212 KING RICHARD IL

And, for our coffers with too great a court

And liberal largefs are grown fomewhat light,

We are enforc’d to farm our royal realms

'The revenue whereof fhall furnith us

For our affairs in hand : if they came fhort,

Our {ubftitutes at home fhall have blank charters :
Whereto, when they fhall know what men are rich,
They fhall fubfcribe them for large fums of gold,
And fend them after to fupply our wants ;

For we will make for freland prefently.

Enter Buthy.

K. Rich. What news ?

Bufhy.  Old Fohn of Gaunt is fick, my lord,
Suddenly taken, and hath fent poft hafte
T” entreat your majefty to vifit him.

K. Rich. Where lies he?

Bufby. At Ely-houfe.

K. Rich. Now put it, heav’n, in his phyfician’s mind,
To help him to his grave immediately !
The lining of his coffers thall make coats
To deck our {oldiers for thefe Irifb wars, —
Come, gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him :
Pray heav’n, we may make hafte, and come too late ! [ Exeunt,

A E 1L SCENE I
Ely-Houfe.
Enter Gaunt fick, with the Duke of York.

Gaunr.

ILL the king come, that I may breathe my laft
In wholefome counfel to his unftay’d youth ?

York., Vex not yourfelf, and flrive not with your breath ;
‘ For




