Riskerd 7 F

Act 1V, sc. 1 (line 208)

KING RICHARD 11

Ay, no; no, ay; for I must nothing be;

Therefore no no, for I resign to thee.

Now mark me, how | will undo myself;

| give this heavy weight from off my head

And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand,

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart;
With mine own tears | wash away my balm,
With mine own hands | give away my crown,
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state,
With mine own breath release all duty's rites:
All pomp and majesty | do forswear;

My manors, rents, revenues | forego;

My acts, decrees, and statutes | deny:

God pardon all oaths that are broke to me!

God keep all vows unbroke that swear to thee!
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing grieved,
And thou with all pleased, that hast all achieved!
Long mayst thou live in Richard's seat to sit,
And soon lie Richard in an earthly pit!

God save King Harry, unking'd Richard says,
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And send him many years of sunshine days!

What more remains?
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