258 KING RICHARD II

O, that I were a mockery king of fnow,

Standing before the {un of Bolingbroke,

To melt mylfelf away in water-drops!®

An if my word be fterling yet in England,

Let it command a mirror hither ftraight,

That it may {how me what a face I have,

Since it is bankrupt of his majefty.
Boling. Go {ome of you, and fetch a looking-glafs.
WNorth. Read o’er this paper, while the glafs doth come.
K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment’ft me, ere I come to hell.
Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northumberland.
WNVorth. The commons will not then be fatisfy’d.
K. Rich. They fhall be fatisfy’d.: T'll read enough,

When I do fee the very book indeed,

Where all my fins are wiit, and that’s myfelf. —

Enter one with a glafs.

Give me that glafs, and thetein will 1 read. —

No deeper wrinkles yet ? hath forrow ftruck

So many blows upon this face of mine,

And made no deeper wounds? ‘o flatt’ring glafs,

Like to my followérs in profpérity,

Thou doft beguile me. Was this face the face

That every day under his houfehold roof

Did keep ten thoufand men ? was this the face,

That, like the fun, did make beholders wink ?°®

How foon my forrow hath deftroy’d my face!
Boling. The fhadow of your forrow hath deftroy’d

Bt in water-drops.

Good king, great king, and yet not greatly.good,
An if my, e

D oee beholders wink'?

Is this the face, which fac’d fo many follies,
That was at laft outfac’d ‘by ‘Bolingbyoke ?

A brittle glory fhineth in this face: -

As brittle as the glory, is the face;

For there it is, crack'd in an hundred fhivers.
Mark, filent king, theé moral of this fport,
How foon my forrow, &,

The




