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What peer hath been fuborn’d to grate on you,
That you fhould feal this lawlefs bloody book
Of forg’d rebellion with a feal divine?
York. My brother general, the commonwealth
I make my quarrel in particular.
Weft. There is no need of any fuch redrefs ;
Or, if there were, it not belongs to you.
Mowb. Why not to him in part, and to us all,
That feel the bruifes of the days before,
And {uffer the condition of thefe times
To lay an heavy and unequal hand
Upon our honours?
Weft. O my good lord Mowbray,
Conftrue the times to their necefiities,
And you fhall fay, indeed, it is the time,
And not the king, that doth you injuries.
Yet, for your part, it not appears to me,
Or from the king, or in the prefent time,
That you fhould have an inch of any ground
To build a grief on. Were you not reftor’d
To all the duke of Noxfolk’s {eigniories,
Your noble and right-well-remember’d father ?
Mowb. What thing, in honour, had my father loft
That need to be reviv’d and breath’d in me?
The king that lov’d him, as the ftate {tood then,
Was forc’d, perforce compell’d to banifh him.
And then, when Henry Bolingbroke and he
Being mounted and both roufed in their {eats,
Their neighing courfers daring of the fpur,
Their armed ftaves in charge, their beavers down,
Their eyes of fire {parkling through fights of {teel,
And the loud trumpet blowing them together ;
Then, then, when there was nothing could have ftay’d
My father from the breaft of Bolingbroke ;
O, when the king did throw his warder down,
His own life bung upon the faff he threw ;




