220 KING RICHARD II
That will the king feverely profecute

’Gainft us, our lives, our children, and our heirs.
Rofs. The commons hath he pill’d with grievous taxes,
And loft their hearts; the nobles hath he fin’d
For ancient quarrels, and quite loft their hearts.
Willo. And daily new exa&ions are devis'd ;
As, blanks, benevolences, I wot not what :
But what, o’ god’s name, doth become of this ?
WNorth. Wars have not wafted it, for warr’d he hath not,
But bafely yielded upon compromife
That which his anceftors atchiev’d with blows :
More hath he {pent in peace, than they in wars.
Rofs. The earl of 7Zilt/bire hath the realm in farm.
Willo. The king’s grown bankrupt, like a broken man.
WNorth., Reproach and diffolution hang o’er him.
Rofs. He hath not money for thefe I7i/b wars,
(His burdenous taxations notwithftanding)
But by the robbing of the banifh’d duke.
WNorth. His noble kinfman — moft degenerate king !
But, lords, we hear this fearful tempeft {ing,
Yet feek no fhelter to avoid the ftorm :
We fee the wind fit {ore upon our fails,
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely perifh.
Rofs. We {ee the very wreck that we muft {uffer;
And unavoidable the danger now,
For fuff’ring fo the caufes of our wreck.
WNorth. Not {fo: ev’n through the hollow eyes of death
I {py life peering ; but I dare not fay
How near the tidings of our comfort are.
Willo. Nay, let us fhare thy thoughts, as thou doft ours.
Rofs. Be confident to {peak, Norzhumberland :
We three are but thyfelf ; and, {peaking {o,
Thy words are but as thoughts ; therefore be bold.
WNorth. Then thus, my friends. I have from port /e blanc,
A bay in Bretagne, had intelligence,
‘That Harry Hereford, Rainald lord Gobbam,
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