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Edw.. O, {peak no more! for I have heard too much.
Rich. Say how he dy’d, for I will hear it all.
Me/: Environed he was with many foes,
And ftood againft them, as the hope of 779y
Againft the Greeks that would have enter’d 779y
But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds ;
And many ftrokes, though with a little axe,
Hew down and fell the hardeft-timber’d oak.
By many hands your father was {fubdu’d,
But only {laughter’d by the ireful arm
Of unrelenting C/sfford and the queen ;
Who crown’d the gracious duke in high defpite,
Laugh’d in his face; and, when with grief he wept,
The ruthlefs queen gave him, to dry his cheek,
A napkin fteeped in the harmlefs blood
Of fweet young Rutland, by rough Clifford {lain:
And, after many {corns, many foul taunts,
They took his head, and on the gates of York
They fet the fame; and there it doth remain
The faddeft fpe@tacle that e’er I view’'d.

Edw. Sweet duke of York, our prop to lean upon,

Now thou art gone, we have no ftaft, no ftay. —

O Clifford boift rous Clifford, thou haft {lain

The flower of Europe for his chivalry,

And treacheroufly haft thou vanquifh’d him ;

For, hand to hand, he would have vanquifh’d thee. —
Now my foul’s palace is become a prifon :

Ah, would fhe break from hence, that this my body
Might in the ground be clofed up in reft!

For never henceforth fhall I joy again;

Never, o, never, fhall I fee more joy.

Rich. 1 cannot weep ; for all my body’s moifture
Scarce ferves to quench my furnace-burning heart :
Nor can my tongue unload my heart’s great burden :
For th’ felfsame wind that I thould {peak withal
Is kindling coals that fire up all my breaft,
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