374 KING RICHARD IIL

Having no more but thought of what thou wert,
To torture thee the more, being what thou art.
Thou didft ufurp my place, and doft thou now
Ufurp the juft proportion of my forrow ?
Now thy proud neck bears half my burden’d yoke
From which, ev’n here I {lip my wearied head,
And leave the burden of it all on thee. : |
Farewel, York’swife, and queen of fad mifchance,
Thefe Englifb woes thall make me {mile in Franuce.
Queen. O thou well tkill’d in curfes, ftay a while,
And teach me how to curfe mine enemies.
Q. Mar. Forbear to {leep the nights, and faft the days;
Compare dead happinefs with living wo;
Think that thy babes were {weetér than they were,
And he that {lew them fouler than he is:
Bett’ring thy lofs makes the bad caufer worfe,
Revolving this will teach thee how to curfe.
Queen. My words are dull, o, quicken them with thine.
Q.Mar. Thy woes will make them fharp, and pierce like mine.
, [ Exiz Margaret:
Dutch. Why fhould calamity be full of words ?
Queen. Windy attorneys to their client woes,
Airy fucceeders of inteftate joys,
Poor breathing orators of miferies,
Let them have fcope : though what they do impart
Help nothing elfe, yet they do eafe the heart.
Duzch. 1f fo, then be not tonguety’d : go with me,
And in the breath of bitter words let’s {mother
My damned fon, that thy two {weet {fons fmother’d.
[ drum within.

I hear his drum, be copious in exclaims.



