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Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, a»d French
Soldiers, filent all.

War. This is his tent; and fee, where ftands his guard :
Courage, my mafters; honour now, or never!
But follow me, and Edward {hall be ours.
1 Watch. Who goes there ?
2 Watch. Stay, or thou dieft
[Warwick and the reft cry all, Warwick | Warwick ! and et
wupon the guard, who fly, crying, Arms! Arms! Warwick
and the reft following them.

The Drum beating, and Trumpets Jounding.

Enter Warwick, Somerfet, and the ref}, bringing the King out
in a gown, fitting in a chair; Gloucelter and Haftings flying
over the Stage.

Som. What are they that fly there?

War. Richard and Haftings: let them go, here is
The duke.

K. Edw. The duke! why, #arwick, when we parted
Thou call’dft me king.

War. Ay, but the cafe is alter’d :
When you difgrac’d me in my ambaflage,
Then I degraded you from being king,
And come now to create you duke of York.
Alas! how fhould you govern any kingdom,
That know not how to ufe ambafiadors,
Nor how to be contented with one wife,
Nor how to ufe your brothers brotherly,
Nor how to ftudy for the people’s welfare,
Nor how to throwd yourfelf from enemies ?

K. Edw. Brother of Clarence, and art thou here too?
Nay, then I fee that Edward muft needs down.
Yet, /7arwick, in defpite of all mi{chance,

Of thee thyfelf, and all thy complices,
Kk 2 Edward




