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[SceNE ix.
Before a cave near Wakefield.]

Enter the Earl of Kendal, Llord] Bonfield,
Sur Gilbert, and J enkin, the clown.

Kenp. Come away, Jenkin.

JEN. Come, here is his house.—Where be
you, ho?

(GEORGE. [Withm] Who knocks there?

KeNp. Here are two or three poor men,
father,

Would spe&k with you,

GEORGE. [Within.] Pray, give your man.

leave to lead me forth.
KEnD. Go, Jenkin, fetch him forth.
JEN. Come, old man.

Linter George a Greene, disquised.

Kenp. Father, here is three poor men come
to question

Th?e a word in secret that coneerns their
lives. 10
GEORGE. Say on, my sons.

Kenp. Father, I am sure you hear the

News,
How .that the Earl of Kendal wars
against the king.
Now, father, we three are
t
Wy gentlemen by
But younger brethren that want reven-
ues,

And for the hope we have to be pr
ef
If that we knew that we shall w?n erred
E’e will march with him;
not, we will not march
London more. et & oot to
Therefore, good father, tell us what shall

happen, 20 -
Whether the king or the Earl of Kendal
shall win.

GrorGe. The king, my son.
KEnD. Art thou sure of that?

} u

The one L[ord] Bonfield,
Sone eld, the other Sir

Kenp. Why, this is wond
of gy rous, being blind

GiLe. Maglc 15 mighty and foretelleth
great matters. ~

! Perceiverance, poreoption.

GEORGE A GREENE

In,

Indeed, father, here is the earl come | .' (lmorgE. Momford, thou liest! Never was

see thee | traitor yet;
And the}'efore, good father, fable ;"l Only devised this guile to draw you on
with him. I'or to be combatants.
GEorGE. Welcome is the earl to my pol Now conquer me, and then march on
cell, . to London!
And so are you, my lords; but let n But shall go hard but I will hold you
counsel you , fask.t

(. Come, my lord, cheerly; I'll kill
him hand to hand.

Kunp. A thousand pound to him that
strikes that stroke!

To leave these wars against your k1 --
And live in quiet. |

KEnDp. Father, we come not for adee

war,

But to know whether we shall win. (iworge. Then give it me, for 1 will have
leese.? 3 the first.

GEORGE. Lose, gentle lords, but not N Nere they fight; George kills Sir Galbert and

takes the other two prisoners.

Non. Stay, George; we do appeal.
(inonce. To whom?

good ng Edward; :
A baser man shall give you all the f

KeND. Ay, marry, father, what ma,m v

G that? . Hon. Why, to the king!
EORGE. Poor George a Greene, the p I'or rather had we bide what he appoints,
ner. F ''han here be murthered by a servile

KexDp. What shall he? ;
GeorGE. Pull all your plumes, and .‘
dishonor you. f
KEeEnp, He! As how? ]
GEORGE. Nay, the end tries all: but
1t will fall out. i
KEeNnD. But so it shall not, by my hon

Eroom.
Kinp. What wilt thou do with us?

(Inonge. Even as Lord Bonfield wished,?

You shall unto the king;
And, for that purpose, see where the

justice is placed.

Enter Justice.

Christ! 1 .
I'll raise my camp, and fire Wakeﬁ L Juwr. Now, my Lord of Kendal, where be
A tgv;nk . all your threats?
nG ake that servile pinner, George I'ven as the cause, so is the combat
A drie]f};eh fallen;
I}aceu cher him before King Edwar I'lse one could never have conquered
8 three. 30
GEORGE. Good my lord, be not offend Kunn, I pray thee, Woodroffe, do not
For I speak no more than art reve {wit me;

If T have faulted T must make amends.
(inonrae. Master Woodroffe here 1s not a

place for many

to me.
And for greater proof
Give your man leave to fetch me my st

?EWD Jenkin, fetch him his walking staﬂ Words;
GP?N Here i Is your walking staff. | heseech ye, sir, discharge all his sol-
EORGE. I'll prove it good upon y .- diers,
\ carcasses: . 'I'hat every man may go home unto his
wiser w1za,rd never met you yet, A own house.
Nor one that better could foredoo Juwr. 1t shall be so. What wilt thou do,
N your fall. (lcorge?
. ow I have singled you here alona, '_ (ronai. Master Woodroffe, look to your
care not, though you be three to ongj charge;

l.onve me to myself.

[Throws off his disguse
Juwr., Come, my lords.

KEND. Villain, hast thou betrayed us?

? Loso. I D
) ofoat. _'
hun{l ;"M an animal In solootod from o herd fo*i;

90
Exit all but George.

t1f 1 do not koep you buay.
4 Qriginel rouds wist,
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GrorgE. Here sit thou, George, wearing
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a willow wreath,
As one despairing of thy beauteous

love.

Fie, George, no more!
Pine not away for that which cannot be.

I cannot joy in any earthly bliss
So long as I do want my Bettris.

Enter Jenkin.

JEN. Who see a master of mine?
GrorGE. How now, sirrah! Whither away?

Jen. Whither away? Why, who do you
take me to be?

GrorgeE. Why, Jenkin, my man. 100

JEn. 1 was so once mdeed but now the
case is altered.

‘Georce. 1 pray thee, as how?

Jen. Were not you a fortune teller today?

GrorgE. Well, what of that?

Jen. So sure am I become a juggler.

What will you say if I juggle your sweet-

heart?
GroRGE. Peace, prating losel! ¢ Her jeal-

ous father
Doth wait over her with such suspicious
eyes
That, if a man but dally by her feet,
He thlnks it straight a witch ¢ to charm

his daughter. 110
Jen. Well, what will you give me if 1
bring her hither?
GrorgE. A suit of green and twenty
crowns besides.
Jen. Well, by your leave, give me room.
You must give me somethmg that you
have lately worb.
GrorgE. Here is a gown. Will that serve
you? [Gives his gown.]

JEN. Ay, this will serve me. Keep out of

my circle,
Lest you be torn in pieces with she-

devils.—
Mistress Bettris—once, twice, thrice!

He throws the gown  in, and she comes out.

O, is this no cunning?
GEORGE Is this my love, or is it but her

shadow? 120
JeN. Ay, this is the shadow, but here 18

the substance.

3 Worthless fellow.

¢ Spell.
b Qriginul rowds ground.




