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duc ,   whereof  three  Actes  were  writ- 

ten by Thomas Norton ,and the two laſt by  

Thomas Sackuyle.  

 

 

Set forth as the ſame was ſhewed before the Queenes 

moſt excellent Maieſty,in her highnes Court of  

Whitehall,by the Gentlemen of 

the Inner Temple. 
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Printed by Edward Allde for Iohn 
Perrin, and are to be ſold in Paules Church- 

yard, at the ſigne of the Angell. 
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¶ The Argument of the  
Tragedie. 

 

G     O R B O D V C, king of Brytaine,  deuided his Realme 

              in his life time to his Sonnes, Ferrex and Porrex .  The 

              Sonnes fell to deuiſion and diſſention . The yonger killed 

              the elder . The mother that more  dearely loued the elder, 

for reuenge killed the yonger.The people moued with the crueltie 

of the fact,roſe in rebellion and ſlewe both father and mother. The 

Nobilitie aſſembled,and moſt terribly deſtroied the Rebels.  And 

afterwards for want of Iſſue of the Prince, whereby the ſucceſsi- 

on of the Crowne became vncertaine,they fell to Ciuill warre,in 

which both they and many of their Iſſues were ſlaine , and the 

lande for a long time almoſt deſolate and miſerably waſted. 

 

¶The names of the Speakers. 

 

            Gorboduc,king of great Brytaine. 

            Videna,Queene and wife to king Gorboduc. 

            Ferrex,Elder Sonne to king Gorboduc. 

            Porrex,Yonger Sonne to king Gorboduc. 

            Clotyn,Duke of Cornewall, 

            Fergus,Duke of Albany. 

            Gwenard,Duke of Cumberlande. 

            Eubulus,Secretarie to the king Gorboduc. 

            Aroſtus,A Counſellour of king Gorboduc. 

            Dordan,A Counſellor aſsigned by the king to  

                  his eldeſt Sonne Ferrex. 

            Philander,A counſellor aſsigned by the king  

                  to his yonger Sonne Porrex.  

                      Both being of the old kings counſell before. 

            Hermon,A Paraſite remaining with Ferrex. 

            Tyndar,A Paraſite remaining with Porrex. 

            Nuntius,A meſſenger of the elder brothers death. 

            Nuntius,A meſſenger of Duke Fergus riſing in Armes. 

            Marcella,A Lady of the Queenes priuy chamber. 

            Chorus,Foure auncient and ſage men of Brytaine. 

A.ij.<r>                         ¶ The 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Mandud,Duke of  

Leagre. 
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¶ The Order of the dumbe ſhewe  
before the first Act,and the ſigni- 

fication therof. 
 

¶Firſt the Muſike of Violenze began to play , du- 

    ring which came in vpon the Stage ſix wilde men,  

    clothed in leaues . Of whome the firſt bare on his  

    necke a fagot of ſmall ſtickes, which they all both  

    ſeuerallye and together aſſayed with all their  

    ſtrengths to breake ,  but it could not be broken by  

    them.  At the length one of them pulled out one of  

    the ſtickes and brake it : And the reſt plucking out  

    all the other ſtickes one after another , did eaſilie  

    breake the ſame beynge ſeuered, which being con- 

    ioyned, they had before attempted in vaine. After  

    they had this done,they departed the ſtage,and the  

    Muſike ceaſed.  Hereby was ſignified, that a ſtate  

    knit in vnitie dooth continue ſtrong againſt all  

    force,but being deuided,is eaſily deſtroyed.As be- 

    fell vpon Duke Gorboduc, deuiding his Lande to  

    his two ſonnes which he before helde in Monar- 

    chie. And vpon the diſſention of the brethren to  

    whom it was deuided. 

 

<A.ii.v>                                             The 
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¶ The Tragedie of Gorboduc. 
 

Actus primus.      Scena prima. 

                                             Viden.              Ferrex. 

 

T       He ſilent night that bringes the quiet pauſe, 

          From painefull trauailes of the wearie Daye: 

          Prolongs my carefull thoughtes  &  makes me blame 

          The ſlowe Aurora that ſo for loue or ſhame 

D∞th long delay to ſhew her bluſhing face, 

And now the day renewes my griefull plainte. 

      My gracious Lady and Mother déere, 

Pardon my gréefe for your ſo greeued minde 

To aſke what cauſe tormenteth ſo your hart. 

     So great a wronge and ſo vniuſt deſpite, 

Without all cauſe againſt all courſe of kinde. 

     Such cauſeleſſe wrong and ſo vniuſt deſpite, 

May haue redreſſe,or at the leaſt reuenge. 

     Neither my Sonne,ſuch is the froward will, 

The perſon ſuch,ſuch my miſhap and thine. 

     Mine know I none,but gréefe for your diſtreſſe: 

Yes: mine for thine my Sonne: A father?no: 

In kinde a Father,but not in kindelynes. 

     My Father: why? I know nothing at all, 

Wherin I haue miſd∞ne vnto his Grace. 

     Therfore,the more vnkinde to thée and me, 

For knowing well my (Sonne) the tender loue 

That I haue borne and beare to thée, 

He gréeu’d therat,is not content alone, 

To ſpoyle thée of my ſight my cheefeſt Ioye, 

But thée,of thy birth=right and  Heritage 

Cauſeleſſe,vnkindely and in wrongfull wiſe, 

Againſt all Law and right he will bereaue, 

Halfe of his kingdome he will giue away. 

     To whome? 

     Euen to Porrex his younger Sonne 

Whoſe growing Pride I d∞ ſo ſore ſuſpect, 

That being raiſed to equall rule with thée, 

 <A.iii.r>                                         Me 
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Ferrex. 

     Viden. 

The Tragedye 
Me thinkes I ſée his enuious hart to ſwell, 

Filde with diſdaine and with ambicious pride, 

The end the Gods d∞ knowe,whoſe Aulters I 

Full oft haue made in vaine of Cattell ſlaine, 

To ſend the ſacred ſmoake to heauens Throne, 

For thee my Sonne if thinges ſo ſuccéede, 

As now my Ielious minde miſdéemeth ſore. 

     Madam leaue care and carefull plainte for me, 

Iuſt hath my Father béene to euery wight, 

His firſte vniuſtice he will not extend 

To me I truſt, that giue no cauſe therof, 

My Brothers pride ſhall hurt him ſelfe not me. 

     So graunt the Gods: But yet thy Father ſo 

Hath firmely fixed his vnmoued minde 

That plaintes and praiers can no whit auaile, 

For thoſe haue I aſſaied,but euen this daye, 

He will endeuour to procure aſſent, 

Of all his Counſell to his fonde deuiſe. 

     Their Aunceſtours from race to race haue borne 

True faith to my forefathers and their ſéede, 

I truſt they eke will beare the like to me. 

     There reſteth all,but if they faile therof, 

And if the end bring f∞rth an euill ſucceſſe 

On them and theirs the miſchéefe ſhall befall, 

And ſo I praie the Gods requit it them, 

And ſo they will,for ſo is w∞nt to be 

When Lordes and truſted Rulers vnder Kinges 

To pleaſe the preſent fancy of the Prince, 

With wrong tranſpoſe the courſe of gouernaunce 

Murders, miſchéefe, or ciuill Sw∞rd at length, 

Or mutuall treaſon,or a iuſt reuenge, 

When right ſuccéeding Line returnes againe 

By Ioues iuſt Iudgement and deſerued wrath 

Bringes them to ciuill and reprochefull death, 

And r∞tes their names and Kinreds from the earth. 

     Mother content you,you ſhall ſee the end. 

     The end: thy ende I feare,Ioue end me firſt. 

<A.iii.v>                                       Actus 

 

 

 

 

35 

 

 

 

 

40 

 

 

 

 

45 

 

 

 

 

50 

 

 

 

 

55 

 

 

 

 

60 

 

 

 

 

65 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

EMEC - Early Modern English Choruses - Skenè Research Centre (University of Verona) © 2018-2022. 
Transcription by Carla Suthren 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

5 

 

 

 

 

10 

 

 

 

 

15 

 

 

 

 

20 

 

 

 

 

25 

 

 

 

 

30 

 

 

 

of Gorboduc. 
 

Actus primus         Scena ſecundus. 

Gorboduc.   Aroſtus.   Philander.   Eubulus. 

 

M      Y Lords whoſe graue aduiſe and faithfull aide, 

          Haue long vphelde my honour and my Realme, 

And brought me from this age and tender yeeres, 

Guiding ſo great eſtate with great renowne: 

Now more importeth me the erſt to vſe 

Your faith and wiſdome wherby yet I raigne, 

That when by death my life and rule ſhall ceaſe, 

The Kingdome yet maye with vnbroken courſe, 

Haue certaine Prince,by whoſe vndoubted right, 

Your wealth and peace may ſtand at quiet ſtay, 

And eke that they whom Nature hath preparde, 

In time to take my place in Princely Seate, 

While in their fathers time their pliant youth, 

Yéeldes to the frame of ſkilfull gouernaunce 

Maye ſo be taught and trained in noble Artes, 

As what their Fathers which haue raignde before, 

Haue with great fame deriued downe to them 

With honour they may leaue vnto their ſéede: 

And not be taught for their vnw∞rthy life, 

And for their laweleſſe ſwaruing out of kinde, 

W∞rthy to l∞ſe what Law and kind them gaue 

But that they may preſerue the common peace, 

The cauſe that firſt began and ſtill maintaines, 

The Lineall courſe of Kinges enheritaunce, 

For me,for mine,for you,and for the ſtate 

Wherof both I and you haue charge and care. 

Thus d∞ I meane to vſe your w∞nted faith 

To me and mine,and to your natiue Land, 

My Lordes be plaine without all wrye reſpect 

Or poyſons craft to ſpeake in pleaſing wiſe, 

Leaſt as the blame of ill ſuccéeding thinges 

Shall light on you,ſo light the harmes alſo. 

     Your g∞d acceptaunce ſo (moſt noble King) 

<A.iv.r>                                               Of 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Gorboduc. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Aroſtus. 



 

 

EMEC - Early Modern English Choruses - Skenè Research Centre (University of Verona) © 2018-2022. 
Transcription by Carla Suthren 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Gorboduc. 

The Tragedye 
Of ſuch your faithfulnes as héertofore 

We haue emploied in dueties to your Grace, 

And to this Realme whoſe w∞rthy head you are, 

Well proues that neither you miſtruſt at all, 

Nor we ſhall néede no boaſting wiſe to ſhew, 

Our trueth to you,nor yet our wakefull care 

For you,for yours,and for our natiue land, 

Wherfore  (O King)  I ſpeake for one as all, 

Sith all as one d∞ beare you egall faith: 

Doubt not to vſe their counſailes and their aides 

Whoſe honors,g∞ds and liues are  whole  auowed, 

To ſerue, to aide,and to defend your grace. 

     My Lordes I thank you all. This is the caſe 

Ye know,the Gods, who haue the ſoueraigne care, 

For Kings,for Kingdomes,and for common weales, 

Gaue me two Sonnes in my more luſty Age, 

Who now in my deceiuing yéeres are growen 

Well towards riper ſtate of minde and ſtrength, 

To take in hand ſome greater Princely charge, 

As yet they liue and ſpend their hopefull daies, 

With me and with their Mother héere in Court: 

Their age now aſketh other place and trade, 

And mine alſo d∞th aſke an other change, 

Theirs to more trauaile,mine to greater eaſe: 

Whan fatall death ſhall end my mortall life, 

My purpoſe is to leaue betwéene them twaine 

The Realme deuided into two ſundry partes: 

The one, Ferrex mine elder ſonne shall haue, 

The other,ſhall the other Porrex rule 

That both my purpoſe may more firmely ſtand, 

And eke that they may better rule their charge, 

I meane f∞rthwith to place them in the ſame: 

That in my life they maye both learne to rule, 

And I may ioy to ſée their ruling well. 

This is in ſumme, what I woulde haue you wey: 

Firſt whether ye allowe my whole deuice, 

And think it g∞d for me,for them, for you, 

<A.iv.v>                                      And 
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of Gorboduc. 
And for our Country,mother of vs all : 

And if ye like it, and allowe it well, 

Than for their guiding and their gouernance, 

Shew ſ∞rth ſuch meanes of circumſtance, 

As ye thinke méete to be both knowne and kept: 

Loe,this is all,now tell me your aduiſe. 

     And this is much,and aſketh great aduiſe, 

But for my part,my Soueraigne Lord and king, 

This doe I thinke your Maieſtie d∞th know, 

How vnder  you in Iuſtice and in peace, 

Great wealth and honour long we haue enioyed, 

So as we can not ſeeme with greedie minds 

To wiſh for chaunge of prince or gouernance, 

But if ye like your purpoſe and deuiſe, 

Our liking muſt be déemed to proceede, 

Of rightfull reaſon,and of heedfull care, 

Not for our ſelues,but for our common ſtate: 

Sith our owne ſtate d∞th néed no better chaunge, 

I thinke in all,as earſt your Grace hath ſaide, 

Firſt when you ſhall vnlode your aged minde, 

Of heauie care and troubles manifolde, 

And lay the ſame vpon my Lords your ſonnes, 

Whoſe growing yéeres may beare the burden long, 

And long I pray the Gods to graunt it ſo: 

And in your life while you ſhall ſo behold 

Their rule,their vertues,and their noble déedes, 

Such as their kind behighteth to vs all, 

Great be the profits that ſhall grow thereof, 

Your age in quiet ſhall the longer laſt, 

Your laſting age ſhall be their longer ſtaie, 

For cares of kings,that rule as you haue rulde, 

For publike welth,and not for priuate ioy, 

D∞ waſte mans life and haſten cr∞ked age, 

With furrowed face,and with enféebled lims, 

To draw on créeping Death a ſwifter pace. 

They two yet y∞ng ſhall beare the partie reigne 

With greater eaſe than one now olde alone 

                            B.<i.r>                                      Can 
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 The Tragedye 
Can welde the whole,for whom  much harder is 

With leſſened ſtrength the doubled weight to beare 

Your eye,your counſell,and the graue regard 

Of fathers, yea of ſuch a fathers name, 

Now at beginning of their ſundred reigne, 

When it is hazard of their whole ſucceſſe, 

Shall bridle ſo their force of youthfull heates, 

And ſo reſtraine the rage of inſolence, 

Which moſt aſſailes the yong and noble minds, 

And ſo ſhall guide and traine in tempred ſtay 

Their yet greene bending wits with reuerent awe, 

And now inurde with vertues at the firſt, 

Cuſtome (O king) ſhall bringe delightfulnes 

By vſe of vertue, vice ſhall grow in hate, 

But if you ſo diſpoſe it,that the day 

Which ends your life,ſhall firſt begin the reigne, 

Great is the perill,what ſhall be the ende, 

When ſuch beginning of ſuche liberties 

Voide of ſuch ſtates as in your life d∞ lie, 

Shall leaue them to free random of their will 

An open pray to traiterous flatterie, 

The greateſt peſtilence of noble youth: 

Whiche perill ſhall be paſt,if in your life 

Their tempred youth with aged fathers awe 

Be brought in vre of ſkilfull ſtayednes, 

And in your life their liues diſpoſed ſo, 

Shall length your noble life in ioyfulnes: 

Thus thinke I that your grace hath wiſely thought 

And that your tender care of common weale 

Hath bred this thought,ſo to deuide your Lande, 

And plant your ſonnes to beare the preſent rule 

While you yet liue to ſee their ruling well, 

That you may longer liue by ioy therein. 

What further meanes beh∞uefull are and meete 

At greater leiſure may your grace deuiſe, 

When all haue ſaid,and when we be agreed 

If this be beſt to parte the Realme in twaine,   

                      <B.i.v>                                           And 
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of Gorboduc. 
And place your ſonnes in preſent gouernment, 

Whereof as I haue plainely ſaid my minde, 

So would I heare the reſt of all my Lordes. 

     In part I thinke as hath bene ſaide before, 

In part againe my mind is otherwiſe, 

As for deuiding of this realme in twaine, 

And lotting out the ſame in egall partes, 

To either of my Lords your Graces ſonnes, 

That thinke I beſt for this your realmes beh∞fe, 

For profite and aduancement of your ſonnes, 

And for your comfort and your honour eke: 

But ſo to place them while your life doth laſt, 

To yeeld to them your royall gouernance, 

to be aboue them onely in the name 

Of father,not in kingly ſtate alſo, 

I thinke not g∞d  for you, for them,nor vs, 

this kingdome ſince the bl∞dy ciuill field 

Where Morgan ſlaine did yeeld his conquered part 

Vnto his C∞ſens ſword in Cumberland, 

Conteineth all that whilome did ſuffiſe 

three noble ſonnes of your forefather Brute, 

So your two ſonnes it may alſo ſuffiſe, 

the mo the ſtronger,if they gree in one: 

the ſmaller compaſſe that the realme d∞th holde, 

the eaſier is the ſway thereof to welde, 

the neerer Iuſtice to the wronged p∞re, 

the ſmaller charge,and yet inough for one. 

And when the Region is deuided ſo 

that brethren be the Lords of either part, 

Such ſtrength d∞th nature knit betwene them both 

In ſundry bodies by conioyned loue, 

that not as two,but one of doubled force, 

Ech is to other as a ſure defence, 

the noblenes and glorie of the one 

D∞th ſharpe the courage of the others mind, 

With vertuous enuie to contend for praiſe, 

And ſuch an eagalnes hath nature made, 

                                 B.ij.<.r>                      Betwene 
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  The Tragedye 
Betwéene the brethren of one fathers ſéede, 

As an vnkindly wrong it ſéemes to be, 

To throw the other ſubiect vnder féete 

Of him, whoſe péere he  is by courſe of kind, 

And nature that did make this egalnes, 

Oft ſore pineth at ſo great a wrong, 

That oft ſhe raiſeth vp a grudging gréefe, 

In yonger brethren at the elders ſtate: 

Wherby both towns and kingdoms haue béen raſed 

And famous ſtocks of royall bl∞d deſtroied: 

The Brother that ſhould be the brothers aide 

And haue a wakefull care for his defence, 

Gapes for his death,& blames the lingering yeres, 

That brings not f∞rth his ende with faſter courſe, 

And oft impacient of ſo long delayes, 

With hatefull ſlaugh ter he preſents the fates 

And kéepes a iuſt reward  for brothers bl∞d, 

With endleſſe vengeance on his ſtocke for aye: 

Such miſcheefes heere are wiſely mette withall: 

If egall ſtate maye nourishe egall loue, 

Where none hath cauſe to grudge at others g∞d, 

But now the head to ſtoupe beneath them both, 

Ne kind,ne reaſon,ne g∞d order beares, 

And oft it hath béen ſeene, that where Nature 

Hath béene preuerted in diſordered wiſe, 

When fathers ceaſe to know that they ſhould rule, 

And children ceaſe to know they ſhould obey, 

And often our vnkindly tendernes, 

Is mother of vnkindly ſtubbornes: 

I ſpeake not this in enuie or reproch, 

As if I grudged the glorie of your ſonnes, 

Whoſe honour I beſéech the Gods to increaſe: 

Nor yet as if I thought there did remaine, 

So filthie cankers in their noble breſtes, 

Whom I esteeme(which is their greateſt praiſe) 

Vndoubted children of ſo g∞d a king, 

Onely I meane to ſhew my certaine Rules, 

<B.ii.v>                                      Which 
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of Gorboduc. 
Which kinde hath graft within the minde of man, 

That Nature hath her order and her courſe, 

Which (being broken) d∞th corrupt the ſtate 

Of mindes and thinges euen in the beſt of all. 

My Lordes your Sonnes may learne to rule of you, 

Your owne example in your noble Courte, 

Is fittest guider of their youthfull yéeres, 

If you desire to ſéeke ſome preſent ioye 

By ſight of their well ruling in your life, 

Sée them obey,ſo ſhall you ſée them rule, 

Who ſo obeyeth not with humblenes 

Will rule with outrage and with inſolence, 

Long may they rule I d∞ beſeech the Gods, 

But long may they learne ere they begin to rule 

If kinde and ſaies would ſuffer  I would wiſh 

Them aged Princes and immortall Kinges: 

Wherfore moſt noble King I will aſſent, 

Between your ſonnes that you deuide your Realm, 

And as in kinde,ſo match them in  degree 

But while the Gods prolong your royall life 

Prolong your reigne,for therto liue you heere, 

And therfore haue the Gods ſo longe forborne 

To ioyne you to themſelues, that ſtill you might 

Be Prince and Father of our Common weale: 

They when they ſee your Children ripe to rule 

Will make them r∞me,  and will remoue you hence 

That yours in right enſuing of your life 

May rightly honour your mortall name. 

     Your w∞nted true regarde of faithfull hartes, 

Makes me(O King)the bolder to preſume 

To ſpeak what I conceiue within my breſt, 

Although the ſame d∞ not agree at all 

With that which other heere my Lords haue ſaid 

Nor which your ſelfe haue ſéemed beſt to like, 

Pardon I craue, and that my wordes be deemde 

to flowe from harty zeale vnto your grace, 

And to the ſafetie of your Common weale: 

 B.iij.<r>                                    To 
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 The Tragedye 
To parte your Realme vnto my Lords your Sonnes 

I think not g∞d for you,ne yet for them, 

But w∞rſt of all,for this our natiue Land: 

For with one Land,one ſingle rule is beſt: 

Deuided Regions d∞ make deuided hartes, 

But Peace preſerues the Countrye and the Prince, 

Such is in man the greedy minde to raigne, 

So great is his deſire to climbe alofte, 

In worldly Stage the ſtatelieſt partes to beare, 

that faith and iuſtice and all kindely loue, 

D∞ yeelde vnto deſire of Soueraigntie: 

Where egall ſtate doth raiſe an egall hope 

to winne the thing that either wold atteine, 

Your grace remembreth how in paſſed yeeres, 

the mighty Brute,firſt Prince of all this Lande, 

Poſſeſſed the ſame and ruled it well in one, 

He thinking that the compaſſe did ſuffice 

For his three Sonnes thrée Kingdomes eke to make 

Cut it in three, as you would now in twaine: 

But how much Brutiſh bl∞d hath ſithence béen ſpilt 

to ioyne againe the ſundred vnitie? 

What Princes ſlaine before their timely honour? 

What waſte of townes and people in the Land? 

What treaſons heaped on murders and on ſpoyles? 

Whoſe iuſt reuenge euen yet is ſcarſely ceaſed, 

Ruthefull remembraunce is yet had in minde: 

the Gods forbyd the like to chaunce againe. 

And you  (O King)giue not the cauſe thereof: 

My Lord Ferrex your elder Sonne,perhappes 

whome kinde and cuſtome giues a rightfull hope 

to be your Heire and to ſucceede your Reigne, 

Shall think that he d∞th ſuffer greater wrong 

then he perchaunce will beare,if power ſerue: 

Porrex the yonger ſo vnpaiſed in ſtate, 

Perhaps in courage will be raiſed alſo, 

If Flattery then which ſailes not to aſſaile 

the tender mindes of yet vnſkilfull youth, 

<B.iii.v>                                           In 
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of Gorboduc. 
In one ſhall kindle and encreaſe diſdaine: 

If/ Enuie in the others hart enflame, 

This fire ſhall waſte their loue,their liues,their land, 

And ruthefull ruine ſhall deſtroy them both. 

I wiſh not this(O King)ſo to befall 

But feare the thing,that I do moſt abhorre, 

Giue no beginning to ſo dreadfull end, 

Kéepe them in order and obedience: 

And let them both by now obeying you, 

Learne ſuch behauiour as beſeemes their ſtate, 

The Elder mildenes in his gouernaunce, 

the yonger,  a yeelding contentednes: 

And keepe them neere vnto your preſence ſtill, 

that they reſtreined by the awe of you, 

May liue in compaſſe of well tempred ſtaie, 

And paſſe the perilles of their youthfull yeeres. 

Your aged life drawes on to feebler time, 

Wherin you ſhall leſſe able be to beare 

the trauailes that in youth you haue ſuſteined, 

Both in your perſons and your Realmes defence, 

If planting now your Sonnes in further partes, 

You ſend them furder from your preſent reach, 

Leſſe ſhal you know how they themſelues demaund 

traiterous corrupters of their pliant youth, 

Shall haue vnſpied a much more free acceſſe, 

And of ambition and inflamed diſdaine, 

Shall arme the one,the other,or them both 

to cyuill warre,or to vſurping pride. 

Late ſhall you rue,that you ne recked before: 

G∞d is I graunt of all to hope the beſt, 

But not to liue ſtill dreadles of the w∞rſt. 

So truſt the one that the other be forſeene, 

Arme not vnſkilfulnes with princely power 

But you that longe haue wiſely ruled the  reignes, 

Of Royaltie within your noble Realme, 

So holde them,while the Gods for our auailes, 

Shall ſtretch the threed of your prolonged daies. 

<B.iv.r>                                              T∞ 
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The Tragedye 
T∞ ſoone he clamme,into the flaming Carte 

Whoſe want of ſkill did ſet the earth on fire, 

Time and example of your noble Grace, 

Shall teache your Sonnes both to obey and rule: 

When time hath taught them,time ſhall make them pace 

the place that now is full:and ſo I pray 

Long it remaine,to comfort of vs all. 

     I take your faithfull hartes in thankfull parte 

But ſith I ſee no cauſe to draw my minde, 

To feare the nature of my louing Sonnes, 

Or to miſdeeme that Enuie or diſdaine, 

Can there w∞rk hate,where nature planteth  loue, 

In one ſelfe purpoſe d∞ I ſtill abide, 

My loue extendeth egally to both, 

My Land ſuffiſeth for them both alſo: 

Humber ſhall parte the Marches of their Realmes : 

The Sotherne parte the elder ſhall poſſeſſe, 

The Northerne ſhall Porrex the yonger rule, 

In quiet I will paſſe mine aged daies, 

Free from the trauaile and the painefull cares 

That haſten age vpon the w∞rthieſt Kinges. 

But leaſt the fraude that ye d∞ ſéeme to feare 

Of flattering tunges, corrupt their tender youth 

And wrieth them to the waies of youthfull luſt, 

To climing pride or to reuenging hate, 

Or to neglecting of their carefull charge 

Lewdelye to liue in wanton rechleſneſſe, 

Or to oppreſſing of the rightfull cauſe 

Or  not to wreke the wronges d∞ne to the p∞re, 

To tread downe trueth or fauour falſe deceite, 

I meane to ioyne to either of my Sonnes, 

Some one of thoſe whoſe long approued faith, 

And wiſdome tried may well aſſure my hart: 

That myning fraude ſhall finde no way to creepe, 

Into their fenced eares with graue aduiſe: 

This is the end, and ſo I pray you all 

To beare my Sonnes the loue and loyaltie 

<B.iv.v>                                         That 
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of Gorboduc. 
That I haue found within your faithfull breſts. 

     You,nor your ſonnes our ſouereigne Lord ſhall want 

Our faith and ſeruice while our liues d∞ laſt. 

     When ſetled ſtay d∞th hold the royall throne, 

In ſtedfaſt place by knowne and doubtles right: 

And cheefely when diſcent on one alone 

Make ſingle and vnparted reigne to light. 

Ech chaunge of courſe vnioints the whole eſtate 

And yeeldes it thrall to ruine by debate. 

     The ſtrength that knit by laſt accord in one 

Againſt all forreine power of mightie foes, 

Could of it ſelfe defend it ſelfe alone, 

Diſioyned once,the former force d∞th loſe 

The ſticks,that ſundred brake ſo ſ∞ne in twaine 

In fagot bound attempted were in vaine. 

     Oft tender mind that leades the partiall eye 

Of erring parents in their childrens loue, 

Deſtroies the wrongfull loued childe therby: 

This d∞th the proud ſonne of Apollo proue, 

Who raſhely ſet in Chariot of his ſire, 

Inflamde the parched earth with heauens fire. 

     And this great king that d∞th deuide his Lande, 

And chaungde the courſe of his deſcending crowne, 

And yeeldes the raigne into his childrens hand, 

From bliſfull ſtate of ioy and great renowne, 

A mirrour ſhall become to princes all 

To learne to ſhunne the cauſe of ſuch a fall. 

 

¶ The Order and ſignification of the dumbe  

ſhew before the ſecond Acte. 

 

¶Firſt the Muſike of Cornets began  to play , during which 

     came in vpon the ſtage a king accompanied with a num- 

     ber of his Nobilitie and Gentlemen.  And after he had pla- 

     ced himſelfe in a Chaire of eſtate prepared for him : there 

     came and kneeled before him a  graue  and  aged  Gentle- 

     man,and offered vp a Cuppe vnto him of wine in a glaſſe, 

                                                                 C.<i.r>                              which 
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Hermon. 

The Tragedye 
     which the king refuſed .  After him comes a braue and lu- 

     ſtie yoong Gentleman , and preſents the King with a cup 

     Golde filled  with  poyſon ,  which  the  King  accepted,  

     and drinking the ſame ,  immediately fell downe dead vp- 

     on the ſtage,  and ſo was carryed thence away by his  

     Lordes and Gentlemen ,  and then the Muſicke ceaſed.  

     Heereby was ſignified ,  that as Glaſſe by nature holdeth  

     no poyſon ,  but is cleare and may eaſily be ſeenethrough,  

     ne boweth by  any  arte : So a faithfull Counſellour hol- 

     deth no treaſon ,  but is playne and  open ,  ne yeeldeth to  

     anie vndiſcrete  affection ,  but  giueth  any  wholeſome 

     Counſell ,  which the ill aduiſed Prince refuſeth.  The de- 

     lightfull Golde filled  with  poyſon  betokeneth  Flatterie,  

     which vnder faire ſeeming of pleaſaunt wordes beareth  

     deadly poyſon ,  which deſtroyeth the Prince that re- 

     ceyueth it .   As befell in the two Brethren ,  Ferrex,  

     and Porrex ,  who refuſing the  wholeſome aduiſe of graue  

     Counſellours ,  credited theſe yoong Paraſites ,  and  

     brought vnto themſelues death and deſtruction there- 

     by. 

 

Actus ſecundus.         Scena prima. 

 

Ferrex.      Hermon.      Dordan. 

 

I  Meruaile much what reaſon leade the king 

    My father thus without all my deſarte 

To reaue me halfe the kingdome which by courſe 

Of lawe and nature ſhould remaine to me. 

      If you with ſtubborne and vntamed pride 

Had ſt∞d againſt him in rebellious wiſe, 

Or if with grudging minde you had enuyde, 

So ſlow a ſliding of his aged yéeres, 

Or ſought before your time to haſte the courſe 

Of fatall death vpon his Royall head, 

Or ſtainde your ſtocke with murder of your kinne: 

Some face of reaſon might perhaps haue ſéemed 

<C.i.v>                                             To 
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of Gorboduc. 
To yéeld ſome likely cauſe to ſpoile ye thus. 

     The wrekefull Gods powre on my curſed heade 

Eternall plagues and neuer dyinge woes: 

The helliſh Prince adiudge my damned Ghoſt 

To Tantalus thirſt,or proude Ixions wheele, 

Or cruell Gripe to gnaw my groaning hart 

To during torments and vnquenched flames 

If euer I conceiued ſo foule a thought, 

To wiſh his ende of life,or yet of reigne. 

     Ne yet your father(O moſt noble prince) 

Did euer thinke ſo fowle a thing of you, 

For he with more than fathers tender loue 

While yet the fates d∞ lend him life to rule, 

(Who long might liue to ſée your ruling well) 

To you my Lorde,and to his other ſonne 

Lo he reſignes his realme and royaltie, 

Which neuer would ſo wiſe a prince haue d∞ne, 

If he had once miſdéemde that in your hart 

There euer lodged ſo vnkind a thought. 

But tender loue(my Lord)and ſetled truſt 

Of your g∞d nature,and your noble minde, 

Made him to place you thus in royall throne, 

And now to giue you halfe his Realme to guide, 

Yea and that halfe within abounding ſtore 

Of things that ſerue to make a welthie realme, 

In ſtatelie Cities and in fruitfull ſoyle, 

In temperate breathing of the milder heauen, 

In things of needefull vſe,which frendly Sea 

Tranſports by traffike from the forraine portes, 

In flowing welth,in honour and in force, 

D∞th paſſe the double value of the part 

That Porrex hath allotted to his reigne, 

Such is your caſe,ſuch is your fathers loue. 

     Ah loue my frends,loue wrongs not whom he loues. 

     Ne yet he wrongeth you that giueth you 

So large a reigne ere that the courſe of time 

Bring you to kingdome by deſcended right, 

                 C.ij.<r>                          Which 
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Hermon. 

The Tragedye 
Which time perhaps might end your time before. 

     Is this no wrong,ſay you,to reaue from me 

My natiue right of halfe ſo great a Realme, 

And thus to match his y∞nger ſonne  with me 

In egall power,and in  as great degrée: 

Yea and what ſonne? the ſonne whoſe ſwelling pride 

Would neuer yeeld one point of reuerence, 

When I the elder and apparant heire 

St∞de in the likelyh∞d to poſſeſſe the whole, 

Yea and that ſonne which from his childiſhe age 

Enuieth mine honour,and d∞th hate my life, 

What will he now d∞ ? when his pride,his rage, 

The mindfull malice of his grudging hart 

Is armde with force,with welth and kingly ſtate. 

     Was this not wrong? yea ill aduiſed wrong, 

To giue ſo mad a man ſo ſharpe a ſworde, 

To ſo great perill of ſo great miſhap, 

Wide open thus to ſet ſo large a way. 

     Alas my Lord,what griefull thing is this ? 

That  of your brother you can thinke ſo ill 

I neuer ſawe him vtter likely ſigne 

Whereby a man might ſee or once miſdéeme 

Such hate of you,ne such vnyeelding pride: 

Ill is their counſell,ſhamefull be their ende, 

That raiſing ſuch miſtruſtfull feare in you, 

Sowing the ſeede of ſuch vnkindly hate, 

Trauaile by reaſon to deſtroy you both: 

Wiſe is your brother and of noble hope, 

Worthie to wéeld a large and mightie realme, 

So much a ſtronger frend haue you thereby, 

Whoſe ſtrength is your ſtrength,  if you grée in one. 

     If nature and the Gods had pinched ſo 

Their flowing bountie and their noble gifts 

Of princely qualities from you my Lord, 

And powrde them all at once in waſtfulll wiſe 

Vpon your fathers y∞nger ſonne alone: 

Perhaps there be that in your preiudice 

<C.ii.v>                                     Would 

 

 

50 

 

 

 

 

55 

 

 

 

 

60 

 

 

 

 

65 

 

 

 

 

70 

 

 

 

 

75 

 

 

 

 

80 

 

 

 

 

85 



 

 

EMEC - Early Modern English Choruses - Skenè Research Centre (University of Verona) © 2018-2022. 
Transcription by Carla Suthren 

 

 

 

 

90 

 

 

 

 

95 

 

 

 

 

100 

 

 

 

 

105 

 

 

 

 

110 

 

 

 

 

115 

 

 

 

 

120 

of Gorboduc. 
Would ſay that birth ſhould yéeld to w∞rthines: 

But ſith in each g∞d gift and and Princely Acte, 

Ye are his match,and in the cheefe of all 

In mildenes and in ſober  gouernauce, 

ye far ſurmount:And ſith there is in you 

Suffiſing ſkill and hopefull towardnes, 

to weld the whole and match your elders praiſe, 

I ſee no cauſe why ye should l∞ſe the halfe, 

Ne would I wiſh you yeelde to ſuche a loſſe: 

Leaſt your milde ſufferance of ſo great a wrong, 

Be déemed cowardiſe and ſimple dread: 

which ſhall giue courage to the fiery head 

Of your yong Brother to inuade the whole, 

whiles yet therfore ſticks in the peoples minde 

The loathed wrong of your diſheritaunce, 

And ere your Brother haue by ſetled power, 

By guilefull cloake of an alluring ſhowe, 

Got him ſome force and fauour in this Realme 

And while the noble Quéene your mother liues, 

To w∞rke and practiſe all for your auaile 

Attempt redreſſe by Armes, and wreak your ſelf 

Vpon his life that gaineth by your loſſe, 

Who now to ſhame of you,and gréefe  of  vs, 

In your owne Kingdome triumphes ouer  you: 

Shew now your courage méet for kinglye eſtate 

that they which haue auowed to ſpend their g∞ds 

Their landes,their liues & honors in your cauſe, 

May be the bolder to maintain your parte 

when they d∞ ſée that cowarde feare in you, 

Shall not betray ne ſaile their faithfull hartes, 

If once the death of Porrex end the ſtrife, 

And pay the price of his vſurped Reigne, 

Your mother ſhall perſwade the angry King, 

the Lords your frends eke ſhal appeaſe his rage 

For they be wiſe and well they can foreſee, 

That ere long time your aged Fathers death 

will bring a time when you ſhall well requite 

  C.iij.<r>                                          Their 
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 The Tragedye 
Their fréendly fauour,or their hatefull ſpite, 

Yea,or their ſlacknes to auaunce your cauſe, 

Wiſe men d∞ not ſo hange on paſſing ſtate 

Of preſent Princes,cheefely in their age, 

But they will further caſt their reaching eye 

To viewe and weigh the times and reignes to come, 

Ne is it likely though the King be wrath, 

That he yet will,or that the Realme will beare 

Extreme reuenge vpon his onely Sonne: 

Or if he would,what one is he that dare 

Be miniſter to ſuch an enterpriſe. 

And héere you be now placed in your owne 

Amid your fréends,your vaſſailes and your ſtrength 

We ſhall defend and kéepe your perſon ſafe, 

Till either Counſell turne his tender minde, 

Or age,or ſorrow ende his weary daies 

But if the feare  of Gods and ſecret grudge 

Of natures Lawe,repining at the fact, 

Withholde your courage from ſo great attempte: 

Know ye that luſt of kingdomes hath no Lawe, 

The Gods d∞ beare and well allow in Kinges, 

The thinges they abhorre in raſcall routes. 

When Kinges on ſlender quarrels run to warres, 

And then in cruell and vnkindely wiſe, 

Commaund thefts,rapes,murder of Innocents, 

To ſpoyle of townes and reignes of mighty  realms 

Think you ſuch Princes d∞ suppreſſe themſelues, 

Subiect to Lawes of kinde and feare of Gods, 

Yet none offence, but decked with glorious name 

Of noble Conqueſts in the handes of Kinges, 

Murders and violent theftes in priuate men, 

Are heinous crimes and full of foule reproche: 

But if you like not yet ſo hote deuiſe, 

Ne liſt to take ſuche vauntage of the time. 

But though with great perill of your ſtate, 

You will not be the firſt that ſhall inuade, 

Aſſemble yet your force for your defence, 

<C.iii.v>                                         And 
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And for your ſafetie ſtand vpon your garde. 

     O heauen was there euer heard or knowne, 

So wicked Counſell to a noble Prince? 

Let me(my Lord) diſcloſe vnto your grace 

This heinous tale,what miſcheefe it conteines: 

Your Fathers death, your Brothers and your owne, 

Your preſent murder and eternall ſhame: 

Heare me (O King)and ſuffer not to ſinke, 

So high a treaſon in your Princely breſt. 

     The mighty Gods forbid that euer I, 

Should once conceiue ſuch miſcheefe in my hart, 

Although my Brother hath bereft my Realme, 

And beare perhaps to mee an hatefull minde, 

Shall I reuenge it, with his death therfore? 

Or ſhall I ſo deſtroy my Fathers  life 

That gaue me life,the Gods forbid I ſay, 

Ceaſe you to ſpeake ſo any more to me, 

Ne you my fréend with aunſwere once repeate 

So foule a tale,in ſilence let it dye: 

What Lord or Subiect ſhall haue hope at all 

That vnder me they ſafelye shall enioy 

Their g∞ds, their honours,lands and liberties, 

With whom, neither one onely brother déere 

Ne Father déerer,could enioy their liues? 

But ſith, I feare my yonger brothers rage, 

And ſith perhaps ſome other man may giue 

Some like aduiſe,to moue his grudging head 

At mine eſtate:which counſell may perchaunce 

Take greater force with him,then this with me, 

I will in ſecret ſo prepare my ſelfe, 

As if his mallice or his luſt to raigne, 

Breake f∞rth with Armes or ſodeine violence 

I may withſtand his rage and kéepe mine owne. 

     I feare the fatall time now draweth on, 

When cyuill hate ſhall ende the noble lyne 

Of famous Brute and of his royall ſéede, 

Great Ioue defend the miſchéefes now at hand, 

<C.iv.r>                                      O that 
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O that the Secretaries wiſe aduiſe 

Had earſt beene heard when he beſought the King 

Not to deuide his land,nor ſend his Sonnes 

to further partes from preſence of his Courte, 

Ne yet to yéelde to them his gouernaunce. 

Loe ſuch are they now in the Royall throne 

As was that Phaeton in Phœbus Carre 

Ne then the fiery Steedes did drawe the flame 

With wilder randon through the kindled Skies, 

Then traiterous councell now will whirle about, 

The youthfull heads of theſe vnſkilfull Kinges, 

But I heereof their Father will enforme, 

The reuerence of him per haps ſhall ſtay 

the growing miſchéefes, while  they yet are  greene, 

If this helpe not, then woe vnto themſelues, 

The Prince,the people,the deuided Land. 

                            

Actus ſecundus.       Scena ſecunda. 

Porrex.        Tyndar.        Philander. 

 

A      Nd is it thus?And d∞th he ſo prepare 

         Againſt his Brother as his mortall foe? 

And now while yet his aged  Father liues: 

Neither regards he him? nor feares he me? 

Warre would he haue? and he ſhall haue it ſo. 

     I ſawe my ſelfe the great prepared ſtore, 

Of Horſe,of Armours and of weapons there, 

Ne bring I to my Lorde reported tales, 

Without the ground of ſeene and ſearched troth, 

Loe ſecret quarrelles runne about his Courte, 

to bring the name of you my Lord in hate 

Eche man almoſt can now debate the cauſe, 

And aſke a reaſon of ſo great a wrong, 

while he ſo noble and ſo wiſe a Prince, 

Is as vnw∞rthy reft his Heritage. 

And why the King miſlead by crafty meanes 

Deuided thus his Land from courſe of right. 

<C.iv.v>                                        The 
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of Gorboduc. 
The wiſer ſort holde downe their griefull heads, 

Ech man withdrawes from talke and company 

Of thoſe that haue béene knowne to fauour you, 

To hide the miſchiefe of their meaninge there. 

Rumors are ſpred of your preparynge heere. 

The raſcall numbers of the vnſkilfull ſort 

Are filled with monſtrous tales of you and yours, 

In ſecret I was counſailed by my frends 

To haſt me thence, and brought you as you knowe 

Letters from thoſe that both can truly tell, 

And would not write vnleſſe they knew it well. 

     My Lord,yet ere you now vnkindly warre, 

Send to your brother to demaund the cauſe: 

Perhaps ſome traiterous tales haue filled his eares 

With falſe reports againſt your noble Grace: 

Which once diſcloſde ſhall end the growing ſtrife 

That els not ſtaide with wiſe foreſight in time, 

Shall hazard both your kingdoms and your liues: 

Send to your father eke,he ſhall appeaſe 

Your kindled minds,and rid you of this feare. 

     Rid me of feare ?  I feare him not at all, 

Ne will to him,ne to my father ſend 

If daunger were for one to tarrie there, 

Thinke ye it ſafely to returne againe, 

In miſchiefes ſuch as Ferrex now intends, 

The w∞nted courteous lawes to meſſengers 

Are not obſerued,which in iuſt warre they vſe, 

Shall I ſo hazard anie one of mine? 

Shall I betray my truſtie frende to him? 

That hath diſcloſde his treaſon vnto me? 

Let him intreat that feares,I feare him not: 

Or ſhall I to the king my father ſende? 

Yea and ſende now while ſuch a mother liues, 

That loues my brother and that hateth me. 

Shall I giue leyſure by my fond delayes 

To Ferrex to oppreſſe me at vnware? 

I will not,but I will inuade his realme 

D.<i.r>                                       And 
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Chorus, 

The Tragedye 
And ſeeke the traitour prince within his court, 

Miſchiefe for miſchiefe is a due reward. 

His wretched head ſhall pay the worthie price 

Of this his treaſon and his hate to me, 

Shall I abide,intreat,and ſend and pray? 

And holde my yeelden throte to traitours knife? 

While I with valiant mind and conquering force 

Might rid my ſelfe of foes, and winne a realme, 

Yet rather when I haue the wretches head, 

Then to the king my father will I ſend, 

The b∞teles caſe may yet appeaſe his wrath: 

If not I will defend me as I may. 

     Lo héere the end of theſe two youthfull kings, 

The fathers death,the reigne of their two realms, 

O moſt vnhappie ſtate of Counſellors, 

That light on ſo vnhappie Lords and times, 

That neither can their g∞d aduiſe be heard, 

Yet muſt they beare the blames of ill ſucceſſe: 

But I will to the king their father haſt, 

Ere this miſcheefe come to that likely ende, 

That if the mindefull wrath of wrekefull Gods 

Since mightie Ilions fall not yet appeaſed 

With theſe p∞re remnant of the Troians name 

Haue not determinedly vnm∞ued fate 

Out of this realme to race the Brutiſh line 

By g∞d aduiſe,by awe of fathers name, 

By force of wiſer Lords,this kindled hate 

May yet be quencht ere it conſume vs all. 

     When youth not bridled with a guiding ſtay, 

Is left to random of  their owne delight, 

And welds whole realms by force of ſouereigne fray 

Great is the daunger of vnmaiſtred might, 

Leaſt ſkilleſſe rage throw downe with headlong fall 

their lands,their ſtates,their liues,themſelues & all 

     When growing pride doth fill the ſwelling breſt, 

And greedie luſt doth raiſe the climbing mind, 

Oh hardly may the perill be repreſt, 

<D.i.v>                                              Ne 
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of Gorboduc. 
Ne feare of angrie Gods,ne Lawes kinde, 

Ne Country care can fired harts reſtraine 

When force hath armed enuie and diſdaine. 

     When kings of foreſet will neglect the réede, 

Of beſt aduiſe,and yeeld to pleaſing tales, 

That d∞ their fancies noyſome humour feede, 

Ne reaſon,nor regarde of right auailes, 

Succeeding heapes of plagues ſhall teach t∞ late 

To learne the miſchiefes of miſguiding ſtate. 

     Fowle fall the traitour falſe that vndermines 

The loue of brethren to deſt roy them both, 

Woe to the prince,that pliaunt eare inclines 

And yéeldes his minde to poiſenous tale that floweth 

From flattering mouth, and woe to wretched lande 

that waſts it ſelfe with ciuill ſword in hande. 

     Loe,thus it is poiſon in golde to take, 

     And wholeſome drinke in homely cuppe forſake. 

 

¶ The Order and ſignification of the dumbe  

ſhewe before the third Acte. 

 

¶Firſt the Muſike of Fluites began to play,  during which  

      came in vppon the Stage a companie of Mourners all clad  

      in blacke , betokening Death and ſorrowe to enſue vpon  

      the ill aduiſed miſgouernement  and  diſſention  of  Bre- 

      thren, as befell vpon the murder  of  Ferrex by his yonger  

      brother .  After the Mourners had paſſed thriſe about the  

      Stage,they departed,and then the Muſike cauſed. 

 

Actus tertius.           Scena prima. 

 

Gorboduc.  Eubulus.   Aroſtus.   Philander.  Nuntius. 

 

O     Cruell fates,O mindfull wrath of Gods, 

        Whoſe vengeaunce neither Simois ſtreined ſtreames 

Flowing with bl∞d of Troian princes ſlaine, 

Nor Phrygian fields made ranke with Corpſes dead 

    D.ij.<r>                                            Of 
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 The Tragedye 
Of Aſian kings and Lords can yet appeaſe, 

Ne ſlaughter of vnhappie Pryams race 

Nor Ilions fall made leuell with the ſoile, 

Can yet ſuffice : but ſtill continued rage 

Purſue our liues,and from the fartheſt ſeas 

D∞th chaſt the iſſues of deſtroyed Troy: 

Oh no man happie till his end be ſeene, 

If any flowing wealth and ſéeming ioy 

In preſent yéeres might make a happy wight, 

Happie was Hecuba the wofulleſt wretch 

That euer liued to make a mirrour of, 

And happie Pryam with his noble ſonnes, 

And happie I till nowe.Alas, I ſée 

And féele my moſt vnhappie wretchednes: 

Behold my Lords,read ye this Letter heere, 

Lo it conteines the ruine of this realme 

If timely ſpeede prouide not haſtie helpe, 

Yet,O ye Gods,if euer wofull king 

Might moue you kings of kings,wreake it on me 

And on my ſonnes,not on this giltles realme. 

Send downe your waſting flames from wrathful ſkies, 

To reaue me and my ſonnes the hatefull breath. 

Read,read my Lordes : this is the matter why 

I called ye now to haue your g∞d aduiſe. 

 

¶ The Letter from Dordan the Coun- 

ſellor of the elder Prince. 

 

Eubulus readeth the Letter. 

M     Y Souereigne Lord,what I am loth to write 

         But lotheſt am to ſée,that I am forced 

By Leters now to make you vnderſtand, 

My Lord Ferrex your eldeſt ſonne miſlead 

By traitours framde of y∞ng vntempred wittes, 

Aſſembleth force againſt your y∞nger ſonne, 

Ne can my counſell yet withdraw the heate 

And furious pangs of his inflamed head: 

<D.ii.v>                                    Diſdaine 
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of Gorboduc. 
Diſdaine(ſaith he)of his inheritaunce 

Armes him to wreke the great pretended wrong 

With cyuill Sw∞rd vpon his Brothers life, 

If preſent helpe d∞ not reſtraine this rage 

This flame wil waſte your ſonnes,your land & you. 

                             Your Maieſties faithfull and moſt  

humble Subiect Dordan.  

       

O     King, appeaſe your gréefe and ſtay your plaint 

        Great is the matter and a wofull caſe: 

But timely knowledge may bring manly help. 

Send for them both vnto your preſence here, 

The reuerence of your honour,age,and ſtate, 

Your graue aduice, the awe of Fathers name 

Shall quickly knit againe this broken peace: 

And if in either of my Lordes your Sonnes, 

Be ſuch vntamed and vnyéelding pride 

As will not bend vnto your noble Heſtes. 

If Ferrex the elder Sonne can beare no peere, 

Or Porrex not content, aſpires to more 

Then you him gaue aboue his natiue right: 

Ioyne with the iuſter ſide, ſo ſhall you force 

Them to agree:and holde the Land in ſtay.     

     What meaneth this?loe  yonder comes in haſte, 

Philander from my Lord your yonger Sonne. 

     The Gods ſend ioyfull newes. 

                                               The mighty Ioue 

Preſerue your Maieſtie,O noble King. 

Philander, welcome: But how d∞th my Sonne? 

     Your ſonne,ſir,liues and healthie I him left: 

But yet (O King)this want of luſtfull health, 

Could not be halfe ſo greefefull to your grace, 

As theſe moſt wretched tidinges that I bring. 

     O heauens yet more?no end of woes to me? 

     Tindar,O King,came lately from the Courte, 

Of Ferrex, to my Lord your yonger Sonne, 

And made reporte of great prepared ſtore 

D.iij.<r>                                             Of 
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Philander. 

The Tragedye 
Of warre,and ſaith that it is wholy ment 

Againſt Porrex for high diſdaine that he 

Liues now a King and egall in degrée 

With him, that claimeth to ſucceede the whole, 

As by due title of diſcending right: 

Porrex is now ſo ſet on flaming fier, 

Partely with kindled rage of cruell wrath, 

Partely with hope to gaine a Realme therby, 

That he in haſte prepareth to inuade 

His Brothers Land,and with vnkindely warre 

Threatens the murder of your elder Sonne, 

Ne could I him perſwade that firſt he ſhould, 

Send to his brother to demaund the cauſe: 

Nor yet to you to ſtay his hatefull ſtrife, 

Wherfore ſith there no more I can be heard, 

I come my ſelfe now to enforme your Grace: 

And to beſeeche you as you loue the life 

And ſafetie of your Children and your Realme, 

Now to employ your wiſdome and your force 

To ſtay this miſchéefe ere it be t∞ late. 

     Are they in Armes?would he not ſend for me? 

Is this the honour of a Fathers name? 

In vaine we trauaile to aſſwage their minds, 

As if their hartes whome neither Brothers loue 

Nor Fathers awe,nor Kingdomes care can moue 

Our counſells could withdrawe from raging heate, 

Ioue ſlaye them both, and end the curſed Line, 

For though perhaps feare of ſuch mighty force 

As I my Lords,ioyned with your noble aides 

Maye yet raiſe, ſhall expreſſe their preſent heate, 

The ſecret grudge and malice will remaine 

The fier not quenched, but kept in cloſe  reſtrainte 

Fed ſtill within,breakes f∞rth  with double flame 

Their death and mine muſt peaſe the angry  Gods. 

     Yeelde not, O King, ſo much to weake diſpaire, 

Your Sonnes yet liue, and long I truſt they ſhall: 

If fates had taken you from earthly life, 

    <D.iii.v>                                      Before 
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of Gorboduc. 
Before beginning of this cyuill ſtrife: 

Perhaps your Sonnes in their vnmaiſtered youth, 

Loſe from regarde of any liuing wight, 

Would runne on headlong, with vnbrideled Race 

To their owne death and ruine of this Realme. 

But ſith the Gods that haue the care for Kinges, 

Of thinges and times diſpoſe the order ſo 

That in your life this kindled flame breakes f∞rth 

While yet your life, your wiſdome and your power, 

May ſtay the growing miſcheefe,and repreſſe 

The fiery blaze of their vnkindled heate 

It ſeemes , and ſo ye ought to deeme therof, 

That louing Ioue hath tempred ſo the time 

Of this debate to happen in your daies 

That you yet liuinge may the ſame appeaze, 

And adde it to the glory of your latter age 

And they your Sonnes may learne to liue in peace. 

Beware ( O King)the greateſt harme of all, 

Leaſt by your wailefull plaints your haſtened death 

Yéelde larger  r∞me vnto their growing rage : 

Preſerue your life,the onely hope of ſtay: 

And if your highnes héerin liſt to vſe 

Wiſdome or force,councell or Knightly aide: 

Loe we our perſons,powers and liues are yours, 

Vſe vs till death,O King, we are your owne. 

     Loe heere the perrill that was erſt forſeene 

When you(O King)did firſt deuide your Land 

And yeelde your preſent raigne vnto your Sonnes. 

But now (O noble Prince)now is no time 

to waile and plaine,and waſte your wofull life, 

Now is the time for preſent g∞d aduice, 

Sorrow d∞th darke the iudgement of the wit 

The hart vnbroken and the courage free 

from feeble faintenes of b∞teles diſpaire 

Doth either riſe to ſafetie or renowne, 

By noble valour of vnuanquiſhed minde: 

Or yet d∞th perriſh in more happie ſorte. 

<D.iv.r>                                        Your 
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Chorus. 

The Tragedye 
Your Grace may ſend to either of your Sonnes 

Some one both wiſe and noble perſonage, 

Which with g∞d councell and with weightye name 

Of Father ſhall preſent before their eyes 

Your heſt, your life,your ſafetie and their owne, 

The preſent miſcheefe of their deadly ſtrife 

And in the while, aſſemble you the force 

Which your commaundement and the ſpéedy haſte, 

Of all my Lords héere preſent can prepare: 

The terrour of your mighty power ſhall ſtaye 

The rage of both,or yet of one at leaſt. 

     O King the greateſt gréefe that euer Prince did 

The euer wofull meſſenger  did tell,                (heare, 

That euer wretched Land hath ſeene before 

I bring to you. Porrex your yonger Sonne 

With ſudden force, inuaded hath the Land 

That you to Ferrex did alotte to rule: 

And with his owne moſt bloudy hand he hath 

His Brother ſlaine,and d∞th poſſeſſe his Realme. 

     O heauens ſend down the flames of your reuenge, 

Deſtroy I ſay with flaſh of wreakefull fier , 

The traitour Sonne , and then the wretched ſire. 

But let vs goe,that yet perhaps I may, 

Dye with reuenge, and peaze the hatefull Gods. 

     The luſt of Kingdomes knowes no  ſacred faith, 

No rule of reaſon,no regarde of right: 

No kindely  loue, no feare of heauens wrath: 

But with contempt of Gods,and mans deſpite, 

Through bl∞dye ſlaughter d∞th prepare  the waies, 

To fatall Scepter and accurſed reigne. 

The ſonnes ſo loathes the  Fathers lingring daies, 

Ne dreades his hand in Brothers bloude to ſtaine 

O wretched Prince,ne d∞ſt thou yet recorde, 

The yet freſhe Murthers d∞ne within the Lands 

Of thy forefathers,  when the cruell Sw∞rd 

Bereft Morgan his life with  Cozins hand? 

Thus fatall plagues purſue the guiltie race 

<D.iv.v>                                    Whoſe 
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of Gorboduc. 
Whoſe murderous hand imbrued with giltles bloud 

Aſkes vengeance before the heauens face, 

With endles miſchiefes on the curſed br∞d, 

The wicked child this brings to wofull Sire, 

The mournefull plaints to waſt his weary life: 

Thus d∞ the cruell flames of ciuill fire 

Deſtroy the parted reigne with hatefull ſtrife. 

And hence d∞th ſpring the well from which d∞th floe, 

The dead black ſtreams of mournings,plaints and woe. 

 

¶ The Order and ſignification of the dumbe  

ſhewe before the fourth Acte. 

 

¶Firſt the Muſike of Howeboies began to playe ,  during  

     which there came foorth from vnder the Stage, as though  

     out of Hell three Furies,  Alecto,  Megera,  and Cteſiphone, 

     clad in blacke garments ſprinkled with bloud and flames,  

     their bodies girt with Snakes ,  their heads ſpred with Ser- 

     pents in ſteed of haire,the one bearing in hir hand a Snake  

     the other a whip,and the third a burning firebrand : eche  

     driuing before them a King and a Queene ,  which moo- 

     ued by Furies,vnnaturally had ſlaine their owne children. 

     The names of the Kings and Queenes were theſe,  Tanta- 

     lus,Medea, Athamas, Ino, Cambiſes, Althea, after that the  

     Furies and theſe had paſſed about the Stage thriſe,they de- 

     parted,and then the Muſike ceaſed : heereby was ſignified  

     the vnnaturall murders to followe,  that is to ſaye,  Porrex 

     ſlaine by his owne mother .  And of King Gorboduc,  and 

     Queene Viden,killed by their owne Subiects. 

 

Actus quartus.        Scena prima. 

Viden ſola. 

 

W       Hy ſhould I liue and linger f∞rth my time 

           In longer life to double my diſtreſſe? 

O mée moſt wofull wight whome no miſhap 

Long ere this day could haue bereaued hence. 

    E.<i.r>                              Might 
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 The Tragedye 
Might not theſe hands by fortune or by fate 

Haue pearſt this breſt and life with iron reft, 

Or in this pallace here where I ſo long 

Haue ſpent my daies,could not  that happie houre 

Once,once haue hapt in which theſe hugie frames 

With death by fall might haue oppreſſed me, 

Or  ſhould not this moſt hard and cruell ſoyle, 

So oft where I haue preſt my wretched ſteps, 

Somtimes had ruth of myne accurſed life, 

To rend in twaine and ſwallow me therein. 

So had my bones poſſeſſed now in peace 

Their happie graue within the cloſed ground, 

And greedie wormes had gnawne this pined hart 

Without my feeling paine : ſo ſhould not now 

This liuing breſt remaine the ruthefull tombe 

Wherein my hart yeelden to death is graued: 

Nor driery thoughts with pangs of pining griefe 

My dolefull mind hath not afflicted thus. 

O my beloued ſonne : O my ſwéet child, 

My deare Ferrex,my ioy,my liues delight. 

Is my welbeloued ſonne,is my ſweet child, 

My deare Ferrex,my ioy,my liues delight 

Murdred with cruell death?O hatefull wretch, 

O hainous traitour both to heauen and earth, 

Thou Porrex,thou this damned déed haſt wrought, 

Thou Porrex,thou ſhalt dearely abye the ſame, 

Traitour to kinne and kinde,to ſire and me, 

To thine owne fleſh,and traitour to thy ſelfe, 

The Gods on thée in hell ſhall wreke their  wrath, 

And heere in earth this hand ſhall take reuenge 

On thée Porrex,thou falſe and caitife wight, 

If after bloud ſo eager were thy thirſt, 

And murderous mind had ſo poſſeſſed thee, 

If ſuch hard hart of rocke and ſtonie flint 

Liued in thy breſt,that nothing els could like 

Thy cruell tyrants thought but death and bloud, 

Wild ſauage beaſts might not the ſlaughter ſerue 

 <E.i.v>                                             To 
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of  Gorboduc. 
To féede thy gréedy will,and in the middeſt 

Of their entrailes to ſtaine thy deadly handes 

With bl∞d deſerued,and drinke thereof thy fill: 

Or if nought els but death and bl∞d of man 

Might pleaſe thy luſt,could none in Britaine land 

Whoſe hart betorne out of his louing breſt 

With thine own hand,or worke what death thou wouldſt 

Suffiſe to make a ſacrifice to appeaſe  

That deadly minde and murderous thought in thée? 

But he who in the ſelfe ſame wombe was wrapped 

Where thou in diſmall houre receiuedſt life? 

Or if needes,néedes this hand might ſlaughter make, 

Mightſt thou not haue reacht a mortall wound 

And with thy ſword haue pierſed this curſed wombe 

That the accurſed Porrex brought to light? 

And giuen me a iuſt reward therfore. 

So Ferrex,if ſweet life might haue enioyed 

And to his aged father comfort brought, 

With ſome yong ſonne in whome they both might liue. 

But wherevnto waſte I this ruthfull ſpeech 

To thée that hath thy brothers bloud thus ſhed? 

Shall I ſtill thinke that from this wombe thou ſpr∞ng? 

That  I thee bare? or take thee for my ſonne? 

No traitour,no : I thee refuſe for mine, 

Murderer I thee renounce,thou art not mine: 

Neuer,O wretch,this wombe conceiued thee, 

Nor neuer bode I painefull throwes for thee: 

Chaungeling to me thou art,and not my childe, 

Nor to no wight that ſparke of pittie knewe, 

Rutheles vnkind,monſter of Natures worke, 

Thou neuer ſuckt the milke of womans breſt, 

But from thy birth the cruell Tigres teates 

Haue nurſed,nor yet of fleſh and bloud 

Formed is thy hart,but of hard iron wrought. 

And wilde and deſert w∞ds bred thee to life: 

But canſt thou hope to ſcape my iuſt reuenge? 

Or that theſe hands will not be wrekte on thee? 

                                            E.ij.<r>                                   Doeſt 
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Aroſtus. 

Eubulus. 

 

 

 

Gorboduc. 

The Tragedye 
D∞eſt thou not knowe that Ferrex mother liues 

That loued him more dearely than her ſelfe? 

And d∞th ſhe liue,and is not venged on thée? 

 

Actus quartus.        Scena ſecunda. 

Gorboduc.   Aroſtus.   Eubulus.   Porrex.   Marcella. 

 

W        E meruaile much whereto this lingering ſtaie 

            Falles out ſo long : Porrex vnto our Court 

By order of our Letters is returned, 

And Eubulus receiued from vs by heſt 

At his arriuall héere to giue him charge 

Before our preſence ſtreight to make repaire, 

And yet we heare no word whereof he ſtaies. 

     Lo where he comes and Eubulus with him. 

     According to your highnes heſt to me 

Héere haue I Porrex brought euen in ſuch ſort 

As from his wearied horſe he did alight, 

For that your Grace did will ſuch haſt therein. 

     We like and praiſe this ſpéedie will in you 

To w∞rke the thing that to your charge we gaue. 

Porrex,if we ſo farre ſhould ſwarue from kinde, 

And from theſe bounds which lawes of  nature ſets, 

As thou haſt d∞ne by vile and wretched deede 

In cruell murder of thy brothers life, 

Our preſent hand could ſtay no longer time, 

But ſtreight ſhould bath this blade in bloud of thee, 

As iuſt reuenge of thy deteſted crime. 

No,we ſhould not offend the lawe of kinde 

If now this ſword of ours did ſlay  thee héere: 

For thou haſt murdered him whoſe heinous death 

Euen natures force d∞th moue vs to reuenge 

By bloud againe : But Iuſtice forceth vs 

To meaſure Death for Death,thy due deſerte, 

Yet ſithens thou art our childe, and ſith as yet 

In this hard caſe what word thou canſt alledge 

For thy defence,by vs hath not béene heard, 

<E.ii.v>                                            We 
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of  Gorboduc. 
We are content to ſtaye our will for that 

Which Iuſtice bids vs preſently to w∞rke: 

And giue thee leaue to vſe thy ſpéech at full 

If ought thou haue to laye for thine excuſe. 

     Neither O King, I can or will deny 

But that this hand from Ferrex life hath reft: 

Which fact how much my dolefull hart d∞th waile 

Oh would it mought as full appeare to ſight 

As inward gréefe d∞th poure it f∞rth to me, 

So yet perhaps if euer ruthefull hart 

Melting in teares within a manly breaſt, 

Through déepe repentance of his bloudy fact, 

If euer  gréefe,if euer wofull men 

Might moue regreite with ſorow of his  faulte, 

I thinke the torment of my mournefull caſe 

Knowen to your grace,as I d∞ féele the ſame, 

Woulde force euen wrath her ſelfe to pittie me. 

But as the water troubled with the mudde 

Shewes not the face which els the eye ſhould ſée: 

Euen ſo your Irefull minde with ſtirred thought, 

Cannot ſo perfectly diſcerne my cauſe, 

But this vnhape,amongſt ſo many heapes 

I muſt content me with, moſt wretched man, 

That to my ſelfe I muſt referre my woe 

In pining thoughtes of mine accurſed fact: 

Sithence I may not  ſhewe héere my ſmalleſt gréefe 

Such as it is, and as my breaſt endures, 

Which I eſteeme the greateſt miſerie 

Of all miſhappes that Fortune now can ſend, 

Not that I reſt in hope with plainte and teares 

Should purchaſe life: for to the Gods I clepe 

For true recorde of this my faithfull ſpeech, 

Neuer this hart ſhall haue the thoughtfull dread 

To dye the death that by your graces d∞me 

By iuſt deſarte,ſhalbe pronounced to me: 

Nor neuer ſhall this tung once ſpend this ſpéech, 

Pardon to craue,or ſeeke by ſute to liue: 

               E.iij.<r>                                         I meane 
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Gorboduc. 

 

 

Porrex. 

The Tragedye 
I meane not this as though I were not toucht 

With care of dreadfull death,or that I helde 

Life in contempt:  but that I knowe,the minde 

Stoupes to no dread,although the fleſh be fraile, 

And for my guilte,I yéelde the ſame ſo great 

As in my ſelfe I finde a feare to ſue 

For graunt of life. 

                        In vaine,O wretch thou ſheweſt 

A wofull hart , Ferrex now lyes in graue, 

Slaine by thy hand. 

                       Yet this,O Father, heare: 

And then  I ende: Your Maieſtie well knowes, 

That when my Brother Ferrex and my ſelfe 

By your owne heſt were ioyned in gouernaunce 

Of this your Graces Realme of Brittaine Land 

I neuer ſought nor trauailed for the ſame, 

Nor by my ſelfe,or by no freend I wrought, 

But from your highnes will alone  it ſprung, 

Of your moſt gracious g∞dnes bent to me, 

But how my Brothers hart euen than repined, 

With ſwollen diſdaine againſt mine egall rule 

Seeing that Realme,which by diſcent ſhould growe 

Wholy to him, allotted halfe to me? 

Euen in your highneſſe Courte he now remaines, 

And with my Brother then in neereſt place 

Who can recorde, what pr∞fe therof was ſhewde 

And how my Brothers enuious hart appéerde 

Yet I that iudged it my parte to ſeeke 

His fauour and g∞d will, and loth to make 

Your highneſſe know the thing which ſhould haue b 

Gréefe to your Grace,and your offence to him, 

Hoping by earneſt ſute ſhould ſ∞ne haue wonne, 

A louing hart within a Brothers breſt 

Wrought in that ſorte that for a pledge of loue 

And faithfull hart,he gaue to me his hand. 

This made me think, that he had baniſhed quite 

All rancour from his thought, and bare to me 

<E.iii.v>                                           Such 
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of Gorboduc. 
Such harty loue, as I did owe to him: 

But after once we left your Graces Court 

And from your highneſſe preſence liued aparte, 

This egall rule ſtill, ſtill did grudge him ſo, 

That now thoſe enuious ſparkes which erſt lay rakte 

In liuing Cinders of diſſembling breſt, 

Kindled ſo farre within his hartes diſdaine 

That longer could he not refraine from pr∞fe 

Of ſecrete practiſe to depriue my life 

By Poyſons force,and had bereft me ſo, 

If mine owne Seruant hired to this fact 

And moued by troth with hate to w∞rke the ſame, 

If time had not bewraied it vnto me: 

When thus I ſawe the knot of loue vnknit, 

All honeſt League and faithfull promiſe broke, 

The Lawe of kinde and troth thus rent in twaine, 

His hart on miſcheefe ſet,and in his breſt 

Black treaſon hid then,then did I diſpaire 

That euer time could winne him freend to me, 

Then ſaw I how he ſmiled with ſlaying Knife 

Wrapped vnder cloake,then ſaw I déepe deceite 

Lurke in his face and death prepared for me: 

Euen nature moued me then to holde my life 

More déere to me then his,and bad this hand, 

Since by his life my death muſt néedes enſue, 

And by his death my life to be preſerued: 

To ſhed his bloud,and ſeeke my ſafetie ſo, 

And wiſdome willed me without protract 

In ſpeedy wiſe to put the ſame in vre. 

Thus haue I tolde the cauſe that moued me 

To w∞rk my Brothers death and ſo I yeelde 

My life, my death to iudgement of your grace. 

     Oh cruell wight,ſhould any cauſe preuaile 

To make the ſtaine thy handes with brothers bl∞d 

But what of thée we will reſolue to d∞, 

Shall yet remaine vnknowen: Thou in the meane, 

Shalt from our royall preſence baniſhed be 

<E.iv.r>                                      Vntill 
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Marcella. 

The Tragedye 
Vntill our Princely pleaſure furder ſhall 

To thee be ſhewed, departe therfore our ſight 

Accurſed childe.     What cruell deſtiny? 

What froward fate hath ſorted vs this chaunce 

That euen in thoſe,where we ſhould comfort finde, 

Where our delight now in our aged daies 

Should reſt and be,euen there our only gréefe 

And deepeſt ſorrowes to abridge our life, 

Moſt pining cares and deadly thoughts d∞ graue. 

     Your Grace ſhould now in theſe graue yeeres of yours 

Haue found ere this the price of mortall Ioyes, 

How ſhorte they be,how fading héere in earth 

How full of change,how brittle our eſtate, 

Of nothing ſure,ſaue only of the Death, 

To whome both man and all the worlde d∞th owe 

Their end at laſt,neither ſhall natures power 

In other ſorte againſt your hart preuaile, 

Then as the naked hand whoſe ſtroke aſſaies 

The armed breaſt where force d∞th light in vaine. 

     Many can yeelde right graue and ſage aduice 

Of patient ſprite to others wrapped in woe, 

And can in ſpeech both rule and conquer kinde, 

Who if by pr∞fe,they might feele natures force, 

Would ſhew themſelues men as they are indeede, 

Which now will needes be Gods:but what d∞th meane 

The ſorry cheere that heere d∞th come? 

     Oh where is ruthe? // where is pittie now? 

Whether is gentle hart and mercie fled? 

Are they exiled out of our ſtony breaſtes 

Neuer to make returne? is all the worlde 

Drowned in blood,and ſuncke in crueltie? 

If not in women mercy may be found, 

If not (alas) within the Mothers breſt 

To her owne childe,to her owne fleſh and bloud 

If ruthe be baniſhed thence,if pittie there 

May haue no place,if there no gentle hart 

D∞ liue and dwell,where ſhould we ſeeke it then? 

<E.iv.v>                                 Madam 
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of Gorboduc. 
     Madam ( alas) what meanes  your  wofull tale? 

     O ſilly woman I,why to this howre, 

Haue kind and fortune thus deferred my breath? 

That I ſhould liue to ſée this dolefull daye: 

Will euer wight beléeue that ſuch hard hart 

Could reſt within the cruell Mothers breaſt, 

With her owne hand to ſlaye her onely Sonne? 

But out (alas) theſe eyes behelde the ſame, 

They ſaw the driery ſight, and are become 

Moſt ruthefull recordes of the bloudy fact. 

Porrex,alas,is by his Mother ſlaine, 

And with her hand a wofull thing to tell, 

While ſlumbring on his carefull bed he reſtes, 

His hart ſtalde in with knife is reft of life. 

      O Eubulus,oh draw this Sw∞rd of ours, 

And pierce this hart with ſpéede, O hatefull light, 

O loathſome life,O ſweete and welcome Death, 

Deere Eubulus w∞rke this we thee beſéeche. 

     Patient your Grace,perhaps he liueth yet, 

With wound receiued,but not of certaine death. 

     O let vs than repaire vnto the place, 

And ſee if that Porrex,or thus be ſlaine. 

     Alas he liueth not,it is t∞ true, 

That with theſe eyes of him  a peereles Prince, 

Sonne to a King,and in the flower of youth, 

Euen with a twinke a ſenceles ſtock I ſaw. 

     O damned deede. 

                        But heare this ruthefull end. 

The noble Prince pierſt with the ſodaine wounds 

Out of his wretched ſlumber haſtilie ſtart, 

Whoſe ſtrength now failing ſtreight he ouerthrew, 

When in the fall his eyes euen now vncloſed 

Beheld the Quéene,and cryed to her for helpe, 

We then,alas,the Ladies which that time 

Did there attend, ſéeing that heinous deede, 

And hearing him oft call the wretched name 

Of mother,and to crie to her for aide, 

F.<i.r>                                 Whoſe 
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Aroſtus. 

The Tragedye 
Whoſe direfull hand  gaue him the mortall wound 

Pitieng alas(for nought els could we d∞) 

His rufull ende,ranne to the wofull bed 

Diſpoyled ſtreight his breſt,and all we might 

Wiped in vaine with napkins next at hande, 

The ſodaine ſtreames of bloud that fluſhed faſt 

Out of the gaping wound : O what a l∞ke, 

O what a ruthfull ſtedfaſt eye me thought 

He fixed vpon my face, which to my death 

Will neuer parte from me, when with a braide 

A déepe fet ſigh he gaue,and therewithall 

Claſping his hands,to heauen he caſt his ſight, 

And ſtreight pale death preſſing within his face 

The flying ghoſt his mortall corps forſ∞ke. 

     Neuer did age bring f∞rth ſo vile a facte. 

     O hard and cruell hap,that thus aſſigned 

Vnto ſo worthie a wight ſo wretched ende, 

But moſt hard cruell hart that could conſent 

To lend the hatefull deſtenies that hande, 

By which, alas,ſo heynous crime was wrought, 

O Quéene of Adamant,Omarble breſt, 

If not the fauour of his comely face, 

If not his princely cheare and countenance, 

His valiaunt actiue armes,his manly breſt, 

If not his faire and ſéemely perſonage, 

His noble limmes in ſuch proportion caſt, 

As would haue wrapped a ſilly womans thought. 

If this might not haue m∞ued the bl∞die hart, 

And that moſt cruell hand the wretched weapon 

Euen to let fall,and kiſt him in the face, 

With teares for ruth to reaue ſuch one by death 

Should nature yet conſent to ſlay her ſonne? 

O mother , thou to murder  thus thy childe, 

Euen Ioue with iuſtice muſt with lightning flames 

From heauen ſend downe ſome ſtraunge reuenge on t 

Ah noble Prince,how oft haue I beheld 

Thee mounted on thy fierce and trampling ſteede, 

<F.i.v>                                  Shining 
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of Gorboduc. 
Shining in armour bright before the Tilte, 

And with thy miſtriſſe ſléeue tide on thy helme, 

And charge thy ſtaffe to pleaſe thy Ladies eye, 

That bowed the head peece of thy frendly foe? 

How oft in armes on horſe to bend the mace, 

How oft in armes on f∞t to breake the ſworde, 

Which neuer now theſe eyes may ſee againe. 

     Madame, alas, in vaine theſe plaints are ſhed, 

Rather with me depart,and helpe to aſſwage 

The thoughtfull griefes that in the aged king 

Muſt needes by nature growe by death of this 

His onely ſonne, whome he did hold ſo deare. 

     What wight is that which ſawe that I did ſee, 

And could refraine to waile with plaint and teares, 

Not I,alas,that hart is not in me, 

But let vs go,for I am greeued anewe, 

To call to minde the wretched fathers woe. 

     When greedie luſt in royall ſeate to reigne 

Hath reft all care of Gods and eke of men, 

And cruell hart, wrath, treaſon and diſdaine 

Within the ambitious breſt are lodged then, 

Behold how miſchiefe wide her ſelfe diſplayes, 

And with the brothers hand the brother ſlayes. 

     When bloud thus ſhed d∞th ſtaine this heauens face, 

Crying to Ioue for vengeance of the deede, 

The mightie God euen moueth from his place 

With wrath to wreke, then ſend he f∞rth with ſpéede 

The dreadful furies,daughters of the night, 

With ſerpents girt,carrying the whip of ire, 

With haire of ſtinging ſnakes,and ſhining bright 

With flames and bloud,and with a brand of fire: 

Theſe for reuenge of wretched murder done, 

D∞th cauſe the mother kill her onely ſonne. 

     Bloud aſketh bloud,and death muſt death requite, 

Ioue by his iuſt and euerlaſting d∞me 

Iuſtly hath euer ſo requited it : 

Theſe times before record,and times to come 

F.ij.<r>                               Shall 
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Clotyn. 

The Tragedye 
Shall find it true,and ſo d∞th preſent pr∞fe, 

Preſent before our eies for our beh∞fe. 

     O happie wight that ſuffers not the ſnare 

Of murderous mind to tangle him in blood: 

And happie he that can in tim e beware 

By others harmes,and turne it to his g∞d. 

But woe to him that fearing not to offend, 

D∞th ſerue his luſt,and will not ſee the end. 

 

¶ The Order and ſignification of the dumbe  

ſhewe before the fift Acte. 

 

 ¶Firſt the Drummes and Fluites began to ſounde , dvring  

     which there came foorth vppon the Stage a companie of  

     Harquebuſhers and of armed men all in order of battaile.  

     Theſe after their peeces  diſcharged ,  and that the armed  

     men had three times marched about the Stage,  departed,  

     and then the Drummes and Fluites did ceaſe .  Heereby  

     was ſignified Tumultes , Rebellions ,  Armes ,  and ciuill  

     warres to followe,  as fell in the Realme of great Britayne,  

     which by the ſpace of fiftie yeares and more continued  

     in ciuill warre betweene the Nobilitie after the death  

     of King Gorboduc , and of his Iſſues , for want of cer- 

     taine limitation in the ſucceſsion of the Crowne ,  till  

     the time of Dunwallo Molmutius , who reduced the Land  

     to Monarchie. 

 

Actus quintus.         Scena prima. 

Clotyn. Mandud. Gwenard. Fergus.  Eubulus. 

 

D       Id euer age bring f∞rth ſuch tyrants harts, 

          The brother hath bereft the brothers life, 

The mother ſhe hath dyde her cruell hands 

In bloud of her owne ſonne,and now at laſt 

The people loe forgetting truth and loue, 

Contemning quite both lawe and loyall hart, 

Euen they haue ſlaine their ſoueraigne Lord and Quéene. 

<F.ii.v>                                         Shall 

 

 

 

 

 

 

25 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

5 

 

 

 

 

10 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

5 



 

 

EMEC - Early Modern English Choruses - Skenè Research Centre (University of Verona) © 2018-2022. 
Transcription by Carla Suthren 

 

 

 

10 

 

 

 

 

15 

 

 

 

 

 

20 

 

 

 

 

25 

 

 

 

 

30 

 

 

 

 

35 

 

 

 

 

40 

of Gorboduc. 
Shall this their traiterous crime vnpuniſhed reſt 

Euen yet they ceaſe not carried out  with rage, 

In their rebellious routes,to threaten ſtill 

A new bloud ſhedde vnto the Princes Kinne 

To ſlaye them all,and to vpr∞te the race 

Both of the King and Quéene,ſo are they moued 

With Porrex death,wherin they falſely charge 

The guilteleſſe King without deſart at all. 

And traiterouſly haue murdered him therfore 

And eke the Quéene. 

                          Shall Subiects dare with force 

To w∞rk reuenge vpon their Princes fact? 

Admit the w∞rſt that may: as ſure in this 

The déede was foule,the Quéene to ſlaye her ſonne: 

Shall yet the Subiect ſéeke to take the Sw∞rd? 

Ariſe againſt his Lord,and ſlaye his King? 

O wretched ſtate where thoſe rebellious hartes 

Are not rent out euen from their liuing breaſtes 

And with the body throwen vnto the Fowles 

As Carrion f∞de, for terrour of the reſt. 

     There can no puniſhment be thought t∞ great 

For this ſo gréeuous crime,let ſpéede therfore 

Be vſed therin for it behoueth ſo. 

     Ye all my Lordes I ſée conſent in one, 

And I as one conſent with ye in all: 

I holde it more then néede with the ſharpeſt Lawe, 

to puniſhe the tumultuous bl∞dy rage: 

For nothing more may ſhake the common ſtate, 

then ſufferance of vproares without redreſſe: 

Wherby how ſome Kingdomes of mighty power 

After great Conqueſts made,and flouriſhing 

In fame and wealth haue beene to ruine brought, 

I pray to Ioue that we may rather waile 

Such hap in them, then witnes in our ſelues 

Eke fully with the Duke my minde agrées 

that no cauſe ſerues,wherby the Subiect may 

Call to account the d∞inges of his Prince, 

F.iij.<r>                                        Much 
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 The Tragedye 
Much leſſe in bl∞d by ſw∞rd to woorke reuenge 

No more then may the hand cut of the head, 

In Acte nor ſpeech,no: not in ſecret thought 

The Subiect may rebell againſt his Lord 

Or Iudge of him that ſits in Cæſars Seate. 

With grudging minde d∞ damne thoſe Hemiſlikes, 

Though Kinges forget to gouerne as they ought, 

Yet Subiects muſt obey as they are bound: 

But now my Lordes before ye farder wade 

Or ſpend your ſpéech, what ſharpe reuenge ſhall fall 

By iuſtice plague on theſe rebellious wights, 

Me thinkes ye rather ſhould firſt ſearche the way 

By which in time the rage of this vproare, 

Mought be repreſſed,and theſe great tumults ceaſed 

Euen yet the life of Brittaine Land d∞th hang, 

In Traitours Ballaunce of vnequall weight, 

Think not my Lords the death of Gorboduc 

Nor yet Videnaes bl∞d will ceaſe their rage: 

Euen our owne liues,our wiues and Children, 

Our Cuntry déereſt of all in danger ſtandes, 

Now to be ſpoyled,now,now made deſolate, 

And by our ſelues a conqueſt t∞ enſue: 

For giue once  ſweye vnto the peoples luſtes, 

To ruſh f∞rth on,and ſtaye them not in time, 

And as the ſtreame that rowleth downe the hill, 

So wil they headlong run with raging thoughtes 

From bloud to bloud,from miſchéefe vnto moe, 

To ruine of the Realme,themſelues and all, 

So giddie are the common peoples mindes, 

So glad of change,more wauering then the Sea, 

Ye ſée(my Lordes)what ſtrength theſe Rebels haue 

What hugie number is aſſembled ſtill, 

For though the traiterous fact, for which they roſe, 

Be wrought and d∞ne,yet lodge they ſtill in  féelde 

So that how farre their furies yet will ſtretch. 

Great cauſe we haue to dread,that we may ſéeke 

By preſent Battaile to repreſſe their power, 

<F.iii.v>                                   Spéede 
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of Gorboduc. 
Spée de muſt we vſe to leuie force therfore, 

For either they forthwith will miſchéefe w∞rke, 

Or their rebellious roares forthwith  muſt ceaſe: 

Theſe violent thinges may haue no laſting londe 

Let vs therfore vſe this for preſent helpe. 

Perſwade by gentle ſpéech , and offer grace 

With gifte of pardon ſaue vnto the cheefe. 

And that vpon condicion that forthwith 

They yeelde the Captaines of their enterpriſe, 

To beare ſuch guerdon of their traiterous fact 

As may be both due vengeance to themſelues, 

And holeſome terrour to poſteritie. 

This ſhall I think: flatter the greateſt parte, 

That now are holden with deſire of home, 

Wearied in féelde with colde of Winters nightes, 

And ſome(no doubt)ſtriken with dread of  Lawe 

When this is once proclaimed, it ſhall make 

The Captaines to miſtruſt the multitude, 

Whoſe ſafetie bids them to betraye their heads, 

And ſo much more becauſe the raſcall routes, 

In thinges of great and perilous attemptes, 

Are neuer truſtie to the noble race. 

And while we treat and ſtande on tearmes of grace 

We ſhall both ſtay their furies rage the while, 

And eke gaine time,whoſe only helpe ſuffiſeth 

Withouten warre to vanquiſhe Rebells power 

In the meane while,make you in readines, 

Such band of Horſemen as ye maye prepare: 

Horſemen you know, are not the Comons ſtrength 

But are the force and ſtore of noble men 

Wherby the vnchoſen and vnarmed ſorte 

Of ſkilliſh Rebelles,whome none other power, 

But number makes to be of dreadfull force, 

With ſoddeine brunt may quickly be oppreſt, 

And if this gentle meane of proffered grace 

With ſtubborne hartes cannot ſo farre auaile 

As to aſſwage their deſperate courages: 

<F.iv.r>                                         Then 
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 Fergus. 

The Tragedie 
Then d∞ I wiſh ſuch ſlaughter to be made, 

As preſent age and eke poſteritie 

May be adrad with horrour of reuenge, 

That iuſtly then ſhall on theſe Rebelles fall: 

This is my Lordes the ſumme of mine aduiſe. 

     Neither this caſe admittes debate at large, 

And though it did:this ſpéeche that hath béene ſayde, 

Hath well abridged the tale I would haue tolde: 

Fully with Eubulus d∞ I conſent 

In all that he hath ſaide: and if  the ſame 

To you my Lordes,may ſéeme for beſt aduiſe, 

I wiſh that it ſhould ſtraight be put in vre. 

     My Lords than let vs preſently departe 

And follow this that liketh vs ſo well. 

     If euer time to gaine a kingdome héere 

Were offred man,now it is offred me: 

The Realme is reft both of their King and Quéene, 

The ofſpring of the Prince is ſlaine and dead, 

No iſſue now remaines,the  Heire vnknowne, 

The People are in armes and mutinies, 

The Nobles they are buſied how to ceaſe 

Theſe great rebellious tumultes and vproares. 

And Brittaine Land now deſerte left alone 

Amid theſe broyles vncertaine where to reſt, 

Offers her ſelfe vnto that noble hart 

that will or dare purſue to beare her Crowne: 

Shall I that am the Duke of Albanye 

Diſcended from that line of noble bloud, 

Which hath ſo long flouriſhed in w∞rthy fame 

Of valiant hartes,ſuch as in noble Breaſts 

Of right ſhould reſt aboue the baſer ſorte, 

Refuſe to aduenture life to winne a Crowne? 

Whom ſhall I finde enemies that will  withſtand 

My fact héerin,if I attempt by Armes 

To ſeeke the Fame now in theſe times of broyle, 

Theſe Dukes power can hardly well appeaſe 

The people that already are in Armes. 

<F.iv.v>                                           But 
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of Gorboduc. 
But if perhaps my force be once in field, 

Is not my ſtrength in power aboue the beſt 

Of all theſe Lords now left in Britaine land. 

And though they ſhould match me with power of men: 

Yet doubtfull is the chaunce of battailes ioyned, 

If victors of the field we may depart, 

Ours is the ſcepter then of great Britaine, 

If ſlaine amid the plaine this bodie be, 

Mine enemies yet ſhall not denie me this, 

But that I died giuing the noble charge 

To hazard life for conqueſt of a Crowne. 

Forthwith therefore will I in poſt depart 

To Albanye,and raiſe in armour there 

All power I can : and here my ſecrete frends 

By ſecrete practiſe ſhall ſollicite ſtill 

To ſeeke to winne to me the peoples harts. 

                           

Actus quintus.         Scena ſecunda. 

Eubulus.Clotyn.Mandud.Gwenard.Aroſtus.Nuntius. 

 

O     Ioue,how are theſe peoples harts abuſde? 

        What blind furie thus headlong carries them? 

That though ſo many b∞kes,ſo many rolles 

Of auncient time of record what greeuous plagues 

Light on theſe Rebels aye,and though ſo oft 

Their eares haue heard their aged fathers tell 

What iuſt reward theſe traitours ſtill receiue. 

Yea though themſelues haue ſeene déepe death and b 

By ſtrangling cord and ſlaughter of the ſword 

To ſuch aſſignde,yet can they not beware: 

Yet can they not ſtay their rebellious hands, 

But ſuffering t∞ fowle treaſon to diſtaine 

Their wretched minds,forget their loyall hart, 

Reiect all truth,and riſe againſt their prince, 

A ruthfull caſe, that thoſe whom duties bound, 

Whom grafted Lawe by nature,truth and faith 

Bound to preſerue their Country and their King, 

Borne to defend their common welth and prince, 

G.<i.r>                              Euen 
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 The Tragedye 
Euen they ſhould giue conſent thus to ſubuert 

The Britaine land,and from the wombe ſhould bring 

(O natiue ſoile)thoſe,that will néedes deſtroy 

And ruine thee and eke themſelues in fine: 

For lo,when once the Duke had offered Grace 

Of pardon ſweet(the multitude miſled 

By traiterous fraud of their vngratious heads) 

One ſort that ſawe the daungerous ſucceſſe 

Of ſtubborne ſtanding in rebellious warre, 

And knew the difference of princes power, 

From headles number of tumultuous routes, 

Whom common countries care and priuate feare 

Taught to repent the terrour of their rage, 

Laid hands vpon the Captaines of their band, 

And brought them bound vnto the mightie  Dukes, 

Another ſort not truſting yet ſo well 

The truth of pardon,or miſtruſting more 

Their owne offence then that they ſhould conceiue 

Such hope of pardon for ſo fowle miſdéede: 

Or for that they their Captaines could not yéeld, 

Who fearing to be yéelded fled before, 

Stole home by ſilence of the ſecrete night. 

The third vnhappie and vnraged ſort 

Of deſperate harts,who ſtaindin princes bloud, 

From traiterous furour could not be withdrawne 

By loue,by lawe,by grace ne yet by feare, 

By proffered life,ne yet by threatened death, 

With minds hopeles of life,dreadles of death, 

Careles of country,and aweles of God: 

St∞de bent to fight as Furies did them moue 

With valiant death to cloſe their traiterous life: 

Theſe all by power of horſemen were oppreſt, 

And with reuenging ſword ſlaine in the field, 

Or with the ſtrangling cord hangd on the trees, 

Where yet the carrien Carcaſes d∞ proche 

The fruits that rebels reape of their vproars, 

And of the murder of their ſacred prince, 

But loe, where d∞ approch the noble Dukes, 

<G.i.v>                                              By 
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of Gorboduc. 
By whom theſe tumults haue béene thus appeaſde. 

     I thinke the world will now at length beware 

And feare to put on armes againſt their prince. 

     If not : thoſe traiterous harts that d∞ rebell, 

Let them behold the wide and hugie fields 

With bloud and bodie ſpred with rebels ſlaine, 

The luſtie trees clothed with corpſes dead 

That ſtrangled with the cord d∞ hang therein. 

     A iuſt reward ſuch as all times before 

Haue euer lotted to thoſe wretched folkes. 

     But what meanes he that commeth here ſo faſt? 

     My Lords ,as dutie and my troth doth m∞ue, 

And of my Country worke and care in me, 

That if the ſpending of my breath auaile 

To  d∞ the ſeruice that my hart deſires, 

I would not ſhun to imbrace a preſent death, 

So haue I now in that wherein I thought 

My trauaile might perfourme ſome g∞d effect 

Ventred my life to bring theſe tidings heere. 

Fergus the mightie Duke of Albany 

Is nowe in armes,and lodgeth in the field 

With twentie  thouſand men,hither he bends 

His ſpéedie march,and minds to inuade the crowne, 

Daily he gathereth ſtrength,and ſpreads abroad 

That to this Realme no certaine heire remaines, 

That Britaine land is left without a guide, 

That he the ſcepter ſeekes,  for nothing els 

But to preſerue the people and the land 

Which now remaine as ſhippe without a ſterne: 

Loe this is that which I haue hereto ſaid. 

     Is this his faith? and ſhall he falſly thus 

Abuſe the vauntage of vnhappie times? 

O wretched Land,if his outragious pride, 

His cruell and vntempred wilfulnes, 

His déepe diſſembling ſhewes of falſe pretence 

Should once attaine the Crowne of Britaine land, 

Let vs my Lords,with timely force reſiſt 

The new attempt of this our common foe, 

G.ii.<r>                                              As 
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The Tragedye 
As we would quench the flames of common fire. 

     Though we remaine without a certaine prince 

To weeld the realme,or guide the wandring rule, 

Yet now the common mother of vs all, 

Our natiue lande,our country that containes 

Our wiues,children,kindred,our ſelues and all 

That euer is or may be deare to man, 

Cries vnto vs to helpe our ſelues and her: 

Let vs aduaunce our powers to repreſſe 

This growing foe of all our liberties. 

     Yea let vs ſo my Lords with haſtie ſpéede, 

And ye(O Gods)ſende vs the welcome death, 

To ſhed our bloud in field,and leaue vs not 

In lothſome life to linger out our liues, 

To ſee the hugie heapes of theſe miſhaps, 

That now roll downe vpon the wretched lande 

Where emptie place of princely gouernaunce, 

No certaine ſtay now left of doubtles heire, 

Thus leaue this guideles realme an open pray 

To endleſſe ſtormes and waſte of ciuill warre. 

     That ye,my Lords,d∞ ſo agrée in one 

To ſaue your country from the violent raigne 

And wrongfully vſurped tyrannie 

Of him that threatens conqueſt of you all, 

To ſaue your realme,and in this realme your ſelues 

From forraine thraldome of ſo proude a prince, 

Much d∞ I praiſe,and I beſeech the Gods 

With happie honour to requite it you. 

But,O my Lords,ſith now the heauens wrath 

Hath reft this lande the iſſue of their prince: 

Sith of the bodie of our late ſoueraigne Lord 

Remaines no mo,ſince the y∞ng kings be ſlaine, 

And of the title of the deſcended Crowne 

Vncertainly the diuers mindes d∞ thinke 

Euen of the learned ſorte,and more vncertainlie 

Will partiall fancie and affection deeme: 

But moſt vncertainly will climbing pride 

And hope of reigne withdraw from ſundrie parts 

<G.ii.v>                                           The 
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of Gorboduc. 
The doubtfull right and hopefull luſt to reigne, 

When once this noble ſeruice is atchiued 

For Brittaine Land the Mother of ye all, 

When once ye haue with armed force repreſt, 

The proud attempts of this Albanian Prince, 

That threatens thraldome to your Natiue Land, 

When ye ſhall vanquiſhers returne from feelde 

And finde the Princely ſtate an open pray, 

to gréedy luſt and to vſurping power, 

Then,then(my Lordes)if euer kindely care 

Of ancient honour of your aunceſtours, 

Of preſent wealth and nobleſſe of your ſtockes: 

Yea of the liues and ſafetie yet to come 

Of your deere wiues,your Children and your ſelues 

Might moue your noble hartes with gentle ruthe, 

Then, then haue pittie on the torne eſtate, 

Then helpe to ſalue the well neere hopeles ſore 

Which ye ſhall d∞ if you your ſelues withholde 

The ſleaing knife from your owne mothers throate, 

Her ſhall you ſaue, and you, and yours in her, 

If ye ſhall all with one aſſent forbeare 

Once to lay hand, or take vnto your ſelues, 

The Crowne by colour of pretended right: 

Or by what other meanes ſo euer it be, 

Till firſt by common counſell of you all 

In Parliament the Regall Diadem, 

Be ſet in certaine place of gouernaunce, 

In which your Parliament and in your choiſe, 

Preſer the right(my Lordes)without reſpect 

Of ſtrength of freendes,or whatſoeuer cauſe 

That may ſet forward any others parte, 

For right will laſt,and wrong can not endure, 

Right meane I his or hers,vpon whoſe name 

The people reſt by meane of Natiue line, 

Or by the vertue of ſome former Lawe, 

Alreadie made their title to aduaunce: 

Such one(my Lords)let be your choſen King, 

Such one ſo borne within your natiue Land 

G.iij.<r>                                    Such 
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Eubulus. 

The Tragedye 
Such one preferre,and in no wiſe admit, 

The heauie yoake of forreine gouernaunce, 

Let forreine titles yeelde to Publike wealth, 

And with that hart wherwith ye now prepare 

thus to withſtand the proude inuading foe, 

With that ſame hart(my Lordes)keepe out alſo 

Vnnaturall thraldome of ſtrangers reigne, 

Ne ſuffer you againſt the rules of kinde, 

Your Mother Land to ſerue a  Forreine Prince, 

     Loe heere the end of Brutus royall Line, 

And loe the entrie to the wofull wrack 

And vtter ruine of this noble Realme. 

the royall King, and eke his Sonnes are ſlaine, 

No Ruler reſtes within the Regall ſeate: 

the Heire to whom the Scepter longes, vnknowen: 

that to the force of forreine Princes power, 

Whome vauntage of your wretched ſtate 

By ſodaine Armes to gaine ſo riche a Realme, 

And to the proude and gréedy minde at home 

Whome blinded luſt to reigne leades to aſpire, 

Loe Brittaine Realme is left an open praye, 

A preſent ſpoyle by Conqueſt to enſue, 

Who ſeeeth not now how many riſing  mindes 

D∞ feed their thoughts, with hope to reach a realme 

And who will not by force attempt to winne 

So great a gaine that hope perſwades to haue: 

A ſimple colour ſhall for title ſerue, 

Who winnes the royall Crown will want no right 

Nor ſuch as ſhall diſplaye by long diſcent 

A lyniall race to proue him ſelfe a King, 

In the meane while theſe cyuill armes ſhall rage, 

And thus a thouſand miſchéefes ſhall vnfolde 

And far and néere ſpread thee(O Brittaine Land) 

All right and Law ſhall ceaſe,and he that had, 

Nothing to daye,to morrow ſhall enioy 

Great heapes of g∞d,and he that  flowed in wealth, 

Loe he ſhall be reft of life and all, 

And happieſt he that then poſſeſſeth leath. 

<G.iii.v>                                           The 
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of Gorboduc. 
The wiues ſhall ſuffer rape,the maidens defloured 

And Children Fatherles ſhall weepe and waile: 

With fier and Sw∞rd thy natiue folke ſhall periſhe, 

One Kinſman ſhall bereaue an others life, 

The Father ſhall vnwitting ſlay the Sonne, 

The Sonne ſhall ſlea the Sire and know it not: 

Women and maides the cruell Souldiers Sw∞rd 

Shall pearce to death, and  ſillie Children loe 

That playing in the ſtreetes and  feeldes are found, 

By violent hand ſhall cloſe their latter day. 

Whome ſhall the fierce and bloudie Souldier 

Reſerue to life,whome ſhall he ſpare from death? 

Euen thou(O wretched Mother)halfe aliue 

Thou ſhalt beholde thy deere and only Childe 

Slaine with the ſw∞rd while he yet ſuckes thy breſt 

Loe,giltles bloud ſhall thus eche where be ſhed: 

Thus ſhall the waſted ſoyle yeelde f∞rth no fruite 

But dearth and famine ſhall poſſeſſe the Land. 

The Townes ſhall be conſumed and burnt with fier 

The peopled Citties ſhall waxe deſolate, 

And thou (O Brittaine Land) whilome in renowne, 

Whilome in wealth and fame ſhalt thus be torne. 

Diſmembred thus,and thus be  rent in twaine, 

Thus waſted and defaced,ſpoyled and deſtroyed: 

Theſe be the fruits your cyuill warres will  bring. 

Héerto it comes when Kinges will not conſent, 

To graue aduiſe,but follow wilfull will: 

This is the end,when in yong Princes hartes 

Flattery preuailes,and ſage rede hath no place: 

Theſe are the plagues, when murder is the meane 

To make new Heires vnto the Royall Crowne. 

Thus wreak the Gods when that ye mothers wrath 

Nought but the bloud of her own childe may ſwage 

Theſe miſcheefes ſpringes when rebells will ariſe, 

To w∞rke reuenge and iudge their Princes fact, 

This, this enſues when noble men d∞ faile 

In loyall troth,and ſubiectes will be Kinges. 

And this d∞th grow, when loe vnto the Prince, 

 <G.iv.r>                                    Whome 
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 The Tragedye 
Whome death or ſodeyne hap of life bereaues, 

No certaine Heire remaines, ſuch certeintie 

As not all only is the rightfull Heire, 

But to the Realme is ſo made vnknowne to be 

And troth therby veſted in ſubiects hartes, 

to owe faith there, where right is knowen to reſt 

Alas,in Parliament what hope can be, 

When is of Parliament no hope at all, 

Which though it be aſſembled by conſent, 

Yet is it not likely with conſent to end: 

While eche one for him ſelfe or for his fréend 

Againſt his foe,ſhall trauaile what he may, 

While now the ſtate left  open to the man, 

That ſhall with greateſt force inuade the ſame, 

Shall fill ambitious mindes with gapinge hope: 

When will they once with yeelding hartes agree? 

Or in the while,how shall the Realme be vſed? 

No,no: then Parliament ſhould haue beene holden, 

And certaine Heires appointed to the Crowne 

to ſtaye their title of eſtabliſhed right: 

And plant the people in obedience 

While yet the Prince did liue, whoſe name and power 

By lawfull Summons and authoritie 

Might make a Parliament to be of force, 

And might haue ſet the Realme in quiet ſtaye: 

But now(O happie man)what ſpéedy death 

Depriues of life,ne is enforced to ſee 

Theſe hugie miſcheefes and theſe miſeries, 

Theſe cyuill warres,theſe murders and theſe wronges, 

Of Iuſtice, yet muſt Ioue in fine reſtore, 

This noble Crowne vnto the lawfull Heire: 

For right will alwaies liue,and riſe at length, 

But wrong can neuer take deepe r∞te to laſt. 

 

¶ The ende of the Tragedie of  

King Gorboduc. 

 

<G.iv.v> 
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