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of Edward the Second
 



And that this be the coronation day,

It pleaseth me, and Isabell the Queene.

The Trumpets sound, I must goe take my place.




Enter the young King, Bishop, Champion, Nobles, Queene.




Bish.

Long live King Edward: by the grace of God,

King of England, and Lord of Ireland.

Cham.

If any Christian, Heathen, Turke, or Jew,

Dares but affirme, that Edwards not true King,

And will avouche his saying with the sword,

I am the Champion that will combat him.

Mor.ju.

None comes, sound Trumpets.

King.

Champion, here's to thee.

Qu.

Lord Mortimer, now take him to your charge.




Enter Souldiers with the Earle of Kent prisoner.




Mor.

What Traytor have we there with Blades and Bils?

Sould.
Edmond the Earle of Kent.

King.

What hath he done?

Sould.

A would have taken the King away perforce,

As we were bringing him to Killingworth.

Mor.ju.

Did you attempt his rescue, Edmond speake?

Edm.
Mortimer, I did, he is our King,

And thou compel'st this Prince to weare the Crowne.

Mor.ju.

Strike off his head, he shall have Marshall law.

Edm.

Strike of my head, base Traytor I defie thee.

King.

My Lord, he is my Unkle, and shall live.

Mor.ju.

My Lord, he is your enemy, and shall dye.

Edm.

Stay Villaines.

King.

Sweete Mother, if I cannot pardon him,

Intreate my Lord Protector for his life.

Qu.

Sonne be content, I dare not speake a word.

King.

Nor I, and yet me thinkes I should command,

But seeing I cannot, Ile entreate for him:

My Lord, if you will let my Unkle live,

I will requite it when I come to age.

Mor.ju.

Tis for your Highnesse good, and for the Realmes.

How often shall I bid you beare him hence?

Edm.

Art thou a King, must I dye at thy command?




Mor.














Retrieved from "https://en.wikisource.org/w/index.php?title=Page:The_troublesome_raigne_and_lamentable_death_of_Edvvard_the_Second,_King_of_England_-_with_the_tragicall_fall_of_proud_Mortimer_-_and_also_the_life_and_death_of_Peirs_Gauestone_(IA_trovblesomeraign00marl).pdf/73&oldid=11581784"


				
			

			
			

		
		
		  
  	
  		 
 
  		
  				Last edited on 10 August 2021, at 05:59
  		
  		 
 
  	

  
	
			
			
	    Languages

	    
	        

	        

	        This page is not available in other languages.

	    
	
	



				 This page was last edited on 10 August 2021, at 05:59.
	Content is available under CC BY-SA 4.0 unless otherwise noted.



				Privacy policy
	About Wikisource
	Disclaimers
	Code of Conduct
	Developers
	Statistics
	Cookie statement
	Terms of Use
	Desktop



			

		
			








