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KING RICHARD THE SECOND

DRANVATI S PERSONAE

KI NG Rl CHARD THE SECOND

JOHN OF GAUNT, Duke of Lancaster - uncle to the King

EDMUND LANGLEY, Duke of York - uncle to the King

HENRY, surnanmed BOLI NGBRCKE, Duke of Hereford, son of
John of Gaunt, afterwards King Henry IV

DUKE OF AUMERLE, son of the Duke of York

THOVAS MOVWBRAY, Duke of Norfol k

DUKE OF SURREY

EARL OF SALI SBURY

EARL BERKELEY

BUSHY - favourites of King Richard
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EARL OF NORTHUVBERLAND
HENRY PERCY, surnanmed HOTSPUR, his son

LORD Ross LORD W LLOUGHBY
LORD FI TZWATER Bl SHOP OF CARLI SLE
ABBOT OF WESTM NSTER LORD MARSHAL

SI R STEPHEN SCROOP SI R Pl ERCE OF EXTON
CAPTAI N of a band of Wl shnen TWO GARDENERS

QUEEN to King Richard

DUCHESS OF YORK

DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER, wi dow of Thomas of Wodst ock,
Duke of d oucester

LADY attendi ng on the Queen

Lords, Heralds, Oficers, Soldiers, Keeper, Messenger,
G oom and other Attendants

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

Enter RICHARD, JOHN OF GAUNT, with other NOBLES
and attendants

KING RICHARD. A d John of Gaunt, tinme-honoured Lancaster,
Hast thou, according to thy oath and band,
Brought hither Henry Hereford, thy bold son,
Here to make good the boist'rous | ate appeal,
Whi ch then our |eisure would not |et us hear,
Agai nst the Duke of Norfol k, Thonmas NMowbray?
GAUNT. | have, ny |iege.
KING RICHARD. Tell ne, noreover, hast thou sounded him
| f he appeal the Duke on ancient malice,
O worthily, as a good subject shoul d,
On sonme known ground of treachery in hinf
GAUNT. As near as | could sift himon that argunent,
On sone apparent danger seen in him
Aimd at your H ghness-no inveterate malice.
KING RICHARD. Then call themto our presence: face to face
And frowning brow to brow, ourselves wll hear
The accuser and the accused freely speak.
Hi gh-stomach'd are they both and full of ire,
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In rage, deaf as the sea, hasty as fire.
Ent er BOLI NGBROKE and MOWBRAY

BOLI NGBROKE. Many years of happy days befal
My gracious sovereign, nmy nost loving |iege!
MOABRAY. Each day still better other's happiness
Until the heavens, envying earth's good hap,
Add an immortal title to your crown!
KING RI CHARD. W thank you both; yet one but flatters us,
As wel | appeareth by the cause you cone;
Nanely, to appeal each other of high treason.
Cousin of Hereford, what dost thou object
Agai nst the Duke of Norfol k, Thonmas NMowbray?
BOLI NGBRCKE. First-heaven be the record to ny speech!
In the devotion of a subject's |ove,
Tend' ring the precious safety of ny prince,
And free from other m sbegotten hate,
Conme | appellant to this princely presence.
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do | turn to thee,
And mark ny greeting well; for what | speak
My body shall make good upon this earth,
O ny divine soul answer it in heaven-
Thou art a traitor and a m screant,
Too good to be so, and too bad to |ive,
Since the nore fair and crystal is the sky,
The uglier seemthe clouds that in it fly.
Once nore, the nore to aggravate the note,
Wth a foul traitor's nane stuff | thy throat;
And wi sh-so pl ease ny sovereign-ere | nove,
What ny tongue speaks, ny right drawn sword nay prove.
MOABRAY. Let not my cold words here accuse ny zeal.
"Tis not the trial of a woman's war,
The bitter clanour of two eager tongues,
Can arbitrate this cause betw xt us twain;
The bl ood is hot that nust be cool'd for this.
Yet can | not of such tame patience boast
As to be hush'd and nought at an to say.
First, the fair reverence of your Hi ghness curbs ne
Fromgiving reins and spurs to ny free speech;
Wi ch el se would post until it had return'd
These terns of treason doubled down his throat.
Setting aside his high blood' s royalty,
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And |l et himbe no kinsman to ny |iege,
| do defy him and | spit at him
Call hima slanderous coward and a villain;
Which to maintain, I would allow hi modds
And neet him were | tied to run afoot
Even to the frozen ridges of the Al ps,
O any other ground inhabitable
Where ever Englishman durst set his foot.
Meantine let this defend ny |oyalty-
By all ny hopes, nost falsely doth he lie
BOLI NGBRCOKE. Pal e trenbling coward, there |I throw ny gage,
Di sclaimng here the kindred of the King;
And | ay aside ny high blood s royalty,
Wi ch fear, not reverence, nmakes thee to except.
If guilty dread have left thee so nuch strength
As to take up m ne honour's pawn, then stoop.
By that and all the rites of knighthood el se
WIIl | make good against thee, armto arm
What | have spoke or thou canst worst devise.
MOABRAY. | take it up; and by that sword | swear
VWi ch gently laid ny knighthood on ny shoul der
"Il answer thee in any fair degree
O chivalrous design of knightly trial;
And when | nount, alive may | not [|ight
If | be traitor or unjustly fight!
KI NG RI CHARD. What doth our cousin lay to Mowbray's charge?
It nust be great that can inherit us
So much as of a thought of ill in him
BOLI NGBROKE. Look what | speak, nmy life shall prove it true-
That Mowbray hath receiv'd eight thousand nobl es
I n nane of |endings for your H ghness' soldiers,
The which he hath detain'd for | ewd enpl oynents
Like a false traitor and injurious villain.
Besides, | say and will in battle prove-
O here, or elsewhere to the furthest verge
That ever was survey'd by English eye-
That all the treasons for these eighteen years
Conpl otted and contrived in this |and
Fetch fromfalse Mowbray their first head and spring.
Further | say, and further will naintain
Upon his bad life to nake all this good,
That he did plot the Duke of d oucester's death,
Suggest hi s soon-believing adversari es,
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And consequently, like a traitor coward,
Sluic'd out his innocent soul through streans of bl ood;
Wi ch bl ood, like sacrificing Abel's, cries,

Even fromthe tonguel ess caverns of the earth,
To me for justice and rough chasti senent;
And, by the glorious worth of ny descent,
This armshall do it, or this life be spent.
KI NG RI CHARD. How high a pitch his resol ution soars!
Thomas of Norfol k, what say'st thou to this?
MOABRAY. O let ny sovereign turn away his face
And bid his ears a little while be deaf,
Till 1 have told this slander of his bl ood
How God and good nmen hate so foul a liar.
KI NG RI CHARD. Mowbray, inpartial are our eyes and cars.
Were he ny brother, nay, ny kingdom s heir,
As he is but ny father's brother's son,
Now by ny sceptre's awe | nmake a vow,
Such nei ghbour nearness to our sacred bl ood
Shoul d nothing privilege himnor partialize
The unst ooping firmess of ny upright soul.
He is our subject, Mowbray;, so art thou:
Free speech and fearless | to thee allow
MOWABRAY. Then, Bolingbroke, as low as to thy heart,
Through the fal se passage of thy throat, thou |iest.
Three parts of that receipt | had for Calais
Disburs'd | duly to his H ghness' soldiers;
The other part reserv'd | by consent,
For that ny sovereign liege was in mnmy debt
Upon remai nder of a dear account
Since last | went to France to fetch his queen:
Now swal | ow down that lie. For  oucester's death-
| slew himnot, but to ny own disgrace
Negl ected ny sworn duty in that case.
For you, ny noble Lord of Lancaster,
The honourable father to ny foe,
Once did | lay an anbush for your |ife,
A trespass that doth vex ny grieved soul;
But ere | last receiv'd the sacranent
| did confess it, and exactly begg'd
Your Grace's pardon; and | hope | had it.
This is ny fault. As for the rest appeal'd,
It issues fromthe rancour of a villain,
A recreant and nost degenerate traitor;
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VWhich in nyself | boldly will defend,

And i nterchangeably hurl down ny gage

Upon this overweening traitor's foot

To prove nyself a |oyal gentleman

Even in the best bl ood chanber'd in his bosom
I n haste whereof, nost heartily | pray

Your Hi ghness to assign our trial day.

KI NG RI CHARD. W at h- ki ndl ed gentl enen, be rul'd by ne;
Let's purge this choler without letting bl ood-
This we prescribe, though no physician;

Deep mal i ce nakes too deep incision.

Forget, forgive; conclude and be agreed:

Qur doctors say this is no nonth to bl eed.
Good uncle, let this end where it begun;
W'l |l cal mthe Duke of Norfol k, you your son.

GAUNT. To be a nmke-peace shall becone ny age.
Throw down, ny son, the Duke of Norfol k's gage.

KI NG RI CHARD. And, Norfol k, throw down his.

GAUNT. When, Harry, when?

(bedi ence bids | should not bid again.

KI NG RI CHARD. Norfol k, throw down; we bid.
There is no boot.

MOABRAY. Myself | throw, dread sovereign, at thy foot;
My life thou shalt conmand, but not ny shane:
The one ny duty owes; but ny fair nane,

Despite of death, that |ives upon ny grave

To dark di shonour's use thou shalt not have.

| am disgrac'd, inpeach'd, and baffl'd here;
Pierc'd to the soul with slander's venonid spear,
The whi ch no bal mcan cure but his heart-bl ood
Wi ch breath'd this poison.

KI NG RI CHARD. Rage nust be w t hst ood:

G ve nme his gage-lions nmake | eopards tane.

MOABRAY. Yea, but not change his spots. Take but ny shane,
And | resign ny gage. My dear dear | ord,

The purest treasure nortal tines afford

| s spotless reputation; that away,

Men are but gilded | oam or painted clay.
Ajewel in aten-tinmes barr'd-up chest

Is a bold spirit in a |loyal breast.

M ne honour is ny life; both grow in one;
Take honour fromne, and ny life is done:
Then, dear ny liege, mne honour let ne try;
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In that | live, and for that will | die.
KI NG RI CHARD. Cousin, throw up your gage; do you begin.
BOLI NGBROKE. O, God defend ny soul from such deep sin!

Shall | seemcrest-fallen in ny father's sight?

O with pal e beggar-fear inpeach ny hei ght

Before this outdar'd dastard? Ere ny tongue

Shall wound mnmy honour with such feeble wong

O sound so base a parle, ny teeth shall tear

The sl avish notive of recanting fear,

And spit it bleeding in his high disgrace,

Where shane doth harbour, even in Mwbray's face.

Exit GAUNT

KING RICHARD. W were not born to sue, but to conmand;

Wi ch since we cannot do to nmake you friends,

Be ready, as your |ives shall answer it,

At Coventry, upon Saint Lanbert's day.

There shall your swords and | ances arbitrate

The swelling difference of your settled hate;

Since we can not atone you, we shall see

Justice design the victor's chivalry.

Lord Marshal, conmand our officers-at-arns

Be ready to direct these hone al arns. Exeunt

SCENE 2.
London. The DUKE OF LANCASTER S pal ace

Enter JOHAN OF GAUNT with the DUCHESS OF GLOUCESTER

GAUNT. Alas, the part | had in Wodstock's bl ood
Doth nore solicit ne than your exclains
To stir against the butchers of his lifel
But since correction lieth in those hands
Whi ch nade the fault that we cannot correct,
Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven;
Who, when they see the hours ripe on earth,
WI Il rain hot vengeance on offenders' heads.
DUCHESS. Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur?
Hath Iove in thy old blood no living fire?
Edward' s seven sons, whereof thyself art one,
Were as seven vials of his sacred bl ood,
O seven fair branches springing fromone root.
Sonme of those seven are dried by nature's course,
Sonme of those branches by the Destinies cut;
But Thomas, ny dear lord, nmy life, ny d oucester,
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One vial full of Edward's sacred bl ood,

One flourishing branch of his nost royal root,

s crack'd, and all the precious liquor spilt;

| s hack'd down, and his summer |eaves all faded,

By envy's hand and nurder's bl oody axe.

Ah, Gaunt, his blood was thine! That bed, that wonb,
That nmettle, that self nould, that fashion'd thee,
Made hi ma man; and though thou |livest and breat hest,
Yet art thou slain in him Thou dost consent

In sone |arge neasure to thy father's death

In that thou seest thy wetched brother die,

Who was the nodel of thy father's life.

Call it not patience, Gaunt-it is despair;

In suff'ring thus thy brother to be slaught'red,
Thou showest the naked pathway to thy life,

Teachi ng stern nurder how to butcher thee.

That which in nean nen we entitle patience

| s pale cold cowardice in noble breasts.

What shall | say? To safeguard thine own life
The best way is to venge ny G oucester's death.
GAUNT. God's is the quarrel; for God's substitute,

Hi s deputy anointed in H's sight,

Hath caus'd his death; the which if wongfully,

Let heaven revenge; for |I may never |ift

An angry arm against Hi s mnister.
DUCHESS. Where then, alas, may | conplain nyself?
GAUNT. To God, the wi dow s chanpi on and defence.
DUCHESS. Wy then, | wll. Farewell, old Gaunt.

Thou goest to Coventry, there to behold

Qur cousin Hereford and fell NMowbray fight.

O sit ny husband's wongs on Hereford' s spear,

That it may enter butcher Mowbray's breast!

O, if msfortune mss the first career,

Be Mowbray's sins so heavy in his bosom

That they may break his foam ng courser's back

And throw the rider headlong in the lists,

A caitiff recreant to ny cousin Hereford!

Farewel |, old Gaunt; thy sonetinmes brother's wfe,
Wth her conpanion, Gief, nust end her life.
GAUNT. Sister, farewell; | nust to Coventry.

As much good stay with thee as go wth ne!
DUCHESS. Yet one word nore- grief boundeth where it falls,
Not with the enpty hol | owness, but weight.
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| take ny | eave before |I have begun,

For sorrow ends not when it seeneth done.
Commend nme to thy brother, Ednund YorKk.

Lo, this is all- nay, yet depart not so;
Though this be all, do not so quickly go;

| shall remenber nore. Bid him ah, what?-
Wth all good speed at Plashy visit ne.

Al ack, and what shall good old York there see
But enpty | odgi ngs and unfurnish'd walls,
Unpeopl ed offices, untrodden stones?

And what hear there for wel cone but ny groans?
Therefore commend ne; |let himnot cone there
To seek out sorrow that dwells every where.

Desol ate, desolate, wll | hence and die;
The | ast | eave of thee takes ny weepi ng eye. Exeunt
SCENE 3.

The lists at Coventry
Enter the LORD MARSHAL and t he DUKE OF AUMERLE

MARSHAL. My Lord Aunerle, is Harry Hereford arm d?

AUMERLE. Yea, at all points; and longs to enter in.

MARSHAL. The Duke of Norfol k, spightfully and bol d,
Stays but the sunmmons of the appelant's trunpet.

AUVERLE. Why then, the chanpions are prepar'd, and stay
For nothing but his Majesty's approach.

The trunpets sound, and the KING enters with his nobles,
GAUNT, BUSHY, BAGOT, GREEN, and ot hers. \Wen they are set,
enter MOABRAY, Duke of Nor folk, in arns, defendant, and
a HERALD

KI NG RI CHARD. Marshal, demand of yonder chanpi on
The cause of his arrival here in arns;

Ask himhis nane; and orderly proceed
To swear himin the justice of his cause.

MARSHAL. In God's nane and the King's, say who thou art,
And why thou conest thus knightly clad in arns;
Agai nst what man thou com st, and what thy quarrel.
Speak truly on thy kni ghthood and thy oat h;

As so defend thee heaven and thy val our!

MOABRAY. My nane is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk;

VWho hither conme engaged by ny oat h-
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Wi ch God defend a knight should violate!-
Both to defend ny loyalty and truth

To God, ny King, and ny succeedi ng issue,
Agai nst the Duke of Hereford that appeals ne;
And, by the grace of God and this mne arm
To prove him in defending of nyself,
Atraitor to ny God, ny King, and ne.

And as | truly fight, defend ne heaven!

The trunpets sound. Enter BOLI NGBROKE, Duke of Hereford,
appel lant, in arnour, and a HERALD

KI NG RI CHARD. Marshal, ask yonder knight in arns,
Both who he is and why he coneth hither
Thus plated in habilinments of war;
And formally, according to our |aw,
Depose himin the justice of his cause.
MARSHAL. What is thy name? and wherefore com st thou hither
Before King Richard in his royal |ists?
Agai nst whom conest thou? and what's thy quarrel ?
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven!
BOLI NGBROKE. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Der by,
Am | ; who ready here do stand in arns
To prove, by God's grace and ny body's val our,
In lists on Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfol Kk,
That he is a traitor, foul and dangerous,
To God of heaven, King Richard, and to ne.
And as | truly fight, defend ne heaven!
MARSHAL. On pain of death, no person be so bold
O daring-hardy as to touch the lists,
Except the Marshal and such officers
Appointed to direct these fair designs.
BOLI NGBROKE. Lord Marshal, let nme kiss ny sovereign's hand,
And bow ny knee before his Mjesty;
For Mowbray and nyself are |like two nen
That vow a | ong and weary pil grimage.
Then | et us take a cerenonious | eave
And loving farewel|l of our several friends.
MARSHAL. The appellant in all duty greets your Hi ghness,
And craves to kiss your hand and take his | eave.
KING RICHARD. W wi ||l descend and fold himin our arns.
Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right,
So be thy fortune in this royal fight!
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Farewel |, ny bl ood; which if to-day thou shed,

Lanment we may, but not revenge thee dead.

BOLI NGBROKE. O, let no noble eye profane a tear

For me, if | be gor'd with Mowbray's spear.

As confident as is the falcon's flight

Against a bird, do I with Mowbray fight.

My loving lord, | take ny | eave of you;

O you, ny noble cousin, Lord Aunerle;

Not sick, although | have to do wth death,

But lusty, young, and cheerly draw ng breath.

Lo, as at English feasts, so | regreet

The daintiest last, to make the end nobst sweet.

O thou, the earthly author of ny bl ood,

Whose yout hful spirit, in ne regenerate,

Doth with a twofold vigour |lift nme up

To reach at victory above ny head,

Add proof unto mne arnmour with thy prayers,

And with thy bl essings steel ny |ance's point,

That it may enter Mowbray's waxen coat

And furbish new the nane of John o' Gaunt,

Even in the |usty haviour of his son.

GAUNT. God in thy good cause nmake thee prosperous!

Be swift like lightning in the execution,

And let thy bl ows, doubly redoubl ed,

Fall |ike amazing thunder on the casque

O thy adverse pernicious eneny.

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant, and |ive.
BOLI NGBROKE. M ne i nnocence and Saint CGeorge to thrive!
MOABRAY. However God or fortune cast ny |ot,

There lives or dies, true to King Richard' s throne,

A |l oyal, just, and upright gentleman.

Never did captive with a freer heart

Cast off his chains of bondage, and enbrace

Hi s gol den uncontroll'd enfranchi senent,

More than ny dancing soul doth cel ebrate

This feast of battle with m ne adversary.

Most mighty |iege, and nmy conpani on peers,

Take fromny nouth the wi sh of happy years.

As gentle and as jocund as to jest

Go | to fight: truth hath a quiet breast.

KING RI CHARD. Farewell, ny lord, securely | espy

Virtue with val our couched in thine eye.

Order the trial, Marshal, and begin.
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MARSHAL. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Der by,
Receive thy | ance; and God defend the right!
BOLI NGBROKE. Strong as a tower in hope, | cry anen.
MARSHAL. [To an officer] Go bear this |lance to Thonas,
Duke of Norf ol k.
FI RST HERALD. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Der by,
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and hinself,
On pain to be found fal se and recreant,
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray,
Atraitor to his God, his King, and him
And dares himto set forward to the fight.

SECOND HERALD. Here standeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfol Kk,

On pain to be found fal se and recreant,
Both to defend hinself, and to approve
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Der by,
To God, his sovereign, and to hi mdi sl oyal,
Cour ageously and with a free desire
Attendi ng but the signal to begin.
MARSHAL. Sound trunpets; and set forward, conbatants.
[ A charge sounded]
Stay, the King hath thrown his warder down.

KING RICHARD. Let themlay by their helnets and their spears,

And both return back to their chairs again.
Wthdraw with us; and let the trunpets sound
While we return these dukes what we decree.

A long flourish, while the KING consults his Council

Draw near,

And |ist what wth our council we have done.

For that our kingdoms earth should not be soil'd
Wth that dear blood which it hath fostered;

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect

O civil wounds plough'd up with nei ghbours' sword;
And for we think the eagl e-wi nged pride

O sky-aspiring and anbitious thoughts,

Wth rival -hating envy, set on you

To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle
Draws the sweet infant breath of gentle sleep;

Wi ch so rous'd up with boist'rous untun'd druns,
Wth harsh-resounding trunpets' dreadful bray,
And grating shock of wathful iron arns,

M ght fromour quiet confines fright fair peace
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And make us wade even in our kindred s bl ood-
Theref ore we bani sh you our territories.

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of life,

Till twice five sutmers have enrich'd our fields
Shall not regreet our fair dom nions,

But tread the stranger paths of bani shnent.

BOLI NGBROKE. Your will be done. This nmust ny confort be-
That sun that warns you here shall shine on ne,
And those his gol den beans to you here | ent
Shall point on nme and gild ny bani shnent.

KING RI CHARD. Norfol k, for thee remains a heavier doom
VWiich | with some unwi | |ingness pronounce:

The sly slow hours shall not determ nate
The dateless Iimt of thy dear exile;

The hopel ess word of 'never to return'
Breathe | against thee, upon pain of life.

MOABRAY. A heavy sentence, ny nost sovereign |iege,
And all unlook'd for fromyour H ghness' nouth.

A dearer nerit, not so deep a maim
As to be cast forth in the conmon air,

Have | deserved at your Hi ghness' hands.

The | anguage | have learnt these forty years,

My native English, now | nust forgo;

And now ny tongue's use is to ne no nore

Than an unstringed viol or a harp;

O like a cunning instrunment cas'd up

O, being open, put into his hands

That knows no touch to tune the harnony.

Wthin nmy nouth you have engaol'd ny tongue,
Doubly portcullis'd with ny teeth and |i ps;

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance

| s made ny gaoler to attend on ne.

| amtoo old to fawn upon a nurse,

Too far in years to be a pupil now.

What is thy sentence, then, but speechl ess deat h,
Wi ch robs ny tongue from breathing native breath?

KING RICHARD. It boots thee not to be conpassionate;
After our sentence plaining cones too |ate.

MOABRAY. Then thus | turn me fromny countrv's |ight,
To dwell in solemn shades of endl ess night.

KING RI CHARD. Return again, and take an oath with thee.
Lay on our royal sword your bani sh'd hands;

Swear by the duty that you owe to God,
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Qur part therein we banish with yoursel ves,
To keep the oath that we adm nister:
You never shall, so help you truth and God,
Enbrace each other's |ove in bani shnent;
Nor never | ook upon each other's face;
Nor never wite, regreet, nor reconcile
This louring tenpest of your hone-bred hate;
Nor never by advi sed purpose neet
To plot, contrive, or conplot any ill,
‘Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our |and.
BOLI NGBROKE. | swear.
MOABRAY. And |, to keep all this.
BOLI NGBROKE. Norfol k, so far as to m ne eneny.
By this time, had the King permtted us,
One of our souls had wand'red in the air,
Bani sh'd this frail sepulchre of our flesh,
As now our flesh is banish'd fromthis |and-
Confess thy treasons ere thou fly the realm
Since thou hast far to go, bear not al ong
The cl oggi ng burden of a guilty soul.
MOABRAY. No, Bolingbroke; if ever | were traitor,
My nane be blotted fromthe book of |ife,
And | from heaven banish'd as from hence!
But what thou art, God, thou, and I, do know

And all too soon, | fear, the King shall rue.
Farewel |, ny liege. Now no way can | stray:
Save back to England, an the world's ny way. Exi t

KING RI CHARD. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyes
| see thy grieved heart. Thy sad aspect
Hath from the nunber of his banish'd years
Pluck'd four away. [To BOLI NGBROKE] Six frozen wi nters spent,
Return with wel conme honme from bani shnent.

BOLI NGBROKE. How long a tinme lies in one little word!
Four | agging winters and four wanton springs
End in a word: such is the breath of Kings.

GAUNT. | thank ny liege that in regard of ne
He shortens four years of ny son's exile;
But little vantage shall | reap thereby,
For ere the six years that he hath to spend
Can change their noons and bring their tinmes about,
My oil-dried lanp and tine-bewasted |ight
Shall be extinct with age and endl ess night;
My inch of taper will be burnt and done,
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And blindfold death not let nme see ny son.
KI NG RI CHARD. Wy, uncle, thou hast nmany years to live.
GAUNT. But not a mnute, King, that thou canst give:
Shorten ny days thou canst with sullen sorrow
And pluck nights fromne, but not |end a norrow,
Thou can'st help tine to furrow ne with age,
But stop no winkle in his pilgrinage;
Thy word is current with himfor ny death,
But dead, thy ki ngdom cannot buy ny breath.
KING RI CHARD. Thy son is bani sh'd upon good advi ce,
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave.
Whay at our justice seemi st thou then to |our?
GAUNT. Things sweet to taste prove in digestion sour.
You urg'd ne as a judge; but | had rather
You woul d have bid ne argue |ike a father.
O had it been a stranger, not ny child,
To smooth his fault | should have been nore mld.
A partial slander sought | to avoid,
And in the sentence ny own |life destroy'd.

Alas, | |ook'd when sone of you should say
| was too strict to nake m ne own away;
But you gave leave to ny unwilling tongue

Against ny will to do nyself this wong.
KI NG RI CHARD. Cousin, farewell; and, uncle, bid himso.
Si x years we banish him and he shall go.
Flourish. Exit KINGwth train
AUMVERLE. Cousin, farewell; what presence nust not know,
From where you do remain | et paper show.
MARSHAL. My lord, no | eave take I, for | wll ride
As far as land will let nme by your side.
GAUNT. O, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy words,
That thou returnest no greeting to thy friends?
BOLI NGBRCKE. | have too few to take ny | eave of you,
When the tongue's office should be prodigal
To breathe the abundant dol our of the heart.
GAUNT. Thy grief is but thy absence for a tine.
BOLI NGBROKE. Joy absent, grief is present for that tine.
GAUNT. What is six winters? They are quickly gone.
BOLI NGBROKE. To nen in joy; but grief nmakes one hour ten.
GAUNT. Call it a travel that thou tak'st for pleasure.
BOLI NGBROKE. My heart will sigh when | mscall it so,
Which finds it an enforced pil grimge.
GAUNT. The sull en passage of thy weary steps
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Esteemas foil wherein thou art to set
The precious jewel of thy hone return.
BOLI NGBROKE. Nay, rather, every tedious stride | make
W1l but renenber ne what a deal of world
| wander fromthe jewels that | | ove.
Must | not serve a |ong apprenticehood
To foreign passages; and in the end,
Havi ng ny freedom boast of nothing el se
But that | was a journeyman to grief?
GAUNT. All places that the eye of heaven visits
Are to a wise man ports and happy havens.
Teach thy necessity to reason thus:
There is no virtue |ike necessity.
Thi nk not the King did banish thee,
But thou the King. We doth the heavier sit
Where it perceives it is but faintly hone.
Go, say | sent thee forth to purchase honour,
And not the King exil'd thee; or suppose
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air
And thou art flying to a fresher cline.
Look what thy soul holds dear, imagine it
To lie that way thou goest, not whence thou coni st.
Suppose the singing birds nusicians,
The grass whereon thou tread' st the presence strew d,
The flowers fair |adies, and thy steps no nore
Than a delightful nmeasure or a dance;
For gnarling sorrow hath | ess power to bite
The man that nocks at it and sets it |ight.
BOLI NGBRCKE. O, who can hold a fire in his hand
By thinking on the frosty Caucasus?
O cloy the hungry edge of appetite
By bare inmagination of a feast?
O wal | ow naked i n Decenber snow
By thinking on fantastic sumer's heat?
O, no! the apprehension of the good
G ves but the greater feeling to the worse.
Fell sorrow s tooth doth never rankle nore
Than when he bites, but |anceth not the sore.
GAUNT. Cone, cone, ny son, I'll bring thee on thy way.
Had | thy youtli and cause, | would not stay.
BOLI NGBRCKE. Then, England's ground, farewell; sweet soil, adieu;
My nother, and ny nurse, that bears ne yet!
Where'er | wander, boast of this | can:
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Though bani sh'd, yet a trueborn English nan. Exeunt
SCENE 4.
London. The court

Enter the KING wth BAGOTI and GREEN, at one door; and
t he DUKE OF AUMERLE at anot her

KING RI CHARD. W di d observe. Cousin Aunerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on his way?
AUMVERLE. | brought high Hereford, if you call himso,
But to the next high way, and there I left him
KING RI CHARD. And say, what store of parting tears were shed?
AUMERLE. Faith, none for ne; except the north-east w nd,
Wi ch then blew bitterly agai nst our faces,
Awak' d the sl eeping rheum and so by chance
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear.
KING RI CHARD. What said our cousin when you parted with hinf
AUVERLE. ' Farewel | .’
And, for ny heart disdained that ny tongue
Shoul d so profane the word, that taught ne craft
To counterfeit oppression of such grief
That words seemid buried in ny sorrow s grave.
Marry, would the word 'farewell' have | ength' ned hours
And added years to his short bani shnent,
He shoul d have had a vol une of farewells;
But since it would not, he had none of ne.
KING RICHARD. He is our cousin, cousin; but 'tis doubt,
When tinme shall call himhone from bani shnent,
Whet her our kinsman cone to see his friends.
Qursel f, and Bushy, Bagot here, and G een,
(bserv'd his courtship to the common peopl €;
How he did seemto dive into their hearts
Wth hunble and famliar courtesy;
What reverence he did throw away on sl aves,
Wboi ng poor craftsmen with the craft of smles
And patient underbearing of his fortune,
As '"twere to banish their affects with him
O f goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench;
A brace of draynen bid God speed himwell
And had the tribute of his supple knee,
Wth ' Thanks, ny countrynen, ny |loving friends';
As were our England in reversion his,
And he our subjects' next degree in hope.
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GREEN. Well, he is gone; and with himgo these thoughts!
Now for the rebels which stand out in Irel and,
Expedi ent manage nust be made, ny |iege,

Ere further leisure yicld themfurther neans
For their advantage and your Hi ghness' | oss.

KING RICHARD. W will ourself in person to this war;
And, for our coffers, with too great a court
And |iberal |argess, are grown sonewhat |ight,

W are enforc'd to farmour royal realm

The revenue whereof shall furnish us

For our affairs in hand. If that conme short,

Qur substitutes at hone shall have bl ank charters;
Wer et o, when they shall know what nen are rich,
They shall subscribe themfor |arge suns of gold,
And send them after to supply our wants;

For we will nake for Ireland presently.

Ent er BUSHY

Bushy, what news?
BUSHY. O d John of Gaunt is grievous sick, ny lord,
Suddenly taken; and hath sent poste-haste
To entreat your Majesty to visit him
KI NG RI CHARD. Were |ies he?
BUSHY. At Ely House.
KING RI CHARD. Now put it, God, in the physician's mnd
To help himto his grave inmedi ately!
The lining of his coffers shall make coats
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars.
Conme, gentlenen, let's all go visit him
Pray God we nay make haste, and cone too | ate!
ALL. Anmen. Exeunt
ACT II. SCENE I.
London. Ely House

Enter JOHN OF GAUNT, sick, with the DUKE OF YORK, etc.

GAUNT. WIIl the King cone, that | may breathe ny |ast
I n whol esone counsel to his unstaid youth?

YORK. Vex not yourself, nor strive not wth your breath;
For all in vain cones counsel to his ear.

GAUNT. O but they say the tongues of dying nen
Enforce attention |ike deep harnony.
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Where words are scarce, they are sel dom spent in vain;
For they breathe truth that breathe their words -in pain.
He that no nore nust say is listen'd nore

Than they whom yout h and ease have taught to gl ose;

More are nen's ends mark'd than their lives before.

The setting sun, and nusic at the close,

As the last taste of sweets, is sweetest |ast,

Wit in renmenbrance nore than things | ong past.

Though Richard ny life's counsel would not hear,

My death's sad tale may yet undeaf his ear.

YORK. No; it is stopp'd wwth other flattering sounds,
As prai ses, of whose taste the wi se are fond,
Lascivious netres, to whose venom sound
The open ear of youth doth always |isten;

Report of fashions in proud Italy,

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation

Linps after in base imtation.

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity-

So it be new, there's no respect how vil e-

That is not quickly buzz'd into his ears?

Then all too | ate cones counsel to be heard

Where will doth nmutiny with wit's regard.

Direct not hi mwhose way hinself wll choose.

"Tis breath thou lack'st, and that breath wilt thou | ose.

GAUNT. Methinks | am a prophet new inspir'd,

And thus expiring do foretell of him

H s rash fierce blaze of riot cannot |ast,

For violent fires soon burn out thenselves;
Smal | showers | ast |ong, but sudden storns are short;
He tires betinmes that spurs too fast betines;
Wth eager feeding food doth choke the feeder;
Light vanity, insatiate cornorant,

Consum ng neans, soon preys upon itself.

This royal throne of kings, this scept'red isle,
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars,

Thi s ot her Eden, den -paradi se,

This fortress built by Nature for herself

Agai nst infection and the hand of war,

Thi s happy breed of nen, this little world,

This precious stone set in the silver sea,

Which serves it in the office of a wall,

O as a noat defensive to a house,

Agai nst the envy of |ess happier |ands;
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This blessed plot, this earth, this realm this England,
This nurse, this teem ng wonb of royal kings,
Fear'd by their breed, and famous by their birth,
Renowned for their deeds as far from hone,

For Christian service and true chivalry,

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewy

O the world's ransom bl essed Mary's Son;

This I and of such dear souls, this dear dear |and,
Dear for her reputation through the world,

Is now |l eas'd out-1 die pronouncing it-

Like to a tenenent or pelting farm

Engl and, bound in with the triunphant sea,

Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege

O wat'ry Neptune, is now bound in wth shane,
Wth inky blots and rotten parchnent bonds;

That Engl and, that was wont to conquer others,
Hat h made a shaneful conquest of itself.

Ah, would the scandal vanish with ny life,

How happy then were ny ensui ng deat h!

Enter KING and QUEEN, AUMERLE, BUSHY, GREEN, BAGOT,
Ross, and W LLOUGHBY

YORK. The King is cone; deal mldly with his youth,
For young hot colts being rag'd do rage the nore.
QUEEN. How fares our noble uncle Lancaster?
KING RI CHARD. What confort, man? How is't with aged Gaunt?
GAUNT. O, how that nane befits ny conposition!
A d Gaunt, indeed; and gaunt in being old.
Wthin me grief hath kept a tedious fast;
And who abstains fromneat that is not gaunt?
For sl eeping England long tinme have | watch'd;
Wat chi ng breeds | eanness, | eanness is an gaunt.
The pl easure that sone fathers feed upon
Is ny strict fast-1 nean ny children's | ooks;
And therein fasting, hast thou nmade ne gaunt.
Gaunt am | for the grave, gaunt as a grave,
Whose hol | ow wonb i nherits nought but bones.
KING RICHARD. Can sick nmen play so nicely with their nanmes?
GAUNT. No, m sery nakes sport to nock itself:
Since thou dost seek to kill ny nane in ne,
| nock ny nane, great king, to flatter thee.
KING RI CHARD. Shoul d dying nen flatter with those that live?
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GAUNT. No, no; nen living flatter those that die.
KI NG RI CHARD. Thou, now a-dying, sayest thou flatterest ne.
GAUNT. O, no! thou diest, though |I the sicker be.
KING RRCHARD. | amin health, | breathe, and see thee ill.
GAUNT. Now He that made nme knows | see thee ill;

Il in nyself to see, and in thee seeing ill.

Thy death-bed is no | esser than thy |and

Wherein thou liest in reputation sick;

And thou, too careless patient as thou art,

Commt'st thy anointed body to the cure

O those physicians that first wounded thee:

A thousand flatterers sit within thy crown,

Whose conpass is no bigger than thy head;

And yet, incaged in so small a verge,

The waste is no whit lesser than thy | and.

O had thy grandsire with a prophet's eye

Seen how his son's son should destroy his sons,

Fromforth thy reach he would have laid thy shane,

Deposi ng thee before thou wert possess'd,

Whi ch art possess'd now to depose thyself.

Way, cousin, wert thou regent of the world,

It were a shane to let this |land by | ease;

But for thy world enjoying but this |and,

Is it not nore than shanme to shane it so?

Landl ord of England art thou now, not King.

Thy state of law is bondslave to the | aw,

And t hou-
KING RICHARD. A lunatic lean-witted fool,

Presum ng on an ague's privil ege,

Darest with thy frozen adnonition

Make pal e our cheek, chasing the royal bl ood

Wth fury fromhis native residence.

Now by ny seat's right royal majesty,

Wert thou not brother to great Edward's son,

This tongue that runs so roundly in thy head

Shoul d run thy head fromthy unreverent shoul ders.
GAUNT. O, Spare ne not, ny brother Edward's son,

For that | was his father Edward's son;

That bl ood already, |ike the pelican,

Hast thou tapp'd out, and drunkenly carous'd.

My brother d oucester, plain well-nmeaning soul -

Whom fair befall in heaven 'nongst happy soul s!-

May be a precedent and w tness good

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rii.html (21 of 73)4/11/2005 8:47:56 AM



William Shakespeare: Richard |1

That thou respect'st not spilling Edward's bl ood.

Join with the present sickness that | have;

And t hy unki ndness be |i ke crooked age,

To crop at once a too long withered fl ower.

Live in thy shane, but die not shanme with thee!

These words hereafter thy tornentors be!

Convey ne to ny bed, then to ny grave.

Love they to live that | ove and honour have.

Exit, borne out by his attendants

KING RICHARD. And | et them die that age and sull ens have;

For both hast thou, and both becone the grave.
YORK. | do beseech your Majesty inpute his words

To wayward sickliness and age in him

He | oves you, on ny life, and hol ds you dear

As Harry Duke of Hereford, were he here.
KING RI CHARD. Ri ght, you say true: as Hereford s |love, so his;

As theirs, so mne; and all be as it is.

Ent er NORTHUVMBERLAND

NORTHUVBERLAND. My liege, old Gaunt commends himto your Majesty.
KI NG RI CHARD. \What says he?
NORTHUVBERLAND. Nay, nothing; all is said.
Hi s tongue is now a stringless instrunent;
Wrds, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent.
YORK. Be York the next that nust be bankrupt so!
Though death be poor, it ends a nortal woe.
KING RICHARD. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth he;
Hs tine is spent, our pilgrinmge nust be.
So nuch for that. Now for our Irish wars.
We nust suppl ant those rough rug-headed kerns,
VWhich live |ike venom where no venom el se
But only they have privilege to live.
And for these great affairs do ask sonme charge,
Towar ds our assistance we do seize to us
The plate, coin, revenues, and noveabl es,
Wher eof our uncle Gaunt did stand possess'd.
YORK. How | ong shall | be patient? Ah, how | ong
Shall tender duty make ne suffer wong?
Not  oucester's death, nor Hereford' s bani shnent,
Nor Gaunt's rebukes, nor England's private w ongs,
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke
About his marriage, nor ny own disgrace,
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Have ever made ne sour ny patient cheek
O bend one winkle on ny sovereign's face.
| amthe | ast of noble Edward's sons,
O whomthy father, Prince of Wales, was first.
In war was never |lion rag'd nore fierce,
I n peace was never gentle |anb nore mld,
Than was that young and princely gentl eman.
H s face thou hast, for even so | ook'd he,
Acconmplish'd with the nunber of thy hours;
But when he frown'd, it was against the French
And not against his friends. H s nobl e hand
Did win what he did spend, and spent not that
VWi ch his triunphant father's hand had won.
Hi s hands were guilty of no kindred bl ood,
But bl oody with the enem es of his kin.
O Richard! York is too far gone with grief,
O el se he never woul d conpare between-
KING RI CHARD. Way, uncle, what's the matter?
YORK. O ny liege,
Pardon nme, if you please; if not, |, pleas'd
Not to be pardoned, am content wthal.
Seek you to seize and gripe into your hands
The royalties and rights of banish'd Hereford?
| s not Gaunt dead? and doth not Hereford |ive?
Was not Gaunt just? and is not Harry true?
Did not the one deserve to have an heir?
s not his heir a well-deserving son?
Take Hereford's rights away, and take from Ti ne
Hi s charters and his customary rights;
Let not to-norrow then ensue to-day;
Be not thyself-for how art thou a king
But by fair sequence and succession?
Now, afore God-God forbid |I say true!-
| f you do wongfully seize Hereford's rights,
Call inthe letters patents that he hath
By his attorneys-general to sue
Hs livery, and deny his off'red homage,
You pluck a thousand dangers on your head,
You | ose a thousand wel | -di sposed hearts,
And prick nmy tender patience to those thoughts
Wi ch honour and al |l egi ance cannot t hi nk.
KING RI CHARD. Thi nk what you will, we seize into our hands
His plate, his goods, his noney, and his |ands.
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YORK. 1'll not be by the while. My liege, farewell.
What w || ensue hereof there's none can tell;
But by bad courses may be under st ood
That their events can never fall out good. Exi t
KI NG RI CHARD. Go, Bushy, to the Earl of WIltshire straight;
Bid himrepair to us to Ely House
To see this business. To-norrow next
W wiill for Ireland; and '"tis tine, | trow
And we create, in absence of ourself,
Qur Uncle York Lord Governor of Engl and;
For he is just, and always lov'd us well.
Cone on, our queen; to-norrow nust we part;
Be nerry, for our time of stay is short.
Fl ouri sh. Exeunt KING QUEEN, BUSHY, AUVMERLE,
GREEN, and BAGOT
NORTHUMBERLAND. Wel |, lords, the Duke of Lancaster is dead.
Ross. And living too; for now his son is Duke.
W LLOUGHBY. Barely in title, not in revenues.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Richly in both, if justice had her right.
ROSS. My heart is great; but it nmust break with silence,
Ere't be disburdened with a |iberal tongue.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Nay, speak thy mnd; and | et himne' er speak nore
That speaks thy words again to do thee harm
W LLOUGHBY. Tends that thou woul dst speak to the Duke of Hereford?
If it be so, out wwth it boldly, mn;
Quick is mne ear to hear of good towards him
ROSS. No good at all that | can do for him
Unl ess you call it good to pity him
Bereft and gel ded of his patrinony.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Now, afore God, 'tis shanme such wongs are borne
In him a royal prince, and many noe
O noble blood in this declining |and.
The King is not hinself, but basely |ed
By flatterers; and what they will inform
Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us an,
That will the King severely prosecute
‘Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.
ROSS. The conmmons hath he pill'd with grievous taxes;
And quite lost their hearts; the nobles hath he find
For ancient quarrels and quite lost their hearts.
W LLOUGHBY. And daily new exactions are devis'd,
As bl anks, benevol ences, and | wot not what;
But what, a God's nane, doth becone of this?
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NORTHUMBERLAND. Wars hath not wasted it, for warr'd he hath not,
But basely yiel ded upon conprom se
That which his noble ancestors achiev'd with bl ows.
More hath he spent in peace than they in wars.
ROSS. The Earl of WIltshire hath the realmin farm
W LLOUGHBY. The King's grown bankrupt |ike a broken man.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Reproach and di ssol uti on hangeth over him
ROSS. He hath not noney for these Irish wars,
Hi s burdenous taxations notw thstanding,
But by the robbing of the banish'd Duke.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Hi s nobl e ki nsnan-nost degenerate king!
But, lords, we hear this fearful tenpest sing,
Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm
W see the wind sit sore upon our sails,
And yet we strike not, but securely perish.
ROSS. W see the very weck that we nust suffer;
And unavoi ded is the danger now
For suffering so the causes of our weck.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Not so; even through the holl ow eyes of death
| spy life peering; but | dare not say
How near the tidings of our confort is.
W LLOUGHBY. Nay, |et us share thy thoughts as thou dost ours.
ROSS. Be confident to speak, Northunberl and.
We three are but thyself, and, speaking so,
Thy words are but as thoughts; therefore be bold.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Then thus: | have fromLe Port Bl anc, a bay
In Brittany, receiv'd intelligence
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainold Lord Cobham
That | ate broke fromthe Duke of Exeter,
Hi s brother, Archbishop |ate of Canterbury,
Sir Thomas Erpingham Sir John Ranston,
Sir John Norbery, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Quoint-
Al these, well furnish'd by the Duke of Britaine,
Wth eight tall ships, three thousand nen of war,
Are making hither with all due expedi ence,
And shortly nean to touch our northern shore.
Per haps they had ere this, but that they stay
The first departing of the King for Ireland.
I f then we shall shake off our sl avish yoke,
| p out our drooping country's broken w ng,
Redeem from broki ng pawn the bl em sh'd crown,
W pe off the dust that hides our sceptre's gilt,
And make high majesty look like itself,
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Anvay with nme in post to Ravenspurgh;

But if you faint, as fearing to do so,

Stay and be secret, and nyself w il go.
ROSS. To horse, to horse! Urge doubts to themthat fear.
W LLOUGHBY. Hold out ny horse, and I will first be there.

Exeunt
SCENE 2.
W ndsor Castle

Ent er QUEEN, BUSHY, and BAGOT

BUSHY. Madam your Majesty is too nuch sad.
You prom s'd, when you parted wth the King,
To lay aside |ife-harm ng heavi ness
And entertain a cheerful disposition.
QUEEN. To please the King, | did; to please nyself
| cannot do it; yet | know no cause
Way | shoul d wel cone such a guest as grief,
Save bidding farewell to so sweet a guest
As ny sweet Richard. Yet agai n nethinks
Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's wonb,
s comng towards ne, and ny inward sou
Wth nothing trenbles. At sonme thing it grieves
More than with parting fromny lord the King.
BUSHY. Each substance of a grief hath twenty shadows,
VWi ch shows like grief itself, but is not so;
For sorrow s eye, glazed with blinding tears,
Di vides one thing entire to many objects,
Li ke perspectives which, rightly gaz'd upon,
Show not hi ng but confusion-ey'd awy,
Di stinguish form So your sweet Mjesty,
Looki ng awy upon your |lord's departure,
Find shapes of grief nore than hinself to wail;
Wi ch, look'd on as it is, is nought but shadows
O what it is not. Then, thrice-gracious Queen,
More than your |lord' s departure weep not-nore i s not seen;
O if it be, "tis wth false sorrow s eye,
Wi ch for things true weeps things imginary.
QUEEN. It nmay be so; but yet ny inward sou
Persuades ne it is otherw se. Howe'er it be,
| cannot but be sad; so heavy sad
As-t hough, on thinking, on no thought I think-
Makes ne with heavy nothing faint and shrink.
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BUSHY. ' Tis nothing but conceit, ny gracious | ady.
QUEEN. 'Tis nothing less: conceit is still deriv'd
From sonme forefather grief; mne is not so,
For not hing hath begot mnmy sonething grief,
O sonething hath the nothing that | grieve;
"Tis in reversion that | do possess-
But what it is that is not yet known what,
| cannot nane; 'tis nanel ess woe, | wot.

Ent er GREEN

GREEN. God save your Majesty! and well net, gentlenen.
| hope the King is not yet shipp'd for Irel and.
QUEEN. Why hopest thou so? 'Tis better hope he is;
For his designs crave haste, his haste good hope.
Then wherefore dost thou hope he is not shipp' d?

GREEN. That he, our hope, mght have retir'd his power
And driven into despair an eneny's hope
Who strongly hath set footing in this |and.

The bani sh' d Bol i ngbroke repeal s hinsel f,
And with uplifted arns is safe arriv'd
At Ravenspur gh.

QUEEN. Now God i n heaven forbid!

GREEN. Ah, madam 'tis too true; and that is worse,
The Lord Northunberland, his son young Henry Percy,
The Lords of Ross, Beaunond, and W/ | oughby,

Wth all their powerful friends, are fled to him

BUSHY. Why have you not proclaimd Northunberl and
And all the rest revolted faction traitors?

GREEN. W have; whereupon the Earl of Wrcester
Hat h broken his staff, resign'd his stewardship,
And all the household servants fled with him
To Bol i ngbr oke.

QUEEN. So, G een, thou art the mdwfe to ny woe,
And Bol i ngbroke ny sorrow s dismal heir.

Now hat h ny soul brought forth her prodigy;
And |, a gasping newdeliver'd nother,
Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join'd.

BUSHY. Despair not, madam

QUEEN. Who shal |l hi nder ne?
| wll despair, and be at enmty
Wth cozening hope-he is a flatterer,

A parasite, a keeper-back of death,
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Who gently woul d dissolve the bands of life,
Wi ch fal se hope lingers in extremty.

Enter YORK

GREEN. Here cones the Duke of York.
QUEEN. Wth signs of war about his aged neck.
O full of careful business are his |ooks!
Uncl e, for God's sake, speak confortabl e words.
YORK. Should I do so, | should belie ny thoughts.
Confort's in heaven; and we are on the earth,
Where nothing |ives but crosses, cares, and grief.
Your husband, he is gone to save far off,
Wil st others conme to nake him | ose at hone.
Here am 1 left to underprop his |and,
Who, weak with age, cannot support nyself.
Now conmes the sick hour that his surfeit nmade;
Now shall he try his friends that flatter'd him

Ent er a SERVI NGVAN

SERVI NGVAN. My lord, your son was gone before |I cane.
YORK. He was-why so go all which way it wll!
The nobles they are fled, the commobns they are cold
And will, | fear, revolt on Hereford' s side.
Sirrah, get thee to Plashy, to ny sister d oucester;
Bid her send nme presently a thousand pound.
Hol d, take ny ring.
SERVI NGVAN. My lord, | had forgot to tell your |ordship,
To-day, as | cane by, | called there-
But | shall grieve you to report the rest.
YORK. What is't, knave?
SERVI NGVAN. An hour before | cane, the Duchess died.
YORK. God for his nmercy! what a tide of woes
Conmes rushing on this weful |and at once!
| know not what to do. | would to God,
So nmy untruth had not provok'd himto it,
The King had cut off ny head with ny brother's.
What, are there no posts dispatch'd for Irel and?
How shall we do for noney for these wars?
Conme, sister-cousin, | would say-pray, pardon ne.
Go, fellow, get thee hone, provide sone carts,
And bring away the arnour that is there.
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Exit SERVI NGVAN
Gentlenen, will you go nuster nen?
If | know how or which way to order these affairs
Thus disorderly thrust into ny hands,
Never believe ne. Both are ny kinsnen.
T one is ny sovereign, whom both ny oath
And duty bids defend; t'other again
| s ny kinsman, whomthe King hath wong'd,
Whom consci ence and ny kindred bids to right.
Vel |, somewhat we nust do.-Cone, cousin,
"Il dispose of you. Gentlenen, go nuster up your nen
And neet ne presently at Berkel ey.
| should to Plashy too,
But tine will not permt. Al is uneven,
And everything is left at six and seven.
Exeunt YORK and QUEEN
BUSHY. The wind sits fair for news to go to Irel and.
But none returns. For us to | evy power
Proportionable to the eneny
I s all unpossi bl e.
GREEN. Besi des, our nearness to the King in | ove
| s near the hate of those | ove not the King.
BAGOT. And that is the wavering comons; for their |ove
Lies in their purses; and whoso enpties them
By so nuch fills their hearts with deadly hate.
BUSHY. Wherein the King stands generally condem'd.
BAGOT. |If judgnent lie in them then so do we,
Because we ever have been near the King.

GREEN. Well, | wll for refuge straight to Bristow Castle.
The Earl of WIltshire is already there.
BUSHY. Thither will | with you; for little office

WIlIl the hateful commons performfor us,

Except Eke curs to tear us all to pieces.

WIIl you go along with us?

BAGOT. No; | will to Ilreland to his Mjesty.

Farewell. |If heart's presages be not vain,

We three here part that ne'er shall neet again.
BUSHY. That's as York thrives to beat back Bol i ngbroke.
GREEN. Al as, poor Duke! the task he undertakes

I s nunb' ring sands and dri nki ng oceans dry.

Where one on his side fights, thousands wll fly.

Farewel | at once-for once, for all, and ever.
BUSHY. Well, we may neet again.
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BAGOT. | fear ne, never. Exeunt
SCENE 3.
d oucestershire

Ent er BOLI NGBROKE and NORTHUMBERLAND, f orces

BOLI NGBROKE. How far is it, ny lord, to Berkel ey now?
NORTHUMBERLAND. Believe ne, noble |ord,
| ama stranger here in d oucestershire.
These high wild hills and rough uneven ways
Draws out our mles, and nakes them weari sone;
And yet your fair discourse hath been as sugar,
Maki ng the hard way sweet and del ectabl e.
But | bethink nme what a weary way
From Ravenspurgh to Cotswold will be found
In Ross and WI | oughby, wanting your conpany,
Wi ch, | protest, hath very nuch beguil'd
The t edi ousness and process of ny travel.
But theirs is sweet'ned with the hope to have
The present benefit which | possess;
And hope to joy is little less in joy
Than hope enjoy'd. By this the weary | ords
Shall make their way seem short, as m ne hath done
By sight of what | have, your noble conpany.
BOLI NGBROKE. OF nmuch | ess value is nmy conpany
Than your good words. But who cones here?

Ent er HARRY PERCY

NORTHUVMBERLAND. It is ny son, young Harry Percy,
Sent fromny brother Wrcester, whencesoever.
Harry, how fares your uncle?
PERCY. | had thought, ny lord, to have learn'd his health of you.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Wy, is he not with the Queen?
PERCY. No, ny good lord; he hath forsook the court,
Broken his staff of office, and dispers'd
The househol d of the King.
NORTHUMBERLAND. What was his reason?
He was not so resolv'd when | ast we spake together.
PERCY. Because your |lordship was proclained traitor.
But he, nmy lord, is gone to Ravenspurgh,
To offer service to the Duke of Hereford,;
And sent ne over by Berkeley, to discover
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VWhat power the Duke of York had | evied there;

Then with directions to repair to Ravenspurgh.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, boy?
PERCY. No, ny good lord; for that is not forgot

VWhich ne'er | did renenber; to ny know edge,

| never inny life did | ook on him
NORTHUMBERLAND. Then learn to know himnow, this is the Duke.
PERCY. My gracious lord, | tender you ny service,

Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young;

Wi ch el der days shall ripen, and confirm

To nore approved service and desert.

BOLI NGBROKE. | thank thee, gentle Percy; and be sure

| count nyself in nothing else so happy

As in a soul renmenb'ring ny good friends;

And as ny fortune ripens with thy |ove,

It shall be still thy true |ove's reconpense.

My heart this covenant makes, ny hand thus seals it.
NORTHUVBERLAND. How far is it to Berkeley? And what stir

Keeps good old York there with his nen of war?

PERCY. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of trees,

Mann'd with three hundred nen, as | have heard;

And in it are the Lords of York, Berkeley, and Seynour -

None el se of name and nobl e estimate.

Ent er Ross and W LLOUGHBY

NORTHUVBERLAND. Here cone the Lords of Ross and WI | oughby,
Bl oody with spurring, fiery-red wth haste.
BOLI NGBROKE. Wl cone, ny lords. | wot your |ove pursues
A banish'd traitor. Al ny treasury
| s yet but unfelt thanks, which, nore enrich'd,
Shal|l be your |ove and | abour's reconpense.
ROSS. Your presence nmakes us rich, nost noble |ord.
W LLOUGHBY. And far surnmounts our |abour to attain it.
BOLI NGBROKE. Evernore thanks, the exchequer of the poor;
Which, till ny infant fortune cones to years,
Stands for ny bounty. But who cones here?

Ent er BERKELEY
NORTHUVBERLAND. It is ny Lord of Berkeley, as | guess.

BERKELEY. My Lord of Hereford, ny nessage is to you.
BOLI NGBROKE. My lord, ny answer is-'to Lancaster';
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And | am cone to seek that nane in Engl and;
And | nust find that title in your tongue
Before | nake reply to aught you say.
BERKELEY. M stake ne not, nmy lord; "tis not my neaning
To raze one title of your honour out.
To you, ny lord, | conme-what lord you wll-
From the nost gracious regent of this |and,
The Duke of York, to know what pricks you on
To take advantage of the absent tine,
And fright our native peace wth self-borne arns.

Enter YORK, attended

BOLI NGBRCKE. | shall not need transport ny words by you;
Here conmes his Grace in person. My nobl e uncl e!
[ Kneel s]
YORK. Show ne thy hunble heart, and not thy knee,
Whose duty is deceivable and fal se.
BOLI NGBROKE. My graci ous uncl e! -
YORK. Tut, tut!
Grace ne no grace, nor uncle nme no uncle.
| amno traitor's uncle; and that word 'grace
I n an ungracious nouth is but profane.
Why have those banish'd and forbidden | egs
Dar'd once to touch a dust of England' s ground?
But then nore 'why?' -why have they dar'd to march
So many m | es upon her peaceful bosom
Frighting her pale-fac'd villages with war
And ostentation of despised arns?
Com st thou because the anointed King is hence?
Why, foolish boy, the King is |eft behind,
And in ny | oyal bosomlies his power.
Were | but now lord of such hot youth
As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and nyself
Rescued the Bl ack Prince, that young Mars of nen,
Fromforth the ranks of nmany thousand French,
O, then how quickly should this arm of m ne,
Now prisoner to the pal sy, chastise the
And m ni ster correction to thy fault!
BOLI NGBROKE My gracious uncle, let me know ny fault;
On what condition stands it and wherein?
YORK. Even in condition of the worst degree-
In gross rebellion and detested treason.
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Thou art a banish'd man, and here art cone

Before the expiration of thy tine,

In braving arns agai nst thy sovereign.
BOLI NGBROKE. As | was banish'd, | was bani sh'd Hereford;

But as | cone, | cone for Lancaster.

And, noble uncle, | beseech your G ace

Look on my wongs with an indifferent eye.

You are ny father, for nmethinks in you

| see old Gaunt alive. O then, ny father,

WIl you permt that | shall stand condem'd

A wanderi ng vagabond; ny rights and royalties

Pluck'd fromny arns perforce, and gi ven away

To upstart unthrifts? Wierefore was | born?

| f that nmy cousin king be King in Engl and,

It nust be granted | am Duke of Lancaster.

You have a son, Aunerle, ny noble cousin;

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down,

He shoul d have found his uncle Gaunt a father

To rouse his wongs and chase themto the bay.

| amdenied to sue ny livery here,

And yet ny letters patents give ne | eave.

My father's goods are all distrain'd and sol d;

And these and all are all am ss enpl oy’ d.

What woul d you have ne do? | am a subject,

And | challenge | aw attorneys are deni ed ne;

And therefore personally | lay nmy claim

To ny inheritance of free descent.
NORTHUMBERLAND. The nobl e Duke hath been too nmuch abused.
ROSS. It stands your Grace upon to do himright.
W LLOUGHBY. Base nen by his endownents are nade great.
YORK. My lords of England, let ne tell you this:

| have had feeling of ny cousin's wongs,

And labour'd all | could to do himright;

But in this kind to cone, in braving arns,

Be his own carver and cut out his way,

To find out right with wong-it may not be;

And you that do abet himin this kind

Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all.
NORTHUVMBERLAND. The nobl e Duke hath sworn his coming is

But for his own; and for the right of that

We all have strongly sworn to give him aid;

And | et himnever see joy that breaks that oath!
YORK. Well, well, | see the issue of these arnms.
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| cannot nend it, | nust needs confess,
Because ny power is weak and all ill left;
But if | could, by Hmthat gave ne |ife,
| would attach you all and make you stoop
Unto the sovereign nercy of the King;
But since | cannot, be it known unto you
| do remain as neuter. So, fare you well;
Unl ess you please to enter in the castle,
And there repose you for this night.
BOLI NGBROKE. An offer, uncle, that we wll accept.
But we nmust win your Gace to go with us
To Bristow Castle, which they say is held
By Bushy, Bagot, and their conplices,
The caterpillars of the comobnwealt h,
Which | have sworn to weed and pl uck away.
YORK. It may be I will go with you; but yet I'll pause,
For | amloath to break our country's | aws.
Nor friends nor foes, to ne wel cone you are.
Thi ngs past redress are now with ne past care. Exeunt
SCENE 4.
A canp in Wl es

Enter EARL OF SALI SBURY and a WELSH CAPTAI N

CAPTAIN. My Lord of Salisbury, we have stay'd ten days
And hardly kept our countrynen together,
And yet we hear no tidings fromthe King;
Therefore we wi Il disperse ourselves. Farewel|l.
SALI SBURY. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Wl shman;
The King reposeth all his confidence in thee.
CAPTAIN. 'Tis thought the King is dead; we wll not stay.
The bay trees in our country are all wther'd,
And neteors fright the fixed stars of heaven;
The pal e-fac'd noon | ooks bl oody on the earth,
And | ean-1o0k'd prophets whi sper fearful change;
Rich men | ook sad, and ruffians dance and | eap-
The one in fear to | ose what they enjoy,
The other to enjoy by rage and war.
These signs forerun the death or fall of kings.
Farewel | . Qur countrynen are gone and fl ed,
As well assur'd R chard their King is dead. Exi t
SALI SBURY. Ah, Richard, wth the eyes of heavy m nd,
| see thy glory like a shooting star
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Fall to the base earth fromthe firmnent!
The sun sets weeping in the oWy west,
Wtnessing storns to cone, woe, and unrest;
Thy friends are fled, to wait upon thy foes;
And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. Exi t
ACT 111. SCENE I.
BOLI NGBROKE' S canp at Bri st ol

Ent er BOLI NGBROKE, YORK, NORTHUMBERLAND, PERCY, RGCSS,
W LLOUGHBY, BUSHY and GREEN, prisoners

BOLI NGBRCKE. Bring forth these nen.
Bushy and Green, | will not vex your soul s-
Si nce presently your souls nmust part your bodies-
Wth too nmuch urging your pernicious lives,
For '"twere no charity; yet, to wash your bl ood
From of f ny hands, here in the view of nen
| wll unfold sonme causes of your deaths:
You have msled a prince, a royal Kking,
A happy gentlenman in bl ood and |i neanents,
By you unhappi ed and di sfigured cl ean;
You have in manner with your sinful hours
Made a divorce betw xt his queen and him
Broke the possession of a royal bed,
And stain'd the beauty of a fair queen's cheeks
Wth tears drawn from her eyes by your foul wongs;
Mysel f-a prince by fortune of ny birth,
Near to the King in blood, and near in |ove
Till you did make himm sinterpret ne-
Have stoop'd ny neck under your injuries
And sigh'd ny English breath in foreign cl ouds,
Eating the bitter bread of bani shnent,
Wi | st you have fed upon ny signories,
Di spark'd ny parks and fell'd ny forest woods,
From nmy own wi ndows torn ny househol d coat,
Raz'd out ny inprese, |leaving ne no sign
Save nmen's opinions and ny |iving bl ood
To show the world I am a gentl enan.
This and nmuch nore, nmuch nore than twice all this,
Condemms you to the death. See them delivered over
To execution and the hand of death.

BUSHY. More welconme is the stroke of death to ne
Than Bol i ngbroke to Engl and. Lords, farewell.
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GREEN. My confort is that heaven will|l take our souls,
And pl ague injustice with the pains of hell.
BOLI NGBROKE. My Lord Nort hunberl and, see them di spatch'd.
Exeunt NORTHUMBERLAND, and others, with the prisoners
Uncl e, you say the Queen is at your house;
For God's sake, fairly let her be entreated.
Tell her | send to her ny kind commends;
Take special care ny greetings be delivered.
YORK. A gentleman of mne | have dispatch'd
Wth letters of your love to her at |arge.
BOLI NGBRCKE. Thanks, gentle uncle. Cone, |ords, away,
To fight with dendower and his conpli ces.
Anhil e to work, and after holi day. Exeunt
SCENE 2.
The coast of Wales. A castle in view

Druns. Flourish and colours. Enter the KING the BI SHOP
OF CARLI SLE, AUMERLE, and sol diers

KI NG RI CHARD. Bar kl oughly Castle can they this at hand?
AUMVERLE. Yea, ny |lord. How brooks your Gace the air

After your |ate tossing on the breaking seas?
KING RICHARD. Needs nmust | like it well. | weep for joy

To stand upon ny ki ngdom once agai n.

Dear earth, | do salute thee with ny hand,

Though rebel s wound thee with their horses' hoofs.

As a long-parted nother with her child

Plays fondly with her tears and smles in neeting,

So weeping-smling greet | thee, ny earth,

And do thee favours with ny royal hands.

Feed not thy sovereign's foe, ny gentle earth,

Nor with thy sweets confort his ravenous sense;

But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom

And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way,

Doi ng annoyance to the treacherous feet

VWhi ch with usurping steps do tranple thee;

Yield stinging nettles to m ne enem es;

And when they fromthy bosom pluck a fl ower,

GQuard it, | pray thee, with a |urking adder,

Whose doubl e tongue nmay with a nortal touch

Throw deat h upon thy sovereign's enem es.

Mock not ny sensel ess conjuration, |ords.

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones
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Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king

Shall falter under foul rebellion's arnmns.
CARLI SLE. Fear not, ny lord; that Power that nmade you king

Hat h power to keep you king in spite of all.

The neans that heaven yields nust be enbrac'd

And not negl ected; else, if heaven woul d,

And we will not, heaven's offer we refuse,

The proffered neans of succour and redress.
AUMVERLE. He neans, ny lord, that we are too rem ss;

Wi | st Bol i ngbr oke, through our security,

G ows strong and great in substance and in power.
KI NG RI CHARD. Di sconfortabl e cousin! know st thou not

That when the searching eye of heaven is hid,

Behi nd the gl obe, that lights the | ower world,

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen

In nurders and in outrage boldly here;

But when fromunder this terrestrial bal

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines

And darts his light through every guilty hol e,

Then murders, treasons, and detested sins,

The cl oak of night being pluck'd fromoff their backs,

Stand bare and naked, trenbling at thensel ves?

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke,

Who all this while hath revell'd in the night,

Whilst we were wand'ring with the Anti podes,

Shall see us rising in our throne, the east,

Hs treasons will sit blushing in his face,

Not able to endure the sight of day,

But self-affrighted trenble at his sin.

Not all the water in the rough rude sea

Can wash the balmoff froman anoi nted king;

The breath of worldly nen cannot depose

The deputy el ected by the Lord.

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press'd

To lift shrewd steel against our gol den crown,

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay

A glorious angel. Then, if angels fight,

Weak nen nust fall; for heaven still guards the right.

Ent er SALI SBURY

Wel cone, ny lord. How far off l|ies your power?
SALI SBURY. Nor near nor farther off, ny gracious |ord,
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Than this weak arm Disconfort guides ny tongue,

And bids ne speak of nothing but despair.

One day too late, | fear ne, noble |ord,

Hat h cl ouded all thy happy days on earth.

O, call back yesterday, bid tinme return,

And thou shalt have twel ve thousand fighting nen!

To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too |ate,

Oerthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state;

For all the Wl shnmen, hearing thou wert dead,

Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers'd, and fled.
AUVERLE. Confort, ny liege, why | ooks your Grace so pal e?
KING RI CHARD. But now the bl ood of twenty thousand nen

Did triunmph in ny face, and they are fl ed,;

And, till so nmuch bl ood thither cone again,
Have | not reason to | ook pale and dead?
Al souls that will be safe, fly fromny side;

For tine hath set a bl ot upon ny pride.
AUMVERLE. Confort, ny liege; renenber who you are.
KING RICHARD. | had forgot nyself; am| not King?
Awake, thou coward mmjesty! thou sl eepest.
s not the King's nane twenty thousand nanes?
Arm arm ny nane! a puny subject strikes
At thy great glory. Look not to the ground,
Ye favourites of a king; are we not high?
Hi gh be our thoughts. | know my uncle York
Hat h power enough to serve our turn. But who cones here?

Ent er SCROOP

SCROOP. More heal th and happi ness betide ny |iege
Than can ny care-tun'd tongue deliver him
KING RICHARD. M ne ear is open and ny heart prepar’d.
The worst is worldly loss thou canst unfold.
Say, is ny kingdom | ost? Wiy, 'twas ny care,
And what loss is it to be rid of care?
Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we?
G eater he shall not be; if he serve God,
We'l|l serve himtoo, and be his fellow so.
Revolt our subjects? That we cannot nend;
They break their faith to God as well as us.
Cry woe, destruction, ruin, and decay-
The worst is death, and death will have his day.
SCROOP. dad am | that your Hi ghness is so arnid
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To bear the tidings of calamty.

Li ke an unseasonabl e storny day

Whi ch nakes the silver rivers drown their shores,

As if the world were all dissolv'd to tears,

So high above his limts swells the rage

O Bol i ngbroke, covering your fearful |and

Wth hard bright steel and hearts harder than steel.

Wi t e-beards have armid their thin and hairl ess scal ps

Agai nst thy mjesty; boys, with wonen's voi ces,

Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints

In stiff unw el dy arns agai nst thy crown;

Thy very beadsnen learn to bend their bows

O doubl e-fatal yew against thy state;

Yea, distaff-wonmen nanage rusty bills

Agai nst thy seat: both young and ol d rebel,

And all goes worse than | have power to tell.
KING RICHARD. Too well, too well thou tell'st a tale so in.

Were is the Earl of WIltshire? Wiere i s Bagot?

What is becone of Bushy? Wiere is G een?

That they have | et the dangerous eneny

Measure our confines with such peaceful steps?

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it.

| warrant they have nade peace w th Bolingbroke.
SCROOP. Peace have they made with himindeed, ny | ord.
KING RICHARD. O villains, vipers, danmm'd w t hout redenpti on!

Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man!

Snakes, in ny heart-blood warm d, that sting ny heart!

Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas!

Wul d they nake peace? Terrible hell make war

Upon their spotted souls for this offence!
SCROOP. Sweet love, | see, changing his property,

Turns to the sourest and nost deadly hate.

Agai n uncurse their souls; their peace is nmade

Wth heads, and not with hands; those whom you curse

Have felt the worst of death's destroyi ng wound

And lie full lTow, grav'd in the holl ow ground.
AUMVERLE. |s Bushy, Green, and the Earl of WIltshire dead?
SCROOP. Ay, all of themat Bristow |lost their heads.
AUVERLE. Were is the Duke ny father with his power?
KING RI CHARD. No matter where-of confort no man speak.

Let's talk of graves, of worns, and epitaphs;

Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes

Wite sorrow on the bosom of the earth.
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Let's choose executors and talk of wlls;
And yet not so-for what can we bequeath
Save our deposed bodies to the ground?
Qur | ands, our lives, and all, are Bolingbroke's.
And not hing can we call our own but death
And that small nodel of the barren earth
Wi ch serves as paste and cover to our bones.
For God's sake let us sit upon the ground
And tell sad stories of the death of kings:
How sone have been depos'd, sone slain in war,
Some haunted by the ghosts they have depos'd,
Sonme poison'd by their w ves, sone sleeping kill'd,
Al'l nurder'd-for within the holl ow crown
That rounds the nortal tenples of a king
Keeps Death his court; and there the antic sits,
Scoffing his state and grinning at his ponp;
Allowng hima breath, a little scene,
To nonarchi ze, be fear'd, and kill wth | ooks;
Infusing himw th self and vain conceit,
As if this flesh which walls about our life
Were brass inpregnable; and, hunour'd thus,
Conmes at the last, and with a little pin
Bores through his castle wall, and farewel |, Kking!
Cover your heads, and nock not flesh and bl ood
Wth solem reverence; throw away respect,
Tradition, form and cerenonious duty;
For you have but m stook ne all this while.
| live wwth bread |ike you, feel want,
Taste grief, need friends: subjected thus,
How can you say to ne | ama king?
CARLI SLE. My lord, wise nen ne'er sit and wail their woes,
But presently prevent the ways to wail .
To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength,
G ves, in your weakness, strength unto your foe,
And so your follies fight against yourself.
Fear and be sl ain-no worse can cone to fight;
And fight and die is death destroyi ng death,
Where fearing dying pays death servile breath.
AUVERLE. My father hath a power; inquire of him
And learn to make a body of a |inb.
KING RI CHARD. Thou chid'st ne well. Proud Bolingbroke, | cone
To change blows with thee for our day of doom
This ague fit of fear is over-bl own;
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An easy task it is to win our own.

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power?

Speak sweetly, man, although thy | ooks be sour.
SCROOP. Men judge by the conpl exion of the sky

The state in inclination of the day;

So may you by ny dull and heavy eye,

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say.

| play the torturer, by small and snall

To | engt hen out the worst that nust be spoken:

Your uncle York is join'd with Bolingbroke;

And all your northern castles yielded up,

And all your southern gentlenen in arns

Upon his party.
KI NG RI CHARD. Thou hast sai d enough.

[ To AUMERLE] Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead ne forth
O that sweet way | was in to despair!
What say you now? \What confort have we now?

By heaven, 1'Il hate himeverlastingly
That bids ne be of confort any nore.
Go to Flint Castle; there I'll pine away;

A king, woe's slave, shall kingly woe obey.
That power | have, discharge; and let them go
To ear the land that hath sone hope to grow,
For | have none. Let no nman speak again
To alter this, for counsel is but vain.
AUVERLE. My |iege, one word.
KI NG RI CHARD. He does ne doubl e w ong
That wounds nme with the flatteries of his tongue.
Di scharge ny followers; |et them hence away,
From Ri chard's night to Bolingbroke's fair day. Exeunt
SCENE 3.
Wal es. Before Flint Castle

Enter, wth drum and col ours, BOLI NGBROKE, YORK,
NORTHUVBERLAND, and f orces

BOLI NGBROKE. So that by this intelligence we |earn
The Wl shnen are dispers'd; and Salisbury
| s gone to neet the King, who |ately |anded
Wth sone few private friends upon this coast.
NORTHUVBERLAND. The news is very fair and good, ny | ord.
Ri chard not far from hence hath hid his head.
YORK. It would beseem the Lord Northunberl and

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rii.html (41 of 73)4/11/2005 8:47:57 AM



William Shakespeare: Richard |1

To say 'King Richard.' Alack the heavy day

When such a sacred king should hide his head!
NORTHUVBERLAND. Your Grace mistakes; only to be brief,

Left | his title out.

YORK. The tine hath been,

Whul d you have been so brief with him he woul d

Have been so brief with you to shorten you,

For taking so the head, your whole head' s | ength.
BOLI NGBROKE. M stake not, uncle, further than you shoul d.
YORK. Take not, good cousin, further than you shoul d,

Lest you mi stake. The heavens are over our heads.
BOLI NGBROKE. | know it, uncle; and oppose not nyself

Against their wll. But who cones here?

Ent er PERCY

Wel cone, Harry. What, will not this castle yield?
Pl ERCY. The castle royally is mann'd, ny |ord,

Agai nst thy entrance.
BOLI NGBRCKE. Royal | y!

Way, it contains no king?
PERCY. Yes, ny good | ord,

It doth contain a king; King Richard lies

Wthin the limts of yon |linme and stone;

And with himare the Lord Aunerle, Lord Salisbury,

Sir Stephen Scroop, besides a clergynan

O holy reverence; who, | cannot | earn.
NORTHUVMBERLAND. O, belike it is the Bishop of Carlisle.
BOLI NGBRCKE. [ To NORTHUMBERLAND] Nobl e | ord,

Go to the rude ribs of that ancient castle;

Through brazen trunpet send the breath of parley

Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver:

Henry Bol i ngbr oke

On both his knees doth kiss King R chard's hand,

And sends al |l egiance and true faith of heart

To his nost royal person; hither cone

Even at his feet to lay ny arns and power,

Provi ded that mny bani shnent repeal'd

And | ands restor'd again be freely granted;

If not, I'll use the advantage of ny power

And lay the summer's dust with showers of bl ood

Rain'd fromthe wounds of slaughtered Englishnen;

The which how far off fromthe m nd of Bolingbroke
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It is such crinson tenpest should bedrench
The fresh green lap of fair King R chard' s | and,
My stooping duty tenderly shall show.
Go, signify as nmuch, while here we march
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain.
[ NORTHUVBERLAND advances to the Castle, with a trunpet]
Let's march without the noise of threat' ning drum
That fromthis castle's tottered battlenents
Qur fair appointnents nay be well perus'd.
Met hi nks King Richard and nysel f shoul d neet
Wth no less terror than the el enents
O fire and water, when their thund' ring shock
At neeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven.
Be he the fire, I'll be the yielding water;
The rage be his, whilst on the earth | rain
My wat ers-on the earth, and not on him
March on, and mark King Richard how he | ooks.

Parl e wi thout, and answer within; then a flourish.
Enter on the walls, the KING the Bl SHOP OF CARLI SLE,
AUMVERLE, SCROOP, and SALI SBURY

See, see, King R chard doth hinself appear,
As doth the blushing discontented sun
Fromout the fiery portal of the east,

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent
To dimhis glory and to stain the track

O his bright passage to the occident.

YORK. Yet he | ooks |ike a king. Behold, his eye,
As bright as is the eagle's, lightens forth
Controlling nmajesty. Alack, alack, for woe,
That any harm should stain so fair a show

KING RI CHARD. [ To NORTHUVBERLAND] W are amaz' d; and thus | ong

have we stood
To watch the fearful bending of thy knee,
Because we thought ourself thy |awful King;
And if we be, how dare thy joints forget
To pay their awful duty to our presence?
|f we be not, show us the hand of God
That hath dism ss'd us fromour stewardship;
For well we know no hand of bl ood and bone
Can gripe the sacred handl e of our sceptre,
Unl ess he do profane, steal, or usurp.
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And t hough you think that all, as you have done,
Have torn their souls by turning themfrom us,
And we are barren and bereft of friends,
Yet know ny master, God ommi potent,
s nustering in his clouds on our behalf
Arm es of pestilence; and they shall strike
Your children yet unborn and unbegot,
That |ift your vassal hands agai nst ny head
And threat the glory of ny precious crown.
Tel | Bolingbroke, for yon nethinks he stands,
That every stride he makes upon ny | and
| s dangerous treason; he is cone to open
The purple testanent of bl eeding war;
But ere the crown he | ooks for live in peace,
Ten t housand bl oody crowns of nothers' sons
Shall ill becone the flower of England s face,
Change the conpl exi on of her nmaid-pal e peace
To scarlet indignation, and bedew
Her pastures' grass with faithful English blood.
NORTHUMBERLAND. The Ki ng of Heaven forbid our lord the King
Should so with civil and uncivil arns
Be rush'd upon! Thy thrice noble cousin,
Harry Bol i ngbroke, doth hunbly kiss thy hand,
And by the honourable tonb he swears
That stands upon your royal grandsire's bones,
And by the royalties of both your bl oods,
Currents that spring fromone nost gracious head,
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt,
And by the worth and honour of hinself,
Conprising all that may be sworn or said,
Hi s com ng hither hath no further scope
Than for his lineal royalties, and to beg
Enf ranchi senent i mmedi ate on hi s knees;
Wi ch on thy royal party granted once,
Hs glittering arnms he will commend to rust,
Hi s barbed steeds to stables, and his heart
To faithful service of your Mjesty.
This swears he, as he is a prince, is just;
And as | ama gentleman | credit him
KI NG RI CHARD. Nort hunberl| and, say thus the King returns:
Hi s noble cousin is right welcone hither;
And all the nunber of his fair demands
Shal | be acconplish'd wthout contradiction.
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Wth all the gracious utterance thou hast

Speak to his gentle hearing kind comrends.

[ To AUMERLE] W do debase oursel ves, cousin, do we not,

To | ook so poorly and to speak so fair?

Shall we call back Northunberl and, and send

Defiance to the traitor, and so die?
AUVERLE. No, good ny lord; let's fight with gentle words

Till time lend friends, and friends their hel pful swords.
KING RICHARD. O God, O God! that e'er this tongue of m ne

That laid the sentence of dread bani shnent

On yon proud nman should take it off again

Wth words of sooth! Othat | were as great

As is ny grief, or lesser than ny nane!

O that | could forget what | have been!

O not renmenber what | nust be now

Swel |l "st thou, proud heart? I'Il give thee scope to beat,

Si nce foes have scope to beat both thee and ne.
AUMVERLE. Nort hunberl and cones back from Bol i ngbr oke.
KING RI CHARD. What nust the King do now? Must he submt?

The King shall do it. Miust he be depos' d?

The King shall be contented. Must he | ose

The nanme of king? A God's nane, let it go.

"Il give ny jewels for a set of beads,

My gor geous pal ace for a hermtage,

My gay apparel for an al nsman's gown,

My figur'd goblets for a dish of wood,

My sceptre for a palnmer's wal king staff,

My subjects for a pair of carved saints,

And ny large kingdomfor a little grave,

Alittle little grave, an obscure grave-

O 1'lIl be buried in the king' s high way,

Some way of comon trade, where subjects' feet

May hourly tranmple on their sovereign' s head,

For on ny heart they tread now whilst | live,

And buried once, why not upon ny head?

Aunerl e, thou weep'st, ny tender-hearted cousin!

W'l |l make foul weather with despised tears;

Qur sighs and they shall | odge the sunmer corn

And make a dearth in this revolting |and.

O shall we play the wantons with our woes

And make sone pretty match with shedding tears?

As thus: to drop themstill upon one pl ace

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves
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Wthin the earth; and, therein laid-there lies
Two kinsnmen digg'd their graves with weeping eyes.
Wuld not this ill do well? Well, well, | see
| talk but idly, and you | augh at ne.
Most m ghty prince, nmy Lord Northunberl and,
VWhat says Ki ng Bol i ngbroke? WIIl his Mjesty
G ve Richard leave to live till Richard die?
You nake a | eg, and Bol i ngbroke says ay.
NORTHUVBERLAND. My lord, in the base court he doth attend
To speak with you; nmay it please you to conme down?
KI NG RI CHARD. Down, down | cone, |ike glist'ring Phaethon,
Wanti ng the manage of unruly | ades.
In the base court? Base court, where kings grow base,
To cone at traitors' calls, and do them grace.
In the base court? Cone down? Down, court! down, king!
For night-ow s shriek where nounting |arks shoul d sing.
Exeunt from above
BOLI NGBROKE. What says his Majesty?
NORTHUVMBERLAND. Sorrow and grief of heart
Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic nman;
Yet he is cone.

Enter the KING and his attendants, bel ow

BOLI NGBRCKE. Stand all apart,
And show fair duty to his Mjesty. [ He kneel s down]
My gracious | ord-
KING RI CHARD. Fair cousin, you debase your princely knee
To make the base earth proud with kissing it.
Me rather had nmy heart m ght feel your |ove
Than ny unpl eas' d eye see your courtesy.
Up, cousin, up; your heart is up, | know,
[ Touchi ng his own head] Thus high at |east, although your
knee be | ow.
BOLI NGBROKE. My gracious lord, | conme but for m ne own.
KING RI CHARD. Your own is yours, and | amyours, and all.
BOLI NGBRCKE. So far be mne, ny nost redoubted |ord,
As ny true service shan deserve your | ove.
KING RI CHARD. Wl | you deserve. They well deserve to have
That know the strong' st and surest way to get.
Uncl e, give ne your hands; nay, dry your eyes:
Tears show their |ove, but want their renedies.
Cousin, | amtoo young to be your father,
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Though you are old enough to be ny heir.
VWhat you will have, I'Il give, and willing too;
For do we nust what force will have us do.
Set on towards London. Cousin, is it so?
BOLI NGBRCKE. Yea, ny good | ord.
KING RI CHARD. Then | nust not say no. Fl ouri sh. Exeunt
SCENE 4.
The DUKE OF YORK' s garden

Enter the QUEEN and two LADI ES

QUEEN. What sport shall we devise here in this garden

To drive away the heavy thought of care?

LADY. Madam we'll play at bow s.
QUEEN. 'Twill make ne think the world is full of rubs

And that ny fortune runs agai nst the bias.

LADY. Madam we'll dance.

QUEEN. My | egs can keep no neasure in delight,
When ny poor heart no neasure keeps in grief;
Therefore no dancing, girl; sonme other sport.

LADY. Madam we'll tell tales.

QUEEN. O sorrow or of joy?

LADY. O either, madam

QUEEN. O neither, girl;

For if of joy, being altogether wanting,

It doth renmenber me the nore of sorrow,

O if of grief, being altogether had,

It adds nore sorrow to ny want of joy;

For what | have | need not to repeat,

And what | want it boots not to conplain.

LADY. Madam 'l sing.

QUEEN. 'Tis well' that thou hast cause;

But thou shoul dst pl ease nme better woul dst thou weep.
LADY. | could weep, madam would it do you good.
QUEEN. And | could sing, would weeping do nme good,

And never borrow any tear of thee.

Enter a GARDENER and two SERVANTS
But stay, here cone the gardeners.
Let's step into the shadow of these trees.

My wr et chedness unto a row of pins,
They will talk of state, for every one doth so
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Agai nst a change: woe is forerun with woe.
[ QUEEN and LADIES retire]

GARDENER. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apricocks,

Wi ch, like unruly children, nake their sire

Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight;

G ve sone supportance to the bending tw gs.

Go thou, and Eke an executi oner

Cut off the heads of too fast grow ng sprays

That | ook too lofty in our comonwealt h:

Al must be even in our governnent.

You thus enploy'd, I wll go root away

The noi sonme weeds which without profit suck

The soil's fertility from whol esone fl owers.
SERVANT. Wy should we, in the conpass of a pale,

Keep | aw and form and due proportion,

Showi ng, as in a nodel, our firmestate,

When our sea-wall ed garden, the whol e | and,

s full of weeds; her fairest flowers chok'd up,

Her fruit trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin'd,

Her knots disordered, and her whol esone herbs

Swarmng wth caterpillars?
GARDENER. Hol d t hy peace.

He that hath suffer'd this disorder'd spring

Hat h now hinself met with the fall of [eaf;

The weeds which his broad-spreading | eaves did shelter,

That seemid in eating himto hold himup,

Are pluck'd up root and all by Boli ngbroke-

| nmean the Earl of WItshire, Bushy, G een.
SERVANT. VWhat, are they dead?
GARDENER. They are; and Bol i ngbroke

Hath seiz'd the wasteful King. O what pity is it

That he had not so trimid and dress'd his |and

As we this garden! W at tine of year

Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit trees,

Lest, being over-proud in sap and bl ood,

Wth too nmuch riches it confound itself;

Had he done so to great and grow ng nen,

They m ght have Ev'd to bear, and he to taste

Their fruits of duty. Superfluous branches

W | op away, that bearing boughs may |ive;

Had he done so, hinself had hone the crown,

Wi ch waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down.
SERVANT. VWhat, think you the King shall be deposed?
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GARDENER. Depress'd he is already, and depos'd
"Tis doubt he wll be. Letters cane |ast night
To a dear friend of the good Duke of York's
That tell black tidings.
QUEEN. O | ampress'd to death through want of speaking!
[ Comi ng forward]
Thou, old Adanmis |ikeness, set to dress this garden,
How dares thy harsh rude tongue sound this unpl easi ng news?
What Eve, what serpent, hath suggested the
To make a second fall of cursed man?
Why dost thou say King Richard is depos' d?
Dar'st thou, thou little better thing than earth,
Divine his downfall? Say, where, when, and how,
Cami st thou by this ill tidings? Speak, thou wetch.
GARDENER. Pardon nme, nadam little joy have
To breathe this news; yet what | say is true.
King Richard, he is in the mghty hold
O Bol i ngbroke. Their fortunes both are wei gh'd.
In your lord' s scale is nothing but hinself,
And sone few vanities that make him i ght;
But in the balance of great Bolingbroke,
Besi des hinself, are all the English peers,
And with that odds he weighs King R chard down.
Post you to London, and you will find it so;
| speak no nore than every one doth know.
QUEEN. Ni nmbl e m schance, that art so |ight of foot,
Dot h not thy enbassage belong to ne,
And am | last that knows it? O thou thinkest
To serve ne last, that | nmay | ongest keep
Thy sorrow in ny breast. Cone, |adies, go
To neet at London London's King in woe.
What, was | born to this, that nmy sad | ook
Shoul d grace the triunph of great Bolingbroke?
Gard' ner, for telling ne these news of woe,
Pray God the plants thou graft'st may never grow
Exeunt QUEEN and LADI ES
GARDENER. Poor Queen, so that thy state m ght be no worse,
| would ny skill were subject to thy curse.
Here did she fall a tear; here in this place
"Il set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace.
Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen,
In the renenbrance of a weepi ng queen. Exeunt
ACT 1V. SCENE 1.

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/rii.html (49 of 73)4/11/2005 8:47:57 AM



William Shakespeare: Richard |1

West m nster Hall

Enter, as to the Parlianent, BOLI NGBROKE, AUMERLE,
NORTHUMBERLAND, PERCY, FI TZWATER, SURREY, the Bl SHOP
OF CARLI SLE, the ABBOT OF WESTM NSTER, and ot hers;
HERALD, OFFI CERS, and BAGOT

BOLI NGBRCKE. Cal |l forth Bagot.
Now, Bagot, freely speak thy m nd-
What thou dost know of noble d oucester's death;
Who wought it with the King, and who perfornid
The bl oody office of his tineless end.
BAGOT. Then set before ny face the Lord Aunerle.
BOLI NGBROKE. Cousin, stand forth, and | ook upon that man.
BAGOT. My Lord Aunerle, | know your daring tongue
Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver'd.
In that dead tine when G oucester's death was plotted
| heard you say 'Is not ny armof |ength,
That reacheth fromthe restful English Court
As far as Calais, to mne uncle's head?
Anmongst nuch other talk that very tine
| heard you say that you had rather refuse
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns
Than Bol i ngbroke's return to Engl and,;
Adding wthal, how blest this | and woul d be
In this your cousin's death.
AUVERLE. Princes, and noble | ords,
What answer shall | nake to this base man?
Shall | so nmuch dishonour ny fair stars
On equal ternms to give himchastisenent?
Either | nust, or have m ne honour soil'd
Wth the attainder of his slanderous |ips.
There is ny gage, the nmanual seal of death
That marks thee out for hell. | say thou liest,
And will maintain what thou hast said is fal se
In thy heart-blood, through being all too base
To stain the tenper of ny knightly sword.
BOLI NGBROKE. Bagot, forbear; thou shalt not take it up.
AUVERLE. Excepting one, | would he were the best
In all this presence that hath nov'd ne so.
FI TZWATER. If that thy val our stand on synpat hy,
There is ny gage, Aunerle, in gage to thine.
By that fair sun which shows nme where thou stand' st,
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| heard thee say, and vauntingly thou spak'st it,

That thou wert cause of noble G oucester's death.

| f thou deniest it twenty tinmes, thou |iest;

And | will turn thy fal sehood to thy heart,

Were it was forged, with ny rapier's point.
AUVERLE. Thou dar'st not, coward, live to see that day.
FI TZZWATER. Now, by ny soul, | would it were this hour.
AUVERLE. Fitzwater, thou art damm'd to hell for this.
PERCY. Aunerle, thou liest; his honour is as true

In this appeal as thou art an unjust;

And that thou art so, there | throw ny gage,

To prove it on thee to the extrenest point

O nortal breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'st.
AUVERLE. An if | do not, may ny hands rot of

And never brandi sh nore revengeful steel

Over the glittering hel net of ny foe!

ANOTHER LORD. | task the earth to the |ike, forsworn Aunerl e;

And spur thee on with fun as many lies

As may be halloa'd in thy treacherous ear

From sun to sun. There is nmy honour's pawn;

Engage it to the trial, if thou darest.

AUVERLE. Who sets ne el se? By heaven, I'Il throw at all'!
| have a thousand spirits in one breast

To answer twenty thousand such as you.

SURREY. My Lord Fitzwater, | do renenber well

The very tinme Aunerle and you did talKk.

FI TZWATER. 'Tis very true; you were in presence then,

And you can witness with nme this is true.

SURREY. As fal se, by heaven, as heaven itself is true.
FI TZZWATER. Surrey, thou |iest.
SURREY. Di shonour abl e boy!

That lie shall lie so heavy on ny sword
That it shall render vengeance and revenge
Till thou the lie-giver and that lie do he

In earth as quiet as thy father's skull.
I n proof whereof, there is ny honour's pawn;
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar'st.
FI TZWATER. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse!
If | dare eat, or drink, or breathe, or Ilive,
| dare neet Surrey in a wl derness,
And spit upon himwhilst | say he lies,
And lies, and |lies. There is ny bond of faith,
To tie thee to ny strong correction.
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As | intend to thrive in this new world,
Aunerle is guilty of ny true appeal.
Besi des, | heard the banish'd Norfol k say
That thou, Aunerle, didst send two of thy nen
To execute the noble Duke at Cal ai s.
AUMVERLE. Sone honest Christian trust me with a gage
That Norfolk lies. Here do | throw down this,
If he may be repeal'd to try his honour.
BOLI NGBROKE. These differences shall all rest under gage
Till Norfolk be repeal'd-repeal'd he shall be
And, though m ne eneny, restor'd again
To all his lands and signories. Wien he is return'd,
Agai nst Aunerle we will enforce his trial.
CARLI SLE. That honourabl e day shall never be seen.
Many a tine hath banish'd Norfol k fought
For Jesu Christ in glorious Christian field,
Streami ng the ensign of the Christian cross
Agai nst bl ack pagans, Turks, and Saracens;
And, toil'd with works of war, retir'd hinself
To Italy; and there, at Venice, gave
Hi s body to that pleasant country's earth,
And his pure soul unto his captain, Christ,
Under whose col ours he had fought so |ong.
BOLI NGBROKE. Wy, Bishop, is Norfol k dead?
CARLI SLE. As surely as | live, ny lord.
BOLI NGBROKE. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to the bosom
O good old Abraham Lords appell ants,
Your differences shall all rest under gage
Till we assign you to your days of trial

Enter YORK, attended

YORK. Great Duke of Lancaster, | cone to the

From pl unme-pl uck'd Richard, who with willing sou

Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields

To the possession of thy royal hand.

Ascend his throne, descending now from him

And long live Henry, fourth of that nane!
BOLINGBRCOKE. In God's nane, |'ll ascend the regal throne.
CARLI SLE. Marry, God forbid!

Wrst in this royal presence nmay | speak,

Yet best beseemng ne to speak the truth.

Wul d God that any in this noble presence
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Wer e enough noble to be upright judge

O noble Richard! Then true nobl esse would

Learn himforbearance fromso foul a wong.

What subj ect can give sentence on his king?

And who sits here that is not Richard' s subject?

Thi eves are not judg' d but they are by to hear,

Al t hough apparent guilt be seen in them

And shall the figure of God' s mmjesty,

Hi s captain, steward, deputy el ect,

Anoi nt ed, crowned, planted many years,

Be judg' d by subject and inferior breath,

And he hinself not present? O forfend it, Cod,

That in a Christian climate souls refin'd

Shoul d show so hei nous, bl ack, obscene a deed!

| speak to subjects, and a subject speaks,

Stirr'd up by God, thus boldly for his king.

My Lord of Hereford here, whomyou call Kking,

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford's Kking;

And if you crown him |let ne prophesy-

The bl ood of English shall manure the ground,

And future ages groan for this foul act;

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels,

And in this seat of peace tumultuous wars

Shall kin with kin and kind with kind confound;

Di sorder, horror, fear, and nutiny,

Shal | here inhabit, and this land be call'd

The field of Gol gotha and dead nen's skulls.

O if you raise this house against this house,

It will the woefullest division prove

That ever fell upon this cursed earth.

Prevent it, resist it, let it not be so,

Lest child, child' s children, cry against you woe.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Wl | have you argued, sir; and, for your

O capital treason we arrest you here.

My Lord of Westminster, be it your charge

To keep himsafely till his day of trial.

May it please you, lords, to grant the commons' suit?
BOLI NGBRCKE. Fetch hither Richard, that in common view

He may surrender; so we shall proceed

W t hout suspi ci on.
YORK. | will be his conduct.
BOLI NGBROKE. Lords, you that here are under our arrest,

Procure your sureties for your days of answer.
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Little are we beholding to your | ove,
And little look'd for at your hel pi ng hands.

Re-enter YORK, with KING Rl CHARD, and OFFI CERS
bearing the regalia

KING RI CHARD. Al ack, why am| sent for to a king,
Before | have shook off the regal thoughts
VWherewith | reign'd? | hardly yet have learn'd
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend ny knee.
G ve sorrow | eave awhile to tutor ne
To this subm ssion. Yet | well renenber
The favours of these nen. Wre they not nmne?

Did they not sonetinme cry "All hail!' to ne?
So Judas did to Christ; but he, in twelve,
Found truth in all but one; I, in twelve thousand, none.

God save the King! WIIl no nan say anen?
Am | both priest and clerk? Wll then, anen.
God save the King! although | be not he;
And yet, anen, if heaven do think himne.
To do what service am| sent for hither?
YORK. To do that office of thine own good wl|l
Which tired majesty did make thee offer-
The resignation of thy state and crown
To Henry Bol i ngbr oke.
KING RICHARD. G ve ne the crown. Here, cousin, seize the crown.
Here, cousin,
On this side ny hand, and on that side thine.
Now is this golden crown |ike a deep well
That owes two buckets, filling one another;
The enptier ever dancing in the air,
The ot her down, unseen, and full of water.
That bucket down and fun of tears am|,
Drinking ny griefs, whilst you nount up on high.
BOLI NGBRCKE. | thought you had been willing to resign.

KING RICHARD. My crown | am but still ny griefs are m ne.
You nmay ny glories and ny state depose,
But not my griefs; still am|l king of those.

BOLI NGBROKE. Part of your cares you give nme with your crown.
KI NG RI CHARD. Your cares set up do not pluck ny cares down.
My care is |l oss of care, by old care done;
Your care is gain of care, by new care won.
The cares | give | have, though given away;
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They tend the crown, yet still with nme they stay.
BOLI NGBROKE. Are you contented to resign the crown?
KING RI CHARD. Ay, no; no, ay; for | nust nothing be;

Therefore no no, for | resign to thee.

Now mark ne how | will undo nyself:

| give this heavy weight fromoff ny head,

And this unw el dy sceptre fromny hand,

The pride of kingly sway fromout ny heart;

Wth mne own tears | wash away ny bal m

Wth mne own hands | give away ny crown,

Wth mne own tongue deny ny sacred state,

Wth mne own breath release all duteous oaths;

Al ponp and majesty | do forswear;

My manors, rents, revenues, | forgo;

My acts, decrees, and statutes, | deny.

God pardon all oaths that are broke to ne!

God keep all vows unbroke are nade to thee!

Make nme, that nothing have, with nothing griev'd,

And thou with all pleas'd, that hast an achiev'd.

Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit,

And soon lie Richard in an earthly pit.

God save King Henry, unking'd Richard says,

And send hi m many years of sunshi ne days!

What nore renai ns?

NORTHUVBERLAND. No nore; but that you read

These accusations, and these grievous crines

Comm tted by your person and your followers

Agai nst the state and profit of this |and;

That, by confessing them the souls of nen

May deem that you are worthily depos'd.

KING RICHARD. Must | do so? And nust | ravel out

My weav' d-up follies? Gentle Northunberl and,

| f thy offences were upon record,

Wuld it not shanme thee in so fair a troop

To read a | ecture of then? If thou woul dst,

There shoul dst thou find one heinous article,

Cont ai ni ng the deposing of a king

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath,

Mark'd with a blot, damm'd in the book of heaven.

Nay, all of you that stand and | ook upon ne

Wi | st that ny wetchedness doth bait nyself,

Though sonme of you, with Pilate, wash your hands,

Showi ng an outward pity-yet you Pil ates
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Have here deliver'd me to ny sour cross,

And wat er cannot wash away your sin.
NORTHUVBERLAND. My lord, dispatch; read o' er these

articl es.
KING RICHARD. M ne eyes are full of tears; | cannot see.

And yet salt water blinds themnot so nuch

But they can see a sort of traitors here.

Nay, if | turn mne eyes upon nyself,

| find nyself a traitor with the rest;

For | have given here ny soul's consent

T undeck the ponpous body of a king;

Made gl ory base, and sovereignty a sl ave,

Proud najesty a subject, state a peasant.
NORTHUMBERLAND. My | ord-
KING RICHARD. No | ord of thine, thou haught insulting man,

Nor no man's lord; | have no name, no tide-

No, not that nane was given ne at the font-

But 'tis usurp'd. Alack the heavy day,

That | have worn so many w nters out,

And know not now what nane to call nyself!

Othat | were a nockery king of snow,

St andi ng before the sun of Bolingbroke

To nelt nyself away in water drops!

Good king, great king, and yet not greatly good,

An if ny word be sterling yet in England,

Let it conmand a mrror hither straight,

That it may show ne what a face | have

Since it is bankrupt of his nmjesty.
BOLI NGBROKE. Go sone of you and fetch a | ooki ng-gl ass.

Exit an attendant

NORTHUVBERLAND. Read o' er this paper while the glass doth cone.
KING RI CHARD. Fiend, thou tornents ne ere | cone to hell.
BOLI NGBROKE. Urge it no nore, ny Lord Northunberl and.
NORTHUMBERLAND. The Commons will not, then, be satisfied.
KING RI CHARD. They shall be satisfied. I'll read enough,

When | do see the very book indeed

Where all ny sins are wit, and that's nyself.

Re-enter attendant with gl ass
Gve ne that glass, and therein wll | read.

No deeper winkles yet? Hath sorrow struck
So many bl ows upon this face of m ne
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And made no deeper wounds? O flatt'ring gl ass,
Like to nmy followers in prosperity,
Thou dost beguile ne! Was this face the face
That every day under his househol d roof
Did keep ten thousand nen? Was this the face
That |ike the sun did make behol ders w nk?
s this the face which fac'd so nmany follies
That was at |ast out-fac'd by Bolingbroke?
A brittle glory shineth in this face;
As brittle as the glory is the face;
[ Dashes the gl ass agai nst the ground]
For there it is, crack'd in a hundred shivers.
Mark, silent king, the noral of this sport-
How soon ny sorrow hath destroy'd ny face.
BOLI NGBROKE. The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy'd
The shadow of your face.
KI NG RI CHARD. Say that agai n.
The shadow of ny sorrow? Ha! let's see.
"Tis very true: ny grief lies all wthin;
And these external manner of |anents
Are nerely shadows to the unseen gri ef
That swells with silence in the tortur'd soul.
There lies the substance; and | thank thee, king,
For thy great bounty, that not only giv'st
Me cause to wail, but teachest ne the way
How to | anent the cause. |I'lIl beg one boon,
And then be gone and trouble you no nore.
Shall | obtain it?
BOLI NGBROKE. Nane it, fair cousin.
KING RICHARD. Fair cousin! | amgreater than a king;
For when I was a king, ny flatterers
Were then but subjects; being now a subject,
| have a king here to ny flatterer.

Being so great, | have no need to beg.
BOLI NGBROKE. Yet ask.
KING RI CHARD. And shall | have?

BOLI NGBRCKE. You shal | .
KI NG RI CHARD. Then give ne | eave to go.
BOLI NGBRCKE. Wi t her ?
KING RI CHARD. Whither you will, so | were fromyour sights.
BOLI NGBRCOKE. Go, sone of you convey himto the Tower.
KING RI CHARD. O, good! Convey! Conveyers are you all,
That rise thus ninbly by a true king's fall.
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Exeunt KI NG RI CHARD, sone Lords and a Guard
BOLI NGBROKE. On Wednesday next we solemnly set down
Qur coronation. Lords, prepare yourselves.
Exeunt all but the ABBOT OF WESTM NSTER, t he
Bl SHOP OF CARLI SLE, and AUMERLE
ABBOT. A woeful pageant have we here behel d.
CARLI SLE. The woe's to cone; the children yet unborn
Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn.
AUMVERLE. You holy clergynen, is there no plot
To rid the real mof this pernicious blot?
ABBOT. My |l ord,
Before | freely speak ny m nd herein,
You shall not only take the sacranent
To bury mine intents, but also to effect
VWhat ever | shall happen to devi se.
| see your brows are full of discontent,
Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears.
Come hone with ne to supper; | will |ay
A plot shall show us all a nerry day. Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE 1.
London. A street leading to the Tower

Enter the QUEEN, with her attendants

QUEEN. This way the King will conme; this is the way
To Julius Caesar's ill-erected tower,
To whose flint bosomny condemed | ord
| s doomd a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke.
Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth
Have any resting for her true King s queen.

Enter KI NG RI CHARD and Guard

But soft, but see, or rather do not see,
My fair rose wither. Yet |ook up, behold,
That you in pity may dissolve to dew,
And wash himfresh again with true-|ove tears.
Ah, thou, the nbdel where old Troy did stand;
Thou map of honour, thou King R chard' s tonb,
And not King Ri chard; thou nost beauteous inn,
Why shoul d hard-favour'd grief be lodg' d in thee,
When triunph is becone an al ehouse guest?
KING RI CHARD. Join not with grief, fair wonman, do not so,
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To make ny end too sudden. Learn, good soul,
To think our fornmer state a happy dream
From whi ch awak'd, the truth of what we are

Shows us but this: I amsworn brother, sweet,
To grim Necessity; and he and
WI| keep a |league till death. Hi e thee to France,

And cl oi ster thee in sone religious house.
Qur holy lives nmust win a new world' s crown,
VWi ch our profane hours here have thrown down.
QUEEN. What, is ny Richard both in shape and m nd
Transform d and weak' ned? Hat h Bol i ngbroke depos'd
Thine intellect? Hath he been in thy heart?
The lion dying thrusteth forth his paw
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, wth rage
To be o' erpowr'd; and wilt thou, pupil-Ilike,
Take the correction mldly, kiss the rod,
And fawn on rage with base humlity,
Which art a lion and the king of beasts?
KING RI CHARD. A ki ng of beasts, indeed! |f aught but beasts,
| had been still a happy king of nen.
Good sonetinmes queen, prepare thee hence for France.
Think | am dead, and that even here thou takest,
As fromny death-bed, thy last living | eave.
In winter's tedious nights sit by the fire
Wth good old folks, and let themtell thee tales
O woeful ages | ong ago beti d;
And ere thou bid good night, to quit their griefs
Tell thou the | anmentable tale of ne,
And send the hearers weeping to their beds;
For why, the senseless brands will synpathize
The heavy accent of thy noving tongue,
And i n conpassion weep the fire out;
And sone will nmourn in ashes, sone coal - bl ack,
For the deposing of a rightful Kking.

Ent er NORTHUMBERLAND att ended

NORTHUVBERLAND. My lord, the m nd of Bolingbroke is chang' d;
You nust to Ponfret, not unto the Tower.
And, nmadam there is order ta' ' en for you:
Wth all swift speed you nust away to France.
KI NG RI CHARD. Nort hunberl and, thou | adder wherew t hal
The nounti ng Bol i ngbroke ascends ny throne,
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The tinme shall not be many hours of age

More than it is, ere foul sin gathering head

Shal|l break into corruption. Thou shalt think

Though he divide the real mand give thee half

It istoo little, helping himto all;

And he shall think that thou, which knowest the way

To plant unrightful kings, wilt know agai n,

Being ne'er so little urg' d, another way

To pluck himheadl ong fromthe usurped throne.

The | ove of w cked nen converts to fear;

That fear to hate; and hate turns one or both

To wort hy danger and deserved deat h.

NORTHUVBERLAND. My guilt be on ny head, and there an end.

Take | eave, and part; for you nust part forthwth.
KI NG RI CHARD. Doubly divorc'd! Bad nen, you violate

A twofold marriage-'tw xt ny crown and ne,

And then betwi xt nme and ny married w fe.

Let me unkiss the oath '"tw xt thee and ne;

And yet not so, for with a kiss 'twas nade.

Part us, Northunberland; |I towards the north,

Where shivering cold and sickness pines the clineg;

My wife to France, from whence set forth in ponp,

She cane adorned hither |ike sweet My,

Sent back |ike Hall owras or short'st of day.

QUEEN. And nust we be divided? Must we part?

KI NG RI CHARD. Ay, hand from hand, ny |love, and heart from heart.
QUEEN. Bani sh us both, and send the King with ne.
NORTHUVBERLAND. That were sone love, but little policy.

QUEEN. Then whither he goes thither let ne go.

KING RI CHARD. So two, together weepi ng, make one woe.

Weep thou for ne in France, | for thee here;

Better far off than near, be ne'er the near.

Go, count thy way with sighs; | mne with groans.
QUEEN. So | ongest way shall have the | ongest noans.
KING RICHARD. Twice for one step I'll groan, the way being short,

And piece the way out with a heavy heart.

Conme, come, in wooing sorrow let's be brief,

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief.

One kiss shall stop our nouths, and dunbly part;

Thus give | mne, and thus take | thy heart.

QUEEN. G ve ne mne own again; 'twere no good part

To take on ne to keep and kill thy heart.

So, now | have m ne own agai n, be gone.
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That | may strive to kill it with a groan.
KI NG RI CHARD. W nmake woe wanton with this fond del ay.
Once nore, adieu; the rest |et sorrow say.
SCENE 2.
The DUKE OF YORK' s pal ace

Enter the DUKE OF YORK and t he DUCHESS

DUCHESS. My Lord, you told ne you would tell the rest,
When weepi ng made you break the story off,
O our two cousins' comng into London.

YORK. Where did | |eave?

DUCHESS. At that sad stop, ny |ord,

Where rude m sgoverned hands from w ndows' tops
Threw dust and rubbi sh on King Ri chard s head.
YORK. Then, as | said, the Duke, great Boli ngbroke,

Mount ed upon a hot and fiery steed
VWhich his aspiring rider seemid to know,
Wth slow but stately pace kept on his course,

Wil st all tongues cried ' God save thee, Bolingbroke!

You woul d have thought the very w ndows spake,

So many greedy | ooks of young and old

Through casenents darted their desiring eyes

Upon his visage; and that all the walls

Wth painted i nagery had said at once

*Jesu preserve thee! Wl cone, Bolingbroke!®

Wil st he, fromthe one side to the other turning,

Bar eheaded, | ower than his proud steed' s neck,

Bespake themthus, 'I thank you, countrynen.'

And thus still doing, thus he pass'd al ong.
DUCHESS. Al ack, poor Richard! where rode he the whilst?
YORK. As in a theatre the eyes of nen

After a well-grac'd actor |eaves the stage

Are idly bent on himthat enters next,

Thinking his prattle to be tedious;

Even so, or with nmuch nore contenpt, nen's eyes

Exeunt

Did scow on gentle R chard; no man cried ' God save hinl'

No joyful tongue gave himhis wel cone hong;

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head;

VWhi ch with such gentle sorrow he shook off,

H s face still conmbating with tears and sm | es,
The badges of his grief and patience,

That had not God, for sonme strong purpose, steel'd
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The hearts of nen, they nust perforce have nelted,
And barbarismitself have pitied him
But heaven hath a hand in these events,
To whose high will we bound our cal mcontents.
To Bol i ngbroke are we sworn subj ects now,
Whose state and honour | for aye all ow.
DUCHESS. Here cones ny son Aunerl e.
YORK. Aunerle that was
But that is lost for being Richard s friend,
And madam you nust call hi m Rudand now.
| amin Parlianent pledge for his truth
And lasting fealty to the new nmade Kking.

Ent er AUVERLE

DUCHESS. Wl conme, ny son. Who are the violets now
That strew the green |lap of the new cone spring?
AUVERLE. Madam | know not, nor | greatly care not.
God knows | had as lief be none as one.
YORK. Well, bear you well in this new spring of tine,
Lest you be cropp'd before you cone to prine.
VWhat news from Oxford? Do these justs and triunphs hol d?
AUMVERLE. For aught | know, ny lord, they do.
YORK. You will be there, | know.
AUVERLE. |f God prevent not, | purpose so.
YORK. What seal is that that w thout thy bosonf
Yea, |ook'st thou pale? Let ne see the witing.
AUVERLE. My lord, 'tis nothing.
YORK. No matter, then, who see it.
| will be satisfied; let ne see the witing.
AUMVERLE. | do beseech your Grace to pardon ne;
It is a matter of small consequence
Whi ch for some reasons | would not have seen.
YORK. Which for sone reasons, sir, | nmean to see.
| fear, | fear-
DUCHESS. What shoul d you fear?
"Tis nothing but sone bond that he is ent'red into
For gay apparel 'gainst the triunph-day.
YORK. Bound to hinself! What doth he with a bond
That he is bound to? Wfe, thou art a fool.
Boy, let ne see the witing.
AUMVERLE. | do beseech you, pardon nme; | may not showit.
YORK. | will be satisfied; let ne see it, | say.
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[He plucks it out of his bosom and reads it]
Treason, foul treason! Villain! traitor! sl ave!
DUCHESS. What is the matter, ny |ord?
YORK. Ho! who is within there?

Enter a servant

Saddl e ny horse.
God for his nercy, what treachery is here!
DUCHESS. Wy, York, what is it, ny lord?
YORK. G ve ne ny boots, | say; saddle ny horse.
Exit servant
Now, by m ne honour, by ny life, ny troth,
| wll appeach the villain.
DUCHESS. What is the matter?
YORK. Peace, foolish wonman.
DUCHESS. | will not peace. What is the matter, Aunerle?
AUVERLE. Good not her, be content; it is no nore
Than ny poor |ife nust answer.
DUCHESS. Thy life answer!
YORK. Bring me ny boots. | will unto the King.

H's man enters with his boots

DUCHESS. Strike him Aunerle. Poor boy, thou art amaz'd.
Hence, villain! never nore conme in ny sight.
YORK. G ve ne ny boots, | say.
DUCHESS. Wy, York, what wilt thou do?
WIlt thou not hide the trespass of thine own?
Have we nore sons? or are we |ike to have?
s not ny teem ng date drunk up with tine?
And wilt thou pluck ny fair son from m ne age
And rob ne of a happy nother's nane?
Is he not like thee? Is he not thine own?
YORK. Thou fond nmad woman,
WIlt thou conceal this dark conspiracy?
A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacranent,
And i nterchangeably set down their hands
To kill the King at Oxford.
DUCHESS. He shall be none;
W'l |l keep himhere. Then what is that to hinf
YORK. Away, fond wonan! were he twenty tinmes nmy son
| woul d appeach him
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DUCHESS. Hadst thou groan'd for him
As | have done, thou woul dst be nore pitiful.
But now I know thy m nd: thou dost suspect
That | have been disloyal to thy bed
And that he is a bastard, not thy son.
Sweet York, sweet husband, be not of that m nd.
He is as |like thee as a nman may be
Not like to ne, or any of ny kin,
And yet | love him
YORK. Make way, unruly wonan! Exi t
DUCHESS. After, Aunerle! Munt thee upon his horse;
Spur post, and get before himto the King,
And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee.
"Il not be |ong behind; though I be old,
| doubt not but to ride as fast as York;

And never will | rise up fromthe ground
Till Bolingbroke have pardon'd thee. Away, be gone.
Exeunt
SCENE 3.

W ndsor Castle
Ent er BOLI NGBROKE as King, PERCY, and ot her LORDS

BOLI NGBROKE. Can no man tell nme of nmy unthrifty son?
"Tis full three nonths since | did see himlast.
| f any plague hang over us, 'tis he.
| would to God, ny lords, he m ght be found.
| nqui re at London, 'nobngst the taverns there,
For there, they say, he daily doth frequent
Wth unrestrai ned | oose conpani ons,
Even such, they say, as stand in narrow | anes
And beat our watch and rob our passengers,
Wi ch he, young wanton and effem nate boy,
Takes on the point of honour to support
So dissolute a crew
PERCY. My lord, sone two days since | saw the Prince,
And told himof those triunphs held at Oxford.
BOLI NGBROKE. And what said the gallant?
PERCY. H s answer was, he would unto the stews,
And fromthe comon' st creature pluck a gl ove
And wear it as a favour; and with that
He woul d unhorse the |ustiest chall enger.
BOLI NGBROKE. As di ssol ute as desperate; yet through both
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| see sone sparks of better hope, which el der years
May happily bring forth. But who cones here?

Ent er AUMERLE anmzed

AUVERLE. Were is the King?
BOLI NGBROKE. What neans our cousin that he stares and | ooks
So wildly?
AUMERLE. God save your Grace! | do beseech your Mjesty,
To have sone conference with your G ace al one.
BOLI NGBROKE. Wt hdraw yoursel ves, and | eave us here al one.
Exeunt PERCY and LORDS
What is the matter wth our cousin now?
AUVERLE. For ever may ny knees grow to the earth,
[ Kneel s]
My tongue cleave to ny roof within nmy nouth,
Unl ess a pardon ere | rise or speak.
BOLI NGBRCKE. I ntended or conmtted was this fault?
If on the first, how heinous e er it be,
To win thy after-love | pardon thee.
AUMVERLE. Then give ne leave that | nmay turn the key,
That no man enter till ny tale be done.
BOLI NGBRCKE. Have thy desire.
[ The DUKE OF YORK knocks at the door and crieth]
YORK. [Wthin] My liege, beware; |ook to thyself;
Thou hast a traitor in thy presence there.
BOLI NGBRCKE. [Drawi ng] Villain, 1'll make thee safe.
AUMVERLE. Stay thy revengeful hand; thou hast no cause to fear.
YORK. [Wthin] Open the door, secure, fool hardy King.

Shall I, for |ove, speak treason to thy face?
Open the door, or I will break it open.
Enter YORK

BOLI NGBROKE. What is the matter, uncle? Speak;
Recover breath; tell us how near is danger,
That we may armus to encounter it.

YORK. Peruse this witing here, and thou shalt know
The treason that ny haste forbids ne show.

AUVERLE. Renenber, as thou read'st, thy prom se pass'd.
| do repent ne; read not ny nane there;
My heart is not confederate with ny hand.

YORK. It was, villain, ere thy hand did set it down.
| tore it fromthe traitor's bosom King;
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Fear, and not | ove, begets his penitence.

Forget to pity him lest thy pity prove

A serpent that will sting thee to the heart.

BOLI NGBRCKE. O hei nous, strong, and bol d conspiracy!

O loyal father of a treacherous son!

Thou sheer, immacul ate, and silver fountain,

From whence this streamthrough nuddy passages

Hath held his current and defil'd hinself!

Thy overfl ow of good converts to bad;

And t hy abundant goodness shall excuse

This deadly blot in thy digressing son.

YORK. So shall nmy virtue be his vice's bawd;

And he shall spend m ne honour with his shane,

As thriftless sons their scraping fathers' gold.

M ne honour |ives when his di shonour dies,

O ny shamid life in his dishonour lies.

Thou kill'st me in his life; giving himbreath,

The traitor lives, the true man's put to death.
DUCHESS. [Wthin] |I What ho, ny liege, for God s sake, let ne in.
BOLI NGBROKE. What shrill-voic'd suppliant nmakes this eager cry?
DUCHESS. [Wthin] A woman, and thine aunt, great King; 'tis I.

Speak with nme, pity ne, open the door.

A beggar begs that never begg' d before.

BOLI NGBROKE. Qur scene is alt'red froma serious thing,

And now chang'd to ' The Beggar and the King.'

My dangerous cousin, |et your nother in.

| know she is conme to pray for your foul sin.

YORK. If thou do pardon whosoever pray,

More sins for this forgiveness prosper nay.

This fest'red joint cut off, the rest rest sound;

This et alone will all the rest confound.

Ent er DUCHESS

DUCHESS. O King, believe not this hard-hearted man!

Love loving not itself, none other can.
YORK. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou make here?

Shall thy old dugs once nore a traitor rear?
DUCHESS. Sweet York, be patient. Hear ne, gentle |liege.

[ Kneel s]

BOLI NGBRCKE. Ri se up, good aunt.
DUCHESS. Not yet, | thee beseech.

For ever wll | wal k upon ny knees,
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And never see day that the happy sees

Till thou give joy; until thou bid ne joy

By pardoni ng Rutland, ny transgressing boy.
AUVERLE. Unto ny nother's prayers | bend ny knee.

[ Kneel s]
YORK. Agai nst themboth, ny true joints bended be.
[ Kneel s]

Il mayst thou thrive, if thou grant any grace!
DUCHESS. Pl eads he in earnest? Look upon his face;

Hi s eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest;

H s words cone fromhis nouth, ours from our breast.

He prays but faintly and woul d be deni ed;

W pray with heart and soul, and all beside.

Hs weary joints would gladly rise, | know,

Qur knees still kneel till to the ground they grow.

Hi s prayers are full of fal se hypocrisy;

Qurs of true zeal and deep integrity.

Qur prayers do out-pray his; then | et them have

That nercy which true prayer ought to have.

BOLI NGBRCKE. Good aunt, stand up.
DUCHESS. do not say 'stand up';

Say 'pardon' first, and afterwards 'stand up.'

An if | were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach,

' Pardon’ should be the first word of thy speech.

| never long'd to hear a word till now,

Say 'pardon,' King; let pity teach thee how.

The word is short, but not so short as sweet;

No word |i ke 'pardon' for kings' nouths so neet.
YORK. Speak it in French, King, say 'pardonne noy.'
DUCHESS. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy?

Ah, ny sour husband, ny hard-hearted |ord,

That sets the word itself against the word!

Speak 'pardon' as 'tis current in our |and,

The choppi ng French we do not under st and.

Thi ne eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there;

O in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear,

That hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce,

Pity may nove thee 'pardon' to rehearse.

BOLI NGBRCKE. Good aunt, stand up.
DUCHESS. | do not sue to stand;

Pardon is all the suit | have in hand.

BOLI NGBRCKE. | pardon him as God shall pardon ne.
DUCHESS. O happy vantage of a kneeling knee!
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Yet am| sick for fear. Speak it again.
Twi ce saying 'pardon’ doth not pardon twain,
But makes one pardon strong.
BOLI NGBROKE. Wth all ny heart
| pardon him
DUCHESS. A god on earth thou art.
BOLI NGBROKE. But for our trusty brother-in-law and the Abbot,
Wth all the rest of that consorted crew,
Destruction straight shall dog themat the heels.
Good uncle, help to order several powers
To Oxford, or where'er these traitors are.
They shall not live within this world, | swear,
But I will have them if I once know where.
Uncle, farewell; and, cousin, adieu;
Your nother well hath pray'd, and prove you true.
DUCHESS. Cone, ny old son; | pray God nmake thee new. Exeunt
SCENE 4.
W ndsor Castle

Enter SIR Pl ERCE OF EXTON and a servant

EXTON. Didst thou not mark the King, what words he spake?
‘Have | no friend will rid ne of this living fear?
Was it not so?
SERVANT. These were his very words.
EXTON. "Have | no friend? quoth he. He spake it tw ce
And urg'd it twice together, did he not?
SERVANT. He did.
EXTON. And, speaking it, he wishtly | ook'd on ne,
As who should say 'I would thou wert the nman
That woul d divorce this terror fromny heart';
Meaning the King at Ponfret. Cone, let's go.
| amthe King's friend, and wll rid his foe. Exeunt
SCENE 5.
Ponfret Castle. The dungeon of the Castle

Enter KI NG R CHARD

KING RI CHARD. | have been studying how | nmay conpare
This prison where | live unto the world
And, for because the world is popul ous
And here is not a creature but nyself,
| cannot do it. Yet I'll hanmmer it out.
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My brain I'Il prove the female to ny soul,
My soul the father; and these two beget
A generation of still-breeding thoughts,

And these sane thoughts people this little world,
In hunours |ike the people of this world,

For no thought is contented. The better sort,
As thoughts of things divine, are intermx'd
Wth scruples, and do set the word itself

Agai nst the word,

As thus: '"Cone, little ones'; and then again,
‘It is as hard to cone as for a canel

To thread the postern of a small needle's eye.'
Thoughts tending to anbition, they do plot

Unli kely wonders: how these vain weak nails
May tear a passage through the flinty ribs

O this hard world, ny ragged prison walls;
And, for they cannot, die in their own pride.
Thoughts tending to content flatter thensel ves
That they are not the first of fortune's sl aves,
Nor shall not be the last; like silly beggars
Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shane,
That many have and others nust sit there;

And in this thought they find a kind of ease,
Bearing their own m sfortunes on the back

O such as have before endur'd the |ike.

Thus play | in one person many peopl e,

And none contented. Sonetines am | Kking;

Then treasons nmake ne wi sh nyself a beggar,

And so | am Then crushi ng penury

Persuades nme | was better when a Kking;

Then am | king' d again; and by and by

Think that | am unking' d by Bol i ngbroke,

And straight am nothing. But whate'er | be,

Nor |, nor any nman that but man is,
Wth nothing shall be pleas'd till he be eas'd
Wt h bei ng nothing. [ The music pl ays]

Music do | hear?

Ha, ha! keep tine. How sour sweet nusic is
When tinme is broke and no proportion kept!

Sois it in the nmusic of nmen's lives.

And here have | the daintiness of ear

To check tine broke in a disorder'd string;
But, for the concord of ny state and tine,
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Had not an ear to hear ny true tine broke.

| wasted tine, and now doth tinme waste ne;

For now hath tine nade ne his nunb'ring cl ock:

My thoughts are mnutes; and with sighs they jar
Their watches on unto m ne eyes, the outward watch,
Whereto ny finger, like a dial's point,

s pointing still, in cleansing themfromtears.
Now sir, the sound that tells what hour it is

Are cl anorous groans which strike upon ny heart,
VWhich is the bell. So sighs, and tears, and groans,
Show m nutes, tines, and hours; but ny tine

Runs posting on in Bolingbroke's proud joy,

While | stand fooling here, his Jack of the clock.
This music mads ne. Let it sound no nore;

For though it have holp nadnen to their wts,

In me it seens it wll nmake w se nen nad.

Yet blessing on his heart that gives it ne!

For '"tis a sign of love; and love to Richard

| s a strange brooch in this all-hating world.

Enter a GROOM of the stable

GROOM Hail, royal Prince!
KI NG RI CHARD. Thanks, nobl e peer!
The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear.
What art thou? and how conest thou hither,
Where no man never cones but that sad dog
That brings nme food to nake mi sfortune live?
GROOM | was a poor groomof thy stable, King,
When thou wert king; who, travelling towards York,
Wth nuch ado at | ength have gotten | eave
To | ook upon ny sonetines royal master's face.
O howit ern'd ny heart, when |I beheld,
I n London streets, that coronation-day,
When Bol i ngbroke rode on roan Barbary-
That horse that thou so often hast bestrid,
That horse that | so carefully have dress'd!
KI NG RI CHARD. Rode he on Barbary? Tell ne, gentle friend,
How went he under hinf
GROOM So proudly as if he disdain' d the ground.
KI NG RI CHARD. So proud that Bolingbroke was on his back!
That jade hath eat bread fromny royal hand;
This hand hath made him proud with clapping him
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Wul d he not stunble? would he not fall down,

Since pride nmust have a fall, and break the neck

O that proud man that did usurp his back?

For gi veness, horse! Wiy do | rail on thee,

Since thou, created to be aw d by nan,

Wast born to bear? | was not nade a horse;

And yet | bear a burden |ike an ass,

Spurr'd, gall'd, and tir'd, by jauncing Bolingbroke.

Enter KEEPER w t h neat

KEEPER. Fel |l ow, give place; here is no | onger stay.
KING RICHARD. If thou love ne, 'tis tinme thou wert away.
GROOM ny tongue dares not, that ny heart shall say.
Exi t
KEEPER. My lord, will't please you to fall to?
KING RICHARD. Taste of it first as thou art wont to do.
KEEPER. My lord, | dare not. Sir Pierce of Exton,
Who lately canme fromthe King, commands the contrary.
KING RI CHARD. The devil take Henry of Lancaster and thee!
Patience is stale, and I amweary of it.
[ Beats t he KEEPER]
KEEPER. Hel p, hel p, hel p!
The nmurderers, EXTON and servants, rush in, arned
KI NG RI CHARD. How now What neans death in this rude assault?
Villain, thy own hand yields thy death's instrunent.
[ Snat chi ng a weapon and killing one]
Go thou and fill another roomin hell.
[He kills another, then EXTON strikes hi m down]
That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire
That staggers thus ny person. Exton, thy fierce hand
Hath with the King's blood stain'd the King's own | and.
Mount, nount, my soul! thy seat is up on high;
Wil st nmy gross flesh sinks downward, here to die.

[ Di es]

EXTON. As full of valour as of royal bl ood.

Both have | spill'd. O would the deed were good!

For now the devil, that told nme | did well,

Says that this deed is chronicled in hell.

This dead King to the living King I'l| bear.

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. Exeunt

SCENE 6.

W ndsor Castl e
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FIl ouri sh. Enter BOLI NGBROKE, the DUKE OF YORK, W th
ot her LORDS and attendants

BOLI NGBROKE. Ki nd uncle York, the | atest news we hear
s that the rebels have consunid with fire
Qur town of Ciceter in doucestershire;
But whether they be ta' en or slain we hear not.

Ent er NORTHUVMBERLAND

Wel cone, ny lord. What is the news?
NORTHUVMBERLAND. First, to thy sacred state wish I all happiness.
The next news is, | have to London sent
The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent.
The manner of their taking may appear
At |arge discoursed in this paper here.
BOLI NGBROKE. W thank thee, gentle Percy, for thy pains;
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains.

Enter FlI TZWATER

FI TZWATER. My lord, | have from Oxford sent to London
The heads of Brocas and Sir Bennet Seely;
Two of the dangerous consorted traitors
That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrow.

BOLI NGBROKE. Thy pains, Fitzwater, shall not be forgot;
Right noble is thy nerit, well | wot.

Enter PERCY, Wth the Bl SHOP OF CARLI SLE

PERCY. The grand conspirator, Abbot of Wstm nster,
Wth clog of conscience and sour nel ancholy,
Hat h yi el ded up his body to the grave;
But here is Carlisle living, to abide
Thy kingly doom and sentence of his pride.

BOLI NGBRCKE. Carlisle, this is your doom
Choose out sone secret place, sone reverend room
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life;
So as thou liv'st in peace, die free fromstrife;
For though m ne eneny thou hast ever been,
Hi gh sparks of honour in thee have | seen.
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Enter EXTON, with attendants, hearing a coffin

EXTON. G eat King, within this coffin | present
Thy buried fear. Herein all breathless lies
The mi ghtiest of thy greatest enem es,
Ri chard of Bordeaux, by ne hither brought.
BOLI NGBROKE. Exton, | thank thee not; for thou hast w ought
A deed of slander with thy fatal hand
Upon ny head and all this fanous | and.
EXTON. From your own nouth, ny lord, did | this deed.
BOLI NGBROKE. They | ove not poi son that do poi son need,
Nor do | thee. Though | did wi sh him dead,
| hate the nurderer, |ove himnurdered.
The guilt of conscience take thou for thy |abour,
But neither ny good word nor princely favour;
Wth Cain go wander thorough shades of night,
And never show thy head by day nor |ight.
Lords, | protest nmy soul is full of woe
That bl ood should sprinkle nme to make ne grow.
Come, nmourn with nme for what | do | anent,
And put on sullen black incontinent.
"Il nmake a voyage to the Holy Land,
To wash this blood off fromny guilty hand.
March sadly after; grace ny nournings here
In weeping after this untinely bier. Exeunt

.2 Renascence Editions
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