232 KING RICHARD II

The king repofeth all his truft in thee,
Cap. "Tis thought, the king is dead : we will not ftay.

The bay-trees in our country are all wither’d,

And meteors fright the fixed ftars of heav'n;

The pale-fac’d moon looks bloody on the earth ;

And lean-look’d prophets whifper fearful change ;

Rich men look fad, and rufhians dance and leap ;

The one in fear to lofe what they enjoy,

The other hope t’ enjoy by rage and war :

‘Thefe boding figns forerun the death of kings.

Farewel ; our countrymen are gone and fled,

As well affur’d, Richard their king is dead. [ Exit,
Sal. Ah, Richard, ah! with eyes of heavy mind

I fee thy glory, like a fhooting ftar,

Fall to the bafe.earth from the firmament

Thy fun fets weeping in the lowly weft,

Witnefling {torms to come, wo, and unreft:

Thy friends are fled to wait upon thy foes ;

And crofsly to thy good all fortune goes. [ Exsr.

A G JIT SCENE I
Bolingbroke’s Camp.

LEnter Bolingbroke, York, Northumberland, Rofs, Percy,
Willoughby, wizh Buthy and Green Prifoners.

BoriNneBRroOKE.

RING forth thefe men. —

Bufby, and Green, T will not vex your {fouls
(Since prefently your fouls muft part your bodies)
With too much urging your pernicious lives ;

For 'twere no charity : yet, to wath your blood
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