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Enter the Ghost of Prince Edward, son to King Henry VI

Ghost of Prince Edward
[To KING RICHARD III]
	Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow!

Think, how thou stab'dst me in my prime of youth
At Tewksbury: despair, therefore, and die!
Enter the Ghost of King Henry VI
     Ghost   of King Henry VI
[To KING RICHARD III]
	When I was mortal, my anointed body

By thee was punched full of deadly holes
Think on the Tower and me: despair, and die!
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair, and die!

Enter the Ghost of CLARENCE
Ghost of CLARENCE
[To KING RICHARD III]
	Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow!

I, that was wash'd to death with fulsome wine,
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betrayed to death!
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die!--

Enter the Ghosts of RIVERS, GRAY, and VAUGHAN
Ghost of RIVERS
[To KING RICHARD III]
	Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow,

Rivers. that died at Pomfret! despair, and die!
Ghost of GREY
[To KING RICHARD III]
	Think upon Grey, and let thy soul despair!

Ghost of VAUGHAN
[To KING RICHARD III]
	Think upon Vaughan, and, with guilty fear,

Let fall thy lance: despair, and die!

Enter the Ghost of HASTINGS
Ghost of HASTINGS
[To KING RICHARD III]
	Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake,

And in a bloody battle end thy days!
Think on Lord Hastings: despair, and die!

Enter the Ghosts of the two young Princes
Ghosts of young Princes
[To KING RICHARD III]
	Dream on thy cousins smother'd in the Tower:

Let us be led within thy bosom, Richard,
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death!
Thy nephews' souls bid thee despair and die!

Enter the Ghost of LADY ANNE
Ghost of LADY ANNE
[To KING RICHARD III]
	Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne thy wife,

That never slept a quiet hour with thee,
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die!

Enter the Ghost of BUCKINGHAM
Ghost of BUCKINGHAM
[To KING RICHARD III]
	The last was I that helped thee to the crown;

The last was I that felt thy tyranny:
O, in the battle think on Buckingham,
And die in terror of thy guiltiness!
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death:
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath!
The Ghosts vanish whispering “despair and die.” 
 
KING RICHARD III starts out of his dream
KING RICHARD III
Give me another horse: bind up my wounds.
Have mercy, Jesu!--Soft! I did but dream.
	coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me!
	The lights burn blue. It is now dead midnight.
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh.
What do I fear? myself? there's none else by:
Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I.
Is there a murderer here? No. Yes, I am:
Then fly. What, from myself? Great reason why:
Lest I revenge. What, myself upon myself?
Alack. I love myself. Wherefore? for any good
That I myself have done unto myself?
O, no! alas, I rather hate myself
For hateful deeds committed by myself!
I am a villain: yet I lie. I am not.
Fool, of thyself speak well: fool, do not flatter.
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues,
And every tongue brings in a several tale,
And every tale condemns me for a villain.
Perjury, perjury, in the high'st degree
Murder, stem murder, in the direst degree;
All several sins, all used in each degree,
Throng to the bar, crying all, Guilty! guilty!
I shall despair. There is no creature loves me;
And if I die, no soul shall pity me:
Nay, wherefore should they, since that I myself
Find in myself no pity to myself?
Methought the souls of all that I had murder'd
Came to my tent; and every one did threat
To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard.

After exposition, KR’s final oration to his Army
	What shall I say more than I have inferr'd?

Remember whom you are to cope withal;
A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and runaways,
A scum of Bretons, and base lackey peasants,
Whom their o'er-cloyed country vomits forth
To desperate ventures and assured destruction.
You sleeping safe, they bring to you unrest;
You having lands, and blest with beauteous wives,
They would restrain the one, distain the other.
And who doth lead them but a paltry fellow,
Long kept in Bretagne at our mother's cost?
A milk-sop, one that never in his life
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow?
Let's whip these stragglers o'er the seas again;
Lash hence these overweening rags of France,
These famish'd beggars, weary of their lives;
Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit,
For want of means, poor rats, had hang'd themselves:
If we be conquer'd, let men conquer us,
And not these bastard Bretons; whom our fathers
Have in their own land beaten, bobb'd, and thump'd,
And in record, left them the heirs of shame.
Shall these enjoy our lands? lie with our wives?
Ravish our daughters?
Drum afar off
Hark! I hear their drum.
Fight, gentlemen of England! fight, bold yoemen!
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head!
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood;
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves!


