222 KING RICHARD 1II.

As my {weet Richard : yet again, methinks,
Some unborn {orrow, ripe in fortune’s womb,
Is coming tow’rd me; and my inward foul
With nothing trembles, yet at {fomething grieves,
More than with parting from my lord the king.
Bufby. Each fubftance of a grief hath twenty fhadows,
Which thow like grief itfelf, but are not fo:
For {orrow’s eye, glazed with blinding tears,
Divides one thing entire,  to many obje&s ;
Like perfpeives, which, rightly gaz’d upon,
Show nothing but confufion ; ey’d awry,
Diftinguith form: fo your {weet majefty
Looking awry upon your lord’s departure,
Finds fhapes of grief, more than himfelf to wail,
Which, look’d on as they are, are nought but thadows
Of what they are not. Gracious queen, then weep not
More than your lord’s departure; more’s not feen :
Or if it be, ’tis with falfe forrow’s eye,
Which for things true, weeps things imaginary. ’
KQueen. It may be fo; but yet my inward {oul
Perfuades me otherwife : howe’er it be,
I cannot but be fad ; moft heavy fad.
Bufby. ’Tis nothing but conceit, my gracious lady.
Queen. *Tis nothing lefs : conceit is fill deriv’d
From fome fore-father grief; mine is not fo,*
But what it is not known ; ’tis namelefs wo.

B e heavy fad.

As though on thinking, on no thought I think,
Makes me with heavy nothing faint and fhrink.
Bufby. *Tis nothing -----

----- mine is not fo,

For nothing hath begot my fomething grief;
Or fomething hath the nothing that I grieve:
*Tis in reverfion that I do poflefs ;

But what it is, that is not yet known, what

I cannot name, ’tis namelefs wo I wot.
Enter. Green =ee--
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