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Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle: — come, my lords, away s
A while to work, and, after, holiday. [ Exeunt,

SCHENE II
Changes to the Coafls of Wales.

Flourifb : Drums, and Trumpets.

Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Bifbop of Carlifle, and Soldiers, __

K. Rich. ARKLOUGHLY caftle call you this at hand?

: Awum. Yea, my good lord : how brooks your grace
the air,

After your tofling on the breaking feas?

K. Rich. Needs muft I like it well ; I weep for joy
To ftand upon my kingdom once again. —
Dear earth, I do falute thee with my hand,
Though rebels wound thee with their horfes’ hoofs :
As a long-parted mother with her child
Plays fondly with her tears, and {miles in meeting ;
So, weeping, {miling, greet I thee, my earth,
And do thee favour with my royal hands.
Feed not thy {fovereign’s foe, my gentle earth,
Nor with thy {weets comfort his rav’nous fenfe :
But let thy {piders that fuck up thy venom,
And heavy-gaited toads, lie in his way,
Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet
Which with ufurping fteps do trample thee.
Yield ftinging nettles to mine enemies :
And when they from thy bofom pluck a flower,
Guard it, I pr'ythee, with a lurking adder;
Whofe double tongue may with a mortal touch
Throw death upon thy fovereign’s enemies. —
Mock not my fenfelefs conjuration, lords;

This earth fhall have a fecling, and thefe ftones

Prove




