Tyrrel
Tyrral
The tyrannous and bloody deed is done.
The most arch of pirious massacre
Tht ever yet this land was guilty of,
I left them both,
To bring this tiding to the bloody king,
And here he comes

All hail my soveriegn liege!

Richard
Kind Tyrrel am I happy in thy news?

Tyrrel
For it is done my lord

Richard
But didst thou see them dead

Tyrrel
I did, my lord

Richard
And buried, Tyrrel?

Tyrrel
The chaplain of the Tower hath buried them;
But how or in what place I know not.

