Catesby/Ratcliffe/Hastings

Catesby
Many Good morrows to my noble lord!

Hastings
Good morrow, Catesby, you are early stirring
What news, hat news, in this our tottering state?

Catesby
It is a reeling world indeed my lord
And I believe twill never stand upright
Til Richards wear the garland of the realm

Hastings
How! Wear the garland! Doest thou mean the crown?

Catesby
Ay, my good lord

Hastings
I’ll have have this crown of mine cut from shoulders
Ere I see the rown so foul misplaced
But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it?

Catesby
Ay! on my life;
Upon his party for the gain thereof

Hastings
To give my voice on Richards side
To bar my master’s heirs in true descent
God knows I will not do it, to the death

Catesby
Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord,
When men are unprepared and look not for it

The prices both make high account of you;

Aside

For they account his head upon the bridge

