KING RICHARD IIL
When be, quoth the, fball [plit thy heart with forrow,

Remember Marg’ret was. a prophetefs. —

Come, firs, convey me to the block of thame ; il

Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. (it
[ Exit Buckinghamy, wizh Officers. i

SIC'EXN BT
Tbe Camp, umear Tamworth.

Enter Rlchmond Oxford,, Blunt, Herbert, mm’ oz‘éem, with ' :‘1; |  :
Drum and Colmrs ' {18 I

Richm. ELLOWS; in arms, and my moft loving friends,
Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, il I
Thus far into the bowels-of the land [ R
Have we march’d on without impediment; i
And here receive we from-our father Stanley b
Lines of fair comfort-and encouragement. | il |
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping boar, - L0 ¥
That {poil’d your fummer fields, and fruitful vines, e
Swill’d your warm blood like wafh, and made his trough IE
In your embowell’d bofoms; this foul fwine i
Lies now ev’n in the centre of this ifle, i
Near to the town of Leice/ler, as we learn: it
From Tamworth thither is but one day’s march, i
n god’s name, ‘cheerly on, courageous friends, |
To reap the harveft of perpetual peace i ,
By this one bloody trial of fharp war. i
Oxf. Ev’'ry man’s confeience is a thoufand {words, i
To fight againft that bloody homicide. : ‘ i
Herb, 1 doubt not but h1s friends will fly to us. : il
Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are frlends for. fear, i J i’
Which in his greateft need will fly from him. i J |
Richm. All for our vantage. Then, in god s name, march : L T
True hope is {wift, and flies with {wallow’s wings ;

Kings it makes gods, and meaner creatures kings. [ Exeunt:
SCENE




