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  INTRODUCTION




  Let’s get one thing straight from the start. King Richard III, who was born on the 2nd of October 1452 and lived only to the age of 32, was

  neither lame nor a hunch back. There is no record from his own life time of any deformity, and while all the portraits for which he might actually have sat have been lost, surviving copies of the

  originals suggest no significant disability.




  All the same, Shakespeare kicks off this great history play with Richard himself lamenting that in spite of the glory he has lately earned on the battle field, he is such a miser able-looking

  specimen that no woman will want to look at him.




  

    

      

        ... I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks,




        Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;




        I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty




        To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;




        I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,




        Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,




        Deformed, unfinish’d, sent before my time




        Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,




        And that so lamely and unfashion able




        That dogs bark at me as I halt by them




        Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace,




        Have no delight to pass away the time,




        Unless to spy my shadow in the sun




        And descant on mine own deformity


      


    


  




  It’s enough to break your heart. But the way Shakespeare tells it, Richard is not looking for sympathy. On the contrary. As he is to be denied the customary victor’s prize of

  ravishing a suit ably grateful nymph, this brave man at arms is going to turn to the dark side.




  

    

      

        And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover,




        To entertain these fair well-spoken days,




        I am determined to prove a villain




        And hate the idle pleasures of these days.




        Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,




        By drunken prophecies, libels and dreams,




        To set my brother Clarence and the king




        In deadly hate the one against the other:




        And if King Edward be as true and just




        As I am subtle, false and treacherous,




        This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up,




        About a prophecy, which says that ‘G’




        Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.


      


    


  




  This account would have been a helpful reminder to theatre audiences of Shakespeare’s time of just who Richard, Duke of Gloucester (‘G’) was, and what his intentions were. The

  time in which the action of the play commences is somewhere between 1471 and 1483, and the play was first performed around 1591, so memories of the true history were cloudy. Now, half a millennium

  after the true tragedy of Richard’s life was played out, and much history related about the actual events of this time, some clarification is probably required.




  As the play opens, England’s reigning king is Edward IV. He is the thirteenth successive sovereign from the French Plantagenet dynasty, which has ruled in England

  since the accession of Henry II in 1154. The Plantagenet line has by now split into two distinct branches, the House of York and the House of Lancaster. Edward IV is with

  York. He rules with his younger brothers, our hero Richard, and his senior, George, Duke of Clarence. King Edward had seized the throne in 1461 from the Lancastrian king, Henry VI, amid the lengthy period of conflict between these two branches we now call the Wars of Roses, after the heraldic symbols of York and Lancaster, respectively a white and a red

  rose.




  Henry VI, himself the subject of an eponymous play in three parts by Shakespeare, was murdered in 1471, before the action of this play begins, but his part in the story

  is crucial. The son of Henry V, victor of Agincourt and another featured monarch in Shakespeare’s series of history plays, Henry became king as an infant on his

  father’s death in 1422. He grew up mentally impaired and ruled under the tutelage of his wife, Margaret of Anjou, along with occasional protectors during periods of acute illness. In 1454

  arrived a new protector, Richard, Duke of York, a grandson of Edward III, who in theory was a more rightful claimant to the throne than Henry. Richard served his king

  loyally enough until 1460 when Queen Margaret decided he was more pretender than protector and sent a Lancastrian army against him. Richard defeated Margaret’s forces and Henry conceded that

  the Duke was the rightful king. But Richard was subsequently killed in battle at Wakefield. He left behind his widow, Cecily Neville (the Duchess of York in the play), and three sons, Edward,

  George and Richard, the key figures in Richard III.




  Edward IV was crowned in his late father’s place, thanks largely to the influence of his mother’s nephew Richard Neville, the Earl of Warwick, the

  nation’s richest nobleman. The deposed Henry was exiled to France, and Edward created his brothers respectively George Duke of Clarence and Richard Duke of Gloucester. They participated in

  government, but the real power behind Edward’s throne was Warwick. In time, it palled. Edward defied Warwick by marrying Elizabeth Woodville, from an English family, rather than the French

  princess Warwick had lined up for him. Edward compounded the rift by appointing Lord Rivers, his new father-in-law, and other Woodvilles, to high office. The King also refused to go along with

  Warwick’s foreign policy wishes, and by 1469 the Earl had despaired of him. Warwick now formed an alliance with the Duke of Clarence. The Duke, who married Warwick’s elder daughter

  Isabella in 1469, expected to inherit the vast Warwick estates because Isabella had no brothers.




  Despite early successes including the capture of the King and the execution of Lord Rivers, Warwick and Clarence failed to unseat Edward. They fled to France and there, amazingly, proposed to

  the exiled Henry VI and his Lancastrians that he seek to regain his crown with their support. But again, the scheme foundered. Edward and his brother Gloucester (Richard)

  defeated Warwick and the Lancastrians in two decisive battles at Barnet and Tewkesbury in 1471. Warwick was killed at Barnet, but Clarence, who changed sides just in time, was spared. Richard would

  not forgive his brother his treason and they were never fully reconciled, particularly after Gloucester married Warwick’s younger daughter Lady Anne Neville in 1472 and claimed a share in the

  vast inheritance Clarence had hoped to keep entirely for himself. Anne was the widow of Henry VI’s son, Prince Edward, who had been killed at Tewkesbury.




  Edward reigned until 1483. He had two sons, Edward and Richard. Gloucester distinguished himself as a soldier and administrator in the north of England, and Clarence continued to scheme against

  his brothers, who finally lost patience and in 1478 had him secretly murdered in the royal palace, the Tower of London. Clarence was, so the story goes, drowned in a butt of Malmsey wine.




  These are the facts, as much as they are known, of the build-up to Shakespeare’s Richard III. The play opens with a time-altered amalgam of the

  events. The body of Henry VI, who had died in 1471, is being borne in an open coffin through a London street in Act I Scene II; Clarence, murdered in

  1478, in the play is dispatched in macabre style in Act I Scene IV; the news of the death of King Edward IV, who died in

  1483, is announced by his distraught widow Queen Elizabeth in Act II Scene II.




  It all amounts to a neatly contracted fulfilment of the objectives Gloucester had set out in the opening scene of the play. Only the last detail of the plan remains, in the ‘prophecy,

  which says that ‘G’/ Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be’.




  Given the notoriety that the alleged murders of the ‘Princes in the Tower’ by Richard III had earned through the telling and retelling of the tale by Tudor

  chroniclers, the inclusion of the crime in the play must have had the play’s first audiences in thrall. King Edward’s two sons, Edward aged 12 and Richard, 9, were certainly lodged in

  the Tower in the summer of 1483, awaiting the coronation of the elder prince as Edward V. The coronation never took place, because they were declared illegitimate by Act of Parliament. Gloucester

  was duly crowned as the rightful heir. But did he feel insecure as long as his brother’s children lived? History does not relate, but Shakespeare was in no doubt. The new-crowned king in Act

  IV tells his fixer Buckingham:




  

    

      

        Shall I be plain? I wish the bastards dead;




        And I would have it suddenly performed


      


    


  




  He does, too, turning to the unscrupulous Tyrrel for the deed when Buckingham demurs. When Tyrrel reports that the princes have been killed, Richard demands only that he has seen the bodies for

  himself and how they have been disposed of. In what might well be a nod to the unsolved mystery of the princes’ disappearance, Tyrell replies:




  

    

      

        The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them;




        But how or in what place I do not know.


      


    


  




  By this stage in the play, King Richard has found himself in a vortex of evil. It is a classic dramatic device. Murders are committed in turn to tie up the loose ends from the preceding outrage.

  And those who commit the crimes on the King’s behalf are themselves revolted by their own compliance. As Tyrrel describes the smotherring of the princes:




  

    

      

        The tyrannous and bloody deed is done.




        The most arch of piteous massacre




        That ever yet this land was guilty of.


      


    


  




  While Shakespeare shamelessly invented Richard III’s physical deformities, and entirely imagined his motivations (how could he have guessed at them?), what he does not have to conjure is

  the willingness of those who serve power to do what they are told. The wickedness portrayed in this very dark play is wholly authentic. But it is not Richard’s assumed evil influence over

  those around him that convinces, it is the ready acquiescence of his functionaries. This obedience even extends, with genuine conviction, to Lady Anne, who agrees to marry Richard in spite of his

  confession to the killing of those she had loved most.




  Richard III is a bravura demonstration of the infinite will in the human spirit to do the wrong thing if ordered or persuaded to do so by a sufficiently

  charismatic manipulator. The play could easily be adapted, fairly or otherwise, to any number of monsters from history, and certainly to the murderous dictators of our own times, from Hitler and

  Stalin to Saddam Hussein and Colonel Gadaffi.




  In his time, Shakespeare chose Richard III for this role. He was the last Plantagenet king, and as such a convenient head on which to place a tyrant’s crown –

  which then, at least in the mythology of the period, was picked up from the field of battle at Bosworth by Henry Tudor, Duke of Richmond, grandfather of the sovereign to whom Shakespeare owed

  obedience, Queen Elizabeth I.




  Anxiety to please this patron, and her ever-vigilant, acquiescing courtiers, might have encouraged the author to paint King Richard blacker than black, but reading the play now, the portrayal of

  wickedness often looks over the top, as if Shakespeare is veering dangerously close to satire. It is in the manner of a pantomime baddie that Richard hisses in the great opening soliloque ‘I

  am determined to prove a villain’. And his complaint that he is so ugly that dogs bark at him seems as likely to elicit raucous laughter as it is disgust or sympathy. And does the playwright

  really expect us to believe that evil schemers planning treason and murder stand in public streets talking to themselves about it?




  Shakespeare’s intentions, happily, remain as obscure of those of his villain. He has left us a great play with unending possibilities, and a gift to actors of every generation.

  Shakespeare’s contemporary Richard Burbage, the greatest actor of the day, is said to have taken the role in the first performance in 1591, and Edmund Kean’s run at the Drury Lane

  theatre in 1814 has gone down in stage history. But William Hazlitt, a great critic of the time, was equivocal. ‘When we first saw this celebrated actor in the part, we thought he sometimes

  failed from an exuberance of manner, and dissipated the impression of the general character by the variety of his resources,’ he wrote. ‘To be complete, his delineation of it should

  have more solidity, depth, sustained and impassioned feeling, with somewhat less brilliancy, with fewer glancing lights, pointed transitions, and pantomimic evolutions.




  ‘The Richard of Shakespeare is towering and lofty; equally impetuous and commanding; haughty, violent, and subtle; bold and treacherous; confident in his strength as well as in his

  cunning; raised high by his birth, and higher by his talents and his crimes; a royal usurper, a princely hypocrite, a tyrant and a murderer of the house of Plantagenet.




  

    

      

        ... but I was born so high,




        Our aery buildeth in the cedar’s top,




        And dallies with the wind and scorns the sun.


      


    


  




  ‘The idea conveyed in these lines,’ Hazlitt continued, ‘is never lost sight of by Shakespeare, and should not be out of the actor’s mind for a moment. The restless and

  sanguinary Richard is not a man striving to be great, but to be greater than he is; conscious of his strength of will, his power of intellect, his daring courage, his elevated station; and making

  use of these advantages to commit unheard-of crimes, and to shield himself from remorse and infamy.’




  King Richard, in short, is a reasoning man, not a frenzied monster, even in the Shakespeare version. History has long since rehabilitated him as a soldier and aristocrat whose good works have

  been far better substantiated than the evil deeds attributed to him by Tudor revisionists, in particular the prejudicial account of his life by Sir Thomas More. Instead of the hatchet-job on the

  reputation of a controversial monarch we can now look on the play as a study in the human condition as perceptive and moving as any in the entire Shakespeare canon.




  As the last king in a dynasty that ruled England for three centuries, and whose death is often said to bridge the Middle Ages into modern era, Richard III is one of the

  great pivotal figures in all of history. In the parallel world of Shakespeare’s invention this play, too, deserves its pivotal place in all of literature.
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      MAYOR OF LONDON See, where his Grace stands ’tween two clergymen!


    

  




  





  KING RICHARD THE THIRD




  DRAMATIS PERSONAE




  KING EDWARD THE FOURTH.




  



	

EDWARD, Prince of Wales,
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	sons to the king






	afterwards King Edward V,







	RICHARD, Duke of York,







	GEORGE, Duke of Clarence,
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	brothers to the king







	RICHARD, Duke of Gloster,







	afterwards King Richard III,









  A YOUNG SON OF CLARENCE.




  HENRY, Earl of Richmond, afterwards King Henry VII.




  CARDINAL BOURCHIER, Archbishop of Canterbury.




  THOMAS ROTHERHAM, Archbishop of York.




  JOHN MORTON, Bishop of Ely.




  DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM.




  DUKE OF NORFOLK.




  EARL OF SURREY, his son.




  EARL RIVERS, brother to Elizabeth.




  MARQUESS OF DORSET and LORD GREY, sons to Elizabeth.




  EARL OF OXFORD.




  LORD HASTINGS.




  LORD STANLEY, call’d also Earl of Derby.




  LORD LOVEL.




  SIR THOMAS VAUGHAN.




  SIR RICHARD RATCLIFF.




  SIR WILLIAM CATESBY.




  SIR JAMES TYRREL.




  SIR JAMES BLOUNT.




  SIR WALTER HERBERT.




  SIR ROBERT BRAKENBURY, lieutenant of the Tower.




  CHRISTOPHER URSWICK, a priest. ANOTHER PRIEST.




  LORD MAYOR OF LONDON. SHERIFF OF WILTSHIRE.




  TRESSEL and BERKLEY, attending on Lady Anne.




  ELIZABETH, queen to King Edward IV.




  MARGARET, widow of King Henry VI.




  DUCHESS OF YORK, mother to King Edward IV, Clarence, and Gloster.




  LADY ANNE, widow of Edward, Prince of Wales, son to King Henry VI; afterwards married to Richard, Duke of Gloster.




  A YOUNG DAUGHTER OF CLARENCE (MARGARET PLANTAGENET).




  LORDS and other ATTENDANTS; a PURSUIVANT, SCRIVENER, CITIZENS, MURDERERS, MESSENGERS, SOLDIERS, etc.




  SCENE — England.




  
ACT I





  
SCENE I





  London. A street.




  Enter RICHARD, DUKE OF GLOSTER, solus.




  GLOSTER




  Now is the winter of our discontent




  Made glorious summer by this sun of York;




  And all the clouds that lour’d upon our house




  In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.




  Now are our brows bound with victorious wreaths;




  Our bruised arms hung up for monuments;




  Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings,




  Our dreadful marches to delightful measures.




  Grim-visag’d war hath smooth’d his wrinkled front;




  And now — instead of mounting barbed steeds




  To fright the souls of fearful adversaries —




  He capers nimbly in a lady’s chamber
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      GLOSTER Now is the winter of our discontent made glorious summer by this sun of York.


    

  




  To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.




  But I, that am not shap’d for sportive tricks,




  Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;




  I, that am rudely stamp’d, and want love’s majesty




  To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;




  I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion,




  Cheated of feature by dissembling nature,




  Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time




  Into this breathing world, scarce half made up,




  And that so lamely and unfashionable




  That dogs bark at me as I halt by them; —




  Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace,




  Have no delight to pass away the time,




  Unless to spy my shadow in the sun,




  And descant on mine own deformity:




  And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover,




  To entertain these fair well-spoken days,




  I am determined to prove a villain,




  And hate the idle pleasures of these days.




  Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,




  By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams,




  To set my brother Clarence and the king




  In deadly hate the one against the other:




  And, if King Edward be as true and just




  As I am subtle, false, and treacherous,




  This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up,




  About a prophecy, which says that G




  Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be.




  Dive, thoughts, down to my soul: — here Clarence comes.




  Enter CLARENCE, guarded, and BRAKENBURY.




  Brother, good day: what means this armed guard




  That waits upon your Grace?




  CLARENCE




  His majesty,




  Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed




  This conduct to convey me to the Tower.




  GLOSTER




  Upon what cause?




  CLARENCE




  Because my name is George.




  GLOSTER




  Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours;




  He should, for that, commit your godfathers: —




  O, belike his majesty hath some intent




  That you shall be new-christen’d in the Tower.




  But what’s the matter, Clarence? may I know?




  CLARENCE




  Yea, Richard, when I know; for I protest




  As yet I do not: but, as I can learn,




  He hearkens after prophecies and dreams;




  And from the cross-row plucks the letter G,




  And says a wizard told him that by G




  His issue disinherited should be;




  And, for my name of George begins with G,




  It follows in his thought that I am he.




  These, as I learn, and such-like toys as these,




  Have mov’d his highness to commit me now.




  GLOSTER




  Why, this it is, when men are rul’d by women: —




  ’Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower;




  My Lady Grey his wife, Clarence, ’tis she




  That tempers him to this extremity.




  Was it not she, and that good man of worship,




  Anthony Woodville, her brother there,




  That made him send Lord Hastings to the Tower,




  From whence this present day he is deliver’d?




  We are not safe, Clarence; we are not safe.




  CLARENCE




  By heaven, I think there’s no man is secure




  But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralds




  That trudge betwixt the king and Mistress Shore.




  Heard ye not what an humble suppliant




  Lord Hastings was to her for his delivery?




  GLOSTER




  Humbly complaining to her deity




  Got my lord chamberlain his liberty.




  I’ll tell you what, — I think it is our way,




  If we will keep in favour with the king,




  To be her men, and wear her livery:




  The jealous o’erworn widow and herself,




  Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen,




  Are mighty gossips in this monarchy.




  BRAKENBURY




  I beseech your Graces both to pardon me;




  His majesty hath straitly given in charge




  That no man shall have private conference,




  Of what degree soever, with his brother.




  GLOSTER




  Even so; an please your worship, Brakenbury,




  You may partake of anything we say:




  We speak no treason, man; — we say the king




  Is wise and virtuous; and his noble queen




  Well struck in years, fair, and not jealous; —




  We say that Shore’s wife hath a pretty foot,




  A cherry lip, a bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue;




  And that the queen’s kindred are made gentle-folks:




  How say you, sir? can you deny all this?




  BRAKENBURY




  With this, my lord, myself have naught to do.




  GLOSTER




  Naught to do with Mistress Shore! I tell thee, fellow,




  He that doth naught with her, excepting one,




  Were best to do it secretly, alone.




  BRAKENBURY




  What one, my lord?




  GLOSTER




  Her husband, knave: — wouldst thou betray me?




  BRAKENBURY




  I beseech your Grace to pardon me; and, withal,




  Forbear your conference with the noble duke.




  CLARENCE




  We know thy charge, Brakenbury, and will obey.




  GLOSTER




  We are the queen’s abjects, and must obey. —




  Brother, farewell: I will unto the king;




  And whatsoe’er you will employ me in, —




  Were it to call King Edward’s widow sister, —




  I will perform it to enfranchise you.




  Meantime, this deep disgrace in brotherhood




  Touches me deeper than you can imagine.




  CLARENCE




  I know it pleaseth neither of us well.




  GLOSTER




  Well, your imprisonment shall not be long;




  I will deliver you, or else lie for you:




  Meantime, have patience.




  CLARENCE




  I must perforce: farewell.




  [Exeunt CLARENCE, BRAKENBURY, and GUARD.




  GLOSTER




  Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne’er return,




  Simple, plain Clarence! — I do love thee so,




  That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven,




  If heaven will take the present at our hands. —




  But who comes here? the new-deliver’d Hastings?




  Enter HASTINGS.




  HASTINGS




  Good time of day unto my gracious lord!




  GLOSTER




  As much unto my good lord chamberlain!




  Well are you welcome to the open air.




  How hath your lord ship brook’d imprisonment?




  HASTINGS




  With patience, noble lord, as prisoners must:




  But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks




  That were the cause of my imprisonment.




  GLOSTER




  No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence too;




  For they that were your enemies are his,




  And have prevail’d as much on him as you.




  HASTINGS




  More pity that the eagle should be mew’d,




  While kites and buzzards prey at liberty.




  GLOSTER




  What news abroad?




  HASTINGS




  No news so bad abroad as this at home, —




  The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy,




  And his physicians fear him mightily.




  GLOSTER




  Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed.




  O, he hath kept an evil diet long,




  And over much consum’d his royal person:




  ’Tis very grievous to be thought upon.




  What, is he in his bed?




  HASTINGS




  He is.




  GLOSTER




  Go you before, and I will follow you.




  [Exit HASTINGS.




  He cannot live, I hope; and must not die




  Till George be pack’d with post-horse up to heaven.




  I’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence,




  With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments;




  And, if I fail not in my deep intent,




  Clarence hath not another day to live:




  Which done, God take King Edward to His mercy,




  And leave the world for me to bustle in!




  For then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter:




  What though I kill’d her husband and her father?




  The readiest way to make the wench amends,




  Is to become her husband and her father:




  The which will I; not all so much for love




  As for another secret close intent,




  By marrying her which I must reach unto.




  But yet I run before my horse to market:




  Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and reigns:




  When they are gone, then must I count my gains.




  [Exit.




  
SCENE II





  The same. Another street.




  Enter the corse of HENRY THE SIXTH, with halberds to guard it; LADY ANNE being the mourner; TRESSEL and BERKLEY.




  LADY ANNE




  Set down, set down your honourable load, —




  If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, —




  Whilst I awhile obsequiously lament




  Th’untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.




  Poor key-cold figure of a holy king!




  Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster!




  Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood!




  Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,




  To hear the lamentations of poor Anne,




  Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter’d son,




  Stabb’d by the selfsame hand that made these wounds!




  Lo, in these windows that let forth thy life,




  I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes: —




  O, cursed be the hand that made these holes!




  Cursed the heart that had the heart to do it!




  Cursed the blood that let this blood from hence!




  More direful hap betide that hated wretch,




  That makes us wretched by the death of thee,




  Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,




  Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives!




  If ever he have child, abortive be it,




  Prodigious, and untimely brought to light,




  Whose ugly and unnatural aspect




  May fright the hopeful mother at the view;




  And that be heir to his unhappiness!




  If ever he have wife, let her be made




  More miserable by the death of him




  Than I am made by my young lord and thee! —




  Come now towards Chertsey with your holy load,




  Taken from Paul’s to be interred there;




  And still, as you are weary of the weight,




  Rest you, whiles I lament King Henry’s corse.




  Enter GLOSTER.




  GLOSTER




  Stay, you that bear the corse, and set it down.




  LADY ANNE




  What black magician conjures up this fiend,




  To stop devoted charitable deeds?




  GLOSTER




  Villains, set down the corse; or, by Saint Paul,




  I’ll make a corse of him that disobeys!




  FIRST GENTLEMAN




  My lord, stand back, and let the coffin pass.




  GLOSTER




  Unmanner’d dog! stand thou, when I command:




  Advance thy halberd higher than my breast,




  Or, by Saint Paul, I’ll strike thee to my foot,




  And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness.




  LADY ANNE




  What, do you tremble? are you all afraid?




  Alas, I blame you not; for you are mortal,




  And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. —




  Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell!




  Thou hadst but power over his mortal body, —




  His soul thou canst not have; therefore, be gone.




  GLOSTER




  Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.




  LADY ANNE




  Foul devil, for God’s sake, hence, and trouble us not;




  For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell,




  Fill’d it with cursing cries and deep exclaims.




  If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,




  Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.




  O, gentlemen, see, see! dead Henry’s wounds




  Open their congeal’d mouths and bleed afresh!




  Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity;




  For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood




  From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells;




  Thy deed, inhuman and unnatural,




  Provokes this deluge most unnatural. —




  O God, which this blood mad’st, revenge his death!




  O earth, which this blood drink’st, revenge his death!
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