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Alarme again, and enter the Earle of Warwicke alone. 
VVar. Clifford of Comberland, tis Warwicke calles, 
And if thou doest not hide thee from the Beare, 
Now whilst the angry Trompets sound Alarmes, 
And dead mens cries do fill the emptie aire: 
Clifford I say, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Comberland, 
Warwicke is hoarse with calling thee to Armes. 

Clifford speakes within. 
[O. Cliff] Warwicke stand still, and view the way that 
Clifford hewes with his murthering Curtelaxe, 
through the fainting troopes to finde thee out. 
Warwicke stand still, and stir not till I come. 

Enter Yorke. 
VVar. How now my Lord, what a foote? 
Who kild your horse? 
Yorke. The deadly hand of Clifford. Noble Lord, 
Fiue horse this day slaine vnder me, 
And yet braue Warwicke I remaine aliue, 
But I did kill his horse he lou'd so well, 
The boniest gray that ere was bred in North. 

Enter Clifford, and Warwicke offers to 
fight with him. 

Hold Warwicke, and seeke thee out some other 
chase, 
My selfe will hunt this deare to death. 
VVar. Braue Lord, tis for a Crowne thou fights, 
Clifford farewell, as I entend to prosper well to day, 
It grieues my soule to leaue thee vnassaild. 

Exet VVarwicke. 
Yorke. Now Clifford, since we are singled here alone, 
Be this the day of doome to one of vs, 
For now my heart hath sworne immortall hate 
To thee and all the house of Lancaster. 
Cliffood. And here I stand, and pitch my foot to 
thine, 
Vowing neuer to stir, till thou or I be slaine. 
For neuer shall my heart be safe at rest, 
Till I haue spoyld the hatefull house of Yorke. 

Alarmes, and they fight, and Yorke kils Clifford. 
3250Yorke. Now Lancaster sit sure, 
thy sinowes shrinke, 
Come fearefull Henry grouelling on thy face, 
Yeeld vp thy Crowne vnto the Prince of Yorke. 

Exet Yorke. 

Enter Warwicke. 
War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwicke calles: 
And if thou dost not hide thee from the Beare, 
Now when the angrie Trumpet sounds alarum, 
And dead mens cries do fill the emptie ayre, 
Clifford I say, come forth and fight with me, 
Proud Northerne Lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 
Warwicke is hoarse with calling thee to armes. 

 
 
 
 

 
Enter Yorke. 

War. How now my Noble Lord? What all a-foot. 
Yor. The deadly handed Clifford slew my Steed: 
But match to match I haue encountred him, 
And made a prey for Carrion Kytes and Crowes 
Euen of the bonnie beast he loued so well. 

 
 

Enter Clifford. 
War. Of one or both of vs the time is come. 
Yor. Hold Warwick: seek thee out some other chace 
For I my selfe must hunt this Deere to death. 
War. Then nobly Yorke, 'tis for a Crown thou 
fightst: 
As I intend Clifford to thriue to day, 
It greeues my soule to leaue theee vnassail'd. 

Exit War. 
Clif. What seest thou in me Yorke? 
Why dost thou pause? 
Yorke. With thy braue bearing should I be in loue, 
But that thou art so fast mine enemie. 
Clif. Nor should thy prowesse want praise & 
esteeme, 
But that 'tis shewne ignobly, and in Treason. 
Yorke. So let it helpe me now against thy sword, 
As I in iustice, and true right expresse it. 
Clif. My soule and bodie on the action both. 
Yor. A dreadfull lay, addresse thee instantly. 
Clif. La fin Corrone les eumenes. 
Yor. Thus Warre hath giuen thee peace, 
for yu art still, 
Peace with his soule, heauen if it be thy will. 
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Alarmes, then enter yoong Clifford alone. 
Yoong Clifford. Father of Comberland, 
Where may I seeke my aged father forth? 
O! dismall sight, see where he breathlesse lies, 
All smeard and weltred in his luke-warme blood, 
Ah, aged pillar of all Comberlands true house, 
Sweete father, to thy murthred ghoast I sweare, 
Immortall hate vnto the house of Yorke, 
Nor neuer shall I sleepe secure one night, 
Till I haue furiously reuengde thy death, 
And left not one of them to breath on earth. 

He takes him vp on his backe. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
And thus as old Ankyses sonne did beare 
His aged father on his manly backe, 
And fought with him against the bloodie Greeks, 
3285Euen so will I. But staie, heres one of them, 
To whom my soule hath sworne immortall hate. 

Enter Richard, and then Clifford laies downe his father, 
fights with him, and Richard flies away againe. 

Out crooktbacke villaine, get thee from my sight, 
But I will after thee, and once againe 
When I haue borne my father to his Tent, 
Ile trie my fortune better with thee yet. 

Exet yoong Clifford with his father. 
 

Enter yong Clifford. 
Clif. Shame and Confusion all is on the rout, 
Feare frames disorder, and disorder wounds 
Where it should guard. O Warre, thou sonne of hell, 
Whom angry heauens do make their minister, 
Throw in the frozen bosomes of our part, 
Hot Coales of Vengeance. Let no Souldier flye. 
He that is truly dedicate to Warre, 
Hath no selfe-loue: nor he that loues himselfe, 
Hath not essentially, but by circumstance 
The name of Valour. O let the vile world end, 
And the premised Flames of the Last day, 
Knit earth and heauen together. 
3265 Now let the generall Trumpet blow his blast, 
Particularities, and pettie sounds 
To cease. Was't thou ordain'd (deere Father) 
To loose thy youth in peace, and to atcheeue 
The Siluer Liuery of aduised Age, 
And in thy Reuerence, and thy Chaire-dayes, thus 
To die in Ruffian battell? Euen at this sight, 
My heart is turn'd to stone: and while 'tis mine, 
It shall be stony. Yorke, not our old men spares: 
No more will I their Babes, Teares Virginall, 
Shall be to me, euen as the Dew to Fire, 
And Beautie, that the Tyrant oft reclaimes, 
Shall to my flaming wrath, be Oyle and Flax: 
Henceforth, I will not haue to do with pitty. 
Meet I an infant of the house of Yorke, 
3280Into as many gobbits will I cut it 
As wilde Medea yong Absirtis did. 
In cruelty, will I seeke out my Fame. 
Come thou new ruine of olde Cliffords house: 
As did Aeneas old Anchyses beare, 
So beare I thee vpon my manly shoulders: 
But then, Aeneas bare a liuing loade; 
Nothing so heauy as these woes of mine. 
 


