   King Richard III

Richard

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;
But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks,
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;
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 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,I am determined to prove a villain
And hate the idle pleasures of these days.

Richard 

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.


RICHARD
let me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myself.

LADY ANNE 

Thou canst make
No excuse current, but to hang thyself.

RICHARD
I did not kill your husband.

LADY ANNE 

Why, then he is alive.

RICHARD
Nay, he is dead; and slain by the king’s hand.

LADY ANNE 

In thy foul throat thou liest: Queen Margaret saw

Thy murderous falchion smoking in his blood.

RICHARD

I was provoked by her slanderous tongue

LADY ANNE

Thou was provoked by thy bloody mind.

Didst thou not kill this king?

RICHARD
I grant ye.

LADY ANNE 

Dost grant me, hedgehog? then, God grant me too
Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed!
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous!

RICHARD
The fitter for the King of heaven, that hath him.

LADY ANNE 

He is in heaven, where thou shalt never come.

Thou art unfit for any place but hell.

RICHARD
Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it.

Your bed-chamber.

LADY ANNE 

I'll rest betide the chamber where thou liest!

RICHARD
Gentle Lady Anne,
Is not the causer of the timeless deaths
As blameful as the executioner?

LADY ANNE 

Thou art the cause, and most accursed effect.

RICHARD
Your beauty was the cause of that effect;
Your beauty: which did haunt me in my sleep
To undertake the death of all the world,
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom.

LADY ANNE 

If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide,
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.

RICHARD
These eyes could never endure sweet beauty's wreck;
You should not blemish it, if I stood by:
As all the world is cheered by the sun,
So I by that; it is my day, my life.

He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband,
Did it to help thee to a better husband.

LADY ANNE 

Where is he?

RICHARD
Here.

She spitteth at him
Why dost thou spit at me?

LADY ANNE 

Out of my sight! thou dost infect my eyes.

RICHARD

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt tears,
Shamed their aspect with store of childish drops:
These eyes never shed remorseful tear,
But thy beauty hath made them blind with weeping.
I never sued to friend nor enemy;
My tongue could never learn sweet smoothing word;
But now thy beauty is proposed my fee,
My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to speak.

She looks scornfully at him
Teach not thy lips such scorn, for they were made
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,
Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword;
Which if thou please to hide in this true bosom.
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke,
And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

He lays his breast open: she offers at it with his sword
Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry,
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me.
Nay, now dispatch; 'twas I that stabb'd young Edward,
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on.

LADY ANNE 

Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy death,
I will not be the executioner.

I would I knew thy heart.

RICHARD
'Tis figured in my tongue.

LADY ANNE 

I fear me both are false.

RICHARD
Say, then, my peace is made.

Shall I live in hope?

LADY ANNE 

All men, I hope, live so.

RICHARD
And if thy poor devoted suppliant may
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand,
That it would please thee leave these sad designs
To him that hath more cause to be a mourner,
And presently repair to Crosby Place;
Where, after I have solemnly interr'd this noble king,
And wet his grave with my repentant tears,
I will with all expedient duty see you:
I beseech you,
Grant me this boon.

LADY ANNE 

With all my heart; and much it joys me too,
To see you are become so penitent.


RICHARD 

Bid me farewell.

Richard

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.
But Clarence still breathes; Edward still lives and reigns;

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

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

Brother, good day:

CLARENCE.
His majesty,
Tendering my person's safety, hath appointed
This conduct to convey me to the Tower.

RICHARD 
Upon what cause?

CLARENCE.
Because my name is George.

RICHARD 
Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours;
He should, for that, commit your godfathers:--
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,
Hath mov'd his highness to commit me now.

RICHARD 
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.
We are not safe, Clarence; we are not safe.
But we are the queen's abjects and must obey.--
Brother, farewell: I will unto the king;
your imprisonment shall not be long;
I will deliver or else lie for you:
Meantime, have patience.



And thus I clothe my naked villany
With odd old ends stol'n forth of holy writ;
And seem a saint when most I play the devil.--
Good morrow to my sovereign king, a happy time of day!

KING EDWARD IV 

Happy, indeed, as we have spent the day.
Brother, we done deeds of charity;
Made peace enmity, fair love of hate,
Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers.
And now dear Richard, I do beseech you
To bring our brother Clarence to our Royal presence.


RICHARD
But my liege, who knows not that the noble duke is dead?

KING EDWARD IV 

Clarence is dead? the order was reversed.

RICHARD 

But he, poor soul, by your first order died,
And that a winged Mercury did bear:
Some tardy cripple bore the countermand,
That came too lag to see him buried.



KING EDWARD IV 

O God, I fear thy justice will take hold
On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this!
Oh, poor Clarence!

RICHARD

Buckingham, My other self, my counsel's consistory,
My oracle, my prophet! My dear cousin,

sound thou Lord Hastings,
And  see how he doth stand affected to our purpose;
 


BUCKINGHAM 

My lord, what shall we do, if he

will not yield to our complots?

RICHARD
Chop off his head, man; somewhat we will do:
And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me
The earldom of Hereford, and the moveables
Whereof the king my brother stood possess'd.

BUCKINGHAM 

I'll claim that promise at your grace's hands.

RICHARD

And look to have it yielded with all willingness.


RICHARD

Lord Hastings

I pray you, tell me what they deserve
That do conspire my death with devilish plots
Of damned witchcraft, and that have prevail'd
Upon my body with their hellish charms?

HASTINGS 

The tender love I bear your grace, my lord,
Makes me most forward in this noble presence
To doom the offenders, whatsoever they be
I say, my lord, they have deserved death.

RICHARD
Then be your eyes the witness of this ill:
See how I am bewitch'd; behold mine arm
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither'd up:
And this is Edward's wife, that monstrous witch,
That by her witchcraft thus has marked me.

HASTINGS 

If they have done this thing, my gracious lord--

RICHARD
If ? thou protector of this damned strumpet--
Tellest thou me of 'ifs'? Thou art a traitor:
Off with his head!

RICHARD

Lord mayor,--

Here is the head of that ignoble traitor,
The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings.

So dear I loved the man, that I must weep.
I took him for the plainest harmless creature
Would you imagine, or almost believe,
Were't not that, by great preservation,
We live to tell it you, the subtle traitor
This day had plotted, in the council-house
To murder me.

Lord Mayor 

What, had he so?
RICHARD
What, think You we are Turks or infidels?
Or that we would, against the form of law,
Proceed thus rashly to the villain's death,
But that the extreme peril of the case,
The peace of England and our persons' safety,
Enforced us to this execution?

Lord Mayor 

My good lord, your grace's word shall serve,
As well as I had seen and heard him speak
And doubt you not, right noble princes both,
But I'll acquaint our duteous citizens
With all your just proceedings in this cause.
RICHARD

Go, after, after, cousin Buckingham.
The mayor goes to speak with the citizens 

Follow, and do the same

And at your meet'st advantage of the time,
Infer the bastardy of Edward's children:
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury
And bestial appetite in change of lust;
Which stretched to their servants, daughters, wives,
Even where his lustful eye or savage heart,
Without control, listed to make his prey.

BUCKINGHAM 

I go

RICHARD
How now, my lord, what say the citizens?

BUCKINGHAM 

Now, by the holy mother of our Lord,
The citizens are mum and speak not a word.

RICHARD
Touch'd you the bastardy of Edward's children?

BUCKINGHAM 

I did,Withal I did infer your lineaments,
Being the right idea of your father,
Both in your form and nobleness of mind;
Laid open all your victories in Scotland,
Your dicipline in war, wisdom in peace,
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility:
 And when mine oratory grew to an end
I bid them that did love their country's good
Cry 'God save Richard, England's royal king!'

RICHARD
Ah! and did they so?

BUCKINGHAM 

No, so God help me, they spake not a word;
But, like dumb statues or breathing stones,
Gazed each on other, and look'd deadly pale.


RICHARD

What tongueless blocks were they! 

Will not the mayor then and his brethren come?

BUCKINGHAM 

The mayor is here at hand: intend some fear;
Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit:
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand,
For on that ground I'll build a holy descant:
And be not easily won to our request:
Play the maid's part, still answer nay, and take it.

RICHARD
I go; and if you plead as well for them
As I can say nay to thee for myself,
No doubt well bring it to a happy issue.

BUCKINGHAM 

Go, go, up to the leads; the lord mayor knocks.

Welcome my lord;
Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an Edward!
He is not lolling on a lewd day-bed,
But on his knees at meditation;
Happy were England, would this gracious prince
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof:
Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince,
Lend favourable ears to our request;
And pardon us the interruption
Of thy devotion and right Christian zeal.

RICHARD
My lord, there needs no such apology:
I rather do beseech you pardon me,
Who, earnest in the service of my God,
Neglect the visitation of my friends.
But, leaving this, what is your grace's pleasure?

BUCKINGHAM

we heartily solicit
Your gracious self to take on you the charge
And kingly government of this your land,
Not as protector, steward, substitute,
Or lowly factor for another's gain;
But as successively from blood to blood,
Your right of birth, your empery, your own.
For this, consorted with the citizens,
Your very worshipful and loving friends,
And by their vehement instigation,
In this just suit come I to move your grace.
RICHARD

God be thank'd, there's no need of me,
The royal tree hath left us royal fruit,
Which, mellow'd by the stealing hours of time,
Will well become the seat of majesty,
And make, no doubt, us happy by his reign.

BUCKINGHAM

You say that Edward is your brother's son:
So say we too, but not by Edward's wife;
For first he was contract to Lady Lucy—

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got
This Edward, whom our manners term the prince.
Then, good my lord, take to your royal self
This proffer'd benefit of dignity;
If non to bless us and the land withal,
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry
From the corruption of abusing times,
Unto a lineal true-derived course.

Lord Mayor 

Do, good my lord, your citizens entreat you.

BUCKINGHAM 

Refuse not, mighty lord, this proffer'd love.

RICHARD
Alas, why would you heap these cares on me?
I am unfit for state and majesty;
I do beseech you, take it not amiss;
I cannot nor I will not yield to you.

BUCKINGHAM
Yet whether you accept our suit or no,
Your brother's son shall never reign our king;
But we will plant some other in the throne,
To the disgrace and downfall of your house:
And in this resolution here we leave you.--
Come, citizens.

RICHARD

I am not made of stone,
But penetrable to your. kind entreats,
Albeit against my conscience and my soul.

Cousin of Buckingham, and you sage, grave men,
Since you will buckle fortune on my back,
To bear her burthen, whether I will or no,
I must have patience to endure the load:

BUCKINGHAM 

Then I salute you with this kingly title:
Long live Richard, England's royal king!

Lord Mayor Citizens 

Amen.

BUCKINGHAM 

My lord, I claim your gift, my due by promise,
For which your honour and your faith is pawn'd;
The earldom of Hereford and the moveables
The which you promised I should possess.

What says your highness to my just demand?

KING RICHARD III 

As I remember, Henry the Sixth
Did prophesy that Richmond should be king,
When Richmond was a little peevish boy.
A king, perhaps, perhaps,--

BUCKINGHAM 

My lord!

KING RICHARD III 

How chance the prophet could not at that time
Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him?

BUCKINGHAM 

My lord, your promise for the earldom,--

KING RICHARD III 

Richmond! A bard of Ireland told me once
I should not live long after I saw Richmond.

BUCKINGHAM 

My Lord!

KING RICHARD III 

Ay, what's o'clock?

BUCKINGHAM 

I am thus bold to put your grace in mind
Of what you promised me.

KING RICHARD III 

Well, but what's o'clock?

BUCKINGHAM 

Upon the stroke of ten.

KING RICHARD III 

Well, let it strike.

BUCKINGHAM 

Why let it strike?

KING RICHARD III 

Because that, like a Jack, thou keep'st the stroke
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation.
I am not in the giving vein to-day.

BUCKINGHAM 

Why, then resolve me whether you will or no.

KING RICHARD III 

Thou troublest me; am not in the vein.

MESSENGER

on the western coast
rides a puissant navy

It is thought that Richmond is their admiral;
Richmond is on the seas.

KING RICHARD III 

There let him sink, and be the seas on him!
White-liver'd runagate, what doth he there?

MESSENGER

He makes for England, there to claim the crown.

KING RICHARD III 

Is the chair empty? is the sword unsway'd?
Is the king dead? the empire unpossess'd?
What heir of York is there alive but we?
And who is England's king but great York's heir?
 

March on, march on, since we are up in arms;
If not to fight with foreign enemies,
Yet to beat down these rebels here at home.

here will I lie tonight;
But where to-morrow? Well, all's one for that.
Who hath descried the number of the foe?

Ghost of CLARENCE 

[To KING RICHARD III]
Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow!
I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine,
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to death!
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die!--

Ghost of HASTINGS 

[To KING RICHARD III]
Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake,
And in a bloody battle end thy days!
Think on Lord Hastings: despair, and die!

Ghost of LADY ANNE 

[To KING RICHARD III]
Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife,
That never slept a quiet hour with thee,
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die!

Ghost

of BUCKINGHAM 

[To KING RICHARD III]
The last was I that helped thee to the crown;
The last was I that felt thy tyranny:
O, in the battle think on Buckingham,
And die in terror of thy guiltiness!
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death:
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath!

KING RICHARD III 

Give me another horse: bind up my wounds.
Have mercy, Jesu!--Soft! I did but dream.
O coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me!
The lights burn blue. It is now dead midnight.
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh.
What do I fear? myself? there's none else by:
Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I.
Is there a murderer here? No. Yes, I am:
Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason why:
Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself?
Alack. I love myself. Wherefore? for any good
That I myself have done unto myself?
O, no! alas, I rather hate myself
For hateful deeds committed by myself!
I am a villain: yet I lie. I am not.
Fool, of thyself speak well: fool, do not flatter.
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale,
And every tale condemns me for a villain.
Perjury, perjury, in the high'st degree
Murder, stem murder, in the direst degree;
All several sins, all used in each degree,
Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty! guilty!
I shall despair. There is no creature loves me;
And if I die, no soul shall pity me:
Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself
Find in myself no pity to myself?
Methought the souls of all that I had murder'd
Came to my tent; and every one did threat
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard.

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls:
Conscience is but a word that cowards use,
Devised at first to keep the strong in awe:
Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law.
March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-mell
If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell.

Hark! I hear their drum.
Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yoemen!
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head!
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood;
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves!

A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse!

I think there be six Richmonds in the field;
Five have I slain to-day instead of him.
A horse! a horse! my kingdom for a horse!

RICHMOND
God Enrich the time to come with smooth-faced peace,
With smiling plenty and fair prosperous days!
Abate the edge of traitors, 
That would reduce these bloody days again,
And make poor England weep in streams of blood!
Let them not live to taste this land's increase
That would with treason wound this fair land's peace!
Now civil wounds are stopp'd, peace lives again:
That she may long live here, God say amen!

