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Who gently would diffolve the bands of life,

Which falfe hopes linger, in extremity.

SEGENE VII.
Ewnter York,

Green. Here comes the duke of Yor2.
ueen. With figns of war about his aged neck ;

O, full of careful bufinefs are his looks. —
Uncle, for heav’n’s fake, comfortable words.

York. Should I do fo, I fhould belie my thoughts;
Comfort’s in heav’n, and we are on the earth,
Where nothing lives but crofies, care, and grief.
Your hufband he is gone to fave far off,
Whilft others come to make him lofe at home.
Here am I left to underprop his land ;
Who, weak with age, cannot {upport myfelf.
Now comes the fick hour after furfeit made;
Now fhall he try his friends that flatter’d him.

Enter a Servant.

Serv. My lord, your fon was gone before I came.
York. He was? — why, {o; go all which way it will!
The nobles they are fled, the commons cold,
And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s fide.
Get thee to Plafbie, to my fifter Glo’fler ;
Bid her fend prefently a thoufand pound:
Hold, take my ring.
Serv. My lord, I had forgot
To tell, to-day I came by, and call’d there,
But I fhall grieve you to report the reft,
York. What is’t ? ‘
Serv. An hour before I came, the dutchefs dy’d.
York. Heav'n for his mercy | what a tide of woes
Comes rufhing on this woful land at once !
I know not what to do: I would to heav’n,




