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Act V, sc. 7 (line 1)

KING EDWARD IV

Once more we sit in England's royal throne,
Re-purchased with the blood of enemies.

What valiant foemen, like to autumn'’s corn,

Have we mow'd down, in tops of all their pride!
Three Dukes of Somerset, threefold renown'd

For hardy and undoubted champions;

Two Cliffords, as the father and the son,

And two Northumberlands; two braver men

Ne'er spurr'd their coursers at the trumpet's sound;
With them, the two brave bears, Warwick and Montague,
That in their chains fetter'd the kingly lion

And made the forest tremble when they roar'd.
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat

And made our footstool of security.

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy.
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles and myself
Have in our armours watch'd the winter's night,
Went all afoot in summer's scalding heat,

That thou mightst repossess the crown in peace;

And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain.
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