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But by bad courfes may be underftood,
That their events can never fall out good. [ Exit.
K. Rich. Go, Bufby, to the earl of #iltfbire ftraight ;

Bid him repair to us to Ely-houfe,

To fee this bufinefs done: to-morrow next

We will for Ireland ; and ’tis time I trow :

And we create, in abfence of ourfelf,

Our uncle Yor# lord-governor of England

For he is juft, and always lov’d us well. — :

Come on, our queen, to-morrow muft we part;

Be merry, for our time of ftay is fhort. [ fourifh.
[ Exeunt King, Queen, &c,

SC EN:E IV

Manent Northumberland, ‘Willoughby, and Rofs.
North. Well, lords, the duke of Lancaffer is dead.

Rofs. And living too, for now his fon is duke.

Willo. Barely in title, not in revenue.

WNorth. Richly in both, if juftice had her right.

Rofs. My heart is great; but it muft break with filence,
Ere’t be difburden’d with a lib’ral tongue.

North. Nay, {peak thy mind; and let him ne’er {peak more
That {peaks thy words again to do thee harm! :

Willo. Tends what you'd {peak, to th’ duke of Hereford?
If it be fo, out with it boldly, man: :
Quick is mine ear to hear of good towards him.

Rofs. No good at all that I can do for him;

Unlefs you call it good to pity him,
Bereft and gelded of his patrimony. ,

North. Now, afore heav’n, it’s thame fuch wrongs are born
In him a royal prince, and many more
Of noble blood in this declining land :

The king is not himfelf, but bafely led
By flatterers ; and what they will inform

Merely in hate’gainft any of us all,
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