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Cries out for noble York and Somer/et,
To beat affailing death from his weak legions.
And while the honourable captain there
Drops bloody fweat from his war-wearied limbs,
And, in advantage ling’ring, looks for refcue,
You, his falfe hopes, the truft of England’s honour,
Keep off aloof with worthlefs emulation.
Let not your private difcord keep away
The levied fuccours that thould lend him aid,
While he, renowned noble gentleman,
Yields up his life unto a world of odds:
Orleans the battard, Charles, and Burgundy,
Alanfon, Reignier, compafs him about,
And Zulbot peritheth by your default.
Som. York {et him on, York thould have fent him aid.
Lucy. And York as faft upon your grace exclaims,
Swearing that you withhold his levied horfe,
Colle&ed for this expedition. ;
Som. York lies: he might have fent, and had the horfe :
T owe him little duty and lefs love,
And take foul {corn to fawn on him by fending.
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France,
Hath now entrap’d the noble-minded Za/boz :
Never to England fhall he bear his life,
But dies betray’d to fortune by your ftrife.
Som. Come, go, I will defpatch the horfemen ftraighte
Within fix hours they will be at his aid.
Lucy. Too late comes refcue now ; he’s ta’en, or {lain :
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ;
And fly would Zalbot never, though he might.
Som. If he be dead, brave Zalbor then adieu !
Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his fhame in you.
- [ Exeunt.
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