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And William de la Pole firft duke of Suffolk.
This was the dream ; what it doth bode, god knows.
Elean. Tutl this was nothing but an argument
hat he, that breaks a ftick of G/o’ffer’s grove,
Shall lofe his head for his prefumption.
But lift to me, my Humphry, my {weet duke:
Methought, I fat in feat of majefty,
In the cathedral church of Zeftminfler,
And in that chair where kings and queens are crown’d ;
Where Henry and Margaret kneel’d to me,
And on my head did fet the diadem.
Glou. Nay, Eleanor, then muft I chide outright:
Prefumptuous dame, illnatur’d Eleasnor,
Art thou not fecond woman in the realm,
And the prote&tor’s wife, belov’d of him ?
Haft thou not worldly pleafure at command,
Above the reach or compafs of thy thought ?
And wilt thou {till be hammering treachery,
'T'o tumble down thy hufband and thyfelf
From top of honour to difgrace’s feet ?
Away from me, and let me hear no more !
Elean. What, what, my lord, are you fo cholerick
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream ?
Next time, I'll keep my dreams unto myfelf,
And not be check’d.
Glon. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again.

Enter Meflenger.
Me/. My lord protecor, ’tis his highnefs’ pleafure,

You do prepare to ride unto faint Albar’s,
Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk.
Glon. 1 go. — Come, NVell, thou too wilt ride with us?
[ Exiz Gloucefter.
FElean. Yes, my good lord, I'll follow prefently. —
Follow I muft, I cannot go before,

While G/o’ffer bears this bafe and humble mind.
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