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Gl». Foul wrinkled witch, what mak’ft thou in my fight ?

. Mar. But repetition of what thou haft marr’d,

That will I make, before I let thee go.
A hufband and a fon thou ow’ft to me, —

[z‘o’ Gloucefter

And thou, a kingdom 3 — [0 zbe Queen.] all of you, allegiance =

The forrow that I have, by right is yours,
And all the pleafures you ufurp, are mine.
. Gl. The curfe my noble father lay’d on thee,
When thou didft crown his warlike brows with paper,
And with thy {corns drew’ft rivers from his eyes,
And then to dry them gav’ft the duke a clout,
Steep’d in the faultlefs blood of pretty Rutland
His curfes, then from bitternefs of foul
Denounc’d againft thee, are now fall’'n upon thee ;
And god, not we, has plagu’d thy bloody deed.
Queen. So juit is god, to right the innocent.
Huft. O, ’twas the fouleft deed to {lay that babe,
And the moft mercilefs that e’er was heard of.
Riv. Tyrants themfelves wept, when it was reported.
Dor/f. No man but prophefy’d revenge for it.
Buck. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it.
Q. Mar. What! were you fnarling all before I came,
. Ready to catch each other by the throat,
And turn you all your hatred now on me ?
Did Yvrk’s dread curfe prevail {o much with heav’n,
That Henry's death, my lovely Edward’s death,
Their kingdom’s lofs, my woful banifhment,
Could all but anfwer for that peevifh brat?
Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heav’'n?

Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curfes, ~—

If not by war, by furfeit die your king !

As ours by murder to make him a king.
Edward thy fon, that now is prince of /7 ales,
For Edward our fon, that was prince of W ales,
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence !
Thyfelf a queen, for me that was a queen,

Outlwe




