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Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord, and leave us to our fortune,
K. Henry. Why, that’s my fortune too; therefore 111 fay.
North. Be it with refolution then to fight.
Prince. My royal father, cheer thefe noble lords,

And hearten thofe that fight in your defence :

Unfheath your fword, good father; cry, faint George/
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March. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, Norfolk,
Montague, and Soldiers,

Edw. Now, perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for grace,
And fet thy diadem upon my head ;
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field ?
Q. Mar. Go rate thy minions, proud infulting boy :
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms
Before thy {overeign and thy lawful king ?
Edw. 1 am his king, and he fhould bow his knee ;
I was adopted heir by his confent :
Since when, his oath is broke; for, as I hear,
You that are king, though he do wear the crown,
Have caus’d him by new a& of parliament
To blot out me and put his own fon in,
C/if. And reafon too:
Who fhould {ucceed the father, but the fon ?
.Rich. Are you there, butcher? O, I cannot {peak.
C/if. Ay, crookback, here I ftand to anfwer thee,
Or any he the proudeft of thy fort.
Rich. "Twas you that kill’d young Rutland, was it not?
Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not fatisfy’d.
Rich. For god’s {ake, lords, give fignal to the fight.
War. What {ay’ft thou, Henry, wilt thou yield the crown?
Q. Mar. Why, how now, long-tongu'd #arwick, dare you
{peak ?
When you and I met at faint 4/bar’s laft,
Your legs did better fervice than your hands.
W ar.




