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The third Part of Henry the Sixe,
with the death of the Duke of
Y ORKE.

e laram.
Enter f)[amt‘zgenet,gdwm‘d ,Richard,Norfolke, Monins -
ague, warwicke, and Senldiers.

Wwarwicke, :
f’@ gg.‘ﬁ:’ondcr how the E}’ i’ng efcap’daour hz’gd;%?
Facif ko P/.While we purfu’d the Horfmen of  Notth,
é@g He {lyly ftole away,and left his men:

N W hereat the great Lord of Northumberland,
Whofe Warlike eares could neuer brooke retreat,
Chear’d vp the drouping Army,and himfelfe,

Lotd Clifford and Lord Stafford all a-breft
Charg’d our maine Bartailes Front: and breaking in,
Were by the Swords of common Souldiers {laine.
Edw. Lord Staffords Father, Duke of Buckingham,
Is either flaine or wounded dangerous.
I cleft his Beauer with a down-right blow :
That thisis true (Facher) behold his blood,
Mount. And Brother here’s the Earle of Wiltfhires
Whom I encounired as the Battels ioyn’d, (biood,
Rich, Speake tnoufor me,and tell them what I did.
Plan, Richard hath béft deferu'd of all my fonpes
Butis your Grace dead, my Lord of Somerfer 2
Nor, Suchhope haue ali che line of Zobn of Gannt,
Rich. Thus do Ihopete fhake King Henries head,
Warw. And {odoe I,viCtorious Prince of Yorke,
Before 1 fce thee feated in that Throne,
Which now the Houfe of Lancafter viurpes,
I vow by Heauen,thefle eyes thall neuer clofe.,
This is the Pallace of the fearefull King,
And this the Regall Seat : poffefle it Zorke,
For this is thine, and not King Hewries Heires,
Plant. At me then,fweer warwick , and I will,
For hither we haue broken in by force.
Norf. Wee'leall aflit you: he thart fiyes,fhall dye:
Plant. Thankes gentle Norfolke, ftay by me my Lords,
And Souldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night.
) They goe vp.
warw. And whenthe King comes, offer him no violence,
Vnleffe he fecke to thruft you out perforce.
Plant The Queene this day here holds her Parliament,
But lictle chinkes we (hali be of her counfaile,
By words or blowes here lec vs winne our right.
Rich. Atm’d as weare,let’s (fay withinthis Houfe,
warw. The bloody Parliament thall this be call’'d,
Vnleffe Plantagenet,Duke of Yorke,be King,
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And bathfull Hesmry depos’d,whole Cowardize
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies.
Plant. Then leave menot,my Lords berefolute,
I'meane totake pofleflion of my Right.
warw. Neither the King nor he that loues him bell,
The prowdeft hee that holds vp Lancafer,
Dares ftirre a Wing,it #7arwick_{hake his Bells.
He plant Plantagenet, root him vp -vho dares:
Refolue thee Richard, clayme the Englifh Crowne.

Flowrifl. Enter King Henry,C !fjﬁ?‘ﬁ' | Northumberjand,
weftmerland, Exeter, and the veff.

Henry, My Lords,Jooke where the fturdie Rebell fits,
Euen in the Chayre of State : belike he meanes,
Backe by the power of Warwicke, that falfe Peere,
To a‘fpi;:c virro the Crowne,and reigne as King,
Earle of Norchumberland, he flew thy Father,
And thine,Lord (Vifford.& youbotli have vow’'d reuenge
On him,his {onnes, his fauorites,and his friends.
Northemb, 1f 1be not,Heauens be reneng’d on me,
Clifford. The hopethereof, makes-Clifford mousne in
Steele,
weftm. Waat,(hall we fuffer this? lets pluck him down,
My heart for anger burnes, I cannot brooke it.
Henry. Be patient,gentle Earle of Weftmerland,
Clifford. Patienceis for Poultroones,fuch as he;
He du:ft not fit there,had your Father liv'd,
My grasious Lérd Here in the Patliament -
Lec vs affayle the Family of Zorke.
North Well haft thou fpoken,Coufin be it {o.
Henry, Ahknow you not the Citie fauours them,
And they haue troupes of Souldiers attheir beck 2
#eftm. Bur when the Duke is {laine, they’le quickly
flye.
Henry, Farre be the thoughe of this from Henries heart, P
To makea Shambles of the Parliament Houfe,
Coufin of Exeter, frownes,words,and threats,
Shall be the Warre that Hewry meanes to vie.
Thou factious Duke of Yorke defcend my Throne,
And kneele for grace and mercie at my feet,
I am thy Soucraigne,
Yorke. 1am thine.
Exer, Forfhame come downe,henadethee Duke of
Yorke, ;
Yorke. It was my Inheritance,as the Earledome was,
Exer. Thy
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Exet. Thy Father was a Traytor to the Crowne.

Warw.Exeter thou art a Traytor to the Crowne,

In following this vlurping Henry.

(lifford. Whom fhould hee follow, but his naturall

King ?

P%’urw. True (Vifford,that’s Richard Duke of Yorke,
Henry. And fhall I Rand,and thou fitin my Throne ?
Yorke. 1t muftand {hall be fo,content thy felfes
warw. Be Duke of Lancafter,lec him be King.
#eftm. Heis both King,and Duke of Lancalter,

And that the Lord of Wellmerland fhall maintaine.
Warw. And Warwick fhall difproue it. You forget,

That we are thofe which chas’d you from the field,

And {lew your Fathers,and with Colours {pread

Marcht through the Citie to the Pallace Gates,

Northumb. Y es warwicke,I remember it to my griefe,

And by his Soule,thou and thy Houfe thall sue i,
weftm. Plantagenet,of thee and thefe thy Sonnes,

Thy Kin{men,and thy Friends,Ilc haue more liues

Thendrops of bloud were in my Fathers Veines.

(lff. Vrgeitno more,left thatin fead of words,

I {end thee,arwicke, {uch a Meflenger,

As fhall reuenge his death, beforc I ftirre.
warw. Poore Clifford, how I {corne his worthlefle

Threats.

Plant. Will you we fhew our Title to the Crowne ?

If not,our Swozds fhall pleade it in the field.

Hemry, What Title haft chou Traytor to the Crowne?

My Father was as thou art,Duke of Yorke,

Thy Grandfather Roger Adortimer Earle of March.

I am the Sonne of Henry the Fift,

Who made the Dolphin and the French to ftoupe,

And feiz’d vpon their Townes and Prouinces,
warw. Talkenot of France,fith thou haft loft it all,
Henry. The Lord Prote&orloft it,and not 1 :

When I was crown’d,I was but nine moneths old,

Rich. Youare old enough now,

And yet me thinkes you loofe:

Father teare the Crowne from the V{urpers Head.
Edward. Sweet Father doe fo,fet it on your Head:
Mount. GoodBrother,

Astliou lou'ftand honoreft Armes,

Let’s fight it out,and nat fland cauilling thus,

Richard. Sound Drummes and Trumpets, and the
King will fiye.
Plant. Sonnes peace.

- Henry. Peace thou, and giue King Henry leaue to
cake.

J warw, Plantagenet {hal fpeake firt: Heare him Lords,

And be you (ilent and atrentiue too,

For he that intetrupts him, thall not live.

Hen. Think't thou,that I will leaue my Kingly Throne,

Wherein my Grandfire and my Father fac?

No:firft (hall Warre vopeople this my Realme;

I,and their Colours often borne in France,

And now in England,to our hearts great forrow,

Shall be my Winding-fheet. Why faint you Lords 2

My Title’s good,and better farre then his,

Warw, Proue it Hesry,and thou fhalt be King.

Hen. Henry the Fourth by £onqueft got the Crowne.
Plam, *Twas by Rebellion againft his King.

Henry, 1know not what to {ay,my Titles weake:

Tell me,may not a King adoptan Heire 2
Plans, What then 2
Henry. Andif he may,then am I lawfull King :

For Richard,in the view of many Lords,
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| Refign'd the Crowne to Henry the Fourth,

Whofe Heire my Father was,and I am his,

Plant. He rofeagainft him,being his Soueraigne,
And made him to refigne his Crowne perforce.

Warw. Suppofe,my Lords,he did it voconftrayn’d,
Thinke you twere preiudiciall to his Crowne ?

Exet. No: for he could not fo refigne his Crowne

But that the next Hzire fhould fucceed and reigne, :
Henry. Artthou againft vs,Duke of Exeter ?

Exet. Hisistheright,and therefore pardonme.

Plant. W hy whifper you,my Lords,and anfwer not ?

Exet. My Confcience tells me he is lawfull Kine.

Henry. All will reuolt from me,and turne to hf?n.

Northumb. Plantagenet for all the Clayme thoy lay’ft
Thinke not,that Henry fhall be fo depos’d. g

warw. Depos’d he (hall be,in defpight of all,

Northumb. Thou art deceiv’d :

*Tis not thy Southerne power

Of Effex Notfolke,Suffolke,nor of Kent,

Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and prowd,

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me,

Cliffords King Henry,be thy Title right or wrong,
Lord C/ifford vowes to fight in thy defence : z
May that ground gape,and fwallow mealjue,

Where I fhall kneele to him that {lew my Father.
Henry. Oh Clifford,how thy words reuiue my heart,
Plant. Henry of Lancaﬂcr,reﬁgnc thy Crowne:

What mutter you,or what confpire you Lords?
warw. Doeright vnto this Princely Duke of Yoike,

Or I will fill the Houfe with armed men,

And ouer the Chayre of State,where now he fits,

Write vp his Title with v{urping bload,

He fLampes with bis foot ,and the Souldiers
Shew themfelsies.

Henry. My Lotd of Warwick,heare but one word,

. Letme for this my life time reigne as King,

Plart Confirme the Crowne to me 3nd to mine Heires,
And thou fhale reigne in quiet while thou liv'it,

Henry. 1am coutent: Richard Plantagener
Enioy the Kingdome after chy deceafe.

Clifford. What wrong is this vnto the Prince, your

Sonne 2

warw. What good is this to England,and himfelfe ?

weftm. Bafe fearefull,and defpayring Henry.

Clifford, How haft thou iniuc’d both thy felfe and vs?

weftm. 1 cannot Ray to heare thefe Articles.

Nerthumb. Nor T,

Clifford. Come Coufin, let vs tell the Queene thefe
Newes,

weftms. Farwell faint-hearted and depenerare King,
Inwhofe cold blood no fparke of Honor bides.

Northumb Be thou a prey ynto the Houfe of Torke,
And dye in Bands, for this vamanly deed.

Clff. Indreadfull Warremay’ft thou be ouercome,
Ot liue in peace abandon’d and defpis’d.

Warw. Turne thisway Hesry,and regard them not.

Exeter. They feeke reuenge, and therefore will not

! yeeld. .

Henry, Ah Exeter. !

Warw. Why fhould you figh,my Lord 2

Henry. Not for my felfe Lord wanwick but my Sonne
Whom I vanaturally fhall dif-inherite, :
Butcbe it as it may: I'nere entayle
The Crowneto thee and to thine Heires for euer,
Conditionally, that heere thou take an Oath,
To ceafe this Ciuill Warre : and whil’t 1 liue,







