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Carl. The wo’s to come: the children yet unborn
Shall feel this day as fharp to them as thorn.
Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ?
Abbot. Before I freely {peak my mind herein,
You fhall not only take the facrament,
To bury mine intents, but to effe&
Whatever I fhall happen to devife.
I {ee, your brows are full of difcontent,
Your hearts of forrow, and your eyes of tears :
Come home with me to fupper, and I'll lay
A plot, fhall thow us all a merry day. [ Exeunt.

ACT V. SCENE L

A Street in London.
Enter Queen, and Ladies.
QUEEN.

H IS way the king will come: this is the way
To Fulius Cefar’s ill-ereGed tow’r,
To whofe flint bofom my condemned lord
Is doom’d a prifoner, by proud Bo/ingbroke.
Here let us reft, if this rebellious earth
Have any refting for her true king’s queen.

Enter King Richard, and Guards.

But foft, but fee, or rather do not fee,

My fair rofe wither: yet look up ; behold;

That you in pity may diffolve to dew,

And wafh him frefh again with true-love tears. —

O thou, the model where old 779y did ftand, [20 K. Rich.
Thou map of honour, thou king Richard’s tomb,

And not king Richard; thou moft beauteous inn,

Why




