go before,
Wil e G oucester bears this base and hunbl e m nd.
Were | a nman, a duke, and next of bl ood,
I woul d renove these tedious stunbling-bl ocks
And snmooth ny way upon their headl ess necks;
And, being a worman, | will not be slack
To play ny part in Fortune's pageant.
Where are you there, Sir John? Nay, fear not, nan,

We are al one; here's none but thee and |

Ent er HUME

HUME. Jesus preserve your royal Mjesty!

DUCHESS. What say'st thou? Majesty! | am but G ace.

HUVE. But, by the grace of God and Hune's advi ce,
Your Grace's title shall be nultiplied.

DUCHESS. What say' st thou, man? Hast thou as yet conferr'd
Wth Margery Jourdain, the cunning witch of Eie,
Wth Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer?

And wi Il they undertake to do me good?

HUVE. This they have promni sed, to show your Hi ghness
A spirit rais'd fromdepth of underground
That shall nake answer to such questions
As by your Grace shall be propounded him

DUCHESS. It is enough; I'Il think upon the questions;



When from Saint Al bans we do make return

W'l |l see these things effected to the full.

Here, Hune, take this reward; nmake nmerry, man,

Wth thy confederates in this weighty cause. Exi t
HUME. Hune nust nake nerry with the Duchess' gol d;

Marry, and shall. But, how now, Sir John Hune!

Seal up your lips and give no words but nmum

The busi ness asketh silent secrecy.

Dane El eanor gives gold to bring the witch

Gol d cannot cone aniss were she a devil.

Yet have | gold flies from another coast-

| dare not say fromthe rich Cardinal

And fromthe great and new nade Duke of Suffolk;

Yet | do find it so; for, to be plain,

They, knowi ng Dane El eanor's aspiring hunour,

Have hired me to undermnine the Duchess,

And buzz these conjurations in her brain.

They say 'A crafty knave does need no broker';

Yet am | Suffolk and the Cardinal's broker

Hume, if you take not heed, you shall go near

To call themboth a pair of crafty knaves

Well, so its stands; and thus, | fear, at |ast

Hume's knavery will be the Duchess' w eck,

And her attainture will be Hunphrey's fal

Sort howit will, I shall have gold for all. Exi t

SCENE 111.

London. The pal ace

Enter three or four PETI TI ONERS, PETER

the Arnourer's nan, being one

FI RST PETI TIONER. My nasters, let's stand close; ny Lord Protector

will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver our



supplications in the quill.
SECOND PETI TIONER. Marry, the Lord protect him for he's a good

man, Jesu bl ess himn

Ent er SUFFOLK and QUEEN

FI RST PETI TIONER. Here 'a cones, nethinks, and the Queen with him
"1l be the first, sure.

SECOND PETI TI ONER. Cone back, fool; this is the Duke of Suffolk and
not ny Lord Protector.

SUFFOLK. How now, fellow Wuldst anything with me?

FIRST PETITIONER. | pray, ny lord, pardon ne; | took ye for ny Lord
Prot ector.

QUEEN. [Reads] 'To ny Lord Protector!' Are your supplications to
his | ordship? Let nme see them What is thine?

FIRST PETITIONER. Mne is, an't please your Gace, against John
Goodman, ny Lord Cardinal's nman, for keeping nmy house and | ands,
and wife and all, from ne.

SUFFOLK. Thy wife too! That's sonme wong indeed. Wat's yours?
What's here! [Reads] 'Against the Duke of Suffolk, for enclosing
the commons of Melford.' How now, sir knave!

SECOND PETI TIONER. Alas, sir, | ambut a poor petitioner of our
whol e t ownshi p.

PETER. [Presenting his petition] Against ny nmaster, Thomas Hor ner,
for saying that the Duke of York was rightful heir to the crown.

QUEEN. What say'st thou? Did the Duke of York say he was rightful
heir to the crown?

PETER. That nmy master was? No, forsooth. My naster said that he
was, and that the King was an usurper.

SUFFOLK. Who is there? [Enter servant] Take this fellow in, and
send for his nmaster with a pursuivant presently. We'll hear nore
of your matter before the King.

Exit servant with PETER



QUEEN. And as for you, that | ove to be protected
Under the wi ngs of our Protector's grace,
Begi n your suits anew, and sue to him

[ Tears the supplications]
Away, base cullions! Suffolk, let them go.

ALL. Cone, let's be gone. Exeunt
QUEEN. My Lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise,
Is this the fashions in the court of England?

Is this the governnent of Britain's isle,
And this the royalty of Al bion's king?

What, shall King Henry be a pupil still,
Under the surly d oucester's governance?
Am | a queen in title and in style,

And must be nmade a subject to a duke?

| tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours
Thou ran'st a tilt in honour of ny Iove

And stol'st away the | adies' hearts of France,
I thought King Henry had resenbl ed thee

In courage, courtship, and proportion

But all his mnd is bent to holiness,

To nunmber Ave-Maries on his beads;

H s chanpions are the prophets and apostl es;
H s weapons, holy saws of sacred wit;

H's study is his tilt-yard, and his | oves
Are brazen images of canoni zed saints.

I would the college of the Cardinals

Woul d choose hi m Pope, and carry himto Rone,
And set the triple crown upon his head,

That were a state fit for his holiness.

SUFFOLK. Madam be patient. As | was cause
Your Hi ghness cane to England, so will |
In Engl and work your Grace's full content.

QUEEN. Besi de the haughty Protector, have we Beaufort



The inperious churchman; Sonerset, Bucki ngham
And grunbling York; and not the |east of these
But can do nore in England than the King.
SUFFOLK. And he of these that can do nost of all
Cannot do nore in England than the Nevils;
Sal i sbury and Warwi ck are no sinple peers.
QUEEN. Not all these lords do vex nme half so nuch
As that proud dane, the Lord Protector's w fe.
She sweeps it through the court with troops of | adies,
More |ike an enpress than Duke Humphrey's wife.
Strangers in court do take her for the Queen
She bears a duke's revenues on her back
And in her heart she scorns our poverty;
Shall | not live to be aveng'd on her?
Cont enpt uous base-born callet as she is,

She vaunted 'nongst her minions t' other day
The very train of her worst wearing gown
Was better worth than all ny father's |ands,
Till Suffol k gave two dukedons for his daughter
SUFFOLK. Madam nyself have Iinmld a bush for her
And plac'd a quire of such enticing birds
That she will light to listen to the I|ays,
And never nount to trouble you again.
So, let her rest. And, nadam list to me,
For | ambold to counsel you in this:
Al t hough we fancy not the Cardinal
Yet nust we join with himand with the |ords,
Till we have brought Duke Hunphrey in disgrace.
As for the Duke of York, this |ate conplaint
WIIl make but little for his benefit.

So one by one we'll weed themall at |ast,

And you yourself shall steer the happy hel m



Sound a sennet. Enter the KING DUKE HUMPHREY,

CARDI NAL BEAUFCRT, BUCKI NGHAM YORK, SOVERSET, SALI SBURY,

WARW CK, and the DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER

KI NG HENRY. For ny part, noble lords, | care not which:
O Sonerset or York, all's one to ne.
YORK. If York have ill denmean'd hinself in France,
Then |l et himbe denay'd the regentship.
SOVERSET. |f Sonerset be unworthy of the place,
Let York be Regent; | will yield to him
WARW CK. Whet her your Grace be worthy, yea or no,
Di spute not that; York is the worthier.
CARDI NAL. Anmbi tious Warwi ck, let thy betters speak.
WARW CK. The Cardinal's not ny better in the field.
BUCKI NGHAM Al'l in this presence are thy betters, Warw ck.
WARW CK. Varwi ck may live to be the best of all.
SALI SBURY. Peace, son! And show sonme reason, Bucki ngham
Why Sonerset should be preferr'd in this.
QUEEN. Because the King, forsooth, will have it so.
GLOUCESTER. Madam the King is old enough hinself
To give his censure. These are no wonmen's natters.
QUEEN. 1f he be old enough, what needs your G ace
To be Protector of his Excellence?
GLOUCESTER. Madam | am Protector of the realm
And at his pleasure will resign ny place.
SUFFOLK. Resign it then, and | eave thine insol ence.
Since thou wert king- as who is king but thou?-
The conmonweal th hath daily run to wrack,
The Dauphin hath prevail'd beyond the seas,
And all the peers and nobles of the realm
Have been as bondnen to thy sovereignty.
CARDI NAL. The commobns hast thou rack'd; the clergy's bags

Are lank and lean with thy extortions.



SOMERSET. Thy sunptuous buildings and thy wife's attire
Have cost a mass of public treasury.
BUCKI NGHAM Thy cruelty in execution
Upon of fenders hath exceeded | aw,
And left thee to the nmercy of the |aw.
QUEEN. Thy sale of offices and towns in France,
If they were known, as the suspect is great,
Woul d make thee quickly hop w thout thy head.
Exit GLOUCESTER. The QUEEN drops QUEEN her fan
Gve me ny fan. Wat, minion, can ye not?
[ She gives the DUCHESS a box on the ear]
| cry your mercy, nmadam was it you?
DUCHESS. Was't |? Yea, | it was, proud Frenchwonan.
Could | cone near your beauty with ny nails,
I could set nmy ten conmandnents in your face.
KI NG HENRY. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas against her wll.
DUCHESS. Against her will, good King? Look to 't in tine;
She' | | hanper thee and dandl e thee |ike a baby.
Though in this place nost master wear no breeches,
She shall not strike Danme El eanor unreveng' d. Exi t
BUCKI NGHAM Lord Cardinal, | will follow El eanor
And listen after Hunphrey, how he proceeds.
She's tickled now, her fune needs no spurs,

She'll gallop far enough to her destruction. Exi t

Re- ent er LOUCESTER

GLOUCESTER. Now, | ords, ny chol er being overbl own
Wth wal ki ng once about the quadrangl e,
I cone to talk of conmmonwealth affairs.
As for your spiteful false objections,
Prove them and | lie open to the | aw

But God in nmercy so deal with ny soul



As | in duty love ny king and country!
But to the matter that we have in hand:
| say, ny sovereign, York is neetest nman
To be your Regent in the real mof France.

SUFFOLK. Before we nmake el ection, give me |eave
To show sone reason, of no little force,

That York is nost unneet of any nan.

YORK. I"Il tell thee, Suffolk, why |I am unneet:
First, for | cannot flatter thee in pride;
Next, if | be appointed for the place,

My Lord of Sonerset will keep me here

W t hout discharge, noney, or furniture,

Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands.
Last time | danc'd attendance on his wll
Till Paris was besieg'd, fanm sh'd, and | ost.

WARW CK. That can | witness; and a foul er fact
Did never traitor in the land conmit.

SUFFOLK. Peace, headstrong Warwi ck!

WARW CK. | rmage of pride, why should | hold my peace?

Enter HORNER, the Armourer, and his man PETER, guarded

SUFFOLK. Because here is a nman accus'd of treason:
Pray God the Duke of York excuse hinsel f!
YORK. Doth any one accuse York for a traitor?
KI NG HENRY. What nean'st thou, Suffolk? Tell me, what are these?
SUFFOLK. Please it your Majesty, this is the man
That doth accuse his nmaster of high treason;
Hi s words were these: that Ri chard Duke of York
Was rightful heir unto the English crown,
And that your Mjesty was an usurper.
KI NG HENRY. Say, man, were these thy words?

HORNER. An't shall please your Mjesty, | never said nor thought



any such matter. God is ny witness, | amfalsely accus'd by the
villain.

PETER. [Hol ding up his hands] By these ten bones, ny lords, he did
speak themto ne in the garret one night, as we were scouring ny
Lord of York's arnour.

YORK. Base dunghill villain and nechanical,

I'"l1'l have thy head for this thy traitor's speech.
| do beseech your royal Majesty,
Let him have all the rigour of the |aw

HORNER . Alas, my lord, hang me if ever | spake the words. My
accuser is ny prentice; and when | did correct himfor his fault
the other day, he did vow upon his knees he would be even with
me. | have good witness of this; therefore | beseech your
Maj esty, do not cast away an honest man for a villain's
accusati on.

KI NG HENRY. Uncle, what shall we say to this in |aw?

GLOQUCESTER. This doom ny lord, if | may judge:

Let Somerset be Regent o'er the French,
Because in York this breeds suspicion;

And |l et these have a day appointed them

For single conbat in convenient place,

For he hath witness of his servant's nmalice.
This is the law, and this Duke Hunmphrey's doom

SOVERSET. | hunbly thank your royal Mjesty.

HORNER. And | accept the conmbat willingly.

PETER. Alas, ny lord, | cannot fight; for God' s sake, pity ny case!
The spite of man prevaileth against nme. O Lord, have nercy upon
me, | shall never be able to fight a blow O Lord, ny heart!

GLQUCESTER. Sirrah, or you nust fight or else be hang' d.

KI NG HENRY. Away with themto prison; and the day of conbat shall
be the last of the next nonth.

Cone, Somerset, we'll see thee sent away. Fl ouri sh. Exeunt

SCENE | V.



London. The DUKE OF GLOUCESTER S garden

Enter MARGERY JOURDAIN, the witch; the two

priests, HUME and SOUTHWELL; and BOLI NGBRCKE

HUVE. Cone, ny nmasters; the Duchess, | tell you, expects
performance of your pronises.

BOLI NGBROKE. Master Hume, we are therefore provided; wll her
| adyshi p behol d and hear our exorcisns?

HUME. Ay, what el se? Fear you not her courage.

BOLI NGBROKE. | have heard her reported to be a wonan of an
invincible spirit; but it shall be convenient, Master Hune, that
you be by her aloft while we be busy below, and so | pray you go,
in God's nanme, and |leave us. [Exit HUME] Mot her Jourdain, be you
prostrate and grovel on the earth; John Southwell, read you; and

|l et us to our work.

Ent er DUCHESS al oft, followed by HUME

DUCHESS. Well said, ny nasters; and welcone all. To this gear, the
sooner the better.
BOLI NGBROKE. Patience, good | ady; w zards know their tines:
Deep night, dark night, the silent of the night,
The time of night when Troy was set on fire;
The tinme when screech-ow s cry and ban-dogs how ,
And spirits wal k and ghosts break up their graves-
That time best fits the work we have in hand.
Madam sit you, and fear not: whom we raise

W will nmake fast within a hallow d verge

[Here they do the cerenoni es bel ongi ng, and nake the circle;
BOLI NGBROKE or SOUTHWELL reads: 'Conjuro te,' &c.

It thunders and lightens terribly; then the SPIRI T riseth]



SPIRIT. Adsum
MARCGERY JOURDAI N. Asnat h,

By the eternal CGod, whose nane and power

Thou trenbl est at, answer that | shall ask;

For till thou speak thou shalt not pass from hence.
SPIRIT. Ask what thou wilt; that | had said and done.
BOLI NGBROKE. [ Reads] 'First of the king: what shall of him becone?
SPIRIT. The Duke yet lives that Henry shall depose;

But himoutlive, and die a violent death.

[As the SPIRIT speaks, SOUTHWELL wites the answer]

BOLI NGBRCKE. ' What fates await the Duke of Suffol k?
SPIRIT. By water shall he die and take his end.
BOLI NGBROKE. 'What shall befall the Duke of Sonerset?
SPIRIT. Let himshun castl es:

Saf er shall he be upon the sandy plains

Than where castles nmounted stand.

Have done, for nore | hardly can endure.
BOLI NGBROKE. Descend to darkness and the burning | ake;

Fal se fiend, avoid! Thunder and lightning. Exit SPIRIT

Enter the DUKE OF YORK and the DUKE OF

BUCKI NGHAM wi t h guard, and break in

YORK. Lay hands upon these traitors and their trash.
Bel dam | think we watch'd you at an inch.
What, madam are you there? The King and commonweal
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains;
My Lord Protector will, 1 doubt it not,
See you well guerdon'd for these good deserts.
DUCHESS. Not half so bad as thine to England's king,
I njurious Duke, that threatest where's no cause.

BUCKI NGHAM True, nmadam none at all. What can you this?



Away with them |et thembe clapp'd up close,
And kept asunder. You, madam shall with us.
Stafford, take her to thee.
We' || see your trinkets here all forthconing.
Al'l, away!
Exeunt, above, DUCHESS and HUME, guarded; bel ow,
W TCH, SOUTHWELL and BOLI NGBROKE, guarded
YORK. Lord Bucki ngham methi nks you watch'd her well.
A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon!
Now, pray, nmy lord, let's see the devil's writ.
What have we here? [ Reads]
" The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose;
But himoutlive, and die a violent death.'
Wiy, this is just
"Aio te, Aeacida, Ronmanos vincere posse.’
Vell, to the rest:
"Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffolk?
"By water shall he die and take his end.’
"What shall betide the Duke of Somerset?
"Let him shun castl es;
Saf er shall he be upon the sandy plains
Than where castles nounted stand.'
Cone, come, ny |ords;
These oracles are hardly attain'd,
And hardly under st ood.
The King is now in progress towards Saint Al bans,
Wth himthe husband of this |lovely |ady;
Thither go these news as fast as horse can carry them
A sorry breakfast for my Lord Protector.
BUCKI NGHAM  Your Grace shall give ne |eave, ny Lord of York,
To be the post, in hope of his reward.
YORK. At your pleasure, ny good |ord.

Wio's within there, ho?



Enter a serving-man

Invite nmy Lords of Salisbury and Warwi ck
To sup with nme to-norrow ni ght. Away! Exeunt
ACT 11. SCENE |.

Sai nt Al bans

Enter the KING QUEEN, GLOUCESTER,

CARDI NAL, and SUFFOLK, with Fal coners hall oi ng

QUEEN. Believe nme, lords, for flying at the brook,
| saw not better sport these seven years' day;
Yet, by your |eave, the wind was very high,
And ten to one old Joan had not gone out.
KI NG HENRY. But what a point, ny lord, your falcon nade,
And what a pitch she flew above the rest!
To see how God in all His creatures works!
Yea, man and birds are fain of clinbing high.
SUFFOLK. No marvel, an it |ike your Mjesty,
My Lord Protector's hawks do tow r so well;
They know their master |oves to be aloft,
And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pitch.
GLOUCESTER. My lord, 'tis but a base ignoble nind
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar.
CARDI NAL. | thought as nuch; he would be above the cl ouds.
GLOUCESTER. Ay, ny lord Cardinal, how think you by that?
Were it not good your Grace could fly to heaven?
KI NG HENRY. The treasury of everlasting joy!
CARDI NAL. Thy heaven is on earth; thine eyes and thoughts
Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart;
Per ni ci ous Protector, dangerous peer,
That snooth'st it so with King and commonweal .

GLOUCESTER. What, Cardinal, is your priesthood grown perenptory?



Tant aene anim s coel estibus irae?
Churchmen so hot? CGood uncl e, hide such malice;
Wth such holiness can you do it?
SUFFOLK. No malice, sir; no nore than well becones
So good a quarrel and so bad a peer.
GLOUCESTER. As who, ny lord?
SUFFOLK. Wy, as you, ny lord,
An't like your lordly Lord's Protectorshinp.
GLOQUCESTER. Wy, Suffol k, England knows thine insol ence.
QUEEN. And thy anmbition, d oucester.
KI NG HENRY. | prithee, peace,
Good Queen, and whet not on these furious peers;
For bl essed are the peacenakers on earth.
CARDI NAL. Let me be bl essed for the peace | make
Against this proud Protector with ny sword!
GLOUCESTER. [Aside to CARDI NAL] Faith, holy uncle, would 'twere
come to that!
CARDI NAL. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] Marry, when thou dar'st.
GLOUCESTER. [ Aside to CARDI NAL] Make up no factious nunbers for the
matter;
In thine own person answer thy abuse.
CARDI NAL. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] Ay, where thou dar'st not peep; an
if thou dar'st,
This evening on the east side of the grove.
KI NG HENRY. How now, ny | ords!
CARDI NAL. Believe me, cousin G oucester,
Had not your man put up the fow so suddenly,
We had had nore sport. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] Cone with thy
t wo- hand sword.
GLOUCESTER. True, uncle.
CARDI NAL. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] Are ye advis'd? The east side of
the grove?

GLOUCESTER. [Aside to CARDI NAL] Cardinal, I amwth you.



KI NG HENRY. Wy, how now, uncle d oucester!
GLOQUCESTER. Tal ki ng of hawki ng; nothing else, ny lord.
[Asi de to CARDI NAL] Now, by God's Mot her, priest,
"1l shave your crown for this,
O all nmy fence shall fail.
CARDI NAL. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] Medice, teipsum
Protector, see to't well; protect yourself.
KI NG HENRY. The wi nds grow hi gh; so do your stonmachs, |ords.
How irksone is this nusic to nmy heart!
When such strings jar, what hope of harnony?

| pray, ny lords, let me compound this strife.

Enter a TOAWNSMAN of Saint Al bans, crying 'A mracle!’

GLOUCESTER. What neans this noi se?
Fel | ow, what niracle dost thou proclainf
TOMNSMAN. A miracle! A niracle!
SUFFOLK. Cone to the King, and tell himwhat mracle.
TOMSMAN. Forsooth, a blind man at Saint Al bans shrine
Wthin this half hour hath receiv'd his sight;
A man that ne'er sawin his |ife before.
KI NG HENRY. Now God be prais'd that to believing souls

G ves light in darkness, confort in despair!

Enter the MAYOR OF SAINT ALBANS and his brethren,
bearing Si npcox between two in a chair;

his WFE and a nultitude follow ng

CARDI NAL. Here cones the townsnen on procession
To present your Hi ghness with the nman.

KING HENRY. Great is his confort in this earthly vale,
Al t hough by his sight his sin be nmultiplied.

GLOUCESTER. Stand by, nmy masters; bring himnear the King;



Hi s Hi ghness' pleasure is to talk with him
KI NG HENRY. Good fellow, tell us here the circunstance,
That we for thee may glorify the Lord.
What, hast thou been long blind and now restor'd?
SI MPCOX. Born blind, an't please your G ace.
WFE. Ay indeed was he.
SUFFCLK. What wonman is this?
WFE. His wife, an't |ike your worship.
GLOUCESTER. Hadst thou been his nother, thou coul dst have better
tol d.
KI NG HENRY. \Were wert thou born?
SIMPCOX. At Berwick in the north, an't |like your G ace.
KI NG HENRY. Poor soul, God's goodness hath been great to thee.
Let never day nor night unhall owed pass,
But still renenber what the Lord hath done.
QUEEN. Tell ne, good fellow, canist thou here by chance,
O of devotion, to this holy shrine?
SI MPCOX. God knows, of pure devotion; being call'd
A hundred tinmes and oft' ner, in ny sleep,
By good Saint Al ban, who said 'Sinpcox, comne,
Cone, offer at ny shrine, and | will help thee.’
WFE. Most true, forsooth; and many tine and oft
Mysel f have heard a voice to call himso.
CARDI NAL. What, art thou | ane?
SI MPCOX. Ay, God Al mighty help ne!
SUFFOLK. How cami st thou so?
SIMPCOX. A fall off of a tree.
WFE. A plumtree, naster.
GLOUCESTER. How | ong hast thou been blind?
SI MPCOX. O born so, master!
GLOUCESTER. What, and wouldst clinb a tree?
SIMPCOX. But that in all ny life, when | was a youth.

W FE. Too true; and bought his clinbing very dear.



GLOUCESTER. Mass, thou lov'dst pluns well, that woul dst venture so.

SI MPCOX. Al as, good master, ny wife desir'd some dansons
And made me clinb, Wth danger of ny life.

GLOUCESTER. A subtle knave! But yet it shall not serve
Let ne see thine eyes; w nk now, now open them
In nmy opinion yet thou seest not well.

SI MPCOX. Yes, master, clear as day, | thank God and Saint Al ban

GLOUCESTER. Say' st thou me so? Wat colour is this cloak of?

SI MPCOX. Red, master; red as bl ood.

GLOUCESTER. Wy, that's well said. What colour is ny gown of?

SI MPCOX. Bl ack, forsooth; coal-black as jet.

KI NG HENRY. Wy, then, thou know st what colour jet is of?

SUFFOLK. And yet, | think, jet did he never see.

GLOUCESTER. But cl oaks and gowns before this day a nany.

W FE. Never before this day in all his life.

GLOUCESTER. Tell ne, sirrah, what's ny nane?

SI MPCOX. Al as, nmster, | know not.

GLOUCESTER. What's his nane?

SI MPCOX. | know not .

GLOUCESTER. Nor hi s?

SI MPCOX. No, indeed, naster

GLOUCESTER. What's thine own nane?

SI MPCOX. Saunder Sinpcox, an if it please you, master.

GLQUCESTER. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lying' st knave in
Christendom |f thou hadst been born blind, thou nmightst as well
have known all our nanmes as thus to name the several colours we
do wear. Sight may distinguish of colours; but suddenly to
nom nate themall, it is inpossible. My lords, Saint Al ban here
hat h done a mracle; and would ye not think his cunning to be
great that could restore this cripple to his | egs again?

SI MPCOX. O nmster, that you coul d!

GLOUCESTER. My nasters of Saint Al bans, have you not beadles in

your town, and things call'd whips?



MAYOR. Yes, ny lord, if it please your G ace.
GLOUCESTER. Then send for one presently.
MAYOR. Sirrah, go fetch the beadl e hither straight.
Exit an attendant
GLOUCESTER. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. [A stool
brought] Now, sirrah, if you mean to save yourself from whipping,
| eap me over this stool and run away.
SI MPCOX. Al as, naster, | amnot able to stand al one!

You go about to torture ne in vain.

Enter a BEADLE with whips

GLOUCESTER. Well, sir, we nmust have you find your I|egs.

Sirrah beadle, whip himtill he leap over that sane stool.
BEADLE. | will, ny lord. Cone on, sirrah; off with your doubl et
qui ckly.
SI MPCOX. Al as, nmster, what shall | do? | amnot able to stand.

After the BEADLE hath hit himonce, he | eaps over
the stool and runs away; and they follow and cry

"A mracle!'’

KI NG HENRY. O God, seest Thou this, and bearest so |ong?
QUEEN. It nmade nme laugh to see the villain run.
GLOUCESTER. Fol | ow the knave, and take this drab away.
WFE. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need!
GLOUCESTER. Let them be whipp'd through every nmarket town till they
cone to Berw ck, from whence they cane.
Exeunt MAYOR, BEADLE, W FE, &c.
CARDI NAL. Duke Hunphrey has done a miracle to-day.
SUFFOLK. True; nade the lane to leap and fly away.
GLOQUCESTER. But you have done nore miracles than I:

You nade in a day, ny lord, whole towns to fly.



Ent er BUCKI NGHAM

KI NG HENRY. What tidings with our cousin Bucki nghan?
BUCKI NGHAM  Such as ny heart doth trenmble to unfold:
A sort of naughty persons, |ewdly bent,
Under the countenance and confederacy
O Lady El eanor, the Protector's wife,
The ringl eader and head of all this rout,
Have practis'd dangerously agai nst your state,
Dealing with witches and with conjurers,
Whom we have apprehended in the fact,
Rai sing up wicked spirits from under ground,
Demandi ng of King Henry's life and death
And ot her of your Hi ghness' Privy Council
As nore at |arge your Grace shall understand.
CARDI NAL. And so, ny Lord Protector, by this means
Your lady is forthconm ng yet at London
This news, | think, hath turn'd your weapon's edge;
"Tis like, nmy lord, you will not keep your hour
GLOUCESTER. Anbi tious churchnan, |eave to afflict ny heart.
Sorrow and grief have vanquish'd all ny powers;
And, vanquish'd as | am | yield to the
O to the neanest groom
KI NG HENRY. O God, what m schiefs work the w cked ones,
Heapi ng confusion on their own heads thereby!
QUEEN. d oucester, see here the tainture of thy nest;
And | ook thyself be faultless, thou wert best.
GLOQUCESTER. Madam for nyself, to heaven | do appea
How | have lov'd ny King and comonweal
And for nmy wife | know not how it stands.
Sorry | amto hear what | have heard.
Nobl e she is; but if she have forgot

Honour and virtue, and convers'd wi th such



As, like to pitch, defile nobility,
| bani sh her ny bed and conpany
And give her as a prey to | aw and shane,
That hath di shonoured d oucester's honest nane.
KING HENRY. Well, for this night we will repose us here.
To-norrow toward London back again
To l ook into this business thoroughly
And call these foul offenders to their answers,
And poise the cause in justice' equal scales,
Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause prevails.
Fl ouri sh. Exeunt
SCENE 1| 1.

London. The DUKE OF YORK' S garden

Enter YORK, SALISBURY, and WARW CK

YORK. Now, ny good Lords of Salisbury and VWarw ck
Qur sinple supper ended, give ne |eave
In this close walk to satisfy nyself
In craving your opinion of ny tide,
VWhich is infallible, to England s crown.
SALI SBURY. My lord, | long to hear it at full.
WARW CK. Sweet York, begin; and if thy claimbe good,
The Nevils are thy subjects to command.
YORK. Then thus:
Edward the Third, ny lords, had seven sons;
The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of \Wales;
The second, WIlliamof Hatfield; and the third,
Li onel Duke of C arence; next to whom
Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancaster
The fifth was Ednund Langl ey, Duke of York;
The sixth was Thonmas of Wodst ock, Duke of G oucester

WIlliamof Wndsor was the seventh and | ast.



Edward the Bl ack Prince died before his father
And |l eft behind himRi chard, his only son,
Who, after Edward the Third' s death, reign'd as king
Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaster,
The el dest son and heir of John of Gaunt,
Crowmn'd by the nane of Henry the Fourth,
Seiz'd on the realm depos'd the rightful king,
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she cane.
And himto Ponfret, where, as all you know,
Harm ess Ri chard was mnurdered traitorously.
WARW CK. Fat her, the Duke hath told the truth;
Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown.
YORK. Which now they hold by force, and not by right;
For Richard, the first son's heir, being dead,
The i ssue of the next son should have reign'd.

SALI SBURY. But WIlliamof Hatfield died without an heir.
YORK. The third son, Duke of C arence, fromwhose |ine
I claimthe crown, had issue Philippe, a daughter,

Who married Ednmund Mortiner, Earl of March;
Ednmund had i ssue, Roger Earl of March;
Roger had issue, Ednmund, Anne, and El eanor.
SALI SBURY. This Ednmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke,
As | have read, laid claimunto the crown;
And, but for Oamen d endower, had been king,
Who kept himin captivity till he died.
But, to the rest.
YORK. Hi s eldest sister, Anne,
My not her, being heir unto the crown,
Married Richard Earl of Canbridge, who was
To Edrmund Langl ey, Edward the Third's fifth son, son.
By her | claimthe kingdom she was heir
To Roger Earl of March, who was the son

O Ednmund Mortimer, who nmarried Philippe,



Sol e daughter unto Lionel Duke of d arence;
So, if the issue of the elder son
Succeed before the younger, |I am King.
WARW CK. What plain proceedings is nore plain than this?
Henry doth claimthe crown from John of Gaunt,
The fourth son: York claims it fromthe third.
Till Lionel's issue fails, his should not reign
It fails not yet, but flourishes in thee
And in thy sons, fair slips of such a stock
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we together
And in this private plot be we the first
That shall salute our rightful sovereign
Wth honour of his birthright to the crown.
BOTH. Long live our sovereign Richard, England s King!
YORK. We thank you, lords. But | amnot your Kking
Till I be crown'd, and that nmy sword be stain'd
Wth heart-bl ood of the house of Lancaster;
And that's not suddenly to be perfornid,
But with advice and silent secrecy.
Do you as | do in these dangerous days:
Wnk at the Duke of Suffolk's insolence,
At Beaufort's pride, at Sonerset's ambition
At Bucki ngham and all the crew of them
Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the flock
That virtuous prince, the good Duke Humphrey;
"Tis that they seek; and they, in seeking that,
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophesy.
SALI SBURY. My lord, break we off; we know your nmind at full.
WARW CK. My heart assures nme that the Earl of Warw ck
Shal | one day nmake the Duke of York a king.
YORK. And, Nevil, this | do assure nyself,
Richard shall live to nmake the Earl of Warw ck

The greatest man in England but the King. Exeunt



SCENE I11.

London. A hall of justice

Sound trunpets. Enter the KING and State: the

QUEEN, GLOUCESTER, YORK, SUFFCOLK, and SALI SBURY,
with guard, to banish the DUCHESS. Enter, guarded,
t he DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER, MARGERY JOURDAI N, HUME,

SOQUTHWELL, and BOLI NGBROKE

KI NG HENRY. Stand forth, Dame El eanor Cobham G oucester's wife:
In sight of God and us, your guilt is great;
Recei ve the sentence of the |aw for sins
Such as by God's book are adjudg' d to death.
You four, fromhence to prison back again;
From thence unto the place of execution:
The witch in Smithfield shall be burnt to ashes,
And you three shall be strangled on the gall ows.
You, madam for you are nore nobly born,
Despoi |l ed of your honour in your life,
Shall, after three days' open penance done,
Live in your country here in bani shnent
Wth Sir John Stanley in the Isle of Mn.
DUCHESS. Wl cone i s bani shnent; wel come were ny death.
GLOUCESTER. El eanor, the |l aw, thou seest, hath judged thee.
I cannot justify whomthe | aw condemns.
Exeunt the DUCHESS and the other prisoners, guarded
M ne eyes are full of tears, ny heart of grief.
Ah, Hunphrey, this dishonour in thine age
WI1l bring thy head with sorrow to the ground!
| beseech your Majesty give ne | eave to go;
Sorrow woul d sol ace, and m ne age woul d ease.
KI NG HENRY. Stay, Hunphrey Duke of d oucester; ere thou go,

Gve up thy staff; Henry will to hinself



Protector be; and God shall be ny hope,
My stay, ny guide, and lantern to ny feet.
And go in peace, Hunphrey, no |l ess belov'd
Than when thou wert Protector to thy King.
QUEEN. | see no reason why a king of years
Shoul d be to be protected like a child.
God and King Henry govern England's real m
G ve up your staff, sir, and the King his realm
GLOUCESTER. My staff! Here, noble Henry, is ny staff.
As willingly do I the sane resign
As ere thy father Henry nade it nine;
And even as willingly at thy feet | leave it
As others would anbitiously receive it.
Farewel |, good King; when | am dead and gone,
May honour abl e peace attend thy throne! Exi t
QUEEN. Why, now is Henry King, and Margaret Queen
And Hunphrey Duke of d oucester scarce hinself,
That bears so shrewd a naim two pulls at once-
H s lady banish'd and a linb lopp'd off.
This staff of honour raught, there let it stand
Where it best fits to be, in Henry's hand.
SUFFOLK. Thus droops this lofty pine and hangs his sprays;
Thus El eanor's pride dies in her youngest days.
YORK. Lords, let himgo. Please it your Mjesty,
This is the day appointed for the conbat;
And ready are the appellant and defendant,
The armourer and his man, to enter the lists,
So pl ease your Hi ghness to behold the fight.
QUEEN. Ay, good ny lord; for purposely therefore
Left | the court, to see this quarrel tried.
KI NG HENRY. A God's nane, see the lists and all things fit;
Here let themend it, and God defend the right!

YORK. | never saw a fell ow worse best ed,



O nore afraid to fight, than is the appellant,

The servant of his arnourer, ny |ords.

Enter at one door, HORNER, the Arnourer, and his
NEI GHBOURS, drinking to himso nuch that he is
drunk; and he enters with a drum before hi mand
his staff with a sand-bag fastened to it; and at the
other door PETER, his nman, with a drum and sandbag,

and PRENTI CES drinking to him

FI RST NEI GHBOUR. Here, nei ghbour Horner, | drink to you in a cup of
sack; and fear not, neighbour, you shall do well enough

SECOND NEI GHBOUR. And here, nei ghbour, here's a cup of charneco.

THI RD NEI GHBOUR. And here's a pot of good doubl e beer, neighbour;
drink, and fear not your man.

HORNER. Let it cone, i' faith, and I'Il pledge you all; and a fig
for Peter!

FI RST PRENTICE. Here, Peter, | drink to thee; and be not afraid.

SECOND PRENTICE. Be nerry, Peter, and fear not thy master: fight
for credit of the prentices.

PETER. | thank you all. Drink, and pray for ne, | pray you; for
think I have taken ny | ast draught in this world. Here, Robin, an
if | die, I give thee ny apron; and, WII, thou shalt have ny
hanmer; and here, Tom take all the noney that | have. O Lord
bless nme, | pray God! for | amnever able to deal with nmy master,
he hath | earnt so nuch fence already.

SALI SBURY. Come, |eave your drinking and fall to bl ows.

Sirrah, what's thy name?

PETER. Peter, forsooth

SALI SBURY. Peter? What nore?

PETER. Thunp.

SALI SBURY. Thunp? Then see thou thunp thy nmaster well.

HORNER. Masters, | amcone hither, as it were, upon ny nan's



instigation, to prove hima knave and nyself an honest nan; and
touchi ng the Duke of York, | will take ny death | never meant him
any ill, nor the King, nor the Queen; and therefore, Peter, have
at thee with a down right bl ow
YORK. Dispatch- this knave's tongue begins to double.
Sound, trunpets, alarumto the conbatants!
[Alarum They fight and PETER strikes hi m down]
HORNER. Hol d, Peter, hold! | confess, | confess treason
[ Di es]
YORK. Take away his weapon. Fellow, thank God, and the good wine in
thy master's way.
PETER. O God, have | overcone mine enemies in this presence? O
Peter, thou hast prevail'd in right!
KI NG HENRY. o, take hence that traitor from our sight,
For by his death we do perceive his guilt
And CGod in justice hath reveal'd to us
The truth and i nnocence of this poor fellow,
Whi ch he had thought to have nurder'd wongfully.
Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward
Sound a flourish. Exeunt
SCENE | V.

London. A street

Enter DUKE HUMPHREY and his nen, in nourning cloaks

GLOUCESTER. Thus sonetines hath the brightest day a cloud,
And after summer evernore succeeds
Barren winter, with his wathful nipping cold;
So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet.
Sirs, what's o' cl ock?
SERVI NG MAN. Ten, ny |ord.
GLOUCESTER. Ten is the hour that was appointed me

To watch the comng of ny punish'd duchess.



Uneath may she endure the flinty streets

To tread themw th her tender-feeling feet.

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble m nd abrook

The abj ect people gazing on thy face,

Wth envious | ooks, |laughing at thy shane,

That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels

When thou didst ride in triunph through the streets.
But, soft! | think she conmes, and I'l|l prepare

My tear-stain'd eyes to see her mseries.

Enter the DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER in a white sheet,
and a taper burning in her hand, with SIR JOHN

STANLEY, the SHERI FF, and OFFI CERS

SERVI NG MAN. So pl ease your Grace, we'll take her fromthe sheriff.
GLOUCESTER. No, stir not for your lives; |et her pass by.
DUCHESS. Cone you, my lord, to see nmy open shane?

Now t hou dost penance too. Look how they gaze!

See how the giddy nultitude do point

And nod their heads and throw their eyes on thee;

Ah, d oucester, hide thee fromtheir hateful | ooks,

And, in thy closet pent up, rue ny shane

And ban thine enem es, both mine and thine!
GLOUCESTER. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this grief.
DUCHESS. Ah, d oucester, teach ne to forget nysel f!

For whilst | think | amthy married wife

And thou a prince, Protector of this |and,

Met hi nks | should not thus be |ed al ong,

Mail'd up in shane, with papers on my back

And follow d with a rabble that rejoice

To see ny tears and hear ny deep-fet groans.

The ruthless flint doth cut ny tender feet,

And when | start, the envious peopl e | augh



And bid me be advised how | tread.

Ah, Hunphrey, can | bear this shanmeful yoke?

Trowest thou that e 'er I'Il |ook upon the world

O count them happy that enjoy the sun?

No; dark shall be ny Iight and ni ght my day;

To think upon ny ponp shall be ny hell.

Sormetimes |'I1 say | am Duke Hunphrey's wife

And he a prince, and ruler of the |and,

Yet so he rul'd, and such a prince he was,

As he stood by whilst I, his forlorn duchess,

Was made a wonder and a poi nting-stock

To every idle rascal follower.

But be thou mild, and blush not at ny shane,

Nor stir at nothing till the axe of death

Hang over thee, as sure it shortly wll.

For Suffol k- he that can do all in all

Wth her that hateth thee and hates us all-

And York, and inpious Beaufort, that false priest,

Have all limd bushes to betray thy wi ngs,

And, fly thou how thou canst, they' Il tangle thee.

But fear not thou until thy foot be snar'd,

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes.
GLOUCESTER. Ah, Nell, forbear! Thou ainest all awy.

I nust offend before | be attainted,

And had | twenty tines so many foes

And each of themhad twenty tinmes their power,

Al'l these could not procure ne any scathe

So long as | amloyal, true, and crineless.

Woul dst have ne rescue thee fromthis reproach?

Why, yet thy scandal were not wp'd away,

But | in danger for the breach of |aw

Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell.

| pray thee sort thy heart to patience;



These few days' wonder will be quickly worn.

Enter a HERALD

HERALD. | summon your Grace to his Majesty's Parlianent,
Hol den at Bury the first of this next nonth.
GLOUCESTER. And ny consent ne'er ask'd herein before!
This is close dealing. Wll, | will be there. Exit HERALD
My Nell, | take ny | eave- and, nmaster sheriff,
Let not her penance exceed the King's comm ssion.
SHERI FF. An't pl ease your Grace, here ny commi ssion stays;
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now
To take her with himto the Isle of Mn.
GLOUCESTER. Must you, Sir John, protect ny |ady here?
STANLEY. So am | given in charge, may't please your G ace.
GLOUCESTER. Entreat her not the worse in that | pray
You use her well; the world may | augh again,
And | may live to do you kindness if
You do it her. And so, Sir John, farewell.
DUCHESS. What, gone, ny lord, and bid nme not farewel|!
GLOUCESTER. Wtness ny tears, | cannot stay to speak.
Exeunt CGLOUCESTER and servants
DUCHESS. Art thou gone too? Al confort go with thee!
For none abides with ne. My joy is death-
Deat h, at whose nane | oft have been afeard,
Because | wish'd this world's eternity.
Stanley, | prithee go, and take nme hence;
| care not whither, for | beg no favour,
Only convey nme where thou art conmmanded.
STANLEY. Why, madam that is to the Isle of Mn,
There to be us'd according to your state.
DUCHESS. That's bad enough, for | am but reproach-

And shall | then be us'd reproachfully?



STANLEY. Like to a duchess and Duke Hunphrey's | ady;
According to that state you shall be us'd.
DUCHESS. Sheriff, farewell, and better than | fare,
Al t hough thou hast been conduct of ny shane.
SHERI FF. It is ny office; and, madam pardon ne.
DUCHESS. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is discharg'd.
Come, Stanley, shall we go?
STANLEY. Madam your penance done, throw off this sheet,
And go we to attire you for our journey.
DUCHESS. My shame will not be shifted with nmy sheet.
No, it will hang upon ny richest robes
And show itself, attire nme how | can.
Go, lead the way; | long to see ny prison. Exeunt
ACT I'll. SCENE I.

The Abbey at Bury St. Ednunds

Sound a sennet. Enter the KING the QUEEN, CARDI NAL, SUFFOLK,

YORK, BUCKI NGHAM SALI SBURY, and WARW CK, to the Parliament

KING HENRY. | nuse ny Lord of G oucester is not cone.
"Tis not his wont to be the hindnost man,

What e' er occasi on keeps himfromus now.

QUEEN. Can you not see, or will ye not observe
The strangeness of his alter'd countenance?
Wth what a nmajesty he bears hinself;

How i nsol ent of late he is beconeg,

How proud, how perenptory, and unlike hinsel f?
We know the time since he was nmild and affabl e,
And if we did but glance a far-off | ook

| medi ately he was upon his knee,

That all the court admir'd himfor subm ssion.
But meet himnow and be it in the norn,

When every one will give the tinme of day,



He knits his brow and shows an angry eye
And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee,
Di sdai ning duty that to us bel ongs.
Smal | curs are not regarded when they grin,
But great nen trenble when the lion roars,
And Hunphrey is no little man in Engl and.
First note that he is near you in descent,
And should you fall he is the next will nount;
Me seenmeth, then, it is no policy-
Respecti ng what a rancorous m nd he bears,
And hi s advantage foll ow ng your decease-
That he shoul d conme about your royal person
O be admitted to your Highness' Council.
By flattery hath he won the comons' hearts;
And when he pl ease to nmake commmoti on,
"Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him
Now 'tis the spring, and weeds are shall owr oot ed;
Suffer themnow, and they'll o' ergrow the garden
And choke the herbs for want of husbandry.
The reverent care | bear unto my lord
Made ne coll ect these dangers in the Duke.
If it be fond, can it a woman's fear;
Which fear if better reasons can suppl ant,
I will subscribe, and say | wong' d the Duke.
My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham and York,
Reprove ny allegation if you can,
O else conclude ny words effectual.

SUFFOLK. Well hath your Hi ghness seen into this duke;
And had | first been put to speak ny nind,
I think | should have told your Grace's tale.
The Duchess, by his subornation,
Upon ny life, began her devilish practices;

O if he were not privy to those faults,



Yet by reputing of his high descent-
As next the King he was successive heir-
And such high vaunts of his nobility,
Did instigate the bedl am brainsi ck Duchess
By wi cked neans to frame our sovereign's fall.
Smoot h runs the water where the brook is deep,
And in his sinple show he harbours treason
The fox barks not when he would steal the |anb.
No, no, ny sovereign, G oucester is a nman
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit.
CARDI NAL. Did he not, contrary to form of |aw,
Devi se strange deaths for snall of fences done?
YORK. And did he not, in his protectorship,
Levy great suns of noney through the realm
For soldiers' pay in France, and never sent it?
By means whereof the towns each day revolted.
BUCKI NGHAM Tut, these are petty faults to faults unknown
Which tine will bring to light in snmooth Duke Hunphrey.
KING HENRY. My lords, at once: the care you have of us,
To now down thorns that would annoy our foot,
Is worthy praise; but shall | speak ny conscience?
Qur kinsman G oucester is as innocent
From neani ng treason to our royal person
As is the sucking lanb or harnl ess dove:
The Duke is virtuous, nmild, and too well given
To dreamon evil or to work nmy downfall.
QUEEN. Ah, what's nore dangerous than this fond affiance?
Seens he a dove? His feathers are but borrow d,
For he's disposed as the hateful raven
Is he a lanb? His skinis surely lent him
For he's inclin'd as is the ravenous wol f.
Who cannot steal a shape that neans deceit?

Take heed, ny lord; the welfare of us al



Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man.

SOMVERSET.

Ent er SOVERSET

Al'l health unto ny graci ous sovereign!

KI NG HENRY. Wl cone, Lord Sonerset. \What news from France?

SOVERSET.

Is utter

That all your interest in those territories

Iy bereft you; all is |ost.

KI NG HENRY. Cold news, Lord Sonerset; but God's will be done!

YORK. [ Asi
As firm
Thus are
And cate
But | w

O sel

de] Cold news for ne; for | had hope of France
y as | hope for fertile England.
my bl ossonms bl asted in the bud,
rpillars eat nmy | eaves away;
Il remedy this gear ere |ong,

my title for a glorious grave.

Enter GLOUCESTER

GLOQUCESTER. Al'l happiness unto ny | ord the King!

Par don,

my liege, that | have stay'd so |ong.

SUFFOLK. Nay, d oucester, know that thou art cone too soon

Unl ess thou wert nore |oyal than thou art.

| do arrest thee of high treason here.

GLOUCESTER. Wl |, Suffolk, thou shalt not see ne bl ush

Nor change ny countenance for this arrest:

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted.

The purest spring is not so free from nud

As | amclear fromtreason to my sovereign.

Who can accuse ne? Wherein am | guilty?

YORK. 'Tis

t hought, ny lord, that you took bribes of France

And, being Protector, stay'd the soldiers' pay;

By means

GLOUCESTER

wher eof his Hi ghness hath | ost France.

Is it but thought so? What are they that think it?



| never robb'd the soldiers of their pay
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France.
So help me God, as | have watch'd the night-
Ay, night by night- in studying good for Engl and!
That doit that e er I wested fromthe King
O any groat | hoarded to mny use,
Be brought against nme at ny trial -day!
No; many a pound of mine own proper store,
Because | would not tax the needy comons,
Have | dispursed to the garrisons,
And never ask'd for restitution
CARDI NAL. It serves you well, ny lord, to say so nuch.
GLOUCESTER. | say no nore than truth, so help ne God
YORK. In your protectorship you did devise
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of,
That Engl and was defanmid by tyranny.
GLOUCESTER. Wy, 'tis well known that whiles | was Protector
Pity was all the fault that was in ne;
For | should nelt at an offender's tears,
And oWy words were ransomfor their fault.
Unless it were a bl oody nurderer
O foul felonious thief that fleec'd poor passengers,
| never gave them condi gn puni shrment.
Mur der indeed, that bloody sin, | tortur'd
Above the felon or what trespass el se
SUFFOLK. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly answer'd
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge,
Wher eof you cannot easily purge yourself.
| do arrest you in Hi s Hi ghness' naneg,
And here conmt you to ny Lord Cardina
To keep until your further tine of trial
KI NG HENRY. My Lord of d oucester, 'tis my special hope

That you will clear yourself fromall suspense



My conscience tells nme you are innocent.
GLOUCESTER. Ah, gracious lord, these days are dangerous!

Virtue is chok'd with foul anbition

And charity chas'd hence by rancour's hand;

Foul subornation is predoninant,

And equity exil'd your Hi ghness' |and.

I know their conplot is to have ny life;

And if ny death m ght make this island happy

And prove the period of their tyranny,

I would expend it with all wllingness.

But mine is made the prol ogue to their play;

For thousands nore that yet suspect no peri

W1l not conclude their plotted tragedy.

Beaufort's red sparkling eyes blab his heart's nalice,

And Suffol k's cloudy brow his storny hate;

Shar p Bucki ngham unburdens with his tongue

The envious load that |ies upon his heart;

And dogged York, that reaches at the noon,

Whose overweening arm | have pluck'd back

By fal se accuse doth level at ny life.

And you, mny sovereign lady, with the rest,

Causel ess have | aid disgraces on ny head,

And with your best endeavour have stirr'd up

My liefest Iiege to be m ne eneny;

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together-

Mysel f had notice of your conventicles-

And all to nake away ny guiltless life

| shall not want false witness to condem ne

Nor store of treasons to augnent ny guilt

The ancient proverb will be well effected:

"Astaff is quickly found to beat a dog.
CARDI NAL. My liege, his railing is intolerable.

If those that care to keep your royal person



Fromtreason's secret knife and traitor's rage
Be t hus upbraided, chid, and rated at,
And the offender granted scope of speech,
"Twill nmake themcool in zeal unto your G ace
SUFFOLK. Hath he not twit our sovereign |ady here
Wth ignom ni ous words, though clerkly couch'd,
As if she had suborned sone to swear
Fal se allegations to o' erthrow his state?
QUEEN. But | can give the |oser |eave to chide.
GLOUCESTER. Far truer spoke than neant: | |ose indeed.
Beshrew t he wi nners, for they play'd ne fal se!
And wel |l such | osers may have | eave to speak.
BUCKI NGHAM He' || wrest the sense, and hold us here all day.
Lord Cardinal, he is your prisoner.
CARDI NAL. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard hi m sure.
GLOUCESTER. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his crutch
Before his legs be firmto bear his body!
Thus is the shepherd beaten fromthy side,
And wol ves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee first.
Ah, that ny fear were false! ah, that it were!
For, good King Henry, thy decay | fear. Exit, guarded
KI NG HENRY. My lords, what to your w sdons seeneth best
Do or undo, as if ourself were here.
QUEEN. What, will your H ghness |eave the Parlianent?
KI NG HENRY. Ay, Margaret; ny heart is drown'd with grief,
Whose flood begins to flow within mne eyes;
My body round engirt with msery-
For what's nore niserable than discontent?
Ah, uncle Hunmphrey, in thy face | see
The map of honour, truth, and | oyalty!
And yet, good Hunphrey, is the hour to cone
That e'er | prov'd thee false or fear'd thy faith.

What | ouring star now envies thy estate



That these great |ords, and Margaret our Queen,
Do seek subversion of thy harmess life?

Thou never didst them w ong, nor no man w ong;
And as the butcher takes away the calf,

And binds the wetch, and beats it when it strays,
Bearing it to the bl oody sl aughter-house,

Even so, renorsel ess, have they borne hi mhence;
And as the damruns | owi ng up and down,

Looki ng the way her harnl ess young one went,
And can do nought but wail her darling' s |oss,
Even so nyself bewails good d oucester's case
Wth sad unhel pful tears, and with dinmdd eyes
Look after him and cannot do hi m good,

So mighty are his vowed enemi es.

Hs fortunes I will weep, and 'tw xt each groan

Say 'Who's a traitor? doucester he is none.' Exi t

QUEEN. Free lords, cold snow nelts with the sun's hot beans:
Henry my lord is cold in great affairs,
Too full of foolish pity; and d oucester's show
Beguil es himas the nournful crocodile
Wth sorrow snares rel enti ng passengers;
O as the snake, roll'd in a flow ring bank,
Wth shining checker'd slough, doth sting a child
That for the beauty thinks it excellent.
Believe ne, lords, were none nore wi se than |-
And yet herein | judge mine own wit good-
This d oucester should be quickly rid the world
To rid us fromthe fear we have of him
CARDI NAL. That he should die is worthy policy;
But yet we want a colour for his death.
"Tis meet he be condemm'd by course of |aw.
SUFFOLK. But, in ny mind, that were no policy:

The King will labour still to save his life;



The conmons haply rise to save his life;

And yet we have but trivial argument,

More than m strust, that shows hi mworthy death.
YORK. So that, by this, you would not have himdie.
SUFFOLK. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as |
YORK. 'Tis York that hath nore reason for his death.

But, ny Lord Cardinal, and you, ny Lord of Suffolk,

Say as you think, and speak it from your souls:

Were't not all one an enpty eagle were set

To guard the chicken froma hungry kite

As pl ace Duke Hunphrey for the King' s Protector?
QUEEN. So the poor chicken should be sure of death.
SUFFCLK. Madam 'tis true; and were't not madness then

To nmake the fox surveyor of the fold?

Who being accus'd a crafty nurderer

H's guilt should be but idly posted over

Because his purpose is not executed.

No; let himdie, in that he is a fox,

By nature prov'd an eneny to the flock,

Before his chaps be stain'd with crinson bl ood,

As Hunphrey, prov'd by reasons, to ny liege.

And do not stand on quillets howto slay him

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtlety,

Sl eeping or waking, 'tis no matter how,

So he be dead; for that is good deceit

Which mates himfirst that first intends deceit.
QUEEN. Thrice-noble Suffolk, "tis resolutely spoke.
SUFFOLK. Not resol ute, except so nuch were done,

For things are often spoke and sel dom neant;

But that my heart accordeth with ny tongue,

Seeing the deed is neritorious,

And to preserve ny sovereign fromhis foe

Say but the word, and | will be his priest.



CARDI NAL. But | would have himdead, ny Lord of Suffolk,

Ere you can take due orders for a priest;

Say you consent and censure well the deed,

And 1'Il provide his executioner-

I tender so the safety of ny liege
SUFFOLK. Here is ny hand the deed is worthy doing.
QUEEN. And so say |
YORK. And |I. And now we three have spoke it,

It skills not greatly who inpugns our doom

Enter a POST

POST. Great lords, fromlreland am| conme anmain

To signify that rebels there are up

And put the Englishnen unto the sword

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage betine,

Bef ore the wound do grow uncurabl e;

For, being green, there is great hope of help.
CARDI NAL. A breach that craves a quick expedient stop

What counsel give you in this weighty cause?
YORK. That Somerset be sent as Regent thither

"Tis nmeet that lucky ruler be enploy'd,

W tness the fortune he hath had in France.
SOVERSET. If York, with all his far-fet policy,

Had been the Regent there instead of ne,

He never would have stay'd in France so |ong.
YORK. No, not to lose it all as thou hast done.

I rather would have lost ny life betines

Than bring a burden of dishonour hone

By staying there so long till all were |ost.

Show nme one scar character'd on thy skin:

Men's flesh preserv'd so whole do sel dom wi n.

QUEEN. Nay then, this spark will prove a raging fire,



If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with;
No nore, good York; sweet Sonerset, be still.
Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been Regent there,
M ght happily have prov'd far worse than his.
YORK. What, worse than nought? Nay, then a shane take all!
SOMERSET. And in the nunber, thee that w shest shane!
CARDI NAL. My Lord of York, try what your fortune is.
Th' uncivil kerns of Ireland are in arns
And tenper clay with blood of Englishnen;
To Ireland will you |l ead a band of nen,
Col I ected choicely, fromeach county sone,
And try your hap against the Irishnen?
YORK. | will, ny lord, so please his Mjesty.
SUFFOLK. Wy, our authority is his consent,
And what we do establish he confirns;
Then, noble York, take thou this task in hand.
YORK. | am content; provide me soldiers, |ords,
Wiiles | take order for mine own affairs.
SUFFOLK. A charge, Lord York, that | will see performd.
But now return we to the fal se Duke Humphrey.
CARDI NAL. No nore of himy for I will deal with him
That henceforth he shall trouble us no nore.
And so break off; the day is al nost spent.
Lord Suffolk, you and I nust talk of that event.

YORK. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days

At Bristol | expect ny sol diers;
For there I'lIl ship themall for Irel and.
SUFFOLK. "Il see it truly done, ny Lord of York.

Exeunt all but YORK
YORK. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful thoughts
And change m sdoubt to resol ution;
Be that thou hop'st to be; or what thou art

Resign to death- it is not worth th' enjoying.



Let pale-fac'd fear keep with the nean-born nan
And find no harbour in a royal heart.

Faster than spring-tinme show rs cones thought on thought,
And not a thought but thinks on dignity.

My brain, nore busy than the | abouring spider,
Weaves tedi ous snares to trap mne enem es.
Well, nobles, well, "tis politicly done

To send ne packing with an host of nen.

| fear me you but warmthe starved snake,

Who, cherish'd in your breasts, will sting your hearts.
"Twas nmen | lack'd, and you will give them ne;

| take it kindly. Yet be well assur'd

You put sharp weapons in a nadnan's hands.
Whiles | in Ireland nourish a mighty band,

I will stir up in England sone black storm
Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell;
And this fell tenpest shall not cease to rage
Until the golden circuit on ny head,

Like to the glorious sun's transparent beans,

Do calmthe fury of this mad-bred flaw

And for a minister of ny intent

I have seduc'd a headstrong Kenti shman,

John Cade of Ashford,

To make commotion, as full well he can,

Under the tide of John Mortimer.

In Ireland have | seen this stubborn Cade
Oppose hinsel f against a troop of kerns,

And fought so long tiff that his thighs with darts
Were alnost like a sharp-quill'd porpentine;

And in the end being rescu' d, |I have seen

Hi m caper upright like a wild Mrisco,

Shaki ng the bl oody darts as he his bells.

Full often, like a shag-hair'd crafty kern,



Hat h he conversed with the eneny,
And undi scover'd conme to ne again
And given nme notice of their villainies.
This devil here shall be my substitute;
For that John Mortimer, which nowis dead,
In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resenble.
By this | shall perceive the comobns' nind,
How t hey affect the house and cl aimof York
Say he be taken, rack'd, and tortured,
I know no pain they can inflict upon him
WIl nake himsay | nov'd himto those arns.
Say that he thrive, as 'tis great like he will,
Why, then fromlreland conme | with nmy strength
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow d;
For Humphrey bei ng dead, as he shall be,
And Henry put apart, the next for ne.

SCENE 1 1.

Bury St. Edmunds. A room of state

Enter two or three MJRDERERS runni ng over

the stage, fromthe nurder of DUKE HUMPHREY

FI RST MURDERER. Run to ny Lord of Suffolk; let him know
We have dispatch'd the Duke, as he conmanded.
SECOND MJRDERER. O that it were to do! Wat have we done?

D dst ever hear a nman so penitent?

Ent er SUFFOLK

FI RST MJURDERER. Here cones ny |ord.

SUFFOLK. Now, sirs, have you dispatch'd this thing?

FI RST MURDERER. Ay, ny good |ord, he's dead.

SUFFOLK. Wy, that's well said. Go, get you to ny house;

I will reward you for this venturous deed.



The King and all the peers are here at hand.
Have you laid fair the bed? Is all things well,
According as | gave directions?

FI RST MURDERER. 'Tis, my good |ord.

SUFFOLK. Away! be gone. Exeunt MJURDERERS

Sound trunpets. Enter the KING the QUEEN,

CARDI NAL, SOVERSET, with attendants

KI NG HENRY. Go call our uncle to our presence straight;
Say we intend to try his Gace to-day,
If he be guilty, as '"tis published.
SUFFOLK. "Il call himpresently, my noble |ord. Exi t
KI NG HENRY. Lords, take your places; and, | pray you all,
Proceed no straiter 'gainst our uncle d oucester
Than fromtrue evidence, of good esteem
He be approv'd in practice cul pable.
QUEEN. God forbid any nmalice should prevail
That faultless may condemm a nobl eman!
Pray God he may acquit hi mof suspicion!

KING HENRY. | thank thee, Meg; these words content nme nuch.

Re-ent er SUFFOLK

How now Wy | ook' st thou pal e? Wiy trenbl est thou?

Where is our uncle? What's the matter, Suffolk?
SUFFOLK. Dead in his bed, nmy lord; doucester is dead.
QUEEN. Marry, God forfend!
CARDI NAL. God's secret judgnent! | did dreamto-night

The Duke was dunb and coul d not speak a word.

[ The KI NG swoons]

QUEEN. How fares ny lord? Help, lords! The King is dead.

SOVERSET. Rear up his body; wing himby the nose.



QUEEN. Run, go, help, help! O Henry, ope thine eyes!
SUFFOLK. He doth revive again; madam be patient.
KING O heavenly God!
QUEEN. How fares ny gracious |ord?
SUFFOLK. Confort, ny sovereign! Gacious Henry, confort!
KI NG HENRY. What, doth ny Lord of Suffolk confort nme?
Canme he right nowto sing a raven's note,
Whose di smal tune bereft my vital pow rs;
And thinks he that the chirping of a wen,
By crying confort froma holl ow breast,
Can chase away the first conceived sound?
H de not thy poison with such sug'red words;
Lay not thy hands on ne; forbear, | say,
Their touch affrights me as a serpent's sting.
Thou bal eful nessenger, out of ny sight!
Upon thy eye-balls nurderous tyranny
Sits in grimmajesty to fright the world.
Look not upon ne, for thine eyes are woundi ng;
Yet do not go away; cone, basili sk,
And kill the innocent gazer with thy sight;
For in the shade of death |I shall find joy-
In life but double death,' now G oucester's dead.
QUEEN. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk thus?
Al t hough the Duke was eneny to him
Yet he nost Christian-like |lanents his death;
And for nyself- foe as he was to ne-
M ght liquid tears, or heart-offending groans,
O bl ood-consum ng sighs, recall his life,
I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans,
Look pale as prinrose with blood-drinking sighs,
And all to have the noble Duke alive.
What know | how the world may deem of me?

For it is known we were but hollow friends:



It may be judg'd | made the Duke away;
So shall ny nane with slander's tongue be wounded,
And princes' courts be fill'd with nmy reproach
This get | by his death. Ay ne, unhappy!
To be a queen and crown'd with infany!

KI NG HENRY. Ah, woe is me for G oucester, wetched man!

QUEEN. Be woe for nme, nore wetched than he is.
What, dost thou turn away, and hide thy face?
I am no | oat hsone | eper- | ook on ne.
What, art thou like the adder waxen deaf?
Be poi sonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen.
Is all thy confort shut in d oucester's tonb?
Why, then Danme Margaret was ne'er thy joy.
Erect his statue and worship it,
And make ny i mage but an al ehouse sign
Was | for this nigh weck'd upon the sea,
And twice by awkward wi nd from Engl and' s bank
Drove back again unto ny native clinme?
What boded this but well-forewarning w nd
Did seemto say 'Seek not a scorpion's nest,
Nor set no footing on this unkind shore'?
What did | then but curs'd the gentle gusts,
And he that loos'd themforth their brazen caves;
And bid them bl ow towards Engl and' s bl essed shore,
O turn our stern upon a dreadful rock?
Yet Aeol us would not be a nurderer
But left that hateful office unto thee.
The pretty-vaulting sea refus'd to drown ne,
Knowi ng that thou woul dst have ne drown'd on shore
Wth tears as salt as sea through thy unkindness;
The splitting rocks cowr'd in the sinking sands
And woul d not dash ne with their ragged sides,

Because thy flinty heart, nore hard than they,



M ght in thy pal ace perish Margaret.

As far as | could ken thy chalky cliffs,

When fromthy shore the tenpest beat us back

| stood upon the hatches in the storm

And when the dusky sky began to rob

My earnest-gapi ng sight of thy land' s view,

I took a costly jewel frommy neck-

A heart it was, bound in w th di anonds-

And threw it towards thy land. The sea receiv'd it;
And so | wish'd thy body m ght ny heart.

And even with this | lost fair England s view,
And bid mne eyes be packing with ny heart,
And call'd them blind and dusky spectacl es

For 1 osing ken of Al bion's w shed coast.

How often have | tenpted Suffol k's tongue-
The agent of thy foul inconstancy-

To sit and witch ne, as Ascanius did

When he to nadding Di do would unfold

H's father's acts comenc'd in burning Troy!
Am 1 not witch'd like her? O thou not false Iike hinf
Ay ne, | can no nore! Die, Margaret,

For Henry weeps that thou dost live so |ong.

Noi se within. Enter WARW CK, SALI SBURY,

and many commons

WARWCK. It is reported, mghty sovereign
That good Duke Hunphrey traitorously is nurd' red
By Suffol k and the Cardi nal Beaufort's means.
The conmons, |ike an angry hive of bees
That want their |eader, scatter up and down
And care not who they sting in his revenge.

Mysel f have calmd their spleenful mutiny



Until they hear the order of his death.
KI NG HENRY. That he is dead, good Warwick, 'tis too true
But how he di ed God knows, not Henry.
Enter his chanber, view his breathl ess corpse
And conment then upon his sudden deat h.
WARW CK. That shall | do, ny liege. Stay, Salisbury,
Wth the rude nultitude till | return. Exi t
Exit SALI SBURY with the commons
KI NG HENRY. O Thou that judgest all things, stay ny thoughts-
My thoughts that |abour to persuade ny sou
Sone viol ent hands were laid on Hunmphrey's life!
If nmy suspect be false, forgive nme, God;
For judgnent only doth belong to Thee.
Fain would I go to chafe his paly |ips
Wth twenty thousand kisses and to drain
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears
To tell ny love unto his dunb deaf trunk
And with nmy fingers feel his hand un-feeling;
But all in vain are these nean obsequi es;
And to survey his dead and earthy image

What were it but to nmake my sorrow greater?

Bed put forth with the body. Enter WARW CK

WARW CK. Cone hither, gracious sovereign, view this body.
KING HENRY. That is to see how deep ny grave is nade

For with his soul fled all my worldly sol ace,

For, seeing him | see ny life in death.
WARW CK. As surely as my soul intends to live

Wth that dread King that took our state upon H m

To free us fromhis Father's wathful curse,

| do believe that violent hands were laid

Upon the life of this thrice-faned Duke.



SUFFOLK. A dreadful oath, sworn with a sol enm tongue!
What instance gives Lord Warwick for his vow?

WARW CK. See how the blood is settled in his face.
Ot have | seen a tinely-parted ghost,
O ashy senbl ance, neagre, pale, and bl oodl ess,
Being all descended to the | abouring heart,
Who, in the conflict that it holds with death,
Attracts the sanme for aidance 'gainst the eneny,
Which with the heart there cools, and ne'er returneth
To blush and beautify the cheek again.
But see, his face is black and full of bl ood;
Hi s eye-balls further out than when he liv'd,
Staring full ghastly like a strangl ed man;
H's hair uprear'd, his nostrils stretch'd with struggling;
H s hands abroad display'd, as one that grasp'd
And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdu'd.
Look, on the sheets his hair, you see, is sticking;
Hs well-proportion'd beard made rough and rugged,
Like to the summer's corn by tenpest | odged.
It cannot be but he was nurd'red here:
The | east of all these signs were probable.

SUFFOLK. Wy, Warwi ck, who should do the Duke to death?
Mysel f and Beaufort had himin protection;
And we, | hope, sir, are no nurderers.

WARW CK. But both of you were vow d Duke Humphrey's foes;
And you, forsooth, had the good Duke to keep.
"Tis like you would not feast himlike a friend,
And 'tis well seen he found an eneny.

QUEEN. Then you, belike, suspect these nobl enen
As guilty of Duke Hunphrey's tinel ess death.

WARW CK. Who finds the heifer dead and bl eeding fresh,
And sees fast by a butcher with an axe,

But will suspect 'twas he that nade the slaughter?



Who finds the partridge in the puttock's nest
But may inmagi ne how the bird was dead,
Al t hough the kite soar with unbl oodi ed beak?
Even so suspicious is this tragedy.
QUEEN. Are you the butcher, Suffol k? Wiere's your knife?
I's Beaufort termid a kite? Were are his talons?
SUFFOLK. | wear no knife to slaughter sleeping nen;
But here's a vengeful sword, rusted with ease,
That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart
That slanders nme with murder's crinson badge
Say if thou dar'st, proud Lord of Warw ckshire,
That | amfaulty in Duke Hunphrey's death.
Exeunt CARDI NAL, SOMERSET, and ot hers
WARW CK. What dares not Warwick, if false Suffol k dare hinf
QUEEN. He dares not calmhis contunelious spirit,
Nor cease to be an arrogant controller
Though Suffol k dare himtwenty thousand tines.
WARW CK. Madam be still- with reverence nmay | say;
For every word you speak in his behal f
Is slander to your royal dignity.
SUFFOLK. Blunt-witted lord, ignoble in deneanour,
If ever lady wong' d her lord so nuch,
Thy mot her took into her blanmeful bed
Some stern untutor'd churl, and nobl e stock
Was graft with crab-tree slip, whose fruit thou art,
And never of the Nevils' noble race.
WARW CK. But that the guilt of nurder bucklers thee
And | should rob the deathsman of his fee
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shanes,
And that mny sovereign's presence nmakes nme mld,
I would, false murd'rous coward, on thy knee
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech

And say it was thy nother that thou neant' st,



That thou thyself was born in bastardy;
And, after all this fearful homage done,
G ve thee thy hire and send thy soul to hell,
Per ni ci ous bl ood-sucker of sl eeping nen.
SUFFOLK. Thou shalt be waking while | shed thy bl ood,
If fromthis presence thou dar'st go with ne.
WARW CK. Away even now, or | will drag thee hence.
Unwor t hy though thou art, I'll cope with thee,
And do sone service to Duke Hunphrey's ghost.
Exeunt SUFFOLK and WARW CK
KI NG HENRY. What stronger breastplate than a heart untainted?
Thrice is he armid that hath his quarrel just;
And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel,
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupted.
[ A noise within]

QUEEN. What noise is this?

Re-enter SUFFOLK and WARW CK, with their weapons drawn

KING Wy, how now, |ords, your wathful weapons drawn
Here in our presence! Dare you be so bol d?
Why, what tumnul tuous cl anobur have we here?

SUFFOLK. The trait'rous Warwick, with the men of Bury,

Set all upon me, mghty sovereign.

Re- ent er SALI SBURY

SALI SBURY. [To the Commons within] Sirs, stand apart, the King
shal | know your m nd.
Dread | ord, the commons send you word by me
Unl ess Lord Suffol k straight be done to death,
O banished fair England's territories,

They will by violence tear himfromyour pal ace



And torture himwi th grievous ling' ring death.
They say by himthe good Duke Hunphrey died;
They say in himthey fear your Hi ghness' death;
And nere instinct of love and | oyalty,
Free froma stubborn opposite intent,
As being thought to contradict your liking,
Makes them thus forward in his bani shment.
They say, in care of your nobst royal person
That if your Hi ghness should intend to sleep
And charge that no nan should disturb your rest,
In pain of your dislike or pain of death,
Yet, notw thstanding such a strait edict,
Were there a serpent seen with forked tongue
That slily glided towards your Mjesty,
It were but necessary you were wak'd,
Lest, being suffer'd in that harnful slunber,
The nmortal worm mi ght make the sl eep eternal
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid,
That they will guard you, whe'er you will or no,
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is;
Wth whose envenomed and fatal sting
Your loving uncle, twenty tinmes his worth,
They say, is shanefully bereft of life.
COVWONS. [Wthin] An answer fromthe King, nmy Lord of Salisbury!
SUFFOLK. 'Tis like the commons, rude unpolish'd hinds,
Coul d send such nessage to their sovereign
But you, nmy lord, were glad to be employ'd,
To show how quai nt an orator you are.
But all the honour Salisbury hath won
Is that he was the | ord anbassador
Sent froma sort of tinkers to the King.
COVWONS. [Wthin] An answer fromthe King, or we will all break in!

KI NG HENRY. Co, Salisbury, and tell themall fromme



I thank themfor their tender |oving care;

And had | not been cited so by them

Yet did | purpose as they do entreat;

For sure ny thoughts do hourly prophesy

M schance unto ny state by Suffol k's neans.

And therefore by H's Majesty | swear,

Whose far unworthy deputy | am

He shall not breathe infection in this air

But three days |onger, on the pain of death.

Exit SALI SBURY

QUEEN. O Henry, let me plead for gentle Suffolk!
KI NG HENRY. Ungentle Queen, to call himgentle Suffolk!

No nore, | say; if thou dost plead for him

Thou wi It but add increase unto nmy wath.

Had | but said, | would have kept ny word;

But when | swear, it is irrevocable.

If after three days' space thou here be'st found

On any ground that | amruler of,

The world shall not be ransomfor thy life.

Cone, Warwi ck, cone, good Warw ck, go with ne;

| have great matters to inpart to thee

Exeunt all but QUEEN and SUFFOLK

QUEEN. M schance and sorrow go along with you

Heart's di scontent and sour affliction

Be playfellows to keep you conpany!

There's two of you; the devil make a third,

And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps!
SUFFOLK. Cease, gentle Queen, these execrations,

And let thy Suffol k take his heavy |eave.
QUEEN. Fie, coward worman and soft-hearted wetch,

Has thou not spirit to curse thine eneny?
SUFFOLK. A pl ague upon them Werefore should | curse then?

Whul d curses kill as doth the mandrake's groan



I would invent as bitter searching terns,

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear,
Deliver'd strongly through nmy fixed teeth,

Wth full as many signs of deadly hate,

As lean-fac'd Envy in her |oathsone cave.

My tongue should stunble in mne earnest words,
M ne eyes shoul d sparkle like the beaten flint,
M ne hair be fix'd an end, as one distract;

Ay, every joint should seemto curse and ban;
And even now ny burden'd heart woul d break,
Should I not curse them Poison be their drink!
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste!
Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees!
Their chiefest prospect nurd' ring basilisks!
Their softest touch as smart as |izards' stings!
Their nusic frightful as the serpent's hiss,
And bodi ng screech-ow s nake the consort full!
all the foul terrors in dark-seated hell-

QUEEN. Enough, sweet Suffolk, thou torment'st thyself;
And these dread curses, |ike the sun 'gainst glass,
O like an overcharged gun, recoil,

And turns the force of them upon thyself.

SUFFOLK. You bade ne ban, and will you bid nme | eave?
Now, by the ground that | am banish'd from
Well could | curse away a winter's night,

Though standi ng naked on a nountain top
Where biting cold would never let grass grow,
And think it but a mnute spent in sport.

QUEEN. O let ne entreat thee cease! Gve nme thy hand,
That | may dew it with ny nmournful tears;

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place
To wash away ny woeful nonunents.

O could this kiss be printed in thy hand,



That thou might'st think upon these by the seal

Thr ough whom a thousand sighs are breath'd for thee!

So, get thee gone, that | may know ny grief;

"Tis but surms'd whiles thou art standi ng by,

As one that surfeits thinking on a want.

I will repeal thee or, be well assur'd,

Adventure to be bani shed nysel f;

And banished I am if but fromthee.

CGo, speak not to me; even now be gone.

O go not yet! Even thus two friends condemm'd

Enbrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand | eaves,

Loat her a hundred tinmes to part than die.

Yet now, farewell; and farewell life with thee!
SUFFOLK. Thus is poor Suffolk ten tines bani shed,

Once by the King and three tinmes thrice by thee,

"Tis not the land | care for, wert thou thence;

A wi | derness is popul ous enough

So Suffol k had thy heavenly conpany;

For where thou art, there is the world itself,

Wth every several pleasure in the world;

And where thou art not, desolation

I can no nore: Live thou to joy thy life;

Mysel f no joy in nought but that thou liv'st.

Ent er VAUX

QUEEN. Whi ther goes Vaux so fast? What news, | prithee?
VAUX. To signify unto his Mjesty

That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death;

For suddenly a grievous sickness took him

That makes hi m gasp, and stare, and catch the air,

Bl asphemi ng God, and cursing nen on earth

Sonetinme he tal ks as if Duke Hunphrey's ghost



Were by his side; sonetine he calls the King
And whi spers to his pillow, as to him
The secrets of his overcharged soul
And | amsent to tell his Mjesty
That even now he cries aloud for him
QUEEN. Go tell this heavy nmessage to the King. Exit VAUX
Ay ne! What is this world! Wat news are these
But wherefore grieve | at an hour's poor |oss,
Omtting Suffolk's exile, ny soul's treasure?
Way only, Suffolk, nourn | not for thee,
And with the southern clouds contend in tears-
Theirs for the earth's increase, mne for ny sorrows?
Now get thee hence: the King, thou know st, is com ng;
If thou be found by me; thou art but dead.
SUFFOLK. If | depart fromthee | cannot live;
And in thy sight to die, what were it el se
But |ike a pleasant slumber in thy |ap?
Here could | breathe ny soul into the air,
As mld and gentle as the cradl e-babe
Dying with nother's dug between its |ips;
Where, fromthy sight, | should be ragi ng nad
And cry out for thee to close up mine eyes,
To have thee with thy lips to stop ny nout h;
So shoul dst thou either turn my flying soul
O | should breathe it so into thy body,
And then it liv'd in sweet Elysium
To die by thee were but to die in jest:
Fromthee to die were torture nore than death.
O let me stay, befall what may befall
QUEEN. Away! Though parting be a fretful corrosive,
It is applied to a deathful wound.
To France, sweet Suffol k. Let me hear fromthee;

For whereso'er thou art in this world' s gl obe



I"I'l have an Iris that shall find thee out.
SUFFOLK. | go.
QUEEN. And take ny heart with thee. [ She kisses him
SUFFOLK. A jewel, lock'd into the woefull'st cask
That ever did contain a thing of worth.
Even as a splitted bark, so sunder we:
This way fall | to death.
QUEEN. This way for ne. Exeunt severally
SCENE |11.

London. CARDI NAL BEAUFORT' S bedchanber

Enter the KING SALI SBURY, and WARWCK, to the CARDI NAL in bed

KI NG HENRY. How fares ny |ord? Speak, Beaufort, to thy sovereign.
CARDI NAL. If thou be'st Death I'Il give thee England's treasure,
Enough to purchase such another i sl and,
So thou wilt let ne live and feel no pain.
KI NG HENRY. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life
Where death's approach is seen so terriblel
WARW CK. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee.
CARDI NAL. Bring nme unto ny trial when you will.
Died he not in his bed? Wiere should he die?
Can | nmeke nen live, whe'er they will or no?
O torture me no nore! | will confess.
Alive agai n? Then show ne where he is;
I"lI'l give a thousand pound to | ook upon him
He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them
Conb down his hair; |ook, look! it stands upright,
Like linme-twigs set to catch nmy wi nged soul!
G ve me sone drink; and bid the apothecary
Bring the strong poison that | bought of him
KI NG HENRY. O Thou eternal Mpver of the heavens,

Look with a gentle eye upon this wetch!



O beat away the busy neddling fiend
That lays strong siege unto this wetch's soul
And from his bosom purge this black despair!
WARW CK. See how the pangs of death do make himgrin
SALI SBURY. Disturb himnot, |et himpass peaceably.
KI NG HENRY. Peace to his soul, if God's good pl easure be!
Lord Card'nal, if thou think'st on heaven's bliss,
Hol d up thy hand, nake signal of thy hope.
He dies, and nakes no sign: O God, forgive him
WARW CK. So bad a death argues a nonstrous |ife.
KI NG HENRY. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners all.
Cl ose up his eyes, and draw the curtain close;
And let us all to meditation. Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE |

The coast of Kent

Al arum Fight at sea. Ordnance goes off. Enter a
LI EUTENANT, a SHI PMASTER and his MATE, and
WALTER WH TMORE, with sailors; SUFFOLK and

ot her GENTLEMEN, as prisoners

LI EUTENANT. The gaudy, bl abbing, and renorseful day
Is crept into the bosom of the sea
And now | oud- how i ng wol ves arouse the jades
That drag the tragic nelancholy night;
Who with their drowsy, slow, and flagging w ngs
Clip dead nen's graves, and fromtheir nisty jaws
Breat he foul contagi ous darkness in the air.
Therefore bring forth the soldiers of our prize;
For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs,
Here shall they make their ransom on the sand,
O with their blood stain this discol oured shore.

Master, this prisoner freely give | thee;



And thou that art his mate nake boot of this;
The other, Walter Wiitnore, is thy share.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. What is ny ransom naster, |et me know?
MASTER. A thousand crowns, or else |lay down your head.
MATE. And so nuch shall you give, or off goes yours.
LI EUTENANT. What, think you nmuch to pay two thousand crowns,
And bear the nane and port of gentlenen?
Cut both the villains' throats- for die you shall;
The lives of those which we have lost in fight

Be counterpois'd with such a petty sum

FI RST GENTLEMAN. |'11l give it, sir: and therefore spare ny life.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. And so will I, and wite home for it straight.
VWH TMORE. | lost mine eye in |aying the prize aboard,

[ To SUFFOLK] And therefore, to revenge it, shalt thou die;
And so should these, if |I mght have ny wll.
LI EUTENANT. Be not so rash; take ransom let himlive.
SUFFOLK. Look on ny George, | am a gentl eman:
Rate ne at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid.
VWH TMORE. And so am|: ny nane is Walter Witnore.
How now Why start'st thou? What, doth death affright?
SUFFOLK. Thy nane affrights ne, in whose sound is death.
A cunning man did calculate ny birth
And told nme that by water | should die;
Yet let not this nake thee be bl oody-m nded;
Thy nane is Gualtier, being rightly sounded.
VWH TMORE. Gualtier or Walter, which it is | care not:
Never yet did base di shonour blur our name
But with our sword we wip'd away the bl ot;
Theref ore, when nerchant-like | sell revenge,
Broke be ny sword, my arms torn and defac'd,
And | proclaimd a coward through the world.
SUFFOLK. Stay, Witnore, for thy prisoner is a prince,

The Duke of Suffolk, WIlliamde |a Pole.



WH TMORE. The Duke of Suffolk nmuffled up in rags?

SUFFOLK. Ay, but these rags are no part of the Duke:
Jove sonetine went disguis'd, and why not |?

LI EUTENANT. But Jove was never slain, as thou shalt be.

SUFFOLK. Cbscure and lowy swain, King Henry's bl ood,
The honour abl e bl ood of Lancaster
Must not be shed by such a jaded groom
Hast thou not kiss'd thy hand and held ny stirrup
Bar eheaded pl odded by my foot-cloth nmule,

And t hought thee happy when | shook ny head?
How of ten hast thou waited at my cup,

Fed fromny trencher, kneel'd down at the board,
When | have feasted with Queen Margaret?
Remenber it, and let it nake thee crestfall'n
Ay, and allay thus thy abortive pride,

How i n our voidi ng-1 obby hast thou stood

And duly waited for ny coming forth

This hand of mine hath wit in thy behalf,

And therefore shall it charmthy riotous tongue.

WH TMORE. Speak, Captain, shall | stab the forlorn swain?

LI EUTENANT. First let my words stab him as he hath ne.

SUFFOLK. Base slave, thy words are blunt, and so art thou

LI EUTENANT. Convey hi m hence, and on our |ongboat's side
Strike off his head.

SUFFOLK. Thou dar'st not, for thy own.

LI EUTENANT. Pool e!

SUFFOLK. Pool e?

LI EUTENANT. Ay, kennel, puddle, sink, whose filth and dirt
Troubl es the silver spring where England dri nks;
Now wi Il | damup this thy yawni ng nouth
For swal lowing the treasure of the realm
Thy lips, that kiss'd the Queen, shall sweep the ground;

And thou that sml'dst at good Duke Humphrey's death



Agai nst the sensel ess winds shalt grin in vain,
Who in contenpt shall hiss at thee again;
And wedded be thou to the hags of hel
For daring to affy a nmighty lord
Unto the daughter of a worthless king,
Havi ng neither subject, wealth, nor diadem
By devilish policy art thou grown great,
And, like anbitious Sylla, overgorg'd
Wth gobbets of thy nother's bl eeding heart.
By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France;
The false revolting Normans thorough thee
Di sdain to call us lord; and Picardy
Hath slain their governors, surpris'd our forts,
And sent the ragged sol di ers wounded hone.
The princely Warwi ck, and the Nevils all,
Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain,
As hating thee, are rising up in arns;
And now t he house of York- thrust fromthe crown
By shameful murder of a guiltless king
And | ofty proud encroachi ng tyranny-
Burns with revenging fire, whose hopeful colours
Advance our half-fac'd sun, striving to shine,
Under the which is wit 'Invitis nubibus.
The conmons here in Kent are up in arns;
And to concl ude, reproach and beggary
Is crept into the palace of our King,
And all by thee. Away! convey hi m hence.
SUFFOLK. O that | were a god, to shoot forth thunder
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges!
Smal | things make base nen proud: this villain here,
Bei ng captain of a pinnace, threatens nore
Than Bargul us, the strong Illyrian pirate.

Drones suck not eagl es' blood but rob beehives.



It is inpossible that | should die

By such a lowy vassal as thyself.

Thy words nove rage and not renorse in ne.

I go of nessage fromthe Queen to France

I charge thee waft me safely cross the Channel
LI EUTENANT. Walter-
VWH TMORE. Cone, Suffolk, | nust waft thee to thy death
SUFFOLK. Celidus tinor occupat artus: it is thee | fear
VWHI TMORE. Thou shalt have cause to fear before | |eave thee.

What, are ye daunted now? Now wi Il ye stoop?
FI RST GENTLEMAN. My gracious lord, entreat him speak himfair.
SUFFOLK. Suffolk's inperial tongue is stem and rough

Us'd to command, untaught to plead for favour

Far be it we should honour such as these

Wth hunble suit: no, rather let my head

Stoop to the block than these knees bow to any

Save to the God of heaven and to ny king;

And sooner dance upon a bl oody pol e

Than stand uncover'd to the vul gar groom

True nobility is exenpt fromfear:

More can | bear than you dare execute.
LI EUTENANT. Hal e himaway, and |let himtal k no nore.
SUFFOLK. Cone, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can

That this ny death may never be forgot-

Great nen oft die by vile bezoni ans:

A Roman sworder and banditto sl ave

Murder'd sweet Tully; Brutus' bastard hand

Stabb'd Julius Caesar; savage islanders

Ponmpey the Great; and Suffol k dies by pirates.

Exit WALTER with SUFFOLK

LI EUTENANT. And as for these, whose ransom we have set,

It is our pleasure one of them depart;

Therefore come you with us, and |l et him go.



Exeunt all but the FI RST GENTLENMAN

Re-enter VWH TMORE wi th SUFFOLK' S body

VWH TMORE. There let his head and lifel ess body lie,

Until the Queen his mistress bury it. Exi t
FI RST GENTLEMAN. O barbarous and bl oody spect acl e!

H's body will | bear unto the King.

If he revenge it not, yet will his friends;

So will the Queen, that living held himdear

Exit with the body
SCENE 1 1.

Bl ackheat h

Enter GEORGE BEVI S and JOHN HOLLAND

GEORGE. Cone and get thee a sword, though nmade of a | ath; they have
been up these two days.

JOHN. They have the nore need to sleep now, then

GECRGE. | tell thee Jack Cade the clothier neans to dress the
commonweal th, and turn it, and set a new nap upon it.

JOHN. So he had need, for 'tis threadbare. Well, | say it was never
merry world in England since gentlenen cane up

GEORGE. O niserable age! Virtue is not regarded in handicraftsnen.

JOHN. The nobility think scorn to go in |eather aprons.

GEORGE. Nay, nore, the King's Council are no good worknen.

JOHN. True; and yet it is said 'Labour in thy vocation'; which is
as much to say as 'Let the nmgistrates be |l abouring nmen'; and
therefore should we be magi strates.

GEORGE. Thou hast hit it; for there's no better sign of a brave
nmind than a hard hand.

JOHN. | see thenml | see thenml There's Best's son, the tanner of
W ngham

GEORGE. He shall have the skins of our enenmies to nmake dog's



| eat her of.

JOHN. And Di ck the butcher-

GEORGE. Then is sin struck down, like an ox, and iniquity's throat
cut like a calf.

JOHN. And Snith the weaver-

GEORGE. Argo, their thread of life is spun.

JOHN. Cone, cone, let's fall in with them

Drum Enter CADE, DI CK THE BUTCHER, SM TH

THE WEAVER, and a SAWER, with infinite nunbers

CADE. W John Cade, so term d of our supposed father-

DICK. [Aside] O rather, of stealing a cade of herrings.

CADE. For our enemies shall fall before us, inspired with the
spirit of putting down kings and princes- comrand sil ence.

DI CK. Sil ence!

CADE. My father was a Mortiner-

DI CK. [Aside] He was an honest nan and a good brickl ayer.

CADE. My not her a Pl ant agenet -

DICK. [Aside] | knew her well; she was a mdwife.

CADE. My wi fe descended of the Lacies-

DI CK. [Aside] She was, indeed, a pedlar's daughter, and sold many
| aces.

SM TH. [Aside] But now of late, not able to travel with her furr'd
pack, she washes bucks here at hone.

CADE. Therefore am | of an honourabl e house.

DICK. [Aside] Ay, by nmy faith, the field is honourable, and there
was he born, under a hedge, for his father had never a house but
t he cage.

CADE. Valiant | am

SM TH. [Aside] 'A nust needs; for beggary is valiant.

CADE. | am able to endure much.

DI CK. [Aside] No question of that; for | have seen hi mwhipt three



mar ket days together.

CADE. | fear neither sword nor fire.

SM TH. [Aside] He need not fear the sword, for his coat is of
pr oof .

DI CK. [Aside] But nethinks he should stand in fear of fire, being
burnt i' th' hand for stealing of sheep

CADE. Be brave, then, for your captain is brave, and vows
reformati on. There shall be in Engl and seven hal f penny | oaves
sold for a penny; the three-hoop'd pot shall have ten hoops; and
I will make it felony to drink small beer. Al the realmshall be
in common, and in Cheapside shall my palfrey go to grass. And
when | amking- as king I will be

ALL. CGod save your Mjesty!

CADE. | thank you, good people- there shall be no noney; all shal
eat and drink on ny score, and | will apparel themall in one
livery, that they may agree |like brothers and worship ne their
| ord.

DICK. The first thing we do, let's kill all the | awers.

CADE. Nay, that | nmean to do. Is not this a |lanentable thing, that
of the skin of an innocent |anb should be nmade parchnent? That
parchment, being scribbl'd o' er, should undo a man? Sone say the
bee stings; but | say 'tis the bee's wax; for | did but seal once
to a thing, and I was never mine own nan since. How now Who's

t here?

Enter sone, bringing in the CLERK OF CHATHAM

SM TH. The cl erk of Chatham He can wite and read and cast
acconpt .

CADE. O nonstrous!

SM TH. W took himsetting of boys' copies.

CADE. Here's a villain!

SM TH. Has a book in his pocket with red letters in't.



CADE. Nay, then he is a conjurer.

DI CK. Nay, he can nake obligations and wite court-hand.

CADE. | amsorry for't; the nman is a proper nan, of nine honour;
unless | find himguilty, he shall not die. Cone hither, sirrabh,
I nust exam ne thee. Wat is thy name?

CLERK. Enmmanuel .

DI CK. They use to wite it on the top of letters; '"twill go hard
with you.

CADE. Let ne alone. Dost thou use to wite thy nane, or hast thou a
mark to thyself, like a honest plain-dealing man?

CLERK. Sir, | thank God, | have been so well brought up that | can
wite ny nane.

ALL. He hath confess'd. Away with him He's a villain and a

traitor.
CADE. Away with him | say! Hang himw th his pen and i nkhorn about

hi s neck. Exit one with the CLERK

Enter M CHAEL

M CHAEL. Where's our General ?

CADE. Here | am thou particular fellow

M CHAEL. Fly, fly, fly! Sir Hunphrey Stafford and his brother are
hard by, with the King' s forces.

CADE. Stand, villain, stand, or 1'Il fell thee down. He shall be
encount'red with a man as good as hinmself. He is but a knight,

is 'a?
M CHAEL. No.
CADE. To equal him | will nake myself a knight presently.

[ Kneel s] Rise up, Sir John Mortinmer. [Rises] Now have at him

Enter SIR HUMPHREY STAFFORD and W LLI AM

his brother, with drum and sol diers



STAFFORD. Rebel lious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent,
Mark' d for the gallows, |ay your weapons down;
Hone to your cottages, forsake this groom
The King is merciful if you revolt.
W LLI AM STAFFORD. But angry, wathful, and inclin'd to bl ood,
If you go forward; therefore yield or die.
CADE. As for these silken-coated slaves, | pass not;
It is to you, good people, that | speak,
Oer whom in tinme to cone, | hope to reign;
For | amrightful heir unto the crown.
STAFFORD. Villain, thy father was a plasterer;
And thou thyself a shearnman, art thou not?
CADE. And Adam was a gardener.
W LLI AM STAFFORD. And what of that?
CADE. Marry, this: Edmund Mortiner, Earl of March,
Married the Duke of O arence' daughter, did he not?
STAFFORD. Ay, sir.
CADE. By her he had two children at one birth.
W LLI AM STAFFORD. That's fal se.
CADE. Ay, there's the question; but | say 'tis true.
The el der of them being put to nurse,
Was by a beggar-worman stol ' n away,
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage,
Becane a brickl ayer when he cane to age.
H's son aml; deny it if you can.
DICK. Nay, 'tis too true; therefore he shall be king.
SMTH. Sir, he nade a chimey in ny father's house, and the bricks
are alive at this day to testify it; therefore deny it not.
STAFFORD. And will you credit this base drudge's words
That speaks he knows not what ?
ALL. Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye gone.
W LLI AM STAFFORD. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught you this.

CADE. [Aside] He lies, for | invented it nyself- Go to, sirrah,



tell the King fromnme that for his father's sake, Henry the
Fifth, in whose tine boys went to span-counter for French crowns
I amcontent he shall reign; but I'lIl be Protector over him

DICK. And furthernmore, we'll have the Lord Say's head for selling
t he dukedom of Mai ne.

CADE. And good reason; for thereby is England nmain'd and fain to go
with a staff, but that ny puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, |
tell you that that Lord Say hath gel ded the commonweal th and nmade
it an eunuch; and nore than that, he can speak French, and
therefore he is a traitor

STAFFORD. O gross and mi serabl e i gnorance!

CADE. Nay, answer if you can; the Frenchnmen are our enenies. Go to,
then, 1 ask but this: can he that speaks with the tongue of an
eneny be a good counsellor, or no?

ALL. No, no; and therefore we'll have his head.

W LLI AM STAFFORD. Wl |, seeing gentle words will not prevail
Assail themw th the arny of the King.

STAFFORD. Heral d, away; and throughout every town
Proclaimthemtraitors that are up with Cade;

That those which fly before the battle ends
May, even in their w ves'and children's sight,
Be hang'd up for exanple at their doors.
And you that be the King's friends, follow ne.
Exeunt the TWO STAFFORDS and sol diers

CADE. And you that |ove the comons follow e

Now show yourselves nmen; 'tis for |iberty.
W will not |eave one |ord, one gentlenan;
Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon
For they are thrifty honest nen and such
As woul d- but that they dare not- take our parts.
DICK. They are all in order, and march toward us.
CADE. But then are we in order when we are nost out of order. Cone,

mar ch forward. Exeunt



SCENE I11.

Anot her part of Bl ackheath

Alarunms to the fight, wherein both the STAFFORDS

are slain. Enter CADE and the rest

CADE. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford?

DI CK. Here, sir.

CADE. They fell before thee |ike sheep and oxen, and thou behavedst
thyself as if thou hadst been in thine own slaughter-house;
therefore thus will | reward thee- the Lent shall be as |ong
again as it is, and thou shalt have a licence to kill for a
hundr ed | acki ng one.

DICK. | desire no nore.

CADE. And, to speak truth, thou deserv'st no less. [Putting on SIR
HUVMPHREY' S bri gandi ne] This nonunment of the victory will | bear,
and t he bodi es shall be dragged at ny horse heels till | do come
to London, where we will have the mayor's sword borne before us.

DICK. If we nmean to thrive and do good, break open the gaols and
I et out the prisoners.

CADE. Fear not that, | warrant thee. Cone, let's march towards
London. Exeunt

SCENE | V.

London. The pal ace

Enter the KING with a supplication, and the QUEEN
wi th SUFFCLK' S head; the DUKE OF BUCKI NGHAM

and the LORD SAY

QUEEN. Ot have | heard that grief softens the mind
And maekes it fearful and degenerate;
Think therefore on revenge and cease to weep.

But who can cease to weep, and | ook on this?



Here may his head lie on ny throbbing breast;
But where's the body that | should enbrace?
BUCKI NGHAM What answer makes your Grace to the rebels’
suppl i cation?
KING HENRY. |'11 send sone holy bishop to entreat;
For God forbid so many sinple souls
Shoul d perish by the sword! And | nyself,
Rat her than bl oody war shall cut them short,
WIl parley with Jack Cade their general
But stay, I'll read it over once again.
QUEEN. Ah, barbarous villains! Hath this lovely face
Rul "d li ke a wandering pl anet over ne,
And could it not enforce themto relent
That were unworthy to behold the same?
KI NG HENRY. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to have thy head.
SAY. Ay, but | hope your Hi ghness shall have his.
KI NG HENRY. How now, nadam
Still lamenting and nourning for Suffolk's death?
| fear me, love, if that | had been dead,
Thou woul dst not have nourn'd so nuch for ne.

QUEEN. No, ny love, | should not nmourn, but die for thee.

Enter A MESSENGER

KI NG HENRY. How now What news? Why comi st thou in such haste?
MESSENGER. The rebels are in Southwark; fly, my |ord!

Jack Cade proclains hinmself Lord Mortimer,

Descended from the Duke of C arence' house,

And calls your Grace usurper, openly,

And vows to crown hinmself in Westmnster.

H's army is a ragged nultitude

O hinds and peasants, rude and nercil ess;

Sir Hunphrey Stafford and his brother's death



Hat h gi ven them heart and courage to proceed.

Al'l scholars, |awers, courtiers, gentlenen,

They call false caterpillars and intend their death.
KI NG HENRY. O gracel ess nen! they know not what they do.
BUCKI NGHAM My gracious lord, retire to Killingworth

Until a power be rais'd to put them down.

QUEEN. Ah, were the Duke of Suffolk now alive,

These Kentish rebels woul d be soon appeas' d!

KI NG HENRY. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee;

Therefore away with us to Killingworth.

SAY. So might your Grace's person be in danger

The sight of nme is odious in their eyes;

And therefore in this city will | stay

And live alone as secret as | nmay.

Ent er anot her MESSENGER

SECOND MESSENGER. Jack Cade hath gotten London Bridge
The citizens fly and forsake their houses;
The rascal people, thirsting after prey,
Join with the traitor; and they jointly swear
To spoil the city and your royal court.
BUCKI NGHAM Then linger not, ny lord; away, take horse.
KI NG HENRY. Cone Margaret; Cod, our hope, wll succour us.
QUEEN. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas'd.
KI NG HENRY. [To LORD SAY] Farewell, ny lord, trust not the Kentish
rebel s.
BUCKI NGHAM  Trust nobody, for fear you be betray'd.
SAY. The trust | have is in nine innocence,
And therefore am| bold and resol ute. Exeunt
SCENE V.

London. The Tower



Enter LORD SCALES Upon the Tower, wal king. Then

enter two or three CI Tl ZENS, bel ow

SCALES. How now! |s Jack Cade sl ain?
FIRST CITIZEN. No, nmy lord, nor likely to be slain; for they have
won the bridge, killing all those that withstand them
The Lord Mayor craves aid of your honour fromthe
Tower, to defend the city fromthe rebels.
SCALES. Such aid as | can spare you shall conmand,
But | amtroubled here with them nyself
The rebel s have assay'd to win the Tower.
But get you to Snithfield, and gather head,
And thither I will send you Matthew Coffe;
Fi ght for your King, your country, and your lives;
And so, farewell, for | nust hence again. Exeunt
SCENE VI .

London. Cannon street

Enter JACK CADE and the rest, and strikes his staff

on London Stone

CADE. Now is Mortimer lord of this city. And here, sitting upon
London Stone, | charge and conmand that, of the city's cost, the
pi ssing conduit run nothing but claret wine this first year of
our reign. And now henceforward it shall be treason for any that

calls ne other than Lord Morti ner.

Enter a SOLDI ER, runni ng

SOLDI ER Jack Cade! Jack Cade!

CADE. Knock hi m down there. [ They kill hini

SMTH. If this fellow be wise, he'll never call ye Jack Cade nore;
I think he hath a very fair warning.

DCK. My lord, there's an arny gathered together in Snmithfield.



CADE. Cone then, let's go fight with them But first go and set
London Bridge on fire; and, if you can, burn down the Tower too.
Cone, let's away. Exeunt

SCENE VI|.

London. Smthfield

Al aruns. MATTHEW GOFFE is slain, and all the rest.

Then enter JACK CADE, with his conpany

CADE. So, sirs. Now go sone and pull down the Savoy; others to th
Inns of Court; down with themall.

DICK. | have a suit unto your | ordship.

CADE. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that word.

DICK. Only that the laws of England may cone out of your nouth.

JOHN. [Aside] Mass, '"twill be sore law then; for he was thrust in
the mouth with a spear, and 'tis not whole yet.

SM TH. [Aside] Nay, John, it will be stinking law, for his breath
stinks with eating toasted cheese.

CADE. | have thought upon it; it shall be so. Away, burn all the
records of the realm M nouth shall be the Parliament of
Engl and.

JOHN. [Aside] Then we are like to have biting statutes, unless his
teeth be pull'd out.

CADE. And henceforward all things shall be in common.

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. My lord, a prize, a prizel Here's the Lord Say, which
sold the towns in France; he that nade us pay one and twenty

fifteens, and one shining to the pound, the |ast subsidy.

Enter GEORGE BEVIS, with the LORD SAY



CADE. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten tines. Ah, thou say,
thou serge, nay, thou buckramlord! Now art thou wthin point
bl ank of our jurisdiction regal. Wat canst thou answer to ny
Maj esty for giving up of Nornmandy unto Munsi eur Basinmecu the
Dauphi n of France? Be it known unto thee by these presence, even
the presence of Lord Mrtinmer, that | amthe besomthat nust
sweep the court clean of such filth as thou art. Thou hast nost
traitorously corrupted the youth of the realmin erecting a
grammar school ; and whereas, before, our forefathers had no other
books but the score and the tally, thou hast caused printing to
be us'd, and, contrary to the King, his crown, and dignity, thou
hast built a paper-mll. It will be proved to thy face that thou
hast nmen about thee that usually talk of a noun and a verb, and
such abomni nabl e words as no Christian ear can endure to hear
Thou hast appoi nted justices of peace, to call poor nen before
them about natters they were not able to answer. Mboreover, thou
hast put themin prison, and because they could not read, thou
hast hang'd them when, indeed, only for that cause they have
been nost worthy to live. Thou dost ride in a foot-cloth, dost
t hou not ?

SAY. What of that?

CADE. Marry, thou ought'st not to let thy horse wear a cl oak, when
honester nmen than thou go in their hose and doubl ets.

DICK. And work in their shirt too, as nyself, for exanple, that am
a but cher.

SAY. You nen of Kent -

DI CK. What say you of Kent?

SAY. Nothing but this: 'tis 'bona terra, nala gens.

CADE. Away with him away with hinml He speaks Latin.

SAY. Hear ne but speak, and bear ne where you will.
Kent, in the Commentaries Caesar wit,
Is termd the civil'st place of all this isle.

Sweet is the country, because full of riches;



The people liberal valiant, active, wealthy;
Whi ch nakes nme hope you are not void of pity.
I sold not Maine, | |ost not Normandy;

Yet, to recover them would lose ny life.

Justice with favour have | always done;

Pray'rs and tears have nov'd nme, gifts could never.

When have | aught exacted at your hands,

But to maintain the King, the realm and you?
Large gifts have | bestow d on | earned cl erks,
Because ny book preferr'd ne to the King,

And seeing ignorance is the curse of CGod

Know edge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven,
Unl ess you be possess'd with devilish spirits
You cannot but forbear to nurder ne.

This tongue hath parley' d unto foreign kings

For your behoof.

CADE. Tut, when struck'st thou one blowin the field?

SAY. Great nmen have reaching hands. Ot have | struck

Those that | never saw, and struck them dead.

CEORGE. O nobnstrous coward! What, to conme behind fol ks?

SAY. These cheeks are pale for watching for your good.

CADE. Gve hima box o' th' ear, and that will nmake 'emred again

SAY. Long sitting to determ ne poor nmen's causes

Hat h made nme full of sickness and di seases.

CADE. Ye shall have a henpen caudl e then, and the hel p of hatchet.

DI CK. Why dost thou quiver, nman?
SAY. The pal sy, and not fear, provokes ne.

CADE. Nay, he nods at us, as who should say 'I'I|

be even with

you'; 1'll see if his head will stand steadier on a pole, or

Take hi m away, and behead him
SAY. Tell me: wherein have | of fended nost?
Have | affected weal th or honour? Speak

Are nmy chests fill'd up with extorted gol d?

no.



I's nmy apparel sunptuous to behol d?

Whom have | injur'd, that ye seek ny death?

These hands are free fromguiltless bl oodsheddi ng,
This breast from harbouring foul deceitful thoughts.
O let me livel

CADE. [Aside] | feel renorse in nyself with his words; but ']
bridle it. He shall die, an it be but for pleading so well for
his life.- Anmay with him He has a faniliar under his tongue; he
speaks not o' God's nane. o, take himaway, | say, and strike
off his head presently, and then break into his son-in-law s
house, Sir Janmes Cronmer, and strike off his head, and bring them
bot h upon two pol es hither.

ALL. It shall be done.

SAY. Ah, countrynen! if when you make your pray'rs,

God shoul d be so obdurate as yoursel ves,
How woul d it fare with your departed soul s?
And therefore yet relent and save ny life.

CADE. Away with him and do as | comand ye. [Exeunt some with
LORD SAY] The proudest peer in the realmshall not wear a head
on his shoul ders, unless he pay ne tribute; there shall not a
mai d be married, but she shall pay to ne her mai denhead ere they
have it. Men shall hold of ne in capite; and we charge and
command that their wives be as free as heart can w sh or tongue
can tell.

DICK. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside, and take up
comrodi ties upon our bills?

CADE. Marry, presently.

ALL. O brave!

Re-enter one with the heads

CADE. But is not this braver? Let them kiss one another, for they

lov'd well when they were alive. Now part them again, |est they



consult about the giving up of sonme nore towns in France.

Sol di ers, defer the spoil of the city until night; for with these

borne before us instead of maces will we ride through the

streets, and at every corner have them ki ss. Away! Exeunt
SCENE VI 1 1.

Sout hwar k

Alarum and retreat. Enter again CADE and all his rabbl enent

CADE. Up Fish Street! down Saint Magnus' Corner! Kill and knock
down! Throw t heminto Thanes! [ Sound a parl ey]
What noise is this | hear? Dare any be so bold to sound retreat

or parley when | conmmand themkill?

Ent er BUCKI NGHAM and ol d CLI FFORD, attended

BUCKI NGHAM Ay, here they be that dare and will disturb thee.
And therefore yet relent, and save ny life.
Know, Cade, we conme anmbassadors fromthe King
Unto the commons whom thou hast m sl ed;
And here pronounce free pardon to themall
That will forsake thee and go hone in peace.
CLI FFORD. \What say ye, countrymen? WIIl ye relent
And yield to nercy whilst '"tis offer'd you,
O let a rebel lead you to your deaths?
Who | oves the King, and will enbrace his pardon,
Fling up his cap and say ' God save his Mjesty!'
Who hateth hi mand honours not his father,
Henry the Fifth, that nmade all France to quake,
Shake he his weapon at us and pass by.
ALL. God save the King! CGod save the King!
CADE. What, Buckinghamand Cifford, are ye so brave?
And you, base peasants, do ye believe hin? WII you needs be

hang'd with your about your necks? Hath nmy sword therefore broke



t hrough London gates, that you should | eave nme at the Wiite Hart
i n Sout hwark? | thought ye would never have given out these arms
till you had recovered your ancient freedom But you are al
recreants and dastards, and delight to live in slavery to the
nobility. Let them break your backs with burdens, take your
houses over your heads, ravish your w ves and daughters before
your faces. For ne, | will nmake shift for one; and so God's curse
Iight upon you all!
ALL. W'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade!
CLI FFORD. |s Cade the son of Henry the Fifth,
That thus you do exclaimyou'll go wth hin®
W1l he conduct you through the heart of France,
And nmaeke the neanest of you earls and dukes?
Al as, he hath no hone, no place to fly to;
Nor knows he how to live but by the spoil
Unl ess by robbing of your friends and us.
Were't not a shane that whilst you live at jar
The fearful French, whomyou | ate vanqui shed
Shoul d nake a start o'er seas and vanqui sh you?
Met hi nks already in this civil broi
| see themlording it in London streets,
Crying 'Villiago!' unto all they neet.
Better ten thousand base-born Cades niscarry
Than you shoul d stoop unto a Frenchman's mercy.
To France, to France, and get what you have | ost;
Spare England, for it is your native coast.
Henry hat h noney; you are strong and nmanly.
God on our side, doubt not of victory.
ALL. Adifford! a difford! W' Il followthe King and difford.
CADE. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fro as this
mul titude? The nane of Henry the Fifth hales themto an hundred
ni schi efs, and nakes them | eave ne desolate. | see themlay their

heads together to surprise nme. My sword nmake way for nme for here



is no staying. In despite of the devils and hell, have through
the very m ddest of you! and heavens and honour be w tness that
no want of resolution in ne, but only ny followers' base and

i gnoni ni ous treasons, nmakes me betake nme to ny heels.

BUCKI NGHAM What, is he fled? Go sonme, and follow him
And he that brings his head unto the King
Shal | have a thousand crowns for his reward

Exeunt sone of them

Foll ow me, soldiers; we'll devise a nean
To reconcile you all unto the King. Exeunt
SCENE | X.

Killing, worth Castle

Sound trunpets. Enter KING QUEEN, and SOVERSET,

on the terrace

KI NG HENRY. Was ever king that joy'd an earthly throne
And coul d conmand no nore content than |?
No sooner was | crept out of ny cradle
But | was made a king, at nine nonths ol d.
Was never subject long'd to be a King

As | do long and wish to be a subject.

Ent er BUCKI NGHAM and ol d CLI FFORD

BUCKI NGHAM Health and gl ad tidings to your Mjesty!
KI NG HENRY. Wy, Buckingham is the traitor Cade surpris'd?

O is he but retir'd to make him strong?

Enter, below, nmultitudes, with halters about their necks

CLIFFORD. He is fled, ny lord, and all his powers do vyield,



And hunbly thus, with halters on their necks,
Expect your Hi ghness' doomof life or death.
KI NG HENRY. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting gates,
To entertain ny vows of thanks and praise!
Sol di ers, this day have you redeemi d your lives,
And show d how well you | ove your Prince and country.
Continue still in this so good a m nd,
And Henry, though he be infortunate,
Assure yourselves, will never be unkind.
And so, with thanks and pardon to you all,
I do disniss you to your several countries.

ALL. God save the King! God save the King!

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. Pl ease it your Grace to be advertised
The Duke of York is newy cone fromlrel and
And with a puissant and a m ghty power
O gal |l ongl asses and stout kerns
I's marching hitherward in proud array,
And still proclainmeth, as he cones al ong,
H's arms are only to renove fromthee
The Duke of Somerset, whomhe terns a traitor.
KI NG HENRY. Thus stands ny state, 'twi xt Cade and York distress'd;
Like to a ship that, having scap'd a tenpest,
I's straightway calmd, and boarded with a pirate;
But now is Cade driven back, his men dispers'd,
And now is York in arns to second him
| pray thee, Buckingham go and neet him
And ask himwhat's the reason of these arns.
Tell himlI'll send Duke Ednund to the Tower-
And Somerset, we will conmit thee thither

Until his arnmy be disniss'd fromhim



SOVERSET. Wy | ord,
I"1l yield nyself to prison willingly,
O unto death, to do ny country good.
KING HENRY. |In any case be not too rough in terns,
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard | anguage.
BUCKINGHAM | will, nmy lord, and doubt not so to dea
As all things shall redound unto your good.
KI NG HENRY. Come, wife, let's in, and learn to govern better
For yet may Engl and curse ny wetched reign
Fl ourish. Exeunt
SCENE X.

Kent. lden's garden

Ent er CADE

CADE. Fie on anbitions! Fie on nyself, that have a sword and yet am
ready to fanmi sh! These five days have | hid ne in these woods and
durst not peep out, for all the country is laid for me; but now
am| so hungry that, if | mght have a lease of ny life for a
t housand years, | could stay no |onger. \Werefore, on a brick
wall have | clinb'd into this garden, to see if | can eat grass
or pick a sallet another while, which is not amss to cool a
man's stomach this hot weather. And | think this word 'sallet
was born to do nme good; for many a tine, but for a sallet, ny
brai n-pain had been cleft with a brown bill; and many a tine,
when | have been dry, and bravely marching, it hath serv'd ne
instead of a quart-pot to drink in; and now the word 'sallet

must serve nme to feed on.

Ent er | DEN

I DEN. Lord, who would live turnoiled in the court
And may enjoy such quiet wal ks as these?

This small inheritance ny father left me



Contenteth ne, and worth a nonarchy.

I seek not to wax great by others' waning

O gather wealth |I care not with what envy;
Sufficeth that | have maintains ny state,

And sends the poor well pleased fromny gate.

CADE. Here's the lord of the soil cone to seize nme for a stray, for
entering his fee-sinple without |eave. Ah, villain, thou wlt
betray ne, and get a thousand crowns of the King by carrying ny
head to him but 1'Il make thee eat iron like an ostrich and
swal low nmy sword like a great pin ere thou and | part.

| DEN. Why, rude conpani on, whatsoe' er thou be,

I know thee not; why then should | betray thee?
Is't not enough to break into ny garden

And like a thief to come to rob ny grounds,
Cimbing ny walls in spite of me the owner,

But thou wilt brave ne with these saucy terns?

CADE. Brave thee? Ay, by the best blood that ever was broach'd, and
beard thee too. Look on nme well: | have eat no neat these five
days, yet cone thou and thy five nmen and if | do not |eave you
all as dead as a door-nail, | pray God | may never eat grass
nor e.

I DEN. Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while England stands,

That Al exander |den, an esquire of Kent,

Took odds to conbat a poor fam sh'd man.

Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to nine;

See if thou canst outface me with thy | ooks;

Set limb to linb, and thou art far the |esser;

Thy hand is but a finger to ny fist,

Thy leg a stick conpared with this truncheon

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast,
And if mne armbe heaved in the air,

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth.

As for words, whose greatness answers words,



Let this nmy sword report what speech forbears.

CADE. By ny val our, the nost conpl ete chanpion that ever | heard!
Steel, if thou turn the edge, or cut not out the burly bon'd
clown in chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, | beseech
God on ny knees thou mayst be turn'd to hobnails. [Here they
fight; CADE falls] O | amslain! famne and no other hath slain
me. Let ten thousand devils cone against ne, and give ne but the
ten meals | have lost, and 1'd defy themall. Wther, garden, and
be henceforth a burying place to all that do dwell in this house,
because the unconquered soul of Cade is fled.

IDEN. Is't Cade that | have slain, that nonstrous traitor?

Sword, | will hallow thee for this thy deed
And hang thee o' er ny tonmb when | am dead.

Ne' er shall this blood be wi ped fromthy point,
But thou shalt wear it as a herald's coat

To enbl aze the honour that thy master got.

CADE. lden, farewell; and be proud of thy victory. Tell Kent from
nme she hath | ost her best man, and exhort all the world to be
cowards; for I, that never feared any, am vanqui shed by fam ne
not by val our. [ Di es]

| DEN. How nuch thou wong' st nme, heaven be ny judge.

Di e, damed wetch, the curse of her that bare thee!

And as | thrust thy body in with ny sword,

So wish I, | mght thrust thy soul to hell
Hence will | drag thee headl ong by the heels
Unto a dunghill, which shall be thy grave

And there cut off thy npbst ungraci ous head,

VWhich | will bear in triunph to the King,

Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. Exi t
ACT V. SCENE I.

Fi el ds between Dartford and Bl ackheat h

Enter YORK, and his army of Irish, with drum and col ours



YORK. FromIreland thus cones York to claimhis right
And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head:
Ri ng bells aloud, burn bonfires clear and bright,
To entertain great England's | awful king.
Ah, sancta nmj estas! who would not buy thee dear?
Let them obey that knows not how to rule;
This hand was nade to handl e nought but gol d.
| cannot give due action to ny words
Except a sword or sceptre balance it.
A sceptre shall it have, have | a sou

On which I'll toss the fl ower-de-1uce of France.

Ent er BUCKI NGHAM

[ Asi de] Whom have we here? Bucki ngham to disturb nme?
The King hath sent him sure: | nust dissenble.
BUCKI NGHAM  York, if thou neanest well | greet thee well.
YORK. Hunphrey of Buckingham | accept thy greeting.
Art thou a nessenger, or cone of pleasure?
BUCKI NGHAM A nessenger from Henry, our dread |iege,
To know the reason of these arms in peace;
O why thou, being a subject as | am
Agai nst thy oath and true all egi ance sworn,
Shoul d rai se so great a power without his |eave,
O dare to bring thy force so near the court.
YORK. [Aside] Scarce can | speak, ny choler is so great.
O | could hew up rocks and fight with flint,
I amso angry at these abject terns;
And now, |ike Ajax Tel anoni us,
On sheep or oxen could | spend ny fury.
I amfar better born than is the King,

More |ike a king, nore kingly in ny thoughts;



But | nust make fair weather yet awhile,
Till Henry be nore weak and | nore strong. -
Bucki ngham | prithee, pardon ne
That | have given no answer all this while;
My mind was troubled with deep nel ancholy.
The cause why | have brought this arnmy hither
Is to renove proud Somerset fromthe King,
Seditious to his Grace and to the state.
BUCKI NGHAM That is too much presunption on thy part;
But if thy arms be to no other end,
The King hath yielded unto thy demand:
The Duke of Somerset is in the Tower.
YORK. Upon thine honour, is he prisoner?
BUCKI NGHAM Upon mi ne honour, he is prisoner.
YORK. Then, Buckingham | do dism ss ny pow rs.
Sol diers, | thank you all; disperse yourselves;
Meet ne to-norrow in Saint George's field,
You shall have pay and everything you w sh.
And |l et ny sovereign, virtuous Henry,
Conmand mny el dest son, nay, all ny sons,
As pl edges of ny fealty and | ove.
I"l'l send themall as willing as | live:
Lands, goods, horse, arnour, anything | have,
Is his to use, so Sonerset may die.
BUCKI NGHAM  York, | commend this kind subnission.

We twain will go into his Hi ghness' tent.

Enter the KING and attendants

KI NG HENRY. Bucki ngham doth York intend no harmto us,
That thus he marcheth with thee armin arnf
YORK. In all submission and hunility

York doth present hinself unto your Hi ghness.



KI NG HENRY. Then what intends these forces thou dost bring?
YORK. To heave the traitor Sonmerset from hence,
And fight against that nonstrous rebel Cade,

Who since | heard to be disconfited.

Enter IDEN, with CADE s head

IDEN. If one so rude and of so nmean condition
May pass into the presence of a king,
Lo, | present your Grace a traitor's head,
The head of Cade, whom | in conmbat slew
KI NG HENRY. The head of Cade! Great God, how just art Thou!
O let me view his visage, being dead,
That |iving wought me such exceeding trouble.
Tell me, nmy friend, art thou the man that slew hinf
IDEN. | was, an't |ike your Mjesty.
KI NG HENRY. How art thou call'd? And what is thy degree?
| DEN. Al exander lden, that's nmy nane;
A poor esquire of Kent that |oves his king.
BUCKI NGHAM  So please it you, ny lord, 'twere not ami ss
He were created knight for his good service.
KI NG HENRY. |den, kneel down. [He kneels] Rise up a knight.
We give thee for reward a thousand narks,
And will that thou thenceforth attend on us.
IDEN. May Iden live to nerit such a bounty,

And never live but true unto his liege!

Enter the QUEEN and SOVERSET

KI NG HENRY. See, Bucki nghanl Sonerset comes with th' Queen:
Go, bid her hide himquickly fromthe Duke.
QUEEN. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide his head,

But boldly stand and front himto his face.



YORK. How now! |s Sonerset at |iberty?

Then, York, unloose thy |ong-inprisoned thoughts

And let thy tongue be equal with thy heart.

Shall | endure the sight of Sonerset?

Fal se king, why hast thou broken faith with ne,

Knowi ng how hardly | can brook abuse?

King did | call thee? No, thou art not Kking;

Not fit to govern and rule nultitudes,

Whi ch dar'st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor

That head of thine doth not become a crown;

Thy hand is nmade to grasp a palnmer's staff,

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre.

That gold nust round engirt these brows of nine,

Whose snile and frown, like to Achilles' spear

Is able with the change to kill and cure.

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up

And with the same to act controlling | aws.

G ve place. By heaven, thou shalt rule no nore

O er hi m whom heaven created for thy ruler.
SOMERSET. O nonstrous traitor! | arrest thee, York,

O capital treason 'gainst the King and crown.

bey, audacious traitor; kneel for grace.
YORK. Wul dst have nme kneel ? First let me ask of these,

If they can brook I bow a knee to man.

Sirrah, call in nmy sons to be ny bail: Exit attendant

| know, ere thy will have nme go to ward

They' Il pawn their swords for my enfranchi senent.
QUEEN. Call hither difford; bid himcone anain,

To say if that the bastard boys of York

Shall be the surety for their traitor father

Exit BUCKI NGHAM

YORK. O bl ood-bespotted Neapolitan

Qut cast of Napl es, England' s bl oody scourge!



The sons of York, thy betters in their birth,
Shall be their father's bail; and bane to those

That for nmy surety will refuse the boys!

Ent er EDWARD and RI CHARD PLANTACENET

See where they cone: 1'll warrant they' Il make it good.

Enter CLI FFORD and his SON

QUEEN. And here comes Cifford to deny their bail.
CLI FFORD. Health and all happiness to ny lord the King!
[ Kneel s]
YORK. | thank thee, Cifford. Say, what news with thee?
Nay, do not fright us with an angry | ook.
We are thy sovereign, Cifford, kneel again;
For thy nmistaking so, we pardon thee.
CLI FFORD. This is ny King, York, |I do not m stake;
But thou nistakes nme nmuch to think | do.
To Bedlamwith him |s the man grown nad?
KI NG HENRY. Ay, Cdifford; a bedl am and anbitious hunour
Makes hi m oppose hinmsel f against his king.
CLIFFORD. He is a traitor; let himto the Tower,
And chop away that factious pate of his.
QUEEN. He is arrested, but will not obey;
H s sons, he says, shall give their words for him
YORK. WIIl you not, sons?
EDWARD. Ay, noble father, if our words will serve.
RI CHARD. And if words will not, then our weapons shall.
CLI FFORD. Wy, what a brood of traitors have we here!
YORK. Look in a glass, and call thy image so:
I amthy king, and thou a fal se-heart traitor.
Call hither to the stake ny two brave bears,

That with the very shaking of their chains



They may astonish these fell-lurking curs.

Bi d Salisbury and Warwi ck cone to ne.

Enter the EARLS OF WARW CK and SALI SBURY

CLI FFORD. Are these thy bears? W'll bait thy bears to death,
And manacl e the berard in their chains,
If thou dar'st bring themto the baiting-place.
RI CHARD. Ot have | seen a hot o'er weening cur
Run back and bite, because he was wi thhel d;
Who, being suffer'd, with the bear's fell paw,
Hath clapp'd his tail between his legs and cri ed;
And such a piece of service will you do,
If you oppose yourselves to match Lord Warwi ck.
CLI FFORD. Hence, heap of wath, foul indigested |unp,
As crooked in thy manners as thy shape!
YORK. Nay, we shall heat you thoroughly anon.
CLI FFORD. Take heed, lest by your heat you burn yoursel ves.
KI NG HENRY. Wy, Warwick, hath thy knee forgot to bow?
ad Salisbury, shane to thy silver hair,
Thou nmad m sl eader of thy brainsick son!
VWhat, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian
And seek for sorrow with thy spectacl es?
O where is faith? O where is loyalty?
If it be banish'd fromthe frosty head,
Where shall it find a harbour in the earth?
WIt thou go dig a grave to find out war
And shane thi ne honourabl e age with bl ood?
Way art thou old, and want'st experience?
O wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it?
For shanme! In duty bend thy knee to ne,
That bows unto the grave with nickle age.

SALI SBURY. My lord, | have considered with nyself



The tide of this nobst renowned duke,

And in ny conscience do repute his G ace

The rightful heir to England' s royal seat.
KI NG HENRY. Hast thou not sworn all egi ance unto nme?
SALI SBURY. | have.
KI NG HENRY. Canst thou di spense with heaven for such an oath?
SALI SBURY. It is great sin to swear unto a sin;

But greater sin to keep a sinful oath.

Who can be bound by any sol emm vow

To do a nurd'rous deed, to rob a man,

To force a spotless virgin's chastity,

To reave the orphan of his patrinony,

To wing the wi dow fromher custonid right,

And have no other reason for this wong

But that he was bound by a sol enm oath?
QUEEN. A subtle traitor needs no sophister
KI NG HENRY. Call Bucki ngham and bid himarm hinsel f.
YORK. Call Buckingham and all the friends thou hast,

| amresolv'd for death or dignity.
CLI FFORD. The first |I warrant thee, if dreanms prove true.
WARW CK. You were best to go to bed and dream again

To keep thee fromthe tenpest of the field.
CLIFFORD. | amresolv'd to bear a greater storm

Than any thou canst conjure up to-day;

And that 1'll wite upon thy burgonet,

M ght | but know thee by thy househol d badge.
WARW CK. Now, by my father's badge, old Nevil's crest,

The ranmpant bear chain'd to the ragged staff,

This day 1'll wear aloft my burgonet,

As on a nountain-top the cedar shows,

That keeps his leaves in spite of any storm

Even to affright thee with the view thereof.

CLI FFORD. And fromthy burgonet |I'Il rend thy bear



And tread it under foot with all contenpt,

Despite the berard that protects the bear.
YOUNG CLI FFORD. And so to arms, victorious father,

To quell the rebels and their conplices.
RI CHARD. Fie! charity, for shanme! Speak not in spite,

For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night.
YOUNG CLI FFORD. Foul stigmatic, that's nore than thou canst tell.
RI CHARD. If not in heaven, you'll surely sup in hell.

Exeunt severally
SCENE 1 1.

Sai nt Al bans

Alaruns to the battle. Enter WARW CK

WARWCK. difford of Cunberland, 'tis Warw ck calls;
And if thou dost not hide thee fromthe bear,
Now, when the angry trunpet sounds al arum
And dead nmen's cries do fill the enpty air,
Cifford, | say, cone forth and fight with ne.
Proud northern lord, difford of Cunberl and,

WARWCK is hoarse with calling thee to arns.

Enter YORK

How now, ny noble lord! what, all a-foot?
YORK. The deadl y-handed difford slew ny steed;
But match to match | have encount'red him
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows

Even of the bonny beast he lov'd so well.

Enter OLD CLI FFORD

WARW CK. O one or both of us the tine is cone.



YORK. Hold, Warwi ck, seek thee out sone other chase,

For | nyself must hunt this deer to death.

WARW CK. Then, nobly, York; '"tis for a crown thou fight'st.

As | intend, difford, to thrive to-day,

It grieves nmy soul to | eave thee unassail'd. Exi t
CLI FFORD. \What seest thou in me, York? Wiy dost thou pause?
YORK. Wth thy brave bearing should | be in | ove

But that thou art so fast mnine eneny.

CLI FFORD. Nor shoul d thy prowess want praise and esteem

But that '"tis shown ignobly and in treason
YORK. So let it help me now agai nst thy sword,

As | in justice and true right express it!

CLI FFORD. My soul and body on the action both!
YORK. A dreadful lay! Address thee instantly.

[ They fight and CLI FFORD fall s]
CLI FFORD. La fin couronne |es oeuvres. [ Di es]
YORK. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art still.

Peace with his soul, heaven, if it be thy will! Exi t

Enter YOUNG CLI FFORD

YOUNG CLI FFORD. Shame and confusion! Al is on the rout;
Fear franes disorder, and disorder wounds
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell
Whom angry heavens do make their mnister
Throw in the frozen bosons of our part
Hot coal s of vengeance! Let no soldier fly.
He that is truly dedicate to war
Hath no self-love; nor he that |oves hinself
Hat h not essentially, but by circunstance,
The nane of val our. [ Sees his father's body]
O let the vile world end

And the prenised flanes of the |ast day



Knit earth and heaven toget her!

Now | et the general trunpet blow his blast,
Particularities and petty sounds

To cease! Wast thou ordain'd, dear father,
To lose thy youth in peace and to achieve
The silver livery of advised age,

And in thy reverence and thy chair-days thus
To die in ruffian battle? Even at this sight
My heart is turn'd to stone; and while 'tis mne
It shall be stony. York not our old nen spares;
No more will | their babes. Tears virginal
Shall be to nme even as the dew to fire;

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclains,
Shall to ny flaming wath be oil and fl ax.
Henceforth I will not have to do with pity:
Meet | an infant of the house of York,

Into as nmany gobbets will | cut it

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did;

In cruelty will | seek out ny fane.

Come, thou new ruin of old difford s house;
As did Aeneas ol d Anchi ses bear,

So bear | thee upon ny nmanly shoul ders;

But then Aeneas bare a living |oad,

Not hi ng so heavy as these woes of nine.

Exit with the body

Enter RI CHARD and SOVERSET to fight. SOVERSET is killed

RI CHARD. So, lie thou there;
For underneath an al ehouse' paltry sign,
The Castle in Saint Al bans, Somnerset
Hat h made the wi zard fanous in his death.

Sword, hold thy tenper; heart, be wathful still:



Priests pray for enemes, but princes kill. Exi t

Fi ght. Excursions. Enter KING QUEEN, and others

QUEEN. Away, ny lord! You are slow, for shane, away!
KI NG HENRY. Can we outrun the heavens? Good Margaret, stay.
QUEEN. What are you made of? You'll nor fight nor fly.

Now i s it manhood, w sdom and defence,

To give the eneny way, and to secure us

By what we can, which can no nore but fly.

[ Al 'arum af ar of f]

If you be ta'en, we then should see the bottom

O all our fortunes; but if we haply scape-

As well we may, if not through your negl ect-

We shall to London get, where you are |ov'd,

And where this breach now in our fortunes nmade

May readily be stopp'd.

Re-enter YOUNG CLI FFORD

YOUNG CLI FFORD. But that ny heart's on future nischief set,
I woul d speak bl aspheny ere bid you fly;
But fly you nust; uncurable disconfit
Reigns in the hearts of all our present parts.
Away, for your relief! and we will live
To see their day and them our fortune give.
Away, ny lord, away! Exeunt
SCENE 111.

Fi el ds near Saint Al bans

Alarum Retreat. Enter YORK, RI CHARD, WARW CK

and soldiers, with drum and col ours

YORK. O Salisbury, who can report of him



That winter lion, who in rage forgets
Aged contusions and all brush of time
And, like a gallant in the brow of youth
Repairs himw th occasi on? This happy day
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot,
If Salisbury be |ost.

Rl CHARD. My nobl e fat her
Three tines to-day | holp himto his horse
Three tinmes bestrid him thrice | led himoff,
Per suaded him from any further act;
But still where danger was, still there | net him
And like rich hangings in a honely house,
So was his will in his old feeble body.

But, noble as he is, | ook where he cones.

Ent er SALI SBURY

SALI SBURY. Now, by ny sword, well hast thou fought to-day!
By th' mass, so did we all. | thank you, Richard:
God knows how long it is | have to live,

And it hath pleas'd Hmthat three tines to-day
You have defended nme fromiminent death.

Well, lords, we have not got that which we have;
"Tis not enough our foes are this tine fled,
Bei ng opposites of such repairing nature.

YORK. | know our safety is to foll ow them
For, as | hear, the King is fled to London
To call a present court of Parlianent.

Let us pursue himere the wits go forth.
What says Lord Warwi ck? Shall we after then?

WARW CK. After thenf? Nay, before them if we can

Now, by ny faith, lords, 'twas a glorious day:

Sai nt Al bans' battle, won by famous York



Shall be eterniz'd in all age to cone.
Sound drum and trunpets and to London all;

And nore such days as these to us befall! Exeunt
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ACT |. SCENE I.

London. The Parli anent House

Alarum Enter DUKE OF YORK, EDWARD, RI CHARD
NORFOLK, MONTAGUE, WARW CK, and soldiers, with

white roses in their hats

WARW CK. | wonder how the King escap'd our hands.
YORK. While we pursu'd the horsenen of the north,
He slily stole away and |l eft his nen;
Whereat the great Lord of Northunberl and,
Whose warli ke ears could never brook retreat,
Cheer'd up the drooping arny, and hinself,
Lord difford, and Lord Stafford, all abreast,
Charg'd our nain battle's front, and, breaking in,
Were by the swords of conmon sol diers slain.
EDWARD. Lord Stafford's father, Duke of Bucki ngham
I's either slain or wounded danger ous;
| cleft his beaver with a downright bl ow

That this is true, father, behold his bl ood.



MONTAGUE. And, brother, here's the Earl of WItshire's bl ood,

VWhom | encount'red as the battles join'd.
Rl CHARD. Speak thou for me, and tell themwhat | did.

[ Throwi ng down SOVERSET' S head]

YORK. Richard hath best deserv'd of all ny sons

But is your Grace dead, ny Lord of Sonerset?
NORFCLK. Such hope have all the Iine of John of Gaunt!
RI CHARD. Thus do | hope to shake King Henry's head.
WARW CK. And so do |I. Victorious Prince of York,

Before | see thee seated in that throne

Whi ch now t he house of Lancaster usurps,

I vow by heaven these eyes shall never close.

This is the palace of the fearful King,

And this the regal seat. Possess it, York;

For this is thine, and not King Henry's heirs'
YORK. Assist me then, sweet Warwick, and | will;

For hither we have broken in by force.
NORFOLK. We'll all assist you; he that flies shall die.
YORK. Thanks, gentle Norfolk. Stay by ne, ny |ords;

And, soldiers, stay and | odge by me this night.

[ They go up]

WARW CK. And when the King cones, offer himno violence.

Unl ess he seek to thrust you out perforce.
YORK. The Queen this day here hol ds her parlianent,

But little thinks we shall be of her council.

By words or blows here let us win our right.
RICHARD. Armid as we are, let's stay within this house.
WARW CK. The bl oody parliament shall this be call'd,

Unl ess Pl ant agenet, Duke of York, be King,

And bashful Henry depos' d, whose cowardice

Hat h nade us by-words to our enenmies.
YORK. Then | eave ne not, ny |lords; be resolute:

I nmean to take possession of ny right.



WARW CK. Neither the King, nor he that |oves himbest,
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster,
Dares stir a wing if Warwi ck shake his bells.
I"1l plant Plantagenet, root himup who dares.
Resol ve thee, Richard; claimthe English crown.

[ YORK occupi es the throne]

Fl ourish. Enter KING HENRY, CLIFFORD, NORTHUNMBERLAND,
WESTMORELAND, EXETER, and others, with red roses in

their hats

KING HENRY. My | ords, |ook where the sturdy rebel sits,
Even in the chair of state! Belike he means,
Back'd by the power of Warw ck, that false peer,
To aspire unto the crown and reign as king.
Earl of Northunberland, he slew thy father;
And thine, Lord difford; and you both have vow d revenge
On him his sons, his favourites, and his friends.
NORTHUMBERLAND. If | be not, heavens be reveng' d on ne!
CLI FFORD. The hope thereof nakes difford mourn in steel.
WESTMORELAND. What, shall we suffer this? Let's pluck himdown;
My heart for anger burns; | cannot brook it.
KI NG HENRY. Be patient, gentle Earl of Westnorel and.
CLI FFORD. Patience is for poltroons such as he;
He durst not sit there had your father liv'd.
My gracious lord, here in the parlianent
Let us assail the famly of York.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Wel | hast thou spoken, cousin; be it so.
KI NG HENRY. Ah, know you not the city favours them
And they have troops of soldiers at their beck?
EXETER. But when the Duke is slain they'Il quickly fly.
KI NG HENRY. Far be the thought of this fromHenry's heart,

To nmake a shanbl es of the parlianent house!



Cousi n of Exeter, frowns, words, and threats,

Shall be the war that Henry neans to use.

Thou factious Duke of York, descend ny throne

And kneel for grace and nercy at mny feet;

I amthy sovereign.
YORK. | amthine.
EXETER For shame, cone down; he nmade thee Duke of York.
YORK. 'Twas ny inheritance, as the earl dom was.
EXETER. Thy father was a traitor to the crown.
WARW CK. Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown

In following this usurping Henry.
CLI FFORD. Whom shoul d he follow but his natural king?
WARW CK. True, Cifford; and that's R chard Duke of York
KI NG HENRY. And shall | stand, and thou sit in ny throne?
YORK. It nust and shall be so; content thyself.
WARW CK. Be Duke of Lancaster; let himbe King.
WESTMORELAND. He is both King and Duke of Lancaster

And that the Lord of Westnorel and shall maintain.
WARW CK. And Warwi ck shall disprove it. You forget

That we are those which chas'd you fromthe field,

And sl ew your fathers, and with col ours spread

March'd through the city to the pal ace gates.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Yes, Warwick, | renenber it to ny grief;

And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it.
WESTMORELAND. Pl ant agenet, of thee, and these thy sons,

Thy kinsnen, and thy friends, 1'll have nore |ives

Than drops of blood were in ny father's veins.
CLIFFORD. Urge it no nore; lest that instead of words

I send thee, Warwi ck, such a nessenger

As shall revenge his death before | stir.
WARW CK. Poor Cdifford, how | scorn his worthless threats!
YORK. WIIl you we show our title to the crown?

If not, our swords shall plead it in the field.



KI NG HENRY. What title hast thou, traitor, to the crown?
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke of York;
Thy grandfather, Roger Mortiner, Earl of March:
I amthe son of Henry the Fifth,
Who made t he Dauphin and the French to stoop,
And sei z'd upon their towns and provinces.
WARW CK. Tal k not of France, sith thou hast lost it all.
KI NG HENRY. The Lord Protector lost it, and not |I:
When | was crown'd, | was but nine nonths old.
RI CHARD. You are ol d enough now, and yet nethinks you | ose.
Father, tear the crown fromthe usurper's head.
EDWARD. Sweet father, do so; set it on your head.
MONTAGUE. Good brother, as thou lov'st and honourest arns,
Let's fight it out and not stand cavilling thus.
Rl CHARD. Sound druns and trunpets, and the King will fly.
YORK. Sons, peace!
KI NG HENRY. Peace thou! and give King Henry | eave to speak.
WARW CK. Pl ant agenet shall speak first. Hear him | ords;
And be you silent and attentive too,
For he that interrupts himshall not I|ive.
KI NG HENRY. Think'st thou that | will |leave ny kingly throne,
Wherein ny grandsire and ny father sat?
No; first shall war unpeople this ny realm
Ay, and their colours, often borne in France,
And now in England to our heart's great sorrow,
Shall be ny wi ndi ng-sheet. Wy faint you, |ords?
My title's good, and better far than his.
WARW CK. Prove it, Henry, and thou shalt be King.
KI NG HENRY. Henry the Fourth by conquest got the crown.
YORK. 'Twas by rebellion against his king.
KI NG HENRY. [Aside] | know not what to say; ny title's weak. -
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir?

YORK. What then?



KING HENRY. An if he may, then am | |awful King;

For Richard, in the view of many | ords,

Resign'd the crown to Henry the Fourth,

Whose heir ny father was, and | am his.

YORK. He rose against him being his sovereign,

And nmade himto resign his crown perforce.

WARW CK. Suppose, ny lords, he did it unconstrain'd,

Think you "twere prejudicial to his crown?

EXETER. No; for he could not so resign his crown
But that the next heir should succeed and reign.
KI NG HENRY. Art thou agai nst us, Duke of Exeter?
EXETER. His is the right, and therefore pardon ne.
YORK. Wy whi sper you, ny |lords, and answer not?
EXETER. My conscience tells me he is lawful King.
KING HENRY. [Aside] Al will revolt fromnme, and turn to him
NORTHUMBERLAND. Pl antagenet, for all the claimthou |ay'st,

Thi nk not that Henry shall be so depos'd.

WARW CK. Depos'd he shall be, in despite of all.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Thou art deceiv'd. 'Tis not thy southern power

O Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent,

Whi ch nakes thee thus presunptuous and proud,

Can set the Duke up in despite of ne.

CLI FFORD. King Henry, be thy title right or wong,

Lord difford vows to fight in thy defence.

May that ground gape, and swallow ne alive,

Where | shall kneel to himthat slew ny father!
KING HENRY. O difford, how thy words revive ny heart!
YORK. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown.

What nmutter you, or what conspire you, |ords?

WARW CK. Do right unto this princely Duke of York;

O | will fill the house with arnmed nen,

And over the chair of state, where now he sits,

Wite up his title with usurping bl ood.



[He stanps with his foot and the
sol di ers show t hensel ves]
KI NG HENRY. My Lord of Warwi ck, hear but one word:
Let ne for this ny life-time reign as king.
YORK. Confirmthe crown to me and to mine heirs,
And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv'st.
KING HENRY. | am content. Richard Pl antagenet,
Enj oy the ki ngdom after mny decease
CLI FFORD. What wrong is this unto the Prince your son
WARW CK. What good is this to England and hinsel f!
WESTMORELAND. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry!
CLI FFORD. How hast thou injur'd both thyself and or us!
WESTMORELAND. | cannot stay to hear these articles.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Nor |
CLI FFORD. Come, cousin, let us tell the Queen these news.
VESTMORELAND. Farewel |, faint-hearted and degenerate King,
I n whose cold blood no spark of honour bides.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Be thou a prey unto the house of York
And die in bands for this unmanly deed!
CLI FFORD. In dreadful war mayst thou be overcone,
O live in peace abandon'd and despis' d!
Exeunt NORTHUMBERLAND, CLI FFORD,
and WESTMORELAND
WARW CK. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them not.
EXETER They seek revenge, and therefore will not yield.
KI NG HENRY. Ah, Exeter!
WARW CK. Why shoul d you sigh, nmy |ord?
KI NG HENRY. Not for nyself, Lord Warwi ck, but my son,
VWhom | unnaturally shall disinherit.
But be it as it may. [To YORK] | here entai
The crown to thee and to thine heirs for ever
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath

To cease this civil war, and, whilst | |ive,



To honour nme as thy king and soverei gn,
And neither by treason nor hostility
To seek to put nme down and reign thyself.
YORK. This oath | willingly take, and will perform
[Coming fromthe throne]
WARW CK. Long live King Henry! Plantagenet, enbrace him
KI NG HENRY. And long live thou, and these thy forward sons!
YORK. Now York and Lancaster are reconcil'd.
EXETER. Accurs'd be he that seeks to nake them foes!
[ Sennet. Here they come down]
YORK. Farewell, mnmy gracious lord; 1'Il to ny castle.
WARWCK. And |'Il keep London with ny sol diers.
NORFOLK. And | to Norfolk with nmy followers.
MONTAGUE. And | unto the sea, fromwhence | cane.
Exeunt the YORKISTS

KING HENRY. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the court.

Enter QUEEN MARGARET and the PRI NCE OF WALES

EXETER. Here cones the Queen, whose | ooks bew ay her anger.
1"l steal away.
KI NG HENRY. Exeter, so will 1.
QUEEN MARGARET. Nay, go not fromme; | will follow thee.
KI NG HENRY. Be patient, gentle queen, and | wll stay.
QUEEN MARGARET. Who can be patient in such extrenes?
Ah, wetched man! Wuld | had died a naid,
And never seen thee, never borne thee son,
Seei ng thou hast prov'd so unnatural a father!
Hath he deserv'd to lose his birthright thus?
Hadst thou but lov'd himhalf so well as I,
O felt that pain which | did for himonce,
O nourish'd himas | did with nmy bl ood,

Thou woul dst have |l eft thy dearest heart-blood there



Rat her than have nmade that savage duke thine heir,
And di sinherited thine only son
PRI NCE OF WALES. Father, you cannot disinherit ne.

If you be King, why should not |I succeed?

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

The Earl of Warwi ck and the Duke enforc'd me.

QUEEN MARGARET. Enforc'd thee! Art thou King and wilt
forc'd?

| shane to hear thee speak. Ah, tinobrous wetch!

Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and ne;

And giv'n unto the house of York such head

As thou shalt reign but by their sufferance.

To entail himand his heirs unto the crown,

What is it but to nmake thy sepul chre

And creep into it far before thy tinme?

Warwi ck is Chancellor and the lord of Calais;

Stern Fal conbridge comrands the narrow seas;

The Duke is made Protector of the realm

And yet shalt thou be safe? Such safety finds

The trenbling | anb environed with wol ves.

Had | been there, which ama silly wonan,

The sol diers should have toss'd nme on their pikes

Before | would have granted to that act.

But thou prefer'st thy |life before thine honour

And seeing thou dost, | here divorce nyself,

Both fromthy table, Henry, and thy bed,

Until that act of parlianment be repeal'd

Whereby ny son is disinherited.

The northern |l ords that have forsworn thy col ours

WIl follow nmine, if once they see them spread,

And spread they shall be, to thy foul disgrace

And utter ruin of the house of York

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

be



Qur arny is ready; conme, we'll after them
KI NG HENRY. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear ne speak.
QUEEN MARGARET. Thou hast spoke too much al ready; get thee gone.
KI NG HENRY. Centle son Edward, thou wilt stay with nme?
QUEEN MARGARET. Ay, to be nurder'd by his enem es.
PRI NCE OF WALES. Wien | return with victory fromthe field
I"lIl see your Grace; till then I'Il follow her.
QUEEN MARGARET. Come, son, away; we may nhot |inger thus.
Exeunt QUEEN MARGARET and the PRI NCE
KI NG HENRY. Poor queen! How love to ne and to her son
Hat h nade her break out into ternms of rage!
Reveng' d may she be on that hateful Duke,
Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire,
WIl cost ny crown, and |like an enpty eagle
Tire on the flesh of ne and of ny son!
The |1 oss of those three lords tornents ny heart.
"Il wite unto them and entreat themfair;
Cone, cousin, you shall be the messenger.
EXETER And I, | hope, shall reconcile themall. Exeunt
SCENE 1 1.

Sandal Castle, near Wakefield, in Yorkshire

Fl ouri sh. Enter EDWARD, RI CHARD, and MONTAGUE

Rl CHARD. Brother, though | be youngest, give ne |eave.
EDWARD. No, | can better play the orator.

MONTAGUE. But | have reasons strong and forcible.

Enter the DUKE OF YORK

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

EDWARD. No quarrel, but a slight contention.



YORK. About what ?
Rl CHARD. About that which concerns your Grace and us-

The crown of Engl and, father, which is yours.

YORK. M ne, boy? Not till King Henry be dead.
RI CHARD. Your right depends not on his life or death.
EDWARD. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now.

By giving the house of Lancaster |eave to breathe,

It will outrun you, father, in the end.

YORK. | took an oath that he should quietly reign.
EDWARD. But for a kingdom any oath may be broken:

I woul d break a thousand oaths to reign one year.
Rl CHARD. No; God forbid your G ace should be forsworn.
YORK. | shall be, if | claimby open war.

RICHARD. |'Il prove the contrary, if you'll hear ne speak.
YORK. Thou canst not, son; it is inpossible.
RI CHARD. An oath is of no nonent, being not took

Before a true and | awful rmagistrate

That hath authority over himthat swears.

Henry had none, but did usurp the place;

Then, seeing 'twas he that nade you to depose,

Your oath, ny lord, is vain and frivol ous.

Therefore, to arms. And, father, do but think

How sweet a thing it is to wear a crown,

Wthin whose circuit is Elysium

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy.

Wiy do we linger thus? | cannot rest

Until the white rose that | wear be dy'd

Even in the | ukewarm bl ood of Henry's heart.

YORK. Richard, enough; | will be King, or die.

Brot her, thou shalt to London presently

And whet on Warwick to this enterprise.

Thou, Richard, shalt to the Duke of Norfolk

And tell himprivily of our intent.



You, Edward, shall unto nmy Lord Cobham

Wth whomthe Kentishnmen will willingly rise;
In them!| trust, for they are soldiers,

Wtty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit.
Whil e you are thus enploy'd, what resteth nore
But that | seek occasion howto rise,

And yet the King not privy to ny drift,

Nor any of the house of Lancaster?

Ent er a MESSENGER

But, stay. Wat news? Wy com st thou in such post?
MESSENGER. The Queen with all the northern earls and | ords
Intend here to besiege you in your castle.
She is hard by with twenty thousand nen;
And therefore fortify your hold, my |ord.
YORK. Ay, with my sword. What! think'st thou that we fear then?
Edward and Ri chard, you shall stay with ne;
My brother Montague shall post to London.
Let nobl e Warw ck, Cobham and the rest,
Wiom we have |eft protectors of the King,
Wth pow rful policy strengthen thensel ves
And trust not sinple Henry nor his oaths.
MONTAGUE. Brother, | go; I'll win them fear it not.

And thus nost hunbly | do take ny | eave. Exi t

Enter SIR JOHN and SI R HUGH MORTI MER

YORK. Sir john and Sir Hugh Mortinmer, nmine uncles!

You are conme to Sandal in a happy hour;

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

RI CHARD. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need.



A woman's general ; what should we fear?
[A march afar of f]
EDWARD. | hear their druns. Let's set our nen in order,
And issue forth and bid thembattle straight.
YORK. Five nmen to twenty! Though the odds be great,
| doubt not, uncle, of our victory.
Many a battle have | won in France,
When as the eneny hath been ten to one;
Why should I not now have the |ike success? Exeunt
SCENE I 11.

Field of battle between Sandal Castle and Wakefiel d

Al arum Enter RUTLAND and his TUTOR

RUTLAND. Ah, whither shall | fly to scape their hands?

Ah, tutor, |ook where bloody difford cones!

Enter CLI FFORD and sol di ers

CLI FFORD. Chapl ai n, away! Thy priesthood saves thy life.
As for the brat of this accursed duke,
Whose father slew ny father, he shall die.
TUTOR. And I, ny lord, will bear himconpany.
CLI FFORD. Sol diers, away with him
TUTOR. Ah, difford, nurder not this innocent child,
Lest thou be hated both of God and nan.
Exit, forced off by soldiers
CLI FFORD. How now, is he dead already? O is it fear
That makes himclose his eyes? I'Il open them
RUTLAND. So | ooks the pent-up lion o'er the wetch
That trenbl es under his devouring paws;
And so he wal ks, insulting o' er his prey,

And so he cones, to rend his |inbs asunder.



Ah, gentle difford, kill me with thy sword,
And not with such a cruel threat' ning | ook!
Sweet difford, hear nme speak before | die.
| amtoo nmean a subject for thy wath;
Be thou reveng'd on nen, and let ne live.
CLI FFORD. In vain thou speak'st, poor boy; ny father's bl ood
Hat h stopp'd the passage where thy words should enter.
RUTLAND. Then let ny father's bl ood open it again:
He is a nman, and, difford, cope with him
CLIFFORD. Had | thy brethren here, their lives and thine
Were not revenge sufficient for ne;
No, if |I digg'd up thy forefathers' graves
And hung their rotten coffins up in chains,
It could not slake mne ire nor ease ny heart.
The sight of any of the house of York

Is as a fury to torment ny soul;

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

RUTLAND. O, let me pray before I take ny death!

To thee | pray: sweet Cifford, pity ne.
CLI FFORD. Such pity as ny rapier's point affords.
RUTLAND. | never did thee harm why wilt thou slay ne?
CLI FFORD. Thy father hath.
RUTLAND. But 'twas ere | was born.

Thou hast one son; for his sake pity ne,

Lest in revenge thereof, sith God is just,

He be as nmiserably slain as I.

Ah, let ne live in prison all mny days;

And when | give occasion of offence

Then let ne die, for now thou hast no cause.
CLI FFORD. No cause!

Thy father slew ny father; therefore, die. [Stabs him



RUTLAND. Di faciant laudis sunma sit ista tuae! [ Di es]
CLI FFORD. Pl ant agenet, | cone, Pl antagenet;

And this thy son's blood cleaving to ny bl ade

Shal | rust upon nmy weapon, till thy bl ood,
Congeal*d with this, do nmake nme w pe off both. Exi t
SCENE | V.

Anot her part of the field

Al arum Enter the DUKE OF YORK

YORK. The armnmy of the Queen hath got the field.
My uncles both are slain in rescuing ne;
And all ny followers to the eager foe
Turn back and fly, like ships before the wind,
O lanbs pursu'd by hunger-starved wol ves.
My sons- God knows what hath bechanced them
But this | know they have denean'd thensel ves
Li ke nen born to renown by life or death.
Three tinmes did Richard nake a lane to ne,
And thrice cried 'Courage, father! fight it out.
And full as oft came Edward to ny side
Wth purple falchion, painted to the hilt
In bl ood of those that had encount'red him
And when the hardiest warriors did retire,
Ri chard cried 'Charge, and give no foot of ground!
And cried 'A crown, or else a glorious tonb!
A sceptre, or an earthly sepul chrel
Wth this we charg' d again; but out alas!
We bodg' d again; as | have seen a swan
Wth bootl ess | abour swimagainst the tide
And spend her strength with over-matchi ng waves.
[A short al arum wit hin]

Ah, hark! The fatal followers do pursue



And | am faint and cannot fly their fury;
And were | strong, | would not shun their fury.
The sands are nunb'red that nmake up ny life;

Here nust | stay, and here ny life nust end.

Enter QUEEN MARGARET, CLI FFORD, NORTHUMBERLAND,

the PRINCE OF WALES, and sol diers

Cone, bloody Cdifford, rough Northunberl and,
| dare your quenchless fury to nore rage;
| amyour butt, and | abide your shot.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Yield to our nercy, proud Plantagenet.
CLI FFORD. Ay, to such nercy as his ruthless arm
Wth downright paynment show d unto ny father
Now Phaet hon hath tunbled fromhis car
And made an evening at the noontide prick
YORK. My ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth
A bird that will revenge upon you all
And in that hope | throw nine eyes to heaven
Scorni ng whate' er you can afflict me wth.
Why cone you not? What! nultitudes, and fear?
CLI FFORD. So cowards fight when they can fly no further
So doves do peck the falcon's piercing tal ons;
So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their |ives,
Breat he out invectives 'gainst the officers.
YORK. O difford, but bethink thee once again,
And in thy thought o' errun ny former tine;
And, if thou canst for blushing, viewthis face,
And bite thy tongue that slanders himw th cowardice
VWhose frown hath made thee faint and fly ere this!
CLIFFORD. | will not bandy with thee word for word,
But buckler with thee blows, tw ce tw for one.

QUEEN MARGARET. Hold, valiant Cifford; for a thousand causes



I would prolong awhile the traitor's life.

W at h makes hi m deaf; speak thou, Northunberl and.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Hol d, difford! do not honour himso much

To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart.

What val our were it, when a cur doth grin,

For one to thrust his hand between his teeth,

When he might spurn himwith his foot away?

It is war's prize to take all vantages;

And ten to one is no inpeach of val our.

[ They lay hands on YORK, who struggl es]
CLI FFORD. Ay, ay, so strives the woodcock with the gin.
NORTHUMBERLAND. So doth the cony struggle in the net.
YORK. So triunph thieves upon their conquer'd booty;

So true men yield, with robbers so o' er-match'd.
NORTHUMBERLAND. What woul d your Grace have done unto hi m now?
QUEEN MARGARET. Brave warriors, difford and Nort hunberl and,

Cone, make him stand upon this nolehill here

That raught at nountains with outstretched arns,

Yet parted but the shadow with his hand.

What, was it you that would be Engl and's king?

Was't you that revell'd in our parlianent

And made a preachnment of your high descent?

Where are your nmess of sons to back you now?

The wanton Edward and the |usty George?

And where's that valiant crook-back prodigy,

D cky your boy, that with his grunbling voice

Was wont to cheer his dad in nutinies?

O, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland?

Look, York: | stain'd this napkin with the bl ood

That valiant difford with his rapier's point

Made i ssue fromthe bosom of the boy;

And if thine eyes can water for his death,

| give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal.



Al as, poor York! but that | hate thee deadly,

| should lament thy miserable state.

| prithee grieve to make ne nerry, York.

What, hath thy fiery heart so parch'd thine entrails

That not a tear can fall for Rutland s death?

Why art thou patient, nman? Thou shoul dst be nad;

And | to make thee mad do nock thee thus.

Stanmp, rave, and fret, that | may sing and dance.

Thou woul dst be fee'd, | see, to nmake nme sport;

York cannot speak unl ess he wear a crown.

A crown for York!-and, lords, bowlowto him

Hol d you his hands whilst | do set it on

[Putting a paper crown on his head]

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

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

And this is he was his adopted heir.

But howis it that great Pl antagenet

Is crowmn'd so soon and broke his sol erm oat h?

As | bethink ne, you should not be King

Till our King Henry had shook hands w th death.

And will you pale your head in Henry's glory,

And rob his tenples of the di adem

Now in his life, against your holy oath?

O 'tis a fault too too

Of with the crom and with the crown his head;

And, whilst we breathe, take tinme to do hi m dead.
CLI FFORD. That is ny office, for ny father's sake.
QUEEN MARGARET. Nay, stay; let's hear the orisons he makes.
YORK. She-wolf of France, but worse than wol ves of France,

Whose tongue nore poisons than the adder's tooth!

How ill-beseening is it in thy sex

To triunmph |like an Amazoni an trul

Upon their woes whom fortune captivates!



But that thy face is visard-like, unchanging,
Made i mpudent with use of evil deeds,

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

O both the Sicils and Jerusal em

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman.

Hat h that poor nonarch taught thee to insult?

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

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

But, God He knows, thy share thereof is small.
"Tis virtue that doth nake them nost admir' d;

The contrary doth make thee wond' red at.

"Tis governnment that makes them seem di vi ne;

The want thereof makes thee abom nabl e.

Thou art as opposite to every good

As the Antipodes are unto us,

O as the south to the septentrion

Otiger's heart wapp'd in a woman' s hi de!

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

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

Wonren are soft, mld, pitiful, and flexible:

Thou stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, renorseless.
Bi d' st thou nme rage? Wiy, now thou hast thy wi sh
Woul dst have ne weep? Way, now thou hast thy wll;
For raging wind blows up incessant showers,

And when the rage allays, the rain begins.

These tears are ny sweet Rutland's obsequies;

And every drop cries vengeance for his death



"Gainst thee, fell difford, and thee, false Frenchwoman.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Beshrew me, but his passions nove ne so

That hardly can | check ny eyes fromtears.
YORK. That face of his the hungry cannibals

Wul d not have touch'd, would not have stain'd with bl ood;

But you are nore inhunan, nore inexorable-

O ten times nore- than tigers of Hyrcania.

See, ruthless queen, a hapless father's tears.

This cloth thou dipp'dst in blood of ny sweet boy,

And | with tears do wash the bl ood away.

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this;

And if thou tell'st the heavy story right,

Upon ny soul, the hearers will shed tears;

Yea, even ny foes will shed fast-falling tears

And say 'Alas, it was a piteous deed!’

There, take the crown, and with the crown ny curse;

And in thy need such confort cone to thee

As now | reap at thy too cruel hand!

Hard-hearted Cifford, take ne fromthe world;

My soul to heaven, my bl ood upon your heads!
NORTHUMBERLAND. Had he been sl aughter-man to all ny Kkin,

I should not for nmy life but weep with him

To see howinly sorrow gripes his soul.
QUEEN MARGARET. What, weeping-ripe, my Lord Northunberl and?

Thi nk but upon the wrong he did us all,

And that will quickly dry thy nmelting tears.
CLI FFORD. Here's for nmy oath, here's for ny father's death.

[ St abbi ng hinm
QUEEN MARGARET. And here's to right our gentle-hearted Kking.
[ St abbi ng hin

YORK. Open Thy gate of mercy, gracious God!

My soul flies through these wounds to seek out Thee.

[ Di es]



QUEEN MARGARET. Of with his head, and set it on York gates;
So York may overl ook the town of York.
Fl ourish. Exeunt
ACT I'l. SCENE I.

A plain near Mirtimer's Cross in Herefordshire

A march. Enter EDWARD, RI CHARD, and their power

EDWARD. | wonder how our princely father scap'd,
O whether he be scap'd away or no
Fromdifford s and Northunberland' s pursuit.
Had he been ta' en, we should have heard the news;
Had he been slain, we should have heard the news;
O had he scap'd, nethinks we should have heard
The happy tidings of his good escape.

How fares ny brother? Wiy is he so sad?

RI CHARD. | cannot joy until | be resolv'd
Where our right valiant father is becone.
| saw himin the battle range about,

And wat ch' d himhow he singled Cifford forth.
Met hought he bore himin the thickest troop
As doth a lion in a herd of neat;

O as a bear, enconpass'd round with dogs,
Who having pinch'd a few and nade themcry,
The rest stand all aloof and bark at him

So far'd our father with his enenies;

So fled his enem es ny warlike father.

Met hinks "tis prize enough to be his son.
See how the norni ng opes her gol den gates
And takes her farewell of the glorious sun.
How wel | resenbles it the prine of youth,
Trinmm d |li ke a younker prancing to his |ove!

EDWARD. Dazzle mne eyes, or do | see three suns?



Rl CHARD. Three gl ori ous suns, each one a perfect sun
Not separated with the racking cl ouds,
But sever'd in a pal e clear-shining sky.
See, see! they join, enbrace, and seemto kiss,
As if they vow d sone | eague inviolable.
Now are they but one lanp, one |ight, one sun
In this the heaven figures sonme event.
EDWARD. ' Tis wondrous strange, the like yet never heard of.
| think it cites us, brother, to the field,
That we, the sons of brave Pl antagenet,
Each one al ready bl azi ng by our needs,
Shoul d notwi thstanding join our |ights together
And overshine the earth, as this the world.
Whate' er it bodes, henceforward will | bear
Upon ny target three fair shining suns.
Rl CHARD. Nay, bear three daughters- by your |leave | speak it,

You | ove the breeder better than the nmle.

Enter a MESSENGER, bl owi ng

But what art thou, whose heavy | ooks foretel

Sone dreadful story hanging on thy tongue?
MESSENGER. Ah, one that was a woeful | ooker-on

Wien as the noble Duke of York was sl ain,

Your princely father and nmy | oving | ord!
EDWARD. O, speak no nore! for | have heard too nuch.
Rl CHARD. Say how he died, for I will hear it all.
MESSENGER. Environed he was with nmany foes,

And stood against them as the hope of Troy

Agai nst the Greeks that would have ent'red Troy.

But Hercul es hinself nust yield to odds;

And many strokes, though with a little axe,

Hews down and fells the hardest-tinber'd oak



By many hands your father was subdu' d;

But only slaught'red by the ireful arm

O unrelenting difford and the Queen

Who crown' d the graci ous Duke in high despite,
Laugh'd in his face; and when with grief he wept,
The rut hl ess Queen gave himto dry his cheeks

A napkin steeped in the harm ess bl ood

O sweet young Rutland, by rough Cifford slain;
And after many scorns, nmany foul taunts,

They took his head, and on the gates of York
They set the sanme; and there it doth remain,

The saddest spectacle that e'er | view d.

EDWARD. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to | ean upon
Now thou art gone, we have no staff, no stay.
Odifford, boist'rous difford, thou hast slain
The flow r of Europe for his chivalry;

And treacherously hast thou vanquish'd him

For hand to hand he woul d have vanqui sh'd t hee.
Now ny soul's palace is becone a prison

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

For never henceforth shall | joy again;

Never, O never, shall | see nore joy.

RI CHARD. | cannot weep, for all mny body's nvoisture
Scarce serves to quench ny furnace-burning heart;
Nor can ny tongue unload ny heart's great burden
For self-same wind that | should speak witha
I's kindling coals that fires all mny breast,

And burns nme up with flanes that tears woul d quench
To weep is to nmake | ess the depth of grief.

Tears then for babes; blows and revenge for ne!

Ri chard, | bear thy nanme; I'll venge thy death,

O die renowned by attenpting it.



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

RI CHARD. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle's bird,
Show t hy descent by gazing 'gainst the sun;
For chair and dukedom throne and ki ngdom say:

Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his.

March. Enter WARW CK, MONTAGUE, and their arny

WARW CK. How now, fair lords! Wat fare? What news abroad?
RI CHARD. Great Lord of Warwi ck, if we should recount
Qur bal eful news and at each word' s deliverance

Stab poinards in our flesh till all were told,
The words woul d add nore angui sh than the wounds.
Ovaliant lord, the Duke of York is slain!

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

WARW CK. Ten days ago | drown'd these news in tears;
And now, to add nore neasure to your woes,
I conme to tell you things sith then befall'n.
After the bloody fray at Wakefield fought,
Where your brave father breath'd his | atest gasp,
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run,
Were brought ne of your |oss and his depart.
I, then in London, keeper of the King,
Muster'd ny sol diers, gathered flocks of friends,
And very well appointed, as | thought,
March' d toward Saint Al bans to intercept the Queen,
Bearing the King in ny behal f al ong;
For by ny scouts | was advertised
That she was coming with a full intent

To dash our | ate decree in parlianent



Touchi ng King Henry's oath and your successi on.
Short tale to make- we at Saint Al bans net,
Qur battles join'd, and both sides fiercely fought;
But whether 'twas the col dness of the King,
Who | ook'd full gently on his warlike queen,
That robb'd nmy soldiers of their heated spl een,
O whether 'twas report of her success,
O nore than common fear of Cifford s rigour,
Who thunders to his captives bl ood and death,
| cannot judge; but, to conclude with truth,
Their weapons like to Iightning cane and went:
Qur soldiers', like the night-ow's lazy flight
O like an idle thresher with a flail,
Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends.
I cheer'd themup with justice of our cause,
Wth prom se of high pay and great rewards,
But all in vain; they had no heart to fight,
And we in them no hope to win the day;
So that we fled: the King unto the Queen;
Lord George your brother, Norfol k, and nyself,
In haste post-haste are cone to join with you;
For in the marches here we heard you were
Maki ng anot her head to fight again.
EDWARD. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Varw ck?
And when cane George from Burgundy to Engl and?
WARW CK. Sone six miles off the Duke is with the soldiers;
And for your brother, he was lately sent
From your ki nd aunt, Duchess of Burgundy,
Wth aid of soldiers to this needful war.
RI CHARD. ' Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warw ck fl ed.
Ot have | heard his praises in pursuit,
But ne'er till now his scandal of retire.

WARW CK. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou hear;



For thou shalt know this strong right hand of mine
Can pluck the diademfromfaint Henry's head
And wing the awful sceptre fromhis fist,
Were he as fanous and as bold in war
As he is famid for nildness, peace, and prayer
RICHARD. | know it well, Lord Warwick; blanme nme not.
"Tis love | bear thy glories makes nme speak
But in this troublous tine what's to be done?
Shall we go throw away our coats of stee
And wrap our bodies in black nourning-gowns,
Nunberi ng our Ave-Maries with our beads?
O shall we on the helnets of our foes
Tell our devotion with revengeful arns?
If for the last, say "Ay,' and to it, |ords.
WARW CK. Why, therefore Warwi ck cane to seek you out;
And therefore cones ny brother Montague
Attend nme, lords. The proud insulting Queen
Wth difford and the haught Nort hunberl and
And of their feather nmany noe proud birds,
Have wrought the easy-nelting King |ike wax.
He swore consent to your succession
H s oath enrolled in the parlianent;
And now to London all the crew are gone
To frustrate both his oath and what beside
May rmeke agai nst the house of Lancaster.
Their power, | think, is thirty thousand strong.
Now i f the help of Norfol k and nysel f,
Wth all the friends that thou, brave Earl of March
Amongst the | oving Wl shnen canst procure,
W1l but amount to five and twenty thousand,
Way, Vial to London will we march anain,
And once again bestride our foam ng steeds,

And once again cry 'Charge upon our foes!



But never once again turn back and fly.
Rl CHARD. Ay, now nethinks |I hear great Warw ck speak.
Ne'er may he live to see a sunshine day
That cries 'Retire!' if Warwi ck bid him stay.
EDWARD. Lord Warwi ck, on thy shoulder will 1 [|ean;
And when thou fail'st- as God forbid the hour!-
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forfend.
WARW CK. No | onger Earl of March, but Duke of York;
The next degree is England's royal throne,
For King of England shalt thou be proclaimd
In every borough as we pass al ong;
And he that throws not up his cap for joy
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head.
Ki ng Edward, valiant Richard, Montague,
Stay we no |onger, dream ng of renown,
But sound the trunpets and about our task.
RI CHARD. Then, difford, were thy heart as hard as steel,
As thou hast shown it flinty by thy deeds,
| cone to pierce it or to give thee nmine.

EDWARD. Then strike up druns. God and Saint George for us!

Ent er a MESSENGER

WARW CK. How now! what news?
MESSENGER. The Duke of Norfol k sends you word by ne
The Queen is coming with a puissant host,
And craves your conpany for speedy counsel.
WARW CK. Why, then it sorts; brave warriors, let's away.
Exeunt
SCENE 1 1.

Before York

Fl ourish. Enter KING HENRY, QUEEN MARGARET, the



PRI NCE OF WALES, CLI FFORD, NORTHUMBERLAND,

QUEEN MARGARET.

with drum and trunpets

Wel come, nmy lord, to this brave town of York

Yonder's the head of that arch-eneny

That sought to be enconpass'd with your crown.

Dot h not the object cheer your heart, ny |ord?

KI NG HENRY. Ay,

as the rocks cheer themthat fear their w eck-

To see this sight, it irks my very soul

W thhol d revenge, dear CGod; 'tis not ny fault,

Nor wittingly have | infring'd ny vow.

CLI FFORD. My gracious liege, this too nuch lenity

And harnful pity nmust be laid aside.

To whom do |ions cast their gentle |ooks?

Not to the beast that would usurp their den

Whose hand is that the forest bear doth |ick?

Not his that spoils her young before her face.

Who scapes the lurking serpent's nortal sting?

Not he that sets his foot upon her back

The smallest wormwill turn, being trodden on

And doves wil |

peck in safeguard of their brood.

Anmbi tious York did | evel at thy crown,

Thou sniling while he knit his angry brows.

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

And raise his issue like a loving sire:

Thou, being a king, bless'd with a goodly son

Di dst yield consent to disinherit him

Whi ch argued thee a nost unloving father

Unr easonabl e creatures feed their young;

And though man's face be fearful to their eyes,

Yet, in protection of their tender ones,

Who hath not seen them even with those wi ngs

Whi ch sonetime they have us'd with fearful flight-



Make war with himthat clinb'd unto their nest,
O fering their own lives in their young' s defence
For shanme, ny liege, nake them your precedent!
Were it not pity that this goodly boy
Shoul d lose his birthright by his father's fault,
And | ong hereafter say unto his child
"What ny great-grandfather and grandsire got
My carel ess father fondly gave away' ?
Ah, what a shanme were this! Look on the boy;
And let his manly face, which proniseth
Successful fortune, steel thy nelting heart
To hold thine own and | eave thine own with him
KING HENRY. Full well hath difford play'd the orator
Inferring arguments of mghty force
But, Cifford, tell me, didst thou never hear
That things ill got had ever bad success?
And happy always was it for that son
Whose father for his hoarding went to hell?
I"1l leave ny son ny virtuous deeds behi nd;
And would ny father had |l eft ne no nore!
For all the rest is held at such a rate
As brings a thousand-fold nore care to keep
Than in possession any jot of pleasure.
Ah, cousin York! would thy best friends did know
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here!
QUEEN MARGARET. My lord, cheer up your spirits; our foes are nigh
And this soft courage nmakes your followers faint.
You promnis'd kni ghthood to our forward son
Unsheat he your sword and dub him presently.
Edward, kneel down.
KI NG HENRY. Edward Pl ant agenet, arise a knight;
And learn this lesson: Draw thy sword in right.

PRI NCE OF WALES. My gracious father, by your kingly |eave,



"Il draw it as apparent to the crown,
And in that quarrel use it to the death.

CLI FFORD. Wy, that is spoken like a toward prince.

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. Royal conmanders, be in readiness;
For with a band of thirty thousand nen
Cones Warwi ck, backing of the Duke of York,
And in the towns, as they do march al ong,
Proclaims himking, and many fly to him
Darrai gn your battle, for they are at hand.
CLI FFORD. | woul d your Highness would depart the field:
The Queen hath best success when you are absent.
QUEEN MARGARET. Ay, good ny lord, and | eave us to our fortune.
KI NG HENRY. Wiy, that's nmy fortune too; therefore I'll stay.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Be it with resolution, then, to fight.
PRI NCE OF WALES. My royal father, cheer these noble |ords,
And hearten those that fight in your defence.

Unsheat he your sword, good father; cry 'Saint George!'

March. Enter EDWARD, GECRGE, RI CHARD, WARW CK,

NORFOLK, MONTAGUE, and sol diers

EDWARD. Now, perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for grace
And set thy di adem upon ny head,
O bide the nortal fortune of the field?

QUEEN MARGARET. Go rate thy mnions, proud insulting boy.
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terns
Before thy sovereign and thy | awful king?

EDWARD. | am his king, and he shoul d bow his knee.
| was adopted heir by his consent:

Since when, his oath is broke; for, as | hear,



You that are King, though he do wear the crown,
Have caus'd hi m by new act of parlianent
To bl ot out me and put his own son in.
CLI FFORD. And reason too:
Who shoul d succeed the father but the son?
RI CHARD. Are you there, butcher? O | cannot speak
CLI FFORD. Ay, crook-back, here | stand to answer thee,
O any he, the proudest of thy sort.
RI CHARD. ' Twas you that kill'd young Rutland, was it not?
CLI FFORD. Ay, and old York, and yet not satisfied.
Rl CHARD. For God's sake, lords, give signal to the fight.
WARW CK. What say'st thou, Henry? WIt thou yield the crown?
QUEEN MARGARET. Wy, how now, |ong-tongu'd Warwi ck! Dare you speak?
When you and | net at Saint Al bans | ast
Your legs did better service than your hands.
WARW CK. Then 'twas ny turn to fly, and now 'tis thine.
CLI FFORD. You said so much before, and yet you fled.
WARW CK. ' Twas not your valour, difford, drove ne thence.
NORTHUMBERLAND. No, nor your nanhood that durst nmake you stay.
RI CHARD. Nort humberland, | hold thee reverently.
Break off the parley; for scarce | can refrain
The execution of ny big-swol'n heart
Upon that difford, that cruel child-killer
CLIFFORD. | slewthy father; call'st thou hima child?
RI CHARD. Ay, like a dastard and a treacherous coward,
As thou didst kill our tender brother Rutland;
But ere sunset I'Il nake thee curse the deed.
KI NG HENRY. Have done with words, ny lords, and hear nme speak
QUEEN MARGARET. Defy themthen, or else hold close thy lips.
KING HENRY. | prithee give no limts to ny tongue:
I ama king, and privileg'd to speak.
CLIFFORD. My liege, the wound that bred this neeting here

Cannot be cur'd by words; therefore be still.



Rl CHARD. Then, executioner, unsheathe thy sword.
By HHmthat nade us all, | amresolv'd
That difford s nmanhood |ies upon his tongue.
EDWARD. Say, Henry, shall | have ny right, or no?
A thousand nen have broke their fasts to-day
That ne'er shall dine unless thou yield the crown.
WARW CK. | f thou deny, their bl ood upon thy head;
For York in justice puts his arnour on.
PRINCE OF WALES. If that be right which Warwi ck says is right,
There is no wong, but every thing is right.
Rl CHARD. Whoever got thee, there thy nother stands;
For well | wot thou hast thy nother's tongue.
QUEEN MARGARET. But thou art neither like thy sire nor dam
But like a foul nisshapen stigmatic,
Mark' d by the destinies to be avoi ded,
As venomtoads or lizards' dreadful stings.
RI CHARD. Iron of Naples hid with English gilt,
Whose father bears the title of a king-
As if a channel should be call'd the sea-
Shami st thou not, knowi ng whence thou art extraught,
To let thy tongue detect thy base-born heart?
EDWARD. A wi sp of straw were worth a thousand crowns
To make this shanel ess callet know herself.
Hel en of Greece was fairer far than thou
Al t hough thy husband may be Menel aus;
And ne'er was Aganmenmon's brother wong'd
By that fal se woman as this king by thee.
His father revell'd in the heart of France,
And tami d the King, and nade the Dauphin stoop
And had he match'd according to his state,
He mi ght have kept that glory to this day;
But when he took a beggar to his bed

And grac'd thy poor sire with his bridal day,



Even then that sunshine brew d a showr for him
That wash'd his father's fortunes forth of France
And heap' d sedition on his crown at hone.
For what hath broach'd this tunmult but thy pride?
Hadst thou been neek, our title still had slept;
And we, in pity of the gentle King,
Had slipp'd our claimuntil another age.
GECRGE. But when we saw our sunshine nmade thy spring,
And that thy summer bred us no increase,
We set the axe to thy usurping root;
And though the edge hath sonething hit oursel ves
Yet know thou, since we have begun to strike,
W' Il never leave till we have hewn thee down,
O bath'd thy growing with our heated bl oods.
EDWARD. And in this resolution | defy thee;
Not willing any |onger conference,
Since thou deniest the gentle King to speak
Sound trunpets; let our bloody col ours wave,
And either victory or else a grave!
QUEEN MARGARET. Stay, Edward.
EDWARD. No, wangling woman, we'll no |onger stay;
These words will cost ten thousand |ives this day.
Exeunt
SCENE 111.
A field of battle between Towton and Saxton

in Yorkshire

Al arunm excursions. Enter WARW CK

WARW CK. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race,
I lay me down a little while to breathe;
For strokes receiv'd and nmany bl ows repaid

Have robb'd nmy strong-knit sinews of their strength,



And spite of spite needs nust | rest awhile.

Ent er EDWARD, running

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

WARW CK. How now, ny |ord. \Wat hap? What hope of good?

Ent er GEORGE

GEORGE. Qur hap is lost, our hope but sad despair;
Qur ranks are broke, and ruin follows us.
What counsel give you? VWhither shall we fly?
EDWARD. Bootless is flight: they follow us with w ngs;

And weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit.

Ent er RI CHARD

Rl CHARD. Ah, Warwi ck, why hast thou wi thdrawn thysel f?
Thy brother's blood the thirsty earth hath drunk
Broach'd with the steely point of Clifford s |ance;
And in the very pangs of death he cried,

Li ke to a disnmal clangor heard fromfar

"Warwi ck, revenge! Brother, revenge ny death.

So, underneath the belly of their steeds,

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

WARW CK. Then |l et the earth be drunken with our bl ood.
I"11 kill rnmy horse, because | will not fly.

Why stand we |ike soft-hearted wonen here,
Wai ling our | osses, whiles the foe doth rage,
And | ook upon, as if the tragedy
Were play'd in jest by counterfeiting actors?

Here on ny knee | vow to God above



I"l1'l never pause again, never stand still,
Till either death hath clos'd these eyes of mne
O fortune given ne neasure of revenge.
EDWARD. O Warwi ck, | do bend ny knee with thine,
And in this vow do chain ny soul to thine!
And ere ny knee rise fromthe earth's cold face
I throw ny hands, m ne eyes, ny heart to Thee,
Thou setter-up and pl ucker-down of kings,
Beseeching Thee, if with Thy will it stands
That to ny foes this body nmust be prey,
Yet that Thy brazen gates of heaven may ope
And gi ve sweet passage to ny sinful soul.
Now, |ords, take |eave until we neet again,
Where'er it be, in heaven or in earth.
Rl CHARD. Brother, give ne thy hand; and, gentle Warw ck,
Let ne enbrace thee in ny weary arnmns.
| that did never weep now nelt with woe
That winter should cut off our spring-tine so.
WARW CK. Away, away! Once nore, sweet lords, farewell.
GEORGE. Yet let us all together to our troops,
And give themleave to fly that will not stay,
And call thempillars that will stand to us;
And if we thrive, prom se them such rewards
As victors wear at the O ynpian ganes.
This may plant courage in their quailing breasts,
For yet is hope of life and victory.
Forsl ow no | onger; nmake we hence anain. Exeunt
SCENE | V.

Anot her part of the field

Excursions. Enter RI CHARD and CLI FFORD

RI CHARD. Now, Cdifford, | have singled thee al one.



Suppose this armis for the Duke of York
And this for Rutland; both bound to revenge,
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall.
CLI FFORD. Now, Richard, | amw th thee here al one
This is the hand that stabbed thy father York;
And this the hand that slew thy brother Rutland;
And here's the heart that triunphs in their death
And cheers these hands that slew thy sire and brother
To execute the like upon thyself;

And so, have at thee! [ They fight]

Enter WARWCK; CLIFFORD flies

RI CHARD. Nay, Warwi ck, single out sone other chase;
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. Exeunt
SCENE V.

Anot her part of the field

Al arum Enter KING HENRY al one

KI NG HENRY. This battle fares like to the norning' s war,
When dyi ng cl ouds contend with grow ng |ight,
What tinme the shepherd, blowing of his nails,
Can neither call it perfect day nor night.

Now sways it this way, like a mghty sea
Forc'd by the tide to conbat with the w nd;
Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea
Forc'd to retire by fury of the w nd.

Sonetine the flood prevails, and then the w nd;
Now one the better, then another best;

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

So is the equal poise of this fell war.



Here on this nolehill will | sit ne down.

To whom God will, there be the victory!

For Margaret ny queen, and Cifford too,

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

To be no better than a honely swain;

To sit upon a hill, as | do now,

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

How rmany nekes the hour full conplete,

How many hours brings about the day,

How many days will finish up the year

How many years a nortal nman may |ive

When this is known, then to divide the tines-
So many hours nmust | tend my flock

So many hours nust | take ny rest;

So many hours must | contenpl ate;

So many hours nust | sport nyself;

So many days ny ewes have been with young;

So many weeks ere the poor fools will can;

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

To kings that fear their subjects' treachery?

Oyes, it doth; a thousand-fold it doth.



And to conclude: the shepherd's honely curds,
His cold thin drink out of his |eather bottle,
H s wonted sl eep under a fresh tree's shade,
Al'l which secure and sweetly he enjoys,

Is far beyond a prince's delicates-

Hi s viands sparkling in a golden cup

Hi s body couched in a curious bed,

When care, mistrust, and treason waits on him

Alarum Enter a son that hath kill'd his Father, at
one door; and a FATHER that hath kill'd his Son, at

anot her door

SON. Ill blows the wind that profits nobody.
This man whom hand to hand | slew in fight
May be possessed with sone store of crowns;
And |, that haply take them from hi m now,
May yet ere night yield both nmy life and them
To sone man el se, as this dead nman doth ne.
Who's this? O God! It is ny father's face,
Wiomin this conflict | unwares have kill'd.
O heavy times, begetting such events!
From London by the King was | press'd forth;
My father, being the Earl of Varw ck's nan,
Cane on the part of York, press'd by his naster;
And |, who at his hands receiv'd ny life,
Have by ny hands of l|ife bereaved him
Pardon nme, Cod, | knew not what | did.
And pardon, father, for |I knew not thee.
My tears shall w pe away these bl oody marKks;
And no nore words till they have flowd their fill.
KI NG HENRY. O piteous spectacle! O bloody tines!

Wiiles lions war and battle for their dens,



Poor harnl ess | anbs abide their ennity.
Weep, wretched man; 1'Il aid thee tear for tear;
And |l et our hearts and eyes, like civil war,

Be blind with tears and break o' ercharg'd with grief.

Enter FATHER, bearing of his SON

FATHER. Thou that so stoutly hath resisted ne,

Gve nme thy gold, if thou hast any gold;

For | have bought it with an hundred bl ows.

But let ne see. Is this our foeman's face?

Ah, no, no, no, no, it is mne only son!

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee,

Throw up thine eye! See, see what show rs ari se,
Blown with the windy tenpest of my heart

Upon thy wounds, that kills mne eye and heart!
O pity, God, this miserabl e age!

What stratagens, how fell, how butcherly,
Erroneous, nutinous, and unnatural,

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget!

O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon,

And hath bereft thee of thy life too | ate!

KI NG HENRY. We above woe! grief nore than conmon gri ef!
O that my death would stay these ruthful deeds!
Opity, pity, gentle heaven, pity!

The red rose and the white are on his face,

The fatal col ours of our striving houses:

The one his purple blood right well resenbles;

The ot her his pal e cheeks, nethinks, presenteth.

Wther one rose, and let the other flourish!

If you contend, a thousand |ives nust perish.
SON. How will ny nother for a father's death

Take on with ne, and ne'er be satisfied!



FATHER. How will ny wife for slaughter of ny son
Shed seas of tears, and ne'er be satisfied!
KI NG HENRY. How wi |l the country for these woeful chances
M st hink the King, and not be satisfied!
SON. Was ever son so rued a father's death?
FATHER. Was ever father so bempan'd his son?
KI NG HENRY. WAs ever king so griev'd for subjects' woe?
Much is your sorrow, nine ten times so nuch.
SON. I'll bear thee hence, where | may weep ny fill.
Exit with the body
FATHER. These arns of mine shall be thy w nding-sheet;
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepul chre,
For fromny heart thine imge ne'er shall go;
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell;
And so obsequious will thy father be,
Even for the | oss of thee, having no nore,
As Priamwas for all his valiant sons.
I"lIl bear thee hence; and let themfight that will,
For | have murdered where | should not Kill
Exit with the body
KI NG HENRY. Sad- hearted nmen, nuch overgone with care,

Here sits a king nore woeful than you are.

Al aruns, excursions. Enter QUEEN MARGARET,

PRI NCE OF WALES, and EXETER

PRI NCE CF WALES. Fly, father, fly; for all your friends are fled,
And Warw ck rages like a chafed bull.
Away! for death doth hold us in pursuit.

QUEEN MARGARET. Mbount you, ny lord; towards Berw ck post amain
Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds
Havi ng the fearful flying hare in sight,

Wth fiery eyes sparkling for very wath,



And bl oody steel grasp'd in their ireful hands,
Are at our backs; and therefore hence amain.
EXETER. Away! for vengeance cones along with them
Nay, stay not to expostul ate; neke speed;
O else cone after. |I'Il away before.
KI NG HENRY. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet Exeter.
Not that | fear to stay, but love to go
Whi ther the Queen intends. Forward; away! Exeunt
SCENE VI .

Anot her part of the field

A loud al arum Enter CLIFFORD, wounded

CLI FFORD. Here burns ny candle out; ay, here it dies,
Which, whiles it |asted, gave King Henry light.
O Lancaster, | fear thy overthrow
More than ny body's parting with nmy soul!

My love and fear glu'd many friends to thee;
And, now | fall, thy tough conm xture nelts,
I mpairing Henry, strength' ning m sproud York.
The common people swarm |i ke summer flies;
And whither fly the gnats but to the sun?
And who shines now but Henry's enem es?

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

G ving no ground unto the house of York,

They never then had sprung |ike sunmer flies;
I and ten thousand in this |uckless realm
Had |l eft no nourning wi dows for our death;

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace.



For what doth cherish weeds but gentle air?

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

For at their hands | have deserv'd no pity.

The air hath got into ny deadly wounds,

And rmuch effuse of blood doth make nme faint.
Conme, York and Richard, Varw ck and the rest;

| stabb'd your fathers' bosons: split ny breast.

[He faints]

Al arum and retreat. Enter EDWARD, GEORGE, RI CHARD

MONTAGUE, WARW CK, and sol diers

EDWARD. Now breat he we, lords. Good fortune bids us pause

And snmooth the frowns of war with peaceful | ooks.

Sone troops pursue the bl oody-m nded Queen

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

As doth a sail, fill'd with a fretting gust,

Conmand an argosy to stern the waves.

But think you, lords, that Cifford fled with then?
WARW CK. No, 'tis inpossible he should escape;

For, though before his face | speak the words,

Your brother Richard mark'd himfor the grave

And, whereso'er he is, he's surely dead.

[ CLI FFORD groans, and di es]

Rl CHARD. Whose soul is that which takes her heavy |eave?

A deadly groan, like life and death's departing.

See who it is.
EDWARD. And now the battle's ended,

If friend or foe, let himbe gently used.

Rl CHARD. Revoke that doom of nercy, for 'tis difford,



Who not contented that he |opp'd the branch
In hewing Rutland when his | eaves put forth,
But set his nmurd' ring knife unto the root
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring-
I mean our princely father, Duke of York.
WARW CK. From of f the gates of York fetch down the head,
Your father's head, which difford placed there;
I nst ead whereof let this supply the room
Measure for neasure nust be answered.
EDWARD. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our house,
That not hing sung but death to us and ours.
Now death shall stop his dismal threat' ning sound,
And his ill-boding tongue no nore shall speak.
WARW CK. | think his understanding is bereft.
Speak, difford, dost thou know who speaks to thee?
Dark cl oudy death o' ershades his beans of |ife,
And he nor sees nor hears us what we say.
RI CHARD. O, would he did! and so, perhaps, he doth.
"Tis but his policy to counterfeit,
Because he woul d avoid such bitter taunts
VWhich in the tinme of death he gave our father.
GEORGE. If so thou think'st, vex himw th eager words.
RICHARD. difford, ask nercy and obtain no grace.
EDWARD. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence.
WARW CK. difford, devise excuses for thy faults.
GEORCGE. Wiile we devise fell tortures for thy faults.
RI CHARD. Thou didst |ove York, and | am son to York.
EDWARD. Thou pitied' st Rutland, | will pity thee.
GEORGE. Where's Captain Margaret, to fence you now?
WARW CK. They nock thee, difford; swear as thou wast wont.
Rl CHARD. What, not an oath? Nay, then the world goes hard
When difford cannot spare his friends an oath.

I know by that he's dead; and by ny soul,



If this right hand would buy two hours' life,
That | in all despite nmight rail at him
Thi s hand should chop it off, and with the issuing bl ood
Stifle the villain whose unstanched thirst
York and young Rutland could not satisfy.
WARW CK. Ay, but he's dead. Of with the traitor's head,
And rear it in the place your father's stands.
And now to London with triunphant march,
There to be crowned Engl and's royal King;
From whence shall Warwi ck cut the sea to France
And ask the Lady Bona for thy queen
So shalt thou sinew both these | ands together
And, having France thy friend, thou shalt not dread
The scatt'red foe that hopes to rise again;
For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt,
Yet | ook to have them buzz to offend thine ears.
First will | see the coronation
And then to Brittany I'Il cross the sea
To effect this nmarriage, so it please nmy lord.
EDWARD. Even as thou wilt, sweet Warwick, let it be;
For in thy shoulder do I build ny seat,
And never will | undertake the thing
Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting.
Richard, | wll create thee Duke of d oucester
And George, of O arence; Warw ck, as ourself,
Shall do and undo as hi m pl easeth best.
RI CHARD. Let ne be Duke of O arence, George of d oucester
For G oucester's dukedomis too oninous.
WARW CK. Tut, that's a foolish observation.
Ri chard, be Duke of d oucester. Now to London
To see these honours in possession. Exeunt
ACT I'l1l. SCENE I

A chase in the north of England



Enter two KEEPERS, with cross-bows in their hands

FI RST KEEPER. Under this thick-grown brake we'll shroud oursel ves,
For through this laund anon the deer will cone;
And in this covert will we make our stand,
Culling the principal of all the deer
SECOND KEEPER. 1'll stay above the hill, so both may shoot.
FI RST KEEPER That cannot be; the noise of thy cross-bow
W1l scare the herd, and so ny shoot is |ost.
Here stand we both, and aimwe at the best;
And, for the time shall not seem tedi ous,
I"lI'l tell thee what befell me on a day
In this self-place where now we nmean to stand.

SECOND KEEPER. Here conmes a nan; let's stay till he be past.

Enter KI NG HENRY, disguised, with a prayer-book

KI NG HENRY. From Scotland am | stol'n, even of pure |ove,
To greet mne own land with nmy wi shful sight.
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no |and of thine;
Thy place is fill'd, thy sceptre wung fromthee,
Thy bal m wash'd off wherewith thou wast anointed.
No bendi ng knee will call thee Caesar now,
No hunbl e suitors press to speak for right,
No, not a man cones for redress of thee;
For how can | help them and not nysel f?
FI RST KEEPER. Ay, here's a deer whose skin's a keeper's fee.
This is the quondam King; let's seize upon him
KI NG HENRY. Let ne enbrace thee, sour adversity,
For wise nmen say it is the w sest course.
SECOND KEEPER. Wy |inger we? |let us |lay hands upon him
FI RST KEEPER. Forbear awhile; we'll hear a little nore.

KI NG HENRY. My Queen and son are gone to France for aid;



And, as | hear, the great commandi ng Warwi ck

Is thither gone to crave the French King' s sister

To wife for Edward. If this news be true,

Poor queen and son, your |abour is but |ost;

For Warwick is a subtle orator,

And Lewis a prince soon won with nmovi ng words.

By this account, then, Margaret nmay win him

For she's a woman to be pitied nuch.

Her sighs will make a batt'ry in his breast;

Her tears will pierce into a narble heart;

The tiger will be mild whiles she doth nourn;

And Nero will be tainted with renorse

To hear and see her plaints, her brinish tears.

Ay, but she's cone to beg: Warwick, to give

She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry:

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward.

She weeps, and says her Henry is depos'd:

He smiles, and says his Edward is install’'d;

That she, poor wetch, for grief can speak no nore;

Whiles Warwick tells his title, snooths the wong,

Inferreth arguments of mghty strength

And in conclusion wins the King from her

Wth promise of his sister, and what el se,

To strengthen and support King Edward's pl ace.

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

Art then forsaken, as thou went'st forlorn
SECOND KEEPER. Say, what art thou that tal k' st of kings and queens?
KI NG HENRY. More than | seem and less than | was born to:

A man at least, for less |I should not be;

And men may tal k of kings, and why not [?
SECOND KEEPER. Ay, but thou talk'st as if thou wert a king.
KI NG HENRY. Wy, so | am in nind; and that's enough.

SECOND KEEPER. But, if thou be a king, where is thy crown?



KING HENRY. My crown is in my heart, not on ny head;

Not deck'd with di anonds and I ndi an stones,
Not to be seen. My crown is call'd content;

A crown it is that sel dom ki ngs enjoy.

SECOND KEEPER. Wl I, if you be a king crown'd with content,

Your crown content and you nust be contented
To go along with us; for as we think,

You are the king King Edward hath depos’' d;

And we his subjects, sworn in all allegiance,

W Il apprehend you as his eneny.

KI NG HENRY. But did you never swear, and break an oath?

SECOND KEEPER. No, never such an oath; nor will

not now.

KI NG HENRY. Where did you dwell when | was King of England?

SECOND KEEPER. Here in this country, where we now remain.

KI NG HENRY. | was anoi nted king at nine nonths ol d;

My father and nmy grandfather were kings;

And you were sworn true subjects unto ne;

And tell me, then, have you not broke your oaths?

FI RST KEEPER. No;

For we were subjects but while you were king.

KI NG HENRY. Wiy, am | dead? Do | not breathe a nan?

Ah, sinple nen, you know not what you swear!
Look, as | blowthis feather fromny face,
And as the air blows it to nme again,

Cbeying with nmy wind when | do bl ow,

And yielding to another when it bl ows,
Conmanded al ways by the greater gust,

Such is the lightness of you conmobn nen.

But do not break your oaths; for of that sin

My nmild entreaty shall not nmake you guilty.

Go where you will, the King shall be conmanded;

And be you kings: command, and |'I| obey.

FI RST KEEPER. W are true subjects to the King,

Ki ng Edward.



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

FI RST KEEPER. W charge you, in God's nane and the King's,
To go with us unto the officers.

KING HENRY. In God's nane, |ead; your King' s nane be obey'd;

And what God will, that |let your King perform
And what he will, | hunbly yield unto. Exeunt
SCENE I1I.

London. The pal ace

Enter KING EDWARD, GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, and LADY GREY

KI NG EDWARD. Brother of G oucester, at Saint Al bans' field
This lady's husband, Sir Richard Grey, was slain,
H's land then seiz'd on by the conqueror.
Her suit is now to repossess those |ands;
Which we in justice cannot well deny,
Because in quarrel of the house of York
The worthy gentleman did | ose his life.
GLOUCESTER. Your Hi ghness shall do well to grant her suit;
It were dishonour to deny it her.
KING EDWARD. It were no less; but yet I'Il nmake a pause.
GLOUCESTER. [Aside to CLARENCE] Yea, is it so?
| see the lady hath a thing to grant,
Before the King will grant her hunble suit.
CLARENCE. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] He knows the game; how true he
keeps the w nd!
GLOUCESTER. [ Aside to CLARENCE] Sil ence!
KI NG EDWARD. W dow, we will consider of your suit;
And conme sone other time to know our m nd.
LADY GREY. Right gracious lord, | cannot brook del ay.
May it please your H ghness to resolve ne now,

And what your pleasure is shall satisfy ne.



GLOUCESTER. [ Aside] Ay, widow? Then I'll warrant you all your
| ands,
An if what pleases himshall pleasure you.
Fi ght closer or, good faith, you'll catch a bl ow
CLARENCE. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] | fear her not, unless she chance
to fall.
GLOUCESTER. [Aside to CLARENCE] CGod forbid that, for he'll take
vant ages.
KI NG EDWARD. How many chil dren hast thou, w dow, tell ne.
CLARENCE. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] | think he neans to beg a child of
her.
GLOUCESTER. [Aside to CLARENCE] Nay, then whip nme; he'll rather
gi ve her two.
LADY GREY. Three, ny nost gracious |ord.
GLOUCESTER. [ Aside] You shall have four if you'll be rul'd by him
KI NG EDWARD. ' Twere pity they should |l ose their father's |ands.
LADY GREY. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it, then.
KI NG EDWARD. Lords, give us leave; I'lIl try this widows wt.
GLOUCESTER. [ Aside] Ay, good | eave have you; for you will have
| eave
Till youth take | eave and | eave you to the crutch.
[ GLOUCESTER and CLARENCE wi t hdr aw]
KI NG EDWARD. Now tell me, nadam do you | ove your children?
LADY GREY. Ay, full as dearly as | |ove nyself.
KI NG EDWARD. And woul d you not do nuch to do them good?
LADY GREY. To do them good | woul d sustain some harm
KI NG EDWARD. Then get your husband's | ands, to do them good.
LADY GREY. Therefore | came unto your Mjesty.
KING EDWARD. I'IIl tell you how these | ands are to be got.
LADY GREY. So shall you bind me to your Highness' service.
KI NG EDWARD. \What service wilt thou do ne if | give then?
LADY GREY. What you command that rests in me to do.

KI NG EDWARD. But you will take exceptions to my boon.



LADY GREY. No, gracious |lord, except | cannot do it.
KI NG EDWARD. Ay, but thou canst do what | nean to ask.
LADY GREY. Why, then | will do what your Grace comands.
GLOUCESTER. He plies her hard; and rmuch rain wears the marble.
CLARENCE. As red as fire! Nay, then her wax nust nelt.
LADY GREY. Why stops ny lord? Shall | not hear ny task?
KI NG EDWARD. An easy task; 'tis but to love a king.
LADY GREY. That's soon perform d, because | am a subject.
KI NG EDWARD. Wy, then, thy husband's lands | freely give thee.
LADY GREY. | take ny | eave with nmany thousand thanks.
GLOQUCESTER. The match is made; she seals it with a curtsy.
KI NG EDWARD. But stay thee- 'tis the fruits of love |I nean.
LADY GREY. The fruits of love | nmean, ny loving |liege.
KI NG EDWARD. Ay, but, | fear ne, in another sense.
What | ove, thinkst thou, | sue so nuch to get?
LADY GREY. My love till death, ny hunble thanks, ny prayers;
That | ove which virtue begs and virtue grants.
KING EDWARD. No, by ny troth, | did not nmean such | ove.
LADY GREY. Wy, then you mean not as | thought you did.
KI NG EDWARD. But now you partly may perceive mnmy mnd.
LADY GREY. My mind will never grant what | perceive
Your Highness ains at, if | aimaright.
KING EDWARD. To tell thee plain, | aimto lie with thee.
LADY GREY. To tell you plain, | had rather lie in prison.
KI NG EDWARD. Wy, then thou shalt not have thy husband' s | ands.
LADY GREY. Wiy, then mine honesty shall be ny dower;
For by that loss | will not purchase them
KI NG EDWARD. Therein thou wong' st thy children mghtily.
LADY GREY. Herein your Hi ghness wongs both them and ne.
But, mghty lord, this nerry inclination
Accords not with the sadness of ny suit.
Pl ease you dismiss me, either with ay or no.

KING EDWARD. Ay, if thou wilt say ay to ny request;



No, if thou dost say no to ny demand.
LADY GREY. Then, no, ny lord. My suit is at an end.
GLOUCESTER. The wi dow | i kes himnot; she knits her brows.
CLARENCE. He is the bluntest wooer in Christendom
KI NG EDWARD. [ Aside] Her |ooks doth argue her replete with nodesty;
Her words doth show her wit inconparable;
Al'l her perfections challenge sovereignty.
One way or other, she is for a king;
And she shall be ny love, or else ny queen
Say that King Edward take thee for his queen?
LADY GREY. 'Tis better said than done, ny gracious |ord.
| ama subject fit to jest wthal
But far unfit to be a sovereign
KI NG EDWARD. Sweet wi dow, by ny state | swear to thee
| speak no nore than what ny soul intends;
And that is to enjoy thee for my |ove.
LADY GREY. And that is nore than | will yield unto.
I know | amtoo nmean to be your queen
And yet too good to be your concubi ne.
KI NG EDWARD. You cavil, widow, | did nmean ny queen.
LADY GREY. "Twill grieve your Grace ny sons should call you father
KI NG EDWARD. No nore than when ny daughters call thee nother.
Thou art a wi dow, and thou hast some chil dren;
And, by God's Mdther, |, being but a bachel or
Have ot her some. Wy, 'tis a happy thing
To be the father unto many sons.
Answer no nore, for thou shalt be ny queen
GLOUCESTER. The ghostly father now hath done his shrift.
CLARENCE. When he was made a shriver, 'twas for shrift.
KI NG EDWARD. Brothers, you nuse what chat we two have had.
GLOUCESTER. The widow likes it not, for she | ooks very sad.
KING EDWARD. You'd think it strange if | should marry her.

CLARENCE. To who, ny lord?



KI NG EDWARD. Wy, O arence, to nyself.

GLOQUCESTER. That woul d be ten days' wonder at the |east.
CLARENCE. That's a day |onger than a wonder | asts.
GLOUCESTER. By so nuch is the wonder in extrenes.

KI NG EDWARD. Wl |, jest on, brothers; | can tell you both

Her suit is granted for her husband' s | ands.

Ent er a NOBLENMAN

NOBLEMAN. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken
And brought your prisoner to your pal ace gate.
KI NG EDWARD. See that he be convey'd unto the Tower.
And go we, brothers, to the man that took him
To question of his apprehension.
Wdow, go you along. Lords, use her honourably.
Exeunt all but GLOUCESTER
GLOUCESTER. Ay, Edward will use wonmen honourably.
Wul d he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all,
That fromhis loins no hopeful branch may spring
To cross me fromthe golden time | | ook for!
And yet, between ny soul's desire and ne-
The lustful Edward's title buried-
Is Clarence, Henry, and his son young Edward,
And all the unlook'd for issue of their bodies,
To take their roons ere | can place nyself.
A cold preneditation for my purpose!
Way, then | do but dream on sovereignty;
Li ke one that stands upon a pronontory
And spies a far-off shore where he would tread,
Wshing his foot were equal with his eye;
And chides the sea that sunders himfromthence,
Saying he'll lade it dry to have his way-

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



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

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

I'"ll make ny heaven in a lady's |ap,

And deck ny body in gay ornanents,

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

Than to acconplish twenty gol den crowns.

Wiy, love forswore nme in ny nother's wonb;

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

To nmake an envious nountain on ny back,

Where sits deformty to nock ny body;

To shape nmy | egs of an unequal si ze;

To di sproportion nme in every part,

Li ke to a chaos, or an unlick'd bear-whelp

That carries no inpression |ike the dam

And am 1, then, a man to be bel ov' d?

O nonstrous fault to harbour such a thought!
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me

But to command, to check, to o' erbear such

As are of better person than nyself,

I"1l make my heaven to dream upon the crown,
And whiles | live t' account this world but hell,
Until my misshap'd trunk that bear this head
Be round inpaled with a glorious crown.

And yet | know not how to get the crown,

For many lives stand between ne and hone;



And |- like one lost in a thorny wood

That rents the thorns and is rent with the thorns,

Seeking a way and straying fromthe way

Not knowi ng how to find the open air,

But toiling desperately to find it out-

Tornent nyself to catch the English crown;

And fromthat torment | will free nyself

O hew ny way out with a bl oody axe.

Wiy, | can snile, and nmurder whiles | smile,

And cry 'Content!' to that which grieves ny heart,

And wet ny cheeks with artificial tears,

And franme ny face to all occasions.

I"lIl drown nore sailors than the nmernmaid shall

I"lI'l slay nore gazers than the basilisk

I"l'l play the orator as well as Nestor,

Deceive nore slily than U ysses coul d,

And, like a Sinon, take another Troy.

| can add colours to the chanel eon,

Change shapes with Protheus for advantages,

And set the nurderous Machiavel to school

Can | do this, and cannot get a crown?

Tut, were it farther off, I'lIl pluck it down.
SCENE 111.

France. The KING S pal ace

Fl ourish. Enter LEWS the French King, his sister
BONA, his Admiral call'd BOURBON, PRI NCE EDWARD,
QUEEN MARGARET, and the EARL of OXFORD. LEW S

sits, and riseth up again

LEWS. Fair Queen of England, worthy Margaret,
Sit dowmn with us. It ill befits thy state

And birth that thou shoul dst stand while Lewis doth sit.



QUEEN MARGARET. No, mighty King of France. Now Margaret
Must strike her sail and learn a while to serve
Where kings command. | was, | nust confess,
Geat Albion's Queen in former gol den days;
But now mi schance hath trod ny title down
And with di shonour laid ne on the ground,
Where | nust take like seat unto ny fortune,
And to ny hunbl e seat conform nysel f.
LEWS. Wy, say, fair Queen, whence springs this deep despair?
QUEEN MARGARET. From such a cause as fills mne eyes with tears
And stops ny tongue, while heart is drown'd in cares.
LEWS. Whate'er it be, be thou still |ike thyself,
And sit thee by our side. [Seats her by hin] Yield not thy neck
To fortune's yoke, but let thy dauntless mnd
Still ride in triunph over all mi schance.
Be plain, Queen Margaret, and tell thy grief;
It shall be eas'd, if France can yield relief.
QUEEN MARGARET. Those graci ous words revive my droopi ng thoughts
And give ny tongue-tied sorrows | eave to speak
Now t herefore be it known to noble Lew s
That Henry, sole possessor of ny |ove,
I's, of a king, become a banish'd man,
And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn
Whi | e proud anbitious Edward Duke of York
Usurps the regal title and the seat
O Engl and's true-anointed | awmful King.
This is the cause that |, poor Margaret,
Wth this nmy son, Prince Edward, Henry's heir,
Am conme to crave thy just and | awful aid;
And if thou fail us, all our hope is done.
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help;
Qur people and our peers are both m sl ed,

Qur treasure seiz'd, our soldiers put to flight,



And, as thou seest, ourselves in heavy plight.
LEWS. Renowned Queen, with patience calmthe storm
While we bethink a neans to break it off.
QUEEN MARGARET. The nore we stay, the stronger grows our foe.
LEWS. The nore | stay, the nore I'Ill succour thee.
QUEEN MARGARET. O, but inpatience waiteth on true sorrow.

And see where cones the breeder of my sorrow

Ent er WARW CK

LEWS. What's he approacheth boldly to our presence?
QUEEN MARGARET. CQur Earl of Warw ck, Edward's greatest friend.
LEWS. Wl cone, brave Warwi ck! What brings thee to France?
[ He descends. She ariseth]

QUEEN MARGARET. Ay, now begins a second stormto rise;

For this is he that noves both wind and tide.
WARW CK. From worthy Edward, King of Al bion,

My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend,

I cone, in kindness and unfeigned | ove,

First to do greetings to thy royal person,

And then to crave a | eague of amty,

And lastly to confirmthat anmity

Wth nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant

That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair sister,

To England's King in lawful marriage.

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

WARW CK. [ To BONA] And, gracious madam in our king' s behalf,
I am comanded, with your |eave and favour,
Hunbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue
To tell the passion of ny sovereign's heart;
Where fane, late ent'ring at his heedful ears,
Hath plac'd thy beauty's inage and thy virtue.

QUEEN MARGARET. King Lewi s and Lady Bona, hear ne speak



Bef ore you answer Warwi ck. Hi s demand
Springs not from Edward's wel | - neant honest | ove,
But from deceit bred by necessity;
For how can tyrants safely govern hone
Unl ess abroad they purchase great alliance?
To prove himtyrant this reason nay suffice,
That Henry liveth still; but were he dead,
Yet here Prince Edward stands, King Henry's son.
Look therefore, Lewis, that by this | eague and narri age
Thou draw not on thy danger and di shonour;
For though usurpers sway the rule a while
Yet heav'ns are just, and time suppresseth w ongs.
WARW CK. I njurious Margaret!
PRI NCE OF WALES. And why not Queen?
WARW CK. Because thy father Henry did usurp;
And thou no nore art prince than she is queen.
OXFORD. Then Warwi ck di sannul s great John of Gaunt,
Whi ch did subdue the greatest part of Spain;
And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth,
Whose wi sdomwas a nmirror to the w sest;
And, after that wi se prince, Henry the Fifth,
Who by his prowess conquered all France.
From these our Henry lineally descends.
WARW CK. Oxford, how haps it in this snooth discourse
You told not how Henry the Sixth hath | ost
Al'l that which Henry the Fifth had gotten?
Met hi nks these peers of France should snile at that.
But for the rest: you tell a pedigree
O threescore and two years- a silly time
To nake prescription for a kingdonmis worth.
OXFORD. Wiy, Warwi ck, canst thou speak against thy |iege,
Whom t hou obeyed' st thirty and six years,

And not betray thy treason with a bl ush?



WARW CK. Can Oxford that did ever fence the right
Now buckl er fal sehood with a pedigree?
For shane! Leave Henry, and call Edward ki ng.
OXFORD. Call himny king by whose injurious doom
My el der brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere,
Was done to death; and nore than so, ny father,
Even in the downfall of his nmellow d years,
When nature brought himto the door of death?
No, Warwick, no; while life upholds this arm
Thi s arm uphol ds the house of Lancaster.
WARW CK. And | the house of York.
LEWS. Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, and Oxford,
Vouchsafe at our request to stand aside
Wiile | use further conference with Warw ck.
[ They stand al oof]
QUEEN MARGARET. Heavens grant that Warwi ck's words bew tch him not!
LEWS. Now, Warwick, tell ne, even upon thy conscience,
I's Edward your true king? for | were loath
To link with himthat were not |awful chosen.
WARW CK. Thereon | pawn ny credit and mi ne honour.
LEWS. But is he gracious in the people's eye?
WARW CK. The nore that Henry was unfortunate.
LEWS. Then further: all dissenbling set aside,
Tell me for truth the measure of his |ove
Unto our sister Bona.
WARW CK. Such it seens
As may beseem a nonarch |ike hinself.
Mysel f have often heard himsay and swear
That this his love was an eternal plant
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground,
The | eaves and fruit maintain'd with beauty's sun,
Exenpt from envy, but not from disdain,

Unl ess the Lady Bona quit his pain.



LEWS. Now, sister, let us hear your firmresolve.
BONA. Your grant or your denial shall be mne.
[To WARW CK] Yet | confess that often ere this day,
When | have heard your king's desert recounted,
M ne ear hath tenpted judgnent to desire.
LEWS. Then, Warwick, thus: our sister shall be Edward's.
And now forthwith shall articles be drawn
Touching the jointure that your king nust nake,
Which with her dowy shall be counterpois'd.
Draw near, Queen Margaret, and be a witness
That Bona shall be wife to the English king.
PRI NCE OF WALES. To Edward, but not to the English king.
QUEEN MARGARET. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy device
By this alliance to make void ny suit.
Before thy coning, Lewis was Henry's friend.
LEWS. And still is friend to him and Margaret.
But if your title to the crown be weak,
As may appear by Edward's good success,
Then 'tis but reason that | be releas'd
From giving aid which late | prom sed.
Yet shall you have all kindness at ny hand
That your estate requires and mne can yield.
WARW CK. Henry now lives in Scotland at his case,
Wher e havi ng not hi ng, nothing can he | ose.
And as for you yoursel f, our quondam queen,
You have a father able to maintain you,
And better 'twere you troubled himthan France.
QUEEN MARGARET. Peace, inpudent and shanel ess Warwi ck,
Proud setter up and puller down of kings!
I will not hence till with ny talk and tears,
Both full of truth, | rmake King Lewi s behol d
Thy sly conveyance and thy lord' s fal se | ove;

For both of you are birds of self-sane feather.



[ POST bl owi ng a horn wit hin]

LEWS. Warwick, this is sone post to us or thee.

Enter the POST

POST. My |lord anbassador, these letters are for you,
Sent from your brother, Mrquis Mntague.
These fromour King unto your Majesty.
And, madam these for you; fromwhom | know not.
[They all read their letters]
OXFORD. | like it well that our fair Queen and m stress
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his.
PRI NCE OF WALES. Nay, mark how Lewi s stanps as he were nettl ed.
I hope all's for the best.
LEWS. Warwi ck, what are thy news? And yours, fair Queen?
QUEEN MARGARET. M ne such as fill nmy heart with unhop'd joys.
WARW CK. M ne, full of sorrow and heart's discontent.
LEWS. What, has your king married the Lady G ey?
And now, to soothe your forgery and his,
Sends nme a paper to persuade ne patience?
Is this th' alliance that he seeks with France?
Dare he presune to scorn us in this manner?
QUEEN MARGARET. | told your Mjesty as nmuch before.
This proveth Edward's | ove and Warwi ck's honesty.
WARW CK. King Lewis, | here protest in sight of heaven,
And by the hope | have of heavenly bliss,
That | amclear fromthis msdeed of Edward's-
No nore ny king, for he dishonours ne,
But nost hinmself, if he could see his shane.
Did | forget that by the house of York
My father cane untinely to his death?
Did | let pass th' abuse done to ny niece?

Did | inpale himwth the regal crown?



Did | put Henry fromhis native right?

And am | guerdon'd at the last with shanme?

Shanme on hinself! for ny desert is honour;

And to repair ny honour lost for him

I here renounce himand return to Henry.

My nobl e Queen, let forner grudges pass,

And henceforth | amthy true servitor.

I will revenge his wong to Lady Bona,

And replant Henry in his fornmer state.
QUEEN MARGARET. Warwi ck, these words have turn'd nmy hate to |ove;

And | forgive and quite forget old faults,

And joy that thou becom st King Henry's friend.
WARW CK. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend,

That if King Lewi s vouchsafe to furnish us

Wth some few bands of chosen sol diers,

I"lIl undertake to |land them on our coast

And force the tyrant fromhis seat by war.

"Tis not his new made bride shall succour him

And as for Clarence, as ny letters tell ne,

He's very likely nowto fall fromhim

For matching nore for wanton |ust than honour

O than for strength and safety of our country.
BONA. Dear brother, how shall Bona be reveng'd

But by thy help to this distressed queen?
QUEEN MARGARET. Renowned Prince, how shall poor Henry live

Unl ess thou rescue himfromfoul despair?
BONA. My quarrel and this English queen's are one.
WARW CK. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joins with yours.
LEWS. And mine with hers, and thine, and Margaret's.

Therefore, at last, | firmy amresolv'd

You shall have aid.
QUEEN MARGARET. Let ne give hunble thanks for all at once.

LEWS. Then, England's nessenger, return in post



And tell false Edward, thy supposed ki ng,
That Lewis of France is sending over nmasquers
To revel it with himand his new bride.
Thou seest what's past; go fear thy king w thal.
BONA. Tell him in hope he'll prove a w dower shortly,
I"l1'l wear the willowgarland for his sake.
QUEEN MARGARET. Tell him ny nourning weeds are |laid aside,
And | amready to put arnour on.
WARW CK. Tell himfromne that he hath done ne w ong,
And therefore I'lIl uncrown himere't be |ong.
There's thy reward; be gone. Exit POST
LEWS. But, Warwick,
Thou and Oxford, with five thousand nen,
Shal |l cross the seas and bid fal se Edward battl e:
And, as occasion serves, this noble Queen
And Prince shall followwth a fresh supply.
Yet, ere thou go, but answer nme one doubt:
What pl edge have we of thy firmloyalty?
WARW CK. This shall assure ny constant |oyalty:
That if our Queen and this young Prince agree,
I"lI'l join mne el dest daughter and ny joy
To himforthwith in holy wedl ock bands.
QUEEN MARGARET. Yes, | agree, and thank you for your notion.
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous,
Therefore delay not- give thy hand to Warwi ck;
And with thy hand thy faith irrevocabl e
That only Warwi ck's daughter shall be thine.
PRI NCE OF WALES. Yes, | accept her, for she well deserves it;
And here, to pledge ny vow, | give nmy hand.
[He gives his hand to WARW CK]
LEWS. stay we now? These soldiers shall be Ievied;
And thou, Lord Bourbon, our Hi gh Adnmiral,

Shall waft them over with our royal fleet.



I long till Edward fall by war's nischance
For nocking marriage with a dame of France.
Exeunt all but WARW CK

WARW CK. | cane from Edward as ambassador,

But | return his sworn and nortal foe.

Matter of marriage was the charge he gave ne,

But dreadful war shall answer his denand.

Had he none el se to nake a stale but me?

Then none but | shall turn his jest to sorrow.

I was the chief that rais'd himto the crown,

And 1'Il be chief to bring himdown again;

Not that | pity Henry's m sery,

But seek revenge on Edward's nockery. Exi t

ACT I'V. SCENE I.

London. The pal ace

Enter GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, SOVERSET, and MONTAGUE

GLOUCESTER. Now tell me, brother d arence, what think you
O this new marriage with the Lady Gey?
Hat h not our brother nade a worthy choice?

CLARENCE. Al as, you know 'tis far fromhence to France!
How coul d he stay till Warwi ck nade return?

SOVERSET. My lords, forbear this talk; here cones the King.

Fl ouri sh. Enter KING EDWARD, attended; LADY
GREY, as Queen; PEMBRCKE, STAFFORD, HASTI NGS,

and ot hers. Four stand on one side, and four on the other

GLOUCESTER. And his wel | -chosen bri de.
CLARENCE. | mind to tell himplainly what | think.
KI NG EDWARD. Now, brother of C arence, how like you our choice

That you stand pensive as half mal content?



CLARENCE. As well as Lewis of France or the Earl of Warw ck,

Whi ch are so weak of courage and in judgnent
That they'll take no offence at our abuse.

KI NG EDWARD. Suppose they take offence wi thout a cause;
They are but Lewis and Warwi ck: | am Edward,

Your King and Warwi ck's and nust have ny wll.

GLOUCESTER. And shal |l have your will, because our King.
Yet hasty marriage sel dom proveth well.

KI NG EDWARD. Yea, brother Richard, are you of fended too?

GLOUCESTER. Not 1.

No, God forbid that | should wi sh them sever'd
Whom God hath join'd together; ay, and 'twere pity
To sunder themthat yoke so well together.

KI NG EDWARD. Setting your scorns and your mislike aside,
Tell me some reason why the Lady G ey
Shoul d not becone ny w fe and Engl and' s Queen.

And you too, Sonerset and Mntague,
Speak freely what you think.

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

GLOUCESTER. And Warwi ck, doing what you gave in charge,
I' s now di shonoured by this new marri age.

KI NG EDWARD. VWhat if both Lewis and Warw ck be appeas'd
By such invention as | can devise?

MONTAGUE. Yet to have join'd with France in such alliance
Woul d nore have strength'ned this our commonweal t h
"Gainst foreign storns than any honme-bred nmarri age.

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

MONTAGUE. But the safer when 'tis back'd with France.

HASTI NGS. 'Tis better using France than trusting France.

Let us be back'd with God, and with the seas



Which He hath giv'n for fence inpregnabl e,
And with their helps only defend oursel ves.
In themand in ourselves our safety lies.
CLARENCE. For this one speech Lord Hastings well deserves
To have the heir of the Lord Hungerford.
KI NG EDWARD. Ay, what of that? it was ny will and grant;
And for this once ny will shall stand for |aw.
GLOUCESTER. And yet nethinks your Grace hath not done well
To give the heir and daughter of Lord Scal es
Unto the brother of your |oving bride.
She better would have fitted me or C arence;
But in your bride you bury brotherhood.
CLARENCE. O el se you would not have bestow d the heir
O the Lord Bonville on your new wife's son,
And | eave your brothers to go speed el sewhere.
KI NG EDWARD. Al as, poor Clarence! Is it for a wife
That thou art malcontent? | will provide thee.
CLARENCE. 1n choosing for yourself you show d your judgment,
Whi ch being shall ow, you shall give ne | eave
To play the broker in mne own behalf;
And to that end I shortly mnd to | eave you.
KI NG EDWARD. Leave nme or tarry, Edward will be King,
And not be tied unto his brother's will.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH. My lords, before it pleas'd his Mjesty
To raise ny state to title of a queen,
Do nme but right, and you rust all confess
That | was not ignoble of descent:
And neaner than nyself have had |ike fortune.
But as this title honours nme and nine,
So your dislikes, to whom | would be pl easing,
Doth cloud nmy joys with danger and with sorrow.
KI NG EDWARD. My | ove, forbear to fawn upon their frowns.

What danger or what sorrow can befall thee,



So long as Edward is thy constant friend

And their true sovereign whomthey nust obey?
Nay, whom they shall obey, and | ove thee too,
Unl ess they seek for hatred at ny hands;
Which if they do, yet will | keep thee safe,
And they shall feel the vengeance of ny wrath.

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

Enter a POST

KI NG EDWARD. Now, nessenger, what |etters or what news
From France?

MESSENGER. My sovereign liege, no letters, and few words,
But such as |, without your special pardon,

Dare not rel ate.

KI NG EDWARD. Go to, we pardon thee; therefore, in brief,
Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess them
What answer makes King Lewis unto our letters?

MESSENGER. At ny depart, these were his very words:

'"CGo tell false Edward, the supposed king,
That Lewi s of France is sending over nmasquers
To revel it with himand his new bride."’

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

MESSENGER. These were her words, utt'red with mld disdain:
"Tell him in hope he'll prove a wi dower shortly,

I"1'l wear the willowgarland for his sake.'

KING EDWARD. | bl ane not her: she could say little |ess;
She had the wong. But what said Henry's queen?

For | have heard that she was there in place.

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

KI NG EDWARD. Beli ke she ninds to play the Amazon.



But what said Warwick to these injuries?
MESSENGER. He, nore incens'd agai nst your Mjesty
Than all the rest, discharg'd me with these words:
"Tell himfromne that he hath done nme w ong;
And therefore I'lIl uncrown himere't be |long.'
KI NG EDWARD. Ha! durst the traitor breathe out so proud words?
Well, I will armnme, being thus forewarn'd.
They shall have wars and pay for their presunption.
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret?
MESSENGER. Ay, gracious sovereign; they are so link'd in friendship
That young Prince Edward marries Warw ck's daughter.
CLARENCE. Belike the elder; Clarence will have the younger.
Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast,
For I will hence to Warwi ck's other daughter;
That, though I want a kingdom vyet in marriage
I may not prove inferior to yourself.
You that |ove ne and Warwi ck, follow ne.
Exit, and SOVERSET fol | ows
GLOUCESTER. [Asi de] Not I.
My thoughts aimat a further matter; |
Stay not for the |ove of Edward but the crown.
KI NG EDWARD. C arence and Sonerset both gone to Warw ck!
Yet am | arm d against the worst can happen;
And haste is needful in this desp' rate case.
Penbr oke and Stafford, you in our behalf
Go levy men and nmake prepare for war;
They are already, or quickly will be | anded.
Mysel f in person will straight foll ow you.
Exeunt PEMBRCOKE and STAFFORD
But ere | go, Hastings and Mont ague,
Resol ve ny doubt. You twain, of all the rest,
Are near to Warw ck by blood and by alliance.

Tell me if you |l ove Warwi ck nore than me?



If it be so, then both depart to him

I rather wish you foes than hollow friends.

But if you mnd to hold your true obedi ence,

G ve nme assurance with sone friendly vow,

That | rmay never have you in suspect.
MONTAGUE. So God hel p Montague as he proves true!
HASTI NGS. And Hastings as he favours Edward's cause!

KI NG EDWARD. Now, brother Richard, will you stand by us?

GLOUCESTER. Ay, in despite of all that shall wthstand you.

KI NG EDWARD. Wy, so! then am| sure of victory.
Now t herefore let us hence, and | ose no hour
Till we neet Warwick with his foreign powr.

SCENE 1| 1.

A plain in Warwi ckshire

Enter WARW CK and OXFORD, with French soldiers

WARW CK. Trust nme, ny lord, all hitherto goes well;

The conmon peopl e by nunbers swarmto us.

Ent er CLARENCE and SOVERSET

But see where Sonerset and Cl arence cones.
Speak suddenly, nmy lords- are we all friends?
CLARENCE. Fear not that, ny |ord.
WARW CK. Then, gentle C arence, wel cone unto Warw ck;
And wel come, Somerset. | hold it cowardice
To rest mistrustful where a noble heart
Hath pawn'd an open hand in sign of |ove;
Else mght | think that C arence, Edward's brother,
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedi ngs.
But wel come, sweet C arence; ny daughter shall be thin
And now what rests but, in night's coverture,

Thy brother being carelessly encanp'd,

Exeunt

e.



His soldiers lurking in the towns about,
And but attended by a sinple guard,
We may surprise and take himat our pleasure?
Qur scouts have found the adventure very easy;
That as U ysses and stout Di onede
Wth sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus' tents,
And brought fromthence the Thracian fatal steeds,
So we, well cover'd with the night's black nmantl e,
At unawares may beat down Edward's guard
And sei ze hinself- | say not 'slaughter him'
For | intend but only to surprise him
You that will follow nme to this attenpt,
Appl aud the nane of Henry with your |eader
[They all cry '"Henry!']
Why then, let's on our way in silent sort.
For Warwi ck and his friends, God and Sai nt Geor ge! Exeunt
SCENE 111.

Edward's canp, near Warwi ck

Enter three WATCHMEN, to guard the KING S tent

FI RST WATCHVAN. Cone on, ny masters, each man take his stand;
The King by this is set himdown to sleep
SECOND WATCHVAN. What, will he not to bed?
FI RST WATCHVMAN. Why, no; for he hath nmade a sol emm vow
Never to lie and take his natural rest
Till Warwi ck or hinmself be quite suppress'd.
SECOND WATCHVAN. To-norrow then, belike, shall be the day,
If Warwi ck be so near as nen report.
THI RD WATCHMAN. But say, | pray, what nobl eman is that
That with the King here resteth in his tent?
FI RST WATCHMAN. 'Tis the Lord Hastings, the King's chiefest friend.

THI RD WATCHVAN. O, is it So? But why conmmands the King



That his chief followers |odge in tows about him

Wil e he hinself keeps in the cold field?
SECOND WATCHMAN. ' Tis the nore honour, because nore dangerous.
THI RD WATCHVAN. Ay, but give ne worship and qui et ness;

I like it better than dangerous honour.

If Warwi ck knew in what estate he stands,

"Tis to be doubted he woul d waken him
FI RST WATCHMAN. Unl ess our hal berds did shut up his passage.
SECOND WATCHVAN. Ay, wherefore el se guard we his royal tent

But to defend his person from night-foes?

Enter WARW CK, CLARENCE, OXFORD, SOMERSET,

and French soldiers, silent all

WARW CK. This is his tent; and see where stand his guard.
Courage, ny masters! Honour now or never!
But follow me, and Edward shall be ours.

FI RST WATCHMAN. Who goes there?

SECOND WATCHVAN. Stay, or thou diest.

WARW CK and the rest cry all 'Warw ck! Warwi ck!' and
set upon the guard, who fly, crying "Arm Arm' WARW CK

and the rest follow ng them

The drum pl ayi ng and trunpet sounding, re-enter WARW CK
and the rest, bringing the KING out in his gown,

sitting in a chair. GLOUCESTER and HASTINGS fly over the stage

SOMVERSET. What are they that fly there?
WARW CK. Richard and Hastings. Let them go; here is the Duke.
KI NG EDWARD. The Duke! Wiy, Warwi ck, when we parted,

Thou cal |l ' dst ne King?

WARW CK. Ay, but the case is alter'd.



When you disgrac'd ne in ny enbassade,
Then | degraded you from bei ng Ki ng,
And cone now to create you Duke of York.
Al as, how should you govern any ki ngdom
That know not how to use anbassadors,
Nor how to be contented with one wife,
Nor how to use your brothers brotherly,
Nor how to study for the people's welfare,
Nor how to shroud yourself from enemn es?
KI NG EDWARD. Yea, brother of Carence, art thou here too?
Nay, then | see that Edward needs nust down.
Yet, Warwi ck, in despite of all m schance,
O thee thyself and all thy conplices,
Edward will al ways bear hinmself as King.
Though fortune's malice overthrow ny state,
My mind exceeds the conpass of her wheel.
WARW CK. Then, for his mind, be Edward Engl and's ki ng;
[ Takes of f his crown]
But Henry now shall wear the English crown
And be true King indeed; thou but the shadow.
My Lord of Sonerset, at ny request,
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd
Unto ny brother, Archbishop of York.
When | have fought w th Penbroke and his fell ows,
I"I'l follow you and tell what answer
Lewis and the Lady Bona send to him
Now for a while farewell, good Duke of York.
KI NG EDWARD. \What fates inmpose, that nmen nust needs abi de;
It boots not to resist both wind and tide.
[ They | ead himout forcibly]
OXFORD. What now remains, ny lords, for us to do
But march to London with our soldiers?

WARW CK. Ay, that's the first thing that we have to do;



To free King Henry from i nprisonnent,
And see himseated in the regal throne. Exeunt
SCENE | V.

London. The pal ace

Enter QUEEN ELI ZABETH and RI VERS

Rl VERS. Madam what nmakes you in this sudden change?
QUEEN ELI ZABETH. Wy, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn
What late misfortune is befall'n King Edward?
RI VERS. What, | oss of sone pitch'd battle agai nst Warwi ck?
QUEEN ELI ZABETH. No, but the loss of his own royal person
RI VERS. Then is ny sovereign slain?
QUEEN ELI ZABETH. Ay, alnost slain, for he is taken prisoner
Ei ther betray'd by fal sehood of his guard
O by his foe surpris'd at unawares;
And, as | further have to understand,
Is new coomitted to the Bishop of York
Fel | Warwi ck's brother, and by that our foe.
Rl VERS. These news, | nust confess, are full of grief;
Yet, gracious nadam bear it as you may:
Warwi ck may | ose that now hath won the day.
QUEEN ELI ZABETH. Till then, fair hope nust hinder life's decay.
And | the rather wean me from despair
For love of Edward's offspring in ny wonb.
This is it that nakes nme bridl e passion
And bear with nildness ny msfortune's cross;
Ay, ay, for this | drawin many a tear
And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs,
Lest with ny sighs or tears |I blast or drown
King Edward's fruit, true heir to th' English crown.
R VERS. But, nmadam where is Warwi ck then becone?

QUEEN ELI ZABETH. | aminformid that he conmes towards London



To set the crown once nore on Henry's head.

@Quess thou the rest: King Edward's friends nust down.

But to prevent the tyrant's viol ence-

For trust not himthat hath once broken faith-

I"lI'l hence forthwith unto the sanctuary

To save at |least the heir of Edward's right.

There shall | rest secure fromforce and fraud.

Conme, therefore, let us fly while we may fly:

If Warwi ck take us, we are sure to die. Exeunt
SCENE V.

A park near M ddl eham Castle in Yorkshire

Enter GLOUCESTER, LORD HASTINGS, SIR WLLIAM

STANLEY, and ot hers

GLOQUCESTER. Now, ny Lord Hastings and Sir WIIliam Stanl ey,
Leave of f to wonder why | drew you hither
Into this chiefest thicket of the park
Thus stands the case: you know our King, ny brother
I's prisoner to the Bishop here, at whose hands
He hath good usage and great |iberty;
And often but attended with weak guard
Cones hunting this way to disport hinself.
| have advertis'd him by secret mneans
That if about this hour he nake this way,
Under the col our of his usual gane,
He shall here find his friends, with horse and nen,

To set himfree fromhis captivity.

Ent er KI NG EDWARD and a HUNTSMAN wi th him

HUNTSMAN. This way, ny lord; for this way |ies the gane.
KI NG EDWARD. Nay, this way, man. See where the huntsnen stand.

Now, brother of d oucester, Lord Hastings, and the rest,



Stand you thus close to steal the Bishop's deer?
GLOUCESTER. Brother, the time and case requireth haste;
Your horse stands ready at the park corner
KI NG EDWARD. But whither shall we then?
HASTI NGS. To Lynn, ny lord; and shipt fromthence to Fl anders.
GLOQUCESTER. Wl | guess'd, believe me; for that was ny neaning.
KING EDWARD. Stanley, | will requite thy forwardness.
GLOUCESTER. But wherefore stay we? 'Tis no tinme to talKk.
KI NG EDWARD. Hunt sman, what say'st thou? WIt thou go al ong?
HUNTSMAN. Better do so than tarry and be hang' d.
GLOUCESTER. Cone then, away; let's ha' no nore ado.
KI NG EDWARD. Bi shop, farewell. Shield thee from Warwi ck's frown,
And pray that | nmay repossess the crown. Exeunt
SCENE VI .

London. The Tower

Fl ourish. Enter KING HENRY, CLARENCE, WARW CK, SOVERSET,
young HENRY, EARL OF RI CHVOND, OXFORD, MONTAGUE, LI EUTENANT

OF THE TONER, and attendants

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

LI EUTENANT. Subjects nay chal | enge not hing of their sov'reigns;
But if an hunble prayer may prevail,
I then crave pardon of your Myjesty.

KI NG HENRY. For what, Lieutenant? For well using ne?
Nay, be thou sure I'lIl well requite thy kindness,
For that it made ny inprisonnent a pl easure;
Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds

Concei ve when, after many noody thoughts,



At last by notes of househol d harnony

They quite forget their loss of |iberty.

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

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

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds.

WARW CK. Your Gace hath still been fam d for virtuous,
And now may seem as w se as Vvirtuous
By spying and avoiding fortune's malice,

For few nen rightly tenper with the stars;
Yet in this one thing let me blame your G ace,
For choosing ne when Clarence is in place.

CLARENCE. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the sway,
To whom the heav'ns in thy nativity
Adj udg' d an olive branch and | aurel crown,

As likely to be blest in peace and war;
And therefore | yield thee ny free consent.

WARW CK. And | choose Clarence only for Protector.

KI NG HENRY. Warwi ck and C arence, give ne both your hands.
Now j oi n your hands, and with your hands your hearts,
That no di ssension hi nder governnent.

I make you both Protectors of this |and,
VWhile | nyself will lead a private life
And in devotion spend ny latter days,
To sin's rebuke and ny Creator's praise.
WARW CK. What answers Clarence to his sovereign's will?

CLARENCE. That he consents, if Warwi ck yield consent,



For on thy fortune | repose nyself.
WARW CK. Wy, then, though loath, yet nust | be content.

We' || yoke together, |ike a double shadow

To Henry's body, and supply his place;

I nmean, in bearing weight of government,

Whi |l e he enjoys the honour and his ease.

And, darence, nowthen it is nmore than needfu

Forthwi th that Edward be pronounc'd a traitor,

And all his |l ands and goods confi scat ed.
CLARENCE. What el se? And that succession be determn'd.
WARW CK. Ay, therein Carence shall not want his part.
KING HENRY. But, with the first of all your chief affairs,

Let ne entreat- for | conmand no nore-

That ©Margaret your Queen and ny son Edward

Be sent for to return from France with speed;

For till | see them here, by doubtful fear

My joy of liberty is half eclips'd.
CLARENCE. It shall be done, ny sovereign, with all speed.
KI NG HENRY. My Lord of Sonerset, what youth is that,

O whom you seemto have so tender care?
SOVERSET. My liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Ri chnond.
KI NG HENRY. Cone hither, England's hope.

[Lays his hand on his head]

If secret powers

Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts,

This pretty lad will prove our country's bliss.

Hi s | ooks are full of peaceful nmjesty;

Hi s head by nature franid to wear a crown,

H's hand to wield a sceptre; and hinself

Likely in time to bless a regal throne.

Make much of him ny lords; for this is he

Must hel p you nore than you are hurt by ne.



Enter a POST

WARW CK. What news, ny friend?
POST. That Edward is escaped from your brother
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy.
WARW CK. Unsavoury news! But how nade he escape?
POST. He was convey'd by Richard Duke of d oucester
And the Lord Hastings, who attended him
In secret ambush on the forest side
And fromthe Bishop's huntsnmen rescu'd him
For hunting was his daily exercise.
WARW CK. My brother was too carel ess of his charge.
But |let us hence, ny sovereign, to provide

A salve for any sore that may beti de.

Exeunt all but SOMVERSET, RI CHMOND, and OXFORD

SOVERSET. My lord, | like not of this flight of Edward's;
For doubtless Burgundy will yield himhelp,
And we shall have nore wars befor't be |ong.
As Henry's | ate presagi ng prophecy
Did glad ny heart with hope of this young Ri chnond,
So doth my heart misgive ne, in these conflicts,
VWhat may befall himto his harm and ours.
Therefore, Lord Oxford, to prevent the worst,
Forthwith we'll send him hence to Brittany,
Till storms be past of civil enmty.

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

SOVERSET. 1t shall be so; he shall to Brittany.

Cone therefore, let's about it speedily. Exeunt

SCENE VI 1.

Bef ore York

Fl ourish. Enter KING EDWARD, GLOUCESTER, HASTI NGS,



and sol diers

KI NG EDWARD. Now, brother Richard, Lord Hastings, and the rest,
Yet thus far fortune maketh us anends,
And says that once nore | shall interchange
My waned state for Henry's regal crown.
Wel | have we pass’'d and now repass'd the seas,
And brought desired hel p from Burgundy;
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd
From Ravenspurgh haven before the gates of York,
But that we enter, as into our dukedonf
GLOUCESTER. The gates made fast! Brother, | |like not this;
For many nmen that stunble at the threshold
Are well foretold that danger |urks within.
KI NG EDWARD. Tush, man, abodenents nust not now affright us.
By fair or foul nmeans we nust enter in,
For hither will our friends repair to us.

HASTINGS. My liege, I'll knock once nmore to sumon them

Enter, on the walls, the MAYOR OF YORK and

hi s BRETHREN

MAYOR. My lords, we were forewarned of your coning
And shut the gates for safety of ourselves,
For now we owe all egiance unto Henry.
KI NG EDWARD. But, Master Mayor, if Henry be your King,
Yet Edward at the |least is Duke of York.
MAYCR. True, ny good lord; | know you for no |ess.
KI NG EDWARD. Wy, and | chal |l enge nothi ng but ny dukedom
As being well content with that alone.
GLOUCESTER. [ Aside] But when the fox hath once got in his nose,
He' Il soon find nmeans to nmake the body foll ow

HASTI NGS. Wiy, Master Mayor, why stand you in a doubt?



Open the gates; we are King Henry's friends.
MAYOR. Ay, say you so? The gates shall then be open'd.
[ He descends]
GLOUCESTER. A wi se stout captain, and soon persuaded!
HASTI NGS. The good old man would fain that all were well,
So "twere not long of him but being ent'red,
| doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade

Both himand all his brothers unto reason.

Enter, below, the MAYOR and two ALDERMEN

KI NG EDWARD. So, Master Mayor. These gates nust not be shut
But in the night or in the time of war.
What! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys;
[ Takes his keys]
For Edward will defend the town and thee,

And all those friends that deign to follow ne.

March. Enter MONTGOVERY with drum and sol diers

GLOUCESTER. Brother, this is Sir John Montgonery,

Qur trusty friend, unless | be deceiv'd.
KI NG EDWARD. Wl cone, Sir john! But why cone you in arnms?
MONTGOMERY. To help King Edward in his time of storm

As every | oyal subject ought to do.
KI NG EDWARD. Thanks, good Montgonery; but we now forget

Qur title to the crowm, and only claim

Qur dukedomtill God please to send the rest.
MONTGOMERY. Then fare you well, for | will hence again.

| came to serve a king and not a duke.

Drummer, strike up, and let us march away.

[ The drum begi ns to march]

KI NG EDWARD. Nay, stay, Sir John, a while, and we'll debate



By what safe neans the crown nay be recover'd.
MONTGOVERY. What tal k you of debating? In few words:
If you'll not here proclai myourself our King,
I"lI'l leave you to your fortune and be gone
To keep them back that come to succour you.
Why shall we fight, if you pretend no title?
GLOUCESTER. Wy, brother, wherefore stand you on nice points?
KI NG EDWARD. When we grow stronger, then we'll nake our claim
Till then "tis wisdomto conceal our neaning.
HASTI NGS. Away with scrupul ous wit! Now arns nust rule.
GLOUCESTER. And fearless ninds clinb soonest unto crowns.
Brother, we will proclaimyou out of hand;
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends.
KI NG EDWARD. Then be it as you will; for "tis ny right,
And Henry but usurps the di adem
MONTGOMERY. Ay, now ny soverei gn speaketh |ike hinself;
And now will | be Edward's chanpi on.
HASTI NGS. Sound trunpet; Edward shall be here proclainid.
Cone, fellow soldier, make thou proclanation.
[G ves hima paper. Flourish]
SOLDI ER. [Reads] 'Edward the Fourth, by the grace of Cod,
Ki ng of England and France, and Lord of Ireland, &c.'
MONTGOMVERY. And whoso' er gai nsays King Edward's right,
By this | challenge himto single fight.
[ Throws down gauntl et]
ALL. Long live Edward the Fourt h!
KI NG EDWARD. Thanks, brave Montgonery, and thanks unto you all;
If fortune serve ne, I'll requite this kindness.
Now for this night let's harbour here in York;
And when the norning sun shall raise his car
Above the border of this horizon,
W'l forward towards Warwi ck and his mates;

For well | wot that Henry is no soldier.



Ah, froward O arence, how evil it beseens the

To flatter Henry and forsake thy brother!

Yet, as we may, we'll neet both thee and Varw ck

Cone on, brave soldiers; doubt not of the day,

And, that once gotten, doubt not of |arge pay.
SCENE VI 1 |

London. The pal ace

Fl ouri sh. Enter KING HENRY, WARW CK, MONTAGUE,

CLARENCE, OXFCORD, and EXETER

WARW CK. What counsel, lords? Edward from Bel gi a,
Wth hasty Germans and bl unt Hol | anders,
Hath pass'd in safety through the narrow seas
And with his troops doth march anain to London
And many gi ddy people flock to him
KING HENRY. Let's |evy nen and beat hi m back again.
CLARENCE. A little fire is quickly trodden out,
Whi ch, being suffer'd, rivers cannot quench
WARW CK. In Warwi ckshire | have true-hearted friends,
Not rmutinous in peace, yet bold in war;
Those will | nuster up, and thou, son C arence,
Shalt stir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent,
The kni ghts and gentlemen to conme with thee.
Thou, brother Mntague, in Bucki ngham
Nort hanpton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find
Men well inclin'd to hear what thou command' st.
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd,
In Oxfordshire shalt nuster up thy friends.
My sovereign, with the loving citizens,
Like to his island girt in with the ocean
O nodest Dian circled with her nynphs,

Shall rest in London till we conme to him

Exeunt



Fair lords, take |l eave and stand not to reply.

Farewel |, ny sovereign
KI NG HENRY. Farewell, my Hector and ny Troy's true hope.
CLARENCE. In sign of truth, | kiss your Hi ghness' hand.
KI NG HENRY. Well-ninded d arence, be thou fortunate!
MONTAGUE. Confort, my lord; and so | take ny |eave
OXFORD. [Kissing the KING S band] And thus | seal ny truth and bid

adi eu.
KI NG HENRY. Sweet Oxford, and mny | oving Mont ague,

And all at once, once nore a happy farewell.
WARW CK. Farewel |, sweet lords; let's nmeet at Coventry.

Exeunt all but the KING and EXETER

KING HENRY. Here at the palace will | rest a while.

Cousi n of Exeter, what thinks your |ordship?

Met hi nks the power that Edward hath in field

Shoul d not be able to encounter m ne.
EXETER The doubt is that he will seduce the rest.
KING HENRY. That's not ny fear; my need hath got ne fane:

| have not stopp'd mine ears to their denmands,

Nor posted off their suits with slow del ays;

My pity hath been balmto heal their wounds,

My mildness hath allay'd their swelling griefs,

My mercy dried their water-flow ng tears;

I have not been desirous of their wealth,

Nor rmuch oppress'd themw th great subsidies,

Nor forward of revenge, though they nuch err'd.

Then why should they | ove Edward nore than me?

No, Exeter, these graces chall enge grace

And, when the lion fawns upon the | anb,

The lanmb will never cease to follow him

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

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



Enter KI NG EDWARD, GQ_OUCESTER, and sol diers

KI NG EDWARD. Sei ze on the shane-fac'd Henry, bear him hence;
And once again proclaimus King of England.
You are the fount that makes snall brooks to flow
Now stops thy spring; nmy sea shall suck themdry,
And swell so nuch the higher by their ebb.
Hence with himto the Tower: let himnot speak.
Exeunt sone with KI NG HENRY
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course,
\Wher e perenptory Warw ck now remai ns.
The sun shines hot; and, if we use del ay,
Cold biting winter mars our hop'd-for hay.
GLOUCESTER. Away betimes, before his forces join,
And take the great-grown traitor unawares.
Brave warriors, march amain towards Coventry. Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE I.

Coventry

Enter WARW CK, the MAYOR OF COVENTRY, two MESSENCERS,

and others upon the walls

WARW CK. \Were is the post that came fromvaliant Oxford?
How far hence is thy lord, mine honest fell ow?
FI RST MESSENCER. By this at Dunsnore, marching hitherward.
WARW CK. How far off is our brother Montague?
Where is the post that came from Mont ague?

SECOND MESSENGER. By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop.

Enter SIR JOHN SOVERVI LLE

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

SOMERVI LLE. At Southam |l did leave himwith his forces,



And do expect him here some two hours hence.
[ Drum heard]
WARW CK. Then Clarence is at hand; | hear his drum
SOMVERVI LLE. It is not his, ny lord; here Southamli es.
The drum your Honour hears marcheth from Warwi ck.
WARW CK. Who shoul d that be? Belike unlook'd for friends.

SOMERVI LLE. They are at hand, and you shall quickly know

March. Flourish. Enter KING EDWARD, G.OUCESTER,

and sol diers

KI NG EDWARD. Go, trunpet, to the walls, and sound a parle.
GLOUCESTER. See how the surly Warwi ck nans the wall.
WARW CK. O unbid spite! Is sportful Edward cone?
Where sl ept our scouts or how are they seduc'd
That we could hear no news of his repair?
KI NG EDWARD. Now, Warwick, wilt thou ope the city gates,
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee,
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg nercy?
And he shall pardon thee these outrages.
WARW CK. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence,
Confess who set thee up and pluck'd thee down,
Cal |l Warwi ck patron, and be penitent?
And thou shalt still remain the Duke of York.
GLOUCESTER. | thought, at |east, he would have said the King;
O did he nake the jest against his will?
WARW CK. Is not a dukedom sir, a goodly gift?
GLOUCESTER. Ay, by ny faith, for a poor earl to give.
I"l'l do thee service for so good a gift.
WARW CK. " Twas | that gave the kingdomto thy brother.
KING EDWARD. Why then '"tis nmine, if but by Warwick's gift.
WARW CK. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight;

And, weakling, Warwi ck takes his gift again;



And Henry is ny King, Warwi ck his subject.

KI NG EDWARD. But Warwick's king is Edward' s prisoner.
And, gallant Warwi ck, do but answer this:

What is the body when the head is off?

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

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

KING EDWARD. 'Tis even so; yet you are Warwi ck still.

GLOUCESTER. Cone, Warwi ck, take the tinme; kneel down, kneel

Nay, when? Strike now, or else the iron cools.
WARW CK. | had rather chop this hand off at a bl ow,
And with the other fling it at thy face,

Than bear so low a sail to strike to thee.

down.

KI NG EDWARD. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide thy friend,

Thi s hand, fast wound about thy coal -black hair,
Shall, whiles thy head is warm and new cut off,
Wite in the dust this sentence with thy bl ood:

" W nd- changi ng Warwi ck now can change no nore.'

Enter OXFORD, with drum and col ours

WARW CK. O cheerful col ours! See where Oxford cones.

OXFORD. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster!

[He and his forces enter the city]

GLOQUCESTER. The gates are open, let us enter too.
KI NG EDWARD. So ot her foes may set upon our backs.
Stand we in good array, for they no doubt
W1l issue out again and bid us battle;
If not, the city being but of snall defence,
We'll quietly rouse the traitors in the sane.

WARW CK. O wel come, Oxford! for we want thy help.



Enter MONTAGUE, with drum and col ours

MONTAGUE. Mbnt ague, Montague, for Lancaster!
[He and his forces enter the city]
GLOUCESTER. Thou and thy brother both shall buy this treason
Even with the dearest bl ood your bodies bear.
KI NG EDWARD. The harder match'd, the greater victory.

My mind presageth happy gain and conquest.

Ent er SOVERSET, with drum and col ours

SOMERSET. Sonerset, Sonerset, for Lancaster!
[He and his forces enter the city]
GLOUCESTER. Two of thy nane, both Dukes of Somerset,
Have sold their lives unto the house of York;

And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hol d.

Enter CLARENCE, with drum and col ours

WARW CK. And | o where George of C arence sweeps al ong,

O force enough to bid his brother battle;

Wth whom an upright zeal to right prevails

More than the nature of a brother's |ove.
CLARENCE. C arence, C arence, for Lancaster!
KING EDWARD. Et tu Brute- wilt thou stab Caesar too?

A parley, sirrah, to George of d arence.

[ Sound a parley. R CHARD and CLARENCE whi sper]
WARW CK. Cone, C arence, cone. Thou wilt if Warw ck call.
CLARENCE. [Taking the red rose fromhis hat and throw ng
it at WARW CK]
Fat her of Warwi ck, know you what this nmeans?

Look here, | throw ny infany at thee.



I will not ruinate ny father's house,
Who gave his blood to Iinme the stones together,
And set up Lancaster. Wy, trowest thou, Warwi ck,
That Clarence is so harsh, so blunt, unnatural,
To bend the fatal instruments of war
Agai nst his brother and his |awful King?
Perhaps thou wilt object nmy holy oath.
To keep that oath were nore inpiety
Than Jepht ha when he sacrific'd his daughter.
I amso sorry for ny trespass nade
That, to deserve well at my brother's hands,
I here proclaimnyself thy nortal foe;
Wth resolution whereso' er | neet thee-
As | will nmeet thee, if thou stir abroad-
To pl ague thee for thy foul m sleading ne.
And so, proud-hearted Warwi ck, | defy thee,
And to ny brother turn nmy blushing cheeks.
Pardon nme, Edward, | wll nake anends;
And, Richard, do not frown upon ny faults,
For I will henceforth be no nore unconstant.
KI NG EDWARD. Now wel cone nore, and ten times nore belov'd,
Than if thou never hadst deserv'd our hate.
GLOUCESTER. Wl cone, good Cl arence; this is brother-Iike.
WARW CK. O passing traitor, perjur'd and unjust!
KI NG EDWARD. \What, Warwick, wilt thou | eave die town and fight?
O shall we beat the stones about thine ears?
WARW CK. Alas, | amnot coop'd here for defence!
I will away towards Barnet presently
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou dar'st.
KI NG EDWARD. Yes, Warwi ck, Edward dares and | eads the way.
Lords, to the field; Saint George and victory!
Exeunt YORKI STS

[ March. WARW CK and hi s conpany foll ow]



SCENE I1.

A field of battle near Barnet

Al arum and excursions. Enter KING EDWARD, bringing

forth WARW CK, wounded

KI NG EDWARD. So, lie thou there. Die thou, and die our fear;

For Warwi ck was a bug that fear'd us all.

Now, Mbntague, sit fast; | seek for thee,

That Warwi ck's bones may keep thine company. Exi t
WARW CK. Ah, who is nigh? Cone to ne, friend or foe,

And tell ne who is victor, York or Varw ck?

Why ask | that? My mangl ed body shows,

My bl ood, ny want of strength, ny sick heart shows,

That | rust yield ny body to the earth

And, by ny fall, the conquest to ny foe.

Thus yields the cedar to the axe's edge,

Whose arns gave shelter to the princely eagle,

Under whose shade the ranmping lion slept,

Whose top-branch overpeer'd Jove's spreading tree

And kept |ow shrubs fromw nter's pow rful w nd.

These eyes, that now are dimmd with death's black veil,

Have been as piercing as the nmid-day sun

To search the secret treasons of the world;

The winkles in ny brows, now fill'd with bl ood,

Were lik'ned oft to kingly sepul chres;

For who liv'd King, but |I could dig his grave?

And who durst smile when Warwi ck bent his brow?

Lo now ny glory snear'd in dust and bl ood!

My parks, ny wal ks, nmy manors, that | had,

Even now forsake nme; and of all ny |ands

Is nothing left me but ny body's |ength.

what is ponp, rule, reign, but earth and dust?



And |ive we how we can, yet die we nust.

Enter OXFORD and SQVERSET

SOVERSET. Ah, Warwi ck, Warwi ck! wert thou as we are,
We night recover all our |oss again.
The Queen from France hath brought a pui ssant power;
Even now we heard the news. Ah, coul dst thou fly!
WARW CK. Why then, | would not fly. Ah, Montague,
If thou be there, sweet brother, take ny hand,
And with thy lips keep in ny soul a while!
Thou lov'st me not; for, brother, if thou didst,
Thy tears would wash this cold congeal ed bl ood
That glues ny lips and will not |et ne speak.
Cone qui ckly, Montague, or | am dead.
SOVERSET. Ah, Warwi ck! Mntague hath breath'd his |ast;
And to the |atest gasp cried out for Warw ck,
And said ' Commend nme to ny valiant brother.'
And nmore he woul d have said; and nore he spoke,
Whi ch sounded |ike a clanmour in a vault,
That nought not be distinguish'd; but at |ast,
I well mght hear, delivered with a groan,
"Ofarewel |, Warwi ck!’
WARW CK. Sweet rest his soul! Fly, lords, and save yoursel ves:
For Warwi ck bids you all farewell, to neet in heaven.
[ Di es]
OXFORD. Away, away, to meet the Queen's great power!
[Here they bear away his body]
SCENE I 11.

Anot her part of the field

Flourish. Enter KINGin triunph; with GLOUCESTER

CLARENCE, and the rest



KI NG EDWARD. Thus far our fortune keeps an upward course,

And we are grac'd with weaths of victory.
But in the nmidst of this bright-shining day

I spy a black, suspicious, threat'ning cloud
That will encounter with our glorious sun

Ere he attain his easeful western bed-

I nmean, ny lords, those powers that the Queen
Hath rais'd in Gallia have arriv'd our coast

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us.

CLARENCE. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud

And blow it to the source fromwhence it cane;
Thy very beanms will dry those vapours up

For every cloud engenders not a storm

GLOUCESTER. The Queen is valued thirty thousand strong,

And Somerset, with Oxford, fled to her
If she have tinme to breathe, be well assur'd
Her faction will be full as strong as ours.

KI NG EDWARD. are advertis'd by our loving friends
That they do hold their course toward Tewksbury;
We, having now the best at Barnet field,

WIl thither straight, for willingness rids way;

And as we march our strength will be augnented

In every county as we go al ong.

Strike up the drum cry 'Courage!' and away.
SCENE | V.

Pl ai ns wear Tewksbury

Exeunt

Fl ourish. March. Enter QUEEN MARGARET, PRI NCE EDWARD,

SOVERSET, OXFORD, and SOLDI ERS

QUEEN MARGARET. Great lords, wise nmen ne'er sit and wail

| oss,

their



But cheerly seek how to redress their harns.

What though the mast be now bl own overboard,

The cabl e broke, the hol di ng-anchor | ost,

And half our sailors swallow d in the flood;

Yet lives our pilot still. Is't nmeet that he
Shoul d | eave the helmand, like a fearful |ad,
Wth tearful eyes add water to the sea

And give nore strength to that which hath too nuch;
VWhiles, in his noan, the ship splits on the rock
Whi ch industry and courage m ght have sav'd?

Ah, what a shanme! ah, what a fault were this!

Say Warwi ck was our anchor; what of that?

And Mont ague our top-nast; what of hin®

Qur slaught'red friends the tackles; what of these?
Why, is not Oxford here anot her anchor?

And Sonerset another goodly nast?

The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings?
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and

For once allow d the skilful pilot's charge?

W will not fromthe helmto sit and weep,

But keep our course, though the rough wi nd say no,
From shel ves and rocks that threaten us with weck,
As good to chide the waves as speak themfair.

And what is Edward but a ruthless sea?

What C arence but a qui cksand of deceit?

And Richard but a ragged fatal rock?

Al'l these the enem es to our poor bark

Say you can swiny alas, 'tis but a while!

Tread on the sand; why, there you quickly sink
Bestride the rock; the tide will wash you off,

O else you fam sh- that's a threefold death.

This speak |, lords, to let you understand,

If case sone one of you would fly fromus



That there's no hop'd-for nercy with the brothers
More than with ruthl ess waves, with sands, and rocks.
Why, courage then! \What cannot be avoi ded
"Twere childish weakness to | anent or fear
PRI NCE OF WALES. Met hinks a worman of this valiant spirit
Should, if a coward hear her speak these words,
Infuse his breast with magnaninmity
And make hi m naked foil a man-at-arnmns.
| speak not this as doubting any here;
For did | but suspect a fearful nan,
He shoul d have | eave to go away beti nes,
Lest in our need he m ght infect another
And make himof the like spirit to hinself.
If any such be here- as God forbid!-
Let him depart before we need his help.
OXFORD. Wonen and children of so high a courage,
And warriors faint! Wy, 'twere perpetual shane.
O brave young Prince! thy famous grandfather
Doth live again in thee. Long nmayst thou Eve
To bear his inmage and renew his glories!
SOVERSET. And he that will not fight for such a hope,
Go honme to bed and, |ike the ow by day,
If he arise, be nock'd and wond' red at.
QUEEN MARGARET. Thanks, gentle Somerset; sweet Oxford, thanks.

PRI NCE OF WALES. And take his thanks that yet hath nothing el se

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand
Ready to fight; therefore be resol ute.

OXFORD. | thought no less. It is his policy
To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided.

SOMERSET. But he's deceiv'd; we are in readi ness.



QUEEN MARGARET. This cheers my heart, to see your forwardness.

OXFORD. Here pitch our battle; hence we will not budge.

Fl ouri sh and march. Enter, at a distance, Kl NG EDWARD,

GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE, and sol diers

KI NG EDWARD. Brave foll owers, yonder stands the thorny wood
Whi ch, by the heavens' assistance and your strength,
Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night.
I need not add nore fuel to your fire,
For well | wot ye blaze to burn them out.
Gve signal to the fight, and to it, |ords.
QUEEN MARGARET. Lords, knights, and gentlenen, what | should say
My tears gainsay; for every word | speak
Ye see, | drink the water of ny eye.
Therefore, no nore but this: Henry, your sovereign
I's prisoner to the foe; his state usurp'd,
H s real ma sl aughter-house, his subjects slain,
H s statutes cancell'd, and his treasure spent;
And yonder is the wolf that nmakes this spoil.
You fight in justice. Then, in God' s name, |ords,
Be valiant, and give signal to the fight.
Al arum retreat, excursions. Exeunt
SCENE V.

Anot her part of the field

Fl ouri sh. Enter KING EDWARD, G.OUCESTER, CLARENCE
and forces, Wth QUEEN MARGARET, OXFORD, and

SOMERSET, prisoners

KI NG EDWARD. Now here a period of tunultuous broils.
Away with Oxford to Hames Castle straight;
For Somerset, off with his guilty head.

Go, bear themhence; | will not hear them speak



OXFORD. For ny part, |I'Il not trouble thee with words.
SOVERSET. Nor |, but stoop with patience to ny fortune.
Exeunt OXFORD and SOVERSET, guarded
QUEEN MARGARET. So part we sadly in this troublous world,
To neet with joy in sweet Jerusalem
KI NG EDWARD. |s proclamati on nmade that who finds Edward
Shall have a high reward, and he his life?

GLOUCESTER. It is; and | o where youthful Edward cones.

Enter soldiers, with PR NCE EDWARD

KING EDWARD. Bring forth the gallant; let us hear him speak.
What, can so young a man begin to prick?
Edward, what satisfaction canst thou nmake
For bearing arms, for stirring up ny subjects,
And all the trouble thou hast turn'd ne to?
PRI NCE OF WALES. Speak |ike a subject, proud anbitious York.
Suppose that | amnow ny father's nouth;
Resign thy chair, and where | stand kneel thou,
Whi |l st | propose the self-sane words to the
Whi ch, traitor, thou woul dst have me answer to.
QUEEN MARGARET. Ah, that thy father had been so resolv'd!
GLOUCESTER. That you might still have worn the petticoat
And ne'er have stol'n the breech from Lancaster.
PRI NCE OF WALES. Let Aesop fable in a winter's night;
Hs currish riddle sorts not with this place.
GLOUCESTER. By heaven, brat, |I'Il plague ye for that word.
QUEEN MARGARET. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague to nen.
GLOUCESTER. For God's sake, take away this captive scold.
PRI NCE OF WALES. Nay, take away this scol ding crookback rather.
KI NG EDWARD. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charmyour tongue.
CLARENCE. Untutor'd lad, thou art too nual apert.

PRI NCE OF WALES. | know ny duty; you are all undutiful.



Lasci vi ous Edward, and thou perjur'd George,
And thou misshapen Dick, | tell ye all
| amyour better, traitors as ye are;
And thou usurp'st nmy father's right and nine.
KI NG EDWARD. Take that, the |ikeness of this railer here.
[Stabs him

GLOUCESTER. Spraw 'st thou? Take that, to end thy agony.

[Stabs him
CLARENCE. And there's for twitting ne with perjury.

[ St abs hinj
QUEEN MARGARET. O, kill me too!
GLOUCESTER. Marry, and shall. [CFfers to kill her]

KI NG EDWARD. Hol d, Richard, hold; for we have done to nuch.
GLOUCESTER. Wy should she live to fill the world with words?
KI NG EDWARD. \What, doth she swoon? Use neans for her recovery.
GLOUCESTER. C arence, excuse nme to the King ny brother.

I"lIl hence to London on a serious matter;

Ere ye cone there, be sure to hear sonme news.
CLARENCE. What ? what ?
GLOUCESTER. The Tower! the Tower! Exi t
QUEEN MARGARET. O Ned, sweet Ned, speak to thy nother, boy!

Canst thou not speak? O traitors! nurderers!

They that stabb'd Caesar shed no blood at all,

Did not offend, nor were not worthy bl ane,

If this foul deed were by to equal it.

He was a man: this, in respect, a child;

And nmen ne'er spend their fury on a child.

What's worse than nurderer, that | may nane it?

No, no, ny heart will burst, an if | speak-

And | will speak, that so ny heart nmay burst.

But chers and villains! bloody cannibal s!

How sweet a plant have you untinely cropp' d!

You have no children, butchers, if you had,



The thought of them would have stirr'd up renorse
But if you ever chance to have a child,
Look in his youth to have himso cut off
As, deathsmen, you have rid this sweet young prince!
KI NG EDWARD. Away with her; go, bear her hence perforce.
QUEEN MARGARET. Nay, never bear ne hence; dispatch ne here.
Here sheathe thy sword; 1'll pardon thee ny death
What, wilt thou not? Then, O arence, do it thou
CLARENCE. By heaven, | will not do thee so nuch ease.
QUEEN MARGARET. Good d arence, do; sweet Clarence, do thou do it.
CLARENCE. Didst thou not hear nme swear | would not do it?
QUEEN MARGARET. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself.
"Twas sin before, but now 'tis charity.
What! wilt thou not? Were is that devil's butcher
Har d-favour'd Ri chard? Richard, where art thou?
Thou art not here. Murder is thy al nms-deed;
Petitioners for blood thou ne'er put'st back
KI NG EDWARD. Away, | say; | charge ye bear her hence.
QUEEN MARGARET. So come to you and yours as to this prince.
Exit, led out forcibly
KI NG EDWARD. \Were's Richard gone?
CLARENCE. To London, all in post; and, as | guess,
To nmake a bl oody supper in the Tower.
KI NG EDWARD. He's sudden, if a thing cones in his head.
Now rmar ch we hence. Di scharge the common sort
Wth pay and thanks; and let's away to London
And see our gentle queen how well she fares.
By this, | hope, she hath a son for ne. Exeunt
SCENE VI .

London. The Tower

Enter KING HENRY and GLOUCESTER with the LI EUTENANT,

on the walls



GLOUCESTER. Good day, ny lord. Wat, at your book so hard?
KI NG HENRY. Ay, ny good lord- ny lord, |I should say rather.

"Tis sinto flatter; 'good was little better

'Good d oucester' and 'good devil' were alike,

And bot h preposterous; therefore, not 'good |ord.
GLOUCESTER. Sirrah, |eave us to ourselves; we nust confer

Exit LI EUTENANT

KING HENRY. So flies the reckless shepherd fromthe wol f;

So first the harm ess sheep doth yield his fleece,

And next his throat unto the butcher's knife.

What scene of death hath Roscius now to act?
GLOUCESTER. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mnd:

The thief doth fear each bush an officer
KI NG HENRY. The bird that hath been linmed in a bush

Wth trenbling wings m sdoubteth every bush;

And |, the hapless nale to one sweet bird,

Have now the fatal object in ny eye

Where ny poor young was |imd, was caught, and kill"d.
GLOUCESTER. Wy, what a peevish fool was that of Crete

That taught his son the office of a fow!

And yet, for all his wi ngs, the fool was drown' d.
KI NG HENRY. |, Daedal us; my poor boy, |carus;

Thy father, Mnos, that denied our course;

The sun that sear'd the wi ngs of nmy sweet boy,

Thy brother Edward; and thyself, the sea

Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life.

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not wth words!

My breast can better brook thy dagger's point

Than can ny ears that tragic history.

But wherefore dost thou cone? Is't for ny life?
GLOUCESTER. Thi nk' st thou | am an executioner?

KI NG HENRY. A persecutor | amsure thou art.



I f murdering innocents be executi ng,
Why, then thou are an executi oner.
GLOUCESTER. Thy son | kill'd for his presunption.
KI NG HENRY. Hadst thou been kill'd when first thou didst presune,
Thou hadst not liv'd to kill a son of mne.
And thus | prophesy, that many a thousand
Whi ch now mistrust no parcel of ny fear,
And many an old man's sigh, and nany a w dow s,
And many an orphan's water-standi ng eye-
Men for their sons, wives for their husbands,
Orphans for their parents' tineless death-
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born.
The owW shriek'd at thy birth- an evil sign;
The ni ght-crow cried, aboding |uckless tine;
Dogs how ' d, and hi deous tenpest shook down trees;
The raven rook'd her on the chimey's top,
And chatt'ring pies in dismal discords sung;
Thy nother felt nore than a nother's pain,
And yet brought forth Iess than a nother's hope,
To wit, an indigest deformed | unp,
Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree.
Teeth hadst thou in thy head when thou wast born,
To signify thou cami st to bite the world;
And if the rest be true which | have heard,
Thou cani st -
GLOQUCESTER. I'Il hear no nore. Die, prophet, in thy speech.
[Stabs him
For this, anongst the rest, was | ordain'd.
KI NG HENRY. Ay, and for nmuch nore slaughter after this.
O Cod forgive ny sins and pardon thee! [ Di es]
GLOUCESTER. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster
Sink in the ground? |I thought it would have nounted.

See how nmy sword weeps for the poor King' s death.



O may such purple tears be always shed
From those that wi sh the downfall of our house!
If any spark of |life be yet renuining,
Down, down to hell; and say | sent thee thither-
[ St abs hi m agai n]
I, that have neither pity, |ove, nor fear.
Indeed, 'tis true that Henry told ne of;
For | have often heard ny nother say
| cane into the world with nmy |egs forward.
Had | not reason, think ye, to nake haste
And seek their ruin that usurp'd our right?
The m dw fe wonder'd; and the wonen cried
'O, Jesus bless us, he is born with teeth!’
And so | was, which plainly signified
That | should snarl, and bite, and play the dog.
Then, since the heavens have shap'd ny body so,
Let hell make crook'd my mind to answer it.
| have no brother, | amlike no brother;
And this word 'love,' which greybeards call divine,
Be resident in nmen |ike one anot her,
And not in ne! | am nyself al one.
Cl arence, beware; thou keep'st ne fromthe I|ight,
But I will sort a pitchy day for thee;
For | will buzz abroad such prophecies
That Edward shall be fearful of his life;
And then to purge his fear, 1'Il be thy death.
King Henry and the Prince his son are gone.
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest;
Counting nyself but bad till | be best.
I"lI'l throw thy body in another room
And triunph, Henry, in thy day of doom
Exit with the body

SCENE VI 1.



London. The pal ace

Flourish. Enter KING EDWARD, QUEEN ELI ZABETH, CLARENCE
GLOUCESTER, HASTI NGS, NURSE, wi th the Young PRI NCE,

and attendants

KI NG EDWARD. Once nore we sit in England s royal throne,
Repurchas'd with the bl ood of enem es.
What valiant foenmen, like to autumm's corn
Have we now d down in tops of all their pride!
Three Dukes of Sonerset, threefold renown'd
For hardy and undoubt ed chanpi ons;
Two Ciffords, as the father and the son
And two Northunberl ands- two braver nen
Ne' er spurr'd their coursers at the trunpet's sound;
Wth themthe two brave bears, Warwi ck and Mont ague,
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion
And made the forest trenble when they roar'd.
Thus have we swept suspicion fromour seat
And made our footstool of security.
Cone hither, Bess, and let nme kiss ny boy.
Young Ned, for thee thine uncles and nyself
Have in our arnours watch'd the winter's night,
Went all afoot in summer's scal di ng heat,
That thou might'st repossess the crown in peace;
And of our |abours thou shalt reap the gain.
GLOUCESTER. [Aside] I'll blast his harvest if your head were |aid;
For yet | amnot look'd on in the world.
Thi s shoul der was ordain'd so thick to heave
And heave it shall sone weight or break ny back.
Work thou the way- and that shall execute.
KI NG EDWARD. Cl arence and G oucester, |ove ny |ovely queen

And ki ss your princely nephew, brothers both.



CLARENCE. The duty that | owe unto your Myjesty
| seal upon the lips of this sweet babe.
KI NG EDWARD. Thanks, noble C arence; worthy brother, thanks.
GLOUCESTER. And that | love the tree from whence thou sprang' st,
Wtness the loving kiss | give the fruit.
[Aside] To say the truth, so Judas kiss'd his naster
And cried "All hail!' when as he neant all harm
KI NG EDWARD. Now am | seated as ny soul delights,
Havi ng ny country's peace and brothers' |oves.
CLARENCE. What will your Grace have done with Margaret?
Rei gnier, her father, to the King of France
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerusal em
And hither have they sent it for her ransom
KI NG EDWARD. Away wi th her, and waft her hence to France.
And now what rests but that we spend the tine
Wth stately triunphs, nmirthful com c shows,
Such as befits the pleasure of the court?
Sound druns and trunpets. Farewel |, sour annoy!

For here, | hope, begins our lasting joy. Exeunt

- THE END-



