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guccefsful fortune, fteel thy melting heart
To hold thine own, and leave thine own to him.

K. Henry. Full well hath Clifford play’d the orator,
~ Inferring arguments of mighty force:

But, Clifford, tell me, didft thou never hear,
That things ill gotten have had bad fuccefs?
And happy afways was it for that {on,

Whote father for his hoarding went to hell ?
I'll leave my fon my virtuous deeds behind ;
And would my father had left me no more!
For all the reft is held at {uch a rate,

As brings a thoufand-fold more care to keep,
Than in pofieffion any jot of pleafure. —
Ah, coufin Yvrk, *would thy beft friends did know
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here!

Q. Mar. My lord, cheer up your fpirits; our foes are nigh,
And this {oft courage makes your followers faint :
You promis’d knighthood to our forward {on,
Unfheath your fword, and dub him prefently. —
Edward, kneel down.

K. Henry. Edward Plantagenet, arife a knight,
And learn this leffon, draw thy {word in right.

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave,,
I'll draw it as apparent to the crown,.

And in that quarrel ufe it to the death.
Clif. Why, thatis {poken like a toward prince.

Enter a Meffenger.

Me/f. Royal commanders, be in readinefs ;
For with a band of thirty thoufand men
Comes W arwick, backing of the duke of York -
And in the towns as they do march along
Proclaims him king, and many fly to him.
Darraign your battle, they are near at hand.
Clif. 1 would your highnefs would depart the field's
The queen hath beft fuccefs when you are abfent.

Q';Mézr;_




