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SI R HUMPHREY STAFFORD

W LLI AM STAFFORD, hi s brother

SI R JOHN STANLEY

VAUX

MATTHEW GOFFE

A LI EUTENANT, a SH PMASTER, a MASTER S MATE, and
WALTER VWH TMORE

TWO GENTLEMEN, prisoners with Suffolk

JOHN HUME and JOHN SOUTHWELL, two priests

ROGER BOLI NGBRCKE, a conj urer

A SPIRIT raised by him

THOVAS HORNER, an ar nour er

PETER, his man

CLERK OF CHATHAM

MAYOR OF SAI NT ALBANS

SAUNDER SI MPCOX, an i npost or

ALEXANDER | DEN, a Kentish gentl eman

JACK CADE, a rebel

GEORGE BEVI' S, JOHN HOLLAND, DI CK THE BUTCHER, SM TH
THE WEAVER,

M CHAEL, &c., followers of Cade
TWO MJURDERERS

MARGARET, Queen to King Henry
ELEANOR, Duchess of d oucester
MARGERY JOURDAIN, a witch

W FE to SI MPCOX

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants; Petitioners,
Al dernen, a Herald,
a Beadle, a Sheriff, Oficers, Ctizens,
Prentices, Fal coners,
Guards, Sol diers, Messengers, &c.

SCENE:
Engl and
ACT |. SCENE I.
London. The pal ace

Fl ouri sh of trunpets; then hautboys. Enter the
Kl NG,

DUKE HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER, SALI SBURY
WARW CK, and

CARDI NAL BEAUFORT, on the one side; the QUEEN
SUFFQOLK,
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YORK, SOVERSET, and BUCKI NGHAM on the
ot her

SUFFOLK. As by your high inperial Mjesty
I had in charge at ny depart for France,
As procurator to your Excellence,
To marry Princess Margaret for your G ace;
So, in the fanobus 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
bi shops,
| have performd ny task, and was espous' d;
And hunbly now upon ny bended knee,
In sight of England and her lordly peers,
Deliver up ny title in the Queen
To your nost gracious hands, that are the
subst ance
O that great shadow | did represent:
The happiest gift that ever marqui s gave,
The fairest queen that ever king receiv'd.
KI NG HENRY. Suffol k, arise. Wl conme, Queen Margaret:
| can express no kinder sign of |ove
Than this kind kiss. O Lord, that lends ne life,
Lend ne a heart replete with thankful ness!
For thou hast given ne in this beauteous face
A world of earthly blessings to ny soul,
If synpathy of |love unite our thoughts.
QUEEN. Great King of England, and ny gracious |ord,
The nutual conference that ny m nd hath had,
By day, by night, waking and in ny dreans,
In courtly conpany or at ny beads,
Wth you, mine alder-1liefest sovereign,
Makes ne the bolder to salute ny king
Wth ruder terns, such as ny wit affords
And over-joy of heart doth mnister.
KI NG HENRY. Her sight did ravish, but her grace in
speech,
Her words y-clad with wi sdom s nmj esty,
Makes me fromwond' ring fall to weeping joys,
Such is the fulness of nmy heart's content.
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcone ny | ove.
ALL. [Kneeling] Long live Queen Margaret, England' s
happi ness!
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QUEEN. We 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 nonths concl uded by consent.
GLOUCESTER. [Reads] 'Inprims: It is agreed between
the French King
Charles and Wlliamde | a Pole, Mrquess of
Suf f ol k, anbassador
for Henry King of England, that the said Henry
shal | espouse the
Lady Margaret, daughter unto Reignier King of
Napl es, Sicilia,
and Jerusalem and crown her Queen of England ere
the thirtieth
of May next ensui ng.
Item That the duchy of Anjou and the county of
Mai ne 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;
Sonme sudden qual m hath struck me at the heart,
And dimid m ne eyes, that | can read no further.
KI NG HENRY. Uncle of Wnchester, | pray read on.
CARDI NAL. [Reads] 'Item It is further agreed
between them that the
duchi es of Anjou and Mii ne shall be rel eased and
del i vered over
to the King her father, and she sent over of the
Ki ng of
Engl and' s own proper cost and charges, w thout
havi ng any dowy.'
KI NG HENRY. They pl ease us well. Lord Marquess,
kneel down.
We here create thee the first Duke of Suffolk,
And girt thee with the sword. Cousin of York,
We here discharge your Grace from bei ng Regent
" th'" parts of France, till term of eighteen
nmont hs
Be full expir'd. Thanks, uncle Wnchester,
d oucester, York, Buckingham Sonerset,
Sal i sbury, and Warw ck;
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We thank you all for this great favour done
In entertainment to my 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
st at e,
To you Duke Hunphrey must unload his grief
Your grief, the common 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 sumrer's parchi ng 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 m ne uncle Beaufort and nyself,
Wth all the | earned Council of the real m
Studied so long, sat in the Council House
Early and | ate, debating to and fro
How France and Frenchnmen m ght be kept in awe?
And had his Highness in his infancy
Crowned in Paris, in despite of foes?
And shal |l 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,
Blotting 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 scour se,
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 Maine
Unto the poor King Reignier, whose |arge style
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Agrees not with the | eanness of his purse.
SALI SBURY. Now, by the death of HHmthat died for
al |,
These counties were the keys of Nornmandy!
But wherefore weeps Warw ck, mny 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 bl ood, m ne eyes no

t ears.
Anj ou and Maine! nyself did win them bot h;
Those provinces these arns of mne did conquer;
And are the cities that | got wth wounds
Deliver'd up again with peaceful words?
Mort Dieu!

YORK. For Suffolk's duke, may he be suffocate,
That dins the honour of this warlike isle!
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.

GLOUCESTER. 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 m nd;
"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 | |onger stay
We shall begin our ancient bickerings.
Lordings, farewell; and say, when | am gone,
| prophesied France will be |ost ere

| ong. Exi t

CARDI NAL. So, there goes our Protector in a rage.

"Tis known to you he is m ne eneny;

Nay, nore, an eneny unto you all

And no great friend, | fear ne, to the King.
Consider, lords, he is the next of blood
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And heir apparent to the English crown.
Had Henry got an enpire by his nmarriage
And all the wealthy kingdons of the west,
There's reason he should be displeas'd at it.
Look to it, lords; let not his snpothing words
Bew tch your hearts; be wi se and circunspect.
What t hough the comon peopl e favour him
Calling him'Hunphrey, the good Duke of

A oucester, '
Cl appi ng their hands, and crying with | oud voice
"Jesu maintain your royal excellence!’
Wth ' God preserve the good Duke Hunphrey!'
| fear ne, lords, for all this flattering gl oss,

He will be found a dangerous Protector.
BUCKI NGHAM  Why shoul d he then protect our
sover ei gn,

He being of age to govern of hinself?

Cousin of Sonerset, join you wth ne,

And all together, with the Duke of Suffolk,

W' || quickly hoi se Duke Hunphrey from his seat.
CARDI NAL. This weighty business will not brook

del ay;
"Il to the Duke of Suffolk
presently. Exi t
SOMERSET. Cousin 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 intol erable

Than all the princes in the |and beside;

If d oucester be displac'd, he'll be Protector.
BUCKI NGHAM O thou or |, Sonerset, will be
Pr ot ect or,

Despite Duke Hunphrey or the Cardinal.
Exeunt BUCKI NGHAM
and SOVERSET
SALI SBURY. Pride went before, anmbition follows him
Wil e these do | abour for their own prefernent,
Behoves it us to | abour for the realm
| never saw but Hunphrey Duke of { oucester
Did bear himlike a noble gentleman.
Ot have | seen the haughty Cardi nal -
Mre like a soldier than a man o' th' church
As stout and proud as he were lord of all-
Swear like a ruffian and denean hi nsel f
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Unli ke the ruler of a comonweal .
Warwi ck ny son, the confort of ny age,
Thy deeds, thy pl ai nness, and thy housekeepi ng,
Hat h won the greatest favour of the conmons,
Excepti ng none but good Duke Hunphrey.
And, brother York, thy acts in Irel and,
In bringing themto civil discipline,
Thy | ate exploits done in the heart of France
When thou wert Regent for our sovereign,
Have made thee fear'd and honour'd of the peopl e:
Join we together for the public good,
In what we can, to bridle and suppress
The pride of Suffolk and the Cardinal,
Wth Sonerset's and Bucki ngham s anbition;
And, as we may, cherish Duke Hunphrey's deeds
Wiile they do tend the profit of the |and.
WARW CK. So God hel p Warwi ck, as he loves the | and
And common profit of his country!
YORK. And so says York- [Aside] for he hath
gr eat est cause.
SALI SBURY. Then let's nmake haste away and | ook unto
the main.
WARW CK. Unto the main! O father, Maine is | ost-
That Mai ne which by main force Warwick did w n,
And woul d have kept so long as breath did | ast.
Mai n chance, father, you neant; but | neant Mi ne,
Wich | will wn from France, or el se be slain.
Exeunt WARW CK
and SALI SBURY
YORK. Anjou and Maine are given to the French;
Paris is lost; the state of Normandy
Stands on a tickle point now they are gone.
Suf fol k concluded on the articles;
The peers agreed; and Henry was well pleas'd
To changes two dukedons for a duke's fair
daught er.
| cannot blame themall: what is't to then®
"Tis thine they give away, and not their own.
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their

pill age,
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,
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I rel

Wiile 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 owmn |ands are bargain'd for and sol d.
Met hi nks the real ns of Engl and, France, and
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 ne, for |I had hope of France,
Even as | have of fertile England' s soil.

A day wll cone when York shall claimhis own;
And therefore | will take the Nevils' parts,
And nake 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-Ilike hunours fits not for a crown.
Then, York, be still awhile, till tinme do serve;
Wat ch thou and wake, when ot hers 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 wll | raise aloft the mlk-white rose,

Wth whose sweet snell the air shall be perfund,
And in ny standard bear the arns 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 Engl and

down. Exi t

SCENE I .
The DUKE OF GLOUCESTER S house

Enter DUKE and his w fe ELEANOR

DUCHESS. Way droops ny lord, like over-ripen'd corn

Hangi ng the head at Ceres' plenteous |oad?

Why doth the great Duke Hunphrey knit his brows,
As frowning at the favours of the world?

Why are thine eyes fix'd to the sullen earth,
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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'lIl lengthen it with m ne;
And having both together heav'd it up,
W'l | both together |lift our heads to heaven,

And never nore abase our sight so | ow
As to vouchsafe one gl ance unto the ground.
GLOUCESTER. O Nell, sweet Nell, if thou dost |ove
thy |lord,
Bani sh t he canker of anbitious thoughts!
And may that thought, when | imagine il
Agai nst ny ki ng and nephew, virtuous Henry,
Be ny last breathing in this nortal world!
My troubl ous dreans this night doth nake ne sad.
DUCHESS. What dreamid ny lord? Tell ne, and |'I|
requite it
Wth sweet rehearsal of ny norning's dream
GLOUCESTER. 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 Ednund Duke of Sonerset
And Wlliamde la Pole, first Duke of Suffolk.
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 3 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 Dane Margaret kneel'd to ne,
And on ny head did set the di adem
GLOUCESTER. Nay, El eanor, then nust | 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 hinf
Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command
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Above the reach or conpass of thy thought?
And wilt thou still be hamrering treachery
To tunbl e down thy husband and thyself
From top of honour to disgrace's feet?
Away fromnme, and |let nme hear no nore!
DUCHESS. What, what, ny lord! Are you so choleric
Wth El eanor for telling but her dreanf
Next time I'll keep ny dreanms unto nyself
And not be check' d.
GLOUCESTER. Nay, be not angry; | am pleas'd again.

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. My Lord Protector, 'tis his Hi ghness'
pl easure
You do prepare to ride unto Saint Al bans,
Where as the King and Queen do nean to hawk.
GLOUCESTER. | go. Cone, Nell, thou wilt ride with
us?
DUCHESS. Yes, ny good lord, I'll follow presently.
Exeunt GLOUCESTER
and MESSENGER
Follow I nust; | cannot go before,
Wil e A oucester bears this base and hunbl e m nd.
Were | a nman, a duke, and next of bl ood,
I woul d renove these tedi ous stunbling-bl ocks
And snooth ny way upon their headl ess necks;
And, being a woman, | will not be sl ack
To play ny part in Fortune's pageant.

Where are you there, Sir John? Nay, fear not, man,

We are alone; here's none but thee and I.
Ent er HUVE

HUME. Jesus preserve your royal WMajesty!
DUCHESS. What say'st thou? Majesty! | am but G ace.
HUVE. But, by the grace of God and Hune's advice,
Your Grace's title shall be nmultiplied.
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 w Il they undertake to do ne good?

HUME. This they have prom sed, to show your Hi ghness

A spirit rais'd fromdepth of underground
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That shall nmake answer to such questions

As by your G ace shall be propounded him
DUCHESS. It is enough; 1'll think upon the

guesti ons;

When from Sai nt Al bans we do make return

W'l see these things effected to the full.

Here, Hunme, take this reward; make nerry, man,

Wth thy confederates in this weighty

cause. Exi t
HUVE. Hunme nust make nmerry with the Duchess' gol d;
Marry, and shall. But, how now, Sir John Hune!

Seal up your lips and give no words but num
The busi ness asketh silent secrecy.

Danme El eanor gives gold to bring the witch:
Gol d cannot conme am ss 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 Suffol k;
Yet | do find it so; for, to be plain,

They, knowi ng Dane El eanor's aspiring hunour,
Have hired nme to underm ne the Duchess,

And buzz these conjurations in her brain.

They say 'A crafty knave does need no broker';
Yet am | Suffol k 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' weck,
And her attainture will be Hunphrey's fal
Sort howit wll, | shall have gold for
al | . Exi t
SCENE I'11.

London. The pal ace

Enter three or four PETITI ONERS, PETER
the Arnmourer's man, being one

FI RST PETITIONER. My nasters, let's stand cl ose; ny
Lord Protector
wll cone this way by and by, and then we nay
del i ver our
supplications in the quill
SECOND PETI TIONER. Marry, the Lord protect him for
he's a good
man, Jesu bl ess him

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/hvi2.html (12 of 96)4/11/2005 8:29:52 AM



William Shakespeare: Henry VI, Part |1.

Ent er SUFFOLK and QUEEN

FI RST PETI TIONER Here 'a cones, nethinks, and the
Queen with him
['"l'l be the first, sure.
SECOND PETI TI ONER. Cone back, fool; this is the
Duke of Suffol k and
not ny Lord Protector.
SUFFOLK. How now, fellow Wuldst anything with ne?
FIRST PETITIONER | pray, ny lord, pardon ne; |
took ye for ny Lord
Pr ot ect or.
QUEEN. [Reads] 'To ny Lord Protector!' Are your
supplications to
his | ordshi p? Let ne see them Wat is thine?
FIRST PETITIONER. Mne is, an't please your G ace,
agai nst John
Goodman, ny Lord Cardinal's man, for keeping ny
house and | ands,
and wife and all, from ne.
SUFFOLK. Thy wife too! That's sonme wong indeed.
What' s yours?
What's here! [Reads] 'Against the Duke of
Suf fol k, for encl osing
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 naster,
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 ri ghtful
heir to the crown?
PETER. That ny master was? No, forsooth. My master
said that he
was, and that the King was an usurper.
SUFFOLK. Who is there? [Enter servant] Take this
fellowin, and
send for his master wth a pursuivant presently.
We' |l | hear nore
of your matter before the King.
Exit servant
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wth PETER
QUEEN. And as for you, that |l ove to be protected
Under the wi ngs of our Protector's grace,
Begin your suits anew, and sue to him
[ Tears the
suppl i cations]
Away, base cullions! Suffolk, Iet 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 Albion'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 nust be nade a subject to a duke?
| tell thee, Pole, when in the city Tours
Thou ran'st a tilt in honour of ny |ove
And stol'st away the | adies' hearts of France,
| thought King Henry had resenbl ed thee
I n courage, courtship, and proportion;
But all his mnd is bent to holiness,
To nunber Ave-Maries on his beads;
Hi s chanpi ons 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 i mages 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 wll |
I n Engl and work your Grace's full content.
QUEEN. Besi de the haughty Protector, have we
Beauf ort
The i nperious 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 al
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 ne half so nuch
As that proud dame, the Lord Protector's wfe.
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She sweeps it through the court wth troops of
| adi es,

More |i ke an enpress than Duke Hunphrey's w fe.

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 mnions t' other day

The very train of her worst wearing gown

Was better worth than all ny father's | ands,

Till Suffolk gave two dukedons for his daughter.
SUFFOLK. Madam nyself have limd a bush for her,

And plac'd a quire of such enticing birds

That she will light to listen to the |ays,

And never nount to trouble you again.

So, let her rest. And, madam list to ne,

For | ambold to counsel you in this:

Al t hough we fancy not the Cardinal,

Yet must we join with himand wth 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 helm

Sound a sennet. Enter the KING DUKE
HUMPHREY,
CARDI NAL BEAUFORT, BUCKI NGHAM YORK, SQVERSET,
SAL| SBURY,
WARW CK, and the DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER

KI NG HENRY. For ny part, noble lords, | care not

whi ch:
O Sonerset or York, all's one to ne.
YORK. |If York have ill denean'd hinmself in France,

Then | et him be denay'd the regentship.
SOVERSET. |f Sonerset be unworthy of the place,
Let York be Regent; | will yield to him
WARW CK. \Wiet her your Grace be worthy, yea or no,
Di spute not that; York is the worthier
CARDI NAL. Anbitious Warwick, let thy betters speak.
WARW CK. The Cardinal's not ny better in the field.
BUCKI NGHAM All in this presence are thy betters,
War wi ck.
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WARW CK. Warwick may live to be the best of all.
SALI SBURY. Peace, son! And show sone 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 wonen's nmatters.
QUEEN. If 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 wll resign ny place.
SUFFOLK. Resign it then, and | eave thine insolence.
Since thou wert king- as who is king but thou?-
The commonweal th hath daily run to w ack,
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 conmobns hast thou rack'd; the
clergy's bags
Are lank and lean with thy extortions.
SOVERSET. 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 | eft 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,
Whul d nake thee quickly hop w thout thy head.
Exit GLOUCESTER The QUEEN drops
QUEEN her fan
Gve ne ny fan. Wat, mnion, can ye not?
[ She gives the DUCHESS a box
on the ear]
| cry your nercy, nmadam was it you?
DUCHESS. Was't 17? Yea, | it was, proud Frenchwoman.
Could | conme near your beauty with ny nails,
| could set ny ten commandnents in your face.
KI NG HENRY. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas agai nst her
will.
DUCHESS. Agai nst her will, good King? Look to 't in
time;
She' || hanper thee and dandl e thee |ike a baby.
Though in this place nost nmaster wear no breeches,
She shall not stri ke Danme El eanor
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unreveng' d. Exi t
BUCKI NGHAM Lord Cardinal, | wll follow El eanor
And |listen after Hunphrey, how he proceeds.
She's tickled now, her fume needs no spurs,
She'll gallop far enough to her
destruction. Exi t

Re-enter GOUCESTER

GLOUCESTER. Now, |ords, ny chol er being overbl own
Wt h wal ki ng once about the quadrangl e,
| come to talk of commonwealth affairs.

As for your spiteful false objections,
Prove them and | |lie open to the | aw,
But God in nmercy so deal with ny sou

As | in duty love ny king and country!
But to the matter that we have in hand:

| say, ny sovereign, York is neetest man
To be your Regent in the real mof France.

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

That York is nost unneet of any nman.

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 Somerset will keep ne here

Wt hout discharge, noney, or furniture,

Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands.
Last tinme | danc'd attendance on his w ||
Till Paris was besieg'd, famsh'd, and | ost.

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

SUFFOLK. Peace, headstrong Warw ck!

WARW CK. I nmage of pride, why should | hold ny peace?

Enter HORNER, the Arnourer, and his man
PETER, guar ded

SUFFOLK. Because here is a man 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. Wat nean' st thou, Suffolk? Tell ne,
what are these?
SUFFOLK. Please it your Majesty, this is the man
That doth accuse his master of high treason;
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H s words were these: that Ri chard Duke of York
Was rightful heir unto the English crown,
And that your Majesty was an usurper.
KI NG HENRY. Say, man, were these thy words?
HORNER. An't shall please your Mjesty, | never
sai d nor thought
any such matter. God is ny witness, | amfalsely
accus'd by the
villain.
PETER. [Hol di ng up his hands] By these ten bones,
ny lords, he did
speak themto nme in the garret one night, as we
were scouring ny
Lord of York's arnour.
YORK. Base dunghill villain and nmechani cal,
"Il 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, ny lord, hang ne 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 nman for a
villain's
accusati on.
KI NG HENRY. Uncle, what shall we say to this in |aw?
GLOUCESTER. This doom ny lord, if | may judge:
Let Sonerset be Regent o'er the French,
Because in York this breeds suspicion;
And | et these have a day appointed them
For single conmbat in convenient place,
For he hath witness of his servant's nali ce.
This is the law, and this Duke Hunphrey's doom
SOMERSET. | hunbly thank your royal Majesty.
HORNER. And | accept the conmbat willingly.
PETER. Alas, ny lord, | cannot fight; for God's
sake, pity ny case!
The spite of man prevail eth against nme. O Lord,
have nmercy upon
me, | shall never be able to fight a blow O
Lord, ny heart!
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GLOUCESTER. Sirrah, or you nust fight or else be
hang' d.
KI NG HENRY. Away with themto prison; and the day
of conbat shal
be the | ast of the next nonth.
Conme, Sonerset, we'll see thee sent away.
Fl ouri sh. Exeunt
SCENE 1 V.
London. The DUKE OF GLOUCESTER S gar den

Enter MARGERY JOURDAIN, the witch; the two
priests, HUVE and SOUTHWELL; and
BOLI NGBROKE

HUVE. Cone, ny nmasters; the Duchess, | tell you,
expects
per f ormance of your prom ses.
BOLI NGBROKE. Master Hume, we are therefore
provi ded; w |l 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
woman of an
invincible spirit; but it shall be convenient,
Mast er Hune, that
you be by her aloft while we be busy bel ow, and
so | pray you go,
in God's nane, and |eave us. [Exit HUME] Mot her
Jourdai n, be you
prostrate and grovel on the earth; John
Sout hwel | , read you; and
l et us to our work.

Ent er DUCHESS al oft, foll owed by HUVE

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

SPIRI T. Adsum

MARGERY JOURDAI N. Asmat h,
By the eternal God, 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 hi m becone?’
SPIRIT. The Duke yet lives that Henry shall depose;
But himoutlive, and die a violent death.
[As the SPIRI T speaks, SOUTHWELL writes
t he answer ]
BOLI NGBROKE. ' 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
Soner set ?'
SPIRIT. Let himshun castles:
Saf er shall he be upon the sandy pl ains
Than where castl es nounted stand.
Have done, for nore | hardly can endure.
BOLI NGBROKE. Descend to darkness and the burning
| ake;
Fal se fiend, avoi d! Thunder and |i ght ni ng.
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
comonweal
Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains;
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My Lord Protector will, | 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, madam none at all. Wat can you
this?
Anvay wth thenml et them be clapp'd up close,
And kept asunder. You, madam shall w th us.
Stafford, take her to thee.
W' || see your trinkets here all forthcom ng.
All, away!
Exeunt, above, DUCHESS and HUMVE,
guar ded; bel ow,
W TCH, SOUTHWELL and
BOLI NGBROKE, guar ded
YORK. Lord Bucki ngham nethi nks you watch'd her
wel | .
A pretty plot, well chosen to build upon!
Now, pray, ny lord, let's see the devil's wit.
What have we
here? [ Reads]
' The duke yet lives that Henry shall depose;
But himoutlive, and die a violent death.'
Why, this is just
"Aio te, Aeacida, Romanos vincere posse.'
Vell, to the rest:
"Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Suffol k?
"By water shall he die and take his end.
"What shall betide the Duke of Sonerset?'
"Let himshun castl es;
Saf er shall he be upon the sandy pl ains
Than where castles nounted stand.'
Conme, cone, 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 |ovely |ady;
Thither go these news as fast as horse can carry
t hem
A sorry breakfast for ny 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.
Who's within there, ho?
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Enter a serving-man

Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warw ck
To sup with nme to-norrow night.
Away! Exeunt
ACT I'l1. SCENE I.
Sai nt Al bans

Enter the KING QUEEN, G.OUCESTER,
CARDI NAL, and SUFFOLK, with Fal coners
hal | oi ng

QUEEN. Believe ne, 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

made,

And what a pitch she fl ew above the rest!

To see how God in all H's 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 al oft,

And bears his thoughts above his falcon's pitch.

GLOUCESTER. My lord, '"tis but a base ignoble m nd
That nounts 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

t hat ?
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

t hought s
Beat on a crown, the treasure of thy heart;
Per ni ci ous Protector, dangerous peer,
That snoboth'st it so with King and conmonweal .

GLOUCESTER. What, Cardinal, is your priesthood

grown perenptory?
Tant aene ani m s coel esti bus irae?
Chur chnmen so hot? Good uncl e, hide such malice;
Wth such holiness can you do it?
SUFFOLK. No malice, sir; no nore than well becones
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So good a quarrel and so bad a peer.
GLOUCESTER. As who, ny |ord?
SUFFOLK. Wy, as you, ny lord,
An't like your lordly Lord s Protectorship.
GLOUCESTER. Wy, Suffol k, England knows thine
I nsol ence.
QUEEN. And thy anbition, 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 ne be bl essed for the peace | nake
Agai nst this proud Protector with ny sword!
GLOUCESTER. [Aside to CARDI NAL] Faith, holy uncle,
woul d 'twere
conme 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
i f thou dar' st,
This evening on the east side of the grove.
KI NG HENRY. How now, nmy | ords!
CARDI NAL. Believe me, cousin d 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 swor d.
GLOUCESTER. True, uncle.
CARDI NAL. [Aside to GLOQUCESTER] Are ye advis'd? The
east side of
t he grove?
GLOUCESTER. [Aside to CARDI NAL] Cardinal, I amwth
you.
KI NG HENRY. Wy, how now, uncle d oucester!
GLOUCESTER. Tal ki ng of hawki ng; nothing else, ny
| ord.
[ Aside to CARDI NAL] Now, by God's Mot her, priest,
"1l shave your crown for this,
O all ny fence shall fail.
CARDI NAL. [Aside to GLOUCESTER] Medice, teipsum
Protector, see to't well; protect yourself.
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KI NG HENRY. The w nds grow hi gh; so do your
stomachs, | ords.
How irksonme is this nmusic to ny heart!
When such strings jar, what hope of harnony?
| pray, ny lords, let ne conmpound this strife.

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

GLOUCESTER. What neans this noise?
Fel l ow, what mracle dost thou proclainf
TOMNSMAN. A mracle! A mracle!
SUFFOLK. Cone to the King, and tell him what
m racl e.
TOWNSMAN. Forsooth, a blind nan at Sai nt Al bans
shri ne
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
soul s
G ves light in darkness, confort in despair!

Enter the MAYOR OF SAI NT ALBANS and his
br et hren,
bearing Sinpcox between two in a chair;
his WFE and a nmultitude follow ng

CARDI NAL. Here cones the townsnen on procession
To present your H ghness with the nan.
KING HENRY. Geat is his confort in this earthly
val e,
Al t hough by his sight his sin be nmultiplied.
GLOUCESTER. Stand by, ny masters; bring himnear
t he King;
Hi s H ghness' pleasure is to talk wwth him
KI NG HENRY. Good fellow, tell us here the
ci rcunst ance,
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.
W FE. Ay indeed was he.
SUFFOLK. What wonman is this?
WFE. Hs wfe, an't |ike your worship.
GLOUCESTER. Hadst thou been his nother, thou
coul dst have better
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tol d.
KI NG HENRY. Were wert thou born?
SIMPCOX. At Berwick in the north, an't |ike your
G ace.
KI NG HENRY. Poor soul, God's goodness hath been
great to thee.
Let never day nor night unhal |l owed pass,

But still remenber what the Lord hath done.
QUEEN. Tell ne, good fellow, cam st 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 Sai nt Al ban, who said 'Sinpcox, cone,
Conme, offer at ny shrine, and I will help thee.’
WFE. Most true, forsooth; and many tine and oft
Mysel f have heard a voice to call him so.
CARDI NAL. What, art thou | ane?
SI MPCOX. Ay, God Almighty help ne!
SUFFOLK. How cam 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, naster!
GLOUCESTER. What, and wouldst clinb a tree?
SIMPCOX. But that in all ny life, when | was a
yout h.
WFE. 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, nmy wife desir'd sone
dansons
And made ne clinb, Wth danger of nmy 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, naster, clear as day, | thank God and
Sai nt Al ban.
GLOUCESTER. Say' st thou nme so? What colour is this
cl oak of ?
SI MPCOX. Red, master; red as bl ood.
GLOUCESTER. Wiy, that's well said. What colour is
my gown of ?
SI MPCOX. Bl ack, forsooth; coal-black as jet.
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KI NG HENRY. Wy, then, thou know st what col our jet
s of?
SUFFOLK. And yet, | think, jet did he never see.
GLOUCESTER. But cl oaks and gowns before this day a
many.
W FE. Never before this day in all his life.
GLOUCESTER. Tell ne, sirrah, what's ny nane?
SI MPCOX. Al as, master, | know not.
GLOUCESTER. What's his nanme?
SI MPCOX. | know not.
GLOUCESTER. Nor his?
SI MPCOX. No, indeed, naster.
GLOUCESTER. What's thine own nane?
SI MPCOX. Saunder Sinpcox, an if it please you,
mast er.
GLOUCESTER. Then, Saunder, sit there, the lying' st
knave in
Christendom If thou hadst been born blind, thou
m ght st as wel |
have known all our nanes as thus to nane the
several colours we
do wear. Sight may distinguish of col ours; but
suddenly to
nom nate themall, it is inpossible. My |ords,
Sai nt Al ban here
hat h done a miracle; and would ye not think his
cunning to be
great that could restore this cripple to his |egs
agai n?
SI MPCOX. O master, that you coul d!
GLOUCESTER. My nmasters of Saint Al bans, have you
not beadles in
your town, and things call'd whips?
MAYOR. Yes, ny lord, if it please your Gace.
GLOUCESTER. Then send for one presently.
MAYOR. Sirrah, go fetch the beadl e hither straight.
Exi t
an attendant
GLOUCESTER. Now fetch ne a stool hither by and by.
[ A stool
brought] Now, sirrah, if you nean to save
your sel f from whi ppi ng,
| eap me over this stool and run away.
SI MPCOX. Al as, master, | amnot able to stand al one!
You go about to torture ne in vain.
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Enter a BEADLE with whips

GLOUCESTER. Wl |, sir, we nust have you find your

| egs.
Sirrah beadle, whip himtill he |l eap over that
sanme st ool
BEADLE. | will, nmy lord. Conme on, sirrah; off wth
your doubl et
qui ckl y.
SI MPCOX. Al as, nmaster, what shall | do? | am not

abl e to stand.

After the BEADLE hath hit himonce, he
| eaps over
the stool and runs away; and they foll ow
and cry
"A mracle!'

KI NG HENRY. O God, seest Thou this, and bearest so
| ong?
QUEEN. It nmade ne | augh to see the villain run.
GLOUCESTER. Fol Il 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
mar ket 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; nmade the lane to leap and fly away.
GLOUCESTER. But you have done nore mracles than |
You made in a day, ny lord, whole towns to fly.

Ent er BUCKI NGHAM

KI NG HENRY. What tidings with our cousin Bucki nghanf?
BUCKI NGHAM Such as ny heart doth trenble to unfold:
A sort of naughty persons, |ewdly bent,
Under the countenance and confederacy
O Lady El eanor, the Protector's wfe,
The ringl eader and head of all this rout,
Have practis'd dangerously agai nst your state,
Dealing with witches and with conjurers,
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Whom we have apprehended in the fact,

Rai sing up w cked spirits fromunder 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 neans

Your lady is forthcom ng yet at London.

This news, | think, hath turn'd your weapon's
edge;
"Tis like, ny lord, you will not keep your hour.
GLOUCESTER. Anbi ti ous churchman, |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 meanest 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.
GLOUCESTER. Madam for nyself, to heaven | do appeal
How | have lov'd ny King and commonweal ;
And for ny wife |I 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 with such
As, like to pitch, defile nobility,
| bani sh her nmy bed and conpany
And give her as a prey to | aw and shane,
That hat h di shonoured G oucester's honest nane.
KING HENRY. Well, for this night we will repose us
her e.
To-nmorrow toward London back again
To l ook into this business thoroughly
And call these foul offenders to their answers,
And poi se the cause in justice' equal scales,
Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause
prevail s.
Fl ouri sh.
Exeunt
SCENE I'1I.
London. The DUKE OF YORK' S garden

Enter YORK, SALI SBURY, and WARW CK
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YORK. Now, ny good Lords of Salisbury and Warw ck,
Qur sinple supper ended, give ne | eave
In this close walk to satisfy nyself
In craving your opinion of ny tide,
Which 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 t hus:
Edward the Third, ny |ords, had seven sons;
The first, Edward the Black Prince, Prince of
Wl es;
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 Thomas of Whodst ock, Duke of
A oucester;
WIlliamof Wndsor was the seventh and | ast.
Edward the Bl ack Prince died before his father
And | eft behind himRichard, his only son,
Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign' d as
ki ng
Till Henry Bolingbroke, Duke of Lancaster,
The el dest son and heir of John of Gaunt,
Crown' d by the nanme of Henry the Fourth,
Seiz'd on the realm depos'd the rightful king,
Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she
carne.
And himto Ponfret, where, as all you know,
Har ml ess Richard was nurdered traitorously.
WARW CK. Fat her, the Duke hath told the truth;
Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown.
YORK. Wi ch 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 w thout an
hei r.
YORK. The third son, Duke of C arence, from whose
l'ine
| claimthe crown, had issue Philippe, a daughter,
Who married Ednund Mortinmer, Earl of March;
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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 Onen d endower, had been ki ng,
VWho kept himin captivity till he died.
But, to the rest.
YORK. Hi s el dest sister, Anne,
My not her, being heir unto the crown,
Married Richard Earl of Canbridge, who was
To Edmund 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 Edmund Mortinmer, who married Philippe,
Sol e daughter unto Lionel Duke of C arence;
So, if the issue of the elder son

Succeed before the younger, | am King.
WARW CK. What plain proceedings is nore plain than
this?

Henry doth claimthe crown from John of Gaunt,

The fourth son: York clains 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

Ki ng!

YORK. We thank you, lords. But I am not your King
Till I be crown'd, and that ny sword be stain'd
Wth heart-bl ood of the house of Lancaster;

And that's not suddenly to be performd,

But with advice and silent secrecy.

Do you as | do in these dangerous days:

Wnk at the Duke of Suffol k's insol ence,

At Beaufort's pride, at Sonerset's anbition,

At Buckingham and all the crew of them

Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the fl ock,

That virtuous prince, the good Duke Hunphrey;

"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 m nd
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at full.
WARW CK. My heart assures ne that the Earl of
War wi ck
Shal | one day make the Duke of York a king.
YORK. And, Nevil, this | do assure nyself,

Ri chard shall live to make the Earl of Warw ck
The greatest man in England but the
Ki ng. Exeunt
SCENE I'11.

London. A hall of justice

Sound trunpets. Enter the KING and State:
t he
QUEEN, GLOUCESTER, YORK, SUFFOLK, and
SALI SBURY,
wi th guard, to banish the DUCHESS. Enter,
guar ded,
t he DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER, MARGERY
JOURDAI N, HUME,
SOQUTHVELL, and BOLI NGBRCKE

KI NG HENRY. Stand forth, Danme El eanor Cobham
G oucester's wfe:
In sight of God and us, your quilt is great;
Recei ve the sentence of the |law for sins
Such as by God's book are adjudg' d to deat h.
You four, fromhence to prison back again;
From t hence unto the place of execution:
The witch in Smithfield shall be burnt to ashes,
And you three shall be strangled on the gallows.
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 cone were ny
deat h.
GLOUCESTER. El eanor, the law, thou seest, hath
j udged t hee.
| cannot justify whomthe | aw condenns.
Exeunt the DUCHESS and the ot her
prisoners, guarded
M ne eyes are full of tears, ny heart of grief.
Ah, Hunphrey, this dishonour in thine age
WIIl bring thy head with sorrow to the ground!
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| 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  oucester; ere

t hou go,

Gve up thy staff; Henry will to hinself

Prot ector be; and God shall be ny hope,

My stay, ny guide, and lantern to ny feet.

And go in peace, Hunmphrey, no less 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 |ike 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 | the sane resign
As ere thy father Henry nade it m ne;
And even as wllingly 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

t hr one! Exi t

QUEEN. Wy, now is Henry King, and Margaret Queen,
And Hunphrey Duke of d oucester scarce hinself,
That bears so shrewd a maim two pulls at once-
H s | ady banish'd and a linb | opp'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 def endant,
The arnourer 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 al

things fit;
Here let themend it, and God defend the right!
YORK. | never saw a fell ow worse bested,

O nore afraid to fight, than is the appellant,
The servant of his arnourer, ny |ords.
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Enter at one door, HORNER, the Arnourer, and

hi s
NElI GHBOURS, drinking to himso nmuch that he

S

drunk; and he enters with a drum before him
and

his staff wwth a sand-bag fastened to it; and
at the

ot her door PETER, his man, 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 double
beer, nei ghbour;
drink, and fear not your man.
HORNER. Let it cone, i' faith, and I'l|l pledge you
all; and a fig
for Peter!
FI RST PRENTI CE. Here, Peter, | drink to thee; and
be not afraid.
SECOND PRENTI CE. 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 | have taken ny |ast draught in this world.
Here, Robin, an
if I die, | give thee ny apron; and, WIIl, thou
shalt have ny
hanmer; and here, Tom take all the noney that I
have. O Lord
bless ne, | pray God! for | am never able to deal
wth ny master,
he hath | earnt so nuch fence already.
SALI SBURY. Cone, |eave your drinking and fall to
bl ows.
Sirrah, what's thy nane?
PETER. Peter, forsooth.
SALI SBURY. Peter? What nore?
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PETER. Thunp.
SALI SBURY. Thunmp? Then see thou thunp thy master
wel | .
HORNER. Masters, | amcone hither, as it were, upon
my man's
I nstigation, to prove hima knave and nysel f an
honest man; and
touching 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
doubl e.
Sound, trunpets, alarumto the conbatants!
[ Alarum They fight and PETER
strikes hi mdown]
HORNER. Hol d, Peter, hold! | confess, | confess
t reason.

YORK. Take away his weapon. Fellow, thank God, and
the good wine in
thy master's way.
PETER. O God, have | overcone mne enemes in this
presence? O
Peter, thou hast prevail'd in right!
KI NG HENRY. Go, take hence that traitor from our
si ght,
For by his death we do perceive his guilt;
And God in justice hath reveal'd to us
The truth and i nnocence of this poor fellow,
Wi ch he had thought to have nurder'd wongfully.
Conme, fellow, follow us for thy reward.
Sound a
flourish. Exeunt
SCENE 1 V.
London. A street

Enter DUKE HUMPHREY and his nen, in nourning
cl oaks

GLOUCESTER. Thus sonetinmes hath the brightest day a
cl oud,
And after sunmer evernore succeeds
Barren winter, with his wathful nipping cold,;
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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 appoi nted ne
To watch the com ng of ny punish'd duchess.
Uneath may she endure the flinty streets
To tread themwi 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, |aughing at thy shane,

That erst did follow thy proud chariot wheels

When thou didst ride in triunph through the
streets.

But, soft! | think she cones, and |I'Il|l prepare

My tear-stain'd eyes to see her m series.

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; let her
pass by.
DUCHESS. Cone you, ny lord, to see ny open shane?
Now t hou dost penance too. Look how t hey gaze!
See how the giddy nmultitude do point
And nod their heads and throw their eyes on thee;
Ah, d oucester, hide thee fromtheir hatefu
| ooks,
And, in thy closet pent up, rue ny shane
And ban thine enem es, both m ne and t hine!
GLOUCESTER. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this
grief.
DUCHESS. Ah, d oucester, teach ne to forget nyself!
For whilst | think | amthy nmarried wfe
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 ny 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 people |augh
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And bid ne be advised how | tread.

Ah, Hunphrey, can | bear this shaneful yoke?
Trowest thou that e er I'lIl |ook upon the world
O count them happy that enjoy the sun?

No; dark shall be ny light and night ny day;
To think upon ny ponp shall be ny hell.
Sonetinmes |I'll say | am Duke Hunphrey's w fe,
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 mld, 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 w ngs,
And, fly thou how thou canst, they'll 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.
| must offend before | be attainted;
And had | twenty tines so many foes,
And each of them had twenty tines their power,
Al these could not procure ne any scathe
So long as | amloyal, true, and crinel ess.
Whul 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 Gace to his Majesty's
Par | i anment,
Hol den at Bury the first of this next nonth.
GLOUCESTER. And ny consent ne'er ask'd herein

bef or e!

This is close dealing. Well, | will be there.
Exit HERALD

My Nell, | take ny |eave- and, master sheriff,
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Let not her penance exceed the King's comm ssion.
SHERI FF. An't pl ease your Grace, here ny conm ssion
st ays;
And Sir John Stanley is appointed now
To take her with himto the Isle of Mn.
GLOUCESTER. Must you, Sir John, protect ny | ady

her e?
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 agai n,

And | may live to do you kindness if
You do it her. And so, Sir John, farewell.
DUCHESS. What, gone, ny lord, and bid ne not
farewel | !
GLOUCESTER. Wtness ny tears, | cannot stay to
speak.
Exeunt GLOUCESTER
and servants
DUCHESS. Art thou gone too? Al confort go with
t hee!
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 ne hence;
| care not whither, for | beg no favour,
Only convey nme where thou art conmmanded.
STANLEY. Wiy, madam that is to the Isle of Man,
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.
SHERIFF. It is ny office; and, madam pardon ne.
DUCHESS. Ay, ay, farewell; thy office is discharg'd.
Conme, Stanley, shall we go?
STANLEY. Madam vyour 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 wll hang upon ny richest robes
And show itself, attire me how | can.
Go, lead the way; | long to see ny
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prison. Exeunt
ACT I'll1. 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 Parl i anment

KING HENRY. | nuse nmy Lord of d oucester is not
cone.
"Tis not his wont to be the hindnost nman,
What e' er occasi on keeps himfrom us 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 becone,
How proud, how perenptory, and unlike hinself?
We know the tinme since he was mld and affabl e,
And if we did but glance a far-off | ook
| medi atel y he was upon his knee,
That all the court admr'd himfor subm ssion.
But nmeet himnow and be it in the norn,
When every one will give the tine of day,
He knits his brow and shows an angry eye
And passeth by with stiff unbowed knee,
Di sdai ni ng duty that to us bel ongs.
Smal | curs are not regarded when they grin,
But great nen trenble when the |lion roars,
And Hunmphrey 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 seeneth, 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 cone about your royal person
O be admtted to your Hi ghness' Council.
By flattery hath he won the conmmons' hearts;
And when he pl ease to make commoti on,

"Tis to be fear'd they all will follow him
Now 'tis the spring, and weeds are shal |l ow r oot ed;
Suffer themnow, and they'Il o'ergrow the garden

And choke the herbs for want of husbandry.
The reverent care | bear unto ny |ord
Made nme col |l ect these dangers in the Duke.
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If it be fond, can it a woman's fear;

Which fear if better reasons can suppl ant,

| wll subscribe, and say | wong' d the Duke.
My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham and York,
Reprove ny allegation if you can,

O el se conclude ny words effectual.

SUFFOLK. Well hath your Hi ghness seen into this
duke;

And had | first been put to speak nmy m nd,

I think I 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 brai nsi ck Duchess

By wi cked neans to frane our sovereign's fall.
Snooth 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 formof | aw,

Devi se strange deaths for small offences 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 neans whereof the towns each day revolted.

BUCKI NGHAM Tut, these are petty faults to faults
unknown

VWhich time wll bring to light in snooth Duke

Hunphr ey.
KING HENRY. My lords, at once: the care you have of

us,

To now down thorns that woul d annoy our foot,

Is worthy praise; but shall | speak ny consci ence?
Qur ki nsman d oucester is as innocent

From meani ng treason to our royal person

As is the sucking lanb or harm ess dove:

The Duke is virtuous, mld, and too well given

To dreamon evil or to work ny downfall.

QUEEN. Ah, what's nore dangerous than this fond
af fi ance?

Seens he a dove? H's feathers are but borrow d,
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For he's disposed as the hateful raven.

Is he a lanb? His skin is 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 all
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man.

Ent er SOVERSET

SOMERSET. All health unto ny graci ous sovereign!

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

SOVERSET. That all your interest in those
territories

Is utterly bereft you; all is |ost.
KI NG HENRY. Cold news, Lord Sonerset; but God's
w Il be done!
YORK. [Aside] Cold news for nme; for | had hope of
France

As firmy as | hope for fertile England.
Thus are ny bl ossons blasted in the bud,
And caterpillars eat ny | eaves away;

But | will remedy this gear ere | ong,

O sell ny title for a glorious grave.

Ent er GLOUCESTER

GLOUCESTER. All happiness unto ny lord the King!
Pardon, ny liege, that | have stay'd so |ong.
SUFFOLK. Nay, d oucester, know that thou art cone
t o0 soon,
Unl ess thou wert nore |loyal 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 nmy sovereign.
Who can accuse nme? Wherein am|l quilty?
YORK. "Tis thought, my lord, that you took bribes
of France
And, being Protector, stay'd the soldiers' pay;
By neans whereof his Hi ghness hath | ost France.
GLOUCESTER. Is it but thought so? \Wat are they
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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 England!
That doit that e'er | wested fromthe King,
O any groat | hoarded to ny use,
Be brought against nme at ny trial -day!
No; many a pound of m ne own proper store,
Because | would not tax the needy conmons,
Have | dispursed to the garrisons,
And never ask'd for restitution.

CARDI NAL. It serves you well, ny lord, to say so

much.

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 defam d by tyranny.

GLOUCESTER. Wy, 'tis well known that whiles | was

Pr ot ect or
Pity was all the fault that was in ne;
For | should nelt at an offender's tears,
And lowy 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 shnent.
Mur der i ndeed, that bloody sin, |I tortur'd
Above the felon or what trespass el se.
SUFFOLK. My lord, these faults are easy, quickly
answer' d;
But mghtier crines are laid unto your charge,
Wher eof you cannot easily purge yourself.
| do arrest you in H's H ghness' nane,
And here conmt you to ny Lord Cardinal
To keep until your further tine of trial.
KING HENRY. My Lord of d oucester, 'tis ny specia
hope
That you will clear yourself fromall suspense.
My conscience tells ne you are innocent.
GLOUCESTER. Ah, gracious lord, these days are
danger ous!
Virtue is chok'd with foul anbition,
And charity chas'd hence by rancour's hand;
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mal i

Foul subornation is predom nant,

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

| know their conplot is to have ny life;

And if ny death m ght nake this island happy
And prove the period of their tyranny,

| would expend it with all wllingness.

But mne is made the prol ogue to their play;
For thousands nore that yet suspect no peril
W11l not conclude their plotted tragedy.
Beaufort's red sparkling eyes blab his heart's
ce,

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 npon,
Whose overweening arm | have pluck'd back,
By fal se accuse doth level at ny life.

And you, ny sovereign lady, with the rest,
Causel ess have | aid disgraces on ny head,
And with your best endeavour have stirr'd up
My liefest |iege to be m ne eneny;

Ay, all of you have laid your heads together-
Mysel f had notice of your conventicles-

And all to make away ny guiltless life.

I shall not want false witness to condem ne
Nor store of treasons to augnent ny guilt.
The ancient proverb will be well effected:
"A staff is quickly found to beat a dog.

CARDI NAL. My liege, his railing is intol erable.

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 of fender granted scope of speech,
"Twi Il make them cool 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
I ndeed.

Beshrew the winners, for they play'd ne fal se!
And wel | such | osers may have | eave to speak.

BUCKI NGHAM He'll west the sense, and hold us here

al |

day.
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Lord Cardinal, he is your prisoner.
CARDI NAL. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him
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
KING HENRY. My lords, what to your w sdons seeneth
best
Do or undo, as if ourself were here.
QUEEN. What, will your Hi ghness | eave the
Par | i anent ?
KI NG HENRY. Ay, Margaret; ny heart is drowmn'd with
grief,
Whose flood begins to flow within mne eyes;
My body round engirt with m sery-
For what's nore m serabl e than di scontent?
Ah, uncle Hunphrey, in thy face | see
The map of honour, truth, and | oyal ty!
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 |ife?
Thou never didst them wong, 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 m hence;
And as the damruns | ow ng up and down,
Looki ng the way her harml ess young one went,
And can do nought but wail her darling s |oss,
Even so nyself bewails good G oucester's case
Wth sad unhel pful tears, and with dinmi d eyes
Look after him and cannot do hi m good,
So mghty are his vowed enem es.
Hs fortunes I will weep, and 'tw xt each groan
Say 'Wio's a traitor? d oucester he is

none. "' Exi t
QUEEN. Free lords, cold snow nelts with the sun's
hot beans:
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Henry my lord is cold in great affairs,

Too full of foolish pity; and 3 oucester's show

Beguil es himas the nmournful crocodile

Wth sorrow snares relenting 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 wise than |-

And yet herein | judge mne owmn 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 neet he be condemm'd by course of |aw.
SUFFOLK. But, in ny mnd, that were no policy:

The King will |abour still to save his life;

The commons haply rise to save his life;

And yet we have but trivial argunent,

More than mistrust, that shows hi mworthy deat h.
YORK. So that, by this, you would not have himdie.
SUFFOLK. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as I!

YORK. '"Tis York that hath nore reason for his death.

But, ny Lord Cardinal, and you, ny Lord of

Suf f ol k,

Say as you think, and speak it fromyour souls:

Wre'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.
SUFFOLK. Madam 'tis true; and were't not madness

t hen

To make the fox surveyor of the fold?

Who being accus'd a crafty nurderer,

Hs 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 fl ock,

Before his chaps be stain'd with crinson bl ood,

As Hunmphrey, prov'd by reasons, to ny |iege.

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

VWhich mates himfirst that first intends deceit.
QUEEN. Thrice-noble Suffolk, '"tis resolutely spoke.
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SUFFOLK. Not resolute, except so nuch were done,
For things are often spoke and sel dom neant;
But that nmy 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 | woul d have himdead, ny Lord of

Suf f ol k,

Ere you can take due orders for a priest;

Say you consent and censure well the deed,

And I'Il provide his executioner-

| tender so the safety of ny |iege.

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. Geat lords, fromlreland am | conme amain

To signify that rebels there are up

And put the Englishnmen 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 qui ck expedi ent

st op!

What counsel give you in this weighty cause?
YORK. That Sonerset be sent as Regent thither;

"Tis nmeet that lucky ruler be enploy'd,

Wtness the fortune he hath had in France.
SOMERSET. If York, with all his far-fet policy,

Had been the Regent there instead of ne,

He never woul d have stay'd in France so |ong.
YORK. No, not to lose it all as thou hast done.

| rather would have lost ny life betines

Than bring a burden of dishonour hone

By staying there so long till all were |ost.

Show ne one scar character'd on thy skin:

Men's flesh preserv'd so whol e do sel dom w n.
QUEEN. Nay then, this spark will prove a raging

fire,

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it wth;

No nore, good York; sweet Sonerset, be still.

Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been Regent there,
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M ght happily have prov'd far worse than his.
YORK. What, worse than nought? Nay, then a shane
take al |!
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 bl ood of Englishnen;
To Ireland will you |lead a band of nen,
Col | ected choicely, from each 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. | amcontent; provide ne soldiers, |ords,
Wiiles | take order for mne own affairs.
SUFFOLK. A charge, Lord York, that I wll see
perform d.
But now return we to the fal se Duke Hunphrey.
CARDI NAL. No nore of him for | wll deal wth him
That henceforth he shall trouble us no nore.
And so break off; the day is al nbst spent.
Lord Suffolk, you and | nust tal k of that event.
YORK. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days

At Bristol | expect ny sol diers;
For there I'll ship themall for Ireland.
SUFFOLK. |'Il see it truly done, ny Lord of York.

Exeunt
all but YORK

YORK. Now, York, or never, steel thy fearful
t hought s
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 nmean-born man
And find no harbour in a royal heart.
Faster than spring-tine show rs cones thought on
t hought ,
And not a thought but thinks on dignity.
My brain, nore busy than the | abouring spider,
Weaves tedious snares to trap m ne enem es.
Well, nobles, well, "tis politicly done
To send ne packing with an host of nen.
| fear ne you but warmthe starved snake,
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Who, cherish'd in your breasts, will sting your
hearts.
"Twas nmen | lack'd, and you will give them neg;
| take it kindly. Yet be well assur'd
You put sharp weapons in a nadman's hands.
Wiiles | in Ireland nourish a mghty band,
I wll stir up in England sone black storm
Shal | bl ow ten thousand souls to heaven or hell;
And this fell tenpest shall not cease to rage
Until the golden circuit on ny head,
Li ke to the glorious sun's transparent beans,
Do calmthe fury of this nmad-bred fl aw.
And for a minister of ny intent
| have seduc'd a headstrong Kenti shnan,
John Cade of Ashford,
To make commotion, as full well he can,
Under the tide of John Mortiner.
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 |ike a sharp-quill'd porpentine;
And in the end being rescu'd, | have seen
Hi m caper upright like a wild Morisco,
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 cone to ne again
And given ne notice of their villainies.
This devil here shall be ny substitute;
For that John Mortinmer, which now is dead,
In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resenble.
By this | shall perceive the comons' m nd,
How t hey affect the house and claim of York.
Say he be taken, rack'd, and tortured;
| know no pain they can inflict upon him
WIIl make himsay | nmov'd himto those arns.
Say that he thrive, as '"tis great like he wll,
Way, then fromlreland cone | with ny strength,
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow d;
For Hunphrey being dead, as he shall be,
And Henry put apart, the next for
me. Exi t
SCENE I1I.
Bury St. Ednunds. A room of state
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Enter two or three MJRDERERS runni ng over
the stage, fromthe nurder of DUKE HUMPHREY

FI RST MURDERER. Run to nmy Lord of Suffolk; let him
know
We have dispatch'd the Duke, as he commanded.
SECOND MURDERER. O that it were to do! Wiat have we
done?
Di dst ever hear a man so penitent?

Ent er SUFFOLK

FI RST MURDERER. Here cones ny | ord.
SUFFOLK. Now, sirs, have you dispatch'd this thing?
FI RST MURDERER. Ay, ny good |lord, he's dead.
SUFFOLK. Wy, that's well said. Go, get you to ny
house;
Il wll 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, ny good | ord.
SUFFOLK. Away! be gone.
Exeunt MJRDERERS

Sound trunpets. Enter the KING the
QUEEN,
CARDI NAL, SOVERSET, with attendants

KI NG HENRY. Go call our uncle to our presence
strai ght;
Say we intend to try his G ace to-day,
If he be guilty, as 'tis published.

SUFFOLK. "Il call himpresently, ny noble
| ord. Exit

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 malice should prevai
That faultless may condenn a nobl eman!
Pray God he may acquit himof suspicion!
KING HENRY. | thank thee, Meg; these words content
me nuch.
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Re- ent er SUFFOLK

How nowl Wy | ook' st thou pal e? Wiy trenbl est
t hou?
Where is our uncle? Wiat's the matter, Suffol k?
SUFFOLK. Dead in his bed, ny lord; d oucester is
dead.
QUEEN. Marry, God forfend!
CARDI NAL. God's secret judgnent! | did dreamto-
ni ght
The Duke was dumb and coul d not speak a word.
[ The
KI NG swoons]
QUEEN. How fares ny lord? Help, lords! The King is
dead.
SOMERSET. 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, my sovereign! G acious Henry,
confort!
KI NG HENRY. What, doth ny Lord of Suffol k confort
me?
Canme he right nowto sing a raven's note,
Whose di snal tune bereft ny 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?
Hi de not thy poison with such sug'red words;
Lay not thy hands on ne; forbear, | say,
Their touch affrights ne as a serpent's sting.
Thou bal eful nessenger, out of ny sight!
Upon thy eye-balls nurderous tyranny
Sits in grimmjesty 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 | shall find joy-
In Iife but double death,' now A oucester's dead.
QUEEN. Why do you rate ny 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-
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Mght liquid tears, or heart-offendi ng groans,
O bl ood-consum ng sighs, recall his life,
| would be blind with weeping, sick with groans,
Look pale as prinrose with bl ood-drinking sighs,
And all to have the noble Duke alive.
What know | how the world may deem of ne?
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 ny reproach.
This get | by his death. Ay ne, unhappy!
To be a queen and crown'd with infany!

KI NG HENRY. Ah, woe is ne for 3 oucester, wetched

man!

QUEEN. Be woe for ne, 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 G oucester's tonb?
Why, then Dane Margaret was ne'er thy joy.
Erect his statue and worship it,
And make ny i nage but an al ehouse sign.
Was | for this nigh weck'd upon the sea,
And tw ce by awkward w 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,
Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock?
Yet Aeol us woul d 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 unki ndness;
The splitting rocks cowr'd in the sinking sands
And woul d not dash nme 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
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And when the dusky sky began to rob

My earnest-gaping sight of thy [and' s view,

| took a costly jewel fromnmy neck-

A heart it was, bound in w th di anonds-

And threw it towards thy |land. The sea receiv'd

And so | wish'd thy body mght ny heart.

And even with this | lost fair England s view,
And bid m ne eyes be packing with nmy heart,
And call'd them blind and dusky spectacl es

For | 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 maddi ng Di do woul d unfold

H s father's acts commenc'd in burning Troy!
Am | not witch'd like her? O thou not false |ike

hi nf

Ay nme, | can no nore! Die, Margaret,
For Henry weeps that thou dost live so |ong.

Noi se within. Enter WARW CK, SALI SBURY
and nmany commons

WARWCK. It is reported, m ghty sovereign,

That good Duke Hunphrey traitorously is nurd'red
By Suffol k and the Cardi nal Beaufort's neans.
The commons, |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 Warwi ck, 'tis too
true;

But how he died God knows, not Henry.
Enter his chanber, view his breathless corpse,
And comment then upon his sudden deat h.

WARW CK. That shall | do, ny liege. Stay, Salisbury,

Wth the rude nultitude till

return. Exit

Exit SALI SBURY

wi th the comons
KI NG HENRY. O Thou that judgest all things, stay ny
t hought s-

My thoughts that |abour to persuade ny sou
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Sone violent hands were laid on Hunphrey's I|ife!
If my suspect be false, forgive ne, CGod;

For judgnment only doth belong to Thee.

Fain would | go to chafe his paly lips

Wth twenty thousand kisses and to drain
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears

To tell my 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 inage,

What were it but to make ny sorrow greater?

Bed put forth with the body. Enter

WARW CK

WARW CK. Cone hither, gracious sovereign, viewthis
body.

KI NG HENRY. That is to see how deep ny grave is
made;

For with his soul fled all my worldly sol ace,
For, seeing him | see ny life in death.
WARW CK. As surely as ny soul intends to |ive
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-famed Duke.
SUFFOLK. A dreadful oath, sworn wth a sol em
t ongue!
What i nstance 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 bl ush 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 |iv'd,
Staring full ghastly like a strangl ed man;
Hi s hair uprear'd, his nostrils stretch'd with
struggl i ng;
Hi s hands abroad di splay'd, as one that grasp'd
And tugg'd for life, and was by strength subdu' d.
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Look, on the sheets his hair, you see, is
sti cki ng;
H s well -proportion'd beard nade rough and rugged,
Li ke 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
deat h?
Mysel f and Beaufort had himin protection;
And we, | hope, sir, are no nurderers.
WARW CK. But both of you were vow d Duke Hunphrey's
f oes;
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 qguilty of Duke Hunphrey's tinel ess death.
WARW CK. Who finds the heifer dead and bl eedi ng
fresh,
And sees fast by a butcher with an axe,
But w Il suspect 'twas he that nmade the sl aughter?
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's nest
But may i magi 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? Were's your

kni fe?
|s Beaufort termid a kite? Where are his tal ons?
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 ne with nurder's crinson badge.
Say if thou dar'st, proud Lord of Warw ckshire,
That | amfaulty in Duke Hunphrey's deat h.
Exeunt CARDI NAL, SOMERSET,
and ot hers
WARW CK. What dares not Warwi ck, if false Suffolk
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 may | say;
For every word you speak in his behalf
Is slander to your royal dignity.
SUFFOLK. Blunt-witted |ord, ignoble in deneanour,
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If ever lady wong' d her lord so nuch,

Thy not her took into her blanmeful bed

Sonme 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 buckl ers thee,
And | should rob the deathsman of his fee,
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shanes,
And that ny sovereign's presence makes nme mld,
I would, false nurd'rous coward, on thy knee
Make t hee 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 honage 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

unt ai nt ed?
Thrice is he armd that hath his quarrel just;
And he but naked, though lock'd up in steel,
Whose conscience with injustice i s corrupted.
[A
noi se w t hin]
QUEEN. What noise is this?

Re-enter SUFFOLK and WARWCK, with their
weapons dr awn

KING Wy, how now, |ords, your wrathful weapons
dr awn
Here in our presence! Dare you be so bol d?
Why, what tunul tuous cl amour have we here?
SUFFOLK. The trait'rous Warwi ck, with the nmen of
Bury,
Set all upon nme, mghty sovereign.
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Re- ent er SALI SBURY

SALI SBURY. [To the Commbns within] Sirs, stand
apart, the King
shal | know your m nd.

Dread | ord, the commopns send you word by ne
Unl ess Lord Suffol k straight be done to death,
O banished fair England's territories,
They will by violence tear himfrom your pal ace
And torture himw th grievous ling' ring death.
They say by hi mthe good Duke Hunphrey di ed;
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 |iKking,
Makes them thus forward in his bani shnent.
They say, in care of your nobst royal person,
That if your Hi ghness should intend to sl eep
And charge that no man 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 Majesty,
It were but necessary you were wak'd,
Lest, being suffer'd in that harnful slunber,
The nortal worm m ght meke the sleep 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 envenoned and fatal sting
Your |oving uncle, twenty tinmes his worth,
They say, is shanefully bereft of |ife.

COMVONS. [Wthin] An answer fromthe King, ny Lord

of Salisbury!
SUFFOLK. 'Tis like the commons, rude unpolish'd
hi nds,

Coul d send such nessage to their sovereign;
But you, ny lord, were glad to be enploy'd,
To show how quaint an orator you are.
But all the honour Salisbury hath won
Is that he was the | ord anmbassador
Sent froma sort of tinkers to the King.
COMVONS. [Wthin] An answer fromthe King, or we
will all break in!
KI NG HENRY. Go, Salisbury, and tell themall from ne
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| 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.
Exi t
SALI SBURY
QUEEN. O Henry, let nme plead for gentle Suffolk!
KI NG HENRY. Ungentle Queen, to call himgentle
Suf f ol k!
No nmore, | say; if thou dost plead for him
Thou w It but add increase unto ny 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 | amrul er of,
The world shall not be ransomfor thy life.
Come, Warw ck, cone, good Warwi ck, go wth 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 playfell ows to keep you conpany!
There's two of you; the devil nake a third,
And t hreefold vengeance tend upon your steps!
SUFFOLK. Cease, gentle Queen, these execrations,
And let thy Suffol k take his heavy | eave.
QUEEN. Fi e, coward woman and soft-hearted wetch
Has thou not spirit to curse thine eneny?
SUFFOLK. A pl ague upon thenl Werefore should |
curse then?
Wul d curses kill as doth the nmandrake's groan,
I would invent as bitter searching terns,
As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear,
Deliver'd strongly through ny fixed teeth,
Wth full as many signs of deadly hate,
As | ean-fac'd Envy in her |oathsonme cave.
My tongue should stunble in mne earnest words,
M ne eyes should sparkle |like the beaten flint,
M ne hair be fix'd an end, as one distract;
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Ay, every joint should seemto curse and ban;
And even now ny burden'd heart woul d break,
Should | not curse them Poison be their drink!
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they
t ast e!
Their sweetest shade a grove of cypress trees!
Their chiefest prospect nurd' ring basilisks!
Their softest touch as smart as lizards' stings!
Their nusic frightful as the serpent's hiss,
And bodi ng screech-owl s make the consort full!
all the foul terrors in dark-seated hell -
QUEEN. Enough, sweet Suffol k, thou tornment' st
t hysel f;
And these dread curses, |ike the sun 'gainst
gl ass,
O |ike an overcharged gun, recoil,
And turns the force of them upon thyself.
SUFFOLK. You bade ne ban, and will you bid ne | eave?
Now, by the ground that | am banish'd from
Well could | curse away a winter's night,
Though st andi ng naked on a nountain top
Where biting cold would never |et grass grow,
And think it but a mnute spent in sport.
QUEEN. O, let nme entreat thee cease! Gve ne thy
hand,
That | may dewit 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 m ght' st think upon these by the seal,
Thr ough whom a t housand sighs are breath'd for
t hee!
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.
Il will repeal thee or, be well assur'd,
Adventure to be bani shed nyself;
And banished | am if but fromthee.
Go, speak not to nme; even now be gone.
O go not yet! Even thus two friends condem'd
Enbrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand | eaves,
Loat her a hundred tines 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 tines thrice by thee,
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"Tis not the land | care for, wert thou thence;
A w | 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, desol ation.

| can no nore: Live thou to joy thy life;
Myself no joy in nought but that thou liv'st.

Ent er VAUX

QUEEN. Wit her goes Vaux so fast? \Wat news, |
prithee?
VAUX. To signify unto his Mjesty
That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death;
For suddenly a grievous sickness took him
That nmakes hi m gasp, and stare, and catch the air,
Bl asphem ng God, and cursing nen on earth.
Sonetinme he talks as if Duke Hunphrey's ghost
Were by his side; sonetinme he calls the King
And whispers 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 nessage to the
Ki ng. Exit VAUX
Ay nme! What is this world! Wat news are these!
But wherefore grieve | at an hour's poor |o0ss,
Omtting Suffolk's exile, ny soul's treasure?
Way only, Suffolk, mourn | 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 ne; thou art but dead.
SUFFOLK. |If | depart fromthee | cannot |ive;
And in thy sight to die, what were it el se
But |ike a pleasant slunber 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 m ne eyes,
To have thee with thy lips to stop ny nout h;
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So shoul dst thou either turn ny 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 nme stay, befall what may befall!

QUEEN. Away! Though parting be a fretful corrosive,
It is applied to a deathful wound.
To France, sweet Suffolk. Let ne hear fromthee;
For whereso'er thou art in this world' s gl obe
"Il have an Iris that shall find thee out.

SUFFOLK. | go.

QUEEN. And take ny heart with thee. [ She

ki sses hini

SUFFOLK. A jewel, lock'd into the woeful |'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 I11.
London. CARDI NAL BEAUFORT' S bedchanber

Enter the KING SALI SBURY, and WARWCK, to the
CARDI NAL i n bed

KI NG HENRY. How fares ny | ord? Speak, Beaufort, to
thy sovereign
CARDI NAL. |If thou be'st Death I'Il give thee
Engl and' s treasure,
Enough to purchase such anot her i sl and,
So thou wilt let nme live and feel no pain.
KI NG HENRY. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life
Were death's approach is seen so terrible!
WARW CK. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to
t hee.
CARDI NAL. Bring ne unto ny trial when you will.
Died he not in his bed? Where should he die?
Can | make nen live, whe'er they will or no?
O torture ne no nore! I wll confess.
Al'ive agai n? Then show ne where he is;
"Il give a thousand pound to | ook upon him
He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them
Conb down his hair; look, |ook! it stands upright,
Like line-twigs set to catch ny w nged soul!
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G ve ne sone drink; and bid the apothecary
Bring the strong poison that | bought of him
KI NG HENRY. O Thou eternal Mover of the heavens,
Look with a gentle eye upon this wetch!
O beat away the busy neddling fiend
That | ays strong siege unto this wetch's soul,
And from his bosom purge this black despair!
WARW CK. See how t he pangs of death do make himgrin
SALI SBURY. Disturb himnot, et him pass 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 di es, and makes no sign: O God, forgive him
WARW CK. So bad a death argues a nonstrous life.
KI NG HENRY. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners
al | .
Cl ose up his eyes, and draw the curtain cl ose;
And let us all to
medi t ati on. Exeunt
ACT I'V. SCENE I.
The coast of Kent

Alarum Fight at sea. Ordnance goes off.

Enter a

LI EUTENANT, a SH PMASTER and his MATE
and

WALTER VWH 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 tragi c nel ancholy night;
VWho with their drowsy, slow, and flagging w ngs
Cip dead nen's graves, and fromtheir msty 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 nmake boot of this;
The other, Walter Whitnore, is thy share.
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FI RST GENTLEMAN. What is ny ransom naster, let ne
know?
MASTER. A thousand crowns, or else |ay down your
head.
MATE. And so nuch shall you give, or off goes yours.
LI EUTENANT. What, think you nuch to pay two
t housand crowns,
And bear the nanme and port of gentl enmen?
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. |'Il give it, sir: and therefore
spare ny life.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. And so will I, and wite honme for
It straight.

VWH TMORE. | lost mine eye in laying the prize
aboard,

[ To SUFFOLK] And therefore, to revenge it, shalt

t hou di e;

And so should these, if | mght have nmy will.
LI EUTENANT. Be not so rash; take ransom let him
live.
SUFFOLK. Look on ny CGeorge, | ama gentl eman:
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou shalt be paid.
VH TMORE. And so aml: ny nane is Walter \Witnore.
How now Wy start'st thou? What, doth death
affright?
SUFFOLK. Thy nane affrights nme, in whose sound is
deat h.
A cunning man did calculate ny birth
And told ne that by water | should die;
Yet let not this make thee be bl oody-m nded,
Thy nane is Gualtier, being rightly sounded.
VWH TMORE. Cualtier or Walter, which it is | care
not :
Never yet did base di shonour blur our nane
But with our sword we wi p'd away the bl ot;
Therefore, when nerchant-like I sell revenge,
Broke be ny sword, ny arns torn and defac'd,
And | proclaimd a coward through the worl d.
SUFFOLK. Stay, Whitnore, for thy prisoner is a
prince,
The Duke of Suffolk, WIlliamde |a Pole.
VWH TMORE. The Duke of Suffolk nmuffled up in rags?
SUFFOLK. Ay, but these rags are no part of the Duke:
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Jove sonetinme went disguis'd, and why not 17
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 ny foot-cloth nmule,
And t hought thee happy when | shook ny head?
How often hast thou waited at ny cup,
Fed fromny trencher, kneel'd down at the board,
When | have feasted with Queen Margaret?
Renmenber it, and let it nmake thee crestfall'n,
Ay, and allay thus thy abortive pride,
How i n our voidi ng-1obby hast thou stood
And duly waited for ny comng forth.
This hand of mne hath wit in thy behalf,

And therefore shall it charmthy riotous tongue.

VWH TMORE. Speak, Captain, shall | stab the forlorn
swai n?

LI EUTENANT. First let my words stab him as he hath
nme.

SUFFOLK. Base slave, thy words are blunt, and so
art thou.

LI EUTENANT. Convey hi m hence, and on our | ongboat's
si de

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 Engl and dri nks;
Now wi Il | damup this thy yawni ng nouth

For swallowi ng the treasure of the realm

Thy |ips, that kiss'd the Queen, shall sweep the
gr ound;

And thou that sm|'dst at good Duke Hunphrey's
deat h

Agai nst the senseless winds shalt grin in vain,

Who in contenpt shall hiss at thee again;

And wedded be thou to the hags of hell

For daring to affy a mghty lord

Unto the daughter of a worthl ess king,
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Havi ng nei ther subject, wealth, nor diadem

By devilish policy art thou grown great,

And, |ike anbitious Sylla, overgorg'd

Wth gobbets of thy nother's bl eeding heart.

By thee Anjou and Maine were sold to France;

The fal se revolting Normans thorough thee

Disdain 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 nurder of a guiltless king

And | ofty proud encroaching 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 commobns here in Kent are up in arns;

And to conclude, reproach and beggary

Is crept into the palace of our King,

And all by thee. Away! convey hi m hence.
SUFFOLK. Othat | were a god, to shoot forth thunder

Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges!

Smal | things make base nen proud: this villain

her e,

Bei ng captain of a pinnace, threatens nore

Than Bargulus, 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.

| go of nessage fromthe Queen to France:

| charge thee waft nme safely cross the Channel.
LI EUTENANT. Walter-
VH TMORE. Cone, Suffolk, | nust waft thee to thy

deat h.

SUFFOLK. Gelidus tinor occupat artus: it is thee |
fear.

VWH TMORE. Thou shalt have cause to fear before |
| eave t hee.

What, are ye daunted now? Now wi ||l ye stoop?

FI RST GENTLEMAN. My gracious lord, entreat him
speak himfair.

SUFFOLK. Suffolk's inperial tongue is stem and
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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 ny 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 pole
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 him away, and let himtalk no nore.
SUFFOLK. Cone, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can,
That this ny death nmay never be forgot-
Great nmen 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
Ponpey the Great; and Suffol k dies by pirates.
Exit WALTER
wi th SUFFOLK
LI EUTENANT. And as for these, whose ransom we have
set,
It is our pleasure one of them depart;
Therefore cone you with us, and |let him go.
Exeunt all but the
FI RST GENTLEMAN

Re-enter WH TMORE wi th SUFFCOLK' S body

VWH TMORE. There let his head and |lifel ess body |lie,
Until the Queen his m stress bury

it. Exi t
FI RST GENTLEMAN. O bar barous and bl oody spectacl 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.
Exi t
with the body
SCENE 11 .
Bl ackheat h

Enter GEORCE BEVI S and JOHN HOLLAND

CGEORGE. Cone and get thee a sword, though made of a
| at h; they have
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been up these two days.
JOHN. They have the nore need to sleep now, then.
GEORGE. | 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 m serable age! Virtue is not regarded in
handi cr af t snen.
JOHN. The nobility think scorn to go in |eather
aprons.
GEORGE. Nay, nore, the King's Council are no good
wor knen.
JOHN. True; and yet it is said 'Labour in thy
vocation'; which is
as nmuch to say as 'Let the magi strates be
| abouring nen'; and
therefore should we be magi strates.
GEORGE. Thou hast hit it; for there's no better
sign of a brave
m nd than a hard hand.
JOHN. | see them | see thenml There's Best's son,
t he tanner of
W ngham
GEORGE. He shall have the skins of our enemes to
make dog's
| eat her of.
JOHN. And Dick the butcher-
GECRCGE. Then is sin struck down, |ike an ox, and
I niquity's throat
cut like a calf.
JOHN. And Smith 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 SAWWER, with infinite
nunber s

CADE. W John Cade, so ternmid of our supposed

f at her -
DICK. [Aside] O rather, of stealing a cade of
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herri ngs.
CADE. For our enemes shall fall before us,
inspired with the
spirit of putting down kings and princes- comand
si | ence.
DI CK. Silence!
CADE. My father was a Morti ner-
DI CK. [Aside] He was an honest nman and a good
bri ckl ayer.
CADE. My not her a Pl ant agenet -
DICK. [Aside] | knew her well; she was a mdw fe.
CADE. My wife descended of the Lacies-
DI CK. [Aside] She was, indeed, a pedlar's daughter,
and sol d many
| aces.
SM TH. [Aside] But now of late, not able to travel
wth 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
honour abl e, 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
val i ant.
CADE. | am able to endure nuch.
DI CK. [Aside] No question of that; for | have seen
hi m whi pt three
mar ket days toget her.

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 England seven
hal f penny | oaves

sold for a penny; the three-hoop'd pot shall have
ten hoops; and

Il wll nmake it felony to drink small beer. Al
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the real mshall be
In comon, and in Cheapside shall ny palfrey go
to grass. And
when | am king- as king | wll be
ALL. God save your Maj esty!
CADE. | thank you, good people- there shall be no
noney; all shal
eat and drink on ny score, and | wll| apparel
themall in one
livery, that they may agree |ike brothers and
worship nme their
| ord.
DICK. The first thing we do, let's kill all the
| awyers.
CADE. Nay, that | nmean to do. Is not this a
| anent abl e t hi ng, that
of the skin of an innocent |anb should be nmade
par chment ? That
parchment, being scribbl'd o' er, should undo a
man? Sonme say the
bee stings; but | say 'tis the bee's wax; for |
did but seal once
to a thing, and I was never mne own man since.
How now Who's

t here?
Enter sone, bringing in the CLERK OF
CHATHAM
SM TH. The clerk of Chatham He can wite and read
and cast
acconpt .

CADE. O nonstrous!
SM TH. We 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 man is a proper nman, of
m ne honour;
unless | find himguilty, he shall not die. Cone
hi t her, sirrah,
| nmust exam ne thee. What is thy nane?
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CLERK. Enmanuel .
DICK. They use to wite it on the top of letters;
"twill go hard
wi th you.
CADE. Let me al one. Dost thou use to wite thy
name, or hast thou a
mark to thyself, |ike a honest plain-dealing man?
CLERK. Sir, | thank God, | have been so wel
brought up that | can
wite nmy 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
MCHAEL. 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 hinself. He is
but a kni ght,
Is 'a?
M CHAEL. No.
CADE. To equal him | will make nyself a knight
presently.
[ Kneel s] Rise up, Sir John Mortiner. [R ses] Now
have at him

Enter SIR HUMPHREY STAFFORD and
W LLI AM
his brother, with drum and sol di ers

STAFFORD. Rebel lious hinds, the filth and scum of
Kent ,
Mark' d for the gallows, |ay your weapons down;
Honme to your cottages, forsake this groom
The King is nerciful if you revolt.
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WLLI AM STAFFORD. But angry, wathful, and inclin'd

to bl ood,
If you go forward; therefore yield or die.
CADE. As for these sil ken-coated slaves, | pass not;
It is to you, good people, that | speak,
Oer whom in tine to cone, | hope to reign;

For | amrightful heir unto the crown.
STAFFORD. Villain, thy father was a pl asterer;
And thou thyself a shearman, art thou not?
CADE. And Adam was a gardener.
W LLI AM STAFFORD. And what of that?
CADE. Marry, this: Edmund Mortiner, Earl of WMarch,
Married the Duke of C 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-woman stol ' n away,
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage,
Becane a bricklayer when he cane to age.
Hs son am|l; deny it if you can.
DICK. Nay, 'tis too true; therefore he shall be
ki ng.
SMTH. Sir, he made 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
wor ds
That speaks he knows not what?
ALL. Ay, marry, wll we; therefore get ye gone.
W LLI AM STAFFORD. Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath
t aught 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,
| am content he shall reign; but I'll be
Protector over him
DICK. And furthernore, we'll have the Lord Say's
head for selling
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t he dukedom of Mai ne.
CADE. And good reason; for thereby is Engl and
main'd and fain to go
with a staff, but that ny puissance holds it up.
Fel | ow ki ngs, |
tell you that that Lord Say hath gel ded the
comonweal t h and nmade
It an eunuch; and nore than that, he can speak
French, and
therefore he is a traitor.
STAFFORD. O gross and m serabl e i gnorance!
CADE. Nay, answer if you can; the Frenchnen are our
enem es. Go to,
then, | ask but this: can he that speaks with the
t ongue of an
eneny be a good counsellor, or no?

ALL. No, no; and therefore we'll have his head.
W LLI AM STAFFORD. Well, seeing gentle words w ||
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 soldiers
CADE. And you that |ove the commons foll ow ne.
Now show yoursel ves nen; 'tis for liberty.
W will not |eave one |lord, one gentleman;
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
f orwar d. Exeunt
SCENE I11.
Anot her part of Bl ackheath

Alaruns to the fight, wherein both the

STAFFORDS
are slain. Enter CADE and the rest
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CADE. Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford?
DI CK. Here, sir.
CADE. They fell before thee Iike sheep and oxen,
and thou behavedst
thyself as if thou hadst been in thine own
sl aught er - house;
therefore thus will | reward thee- the Lent shal
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 |ess.
[Putting on SIR
HUMPHREY' S bri gandi ne] This nonunent of the

victory will | bear,

and the bodies shall be dragged at ny horse heels
till 1 do cone

to London, where we will have the mayor's sword

borne before us.
DICK. If we nean to thrive and do good, break open
t he gaol s and
| et out the prisoners.

CADE. Fear not that, | warrant thee. Cone, let's
mar ch t owar ds
London.
Exeunt
SCENE 1 V.

London. The pal ace

Enter the KINGwith a supplication, and the
QUEEN
wi th SUFFOLK' S head; the DUKE OF
BUCKI NGHAM
and the LORD SAY

QUEEN. Ot have | heard that grief softens the mnd
And makes it fearful and degenerate;
Thi nk 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 nakes your Grace to the
rebel s'
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supplication?
KING HENRY. 1'l1 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,
WIIl 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 Ii ke a wanderi ng pl anet over ne,
And could it not enforce themto relent
That were unworthy to behold the sane?
KI NG HENRY. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to have
t hy head.
SAY. Ay, but | hope your Hi ghness shall have his.
KI NG HENRY. How now, madam
Still lamenting and nourning for Suffol k's death?
| fear me, love, if that |I had been dead,
Thou woul dst not have nourn'd so nuch for ne.
QUEEN. No, ny love, | should not nourn, but die for
t hee.

Ent er A MESSENGER

KI NG HENRY. How now Wat news? Wiy conist thou in
such haste?
MESSENGER. The rebels are in Southwark; fly, ny
| ord!
Jack Cade proclains hinmself Lord Mortiner,
Descended fromthe Duke of C arence' house,
And calls your Grace usurper, openly,
And vows to crown hinself in Westm nster.
Hs arnmy 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, lawers, courtiers, gentlenen,
They call false caterpillars and intend their
deat h.
KI NG HENRY. O gracel ess nen! they know not what
t hey 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 Suffol k now alive,

These Kentish rebels woul d be soon appeas' d!
KI NG HENRY. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee;
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Therefore away with us to Killingworth.
SAY. So m ght your Grace's person be in danger.
The sight of ne is odious in their eyes;
And therefore in this city will | stay
And |ive alone as secret as | nay.

Ent er anot her MESSENGER

SECOND MESSENGER. Jack Cade hath gotten London
Bri dge.
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 |inger not, ny |lord; away, take
hor se.
KI NG HENRY. Cone Margaret; God, our hope, wll
succour us.
QUEEN. My hope is gone, now Suffol k is deceas'd.
KING 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 mne innocence,
And therefore am | bold and
resol ute. Exeunt
SCENE V.
London. The Tower

Enter LORD SCALES Upon the Tower, wal ki ng.

Then
enter two or three CI Tl ZENS, bel ow

SCALES. How now! |s Jack Cade sl ain?
FIRST CITIZEN. No, ny lord, nor likely to be slain;
for they have
won the bridge, killing all those that w thstand
t hem
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 nysel f;
The rebels have assay'd to win the Tower.
But get you to Smthfield, and gather head,
And thither I will send you Matthew CGoffe;
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Fight for your King, your country, and your lives;
And so, farewell, for | nust hence

agai n.

Exeunt
SCENE VI .
London. Cannon street

Enter JACK CADE and the rest, and strikes

his staff

on London Stone

CADE. Now is Mortinmer lord of this city. And here,
sitting upon
London Stone, | charge and command that, of the
city's cost, the
pi ssing conduit run nothing but claret wne this
first year of

our

reign. And now henceforward it shall be

treason for any that
calls nme other than Lord Morti ner.

Enter a SCOLDI ER, running

SOLDI ER. Jack Cade! Jack Cade!

CADE. Knock hi m down there.
[ They kill himn

SMTH. If this fellow be wise, he'll never call ye
Jack Cade nore;

think he hath a very fair warning.

DICK. My lord, there's an arny gathered together in
Smithfield.
CADE. Conme then, let's go fight with them But
first go and set
London Bridge on fire; and, if you can, burn down
t he Tower too.
Cone, let's

away .

rest.

Exeunt
SCENE VI | .
London. Smthfield
Al aruns. MATTHEW GOFFE is slain, and all the

Then enter JACK CADE, with his conpany

CADE. So, sirs. Now go sonme and pull down the

Savoy;

others to th'
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Inns of Court; down with themall.

DICK. | have a suit unto your | ordship.
CADE. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that
wor d.

DICK. Only that the | aws of England may conme out of
your nout h.
JOHN. [Aside] Mass, 'twill be sore |aw then; for he
was thrust in
the nouth with a spear, and 'tis not whol e yet.
SM TH. [Aside] Nay, John, it will be stinking Iaw,
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
Par | i ament 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 prize! 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
subsi dy.

Enter GEORGE BEVIS, with the LORD SAY

CADE. Well, he shall be beheaded for it ten tines.

Ah, thou say,

t hou serge, nay, thou buckram|lord! Now art thou
Wi t hin poi nt

bl ank of our jurisdiction regal. Wat canst thou
answer to ny

Maj esty for giving up of Normandy unto Mounsi eur
Basi necu t he

Dauphi n of France? Be it known unto thee by these
presence, even

the presence of Lord Mrtinmer, that | amthe
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besom t hat 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 abom nabl e words as no Christian ear can
endure to hear.
Thou hast appointed justices of peace, to call
poor mnmen before
t hem about matters they were not able to answer.
Mor eover, 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 nen than thou go in their hose and
doubl et s.
DICK. And work in their shirt too, as nyself, for
exanpl e, that am
a butcher.
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 him He speaks Latin.
SAY. Hear ne but speak, and bear nme where you wll.
Kent, in the Conmentaries Caesar writ,
Is termid the civil'st place of all this isle.
Sweet is the country, because full of riches;
The people liberal valiant, active, wealthy;
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Whi ch makes ne hope you are not void of pity.
| sold not Maine, | lost not Nornmandy;
Yet, to recover them would lose ny life.
Justice with favour have | al ways done;
Pray'rs and tears have nov'd nme, gifts could
never.
When have | aught exacted at your hands,
But to naintain the King, the realm and you?
Large gifts have | bestow d on | earned cl erks,
Because ny book preferr'd nme to the King,
And seeing ignorance is the curse of God,
Knowl edge the wing wherewith we fly to heaven,
Unl ess you be possess'd with devilish spirits
You cannot but forbear to nurder ne.
Thi s tongue hath parley'd unto foreign kings
For your behoof.
CADE. Tut, when struck'st thou one blowin the
field?
SAY. Great nen have reaching hands. Ot have |
struck
Those that | never saw, and struck them dead.
GEORCGE. O nonstrous coward! Wat, to cone behi nd
fol ks?
SAY. These cheeks are pale for watching for your
good.
CADE. Gve hima box o' th' ear, and that will nake
‘emred again.
SAY. Long sitting to determ ne poor nen's causes
Hat h made ne full of sickness and di seases.
CADE. Ye shall have a henpen caudl e then, and the
hel p of hatchet.
DI CK. Way dost thou quiver, nman?
SAY. The pal sy, and not fear, provokes ne.
CADE. Nay, he nods at us, as who should say 'I'|
be even with
you'; I'lIl see if his head will stand steadi er on
a pole, or no.
Take hi m away, and behead him
SAY. Tell me: wherein have | offended nost?
Have | affected wealth or honour? Speak.
Are ny chests fill'd up with extorted gol d?
I's ny 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
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t hought s.
O let nme live!
CADE. [Aside] | feel renorse in nyself with his
words; but 1'I1
bridle it. He shall die, an it be but for
pl eadi ng so well for
his life.- Away with him He has a famliar under
hi s tongue; he
speaks not o' God's nane. CGo, take himaway, |
say, and strike
off his head presently, and then break into his
son-in-law s
house, Sir Janes Cronmer, and strike off his head,
and bring them
bot h upon two poles 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 | command ye.
[ Exeunt sone with
LORD SAY] The proudest peer in the real mshal
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 me 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 Cheapsi de, and
t ake up
commodi ti es 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
anot her, for they

lov'd well when they were alive. Now part them
again, lest they
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consult about the giving up of sone nore towns in
France.
Sol diers, defer the spoil of the city until
night; for wwth these
borne before us instead of maces will we ride
t hr ough t he
streets, and at every corner have them ki ss.
Anay! Exeunt
SCENE VI I I .
Sout hwar k

Alarum and retreat. Enter again CADE and all
hi s rabbl enent

CADE. Up Fish Street! down Saint Magnus' Corner!
Kill and knock
down! Throw theminto Thanes!
[ Sound a parl ey]
VWhat noise is this | hear? Dare any be so bold to
sound retreat
or parley when I conmand themKkill?

Ent er BUCKI NGHAM and ol d CLI FFORD
att ended

BUCKI NGHAM Ay, here they be that dare and wl|
di sturb thee.
And therefore yet relent, and save ny life.
Know, Cade, we cone anbassadors fromthe King
Unto the commons whom t hou hast m sl ed;
And here pronounce free pardon to them al
That wll forsake thee and go hone in peace.
CLI FFORD. What say ye, countrynen? WIIl ye relent
And yield to nercy whilst "tis offer'd you,
O let a rebel |ead you to your deaths?
Who | oves the King, and wll enbrace his pardon,
Fling up his cap and say ' God save his Myjesty!'
Who hateth himand honours not his father,
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake,
Shake he his weapon at us and pass by.
ALL. God save the King! God save the King!
CADE. What, Buckinghamand difford, are ye so
brave?
And you, base peasants, do ye believe hin? WII
you needs be
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hang'd with your about your necks? Hath ny sword
t heref ore broke
t hrough London gates, that you should | eave ne at
the White Hart
i n Sout hwar k? | thought ye would never have given
out these arns
till you had recovered your ancient freedom But
you are al
recreants and dastards, and delight to live in
sl avery to the
nobility. Let them break your backs wi th burdens,
t ake your
houses over your heads, ravish your w ves and
daughters before
your faces. For nme, | wll nake shift for one;
and so God's curse
i ght upon you all!
ALL. w'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade!
CLI FFORD. |Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth,
That thus you do exclaimyou'll go with hinf
WIIl he conduct you through the heart of France,
And make t he neanest of you earls and dukes?
Al as, he hath no honme, 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 shanme that whilst you live at jar
The fearful French, whom you | ate vanqui shed,
Shoul d make 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 m scarry
Than you shoul d stoop unto a Frenchman's nercy.
To France, to France, and get what you have | ost;
Spare England, for it is your native coast.
Henry hath noney; you are strong and manly.
God on our side, doubt not of victory.
ALL. A difford! a diffordl W'll follow the King

and difford.
CADE. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fro
as this

mul titude? The nanme of Henry the Fifth hales them
to an hundred

m schi efs, and makes them | eave ne desol ate. |
see themlay their
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heads together to surprise ne. My sword nake way
for me for here

Is no staying. In despite of the devils and hell,
have t hrough

the very m ddest of you! and heavens and honour
be wi tness that

no want of resolution in ne, but only ny
foll owers' base and

I gnom ni ous treasons, mnmakes ne betake ne to ny
heel s.

Exi t
BUCKI NGHAM What, is he fled? Go sonme, and foll ow

hi n

And he that brings his head unto the King

Shal | have a thousand crowns for his reward.

Exeunt
sone of them
Foll ow ne, soldiers; we'll devise a nean
To reconcile you all unto the
Ki ng. 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
t hr one
And could command no nore content than | ?
No sooner was | crept out of my cradle
But | was nade a king, at nine nonths old.
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 Heal th and gl ad tidings to your Majesty!
KI NG HENRY. Wy, Bucki ngham 1is the traitor Cade
surpris'd?

O is he but retir'd to make himstrong?

Enter, below, nultitudes, wth halters about
t heir necks

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/hvi2.html (81 of 96)4/11/2005 8:29:52 AM



William Shakespeare: Henry VI, Part |1.

CLIFFORD. He is fled, ny lord, and all his powers
do yield,
And hunbly thus, with halters on their necks,
Expect your Hi ghness' doomof |ife or death.
KI NG HENRY. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting
gat es,
To entertain ny vows of thanks and prai se!
Sol diers, this day have you redeenid 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, wll never be unkind.

And so, with thanks and pardon to you all,
| do dismss you to your several countries.
ALL. God save the King! God save the King!

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENCGER. 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 owgl asses and stout kerns
Is marching hitherward in proud array,
And still proclaineth, as he conmes al ong,
Hs arnms are only to renove fromthee
The Duke of Sonerset, whomhe terns a traitor.
KI NG HENRY. Thus stands ny state, 'tw xt Cade and
York distress'd;
Li ke to a ship that, having scap'd a tenpest,
Is straightway cal mid, and boarded with a pirate;
But now is Cade driven back, his nen 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 himI'll send Duke Edmund to the Tower -
And Sonerset, we will commt thee thither
Until his arny be dismss'd fromhim
SOVERSET. My | ord,
["I'l yield nyself to prison wllingly,
O unto death, to do ny country good.
KING HENRY. In any case be not too rough in ternms,
For he is fierce and cannot brook hard | anguage.
BUCKI NGHAM | will, nmy lord, and doubt not so to
deal
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As all things shall redound unto your good.
KI NG HENRY. Cone, wife, let's in, and learn to

govern better;

For yet may Engl and curse ny wetched reign.

Fl ouri sh.
Exeunt
SCENE X
Kent. Ilden's garden

Ent er CADE

CADE. Fie on anbitions! Fie on nyself, that have a

sword and yet am

ready to fam sh! These five days have | hid nme in
t hese woods and

durst not peep out, for all the country is laid
for nme; but now

am | so hungry that, if | mght have a | ease of
ny life for a

t housand years, | could stay no | onger.
Wherefore, 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
am ss to cool a

man's stomach this hot weather. And | think this
word 'sallet'

was born to do ne 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

I nstead of a quart-pot to drink in; and now the
word 'sallet’

must serve ne to feed on.

Ent er | DEN

| DEN. Lord, who would live turnoiled in the court
And may enj oy such quiet wal ks as these?
This small inheritance ny father left ne
Contenteth nme, and worth a nonarchy.
| seek not to wax great by others' waning
O gather wealth | care not with what envy;
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Sufficeth that | have naintains ny state,
And sends the poor well pleased fromny gate.
CADE. Here's the lord of the soil cone to seize ne
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'll nake thee eat iron |like an
ostrich and
swal l ow nmy sword |like a great pin ere thou and |
part.
| DEN. Way, rude conpani on, whatsoe'er thou be,
| know thee not; why then should | betray thee?
Is't not enough to break into ny garden
And like a thief to conme to rob ny grounds,
Ainbing ny walls in spite of ne the owner,
But thou wilt brave nme wth these saucy terns?
CADE. Brave thee? Ay, by the best bl ood that ever
was broach'd, and
beard thee too. Look on ne well: | have eat no
nmeat these five
days, yet cone thou and thy five nen and if | do
not | eave you

all as dead as a door-nail, | pray God | may
never eat grass
nor e.
| DEN. Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while Engl and
st ands,

That Al exander |den, an esquire of Kent,

Took odds to conbat a poor fam sh'd man.

Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mne;

See if thou canst outface ne wwth thy | ooks;

Set linb to linb, and thou art far the | esser;

Thy hand is but a finger to ny fist,

Thy leg a stick conmpared with this truncheon;

My foot shall fight with all the strength thou
hast ,

And if m ne armbe heaved in the air,

Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth.

As for words, whose greatness answers words,

Let this my sword report what speech forbears.

CADE. By ny val our, the nost conplete chanpion that

ever | heard!

Steel, if thou turn the edge, or cut not out the
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burly bon'd

clown in chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy
sheath, | beseech

God on ny knees thou nmayst be turn'd to hobnails.
[ Here t hey

fight; CADE falls] O | amslain! fam ne and no

ot her hath slain
nme. Let ten thousand devils cone against ne, and
gi ve nme but the
ten neals | have lost, and |I'd defy themall.
Wt her, garden, and
be henceforth a burying place to all that do
dwell in this house,
because the unconquered soul of Cade is fl ed.
IDEN. Is't Cade that | have slain, that nonstrous
traitor?
Sword, | will hallow thee for this thy deed
And hang thee o'er ny tonb 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. Iden, farewell; and be proud of thy victory.
Tell Kent from
me she hath | ost her best man, and exhort all the
world to be

cowards; for |, 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, dammed wetch, the curse of her that bare
t hee!
And as | thrust thy body in with ny sword,
So wish I, 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 nobst ungraci ous head,
VWhich I will bear in triunph to the King,
Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed
upon. Exit
ACT V. SCENE |
Fi el ds between Dartford and Bl ackheath

Enter YORK, and his arny of Irish, with drum
and col ours
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YORK. FromIrel and thus cones York to claimhis
right

me?

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry's head:
Ring bells aloud, burn bonfires clear and bright,
To entertain great England' s | awful king.

Ah, sancta mmj estas! who woul d not buy thee dear?
Let them obey that knows not how to rul e;

Thi s hand was nade to handl e nought but gol d.

| cannot give due action to ny words

Except a sword or sceptre bal ance it.

A sceptre shall it have, have | a sou

On which I'lIl toss the flower-de-luce of France.

Ent er BUCKI NGHAM
[ Asi de] Whom have we here? Bucki ngham to disturb

The King hath sent him sure: | nust dissenble.

BUCKI NGHAM York, if thou neanest well | greet thee
wel | .
YORK. Humphrey 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 arnms 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,
| am so angry at these abject terns;

And now, |ike Aj ax Tel anpni us,

On sheep or oxen could | spend ny fury.

| amfar better born than is the King,

Mre like a king, nore kingly in ny thoughts;
But | nust nmake 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 m nd was troubled with deep nel ancholy.
The cause why | have brought this arnmy hither
Is to renove proud Sonerset fromthe King,
Seditious to his Gace and to the state.
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BUCKI NGHAM That is too nmuch presunption on thy
part;
But if thy arnms 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 m ne honour, he is prisoner.
YORK. Then, Buckingham | do dism ss ny pow rs.
Soldiers, | thank you all; disperse yourselves;
Meet ne to-nmorrow in Saint George's field,
You shall have pay and everything you w sh.
And |l et ny sovereign, virtuous Henry,
Command ny el dest son, nay, all ny sons,
As pledges of ny fealty and | ove.
"Il 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 subm ssion.
W twain will go into his H 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 subm ssion and humlity
York doth present hinself unto your Hi ghness.
KI NG HENRY. Then what i1 ntends these forces thou
dost bring?
YORK. To heave the traitor Sonerset from hence,
And fight against that nonstrous rebel Cade,
Wio since | heard to be disconfited.

Enter I1DEN, with CADE s head

IDEN. If one so rude and of so nean condition
May pass into the presence of a Kking,
Lo, | present your Grace a traitor's head,
The head of Cade, whom | in conbat slew
KI NG HENRY. The head of Cade! G eat God, how just
art Thou!
O let nme view his visage, being dead,
That 1iving wought nme such exceedi ng trouble.

Tell me, ny friend, art thou the man that slew
hi n?
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IDEN. | was, an't |ike your Majesty.
KI NG HENRY. How art thou call'd? And what is thy
degree?
| DEN. Al exander lden, that's ny nane;
A poor esquire of Kent that |oves his king.
BUCKI NGHAM So please it you, ny lord, 'twere not
am ss
He were created knight for his good service.
KI NG HENRY. |den, kneel down. [He kneels] Rise up a
kni ght .
We give thee for reward a thousand nmarKks,
And wi Il that thou thenceforth attend on us.
| DEN. May lden live to nmerit such a bounty,
And never live but true unto his |iege!

Enter the QUEEN and SOVERSET

KI NG HENRY. See, Bucki nghami Sonerset conmes with
th' Queen:
Go, bid her hide himaquickly 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 | et thy tongue be equal with thy heart.
Shall | endure the sight of Sonerset?
Fal se king, why hast thou broken faith with ne,
Know ng how hardly | can brook abuse?
King did | call thee? No, thou art not Kking;
Not fit to govern and rule multitudes,
Whi ch dar'st not, no, nor canst not rule a
traitor.
That head of thine doth not becone a crown;
Thy hand is nade to grasp a palner's staff,
And not to grace an awful princely sceptre.
That gold nust round engirt these brows of m ne,
Whose smle 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 sane 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.
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Qbey, audacious traitor; kneel for grace.
YORK. Woul dst have ne kneel ? First let nme ask of
t hese,
If they can brook |I bow a knee to man.
Sirrah, call in nmy sons to be ny bail:
Exit attendant
| know, ere thy wll have ne go to ward,
They' || pawn their swords for ny 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
Exi t
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 ny surety will refuse the boys!

Enter EDWARD and RI CHARD PLANTAGENET

See where they cone: I'll warrant they'll nmake it
good.

Enter CLI FFORD and his SON

QUEEN. And here conmes Cifford to deny their bail.
CLI FFORD. Health and all happiness to ny lord the
Ki ng!
[ Kneel s]
YORK. | thank thee, difford. Say, what news with
t hee?
Nay, do not fright us with an angry | ook.
W are thy sovereign, difford, kneel again;
For thy m staking so, we pardon thee.
CLI FFORD. This is nmy King, York, | do not m stake;
But thou m stakes nme nmuch to think I do.
To Bedlamwith him |Is the man grown nad?
KING HENRY. Ay, difford; a bedl am and anbitious
hunour
Makes hi m oppose hi nsel f agai nst 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;
Hi s sons, he says, shall give their words for him
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YORK. WIIl you not, sons?
EDWARD. Ay, noble father, if our words wll serve.

RICHARD. And if words will not, then our weapons
shal I .

CLI FFORD. Wiy, what a brood of traitors have we
her e!

YORK. Look in a glass, and call thy inage so:
| 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 astoni sh these fell-lurking curs.
Bid 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
t o deat h,
And manacl e the berard in their chains,
If thou dar'st bring themto the baiting-place.
RICHARD. Ot have | seen a hot o'er weening cur
Run back and bite, because he was w thhel d,
Who, being suffer'd, with the bear's fell paw,
Hath clapp'd his tail between his |l egs and cri ed;
And such a piece of service wll you do,
I f 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, |est by your heat you burn
your sel ves.
KI NG HENRY. Wy, Warw ck, hath thy knee forgot to
bow?
A d Salisbury, shanme to thy silver hair,
Thou mad m sl eader of thy brainsick son!
What, wlt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian
And seek for sorrow with thy spectacles?
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?
WIlt thou go dig a grave to find out war
And shane thine honourable age with bl ood?
Wiy art thou old, and want'st experience?
O wherefore dost abuse it, if thou hast it?
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For shane! In duty bend thy knee to ne,
That bows unto the grave with m ckle age.
SALI SBURY. My lord, | have considered with nyself
The tide of this nbst 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 allegiance unto ne?
SALI SBURY. | have.
KI NG HENRY. Canst thou di spense with heaven for
such an oat h?
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 murd' rous deed, to rob a man,
To force a spotless virgin's chastity,
To reave the orphan of his patrinony,
To wing the widow fromher customd right,
And have no other reason for this wong
But that he was bound by a sol enn oat h?
QUEEN. A subtle traitor needs no sophister.
KI NG HENRY. Call Bucki ngham and bid himarm
hi nsel f.
YORK. Call Buckingham and all the friends thou
hast ,
| amresolv'd for death or dignity.
CLI FFORD. The first | warrant thee, if dreams 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'lIl wite upon thy burgonet,

M ght | but know thee by thy househol d badge.
WARW CK. Now, by ny father's badge, old Nevil's

crest,
The ranmpant bear chain'd to the ragged staff,
This day I'll wear aloft ny 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 1'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 arns, victorious father,
To quell the rebels and their conplices.
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RI CHARD. Fie! charity, for shane! Speak not in

spite,
For you shall sup with Jesu Christ to-night.

YOUNG CLI FFORD. Foul stigmatic, that's nore than
t hou canst tell.

RICHARD. If not in heaven, you'll surely sup in
hel | .

Exeunt
several |y
SCENE 11 .
Sai nt Al bans

Al aruns to the battle. Enter WARW CK

WARW CK. difford of Cunberland, 'tis Warw ck calls;
And i f thou dost not hide thee fromthe bear,
Now, when the angry trunpet sounds al arum
And dead nen'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, my 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. OF one or both of us the tinme is cone.
YORK. Hol d, 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, Cdifford, to thrive to-day,
It grieves ny soul to | eave thee
unassail ' d. Exi t
CLI FFORD. What seest thou in ne, York? Wy dost
t hou pause?
YORK. Wth thy brave bearing should | be in |Iove
But that thou art so fast m ne eneny.
CLI FFORD. Nor should thy prowess want praise and
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est eem
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 fal I s]
CLI FFORD. La fin couronne |es
oeuvr es. [ 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

Ent er YOUNG CLI FFORD

YOUNG CLI FFORD. Shane and confusion! Al is on the

rout;

Fear franes disorder, and di sorder wounds

Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell,

Whom angry heavens do nake 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

Hat h no self-1ove; 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 prem sed flanmes of the |ast day

Knit earth and heaven together!

Now | et the general trunpet blow his bl ast,

Particularities and petty sounds

To cease! Wast thou ordain'd, dear father

To I ose 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 dewto fire;

And beauty, that the tyrant oft reclains,

Shall to ny flam ng wath be oil and fl ax.
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Henceforth I will not have to do with pity:
Meet | an infant of the house of York,

Into as many gobbets will | cut it

As w | d Medea young Absyrtus did;

In cruelty will | seek out ny fane.

Conme, thou new ruin of old difford' s house;
As did Aeneas ol d Anchi ses bear,

So bear | thee upon ny manly shoul ders;

But then Aeneas bare a living | oad,

Not hi ng so heavy as these woes of m ne.

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, Sonerset
Hat h nade the w zard fanous in his death.
Sword, hold thy tenper; heart, be wathful still:
Priests pray for enem es, but princes
Kill. Exi t

Fi ght. Excursions. Enter KING QUEEN, and
ot hers

QUEEN. Away, ny lord! You are slow, for shane, away!
KI NG HENRY. Can we outrun the heavens? Good
Mar garet, 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
afar 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 lov'd,
And where this breach now in our fortunes made
May readily be stopp'd.

Re-enter YOUNG CLI FFORD

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/hvi2.html (94 of 96)4/11/2005 8:29:53 AM



William Shakespeare: Henry VI, Part |1.

YOUNG CLI FFORD. But that ny heart's on future

m schi ef 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 wll |ive
To see their day and them our fortune give.
Away, ny | ord,

awnay! Exeunt

SCENE I'I'I.
Fi el ds near Sai nt Al bans

Alarum Retreat. Enter YORK, RICHARD
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 tine
And, like a gallant in the brow of youth,
Repairs himw th occasion? This happy day
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot,
If Salisbury be |ost.

RI CHARD. My nobl e f at her,
Three times to-day | holp himto his horse,
Three tinmes bestrid him thrice | |ed himoff,
Per suaded himfrom any further act;

But still where danger was, still there | net him
And |ike rich hangings in a honely house,
So was his will in his old feeble body.

But, noble as he is, | ook where he comes.
Ent er SALI SBURY

SALI SBURY. Now, by ny sword, well hast thou fought
t o- 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 ne from i nmm nent deat h.
Vell, lords, we have not got that which we have;
"Tis not enough our foes are this tinme fled,
Bei ng opposites of such repairing nature.

YORK. | know our safety is to follow them
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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 thenf

WARW CK. After thenf? Nay, before them if we can.
Now, by ny faith, lords, 'twas a gl orious day:
Saint Al bans' battle, won by fanous 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

befal | ! Exeunt

.2 Renascence Editions
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