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Dramatis Perf fnd =

Ing John.
N, Prince Hepry, Son to the King.

Arthur, Duke of Bretaign, and Nephew to the
King.
Pembroke,

Eilex,
Salisbury, "' Englith Lords.'

et )

Hubert,
Bigot, J
Faulconbridge, Baffard-Son to Richard the Firft.
R obert Faulconbridge, fuppos’d Brother to the Ba-
tard.
a{ncs Gurney, Servant to the Lady Faulconbridge.
Peter of Pomfret, a Prophet.

Philip, King of France.

Lewss, the Dauphin.

Arch-Duke of Auftria,

Pandulpho, the Pope's Legate.

Melun, 2 French Lord.

Chattilion, AmbafJador from France to King John.

Elinor, Queen~Mother of England.
Conftance, Mother to Arthur.

Blanch, Daughter to Alphonfo King of Catftile,
and Neice to King John.

Lady Faulconbridge, Mother to the Baflard and
Robert Faulconbridge.

Citizens of Angiers, Heralds, Exccutioners, Mef
[fengers, Suldiers, and other Attendants.

The S C E N E fometimes in England, and
[ometimes in. France,
THE




LIFEwmd DEATH

King 70 H N.

ACTE L -S$CENE.}

. Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Effex,
and Salisbury, with Chattilion.

King ] O H N.

O W fay, Chattilion, what would Franee with
us?

Chat. Thus, after greeting, fpeaks the King
of France
In my Behaviour to the Mjetty,
The borrow'd Majelty of England here.
Eli. A ftrange Beginning; berrow’d Majefty !
K. Fobn. Silence, good Mother, hear the Embaffe,
Chate Philip of France, 4n right and true behalf
Of'thy deceafed Brother Geffrey's Son,
| Artbur Plantagenet, lays moft lawful Claim
To this fair Ifland, and the Territories:
To Ireland, Poyltiers, dnjon, Touaine, Maine,
Vour lil B:

- >

Defiring
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D firing thee to lay afide the Sword
Which fways ufurpingly thefe feveral Titles,
And put the fame into young Arehur’s Hand,
Thy Nephew, and right Royal Soveraign.
K. Fobn, What follows, if we difallow of this?
Ciar. The proud Control of fierce and bloody War,
To inforce thefe Rights {o forcibly with-held.
K. Fobn. Herehave we War for War, and Blood for Blood,
Controlment for Coatrolment; fo anfwer France.
Chaz. Then take my King’s Defiance from my Moutb,
The fartheft limit of my Embaflie,
K. Fobn. Bear mine to him, and fo depart in Peace.
Be thou as Lightning in the Eyes of France;
For ¢er thou canft report, T will be there,
The Thunder of my Cannon fhall be heard.
So hence; be thou the Trumpet of our Wrath,
And fullen Prefage of your own decay
An honourable Condué& let him have,
Pembroke look to’t; farewel Chartilion. [ Exit Chate and Pem,
Eli. What now, my $on, have I not ever faid
How that Ambituous Conffance would not ceafe
*Tiil fhe had kindled France and all the World,
Upon the Right and Party of her Son?
This might have been prevented, and made whole
With very eafie Arguments of Love,
W hich now the Manage of two Kingdoms mult
W ith fearful blocdy 1lue arbitrate.
K. Fohu. -Our ftrong Poflcffion and our Right for us.
Eli. Your ftrong Poffeflion much more than your Righty
Or el’e it muft go wrong with you and me,
So much my Confcience whifpers in your Ear,
Which none but Heav’n, and you and I fhall hear.
Effex. My Licge, here is the ftrange@t Controverfie
Come from the Country to be judg’d by you
That e’er I heard, thall I produce the Men?
K. Fobn. Let them approach:
Our Abbies and our Priories thall pay
"This Expedition’s Charge. What Mcn are you?
Enster Robert Baulconbridge and she Baftard,
BafF. Your futhful Subje&t, I, a Gentleman,
Born i Northamptonfbire, and eldeft Son,




o 3y 34 ,‘ - !

b o
; of King John.§ \ 981
As T {uppofe, to Faulconbridge,
A Soldier, by the Honeur-giving-hand
Of Cordelion, Knighted in the Field,
K. Fobn. What art thou ?
Robert. The Son and Heir to that fime Fanlconbridse.
K, Fabn. Is thae the Elder, and art thou the Heir?

.You came not of one Mother, then it feems?

Baft. Moft certain of one Mother, mighty King,
That is well kaowny and, as I think, one Fathes:
But for the cerrain Knowledge of that Truth,
I put you o’er to Heav’n, and to my Mother ;
Of that I doubt, as all Mens Children may.
Eli, Outon thee, rade Man, thou doft (hame thy Moth:r,
And wound her Honour with this diffidence.
Baff. I, Madam? No : I have no Reafen for it;
That is my Brother’s Plea, and none of mine,
The which if he can pma'c, a pops me our,
At leaft from fair five hundred pound a Year:
Heav’n guard my Mother’s Honour, and my Land.
K. Fobn. A good blunt Fellow; why being younger Born
Doth he lay claim to thine Inher!tance 2
Baft. Iknow not why, except to gee the Land;
But orce he flinder’d me wicth Baftardy:
But whether I be as true begot or no,
That ftill T lay upon my Mother’s Head,
But that I am as well begot, my Liege,
Fair fall the Bones that took the Pains for me,
Cofnpare our Faces, and be judge your felf,
If o'dSir Reber: did beget us both,
And were our Father, and this Son like him:
O old Sir Rebert Father; on my Knee
I give Heav'n thanks I was not like to thee,
K. Fobn. Why what a mad-cap hath Heav’n lent us here et
Eli. He hath a trick of Cordelion’s Face,
The atcent of his Tongue affeGeth him:
Do you not read fome Tokens of my Son
In toe large Compofition of this Man?
K. »70071. Mine Eye hath well examined his Parts,
And finds them pecfe@ Richard : Sirrsh, fpesk,
What doth move you to claim your Brother’s Land 2

B3 : Bsf,
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Baff. Becaufe he hath a half-face, like my Father,
With half that Face would he have all my Lands,
A half-fac’d Groat, five hundred Pound a Year 2

Rob. My gracious Lieg

2 ge; when that my Father liv'd,

Your Brother did imploy my Father much——

Baft. Well, Sir, by this you cannot get my Land,
Your Tale muft be how he imploy’d my Mother,

Rob. And once difpitch’d him in an Embaflie
To Germany, there with the Emperor
To treat of high Affaiis touching that time :
Th’Advantage of his Abfence took the King,

And in the mean time {ojourn’d at my Father's;
Where, how he did prevail, I fhame to fpeak:
But truth is truth, large lengths of Seas and Shores
Between my Father and my Mother lay,

As I have heard my Father fpeak himfelf,

When this fame lufty Gentleman was got.

Upon his Death=bed he by Will bequeath’d

His Lands to me, and took it on his Death

That this my Mother’s Son was none of his ;

‘And if he were, he cime into the World

Full fourreen Weeks tefore the Courle of time :
‘Then good my Liege, let me have what is mineg
My Father’s Land, as was my Father’s Will.

K, Fobn. Sirrah, your Brother is Legitimate,
Your Father’s Wife did after Wedlock bear him:
And if fhe did play filfe, the Fault was hers,
Which Faule lyes on the hazards of all Husbands
That marry Wives. Tell me, how if my Brother,
Who, as you fay, took pains to get this Son,

Had of your Father claim’d this Son for his,
Infooth, good Friend, your Father might have kept
This Calf; bred from his Cow, from all the World:
In footh he might ; then if he were my Brother’s,
My Brother might not claim him; nor your Father,
Being none of his, refule him; this concludes,

My Mother’s Sen did get your Father’s Heir,

Your Father’s Heir muft have your Father’s Land,

Rob. Shall then my Father’s Will be of no force
To difpoflels that Child which is not his?

Baft.
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Baft. Of no more force to difpoffels me, Sir,
Then was his Will to get me, as I think.
" Eli, Whether hadft thou rather be a Fanlconbridge,
And, like thy Brother, to enjoy thy Land:
Or the reputed Son of Cordelion,
Lord of thy Prefence, and no Land befide?

Baff, Madam, and if my Brother had my Shape,

And I had his, Sir Robert’s his, like him,

And if my Legs were two fuch riding Rods,

My Arms fuch Eel-skins ftuft, my Face fo thin,

That in mine Ear I durft not ftick a Rofe, ,
Left Men fhould fay, look where three Farthings gees,
And to his Shape were Heir to all this Land,

Would I might never fir from off this Place,

I would give it every Foot to have this Face ¢

I would sot be Sir Nobbe in any cafe.

Eli. 1 like thee well; wilt thou forfake thy Fortune,
Bequeath thy Land tohim, and follow me?

I am a Soldier, and now bound to France.

Baft. Brother, take you my Land, I'lltake my Chance;
Your Face hath got five hundred Pound a Year,

Yet fell your Face for five Pence, and ’tis dear.
Madam, I'll follow you unto the Death,

Eli. Nay, I would have you go before me thither.

Baff, Our Country manners give our Betters way,

K. Fobn. What is thy Name ?

Baff. Philip, my Liege, fo is my Name begun,
Philip, good old Sir Robers’s Wife’s eldeft Son.

K. Fobn. From henceforth bear his Name
Whofe Form thou beareft :

Kneel thou down Philip, but rife more great,
Arife Sir Richard and Plantagener.

Baft. Brother by th'Mother’s fide, give me your Hand,

My Father gave me Honour, yours gave Land.
Now bleffed be the Hour, by Night or Day,
When I was got, Sir Robert was away.

Eli. The very Spirit of Plantagenet:

I am thy Grandam, Richard, call me fo.

Baff. Madam, by chance, but not by truth, whattho’;
Something about, a little from the right, :
In at the Window, or elfe o’er the Hatch: :

B4 Whe
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Who dares not ftir by Day, muft walk by Night,

And have is have, however Men do catch;
Near or far off, well won is ftill well thot,
And I am I, howe’er I was begot.

K. Fobn. Go, Fanlconbridge, now haft thou thy defire,
A Landlefs Knight, makes thee a Landed Squire :
Come Mgdam, and come Richard, we muft {peed
Yor France, for France, for it is more than need.

Baft. Brother, adieu, good Fortune come to thee,
For thou waft got i’ th’ way of honefly. [ Ex. all but Baffards
A Foot of Honour better than I was,
But'many a many Foot of Land the worfz,
Well, now can I make any Foan a Lady;
Good-denn, Sir Richard, Godamercy Fellow,
And if his Name be George, I’ll call him Perer;
For new made Honour doth forget Mens Names
" Tis too refpeive, and too fociable
For your Converfion, now your Traveller,
He and his Tooth-pick, at my Worfhip’s Mefs,
And when my Knightly Stomach is fuffic’d,
Why then I fuck my Teeth, and Catechifz
My picked Man of Countrys; My Dear Sir, ’
Thus leaning on mine Elbow I begin,
I fhall befeech yous; that is Queftion now,
And then comes Anfwer like an Abfey-Book :
O Sir, fays Anfwer, at your beft Command,
At your Employment, at your Service, Sir:
No, Sir, fays Queftion, I, {weet Sir, at yours,
And fo e’er An{wer knows what Quefticn would,
Saving in Dialogue of Complimert, :
And talking of the Alpes and Appenines,
The Pyrenncan and the River Po,
It draws towards Supper in conclufion fe.
But tiiis is worfhipful Society,
And fits the mounting Spirit like my felf;
For be is buta Baftard to the time
That do'h not fmoak of Obfervation,
And fo am T whetker I fmack or nos
And not alone in Habit and Device,
Exteri r Form, outward Acoutrements
But from the isward Motion to deliver

Sweet,
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Sweet, fweet, fweet Poifon for the Ages Tooth,
Which though I will not pra&ife to deceive,
Yer, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn;
For it fhall ftrew the Footfteps of my Rifing:
But who comes in fuch bafte in riding R obes?
What: W oman-poft is this¢ Hath fhe no Husband
That will take Pains to blow a Horn before her,
O me, ’tis my Mother; how now, good Lady 2
What brings you here to Court fo haftily ?

Enter Lady Faulconbridge and James Gurney.

Lady. Where is that Slave, thy Brother? Where is he?
Thac holds in chafe mine Honour up and down.

Baft. My Brother Robert, old Sic Robers’s Son,
Golbrand the Giant, that fame mighty Man,

Is it Sir Robers’s Son that you feek fo? “'

Lady. Sir Robert's Sonl ay, thou unreverend Boy,
Sir Robert's Son, why fcorneft thou at Sir Robers 2
He is Sir Robert’s Son, and fo art thou.

Baft. Fames Gurney, wilt thou give us leave a while?

Gur. Good leave, good Philip.

Baft. Philip, Sparrow, Fames,

There’s Toys abroad,anon I'll tell thee more. [ Exit Fawses,
Madam, I was not old Sir Rebers's Son,

Sir Robert might hive eat his Part in me

Ubpon Good-Friday, and ne’er broke his Faft:

Sir Robere could do well, marry, to confefs!

‘Could get me ! Sir Robers could not do it;

We know his Handy-work, therefore good Mother

To whom am I beholding for thefe Limbs?

Sir Robert never bolp to make this Leg.

Lady. Haft thou confpir’d with thy Brother too,
That for thine own gain thould’ft defend mine Horour #
What means this Scorr, thou moft untoward Koave?

Baff. Knight, Kaight, good Mother, Bufilifco-like.
What, T am dub’d, I have it on my Shoulder:

But Mother, I am not Sir Rebers’s Son,
I have difclaim’d Sir Robert and my Land,
Legitimation, Name, and all is gone ;
Then, good my Mother, let me know my Father,
$me proper Man, I hope; who was it, Mcthur?
Lady,
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Lady. Haft thou deny’d thy felf a Fanlconbridge 2
Baft. As faithfully as I deny the Devil.
Lady. King Richard Cordelion was thy Father;
By long and vehement Suit I was feduc’d
To make room for him in my Husband’s Bed.
Heav’n lay not my Tranfgreflion to my charge;
Thou art the Iffue of my dear Offence,
Which was fo ftrongly urg’d paft my Defence.
Baft. Now, by this Light, were I to get again,
Madam, I would not wifh a better Father.
Some Sins do bear-their Privilege on Earth,
And {o doth yours; your Fault was not your Folly;
Needs muft you lay your Heart at his Difpofe,
Subjeéted Tribute O commanding Love,
Againft whofe Fury and unmatched Force,
The awlefs Lyon could not wage the Fight,
Nor keep his princely Heart from Richard's Hands,
He that per Force robs Lyors of their Hearts,
May ealily win a Woman’s 3 ay, my Mother,
With all my Heart [ thaok thee for my Father,
Who lives and dares but fay, thou didft not well
When I was got, Pll fend his Soul to Hell.
Come, Lady, I will fhew thee to my Kin,
And they fhall fay, when Richard me begot,
IF thou hadft faid him nay, it had been Sin;
Who fays it was, he lyes; 1 fay "twas not. [ Exennt.

$CE NE "
s C E N'E, before the Walls of Angiers.

Emter Philip King of France, Lewis the Dauphin, Au-
{tria, Conftance, and Arthur.

¢, well met brave Awftria,
orc-runaner of thy Blood,

»d the Lion of his Heart,

ly Wars in P aleftine,

came carly to bis Grave;

is Pofterity,

¢ hither is' he come,

Boy, in thy behaif;

And
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And to rebuke the Ufurpation
Of thy unnatural Uncle, Englifb Fobn.
Embrace him, love him," give him welcome hither.

Arth. God fhall forgive you Cordelion’s Death,

The rather that you give his Offspring Life,
Shadowing their Right under your Wings of War;
I give you welcome with a powerlefs Hand,

But with a Heart full of unftained Love,
Welcome before the Gates of Angiers, Duke.

Lewis. A noble Boy, who would not do thee right 2

<Auft. Upon thy Cheek lay I this zealous Kifs,
As Seal to this Indenture of my Love;

That to my home I will no more return,

i Till Angiers, and the Right thou haft in Franee;
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d Shore,
Whofe Foot {purns back the Ocean’s roaring Tides,
And coops from other Lands her Iflanders,

Even ’till that Eagland, hedg’d in with the Main,
That water-walled Bulwark, &till fecure

And confident from foreign Purpofes,

Even ’till that outmoft Corner of the Weft

Salute thee for her King; ’till then, fair Boy,
Will I not thiok of home, but follow Arms.

Conff. O take his Mother’s Thanks, a Widow’s Thanks,
"Till your ftrong Hand fhall help to give him Strength,
To make a more Requital to your Love,

Anft. The Peace of Heav'nistheirs, who lift their Swords
In fuch a juft and charitable War.,

K, Philip, Well, then, to work, our Cannon fhall be beng
Againft the Brows of this refifting Town;

Call for our chiefeft Men of Difcipline,

To cull the Plots of beft Advantages.

We'll lay before this Town our Royal Bones,
Wade to the Market-Place in Frenchmens Blood, '
But we will make it fubje& to this Boy.

Conft. Stay for an Anfwer to your Embaflie,
Left unadvis’d you ftain your Swords with Blood.
My Lord Chattilion may from England bring
That Right in Peace which here we urge in War,
And then we fhall repent each Drop of Blood,
That hot rath hafte fo indireGly fhed.

Enter
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Enter Chattilion,

K. Philip. A Wonder, Lady! lo! upon thy Wifh
Our Meflenger Chattilion, 1s arrivd;
What England fays, fay bricfly, gentle Lord,
We coldly paufe for thee. Chartilion {peak.

Chat. Then turn your Forces from this paultry Siegey
And ftir them up againft a mighticr Task.
England, impatient of your jult Demands,
Hath put himfelf in Arms, the adverfe Winds,
Whofe Leifure [ have ftaid, bave given him time
To land his Legions all as foon as I.
His Marches are expedient to this Town,
His Forces ftrong, his Soldiers confident.
With him along is come the Mother-Queen;
An Ate firring him to Blood and Strife.
With her her Neice, the Lady Blanch of Spain;
W ith them a Baftard of the King decess’d,
And all ¢h’ wnfettled Humours of the Land ;
Rafh, inconfiderate, fiery Volunteers,
With Ladics Face:, ard fieree Dragons Spleens,
Have fnld their Fortunes at their native Homes,
Bearing their Birthright proudly on their Backs,
To make a Hazard of new Fortunes here;
In brief, a braver Choice of dauntlefs Spirits
Than now the Exglifb Bottoms have walt o’er,
Did never float upon the fwelling Tide,
To do offence and fcathe in Chriftendom.
The Interruption of their churlifh Drums
Cuts off more 'Ci/rcumﬂance; they are'at hand,
[ Drums beat.

oy

To parly or to fight, therefore prepare,
K. Philip, How much unlook’d for is this Expedition!
Aunft. By how m ich unexpected, by fo much

We muft awake, endeavour for Defence,

For Courage mountcth with Occafion:

Ict them be welcome then, we are prepar'd,

Enter King of England, Baftard, Eliro-, Blanch, Pembroke,

and others.
K. Fohn. Peace be to France, 1f France in Peice permit

Our juft and lineal Eotracce to our own;

1f, not bleed France, and Reace a/cend to Heav'n,

Whilft

K A -
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Whilft we, God’s wrathful Agent, do correct
Their proud Contempt that beats his Peace to Heav'n,
K. Philip. Peace be to England, if that War return
From France to England, there to live in Peace.
England we love, and for that England’s {ake
With burthen of eur Armour here we {weat ;
This Toil of ours thould be a Work of thine;
But thou from loving England art fo far,
That thou haft under-wiougnt its lawful King,
Cut off the Sequence of Pofterity,
Out-faced Infant State, and done a Rape
Upon the Maiden-Virtue of the Crown.
Look here upon thy Brother Geffry’s Face,
Thefe Eyes, thele Brows, were moulded out of his;
This little Abftra& doth conrain that large
Which dy’d in Geffrey; and the Hand of time
Shall draw this brief into as large a Volume.
That Geffrey was thy elder Brother born,
And this his Son, England was Geffrey's Right,
And this is Geffrey’s; in the Name of God,
How comes it then that thou art call’d a King,
When living Blood doth in thefe Temples beat,
Which owe the Crown that thou o’er-maftereft?
K. Fobn. From whom haft thou this great Commiflion
To draw my Anf{wer from thy Articles?
K. Phil, From that fupernal Judgethat ftirs good Thoughts
In any Breaft of ftrong Authority,
To look into the Blots and Stains of Right,
That Judge hath made me Guardian to chis Boy,
Under whofe Warrant I impeach thy Wrong,
And by whofe Help I mean to chaftife i,
K. Fobn. Alack, thou doft ufurp Authority.
K. Philip. Excufe it is to brat ufurping down.
Eli. Who is it that thou daft call Ufurper, France?
Conft. Let me make Anfwer: Thy ufurping Son.
Eli. Out Infolent, thy Baftard fhall be King,
That thou may’ft be a Quteen, and check the World !
Conft. My Bed was ever to thy Son as true,
As thine was to thy Husband, and this Boy,
Liker in Feature to his Father Geffrey, ;
Than thouand Fobs, in Manners being as like j
As
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As Rain to Water, or Devil to his Dam.

My Boy a Baftard! By my Soul I think

His Father never was fo true begot;

It cannot be, and if thou wert his Mother. .
Eli. There’s a good Mother, Boy, that blotsthy Fathcrs‘
Conft, There’s a good Grandam, Boy,

That would blot thee.

Aunft. Peace.

Baff. Hear the Crier.

Anft. What the Devil art thou ?

Baft. One that will play the Devil, Sir, with you,

And 2 may catch your Hide and you alone.

You are the Hare, of whom the Proverb goes,

Whofe Valour plucks dead Lions by the Beard,

I'll fmoak your Skin-Coat, and I catch you right;

Sirrab, look to’t, i’faith I will, rfaich.

Blanch. O well did he become that Lion’s Robe,

That did difrobe the Lion of that Robe.

Baft. 1t lyes as fightly on the Back of him,

As great Alcide's Shoes upon an Afs;

But, Afs, I'll take that Burthen from your Back,

Or lay on that fhall make your Shoulders crack.

Aunft. What Cracker is this fame that deafs our Ears

With this abundance of fuperfluous Breath ?

King Lewis, determine what we fhall do ftreight.
Lewis. Women and Fools break off your Conference,

King Fobn, this is the very Sum of all ;

England, and Ireland, Angiers, Tonrain, Main,

In right of Ar¢hwr do I claim of thee:

Wilt thou refign them, and lay down thy Arms?

K, Fobn. My Life as foon. I do defie thee, Franse.

Arthur of Britain, yield thee to my Hand,

And out of my dear Love I'll give thee more,

Than ¢’er the Coward-Hand of France can win;

Submit thee, Boy.

Eli. Come to thy Grandam, Child.
Conft. Do, Child, go to it Grandam, Child,

Give Grandam Kingdom, and it G-andam will

Give it a Plum, a Cherry and a Fig,

There’s a good Grandam.

Arth, Good my Mother, Peace,
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I would that I were low laid in my Grave,
I am not worth this Coil that’s made for me.
Eli. His Mother thames him fo, poor Boy he weeps.
Conff. Now {hame upon )ou where fhe does or no.
His Grandam’s Wrong, and not his Mother’s Shames,
Draws thofe Heav'n-moving Pearls from his poor Eyes,
Which Heav’n fhall take in nature of a Fee;
Ay, with thefe fad Chryltal Beads Heav'n fhall be bribd
106 do him Juftice, and Revenge on you.
Eli. Thou monftrous Slanderer of Heav'n and Earth.
Conft. Thou monftrous Injurer of Heav’n and Earth,
Call me not Slanderer; thou and thine ufurp
The Domination, Royalties and Rights
Of this opprefled Boy 5 this is thy eldeft Son’s Son,
Tnfortunate in no:hmg but in thee;
Thy Sins are vifited in this poor Child,
The Canon of the Law is laid on him,
Being but the fecond Generation
Remaved from thy fin-conceiving Womb,
K. Fobn. Bedlam have done.
Conft. I have but this to fay,
That he is not only plagued for her Sin,
But God hath made her Sin and her, the Plague
On this removed Iflue, plagu’d for her,
And with her Plague her Sin; his Injury
Her Injury, the Beadle to her Sm,
All punifh’d in the Perfon of this Child,
And all for her; a Plague upon her,
Eli. Thou unadvifed Scold, I can produce
A Will that bars the Title of thy Son.
Confts Ay, who doubtsthat? a Will; a w1cked Will;
A Woman’s Will; a canker’d Grandam’s Will.
K. Philip. Peace Lady, paufe, or be more temperate;
It i1l befeems this Prefence to cry ay me
To thefe ill turned Repetitions.
Some Trumpet fummon hither to the Walls
Thefe Men of Angiers; let us hear them fpeak,
Whofe Title they admit, Arthur's or Fobn’s
L Trampet [onnds.,
Euter a Citizen vpon the H’?zll:.
Giti» Who is it that hath warn d us to the Walls 2
K, Philip,
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K Philip. *Tis France for England.

K. Fohn. England for it felf;

You Men of Axgicrs, and my loving Subjeés.

K. Phil. You loving Men of Angiers, Arthur’s Subjeéts,
Our Trumpet call’d you to this gentle Parle—

K. Fobn. For our Advantage; therefore hear us firft;
Thefe Flags of Frasce, that are advanced here
Before the Eye and Profpeé of your Town,

Have hither march’d to your Endamagement.
"The Cannons have their Bowels full of Wrath;
And ready mounted are they to fpit forth

Their Iron Indignation *gainft your Walls:

All Preparation for a bloody Siege,

And mercilefs Proceeding, by thefe French,
Confront your Cities Eyes, your winking Gates;
And but for our Approach, thofe {leeping Stones,
That ss a Wafte do girdle you about,

By the Compulfion of their Ordinance

By this time from their fixed Beds of Lime

Had been difhabited, and wide Haveck made

For bloody Power to ruth upon your Peace.

But on the Sight of us your lawful King,

Who painfully with much expedicnt March,

Have brought a counter-check before your Gates,
To fave unfcratch’d your Cities threatned Checks
Behold the Frenchamaz'd vouchfafe a Parle;

And now inftead of Bullets wrap’d in Fire,

To mazke a fhaking Feaver in your Walls,

They fhoot but calm Words, folded up in Smoak,
To make a faithlefs Error in your Ears;

Wehich truft accordingly, kind Citizens,

And let us in.  Your King, whofe labour’d Spirits
Fore-weary’d in this A&ion of {wift Speed,
Craves Harbourage within your City Walls.

K. Philip. When I have faid, make Anfwer to us both,
Loe in this right Hand, whofe Protection
Is moft divinely vow’d upon the right
Of him it holds, ftands young Plantagenet,
Son to-<he elder Brother of this Man,

And King o’er him, and all that he enjoys:
For this down-trodden Equity, we tread

In.
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In warlike March, thefe Greens before your Town,
Being no further Enemy to you
Than the conftraint of Hofpitable Zeal,
In the relief of this opprefled Child,
Religioufly provokes. Be pleafed then
To pay that Duty which you truly owe,
To him that owes it, namely, this young Prince}
And then our Arms, like to 3 muzzled Bear,
Save in Afpe@, hath sll Offence feal’d up:
Our Cannons Malice vainly fhall be fpent
Againft th’ invulrerable Clouds of Heav’n
And with a blefled, and un-vex retire,
With unhack'd Swords, and Helmets all unbruis'd,
We will bear home that lufty Blood again,
Which here we came to fpout againft your Town,
And leave your Children, Wives, and you in Peaces
But if you fondly pafs our profferd Offer,
“Tis not the Rounder of your old-facd Walls
Can hide you from our Mcflengers of War ;
Though all theft Engli/h, and their Difcipline,
Were habour’d in their rude Circumference ¢
Then tell us, fhal] your City call us Lord,
In that behalf which we have chaileng’d it ?
Or fhall we give the Signal to our Rage,
And ftalk in Blood to our Pofltffion?
Citi. In brief, we are the King of England's Subjc&s;
For him, and in his Right, we hold this Town,
K. Fobn. Acknowledge then the King, and let me in.
Citi. That can we not; but he that proves the King,
To him will we preve Lovyal; 'till that time
Have we ramm’d up our Gates againft the World,
K. Fobn. Doth not the Crown of England prove the King !
And if not that, I bring you Witnefles,
Twice fifteen thoufand Hearts of England’s Breed ——
Baft. Baftards, and elfe.
K. Fohn. To verifie our Title with their Lives.
K. Philip. As many,and as well born Blocdsas thofes—es
Beff. Some Baftards too.
K Philip. Stand in his Face to contradi@ his Claim.
Citi. *Till you compound whofe Righr is worthieft,
We for the worthict hold the Right from both. :
VA Y T e C P N K Fobui
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That did difplay them when we firft march’d foith ;
And bike a jolly Troop of Huntfmen come
Our lufty Englifb, all with purpled Hands,
Dy’d in the dying Slaughter of their Foes.
Open your Gates, and give the Vi&ors Way.
Citi. Heralds, from off our Towers we might behold
From firft to laft, the Onfet and Rectire
®f both your Armies, whefe Equality
By our beft Eyes cannot be cenfured;
Blood hath bought Blocd, and Blows have an{wer'd Blows;
Strength match’d with Strength, and Power confronted
Both are alike, and both alike we like; | Power.
One mult prove greateft. While they weigh fo even,
We hold our Town for neither; yet for both.
Enter the two Kings with their Powers at feveral Doors.
K, Fobn. France, haft thou yet more Blood to calt away 2
Say, fhall the Current of our Right runon;
Wholfe Paffage, vext with thy Impediment,
Shall leave his native Channel, and o’er~fwell,
With Courfe difturb’d, even thy confining Shores;
Unlefs thou let his Silver Water kee
A praceful Progrefs to the Ocean,
K. Philip. England, thou haft notfav'd one Drop of Blocd
In this hot Trial, more than we of Frasnce;
Rather loft more. And by this Hand I {wear,
That fways the Earth this Climate overlook:,
Before we will lay down our juft-born Arms,
We'll put thee down, *gainft whom thefe Arms we bear,
Or add 2 Royal Number to the dead;
Gracing the Scioul that tells of this War’s lof5,
With Slaughter coupled to the Name of Kings.
Baff. Ha! Majefty; how high thy Glory towers,
When the rich Blood of Kings is fet on Fire.
Oh now doth Death line his dead Chaps with Steel;
The Swords of Seldiers are his Teeth, his Phangs,
And now he feafts, moufing the Flefh of Men
In undetermin’d Differences of Kings.
Why ftand thefe Royal Fronts amazed thus 2
Cry Havock, Kings, back to the ftained Field
You equal Potents, fiery kindled Spirits :
Ca Then
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Then let Confufion of one Part confirm
The other’s Peace ; "till then, Blows, Blood, and Death.

K. Fobn. Whof: Party do the Townfmen yet admt?

K. Philip. Speak Crtizens, for England, who's your King ?

Giti. The King of England, when we know the King.

K. Philip. Know him 1n us, that here hold up his Righte

K. Fobn. In us, that are our own gret Deputy,

And bear Pofle(fion of our Perfon here,
Lord of our Prefence, Angiers, and of you.

Citi. A greater Power than we denies all this;
And 'till it be undoubted, we do lock
Our former Scruple in our ftrang barc’d Gates:
Kings of our Fear, until our Fears refolv’d
Be by, fome certain King purg'd and depos’d.

Baft. By Heav’n, thefe Scroyles of Angiers flout you Kings,
‘And ftand fecurely on their Battlements, :
‘As in a Theatre, whence they gape and point
At your induftrious Scenes, and A&s of Death,

You Royal Prefences be rul’d by me;

Do like the Mutiners of Feru/alem,

Be Fricnds a while, and both conjointly hend

Your fharpelt Deeds of Malice on this Town,

By Eaft and Weft let France and England mount
Their battering Cannon charged to the Mouths,
>Till their Soul-fearing Clamours have braul’d down
The flinty Ribs of this contemptuous City.

I’d play inceffantly upon thefe Jades;

Even ’till unfenced Defolation

Le.ve them as naked as the vulgar Air:

That done, diffever your united Strengths, :
And part your mingled Colours once again,

Tu:n Faceto Face,and bloody Point to Point;

Then ina Moment Fortune fhall cull forth,

Ot of one Side, her happy Minion,

To whem in favour fhe fhall give the Day,

And ki him with a glorious Viétory.

How ik you this wild Counfel, mighty States;
Smacks it not {omething of the Policy 2

K. Fobn. Now by the Sky that hangs above our Heads,
I like it well. France, fhall we knit our Powers,

And lay this Angiers even with the Ground,

Then
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Then after fight who fhall be King of it?

Baff. And if thou haft the Mertle of a Kirg,

Being wrong’d as we are by this peevifh Town,

Turn thou the Mouth of thy Artillery,

As we will ours, again{t thefe faucy Walls;

And when that we have dafh’d them to the Ground,
Why then defie esch other, and pall-mell

Mike work upon our felves for Heav’n or Hells

K. Philip. Let itbe fo; fay, where will you aflault 2

K. Fobn. We from the Weft will fend Deftruction
Into this City’s Bofom.

Anft. 1 from the North,

K. Philip. Our Thunder from the South,

Shall rain their Drift of Bullets on this Town,

Baft. O prudent Difcipline! From North to South;
Anfiria and France thoot in each others Mouth,

Fll ftir them to it; come away, away.

Citi, Hear us great Kings, vouchfife 2 while to ftay,
And I fhall thew you Peace, and fair-fac’d League.
Win you this City without Stroak or Wound;

Refcue thofe breathing Lives to die in Beds,

That here come Sacrifices for the Field;

Perfevere not, but hear me, mighty Kings.
K. Fobn.Speak on; with Favour we are bent to hear.
Citi, That Daughter there of Spain, the Lady Blanch,

b Is near to England, look upon the Years

Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely Maid,
Iflufty Love fhould go in queft of Beauty,
Where could he find it fairer, than in Blanch?
If zealous Love fhould go in fearch of Virtue,
Where could he find it purer than in Blanch?
If Love ambitious, foughr a Match of Birth,
Whofe Veins bound richer Blood than Lady Blanch?
Such as fhe is, in Beauty, Virtue, Birth,
Is the young Dawuphin every way compleat;
If not compleat of, fay he is not the;
And fhe again wants nothing, to name want,
If Want it be not, that fhe 1s not he.
He is the half Part of a blefled Man,
Left to be finifhed by fuch as fhe;
Aand fhe a fair divided Excellence,
: C3 Whofe
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Whofe fulnefs of Perfe@tion Tyes in him.
O two fuch Silver Cuirents, when they join,
Doeg :Jxml the Banks that bc und them in:
And two fuch Shores, to two fuch Streams made one,
Two fuch controlling Bounds fhall you be, Kings,
M‘y th ¢s, if you marry thems
o more than Battery can,
T( our faft clofcd Gates: For at this Match,
With {wifter Spleen than Powder can enforce,
The Mouth of Paffage fhall we fling wide ope,
ive yeu entrance; but without this Match,
raged is not h 1f fo deaf,
Lions more confident, Mountains ar,d Roeks
More free from Motion, no not Death himfelf
In morral Fury half fo peremptory,
’ ep this City.
Bajt, Here'sa Stay,
That fhakes the rotten Carkafs of old Death
Out of his Rags, Here's a i-'gt: Mouth indecd,
That fpits forth Death, and Mourntains, Rocks, and Seas,
Talks as familiary of roaring Lions
As Maids of thirteen do of Puj ,p) dogs,
W hat Cannoneer begot ti L{t) Blood,
H: {peaks plain Cannon fire, and fmoak, and bounce,
H;guvysih B nado wit l” 15 1oﬂue.
QOur-Ears are el’d, not a Word of his
But bun'e:s becter than a Fift of France;
Zounds I was rr*vc-r fob ot -with Words,
“‘mmefhi’ 'ilil”l_{}d
Eli, £ this Match,
Give N'LhO r Neice a Dowr , :
For by this Knot, thou fthalc fo ,inxeiy tie
Thy now unfur'd A nce to th Crown,
'\-*)m green 1 ‘OQUI. toripe

he Bl
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i
oks ¢ Fraunce:
urge them while their Souls
T)‘t O n
E?éc ‘\il""i" breasth
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ain to what it was,
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Citi. Why anfwer not the double Majefties,
This friendly Treaty of our threatned Town ? 3
K. Philip. Speik England firft, thathath been forward fielt
To fpeak unto this City = What fay you? »
K. Foln. If that the Dauphin there, thy Princely Sor,
Can in this Book of Beauty read I love;
Her Dowry fhall weigh equal with the Queen,
For Angiers, and fair Towrain, Main, Poytiers,
And all that we upon this fide th
Except this City now by us befieg’d
Find liable to our Crown and Digsity,
Shall gild her Bridal Bed, and make her rich
Ind Titles, Honours, and Promotions
And fhe in Beauty, Education, Blood,
Holds Hands with any Princefs of the World.
K. Philip. W hat fay ft thou, Boy ? Look in the Lady’sFace.
Lewis. I do, my Lord, and in her Eye I find
A Wonder, or a wondrous Miracle,
The Shadow of my felf form’d in her Eye,
Which being but the Shadow of -your Son,
Becomes a Son, and makes your Son a Shadow:
I do proteflt I never lov’d my felf
"Till now, infixed I beheld ‘my felf,
Drawn in the flattering Table of her Eye.
(Whifpering with Blanch,
Baff. Drawn in the flattering Table of her Eye,
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her Brow,
And quarter’d 1n her Heart, he doth efpie
Himfclf Love’s Traitor ; this is pity now,
That hang’d, and drawn, and quarterd there fhould be,
In fuch a Love, o vile a Lout as he,
Blanch, My Uacle’s Will in this refpe@ is mine.
If he fee ought in ysu that makes him like,
That any thing he fees which moves his liking
¥ can with eafe tranflate it to my Will:
Or if you will, to fpeak mére properly,
I will enforce it eafily to my Love.
Further I will not flatter you my Lord,
That all I fee in you is worthy Love,
Than this, that nothing do I fee in you,
Though churlith Thoughtsthemfelves thould be your Judge,
Cs That
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T}\ax I can ﬁ.xﬁ fhould merit any Hate. [Niece?
310[, 7. What fay thefe young ones¢ What fay you, my

Ew.x.v b. That the is bound in Honour ftill to do
What you in Wifdom ftill vouchfafe to fay.

K. Foln, Speak riu.rs Prince Dasphin,can you love this Lady?

Lcwn, NA}, ask me if I can refrain from Love,

Fm I do love her moft unfeignedly
Fohn, Thendo I L,Hc Vo olg: 'e«]en, Tonrain, Main,
Pa)bz::r,, and Anjon, thefe five Provinces
With her to thee, aul th s addition more,
Full thirty thoufand Marks chné;L//) Coin.
Philip of “France, if thou be pleas’d withal,
Command thy Son and Daughter to join H:mds.
K., Philip. Telikes us well ; young Princes, clof ¢ your Hands,
Auft. And your Li lﬂtu\, fﬁr Iam vd‘ affur’d,
That I did fo, when I was firit affur’d.

K. Philip. Now Citizens of dugicrs o ope yaur Gates,
Let in that amity which you have mad
For at Saint AMarie’s Chappel ﬁ*"::r,-:p.r,

The Rites of Marriage thall be folemniz'd,
Is not the Lidy uon'?mzce in this Trocp

I koow fhe is not, for this Match a;h v'p,
Hcr prcﬂ\ce would have interrupte d much,
Where is the and her Son, tell me, who knows?

Lewis. She 1s fad and mmo ate at your Highnefs Tent.

K. Pml:p. Ar J by my Faith, this League that we have made
Will give her Sadaefs very ’.tt?e cure:

]>rorh r of Engha ,r{, how m:J._y we content

This Widow Lady 2 In her Right we came,
Which we, God knows, have turn’d another way,
To our own vantage.

K, Fobn. We will heal up all,

For we’ll ¢reate young Artf wr DuI\C of Britain,
And Ear] of R:c/mmd, and this rich fair Town
We make him Lord of. Call the Lady Conffance,
Some fpeedy Meflenger bid her repair

To our Solemnity: I trult we fhall,

If not fill up the Meafure of her Will,

Yet in fome meafure {atisfie her fo,

That we (hall ftop her Exclamation, a.

-t
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Go we, as well as hafte will fuffer us, ‘
Lo this unlook’d for, unprepared Pomp. [Ewx, all but Balk.
 Baff. Mad World, mad Kings, mad Compofition;
Fobn to {top Arthur’s Title in the whole,

Hath willingly departed with a part; ;
And France, whofe Armour Confcience buckled on,
Whom Zcal and Charity brought to the Ficld,

As Gaod’s own Soldier, rounded in the Bar

With that fame Purpcfe.changer, that {ly Devil,
That Broker, that ftill breaks the pate of Faith,
That daily Break-Vow, he that wins of all, .
Of Kings, of Beggars, old Men, young Men, Maids,
Who havirg no external thing to lofe,

But the word Maid, cheats the poor Maid of that,
That {mooth-fac’d Gentleman, tickling Commodity,
Commadity, the Bi:fs of the Worl 4,

The World, who of it felf is poifid well,

Made to run even, upon even Ground ;

*Till this Advantage, this vile drawing Biafs,

This {way of Motion, this Commodity,

Makes it take head from all indifferency,

From all diretion, purpofe, courfe, intent;

And this fame Bials, this Cemmodity,

This Bawd, this Broker, that all changing-world,
Clapt on the outward Eye of fickle Frasce,

Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid,

From a refolv’d and honourable War,

To a moft bafe and vile concluded Peace.,

And why rail Ton this Commodity 2

But for becaufe he hath not wooed me yet:

Not that I have the power to clatch my Hand,
When his fair Angels would falute my Palm,

Buat for my Hind, as unattempred yet,

Like a poor Beggar, raileth on the Rich,

Well, whiles I am a Beggar, I will rail,

And fay there is no Sin but to be rich:

And being rich, my Virtue then fhall be,

To fay there is no Vice, but Beggary,

Since Kings break Faith upon Commodity,

Gain be my Lord, for I will worfhip thees [Exir.

i ACT




F002 The Life and Death-

ACE DS CiE B

Enter Conftance, Arthur and Salisbury.

Friends !

Shall Lewis have Blanch, and Blanch thofe Provinces!

It is not fo, thou haft mifpoke, mifheard;

Be well advis'd, tell o’er thy Tale again,

It cannot be, thou doft but {ay 'tis {o.

I cruft I may not truft thee, for thy Word

Is but the vain Breath of a common Man:

Believe me, 1 do not believe thee Man,

I have a King’s Oath to the eontrary.

Thou fhalt be punifi’d for thus frighting me,

For I am fick, and capable of Fears,

Oppreftwith Wrougs, and therefore full of Fears,

A Widow, husbendlefs, fubject to Fears,

A Woman naturally born to Feais;

And though thou now confefs thou didft butjeft,

With my vext Spirits I cannot take a Truce,

But they will quake and tremble all this Day.

What doft thou mean by fhaking of thy Head?

Why doft thou look fo fadly on my Son¢

What means that Hand upon that Breaft of thine?

Why holds thine Eye that lamentable R heum,

Like a proud River peering o’er bis bounds ¢

Be thefe fad Signs confirmers of thy Words ?

Then fpeak again; not all thy former Tale,

But this one word, whether thy Tale be true.
Sal. Astrue, as I believe you think them falfe,

That give you caufe to prove my faying true,

Conft. Oh if thou teach me t3 believe this Sorrow,

Teach thou this Sorrow how to make me dye,
And let Belief and Life encounter {os

As doth the Fury of two defperate Men,

Which in the very mceting fall and dye.

Lewis marty Blanch! O Boy, then where art thou ?
Frante Eriend with England, what becomes of mie 2

Fellow
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Fellow be gone, I cannot brook thy fight ;
This News hath made thee 3 moft ugly Man,
Sals What other Harm have I, good Lady, done,
But fpoke tiie Harm that is by others done?
Conft. Which Harm within. it felf (o hainous is,
As it makes harmful all that fpeak of it
Arth. 1 do befeech you, Madam, be content.
Conft. If thou that bid me be contenty wert grim,
Ugly, and {landrous to thy Mother’s Womb,
Full of unpleafing Blots, and fightlefs Stains,
Lame, fooli(h, crooked, {wart, prodigious,
Patched with foul Moles, and Eye-offending Marks,
I would not care; I then would be content,
For then I would not love thee : No, nor thou
Become thy great Birth, nor deferve a Crown,
But thou art fair, and at thy Birch, dear Boy,
Nature and Fortune join’d to make thee great.

. Of Nature’s Gifts thou may’ft with Lillies boaft,
And with the half blown Rofe, But Fortune, oh,
She is corrupted, chang’d, and won from thee,
Sh'aduleerates hourly with thy Ubnkle Yobn,

And with her golden Hand hath pluckt on France
To tread down fair refpe& of Sovercingty,
And made his Majefty the Bawd to theirs.
France is a Bawd to Fortune, and King Fobn,
That ftrumpet Fortune, that ufurping Fobn:
Tell me, thou Pellow not France forlworn 2
Envenom him with Words, or get thee gone,
And leave thefe Woes alone, which I alone
Am bound to under-bear.
Sal. Pardon me, Madam,
I may not go without you to the Kings.
Conff. Thou may'ft, thou fhalt, I will not go with thee.
I will infiru& my Sorrow to be proud
For Grief is proud, ind makes his owner floop
To me and ro the State of my greit Gricf. -
Let Kiag :
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ACTENM SUCENEK

Enter King John, King Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, Phi-
iip the Baftard, Auftria, and Conftance,

K. Philip. STIS true, fair Daughter; and this blefled Day,

Ever in France {hall be kept Feftival:

To folemnize this Day the glorious Sun

Stays in his Courfe, and plays the Alchymift,

“Turning with {plendour of his precious Eye

The meager cloddy Earth to glittering Gold:

The yearly courfe that brings this Day about,

Shall never f¢e it, but a Holy-day.

Conft. A wicked Day, and not a holy Day.

W hat hath this Day deferv'd 2 W hat hath it done,
That it in golden Letters (hould be fet

Among the high Tides in the Kalendar ¢
Nay, rather turn this Day out of the Week,
This Day of Shame, Oppreffion, Perjury.

Or if it muft ftand ftill, let Wives with Child
Pray that their Burthens may not fall this Day,
Left thac their hopes prodigieufly be croft :
But, on this Day, let Seemen fear no Wrack,
No Bargains break that arc not this Day made;
This Day all things begun, come to ill End,
Yea, Faith it felf, to hollow Falthoed change.

K. Philip. By Heav’n, Lady, you fhall have no caufe
To curle the fair Procecdings of this Day:

Have I not pawn’d to you my Majefty?

Cmff. You have beguil’d me with a Counterfeit
Refembling Majefty, which being touch’d and try’d,
Proves valuelefs: You are forfworn, forfworn,

You came in Arms to {pill my Enemies Blood,
But now in Arms, you ftrengthen it with yours,
The grapling Vigour, and rough frown of War
Is cold in Amity and painted Peace,
And our Oppreffion hath made up this League:
Arm, Arm, you Heav'ns, againft thefe perjur’d Kings,
A Widow crics, be Husband to me, Heav'ns,
Let not the Hours of this ungodly Day
Wear
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Wear out the Days in Peace; but e’er Sun-fet,
Setarmed Difcord *twixt thefe perjur'd Kings.
Hear me, ob, hear me.
Anft. Lady Conftance, Peace.
Conft. War, War, no Peace, Peace is to me 2 Wars
O Lymagess O Auftriay thou doft fhame
That bloody Spoil: Thou Slave, thou Wretch, thou Coward,
Thou little Valiant, great in Viliany:
Thou ever ftrong upon the ftronger Side;
Thou Fortune’s Champion, that doft never fight
But when her humorous Ladyfhip is by
To teach thee fafety; thou art perjur'd too,
And footh’ft up Greatnefs, What a Fool art thou,
A ramping Fool, to brag, to ftamp, and {wear,
Upon my Party; thou cold-blooded Slave,
Haft thou not fpoke like Thunder on my fide,
Been {worn my Soldier, bidding me depend
Upon thy Stars, thy Fortune, and thy Strength?
And doft thee now fall over to my Foes ?
Thou wear’ft a Lion’s Hide? Doff it for thame,
And bang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs.
Auft, O that a Man fhould fpeak thofe words to me.
Baft. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs.
Anft. Thou dar’ft not fay fo, Villain, for thy Life.
Baft. And hang a Calves-skin on thofe recreant Limbs,
K, Fobn. We like not this, thou doft forget thy felf.
Enter Pandulph,
K. Philip. Here comes the holy Legate of the Pope.
Papd. Hail, you anointed Deputies of Heav’n;
To thee, King Fobn, my toly Errand is;
I Pandnlph of fair Adilain Cardinal,
And from Pope Znnocent the Leoate here,
Do in his Name religioufly demand
Why you agaicft the Church, our holy Mother,
So wilfully doft{purn, and force perforce
Keep Srephen Langton, chofen Archbifhop
Of Canterbury, fram that holy See 2
This in our forefaid holy Father’s Name;
Pope Innocent, 1 do demand of thee,
K. Fobn. What earthy Name to Interrogatories
Can taite the Free-breath of a facred King 2
R e ELaT i Thou
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Thou canft not, Cardinal, devife a Name

So flight, unworthy, and ridiculous

To charge me to an anfwer, as the Pope:

Telthim this Tale, and from the Mouth of England,

Add thus much more, that no Zralian Pricft

Shall tithe or toll in our Dominions:

But as we, under Heav’n, are fupream Head,

So under him that great Supremacy

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold

Without th’ Afliftance of a mortal Hand:

So tell the Pope, all Reverence fet apart

To him and his ufurp’d Authority.
K. Philip. Brother of England, you blafpheme in this,
K. Fabn. Though you, and all the Kings of Chriftendom

Are led {o grofly by this medling Prieft,

Dreading the Curfe that Mony may buy out,

And, by the Merit of vile Gold, drofs, duft,

Purchafe corrupted Pardon of a Man,

Who in that fale fells Pardon from himfelf:

Though you, and all thereft o grofly led,

Thisjugling Witch-craft with Revenue cheiifh,

Yer I alone, alone, do me oppofe

Agaiaft the Pope, and count his Friends my Foes.
Pand. Then by the lawful Power that I have,

Thou fhalt fand Curit, and Excommunicate,

And bleffed thall he be that doth revele

From his Allegiance to an Heretick,

And meritorious thall that Hand be call'd,

T anonized. and worfhipp’d as a Saint,

T hat takes away by .any fecret Courfe

Thy hateful Life.
Conft. O lawfullet it be

That [ have room with Reme to cucfe a while.

Good Farher Cardinal, cry thou Amen

To my keen Curfes; for without my Wrong

T here is no Tongue hath power to eurfe him right,
Pand. Thire’s Law and Warrant, Lady, for my Curle.
Conft. And for mine too, when Law can de no right,

Let it be lawful, that Law bar no wrong :

Law cannot give my Child his Kingdom here;’

For he that holds his Kingdom, holdsthe Law;

There-
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Therefore {ince Law it felf is perfeGt wrong,
How can the Law forbid my Tongue to curfe?
Pand. Philip of France, on Peril of a Curfe,
Let go the Hand of that Arch-heretick,
And raife the Power of France upop his Head,
Unlefs he do fubmit himfelf to Reme.
Eli. Look'ft thou pale, France? Do not let go thy Hand.
Conft. Look to that Devil,left that Frauce repent,
And by disjoining Hands Hell lofe a Souls
Anft. King Philip, liften to the Cardinal.
Baft. And hang a Calves-skin on his recreant Limbs,
Auft. Well, Ruffian, T muft pocket up thefe wrongs,
Becaufe
Baft. Your Breeches beft may carry them.
K. Fobn. Philip, what fay’ft thou to the Cardinal,
Conft. What fhould he fay, but as the Cardical ¢
Lewis. Bethink you Father, for the difference
Is purchife of a heavy Curfe from Rome,
Or the light lofs of England for a Friend ;
Forgo the eafier.
Blanch, That isthe Curfe of Reme.
Conft. O Lewis, ftand faft, the Devil tempts thee here
In likenefs of a new untrimmed Bride.
Blanch. The Lady Conftance {peaks not from her Faith:
But from her Need.
Conft. Oh, if thou grant my Need,
Which only lives but by the Death of Faith,
That Need, muft needs infer this Principle,
That Faith would live again by Death of Need:
O then tread down my Need, and Faith mounts up:
Keep my Need up, and Faith is trodden down,
K. Fobu. The King is mov’d, and an{wers not to this,
Conft. O be remov’d from him, and anfwer well.
Ausft. Do fo, King Philip, hang no more in doubt.
Bajft. Hang nothing but a Calves-skin, moft {weet Lout,
K. Philip. T am perplext, and know not what to fay.
Pand. What canft thou fay, but will perplex theemore,
If thou ftand Excommunicate, and Curft?
K. Philip. Good reverend Father, make my Perfon yours,
And tell me how you would beftow your felf ¢
This Roya! Hand and .mine-are newly knit,

And
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And the Conjun&ion of our inward Souls

Marry’d in League, coupled and link’d together

With all religious Strength of facred Vows:

The latcft Breath, that gave the found of words,

Was deep fworn Faith, Peace, Amicy, true Love

Between our Kingdoms and our Royal felves,

And even before this Truce, but new before,

No longer than we well could wafh our Hands,

To clap, this Royal Bargain up in Peace,

Heav'n knows they were befiear’d and over ftain’d

With Slaughter’s Pencil; where Revenge did paint

"The fearful difference of incenfed Kings:

And fhall thefe Hands, fo lately purg’d of Blood,

So newly join’d in Love, fo ftrong in both,

Unyoke this feifure, and this kind regreet?

Play faft and loofe with Faith? So jeft with Heav'n,

Make fuch unconftant Children of our felves,

As now agiin to fnatch our Palm from Palm?

Un-Lwear Faith fworn, and on the Marriage-bed

Of fmiling Peace to march a bloody Hoafty

And make a Riot on the gentle Brow

Of true Sincerity 2 O holy Sir,

My reverend Father, let it not be {o;

Out of your Gtace, devife, ordain, impofe

Some gentle Order, and then we fhall be bleft

To do,your Pleafure, and continue Fricnds.

Pand. All Form is formlefs, Order orderlefs,

Sive what is oppofite to England’s Love.

Therefore to Arms, be Champion of our Church,

Or ¢t the Church our Mother breathe her Curle,

A Mother’s Curfe, on her revolting Son.

France, thou may’f hold a Serpent by the Tongue,

A cafed Lion by the mortal Paw,

A falting Tyger fafer by the Tooth,

Than keep in Pcace that Hand which thou doft hold.
K. Philip, T may dif-join my Hand, but not my Faith,
‘Pand. So mak’ft thou Faith an Enemy to Faith,

And like a Civil War fet’ft Oath to Oath,

Thy Tongue againft thy Tongue. = O let thy Vow

Firitmade to Heav’n, firftbe to Heav’n perform’d,

That is, to be the Champion of our Church.

What
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What fince thou {wor'ft, is fworn againft thy fif;
And may not be performed by thy felf;
For that which thou haft fworn to do amifs,
Is not amifs when it is truly done: :
And being not done, where doing tends to ill,
The Truth is then moft done, not doing. it:
The better A& of Purpofis miftook,
Is to miftake again, though indirc&,
Yet indiretion thereby grows dire&;
And Falfhood, Falfhood cures, as Fire cools Fir&
Within the fcorching Veins of one new burn’d.
Itis Religion that doth make Vows kept,
But thou haft fworn againft Religion:
By what thou fwear’lt, againft the thing thou fwear'ft :
And mik°ft an Oath the furety for thy Truch:
Againit an Oath the Truth, thou art unfure
To (wear, fwears, only not to be forfworn;
EMe what 3 Mockery fhould it be to {wear?
But thou doft {wear, only to be forfworn,
And moft forfworn, to keep what thou doft fwear;
Therefore thy latter Vows, againft thy fiift,
Is in thy felf Rebellion to thy feif:
And better Conqueft never canft thou make,
Thao arm thy conflant and thy nobler Parts
Againft thefe giddy loofe Suggeftions:
Upon which better Part, our Pray'rs come in
If thou vouchfafe them. But if not, then know
The Peril of our Curfes light on thee
So heavy, as thou fhalt not fhake them off,
But in defpair,. die under their black weight.
Anft. Rebellion, flat Rebellion.
Baft. Will’t not be?
Willnot a Calves-skin ftop that Mouth of thine?
Lewis. Father, to Arms.
Blanch. Upon thy Wedding-day 2
Againft the Blood that thou haft married?
What, fhall our Feaft be kept with {laughter'd Men?
Shall braying Trumpets, and loud churlith Drums;
Clamours of Hell, be meafures to our Pomp?
O Husband, hear me: Ay, alack, how new
Is Husband in my Mouth ? Even for that Name
Vo III D 2 Which
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..

il this time my Tosgue did ne'er pronounce;
[ beg, go notto Arms

» my Knee, made hard with kneeling,
, thou vitucus Dauphin,
yoom fore-thovglic by Heav’n,
w fhall I fee thy Love, what Motive may
vich thee than the Name of Wife?
Chut which upholdeth him, that thee upholds,
sur.  Oh thine Honour, Lewis, thine Honour.
s I mufe your Maj fty doth feem fo cold,
{uch profound Refpeéts do pull you ong
Pand. 1 will denounce a Curfe upon his Head,  [thees
K. Philip. Thou fhalt not need. England, T will fall from
Conft. O far return of banifh’d Majeflty.
li. O foul revolt of French Inconflancy.
K. Fobn. France, thou {halt rue this Hour within this Hour.
Baf?. Old Timethe Clock-Settery that bald Sexton, Time,
Is it zs he will2 Well theny France fhall rue.
Blanch. The Sua’s o’ercaft with Blood: Fair Day adict,
Which is the fide that I muft go withal?
I am with both, each Army hath a Hand,
And in their Rage, 1 having hold of both,
They whirle afunder, and difmember me,
Husband, I cannot pray that thou may'ft win:
Uocle, 1 needs muft pray that thou may’ft lofe:
Father, 1 may not wifh the Fortune thine:
Grandam, I will not wifh thy Wifhes thrive :
Who ever wins, on thet fide fhallI lofes
Affured lofs, before the match be plaid.
Lewis, Lady, with me, with me thy Fortune lyss.
Blasch. There where my Fortune lives, there my Life dies.
K. Fobn. Coufiny go draw our Puiflince together,
France, 1 am buro’d up with inflimieg Wrathy
A Rage, whofe heat hath this condition;
That nothing can allay, nothing but Blood,
The Blood and dearelt valu’d Blood of France.
K. Philip, Thy Ragethall burnehee up, ard thoufhallturm
To Athes, e'er our Blood fhall quench that Fire:
Look to thy felf, thou it ia jeopurdy.
K. Fobn. No more than ke that threats. To Arms ler'shie
[Exeant.
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S LEEN EIL

Alarms, Excurfions: Enter Baftard with Auftria’s Head.

Baff. Now by my Life, this Day grows wondrous hot,
Some aiery Deval hovers in the Sky,

And pours down mifchief. Auffria’s Head lye there,
Enter King John, Arthur, and Hubert,
While Philip breathes., »

K. Fohn. Hubere, keep this Boy. Philip, make up;

My Mother is affailed in our Tent,

And ta’en, I fear,
Baff. My Lord, I refcued her:

Her Highn.{i is in fafety, fear you not.

But on, my Liege, for very little Pains

Will briag this Tabour to an happy end. [ Exennt,
Alarms, Excurfions, Retreat, Enter King John, Elinor,

Arthur, Baffard, Hubert, and Lords.

K. Fobn. So fhall itbe; your Grace fhall ftay behind
So ftrongly guarded: Coufin, look not fid, ;
Thy Grandam loves thee, and thy Uncle will
As dear be to thee, as thy Father was.

Arth, O this will make my Mother die with grief.

K. Fobn. Coufin, away for England, halte béfore,
And e’er our coming fee thou fhake the Bags
Of hoarding Abbots, imprifoned Angels
Setat liberty : The fat ribs of Peace
Muft by the hungry now be fed upon:

Ufe our Commiffion in its urmoft force,

Baft. Bell, Book, and Candle, fhall not drive me back;

When Gold and Silver becks me to come on,
I leave your Highnefs: Grandam, I will pray,
(If ever I remember to be holy)

For your fair fafety ; o I kifs your Hand.

Eli, Farewel, gentle Coufin.

K. Jobn. Coz, farewel. ,

Eli. Come hither little Kinfman, hark, a word,

K. Fobn. Come hither, Hubers. O mv gentle Huberr,
We owe thee much; within this wall of feth
There is a Soul counts thee her Greditor,

And with advantage means to pay thy love:
' Da : And,
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And, my good Friend, thy voluntary Oath
Lives in this bofom, dearly cherifhed.
Give me thy Hand, I had a thing to fiy,
But I .will fic it with fome better tune,

By Heav'n, Hubert, I am almoft atham’d
To fay what good refpe€t I have of thee.

Hub. 1 am much bounden to your Majelty.

K. Fobn. Good Friend, thou haft no caufc to fay fo yet
But thou fhalt have; and creep time ne’er fo flow,
Yet it fhall come for me to do thee good.

I had athing te fay, but letit go:

The Sun is in the Heav'n, and the proud Day,
Attended with the Pleafure of the World,

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds,

To give me Audience: If the midnight Bell
Did, with his iron Tongue and brazen Mouth,
Sound on into the drowfie Race of Night;

1f this fame were a Chur¢h-yard where we ftand,
And thou poflefled with a thoufand Wrongs;
Or if that furly Spirit, Melancholy,

Had bak’d thy Blood, and made it heavy, thick,
W hich elfe runs trickling up and down the Veins,
Making that idiot Laughter keep Mens Eyes,
And ftrain their Cheeks to idle Merriment,

A Paffion hateful to my Purpofes

Or if that thou could(t fee me without Eyes,
Hear me without thine Ears, and make reply
Without a Tongue, ufing Conceit alone,
Without Eyes, Ears, and harmful found of words;
Then, in defpight of brooded watchful Day,

T would into thy Bofom pour my Thoughts:
But, ah, I will nor, yet Ilove thee well,

And by my troth I think thou lov’ft me well.

Fiub. So welly that what you bid me undertake,
Though that my Death were adjun& to my A&,
By Heav'n I would do it.

K. Fokn. Do not I know thou wouldft?

Good. Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine Eye
On yon young Boy: Il tell thee what, my Friend,
He is a very Serpent in my way, °

And wherefoeer this Foot of mine doth tread,

He




Hi

of King ]()hl}\/ 1013

. He lyes before me; doft -thou underftand me?

Thou art his Keeper.

Hub: And I'll keep him fo,
Th:t he thall not offend vour Majefty.

K. Fobn. Death.

Hub, My Lord?

K. f/o»’m. A Grave.

Hzb. He fhall not live,

K. Fohun. Enough.
I could be merry now. Hubert, 1 love thee,
Well, I'll not fay what 1 inténd for thee :
Remember : Madam, fare you well,
P’il fead thofe Powers o’er to your Majefty.

Eli. My Blefling go with thee,

K. Fohn. For England, Coufin, go,
Hiubert (hall be your Mun, to attend on you
With all true Duty; on toward Callice, hoa. | Exenst.

S €-ENE“E

Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulpho, and Attendants,

K. Philip, -So by a roaring Tempeft on the Flood,
A whole Armado of conviGed Sail
Is fcatter’d and disjoin’d from fellowthip.

Pand. Courage and comfort,all fhall yet go well.

K. Philip.- What can go well, when we have run fo ili 2
Are we not beaten ? Is net ngiers loft 2
Arthur’s ta’en.Prifoner 2 Divers dear Friends flain 2
Acd bloody England into England gone,
O’er-bearing Interruption, {pight of France.

Lewis. What he hath won, that hath be fortify’d:
So hot a Speed; with fuch ‘Advice difpes'd,
Such temperate Order in fo ficrce a ‘Caufe,
Doth want Example; who hath read, or heard
Of any kindred-A&ion like to this ?

K. Philip. Well could Ibear that England had this Praife,
So we could find fome Pattern of our Shame.

Enter Conltance.
Look, who comes here? A Grave unto a Soul,
Holding th'eternal Spirit. againft her Will,
D3 In
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In the vile Prifon of afftiGed Breaths
1 prithee, Lady, go away with me.

Conft. Lo, now; now fee the iffue of your Peace.

K. ‘Philip, Patience, good Lady; comfort, gentle Conffanse,

Conft. No, I defie all Counfel, all Redrefs,

But that which ends all Counfel, true Redrefs;
Death, Death, oh aniiable, lovely Death,

T hou odoriferous Stench 3 found Rottennefs,
Arif¢ forth from the Couch of lafting Night,
Thou Hate and Terror to Profperity,

And T will kifs thy deteftable Bones;

And put my Eye-Balls in thy vanlty Brows,
And ring thefe Fingers with thy houtheld Werms,
And ftop this Gap of Breath with fulfom Duft,
And be a Carrion Monfter like thy felf,

Come, grin on me, and I will think thou {mil’®t,
And bufs thee as thy Wife ; Miferies Love,

O cometo me.

K. Philip. O fair AfliGion, Peace.

Conft. No, no, I will not, having Breath to cry;
O that my Tongue weie in the Thunder’s Mouth.
Then with a Paffion I would thake the World,
And rouze from Sleep that fell Anatomy
Which cannot hear a Lady’s feedle Voice,

Which fcorns 2 modern Invocation,

Pand. Lady, you utter Madnels, and not Sorrow.

Conft. Thou art not holy to belye mefo;
I am not mad; this Hair I tear is mine,

My Name is Conftance, I was Geffrey's Wife @
Young Arthur is my Son, and he is lofis
I am not mad, I would to Heav’n I were,
For then ’tis like I fhould forget my felf.
O, if I could, what Grief fhould | forget !
Preach {fome Philofophy to make me mad,
And thou fhalt be canoniz’d, Cardinals
For, being not mad, but fenfible of Griefy
My reafonable Part produces Realin

How I may be deliver'd of thefe Weoes,

And reaches me to kill or hang my felf,

If I were mad, I fhould forget my Son,

Or madly think a Babe of Clouts were het
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I am not mad; teo well, too well I feel
The different Plague of each Calamity.
K. Philip. Bind up thofe Trefles; O what Love I note
In the fair muliude of thofe her Hairs;
W here but by ‘chance a filver Drop hath fall’n,
Even to that Drop ten thoufand wiery Fiends
Do glew themfelves in fociable Grief,
Like true, infeparable faichful Loves,
Sticking together in Calamity.
Conft. To England, if you will
K. Philip, Bind up your Hairs. :
Conft. Yes, that I will; and wherefore will I do it?
I tore them from their Bonds, and cry’d aloud,
O, that thefe Hinds could fo redeem my Son,
As they have given thefe, Hairs their Liberty;
But now I envy at their Liberty,
And will again commit them to their Bords,
Becaufe my poor Child is a Prifoner.
And Father Cardinal, I have heard you fay
That we fhall fee and know our Fricnds in Heav'ns
If that be true, I fhall fee my Boy again.
For fincethe Birch of Cain, the firft Male-Child
To him that did but Yefterday fufpire,
There was not fuch a gracious Creature born.
But now will Canker-Sorrow eat my Bud,
And chafe the native Beauty from his Cheek,
And he will look as hollow as a Ghoft,
As dim and meager as an Agues Fit,
And fo he'll diey, and rifing fo agair,
When I fhall meet him in the Court of Heav'a
I fhall pot know him; therefore never, never
Muft I behold my pretty Arrhur more.
Pand. You hold too hainous a refpeét of Gricf.
Conft. He talks to me that never had a Son.
K. Philip. You are as fond of Grief, as of your Child,
Conft. "Grief fills the Room up of my abfent Child:
Lyes in his Bed, walks up and down with re;
Puts on his pretty Looks, repeats his Words,
Remembers me of all his gracious Parts;
Stuffs out his vacant Garments with his Form,
Then have I Reafon to be fond of Grief.
Dy Fare,
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Fare you well; had you fuch a Lofsas I,
1 could give better Comfort than you do
T will not keep this Form upon my Head,
hen there is fuch Diforder in my Wit.
O Lord, my Boy, my Arthur, my fair Son;
My Life, my Joy, my Food, my all the World,

My Widow-Comfort, and my Scrrows Cure. [Exite
K. Philip. 1 fear fome Outrage, and I'll follow heré i
{ Exit.

Lewis. There’s nothing in this World can make me joy,

Life is as tedious as a twice told Tale,

Vexing that' dull Ear of a drowfic Man;

A bitter Shame hath fpoil’d the fweet Words tafte,

That it yields nought but Shame and Birternels.
Pand. Before the curing of a ftrong Difeale,

Even in the Inftant of repair and health,

The Fit is ftrongeft s Evils that take Leave,

Oa their D _parture, moft of all thew evil.

What have you loft by lofing of this Day ¢
Lewis. All Daysof Glory, Joy, and Happinefs,
Pand. 1f you had won it, cerrainly you had,

No, no ; when Fortune means to Men moft good,

She looks upon them with a threatning Eye.

*Tis ftrange to think how much King Fobs hath loft

In this, which he accounts fo clearly won.

Are not you griev’d that Arthar is his Prifoner
Lewis.” As heartily as he is glad he hath him.
Pand. Your Mind is all as youthful as your Blood.

Now hear me fpeak with a prophetick Spirit;

For even the Breath of what I mean to fpeak

Shall blow each Duft, each Straw, each little rub

Out of the Pah which fhall directly lead

Thy Foot to England’s Theene: And therefore mark,

Fobn hath feiz’d Arthur, and it cannot be,

That whilft warm Life plays in that Infant’s Veins,

The mifplac’d Fobn fhould entertain an Hour,

A Minute, nay one quiet Bresth of Reft.

A Scepter fnat¢h’d with an unruly Hand,

Muaft be as boyfroufly maintain’d as gain'd,

And he that ftands upon a flippery Place,

Miakes nice of no yile Hold te ftay him up,

That
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That Fobn may ftand, then A4rshur needs mufll fall,
So be it, for it cannot be but fo.
Lewis. But what {hall I gain by young Arthur’s f?all!
Pand. You, in the right of Lady Blanch you Wife,
May then make al! the Claim that Arehwr did.
Lewis, And lofe ity Life and all, as Arthar did. '
Pand, How green you are, and fielh in this old World2
Fobn lays you. Plots; ‘the Times confpire with you ;
For he that fteeps his Safety in true Blood,
Shall find but.bloody Safety and untrue.
This A& fo evilly born fhall cool the Hearts
Of all his People, and freeze up their Zeal,
That none fo fmall Advantage thall ftep forth:
To check his Reign, but they will cherith i,
No natural Exhalation in the Sky,
No Scope of Nature, no diftemper’d Day,
No common Wind, no cuftomed Evenr,
But they will pluck away his natural Caufe,
And call them Meteors, Prodigies, and Signs,’
Abortives, Prefiges, and Tongues of Heav'n,
Plainly denouncing Vengeance upon Fobn.
Lewis. May be he will not touch young Arthur's Life,
But hold himfelf fafe in his Prifonment.
Pand. O, Sir, when he fhall hear of your Approach,
If that young drthur be not gone already,
Even at this News he diesy and then the Hearts
Of all his People (hall revolr from him,
And kifs the Lips of unacquainted €hange,
And pick ftrong Mtter of Revolr and Wrath,
Out of the bloody Fingers Ends 'of Fobns
Methinks I fee this Hurley all on foot;
And O, what better matter breeds for you,
Than ¥ have nam'd. T he Baftard Fanlconbridge
Is now in England, ranfacking the Church,
Offending Charity. If buta dozen French
Were there in Arms, they would be as a Call
To train’ten thoufand Exnglifb to their fide
Or, 15 a little Snow, tumbled about,
Anon becomes a Mountain. Q noble Dauphin,
Go with me to the King, "tis wonderful,
What may be wrought out of their Difcontent,
Now
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Now that their Souls are top full of Offence,
For Eugland go; I will whet on the King.

Lewis. Strong Reafon makesftrong Aétions; let us go,
If you fay ay, the King will not {ay no. [ Exennt,

A C TAV. 86 ENEL

Euter Hubert and Executioner.

Hyb. T YEAT me thefe Irons hot, and look you ftand
Within the Arras; when I ftrike my Foot
Upon the Bofom ef the Ground, rufh forth
And bind the Boy, which you fhall find with me,
Faft to the Chair : Be heedful 5 hence, and watch.
Exe. I hope your Warrant will bear out the Deed !
Hub, Uncleanly Scruples, fear not you; look to’t.
Young Lad come forth; I bave to fay with you.
Enter Arthur,
Avth, Good Morrow, Hubert.
Hub. Good Morrow, little Prince.
Arth. Aslittle Prince, having fo great a Title,
To be more Prince, as may be. You are fad.
Hub. Indeed I have been merriers
Arth, Mercy on me;
Methinks no Body fhould be fad but I;
Yet 1 remember when I was in France,
Young Gentlemen would be as fad as Night,
Only. for Wantonoefs; by my Chriftendom,
So I were out of Prifon, and kept Sheep,
1 {hould be as merry as the Day is long:
And fo I would be here, but that I doubt
My Uncle pra&ifes more Harm to me,
He is afraid of me, and I of him.
Is it my Fault that I was Geffrey’s Son?
No indeed is’t not, and I would to Heav’n
I were your Son, fo you would love me, Hubert.
Hub. TE1 talk to him, with his Innocent Prate
He will awake my Mercy, which lyes dead;
Therefore I will be fudden, and difpatch, [Ajide.
Arih,
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Arth. Are you fick, Hubert 2 you look pale to Day ;
Infooth I would you were a little fick,

That I might fit all Night and watch with you.
I warrant I love you more than you do me.

Hub, His Woids do take Pofleffion of my Bofom,
Read here, young Arihure How now foolith Rheume ?
Turning difpitious Torture cut of Door 2
I muft be brief, left Refolution drop
Out at mine Eyes in tender Womanith Tears,

Can you not read it2 Is it not fair writ?

Arith, Too fairly, Hubert, for {o foul Effe&t.

Muft you with hot Irons burn out both mineEyes?

Hub. Young Boy, I muft.

Arth, And will you ?

Hub, And I will,

Arth. Haveyouthe Heart 2 When your Head did but ake,
I knit my Handkerchief about your Brows,

( The beft I had, a Princefs wrought it mc)
And I did never ask it you again;
And w.th my Hand, at Midnight held your Head ;
And like the watchful Minutes, to the Hour,
Still and anen chear’d up the heavy Time,
Saying, what lack you ? and, where lyes your Gricf?3
Or what good Love may I perform for you?
Many a poor Man’s Son would have lain ftill,
And ne’er have fpoke a loving Word to you :
But you, at your fick Service had a Prince:
Nay, you may think my Love was crafty Love,
And cll it Cunning. Do, and if you will,
1f Heav’n be pleas’d, that you muft ufe me ill,
Why then you muft. Will you put out mine Eyes?
Thefe Eyes that never did, nor never fhall
So much as frown on you,
Hub, 1 have fworn to do it;
Ard with hot Irons muft I burn them out,

Arth. Ah, none butin this Iron Age would doit,
The Iron of it felf, though heat red hot,
Approaching near thefc Eyes, would drink my Tears,
And quench their fiery Indignation,

Even in the Matter of mire Innotcnce:
Nay, after that, confume away in Ruft,

By
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But for containing Fire to harm minc Eye.

Are you more {tubborn hard, than hammer'd Iron 2

And if an Angel fhould have come to me,

And told me Hubert (hould put out mine Eyes,

I would not have believ’d him; no Tongue but Hubert's,

Hub, Come forth; do as I bid you do.

Arth. O {ave me, Hubert, {ave me; my Eyes are out
Even with the fierce Locks of thefe bloody Men.

Hub., Give me the Iron I fay, and bind him here.

Arth. Alas, what need you be o boifterous rough?

I will not ftruggle, [ mill ftand ftone-ftill.

For Heav'n fake, Hubert, let me not be bound:
Nay, hear me, Hubert, drive thefe Men away,
And T will fit as quiet as a Lamb.

I will not ftir, nor wince, nor {peak a Word,
Nor look upon the Iron angerly:

Thruft but thefe Men away and I'll forgive you,
Whatcver Torment you do put me to.

Hub. Go, ftand within; lct me alone with him,

Exe. T am beft pleas’d to be from fuch a Deed.

Arth. Alas, I then have chide away my Friend,

He hath a ftern Eock, but a gentle Heare;
Let him come back, that his Compaflion may
Give Life to yours.

Hub. Come, Boy, prepare your f:If.

Arth, Is there no Remedy?

Hub. None, but to lofe your Eyes.

Arth. O Heav’n, that there were but 2 Meth in yours,
A Grain, a Duft, a Gnat, a wandring Hair, ;
Any Annoyance in that precious Senfe :

Then feeling what fmall things dre boifterous there,
Your vile Intent muft needs feem horrible.

Hus, Is this your promife 2 Go too, hold your Tangue:

Arth, Hubert, the Utterance of a brace of Tongues,
Muft needs want pleading for 2 pair of Eyes:

Let me not hold my Tongue, let me not, Huber:;
Or, Hubers, if you will, cut out my Tongue,
So I may keep mine Eyes. O fpare mine Eyes,
Though to no ufe, but {till to look on you,

Lo, by my troth, the Inftrument is cold,

And would not harm me. E
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Hub. 1 can heat it, Boy.
Arth. No, in good footh, the Fire is dead with Grief,
Being create for Comfort, to be us’d
In undefervid Extreams; f{ee elfe your felf,
There is no Malice in this burning Coal,
The Breath of Heav’n hath blown his Spirit out,
And ftrew'd repentant Afhes on his Head.
Hunb, But with my Breath I can revive ity Boy.
<rth. And if you do, you will but make 1t bluth,
And glow with fhame of your Proceedings, Huberz :
Nay, it perchance will fparkle in your Eyes;
And, like 2 Dog that is compell'd to fight,
Snatch at his Mafter that doth fet him on.
All things that you fhould ufe to do me wrong
Deny their Office 3 only you do lack
That Meicy which fierce Fire, and Iron extends,
Creatures of note for Mercy, lacking Ufes.
Hub, Well, fce to live ; I will not touch thine Eye
For all the Treafure that thine Uncle owes:
Yet am [ {worn, and I did purpofe, Boy,
With this fame very Iron to burn them out.
Arth. O now you look like Hubers. All this while
You were difguis’d.
Hub, Peace s No more. Adieu,
Your Unkle muft not know but you are dead.
T'll ill thefe dogged Spies with falfe Reports
And, pretry Child, fleep doubtlefs, and fecure,
That Hubers, for the Wealth of all the World,
Will not offend thee,
Arth, O Heav’'n! I thank you, Hubert,
Hub. Silence, no more 5 go clofely in with me,
Much Danger do I undergo for thee. [ Exeunt:

5w G B+ INGE. o HL

Lnter King John, Pembroke, Salisbury, and other Lords.

K. Fobn. Here once againwe fit, once again crown’d,
And look’d upon, I hope, with cheaiful Eyes.
Pemb, This once again, but that your Highnefs pleas’d,
Was once fuperfluous; you were crown'd before, e
o
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And that high Royalty was ncer pluckd off:
The Eaichs of Men, ne’er ftained with Revolt:
Freth Expe&ation troubled not the Land

With any long’d-for Change, or better State.

Sal. Therefore to be poflefs’d with double Pomp,

To guard a Title that was rich before;

To gild refined Gold, to paint the Lilly,

To throw a Perfume on the Violet,

To {mooth the Ice, or add another Hew

Usto the Rainbow, or with Taper-Light

To feek the beauteous Eye of Heav'n to garnifh,
Is wafteful and ridiculous Bxcefs.

Pemb. But that your royal Pleafure muft be done,
This A& is as an ancient Tale new told,

And in the laft repedting troublefome,
Being urged at a time unfeafonable.

Sal. In this the antick and well noted Face
Of plain old Form is much disfigured,

And like a fhifted Wind ucto a Sail,

Tt makes the courfe of Thoughts to fetch about,
Startles and frights Confideration :

Makes found Opinion fick, and Truth fufpe®ed,
For putting on fo new a fafhion’d Robe,

Pemb. When Workmen ftiive to do better than wells
Thkey do. confound their Skill in Covetoufnefs,

And oftentimes exculing of a Faul,

Doth make the Fault the worfe by the Excufe:
As Patches fet upon a little Breach,

Difcredit more in hiding of the Faulr,

Than did the Fault before it was fo patch’d.

Sal. To this Effe&, before you were new crown’d,
We breath’d our Counfel; but it pleas’d your Highnefs
To over-bear it, and we are all well p!cas’a,

Since all, and every part of what we weuld
Do make a ftand, at what your Highnefs will.

K. Fohn. Some Reafons of this double’ Coronstion
I have poflelt you with, and thiok them ftrong,

And more, moe {trong, then lefs is my Fear
I fhall endue you with: Me2n timez, but ask
W hat you would have reform’d, ‘thar is not well,
And well fhall you perceive, how willingly
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I will both aear and grant you your Requefts,

Pemb. Then I, as one that am the Tongue of thefe
To found the Purpofes of all their Hearts,

Both for my felf, and them; but chicf of all,

Your Safcty; for the which, my felf and them

Bend their beft Studies ; beartily requeft

The Infranchifement of Arthur, wlole Reftraint

Doth move the murmuring Lips of Difcontent

To break into this dangerous Argument.

If what in Reft you have, in Right you hold,

Why then your Fears, which s they fay, attend

The Steps of Wirong, fhould move you to mew ups

Your tender Kinfman, and to choke his Days

With barbarous Ignorance, and deny his Youth

The rich Advantage of good Exercife,

That the Times Enemies may not have th's

To grace Occafions: Let it be our Suir,

That you have bid us ask his Liberty,

Which for our Goods we do no further ask,

Than, whereupon our Weal on you depending,

Counts it your Weal; he have his Liberty.
Enter Hubert,

K. Fobn, Let it be fo; I do commit his Youth
To your Dire&ion. Haubers, what News with you ?

Pemb, This is the Man fhould do the bloody Deed:
He thew'd his Warraot to a Friend of mine,

The Image of a wicked heinous Faule

Lives in his Eye; that clofe Afpe& of his

Does fhew the Mood of a much troubled Breaft,
And I do fearfully believe "tis done,

What we fo fear’d he had a Charge to do.

Sal. The Colour of the King doth come and go,
Between his Purpofe and his Confcience,

Like Heralds ’twixt two dreadful Bartels futs
His Paffion is fo ripe, it needs muft break.

Pemb, And when it breaks, I fear will iffue thence
The foul Corruption of a fweet Child’s Death.

K. Gohn. We canrot hold Mortality’s flrong Hand,
Good Lords, although my Will to give is living,
The Suit which you demand is gone, and dead,

He tells us drehar is deceasd to Nighe,
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Sal, Tideed we feat’d his Sicknefs was paft cure.

Pemb. Indeed we heard how near his Death he was,
Before the Child himfelf felt he was ficks
This muft be anfwer'd eicher here or hence.

K. Fobn. Why do you bend {uch folemn Brows on meé
Think you I bear the Shears of Deftiny 2
Have I Commandment on the Pulfe of Life?

Sal. 1t is apparent foul-play, and ’tis (hame
That Greatnefs thould fo grofly offer it:

So thrive it in your Game, and fo farewel.

Pemb. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury, I'lligo with thee,

And find th” Inheritance of this poor Child,

His little Kingdom of a forced Grave.

That Blood which ow’d the Breath of all this Ifle,

Three Foot of it doth hold; bad World the while,

This muft not be thus born, this will break out

To all our Sorrows, and €’er long I doubt. | Exennt,
Enter Meffenger.

K. Fobn. They burn in Indignation; T repent:

There is no fure Foundation fet on Blood;

No certain Life atchiev’d by others Death,

A fearful Eye thou haft; where is that Blood
That I have feen inhabit in thofe Cheeks?

So foul a Sky clears not without a Storm;

Pour down thy Weather: How goes all in France?

Mef, From France to England never fuch a Power,
For any Foreign Preparation,

Was levy'd in the Body of a Land.

The Copy of your Speed is learn’d by them:
For when you fhould be told they do prepare,
The Tidings come, that they are all arriv’d.

K. Fobn Oh where hath our Intelligence been drunk?
Where hath it flept? Where is my Motber's Care 2
That {uch an Army fhould be drawn in Frauce,

And fhe not hear of it ¢

Mz My Liege, her Ear
Is ftopt with Duft: The firlt of Aprildy’d
Your noble Mother; and, as I hear, my Lord,

The Lady Conffance in a frenzie dy'd
Three Days before; but this from Rumours Tongue
I idely heard; if true, or falfes I know not.

K. Fobn. With-hold thy Speed, dreadful Occafion; O

¥
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O make 2 League with me, °till I have pleas’d

My difcontented Peers. What 2 Mother dead 2
How wildly then walks my Eftate in France?
Under whofe Condué came thofe Powers of France,
That thou for Truth giv'ft out are landed here?

Mef. Under the Dauphin,

Enter Baftard and Peter of Pomfret.

K, Fohn. Thou haft made me giddy
With thefe ill Tidings. Now, W hat faysthe World
To your Proceedings? Do not feek to ftuff
My Head with more ill News, for it is full.

Baft. But if you be afraid to hear the worft,

Then let the worft unheard fall on your Head.

K. Fobn, Bear with me, Coufin} for I wasamaz'd
Under the Tide; but now I breath again
Aloft the Flood, and can give Audience
o any Tengue, {peak it of what it will,

Baffs How I have fped among the Clergy-men,

The Sums [ have colle&ed fhall exprefs:

But as I travelld hither through the Land,

I fiad the People frangely fantafied ;

Poffcft with Rumours, full of idie Dreams,

Not knowing what they fear, but full of Fear,
And here’s a Prophet that I brought with me
From forth the Streets of Pomfrer, whom I found
With many hundreds treading on his Heels;

To whom he fung in rude harth founding R himes,
That ¢’er the nexr Afcenfion-Day at Noon,

Your Highnefs fhould deliver up your Crown,

K. Fobn. Thou idle Dreamer, wherefore didft thou fod

Peser. Fore-knowing that the Truth will fall out fos
K. Fobn, Hubert, away with him; imprifon him,
And an thar Day at Noon, whereon he fays
I fhall yield up my Crown, let him be hang’d,

Deliver h'm to Safety, and return,
For I muft ufe thee,” O my gentle Coufin,
Hea 't thou the News abroad, who are arriv’d?

Baft. The French, my Lord; Mens Mouths are full of it
Befides, T et Lord Bigot and Lord Salishur
With Eyes a5 red a5 new enkindled Fire,
And others more, going to feek the Grave

Yo Il 2

Of
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Of Arthur, whon they fay is kill'd to Night, on your
K. Fobn. Gentle Kinfman, go (Suggeftion,
And thruft thy feff into their Companies,
I have a Wy to win their Loves again:
Bring them before me.
Baft. 1 will feck them out, :
K. Fobn. Ny, but make hafte; thebettes Foot before.
O, let me have m Subjects Enemies,
When adverfe Foreigners affright my Fowns
With dreadfal Pomp of ftout Invafion,
Be Mercury, fet Feathers to thy Heels,
And flie, ke Theught, from them to me again.
Baft. The Spirtt of the Time fhall teach me Speed. [ Exire
K. Foln. Spokelike a {prightful Noble Gentleman,
Go after him; for he perhaps fhall need
Some Meflenger tetwixt me and the Peers,
And be thou he.
Mef. With all my Heart, my Licge. [ Exir.
K. Fobn. My Mother dead !
Enter Hubert.
Hub. My Lor, they fay five Moons were feen to Night:
Four fixed, and tae fifth did whirl about
The other four, n wondrous Motion.
K. Fohn. Five.Moons ¢
Hub. Old Mer and Beldams, in the Streets
Do prophefie upoi it dangeroufly:
Young Arther’s Death is common in their Moaths,
And when they tilk of him, they fhaketheir Heads,
And whifper one another in the Ear.
And he that fpeals, doth gripe the hearer’s Wrift,
Whill¥ ke that hars makes fearful Aétion
With wi Brcws, with Nods, withrolling Eyes,
I {aw a Smich ftand with his Hammer, thus,
The whilit his Ircn did on th’ Anvil ceol,
With uth fwallowing a Taylor’s News;
hears, and Meafure in his Hand,
s, which his nimble Hafte
ipon_ contrary Feet,
houfand warlike Frenmch,
) d,.and rank’d in Kens,
unya(li’d Astificer, 2

Cuts




ot

"

"of King john.' 1027

%}a: . Cuts off his Talt, and talks of .4rzhur’s Death,

K. Fohn. Why feel’ft thou to poflefs me with thefe Fears2
Why urgeft thou {o oft young Arthur’s Death?
Thy Hand hath murther’d him: I had a mighty Caufe

- To wifh him dead, but thou had@t none to kill him.

Hub, Na had, my Lord? why did you not provoke me?2

K. Fobn. It is the Curfe of Kings, to be attended
By Slaves that take their Humours for a Warrant,

To break the bloody Honfe of Life,

And on the winking of Authority

To underftand a Law; to know the Meaning
Of dangerous Majefty, when perchance it frowns
More upon Humour, than advis'd Refpe&t.

Hub. Here is' your Hand and Seal for what I did.

K. Fobn. Ohy when the laft Account 'twixt Heav’s and
Is to be made, then fhall this Hand and Seal [Earth
Witnefs againft us to Damnation.

How oft the Sight of Means to do ill Deeds,
Make Deeds ill done? Hadft not thou been by,

4+ A Fellow by the Hand of Nature mark’d,
' Quoted, and fign’d to do a Deed of Shame,

i

This Murther had not come into my Mind.
But taking Note of thy abhorred Afped,
Finding thee fic for bloody Villany,

Apt, liable to be empioy’d in Dar ger,

I faintly broke with thee of Arzbur's Death:
And thou, to be endeared to a King,

Made it no Confcience to deftroy a Prince.

Hub. My Lord.

K. Fobn. Hadft thou but thook thy Head, or madea Paufe
When I fpake darkly, what I purpofed: :
Or turn’d an Eye of Doubt upon my Face;

As bid me tell my Tale in exprefs Words,
Deep”Shame had ftruck me dumb, made me bre:k off,
And thofe thy Fears, might have wrought Fears in me:
But thou didit underfland me by my Signs,
And didit in Signs again parley with Sin,
Yea, without flop didft let thy Heart confent,
And confequently thy rude Hand to 2&
The Deed, which both our Tongues held vile to name;
Out of my Sight, and never fze me more.
= E 3 My
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My Nobles Jeave me, and my State is brav’d,
Even at my Gates, with Ranks of foreign Powers;
NWay, in the Body of this flethly Land, ;
This Kingdom, this Confine of Blood, and Breath,
Hoftility and civil Tumult reigns,

Between my Confcience, and my Coufin’s Death.

Hyub. Arm you againft your other Enemies,

T'll make a Peace between your Soul, and you.

Young Arthur isalive: This Hand of mine

Is yet a Maiden, and an innocent Hand,

Not painted with the Crimfon Spots of Blood:

Weithin this Bofom, never entred yet

The dreadful Motion of a murderous Thought,

And you have flander’d Nature in my Form,

W hich howfoever rude exteriorly,

Is yet the Cover of a fairer Mind,

Than to be Butcher of an Innocent Child.

K. Fohn. Doth Arthsrlive? O hafte thee to the Peers,

Throw this Report on their incenfed Rage,

And make them tame to their Obedience.

Forgive the Comment that my Paffion made

Upon thy Feature, for-my Rage was blind,

And foul Imaginary Eyes of Blood

Prefcnted thee more hideous than thou art.

Oh, anfwer not; but to my Clofet bring

The angry Lords, with all expedient Hafte,

I conjure thee but flowly: Run more faft. [Exennts

SCENE II. A4 Prifon.

Eunter Arthur on the Walls.

Arth, The Wallis high, and yet will 1leap down.

Good Ground be pitiful, and hurt me not:

There’s few or none do know me, if they did,

This Ship-Boy’s Semblance hath difguis’d me quite;

I am afraid, and yet I’ll venture it. >

If I get down, and do not break my Limbs,

I'll find a thoufand Shifts to get away;

As good to die, and go; asdic, and ftay, [ Leaps dowm
Oh
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~ Oh me, my Uncle’s Spirit is in thefe Stones;

HMeav'n take my Soul, and England take my Bones. [ Djes.
Enter Pembroke, Salisbury and Bigot.
Sal. Lords, I will meet him at St. Edmonsbury;
It is our Safety, and we muft embrace
This gentle Offer of the perilous time.
Pemb. Who brought that Letter from the Cardinal?
Sal. The Count Aelun, anoble Lord of France,
Whofe private with me of the Danphin’s Love,
Is much more general than thefe Lines import.
Bigot. 'To Morrow Morning let us meet him then,
Sal. Or rather then fet forward, for ‘twill be
Two long Days Journey, Lords, or ¢’er we meet.
Enter Baftard.
Baft. Once more to Day well met, diftemper’d Lords,
The King by me requefts your Prefence ftraight,
Sal. The King hath difpofleft himfelf of us;
We will not line his thin beftained Clake
With our pure Honours; nor attend the Foot
That leaves the Print of Blood where-¢’er it walks.
Return, and tell him fo: We know the worft, [beft,
Baft, What e’er you think, good Words I think were
Sal. Our Griefs, and not our Manners, reafon now.
Bajt. But there is little Reafon in your Grief,
Therefore ‘twere Reafon you had Manners now.
Pemb. Sir, Sir, Impatience hath his Privilege,
Baf. *Tis true, to hurt his Mafter, no Man elfe.
Sal. This is the Prifon: What is he lyes here? (Beauty;
Pemb. Oh Death, made proud with pure and princely
The Earth had not a hole to hide this Deed.
Sal. Murder, as hating what himf{tIf hath done,
Doth lay it open to urge on Revenge,
Bigor. Or when he doom’d this Beauty to the Grave,
Found it too precious princely for a Grave.
Sal. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you beheld,
Or have you read, or heard, or could you think 2
Or do you almoft think; although you fee,
That do you fee 2 Could Thought, without this Obje&,
Form fuch another2 This is the very Top,
"The Heighth, the Creft, or Creft unto the Creft

B3 The
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The wildeft Savagery, the vileft Stroak
That ever wall-ey’d Wrath, or ftaring Rage
Prefented to the Tears of foft Remorfe. y ;
Pemb. All Murders paft, do ftand excus’d in this;
And this I fole, and fo uncharitable,
Shall give a inefs, a Purity,
To the yet unbegotten Sin of times;
And prove a deadly blood-fhed, but a Jeft,
Exampled by this heinous Spe&acle.
is 2. damned, -and a bloody Work,
ion of a heavy Hand,
k- of any Hand.
e Work of any Hand,
We had 2 kind of Light, what would enfue:
1t is the thameful Work of Hubert’s Hand,
T he Pratice, and the Purpofe of the King:
From whofe Obedience I forbid my Soul,
Koeeling before this Ruin of {weet Life,
And breathing to this breathle(s Excellence,
The Incenfe of a Vow, a holy Vow;
Never to tafte the Pleafures of the World,
Never to be infeéted with Delight,
Nor converfant with Eafe, and Idlenefs,
*Till I have fet a Glory to this Hand,
By giving it the Worfhip of Revenge.
Pemb. Bigo. Our Souls religioufly confirm thy Words.
Enter Hubert.
Hub. Lords, T am hot with Hafte, in fecking yous;
Arthur doth live, the King hath fent for you.
Sal. Oh he is bold, and blufhes not at Death;
Avant thou hateful Villain, get thee gone.
Hub, T am no Villain.
Sal. Muft I rob the Law?
Baff. Your Sword is bright, Siry put it up again.
Sal. Not till T fheath 1t in a Murderer’s Skin.
Hub, Stand back, Lord Salisbury, ftand back, I fay,
By Heav'n; I think my Sword’s as thaip as yours.
I would not have you, Lord, forget youx felf
Nor tempt the Danger of my true Defence;
Left I, by making of your Rage, forget
re

Greatnefs, and Nobility,

Your Worth, your G

Bigot.
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Bigot. Out Dunghil, dar'ft thou brave a Nobleman?
Hub. Not for my Life; but yet I dare defend
My innocent Life againft an Emperor.
Sal. Thou art a Murderer.
Hub. Do not prove me fo;
Yet I am none. Whofe Tongue foe’er (peaks falfe,
Not truly {peaks; who fpeiks not truly, lies.
Pemb, Cut him to Pieces.
Bajt, Keep the Peace, I fay.
Sal. Stand by, or I fhall gaul you Falcenbridge.
Bajft. Thou wert better gaul the Devil, Salisbury.
If thou but frown on me, or ftir thy Foor,
Or teach thy hafty Spleen to do me Shame,
Ill firike thee dead. Put up thy Sword betime,
Or Ull fo maul you, and your tofting-Iron,
That you fhall think the Devil is come from Hell.
Bigor. What will you do, renowned Fawulconbridge?
Second a Villain, and a Ilurderei?
Hub. Lord Bigot, 1 am none.
Bigor. Who kill’d this Prince 2
Hub, *Tis not an Hour fince I lefe him well :
I honour’d him, I lov’d him, and w:ll weep
My Date of Life out, for his fweet Life's Lofs.
Sal. Truft not thofe cunning Waters of his Eyes,
For Villany is not without fuch Rheume;
And he long traded in it, makes it feem
Like Rivers of Remorfe and Innocency.
Away with me, all you whofe Souls abhor
Th’ uncleanly Savour of a Slaughrer-Houfe,
For I am ftifled with the Smell of Sin.
Bigor. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there,
Pemnb. There tell the King he may enquire us out. [ Ex. Lords.
Bajt. Here’s a good World ; knew you of chis fair Work 2
Beyond the infinite and boundlefi Reach of Mercy,
If thou didft this Deed of Death, thou art damn’d, Hubert.
Hnb, Do but hear me, Sir.
‘Ba/f. Ha 2 ‘Tl tell thee what,
Thou'rt damn’d as black, nay nothing is fo black ;
Thou art more deep damn’d than Prince Lucifer.
There is not yet fo ugly a Fiend of Hell
As thou fhalt be, if thou didf kil this Child.
E 4 Hub.
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Hub. Upon my Soul.
Baft. If thou didft but confent
To this moft cruel A&, do but defpair,
And if thou want'ft a Cord, the {fmalleft Thread
That ever Spider twifted from her Womb
Will ferve to ftrangle thee: A Rufh will be a2 Beam
To hang thee on: Or would’lt thou drown thy felf,
Put but a little Water in a Spaon,
And it fhall be as all the Ocean,
Enough to {tifle fuch a Villain up,
I do fufpeé thee very grievouily.
Hub, If I in A&, Confent, or Sin of Thought,
Be guilty of the ftealing thar fweet Breath,
W hich was embounded in this beauteous Clay,
Let Hell want Pains enough to torture me,
I lefe him well,
Baft. Go, bear him in thine Arms.
I am amaz'd mechinks, and lofe my Way
Among the Thorns, and Dangers of this World,
How cafie doft thou tske all Lngiand up,
From forth this Morfel of dcad Royaley?
The Life, the Righe, and Truth of ali this Realm
Is fled to Heav'n, and England now is left
To tug and {cramble, and to part by th’ Teeth
The unowed Intereft of proud {welling State :
Now for the bare-pickt Bone of Majeity,
Doth dogged War briftie his angry Creft,
Arnd faarlech in the gentle Eyes of Peace:
Now Powers from home, ard D fcontents at home
Mz:et in one Liie; and vaft Confulion waits,
As doth a Raven on a fick-fallen Beaft,
The imminent Decay of wrefted Pomp.
Now happy he, whofe Cloak and Center can
Hold out rthis Tempeft. = Bear away that Child,
And follow me with {peed; Ill to the King:
A thoufind Bufinefles are brief at Hand,
And Heav'n it felf doth frown upon the Land. [ Exewnt.

ACT
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ACT N S CENEL

Enter King John, Pandulph, and Astendans.

K. ?alm.THUS I have yiclded up into your Hand
The Circle of my Glory.
Pand. Take again :
From this my Hand, as holding of the Pope,
Your Soveraign Greatnefs and Authority. ,
K. Fohn. Nowkeep your holy Word,gomeet the French,
And from his Holinels ufe all your Power
To ftop their Marches *fore we are enflam’d.
Our difcontented Counties do revolt;
Our People quarrel with Obedience,
Swearing Allegiance, and the love of Soul
To ftranger-Blood, to foreign Royalty;
This Inundation of diftemper'd Humour,
Refts by you only to be qualify’d.
Then paufe not; for the prefent Time's fo fick,
That prefent Med’cine muft be miniftred,
Or Overthrow incurably infues.
Pand. It was my Breath that blew this Tempeft up,
Upen your ftubborn Ufage of the Pope:
But fince you are a gentle Convertite,
My Tongue fhall huth again this Storm of War,
And make fair Weather in your bluftring Land.
On this A/cenfion-Day, remember well,
Upon your Oath of Service to the Pope, :
Go I to make the French lay down their Arms, [Exit.
K. Fobn. Is this-dfcenfion-Day? Did not the Prophet
Say, that before .4/cenfion-Day at Noon,
My Crown I fhould give off2 even fo I have:
I did fuppofe it {hould be on Conftraint,
But, Heav'n be thank'd, it is but voluntary.
Enter Baftard.
Baft. All Kent hath yielded, nothing there holds out
But Dover-Caftle: London hath receiv'd,

Like a kind Hoft, the Dauphin and his Powers.
' Your
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Your Nobles will not hear you, but are gone
To offer Service to your Enemy ;
And wild Amazement hurries up and down
The littic Number of your doubtful Friends. e
K. Fobn. Would not my Lords return to me again,
Afte ov heard young Arthur was alive?
Baff. They foord him dead, and caft into the Streets,
An empty Cask:t, where the Jewel of Life
By fome damn’d Hand was robb'd and ta’en away.
K. Fobn. That Villain Hubers told me he did live.
Bajt. So on my Soul he did, for ought he knew:
But wherefore do you droop? Why look you fad2
Be greatin A, as you have been in Thought:
et not the World fee Fear and fad Diftruft
Govern the Motion of a Kingly Eye;
Be ftirring as the time, be Fire with Fire;
Threaten the Threatner, and out-face the Brow
Of bragging Horror: So fhall inferior Eyes,
That borrow their Behaviours from the Great,
Grow great by your Example, and put on
T he dauntlefs Spirit of Refolution.
Away, and glifter like the God of War
When he iritendeth to become the Field;
Shew Boldnefs and afpiring Confidence.
What, fhall they feek the Lioa in his Den,
And fright him there? and make him tremble there 2
Oh let it not be faid: Forage, and run
To meet Difpleafufe farther from the Doors,
And grapple with him ¢’er he come {0 nigh,
K. Fobn. The Legate of the Pope hath been with me,
Aund T have made a happy Peace with him;
And hehath promis’d to difmifs the Powers
Led by the Danphin.
Bafr., Oh inglorious League:
Shall we upon the footing of our kand,

Send fair-play-Orders, and make comprimife,
Infinuation, Parly, and bale Truce

To Arms invafive 2 Shall a beardlels Boy,
A cockred-filken Wanton brave our Fields,
And flefh his Spirit in a War-like Soil,
Mocking the Air with Colours idely fpread,

And
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‘And find no check? Let us,.my Liege; to Arms :
Perchance the Cardinal cannot make your Peace;
Or if he do, let it at leaft be faid
They faw we had a purpofe of defence.
K, Fohbn, Have thou the ordering of this prefent time,
Baff. Away then with good Courage; yet I know
Our Party may well meet a_prouder Foe, [ Exeunt.

S Gk NsE- 1L

Enter, in Arms, Lewis, Salisbury, Melun, Pembroke,
Bigot, and Soldiers.

Lewis. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out,
And keep it fafe for our remembrance:
Return the Prefident to thefe Lords again,
That having our fair Order written down,
Both they and we, perufing o’er thefe Notes,
May koow wherefore we took the Sacrament,
And keep our Faiths firm and inviolable,

Sal. Upon our {ides it never f{hall be broken,
And, noble Dawphin, albeit we {wear
A voluntary Zeal, and an un-urg’d Faith
To your Proceedings; yet belicve me, Prince,
I am not glad that {uch a Sore of Time
Should feck a Plaifter by contemn’d Revolt,
And heal the inveterate Canker of one Wound,
By making many: Oh it grieves my Soul,
That I muft draw this Mettle from my Side
To be a Widow-maker: Oh, and there
Where honourable Refcue, and Defence,
Cries out upon the Name of Salisbury.
But {uch is the Infe&ion of the time,
That for the Health and Phyfick of our Right,
We cannot dezl but with the very Hand
Of ftern Injuftice, and confufed Wrongs
And i$t not pity, oh my grieved Friends,
That we, the Sons and Children of this Ifle,
Were born to fee fo fad an Hour as this,
Whercin we ftep after a Stranger, march

Upon
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Upon her gentle Bofom, and fill up

Her Enemies Ranks? I muft withdraw and weep
Upon the fpot of this enforced Caufe,

To grace the Gentry of a Land remote,

And follow unacquainted Colours here:

What here2 O Nation that thou couldft remove,
"That Neptune's Arms who clippeth thee about,
Would bear thee from the knowledge of thy felf,
And cripple thee unto a Pagan fhore,

Where thefe two Chriftian Armies might combine
The Blood of Malice, in a vein of League,

And not to {pend it fo un-neighbourly.

Lewis. A noble Temper doft thou fhew in this,
And great Affe@ions wreftling in thy Bofom
Doth mzke an Earthquake of Nobility.

Oh what a noble Combate haft thou fought,

Between Compulfion, and a brave Refpect:

Let me wipe off this honourable Dew,

That filverly doth progrefs on thy Checks:

My Heart hath melted at a Lady’s Tears,

Being an ordinary Inundation:

But this Effufion of fuch Manly Drops,

This fhowr blown up by tempeft of the Soul,

Startles mine Eyes, and makes me more amaz’d

Than had I feen the vaulty top of Heav’n

Figur'd quite o’er with burning Meteors,

Lift up thy Brow, renowned Salishury,

And with a great Heart heave away thisStorm :

Commend thefe Waters to thofe Baby-eyes

That never faw the Giant-world enrag'd,

Nor met with Fortune, other than at Feafts,

Full warm of Blood, of Mirth, of Goflipping.

Come, come, for thou fhalt thruft thy Hand as deep

Into the Purfe of rich Profperity

As Lewis himfelf; fo, Nobles, {hall you all,

That knit your Sinews ro the ftrength of mine,
Enter Pandulpho.

And even there, methinks an Angel fpake,

Look where the holy Legate comes apace,

To give us Warrant from the Hand of Heav'n,

And on our Aéions fet the Name of Right
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With holy Breath,
Pand. Hail, noble Prince of Frange.
The next is this : King Fobs hath reconcil’d
Himfelf to Rome, his Spirit is come in,
That fo ftood out againft the holy Churck,
That great Metropolis and See of Rome :
Therefore thy threatning Colours now wind up,
And tame the Savage Spirit of wild War,
That like a Lion foftered up at Hand,
It may lye gently at the foot of Peace,
And be no further harmful than in fhew.
Lewis. Your Grace fhall pardon me, I will not back:
I am too high-born to be propertied,
To be a fecondary at Controu!,
Or ufeful Serving-man, and Inftrument
To any Soveraign State throughout the World:
Your Breath firft kindled the dead Coal of Wars,
Between this chaftis’d Kingdom and my felf,
And brought in Matter that fhould feed this Fires
And now ’tis far too huge to be blown out
With that fame weak wind which enkindled it s
You taught me how to know the face of Righ,
Acquainted me with Intereft to this Land,
Yea thruft this Enter rize into my Heart,
And come ye now to tcll me Fobu hath made
His Peace with Reme ¢ What is that Peace to me ¢
I, by the Honour of my Marriage-hed, .
After young Arihur, claim this Land for mine;
And now it is half conquerd, mu® I back,
Becaufe that Fobn hath made his Peace with Romse 2
Am I Rome’s Slave? What Peany hath Rome born?
What Men provided? What Munirion fent
To under-prop this A&ion2 I<’t not I
That under-go this Charge ¢ Who elfe but I,
And fuchas to my Clam are liable,
Sweat in this Bufinefs, and maintain this War?
Have I not heard thefe Iflanders thout out
Vive le Roy, as I bave bank’d their Towns ?
Have I not here the beft Cards for the Game
To win this eafie Match, plaid fora Crown?
And fhall I now give o'er the yiclded Set? o
Op
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No, no, on my Soulit fhall never be faid.
Pand. You look but on the ourfide of this Work.
Lewis. Outfide or infide, I will not réturn,

*Till my Attempt fo much be glorified,

As to my ample FHope was promifed,

Before 1 drew this gailant head of War,

And cull’d thele fiery Spirits from the World

To out-look Conqueft, and to win Renown

Even inthe Jaws of Danger, and of Death: [ Zrumpet [oands,

What lufty Trumpet thus doth fummon us2

Enter Baftard.

Baft. According to the fair-play of the World,

Let me have Audience: I am fent to fpeak:

My holy Lord of AMilain, from the King

I come, to learn how you have dealt for him:

And as you anfwer, I do kaow the Scope

And warrant limited unto my Tongue.

Pand. The Danphin is too wilful, oppofite,

And will not temporize with my Entreaties :

He flatly fays, he’ll not lay down his Arms.

Baff. By all the Blood that ever Fury breath’d,
"The Youth fays well. Now hear our Englifb King,
For thus his Royilty doth fpeak in me:

He is prepar’d, and Reafon too he thould.

"This apifh and unmannerly Approach.

This harnefi’d Mask, and unadvifed Revel,

This unheard Sawcinefs and boyifh Troops,

The King doth fmile at, and is well-prepar’d

To whip this dwarfilh War, thefe Pigmy Arms

From out the Circle of his Territories.

That Hind which had the ftrength, even'at your Door,

To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch,

To dive like Buckets in concealed Wells,

To crouch in Litter of your Stable Planks,

To lye like Pawns, lock'd up in Chefts and Trunks,

To hug with Swine, to feck {weet fafety out

In Vaults and Prifons, and to thrill and fhake

Even at the crying of our Nation’s Crow,

Thinking his ‘Voice an armed Englifb Man ;

Shall that viGornous Hand be feebled here,

That in your Chambers gave you ChaRifement?
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No; know the gallaot Monarch is in Arms,
And like an Eagle, o’er his aiery Tower,
To foufe Annorance that comes near his Neft ;
And you degenerate, you ingrate Revoits,
You:bicody Neros ripping. up the Womb
Of your dear Mother-England, blufh. for fhames
For your: own Ladies, and pale-vafag’d Maids, :
Like Amazons, come tripping after Drums; i
Their Thimbles into armed Gartlers change, :
Their Needles to Lances, and their genide Hearts
Toshierce and bloody Inclination. S
Lewisy There end thy Brave, and turn thy Facein Peace,
We grant thou canft ount-fcold us; fare thee well:
We hold qur time too ‘precious to be fpent
With fuch a Babler.
Pand. Give me leave to {peak.
Bajt. No, I will fpeak.
Lewis. We will attend to neither :
Strike up the Drums, and let the Tongue of War
Plead for our Intereft, and our being here,
Baft. Indeed your Drums being beaten, will cry out?
And fo fhall you, being beateni; do but flare
Af eccho with the Clamour of thy Drum,
And even at hand, a Drumis ready brac’d,
That fhall reverberate all, as loud as thine.
Sound but another, and another thall,
As loud as thipe, rartle the Welkin's Ear,
And mock the deep-mouth’d Thunder; for at hand
{Not trufting to this halting Legate here,
Whom he hath us’d rather for fport than need)
Is warlike Fobn ; and in his Forehead fits
A bare-rib’d Death, whofe Office is this Day
To fealt upon whole thoufands of the Erench.
Lewis. Strike up our Drums, to find this danger out,
Baff. And thou fhalt find it, Danphin, do not doubt.

. [Exenm.

SCENE

—




The Life and De

sCENE L
“Alarms. Enter King John and Hubert.

X Tohn. How goes the Day with us2 Oh tell me, Hubert,

Hub. Badly, I fear 5 how fares your Majelty ?

K. Fobn. This Feaver that hath troubled me fo long,
Lyes heavy onme: oh, my Heart is fick.

Enter a Meffenger.
Me[. My Lord, your valiant Kinfman, Faslconbridge,
Defires your Majefty to leave the Ficld,
Acrd fend him word by me, which way you go.
K. Fobn, Tell him, toward Swinfted, to the Abby theres
Mej]. Be of good Comfort : For the great Supply,
That was expeGed by the Danphin here,
Are wrack'd three Nights ago on Goodwin Sa ds.
This News was brought to Richard but even now,
The Freach fight coldly, and retire themlelves.
« K. Fobn. Ay me, this Tyrant Feaver burns me up,
‘And will not let me welcome this good News.
Set on toward Swinffed; to my Litter ftreight,
Weaknefs poffefleth me, and I am faint. [Ex ennts

S CENE IV.

Enter Salisbury, Pembroke axd Bigot.

Sal. T did not think the King fo ftord with Friends.
Pemb, Up once again 3 put Spirit in the French:

If they mifcarry, we mifcarry too.
Sal, That mif-begotten Devil, Faulconbridge,

In fpight of fpight, alone upholds the Day.
Pemb, They fay King Fobn, fore fick, hath left the Field,

Enter Melun wounded.
Melnn. Lead me to the Revolts of Esgland here,
Sal. Wher we were happy, we had other Names.
Pemb. Tt is the Count Melun,
Sal. Wounded to Death,

Melwn
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Melun. Fly, noble Englifb, youare bought and fold,
Unthread the rude Eye of Rebellion, ;
And welcome home again difcarded F_a:th,
Seck out King Fobsz, and fall before his Feet:
. For if the French be Lords of this loud Day,
He means to recompence the Pains you take, -
By cutting off your Heads; thus hath he {worn,
And I with him, and many mote with me,
Upon the Altar at St. Edmondsbury,
Even on that Altar, where we {wore to you
Dear Amity, and everlafting Love.
Sal. May this be poffible! May this be true? K
Melun. Have I not hideous Death within my View,
Retaining but a quantity of Life,
Which bleeds away, even as a Form of Wax
Refolveth from his Figure *gainft the Fire ?
What in the World (hould make me now deceive,
Since I muft lofe the ufe of all deceir?
Why thould I then be falfe, fince it is true
That I muft die here, and live hence, by truth ¢
I fay again, if Lewis do win the Day,
He is for(worn if ¢’er thofe Eyes of yours
Behold another Day break in'the Eaft -
Buteven this Night,whofe black contagious Breath
Already fmoaks about the burning Creft
Of the old, feeble, and day-wearied Sun,
Even this ill Nighr, your breathing (hall expire,
Paying the Finc of rated Treachery,
Even with a treacherous Fine of 1l your Lives;
Y Lewis, by your affiftance win the Day,
Commend me to one Hubers, with your King;
The Love of him, and this refpec befides,
For that my Grandfire was an Engli[bmany
| Awakes my Confcience to confefs all this.
In lieu whereof, I Pray you bear me hence
From forth the noife and rumour of the Field
Where I may think the remnant of my Thoughts
Inpeace; and part this Body and my Soul,
With Contemplation, and devour Defires.
Sal. We do believe thee, and befhrew my Soul,
But Ido love the favour, and the form
- Vook, HE E - Of

e

-

S




,

¢ sy
1042 ZCe£¢ﬂfaﬁd: 7

o by the which
5 of u amnc -d flighty

ur gic £ ng fum;.
My Arm fhall give thee he lp to b’;.r thee hence
For I do fee the cruel Pangs ‘of Death
in thine Eye. Aw 1}, my Eriends, new flight,
newnefs that intends old right. [ Exennts

CENE" V.

Eunter Lewis and bis Train,
ye Sun of Heav'n, me th‘)hghr, was loth to {et;
ma GL IL... \'\’ CQCIH Ws.ll 10 ; }. «ﬂ],
meafure backward their ow n Ground
txlc : (“h bra "-'-Wv catiie we off,
our ne edlefs fhot,
bid good k chr,
jours Li 1

Even to our Oce

e ) .
ceany oo
1

. :jvw
Prince, the Duzzj)lmx ¢
ey Wi ux.f N¢ 5€
Count Melun xsiui,‘:; the Engli/h Lords
e at length fall’n off,
which you have wifh d fo long,
3 d furk on Goodwin Sands.
:‘."‘x foul “,fcwd News. Befhrew thy very Haits
I did not think to be fo fad to Night
As this hath made me. "Who was he that {aid
King Fohn did fly an Hour or two before
T icht did part our weary Powers ?
’no ever fpoke It, itis true, my Lord.
keep goo od Quarter, and gooa care to \lghf,
?i not be up fo faon as I,

Adventure of to Mortow. [ Exennt,

SCENE
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S COESNER " V.
Enter Baftard and Hubert feverally,

Hyub. Who’s there? Speak, hoa, fpeak quickly, or I thoor.
Baft. A Friend. What art thou?
Hub. Of the part of England.
Baft. W hither doft thou go 2
Hub, What’s that to thee?
# Why may not I demand of thine Affairs,
As well as thou of mine 2
Baft. Hubert, I think.
Hyb. Thou haft a perfe& Thought:
I will upon all Hazards well believe
v Thou art my Friend, that know'ft my Tongue fo well:
- Who art thou?
Baft. Who thou wilt; and. if thou ple
Thou may’ft be-friend me fo muc

11€
h, as to think
I come orie way of the Plantagenets.
Hub. Unkind Remembrance; thou, and endlefs Night,
Have done me thame; brave Soldier, pardon me,
That any accent breaking from thy Tongue,
Should fcape the true acquaintance of mine Far,
Baft. Come, come; Jans complement, what News abroad 2
Hyub. Why here walk I, in the black Brow of Night,
To find you out,
Baft. Brief then; and what’s the News?
Hub. O my {weet Sir, News ficting to the Night,
Black, fearful, comfortlefs, and horrible.
. Baff. Shew me the very Wound of this ill News,
I am no Woman, PI’ll not fwoon at it.
Hub. The King I fear is poifon’d by a Monk,
I left him almoft fpeechlefs, and broke out
To acquaint you with this Evil, that you might
The better arm you to the fudden time,
. Than if you had at leifure known of this.
Beft. How did he take it? Who did tafte to him?
Hyb. A Monk, 1 tell you, areflolved Villain,
- Whofe Bowels {uddenly burft out; the King
Yet fpaks, and peradventure may recover,
| F 2 Bd—'\’ﬁu
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Baft. Who didft thou leave to tend his Majefty?
Hub. Why, know you not? The Lords sre all come backy
And brought Prince Henry in their Comp:ny,
At whofe requeft the King hath pardon’d them,
And they are all about his Majefty.
Baff. ‘With-hold thine Indignation, mighty Heav’n,
And tempt us ot to bear above our Power.
T'll tell thee, Hubert, half my Power this Night
Paffing thefe Flats, are taken by the Tide,
Thefe Lincoln-Wafhes have devoured them ;
My f:1f, well mounted, have efcap’d.
Awzy before : Condu& me to the King,

q

I doubt he will be dead, or ¢’er I come, [Exeunt. &

S.CeEabl B VIL

Enter Prince Henry, Salisbury and Bigot.

Henry. Tt is too late, the Life of all his Blood
Is touch’d corruptibly ; and his pure Brain,
Which fome fuppofe theSoul’s frail dwelling Houfe,
Doth, by the idle Comments that it makes,
Foretel the ending of Mortality.
Euter Pembroke.
Pemb. His Highnefs yet doth fpeak, and holds belief,
That being breught into the open Air,
It would allay the burning quality
Of that fell Poifon which affaileth him.
Henry, Let him bebrought into the Orchard here
Doth he ftill rage?
Pemb. He is more patient
Than when you left him; even now he fung.
Henry, Oh vanity of Sickncfs, fierce Extreams
In their continuance will not feel themfelves.
Death having prey’d upon the outward parts
Leaves them invifible, and her Siege is now
Againft the Wind, the which he pricks and wounds
With many Legions of flrange Fantafies,
Which in their throng and prefs to that laft kold,
Confound themfelves. 'Tis ftrange that death fhould ﬁngi
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I am the Symet to this pale faint Swan;

W ho chaunts a doleful Hymo to his own Death,
And from the Organ-pipe of frailty fings

" His Soul and Body to their lafting redt.

Sal. Be of good cemfort, Prince, for you are born
To fet a form upon that indigeft
Which he hath left {o fhapelefs and fo rude.

King John brought in.

K. Fobr. T marry now my Soul hith Elbow-room,
It would net out at Windows, nor at Doors,
There is fo hot a Summer in my Bofom,
That all my Bowels crumble up to Duft:
I am a {cribled Form drawn with a Pen,
Upon a Parchment, and againit this fire do I fhrink up.

Henry, How fares your Majefty 2

K. Fohn. Poifon’d, ill fair: Dead, forfook, caft off,
And nene of you will bid the Winter come
To thruft his Icy Fingers in my Maw ;
Nor let my Kingdoms Rivers take their courfe
Through my burn’d Bofom: Nor intreat the North
To make his bleak Winds kifs my parched Lips,
And comfort me with cold. I do not ask you much,
I beg cold Comfort; and you are fo ftraight
And fo ungrateful, you deny me that.

Henry. Oh that there were fome Virtue in my Tears,
That might relieve you.

K. Fobn. The Salt of them is hot.
Within me is a Hel!, and there the Poifon
Is, as a Fiend, confis’d to tyrannize,
Or unrepreevable condemned Blood.

Enter Baftard.

Baff. Oh, I am fcalded with my violent Motion
And Spleen of {peed to fee your Majefty.

K. Fohn. Oh Coufin, thou art come to fet mine Eye:
The tackle of my Heart is cracke and burnt,
And turned to one Thread, one lictle Hair:
My Heart hath one poor String to flay it by,
Which holds but *till thy News be uttcred,
And then all this thou feeft, is but a Clod,
And module of confounded Royalty,

F 3 Bafts
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Bd/[. The Dauphin is Qu;‘alx g hzr.mwm?
Where Heav'n he knows how we fhall anfwer him.
For 1 a Night the m'i‘ part mf my Power,
As I upon advanta 1 remov C.
, unwarily,
11 x"cr’* d lmod
r’ ef dead News in as dead an Ear:
now a King, now thus.
> muft I run on, and even {o ftop.
y of the Worid, what hope, what ftay,
owa King, a ”'»d row is Clay?

lo but {hy behind
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Cervas 111
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s, that ,m,um;w rright Sp umfs,
.?Q';,w now ymz‘ mf,s,ur.ai aiths,
' 7,\‘..1,.UV returnt with me aga:
-a,f"‘; 1y ”la “‘I’L'U
Dvoor of our fainting Land:
1s feck, or firaight we fhall be foughe,
[L'he Danphin rages at our very Heels.
Sal. It f»(_anS‘) ou kaow not then fo much as we:
The Cardinal Pandulph is within at reft,
Who half an hour fince came from the Dﬂﬁpbizfa
And brings from him fuch Offers of our Peace,
As we with Hononr and Refpe@ may take,
Wich purpofe prefently to leave this War.
Baff. He will the mr: ec do it, when he fecs
Qur ;‘e'x es wel! finewed to our Defence.
Sal. Nay, in a manner dote already,
For rmr‘y Lz-ri.; ves he hath difbarch’d
To the Se:-fide, and put his Caufe and Quarrel
To the difpofing of the Cardinal,
With whom your !ek,m y f« f, and other Lords,
If you think meer, this c ’mm will poft,
To confummate this hm happily.
Baft. Letit bef,; and )m y MYy no‘“’»> Pringe,
W ich other Peinces that may beft be fpar'd,
Shall rour Father’s Funeral.

il wait upony

Straight let
raight

[ The King diese 4
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Henry. At Worcefter muft his Body be interr’d,
For {o he will’'d it.

Baft. Thither fhall it then,

And happily may your {weet felt put on
The lineal State, and glory of the Land,
To whom with all fubmiffion on my Knee,
I do bequeath my faithful Services,

And true SubjeGion everlaftir ﬂy

Sal. And the like tender of our Love we make,
To reft without a Spot for evermore.

King. 1 have a kind Soul that would give you thanks,
And knows not how to do it but with Tears.

Ba/t‘ Oh let us pay the Time but needful Wo,
Since it hath been before hand with our Griefs,
This England never did, nor never fhall
Lye at the proud foot ofa Conqueror,

But when it firft did help to wound it felf,

Now, thefe her Princes are come home again,

Come the three Corners of the World in Arms,

And we thall fhock them : Nought thall make us rue,
If England to it fclf do relt but true, [ Excmnt omnes,
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King Richard 11.

a Gl L. SCENE &

Enter King Richard, John of Gaunt, with other®
Nobles and Attendants.

KI/ING RICHARD.

| L D Fobn of Gannt, time honour’d Lancaflir,
i H {t thou, according to thy Oath and Bund,
Jrought hither Kenry Eeveford thy bold Son,
Here to make good the boifterous late Ap-
1 peal,
— Which then our Leifiire would not let ushar,

Agzinft the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mawbray i

Gannt. 1 have, my Licge.

K. Rich. Tcll me moreover, haft thou founded him,
If he appeal the Duke on ancient Malice, :
Or worthily, as a cood Subject fhould,
O fome krown ground of Treachery in him 2

Gannt. As ncaras 1 could £ft him on that Argument,
On
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On fome apparent Danger feen in him

Aim’d at your Highnefs, no invetcrate Malice. _
K. Rich, Then call them to our Prefence, Face to Face,

And frowning Brow to Brow, our frlves will hear

Th’ Accufer, and the acculed freely fpeak:

High {tomach’d are they both, and full of Ire,

In Rage, deaf as the Sca; hafly as Fire.

: Enter Bullingbroke and Mowbray,

Bulling. Many Years of happy Days befal 8
My gracious Soveraign, my moft loving Licge.

Mowb, Each Day ftill betrer others Happinefs;

Until the Heav'ns envying Earth’s good Hap,
Add an immortal Title to your Crown.

K. Rich, We thank you both, yet one but Hatters us,
As well appeareth by the Caufe you come; :
Namely, to appeal each other of high Treafon.

Coufin of Hereford, what doft thou obje&t
Againft the Duke of Norfolk, Themas Mowbray ?

Bulling. Fislt Heav'n be the Record to my Speech,

In the Devotions of a Subje&@’s Love,
Tendring the precious Safety of my Prince,
And free from other mif-begotten Hate,
Come I Appealant to this Princely Prefence.
Now Thomas Mawbray do I tum to thee,
And mak my greeting well; for what I fpeak,

7

My Body thall make zood upon the Earth,
Or my divine Sounl anfwer it in Heav’n.

Thou art a Traitor and a Mifcreant;

Too good to befo, and too bad too live.

Since the more fair and cryftal is the Sky,

The uglier feem the Clouds that in it fly;

Once more, the more to aggravate the Note,

With a foul Traitor’s Name ftaff I thy Throat,

Ard with, {>plsale my Soveraign, e’er T move,

What my Tongue {peaks, my right.drawnSword may prowe,
Mowb, Let not my cool Words here accufe my Zeal;

*Tis not the Trial of 2 Woman’s War,

The bitter Clamour of too eager Tongnes,

Can arbicrate this Caufe betwixt us twain ;

The Blond is hot that maft be ccol’d for this.

Yeeo can I not of {uch tame Patience boaft,

As
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As to be hufht, and nought at all to fay.

Firlt the fair Reverence of your Highnefs curbs me,
From giving Reinsand Spars to my free Speech,
Which elle would poft, until it had retura'd

Thefe Terms of Treafon doubly down his Throat.
Setting afide his high Blood’s Royalty,

And let him be no Kinfman to my Liege,

I do defie him, and I fpit at him;

Call him a flanderous Coward, and a Villains
Which to maintain, I would allow him odds,

And meet him, were I tid: to run a-foot,

o Even to the frozen Ridgcs of the Alps,

Or any other Ground inhabitable,

Where-ever Englifbman durft fet his Foot;

Mean time, let this defend my Loyalty,

By all my Hopes moft falily he doth lie. >

Bulling. Pale trembling Coward, thereI throw my Gage,
Difclaiming here the Kindred of a King,

And lay alide my high Blood's Royalty,

Which Fear, not Reverence, makes thee to except;
If guilty Dread hath left thee fo much Strength,
“As to take up mine Honours Pawn, then ftoop.
By that, and all the Rights ef Knighthood elfe,
Will I make good againft thee Arm to Arm,
What I have fpoken, or thou canft devife.

Maowb, I take it up, and by that Sword I fwear,
Which gently laid my Knighthood on my Shoulder,
I’ll an{wer thee in any fair Degree,

Or Chivalrous defign of knightly Trial;
And when I mount, alive may T not light,
If I be Traitor, or unjuitly fight.

K., Rich. Whatdoth our Coufin lay to Mowbray’s Charge 2
It muft be great that can inherit us,

So much as of a Thought of ill in him,

Bulling., Look what I faid, my Life fhall prove it true,
That Aowbray hath receivid eight thoufand Nobles,
In name of Lendings for your Highnefs Soldiers,
The which he hath detain’d for lewd Imployments;
Like a falfe Traitor and injurious Villain;

Befides, I fay, and will in Battel prove,
Or here, or elfewhere, to the fuitheft Verge

( That
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That ever was furvey’d ‘? Englifb Eye;

That all the Trealons for thef C!g’bt cen Years,
Complotted and c:mrrivm in this Land,

Fetch from fae Adowbray their firft Head and Spring.
Further 1 fay, and furcther will maintain

Upon his bad Life, to make all this good,

That he did plot the Duke of G! (mce/‘er s Death,
Suggeft his foon believing Adverfaries,

And confiquently, like a Trzitor Coward,

Sluc’d out his innocent Soul through Streams of Blood ;
Which Blood, like facrificing Abel's Cries,

Even from the t\mguc lefs Laverns of the Earth,

To me for Juftice, and : ,urih Chaf xﬁmu ts

And by the glorious worth of my Defce
This Arm thall do it, or this Life be ﬂumr.

K. Rich. How high a pltca his R efolution foars.
Thomas of Norfolk, what fay’lt thou to this ?

Mowb. O let my Soveraign turn wv*) his Face,
And bid his Ears a little while be deaf
*Till T have told this Slander of his u.oad,

How Ged and good Men hate fo foul a Liar.

K. Rich. /I/a?pL,,,], impartial are our Eyesand Ears,
Were he my Brorher, nay, our Kingdom’s Heir,

As he is but my Father’s Brother’s %m-

Now by my Scepter’s awe, I make a2 Vow,
Such n’l‘lnbodr-i,.“ to our facred Blood,
Should nuh.r’g privilege in, nor par tialize
The uoftooping Firmnefs of my upright Soul.
He is our Subjelt, Adowbray, fo art thou,
Free Speech and fearlefs I to thee allow.

Z!Imyé Then, Brlling [/o&a, as low as to thy Heart,
Through the falfe Pa{TagD of thy Throat, thou lieft:
Thiee parts of that Receipt I had for Callice,
Disburft I to his H lighnefs Soldiers;

The other part referv'd I by confen'

For that my Soveraign Liege was in my Debt,
Upon rematnder of a.dear Account,

Since laft I went to Framce to fitch his Queen:

Now {wallow down that Lie. Fcr Gl uccﬁ‘ers Death,
I flew him not; bur, to mine own :Difgrace,
Negle@ed my-{worn Duty in that Cale.

For
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For you, my noble Lord of Lancafter,
‘T he honourable Father to my Foe,
Once I did lay an Ambufh for your Life,
A Trefpafs that doth vex my grieved Soul;
But eer T laft receiv'd the Sacrament,
I did confcfs it, and exa&tly begg’d
Your Grace’s Pardon; and I hope I had it.
This is my Fault; as for the reft appeal’d,
It ifTues from the Rancor of a Villain;
A Recreant and moft dangerous Traitor,
Which in my {CIf I boldly will defend,
And interchangeably hurle down my. Gage,
Upon this overweening Traitor’s Fuot,
To prove my felfaloyal Gentlemsn,
Even in the beft Blood chamber’d i1 his Bofom.
In hafte whereof moft Keartily I pray
Your Highnels to affign our Trial-Day.
K. Rich. Wrath-kindled Gentlemen, be rul'd by me;
Let’s purge this Choler without letting Blood:
This we prefcribe, though no Phyfician.
Deep Malice makes too deep. Incifien,
Forget, forgive; conclude and be agreed,
Our Docttors fay, this is no time bleed.
Good Uncle, letthis end where it begun,
We'll calm the Duke of Norfolt, you your Son,
Gannt. To be a Mike-peace (hall become my Age;
Throw down, my Son, the Duke of Norfolk's Gage.
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his.
Gannt. When Harry, when? Obedience bids,
Obedicnce bids, I thould not bid again.
K. Rich. Norfolk, thtow down, we bid; there is noboot.
Mowb. My felf 1 throw, dread Soveraign, at thy Foot,
My Life thou fhalt command, but not my Shame;
The one my Dury owess but my fair Name,
efpight of Death that lives upon my Grave,
Ta dark Dithonours ufe, thou fhalt not have.
I am difgrac’d, impeach’d, and bafi’d here,
Pierc'd to the Soul, with Slanders venom’d Spear.
The which no Blame can cure, but his Heart Blood
Which breath’d this Poifon.
K. Rich. Rage muft be withftood:

Give
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Give me his Gage: Lions make Leopards tame.
Mowhb, Y ea, but not change his Spots: Take but my Shame;
And I refigh my Gage. My dear, dear Lord,
The pureft Trealures mortal times afford,
Is fpotlels Reputation; that away,
Men are but guilded Loam, or painted Clay.
A Tewel in a ten-nimes barr’d up Cheft,
Is a bold Spirit in a Loyal Breaft,
Mine Honour is my Life; both grow in one;
Take Honour from me, and my Life is done.
Then, de:r my Liege, mine Honour let me try,
In that I live, and for that will I die.
K. Ricb. Coufin, throw down your Gage; do you begin.
Bulling. Oh Heav’n defend my Soul from fuch foul Sin.
Shali I feem Creft-fall'n in my Father’s Sight,
Or with pale beggar'd Fear impeach my hight
Before this out-dar’d- Baftard ¢ E’er my Tongue
Shall wound my Honour with fuch feeble Wrong,
Or found fo bafe a Parle, my Teeth fhall tear
The flavith Motive of reeanting Fear,
Ard fpit it bleeding in his high Difgrace,
Where Shame doth harbour, even in Adowbray’s Face,
[ Exit Gaunt.
K. Rich,We were not born to {ue, but to command,
‘Which fince we cannot do to make you Friends,
Be ready, as your Lives fhall anfwer it,
At Coventry, upon Saint Lambert's Day ;
There fhall your Swords and Lances arbitrate
The fwelling Difference of your fettled Hate:
Since we cannot attone you, you fhall fee
Juftice defign the Vi&or’s Chivalry,
Lord Marfhal command our Officers at Arms,
Be ready to dire&t thefe home Alarms. [ Exennt,

§ CENE-H

Enter Gaunt, and Dutchefs of Gloucefter,

Gaunt, Alas, the part I had in Glo’fer’s Blood,
Doih more follicit me than your Exclaims,

To
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To ftir againft the Butchers of his Life.
But fince Correction lyeth in thofe Hands
Which made the Fault that we cannot corre&,
Put we our Quarrel to the Will of Heav'n;
Who when they fee the Hours ripe on Earth,
Will rain hot Vengeance on Offenders Heads.
Dausch. Finds Brotherhood in thee no fharper Spur ?
Hath Love in thy old Blood no living Firé ?
Edward’s feven Sons, whereof thy felf art one,
Were as feven Vials of his facred Blood ;
Or feven fair Branches {pringing from ore Root:
Some of thofe feven are dry’d by Nature’s Courfe
Some of thofe Branches by the Deftinies cur:
But Thomas, my dear Lord, my Life, my Glo'ffer;
One Vial full of Edward’s facred Blood,
Oue flourithing Branch of his moft Royal Root,
Is crack’d, and all the precious Liquor fpilr;
Is hackt down, and his Summer Leaves all faded
By Envy’s Hand, and Murder’s Bloody Axe.
Ah Gaunt| his Blood was thine; that Bed, that Womb,
That Mettle, that felf-Mould that fathion’d thee,
Made him a Man; and though thou liv’lt and breath’ft,
Yet art thou {lain in him; thou doft confent
In fome large Meafure to thy Father’s Death 3
In that thou feeft thy wretched Brother die,
Who was the Model of thy Father’s Life.
Call it not Patience, Gaunt, it is Defpair 3
In {uffering thus thy Brother to be flaughter'd,
Thou thew’ft the naked Pathway to thy Life,
Teaching ftern Murther how to burcher thee.
That which in mean Men, we intitle Patience,
Is pale cold Cowardifc in noble Breafts.
What fhall I fay? to fafeguard thine own Life.
The beft way is to venge my Glo'ffer’s Death.
Gannt, Heav’n’s is the Quarrel;, for Heav’n’s Subftitute,
s His Deputy anciuted in his Sight,
Hath cav:’d his Death; the which if wrongfully
Let Heav'n revenge, for I may never lifc
An angry Arm againft his Minifter,
Dawtch. Where then, alas, may I complain my felf?
Gannt. To Heav’n, the Widow’s Champion and defence:
e HL G P Dusch.
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Dutch, Why then I will: Farewel; old Gaxnts
Thou go’ft to Covenrry, there to b¢hold
Our Coufin Hereford and fell Aowbray fight.
O fit my Husband’s Wrongs on Hereford's Spears
That it may enter Butcher Adowbray’s Brealt:
Or if Misfortune mifs the firft Career,
Be Mowbray's Sins fo heavy in his Bofom,
That they may break his foaming Courfer’s Back,
And throw the Rider headlong in the Liits,
A Caytiff recreant to my Coufin Hereford.
Farewel, old Gamnt; thy (ometimes Brother’s Wife,
With her Companion Grief, muft end ber Life.
Gannt. Silter, farewel; I muft to Coventry.
As much good ftay with thee, 2s go with me.
Durch. Yetone Word more ; Grief boundeth where it falls,
Not with the empty hollownels, but weight:
I take my Leave, before I have begun; ]
For Sorrow ends not, when it feemeth done.
Commend me te my Brother, Edward York,
Lo, this isall; nay yet depart not fo,
Though this be all, do not fo quickly go:
I (hall remember more.  Bid him oh, what 2
With all good Speed at Plafbie vifit me,
Alack, and what fhall good old Zork there fee,
But empty Lodgings, and unfurnifh’d Walls,
Un-peopl’d Offices, untrodden Stones 2
And what hear there for Welcome, but my Groans ?
Therefore commend me, let him not come there
To feck out Sorrow that dwells every where ;
Defolate, defolate will I hence, and die;
The laft Leave of thee, takes my weeping Eye. [ Exennts

S CE-N E.-HL

Enter Mar [bal and Aumerle, #

Mar. My Lord Adumerley is Harry Hereford arm’d 2
Awn. Yea, at all Poiots, and longs to enter in.
2tar. The Duke of Norfolk, {prightfully and bold,
Stays but the Summons of the Appealant’s Trumpet.
' Aﬂmg




|

of I(ing Richard 1059

Aum, Wy then the Champions are prepar’d, and flay
For nothing but his Majéfty’s Approach. | Elouri b,
Enter King Richard, Gaunt, Bathy, Bagor, Green, and
others then Mowbray in Armonrs and an Herald,

K. Rich. Marfhal, demand of yonder Champion
The Caufe of his Arrival here in-Arms;
Ask him his Name, and orderly proceed
To {wear him in the Juftice of his Caufz.
Mar. In God’s Name and che King's, fay who thou art 2
[7o Mowb.
And why thou com’, thus knightly clad in Arms?
Againft what Man thou com’ft, and what’s thy Quarrel;
Speak truly cn thy Knighthood, and thine Qath,
And {o defend thee Heaven, and thy Valour,

Mowb. My Name is Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk,
Who hither come, engaged by my Oath,

Which Heav’n defend a Knight fhould violate
Both to defend my Loyalty and Truch,

To God, my King, and his {ucceeding Iflue,
Againft the Duke of Hereford, that appeals me;
Aod by the Grace of God, and this mine Arm,
To prove him, in defending of my felf,

A Traitor to my God, my King, and me;

And as I truly fight, defend me Heav'n.

A Tucket founds. Enter Bullingbroke, and an Herald.

K. Rich. Marthal; ask yonder Knight in Arms,
Both who he is, and why he cometh hither,
Thus placed in Habiliments of War:

And formally according to our Law
Depofe him in the Juftice of his Caufe.

AMar, Whatisthy Name, and whercfore com’ft thou hither
Before King Richard, in his Royal Lifts? [ 7o Bulling.
Agaisft whom com’ft thou? And what’s thy Quarrel3
Speak like a true Knight, fo defend thee Heav'n.

Bulling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaffer and Derby,

yAm 1, who ready here do ftand in Arms,
"To prove, by Heav’n’s Grace, and my Body’s Valour,
In Lifts on Thomsas Mowbray Duke of Nerfolk,
That he’s a Traitor foul and dangerous,
To God of Heav'n, King Richard, and to me;
And as I uruly fight, defend me Heav'n.
B Mar:

(
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Mar. On Piin of Death, no Perfon be fo bold,
Or daring hardy, as to touch the Lifts,
Except the Marfhal, and fuch Officers
Appointed to direét thefe fair Defigns. 4
Bulling. Lord Marfhal, let me kifs my Soveraign s Hand,
‘And bow my Knee before his Majefty ¢
For Mowbray and my felf are like two Men
That vow a long and weary Pilgrimage,
Then let us take a ceremonious Leave
And loving Farewel of our feveral Friends.
Mar. The Appealant in all duty greets your Highnefs,
[7o K. Rich;
And craves to kifs your Hand, and take his leave.
K. Rich. We will defcend and fold him in our Arms.
Coufin of Hereford, asthy Caufe is juft,
So be thy Fortune in this Royal Fight:
Farewel, my Blood, which if to Day thou fhed,
Lament we may, but not Revenge thee dead.
Bulling. Ohlet no noble Eye prophane a Tear
For me, if I be gor'd with Adowbray's Spear =
As confident, as is the Faulcon’s flight
Againft a Bird, do I with Aowbray fight.
My loving Lord, I take my leave of you,
Of you, my noble Coufin, Lord Awmerle;
Not fick, although I have to do with Death,
Bur lufty, young, and chearly drawing breath.
Lo, as at Engli/b Fealls, fo I regreet
The daintieft laft, to make the end moft fweet.
Oh thou the Earthy Author of my Blood,
Whofe youthful Spirit in me regenerate,
Doth with a two-fold vigour lift me up
To reach at ViGory above my Head,
Add proof unte mine Armour with thy Prayers;
And with thy Bleflings fteel my Lance’s Point,
That it may enter Mowbray’s Waxen Coat, 3
And furnith new the Name of Fobn a Gauns
Even in the luflty *haviour of his Son. ’
Gasnt. Heav’n in thy good Caufe make thee profperous;
Be (wifc like Lightning in the Execution, -
And let thy Blows, doubly redoubled,
Fall like amazing Thunder on the Cask

)

Of
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Of thy amaz’d pernicious Enemy.

Rouze up thy youthful Blood, be valiant, and live,
Bulling, Mine Innocence, and St. George to thrive,
Maowh. However Heav'n or Fortune caft my Lo,

! There lives, or dies, true to King Richard’s Throne,

A loyal, juft, and upright Gentleman:

Never did Captain with a freer Heart

Caft off his Chains of Bondage, and embrace
His golden uncontroul’d Enfranchifement,
More than my dancing Soul doth celebrate

' This feaft of Battel, with mine Adverfary,

 Moft mighty Liege, and my Companion Peers,

Take from my Mouth the with of happy Years;

" As gentle, and as jocond, asto jeft,

)

Go I to fight: Truth hath a quiet Breaft.

K. Rich. Farewel, my Lord, fecurely I elpy
Virtue with Valour, couched in thine Eye.

Order the Trial, Marfhal, and begin.

Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancafter and Derby,

Receive thy Launce, and Heav'n defend thy Right,

Bulling. Strong as a Tower, in hope, I cry dmen,

Mar, Go bear this Launce to Thomas Duke of Norfolks

1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Langafter and Derby,

Stands here for God, his Soveraign, and himfeif,
On pain to be found falfe and recreant,

To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mawbray,
A Traitor to his God, his King, and him,

And dares him to fet forward to the fight.

2 Her. Here ftandeth Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolks
On pain to be found falfe and recreant, :
Both to defend himfelf, and to approve
Henry of Hereford, Lancafter, and Derby,

To God, his Soveraign, and to him difloyal :
Couragioufly, and with a free Defire,

Attending but the Signal to begin, [ A charge founded.
? Mar. Sound Trumpets, and fet forward Combatants.
tay, the King hath thrown his Warder down.

K. Rick. Letthem lay by their Helmets, and their Spears,
And both return back to their Chairs again :
withdraw with us, and let the Trumpets found,

: e e B | : * While
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While we teturn thefe Dukes what we decree.
(A long Flonrifh,

Draw near, and lif
What with our Council we have done.
For that our Kingdom’s Earth fhould not be {oil’
With that dear Blood which it hath foftered,
‘And for our Eyes do hate the dire afpect
Of civil Wounds plough’d up with Neighbours Swords,
Which o rouz’d up with boifterous untun’d Drums,
With harfh refounding Trumpets dreadful brays
‘And grating thock of wrathful Iron Arms,
Might from our quiet Confines fright fuir Peace,
And make us wade even in our Kindreds Blood:
Therefore, we banifh you our Territories.
You Coufin Hereford, upon pain of Death,
*Till twice five Summers have enrich’d our Fields,
Shall not regreet our fair Dominions,
But tread the ftranger Paths of Banifhment,

Bulling. Your will bedone: This muft my Comfort be,
That Sun that warms you here, fhall fhine on me:
‘And thofe his golden Beams to you here lent,
Shall point on me, and gild my Banifhment,

K. Rich. Norfolk; for thee remains a heavier Doom,
Which I with fome unwillingnefs pronounce,
The fly flow Hours thall not determinate
The datelefs limit of thy dear Exile:
T he hopelefs word, of never to return,
Breathe I againft thee, upon pain of Life.

Mowb, A heavy Sentence, my moft Soveraign Liege,
And all unlook’d for from your Highnefs Mouth:
A dearer Merit, not fo deep a Maim,
As to be caft forth in the common Air
Have I deferved at your Highnefs Hands,
The Language I have lcaro’d thefe forty. Years,
My native Englifh, now 1 muft forgo,
And now my Tongue’s ufe is 10 me no more,
Than an unftringed Viol, or 2 Harp,
Or like a cunning Inftrument cas’d up,
Or being open, put into his Hands
That knows no touch to tune the Harmony,

Tame

Within
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Withio my Mouth you have engoal'd my Tongue,
Dotibly percullis’d with my Teeth and Lips,

And dull, unfeeling, barren Ignorance,

Is made my Goaler to attend on ma.

I am too old to fiown upon a Nurfe,

Too farin Years to be a Pupil now:

What is thy Sentence then, but {peechlefs Death,
Which robs my Tongue from breathing native Breath?

K. Rich, 1t boots thee not to be compaffionate;
After our Sentence, phining comes too late. ;

Mowb. Then thus I turn me from my Country’s Light,
To dwell in folemn Shades of endlefs Night,

K. Rich. Return again, a:d take an Oath with ye,
Lay on our Royil Sword your banith’d Hands;
Swear by the Duty that you owe to Heav'n,

(Our part therein we banith with your felves,)
To keep the Oath thit we adminiiter:

You never fhall, {5 he!p you Truth, and Heav’s,
Embrace cach others Love in Banifhment,

Nor ever look upon each others Face, ‘

Nor ever write, regreet, or reconcile

This lowring Temp:ft of your home-bred Hate,
Nor evcr by advifed purpofe meet,

To plot, contrive, or complot any Ill,

‘Gainft us, our State, our Subjeds, or our Land.

Bulling. I fweéar,

Mowb. And I, to keep all this.

Bulling. Norfolk, {o far, as to mine Enemy,

By this time, had the King permitted us,

Ouae of our Souls had wandred in the Air,
Banifh’d this frail S-pulchre of our Fleth,

As now our Flefh is banith’d from this Land.
Confefs thy Treafons, e’er thou fly this Realm,
Since thou haft far to go, bear not along

The clogging burthen of a guilty Soul,

Mowb. No, Bullingbroke; if ever I were Traitor,

My Name be blotred from the Book of Life,
And I from Heav’n banifh®J, as from hence;
But what thou art, Heav’s, thou, and I do know,
And all too foon, I fear, the King fhall rue.
G 4 Farewel,
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Farewel, my Liege; now no way can I ftray,
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Save back to England; all the World’s my way-. [Exit;

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the Glafles 6f thine Eyes
I fee thy grieved Heart; thy fad Afpe&,
Hath from the Number of his banifh’d Years
Pluck’d four away; fix frozen Winters fpent,
Return with welcome home from Banifhment.
Bulling. How long 2 time lyes in one little words
Four lagging "Wintirs, and four wanton Springs
Endin a Word, fuch is the Breath of Kings.
* Gannt, I thank my Liege, that in regard of me
H: fhortens four Years of my Son’s Exile:
But little vantage fhall I reap thereby;
For e’er the fix Years that he hath to fpend,
Can change the Moons, and bring their times about,
My Oil-dry’d Lamp, and time-bewafted Light,
Shall be extin& with Age, and endlefs Night:
My inch of Taper will be burnt, and done,
And blindfold Death not let me fee my Son,
K. Rich. Why Unele 2 Thou haft many Years to live,
Gannt. But not a Minute, King, that thou canft give;
Shorten my Days thou canft with fudden Sorrow,
And pluck Nights from me, but not lend 3 Morrow:
Thou canft help Time to furrow me with Age,
But ftop no Wrinkle in his Pilgrimage:
Thy word is currant with him, for my Death;
But dead, thy Kingdom cannot buy my Breath,
K. Rich. Thy Son is banifh’d upon good advice,
Whereto thy Tongue a paity-verdi&t gave;
Why at our Juftice feem’ft thou then to lowr 2

Gannt. Things {weet to tafte, prove in digeftion fowrs

You urg’d me as a Judge, but I had rather
You would have bid me argue like a Father.
Alas, I look’d whenfome of you fhould fay,
I was too ftri& to make mine own away:
But you gave leave to my unwilling Tongue,
Againft my will, to do my felf this wrong.
K. Rich, Coufin, farewel; and, Uncle, bid him fos
Six Years we banifh him, and he fhall go.

[ Exit.

Flonri ﬁ) .
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Flonri (b,
‘Asm. Coufin, farewel, what prefence muft not know,
From where you do remain, let Paper fhow.
Mare My Lord, no leave take I, for I will ride
As far as Land will let me, by your fide.
Gannt, Oh to what purpofe doft thou hoard thy words,
That thou return’ft no greeting to thy Friends?
Bulling. 1 have too few to take my leave of you,
When the Tongue’s Office thould be prodigal,
To breathe th® abundant dolour of the Heart.
Ganunt. Thy Grief is but thy Abfence for a time,
Bulling. Joy abfent, Grief is prefent for that time.
Gannt. What is fix Winters, they are quickly gone?
Balling. To Men in joy ; but grief makes one Hour ten,
Gawm. Call it a Travel that thou tak'ft for pleafure.
Bulling. My Heart will figh, when I mifcall it fo,
Which finds it an inforced Pilgrimage.
Gannt. The fullen Paflage of thy weary Steps
Efteem a Soil; wherein thou art to fet
The precious Jewel of thy home return,
Bulling. Oh who can hold a Fire in his Hand
By thinking on the Frofty Cawcafus ?
Or cloy the hungry edge of Appetite,
By bare imagination of a Feaft ?
Or wallow naked in December Snow
By thinking on fantaftick Summer’s Heat2
Oh ro, the apprehenfion of the good
Gives but the greater feeling to the worfe;
Fell Sorrow’s Tooth doth never rankle more
Than when it bites, but lanceth not the fore.
Gaunt. Come, come, my Son, I'll bring thee on thy way ',
Had I thy Youth, and Caufe, I would not ftay.
Bulling. Then England’s Ground farewel; fweet Soil adieu,
My Mother and my Nurfe, which bears me yet:
Where-e’er I wander, boaft of this I can,

Though banifh’d, yet a true-born Englifbman. [Exennt.

: SCENE
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BC B (N BV
Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Green, and Bagot.
K. Rich. We did obferve. Coufin Aamerle,
How far brought you high Hereford on his way?
Amm. 1 brought high Hereford, if you call himy {e,
But to the next high way, and there 1 Icft bim.
K. Rich. And fay, whatflore of parting Tears were {hed?
Aunm. Faithnoneby me; except theNorth-Eaft Wind,
Which then grew bitterly againit our Face,
Awak’d the fleepy Rheume, and fo by chance
Did grace our hollow parting with a Tear.
K. Rich. What faid our Coufin when you parted with him?
Anm. Farewel; and for my Heart difdained that my
Should fo prophane the word, that taught me craft | Tongue
To counterfeit Oppreflion of fuch Grief,
That word feem buried in my Soriow’s Grave.
Marry, would the word Farewel had lengthen’d Hours,
And added Years to his thort Banithment,
He thould have had a Volume of Farewels;
But fince it would net, he had rone of me,
K. Rich. He is our Coufin, Coufin; but ’tis doubrt,
When time fhall call him home from Banifliment,
W hether our Kinfman come to fee his Friends.
Our felf, and Buflby, Bagor here and Green
Obferv’d his Courtthip to the common People:
How he did feem to dive into their Hearts,
Wi ith humble, and familiar Courtefie,
What Reverence he did throw away on Slaves;
Wooing poor Craftsemen with the craft of Souls,
And patient under-bearing of his Fortune,
As ’twere to banifh their Affe@s with him,
Off goes his Bonnet to an Oyfter-wench,
A brace of Dray-men bid God fpeed him well,
And had the Tribute of his fupple Kree,
With Thanks, my Countrymen, my loving Friends,
As were our England in Reverfion his,
And he our Subje&@s next Degree in hope.
Green. Well, he is gone, and with him go thefe T houghts.
Now for the Rebels, which fland out in Zreland,

Expedient
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Expedient manage muft be made, my Liege,
Eer further leifure yield the further means
For, their Advantage, and your Highnefs lofs.
. K. Rich. We will our felf in Perfon to this War,
And for eur Coffers, with two great a Courr,
And liberal Largefs, are grown fomewhat light,
We are inforc’d to farm our Royal Realm,
The Revenue whereof fhall furnith us
For our Affairs in hand; if they come fhort,
Our Subftitutes at home fhall have blank Charters:
Whereto, when they fhall know what Men are rich,
They (hall fubfcribe them for large Sums of Gold,
And fcnd them after to fupply our Wants:
For we will make for Zreland prefently.
Enter Bufhy.

K. Rich. What News?

Bufhy. Old Fobn of Gaunt is very fick, my Lord,
Suddenly taken, and hath fent poft hafte
To intreat your Majefty to vifit him,

K. Rich. Where lyes he?

Bufby. At Ely-honfe.

K. Rich. Now put it, Heav'n, in his Phyfician’s Mind,
To help him to his Grave immediately:
The lining of his Coffers (hall make Coats
To deck our Soldiers for thefe Zrifb Wars,
Come, Gentlemen, let’s all go vifit him :
Pray Heav’n we may make hafte, and come too Iate. [ Exe.

ACT 1L o8sCENE

Enter Gaunt fick, with the Duke of York.
G:mnt.WI L L the King come, that I may breathe my laft
In wholefom Counlel to bis unftaid Youth?

York. Vex not your felf, nor frive not with your Breath,
For all in vain comes Counfel to his Ear.

Gaunt. Oh but, they fay, the Tongues of dying Men
Inforce Attention iike deep Harmony :
Where words are fcarce, they are feldom fpent in vain, .

; or
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For they breath Truth, that breath their Words in paine
He that no more muft fay, is liften'd more,

Than they whom Youth and Eafe have taught to glofe;
More are Mens ends markt than their lives before,

The fetting Sun, and Mufick in the clofe;

As the laft tafte of fweets, is fweeteft Laft,

Wit in remembrance, more than things long paft;
Though Richard my life’s Counfel would not hear,

My Death’s fad Tale may yet urdeaf his Ear.

York, No, it is ftopt with other flace’ring Sounds,
As praifes of his State; then there are found
Lafcivious Meeters, to whofe venom found
The open Ears of Youth doth always liften.

Repart of Fafhions in proud Izaly,

Whofe Manners &ill our tardy apifh Nation

Limps after in bale Imitation. .

Where doth the World chruft forth a Vanity,

So it be new, there’s no refpect how vile,

That is not quickly buz’d into their Ears?

That all too late comes Counfel to be heard,

Where Will doth mutiny with Wits regard :

Dire® not him, whofe way him(elf will chufe,

>Tis Breath thou lack’ft, and that Breath wilt thou lofe.

Gasnt, Methinks I am a Prophet new infpird,

And thus expiring, do foretel of him,

His rafh fierce Blaze of Riot cannot laft;

For violent Fires foon burn out themfelves.

Small Showers laft long, but fudden Storms are fhort ;
He tires betimes, that fpurs too faft betimes;

With eager feeding, food doth choke the Feeder;
Light Vanity, infatiate Cormorant,

Confuming means, foon preys upon it felf.

This Royal Throne of Kings, this fcepter'd Ifle,
This Earth of Msjefty, this Seat of Mars,

“T his other Eden, demy Paradife,

This Fortrefs built by Nature for her felf,

Againft Infe&ion, and the Hand of War;

This happy Breed of Men, this lictle World,

This precious Stone fet in_the Silver Sea,

Which ferves it in the Office of a Wall,

Or 25 a Moat defenfive to a Houfe,
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Agaioft the envy of lefs happier Lands,
This bleffed Plot, this Earth, this Realm, this England,
This Nurfe, this teeming Womb of Royal Kings,
Fear'd for their Breed, and famous for their Birth,
Renowned for their Deeds, as far from homie,
For Chriftian Service, and true Chivalry,
As is the Sepulchre in ftubborn Fury
Of the World’s Ranfom, bleffcd Aary’s Son;
This Land of fuch dear Souls, this dear dear Land,
Dear for her Reputation through the World,
Is now Leas’d out, I dye pronouncing it,
Like to a Tenement or pelting Farm;
England bound in with the triumphant Sea,
Whofe rocky Shore beats back the envious Siege
Of watry Neptune, is now bound in with fhame,
With Inky Blots, and rotten Parchmert Bonds.
That England that was wont to conquer others,
Hath made a fhameful Conqueft of 1t felf.
Ah ! would the Scandal vanith with my Life,
How happy then were my enfuing Decath!
Enter King Richardy Qween, Aumerle, Bufhy, Green, Bagot,
Rofs, and W illoughby.
York, The King is come, deal mildly with his Youth;
For young hot Colts, being rag’d, do rage the more.
Queen. How fares our noble Uncle, Lancafter?
K. Rich. What comfort, Man ? How is’t wirhaged Gawnt %
Gaunt. Oh how that Name befits my Compofition !
Old Gaunt indeed, and gaunt in being old:
Within me Grief hath kept a tedious Faft,
And who abftains from Meat, that is not gaunt;
For fleeping England long time have 1 warchr,
Watching breeds leanefs, leanefs is all gaunt;
The Pleafure that fome Fathers feed upon,
Is my {tri&@ Faft, I mean my Childrens looks,
And therein fafting thou haft mide me gaunt;
Gaunt am 1 for the Grave, gaunt as a Grave,
Whofe hollow Womb inherits novght but Bones.
K. Rich. Can fick Men play fo nicely with their Names 2
Gannt, No, Mifery makes fport to mock it felf;
Since thou doft feek to kill my Name in me,




ZheL#éam{Ov‘

I mock my Name, great King, to flatter thee,
K. Rich. Should dying Men flatter thofe that live 2
Gaunt. No, no, Men living flatter thofe that die.
K. Rich. Thou now a dying, fay’ft thou flacter’ft me,
Gannt, Oh no, thou dy'ft, though 1 the ficker be,
K, Rich. I am in healthy I breathe, I fee chee ill,
Gaunt., Now he that made me, knows I fce thee ill:

Ill in my felf to fee, and in thee fecing ill.

Thy Death-bed is no leffer than the Land,

W herein thou licft in Reputation fick;

And thou, too carelefs Patient as thou art,

Committ’ft thy anointed Body to the cure

Of thofe Phyficians that firlt wounded thee:

A thoufand Flatterers fit within thy Crown,

Whofe compafs is no bigger than thy Hand,

And yet ingaged in fo fmall a Verge,

The wafte 1s no whit lefler than thy Land.

Oh had thy Grandfire with a Prophet’s Eye,

Seen how his Son’s Son fhould deftroy his Sons,

From forth thy reach he would have laid thy fhame,

Depofing thee before thou wert poffeft,

Which art pofleft now to depofe thy felf.

Why, Coufin, wert thou Regent of the World,

It were a fhame to let this Land by leafe:

But for thy World enjoying but this Land,

Is it not more than thame. to fhame it fo?

Landlord of Esgland art thou, and ot King:

Thy ftate of Law, 15 bondflave to the Law,

And
K. Richs And thou, a lunatick lean-witted Fool,

Prefuming on an Agues privilege,

Dar'lt with thy frozen Admonition

Make pale our Cheek, chafing the Royal Blood

With fury, from his Native Refidence

Now by my Sear’s right Royal Majefty

Wert thou not Brothier to great Edward's Son,

This Tongue that runs fo roundly in thy Head,

Should run thy Heid from thy unreverent Shouldirs.
Gaunt.: Ch f{pare me nét, my Brother Edward’s Son,

For that T was his' Farher Edward’s Son:

That Blood already, like the Pelican,

1070

Théu




of King RichaN-H. 1071

Thou haft tapt out, and diurkenly carows'd.
My Brother Glo ffer, plain well meaning Soul,
Whom fair befal in Heav’n ‘mongit happy Souls,
May be a Prefident and Witnefs geod,
That thou refpccft not 1piiling Edward's Bloed;
Join with the prefent Sicknefs that I have,
And thy unkindnefs be hike ciooked Age,
To crop at orce a too long wither’d Flower.
Live in.thy fhame, but dye not thame with thee,
Thefe words hereafter thy Tcrmentors be,
Convey me to my Bed, then to my Grave:
Love they to live, that Love and Horour bave. [ Exit.
K. Rich. Andl:t them die, that Age and Sullenshave
For both haft thou, and both beceme the Grave.
Tork, I do befeech your Majeily impure his words
To wayward ficklinefs; and sge in him s
He loves you on my Life, and holds you dear
As Henry Duke of Hereford, were he here.
K. Rich, Right, you fay true; as Hereford's love, fo his;
As theirs, fo mine ;and all beas it is,
Enter Northumberland
North. My Liege, old Gannt commends him to your Majeltys
K. Rich. What fay’s he 2
North, Nay nothing, all is faid:
His Tongue is now a firinglefs Inftrument,
Words, Life, and all, old Lancafter bath fpent.
Zork, Be York the next, that muft be Bankrupt fo,
Though Death be poor, it ends a mortal wo,
K. Rich, The ripeft Fruit firft falls, and fo dath he,
is time is fpent, our Pilgrimage muft be:
So much for that. Now for our Irifb Wars,
We muft fupplane thofe rough rug-headed Kerns,
Which live like Venom, where to Venom elfe
But only they, have privilege.to live,
And for thefe great Affairs do ask fome charge, g
Towards our Afliftance, we do feize to us
he Plate, Coin, and Revenues, and Moveables,
Whereof our Uncle Gagnr did ftand pofleft.
York, How long fhall I be patient # Oh how long
Shall tender Duty make me fuffer wrong 2 :
Not Glo'fer’s Deathy>not Hereford’s Banithment, N 3
: < or
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Nor Gaunt’s Rebukes, nor England’s private Wrongs;
Nor the prevention of poor Bullingbroke,
About his Marriage, nor my own Difgrace,
Have ever made me fower my patient Cheek,
Or bend one Wrinkle on my Soveraign’s Face.
I am the laft of noble Edward’s Sons,
Of whom thy Father, Prince of Wales, was firft:
In Wars was never Lion rag'd more fierce;
In Peace, was never gentle Lamb more mild,
Than was that young and princely Gentleman ;
His Face thou haft, for even fo look’d he,
Accomplifh’d with the Number of thy Hours:
But when he frown’d, it was againft the French,
And not againft his Friends: His noble Hand
Did win what he did fpend; and {pent not that
W hich his triumphant Father’s Hand had wone.
His Hands were guilty of no Kindreds Blood,
But bloody with the Enemies of his Kin;
Oh Richard, Tork is too far gone with Grief,
Or elfe he never would compare between.

K. Rich. Why Uncle, what's the matter

Tork, Oh, my Liege, pardon me if you pleafe; if net,
I, pleas’d not to be pardon’d, am content with all :
Seck you to feize, and gripe into your Hands
The Royalties and Rights of banith’d Hereford ?
Ts not Gasnt dead, and doth not Hereford live$
Was not Gaunt jult, and is not Harry true?
Did not the one deferve to have an Heir#
Is not his Heir a well-deferving Son ¢
Take Hereford’s Rights away, and take from Time
His Charters, and his cuftomary Rights. e
Let not to Morrow then enfue to Day,
Be not thy felf. - For how art thou a King
But by fair Sequence and Succeffion ?
Now afore God, God forbid 1 fay true,
If you do wrongfully feize Hareford’s Right,
Cail in his Letters Patents that he hath,
By his Attorneys-General, to {ue
His Livery, and deny his offer'd Homage,
You pluck a thoufand Daogers on your Head,
You lofe a thoufand well difpofed Hearts,

And
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And prick my tender Patience to thofe Thoughts
Which Honour and Allegiance cannot think. \
- K. Rich. Think what you will ; we fcize into our Hands;
His Plate, his Goods, his Mony, and his Lands.
Tork, Tl not be by the while ; My Liege, farewel:
What will enfue hereof, therels none can-tell,
But'by bad Courfes may be underftood,
That their Events can never fall out good. [ Exits
" K. Rich. Go Bufbie 16 the Earl of Wilt fbire ftreight,
Bid him repair to us to Ely-honfe,
To fee this Bufinefs done: To morrow next
We will for Zreland, and ’tis time I trow ;
And we create, in abfence of our {elf,
Our Uncle %ork Lord Governor of England:
For he is juft, and alwayslov’d us well.
Come on our Queen, to Morrow muft we part;
Be merry, for our time of ftay is fhort. [Elonrifbs
[ Exennt King, Qneen, &cs
Manet Northumberlind, Willoughby, 4#d Rofs.
North. Well, Lords, the Duke of Laxcafer is dead,
Rofs. And living too, for now his Son is Duke
Willes Barely in Title, not in Revenue.
Noreh. Richly in both, if Jultice had her Right. ;
Rofs. My Heart is great; but it muft break with filence;
E’r’t be disburthen’d with a liberal Tongue,
North. Nay, fpeak thy Mind; and let him ne’er {peak more
That fpeaks thy Words again to do thee harm.
Wills, Tends that thou'dft fpeak to the Duke of Hereford?
If it be {o, out with it boldly, Man:
Quick is mine Ear to hear of good towards him.
Rofs» No good at all that I can do for him,
Unlefs you call it good to pity him,
Bereft and gelded of his Patrimony.
Nerth, Now afore Heav'n, it’s Shame fuch Wrongsare born,
In him 2 Royal Prince, and many more,
Of noble Blood in this declining Land;
The King is not himfelf, but bafely led
By Flatterers; and what they will inform
Meerly in Hate "gainft any of us all,
That will the King feverely profecute

‘Gainft us, our Lives, our Children, and our Heirs.

VO L II‘ H Roﬁo
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Rofs. The Commons hath he pill’d with grievous,Taxes.‘
‘And quite loft their Hearts; the Nobles hath he fin'd
For ancient Quarrels, and quite loft their Hearts.
Willo. And daily new EXations are devis'd ;
As Blanks, Benevolences, and I wot not what: |
But what 0’ God’s Name doth become of this? 1.
North. Wars have not watted it, for war'd he hath not; | |
But bafely yielded upon Compromife, i
That which his Anceftors atchiev'd with Blows: I
More hath he fpent in Peace, than they in Wars. n
Rofi. The Earl of Wil fbire hath the Realm in Farm, by
Wille. The King’s grown Bankrupt, like a broken Mam |;
North. Reproach and Diffolution hangeth over him. W
Rofs. He hath net Mony for thefe Irifb Wars,
His Burthenous Taxations notwithftanding,
But by the robbing of the banifh’d Duke.
Northe His noble Kin{man—moft degenerate King !
But Lords; we hear this fearful Tempeft fing,
Yet feek no Shelter to avoid the Storm: j
We fee the Wind fit {ore upon our Sails, .
And yet we ftrike not, but fecurely petifh. b
Rofs. We fee the very Wreck that we muft fuffers !
And unavoided is the Danger now,
For fuffering fo the Caufes of our Wreck. Ig
North. Not fo : Even through the hollow Eyes of Deathy W(
I fpie Life peering; but I dare not fay i}
How near the Tidings of our Comfort is. """
Willo. Nay, let us fhare thy thoughts, as thou doft ous:
Rofs. Be confident to fpeak, Northumberland, y
We three are but thy felf, and fpeaking fo, g
Thy Words are but as Thoughts, therefore be bolde ;
North. Then thus: I have from Port le Blan,
A Bay in Britain, receiv’d Intelligence, ¢
That Harry Duke of Hereford, Rainald Lord Cobham; !
That late broke from the Duke of Exeter, ‘
His Brother Archbifhop, late of Canterbury, ,
Sir Thomas Erpingham, Sic Fobn Rainfton,
Sir Fobn Norberie, Sir Robert Waterton, and Francis Qimim; -
All thefe well furnifh’d by the Duke of Brirain, ,ﬁ
. With eight tall Ships, three thoufand Men of War, !
Are making hither with all due Expedienge, d‘
: e An
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And thortly meanto touch our Northern Shore;

Perhaps they had €'er this, but that they flay

The firlt departing of the King for Zrelaud.

If then we fhall fhake off our flavith Yoak,

Imp out our drooping Country’s broken Wing,

Redcem from broken Pawn the blemifh’d Crown,

Wipe off the Duft that hides our Scepter’s Gilt,

And make high Majefty look like it {clf,

Away with me in hafte to Ravenfpury ;

But if you faint, as fearing to do fo,

Stay, and be fecret, and my felf will go.
Rofs. To Hotfe, to Horfe; urge Doubts to them that feas:
Willo. Hold out my Horfe, and I will firft be there. [Bxennts

MCENEI

Enter Queen, Bulhy, and Bagot,

Bufby. Madam, your Majefty is too much fad:
You promis’d, when you parted with the King,
To lay afide felf-harming Heavinefs,

And entertain a chearful Difpofition,

Queen, To pleafe the King, I did; to pleafe thy felf
I cannot do it; yet I know no Caufe
Why I fhould welcome fuch 1 Gueft a5 Grief;

Save bidding farewel to fo fweet 2 Gueft

As my {weer Richard; yet again methinks

Some unborn Sortow, ripe in Fortune’s Womb;
Is coming toward, me, and my inward Soul
Which nothing trembles at, fomething it grieves,

ore than with parting from my Lord the King.

Rufby. Each Subftance of a Grief hath twenty Shadows;
Which thews like Grief it {elf, but is not fo:
For Sorrow’s Eye, glazed with blinding Tears,
Divides one thing entire, to many Obje@s,

Like Perfpeives, which rightly gaz’d upon
Shew nothing but Co: fufion ey'd awry;
Diftinguifh Form : So your fweet Majefty;
Looking swry npon your Lord’s Departure;
Find Shapes of Grief, more than himfelf to wail,

H: Which
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vet my inward Soul

t be,

{6 heavy fad,
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; me with heavy nothing faint and fhrick.

. *Tis nothing but Conceit, my gracious Lady.
Queen. *Tis nothing lefs; Conceit i ftill deriv'd
From fome fore-father Gricf, mine is not {o,

“or nothing hath begot my fomething Grief
Or fomething, hath the nothing that I gricve,

*Tis in Reverfion that I do poffefs ;

But what it is, that is not yet known, what

I cannot Name, ’tis namelefs Wo I wot.
Enter Green.
Green. Heav'n fave your Majefty, and wellmet Gentlemen:

I hope the King is not yet fhipt for Ireland. ;

Queen. Why hop’ft thou fo2 *Tis better hope he is:

For his Defigns crave hafte, good Hope,

Then wherefure doft thou hope he is not fhipt?

Green, That he, our Hope, might have retir'd his Power

And driven into defpair an Enemies Hope,

Who ftrongly hath fet footing in this Land.

The banifh’d Bullingbroke repeals himfelf;

And with up-lifted Arms is fafe arrivid

At Ravenfprry.
wen. Now God in Heav'n forbid.

O, Madam, ’tis too true; and what is worfes

o

The Lords Northumberland, his young Son Henry Perc)s
The Lords of Rofs, Beanmond, and Willowghby,

b

With all their powerful Friends are fled to him.

Bxfby. Why have you not proclaim’d Northnmberland,
And the reft of that revolted Fa&ion, Traitors$

Green, We have : Whereupon the Earl of Worcefter
Hath broke his Seaff, refign’d his Stewardfhip, i
And all the Houfhold Servants fled with him to Bullingbroké
Queen. So Green, thou art the Midwife of my WocaA i

n

(
1
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And Bullinbroke my Sorrows difmal Heir:

Now hath my Soul brought forth her Prodigy,
And I a gafping new delivered Mother,

Have Wo to Wo, and Sorrow to Sorrow join’d.

Bufby. Defpair not, Madam.

Oueen. Who fhall hinder me 2
I will defpair, and be at enmity
With cozening Eope 3 he is a Flarterer,

A Panafite, a keeper back of Death,
Who gently would diffolve the Bands of Life,
Which falfe Hopes linger in Extremity,

Enter York.

Green. Here comes the Duke of York.

Queen. With Signs of War about his aged Neck,
Oh full ‘of careful Bufinefs are his Looks :

Uncle, for Heav’n {ake fpeak comfortable Words.

Tork, Comfort’sin Heav’n, and we are on'the Earth,
Where nothing ives but Crofies, C
Your Husband he is gone to fave
Whilft others come to make him I
Here am I left to underprop his Land 3
Who, weak with Age, cannot fupport my felf;

Now comes his fick Hour that his Surfeit made,
Now fhall he try his Friends that flactered him.
Enter a Servant.

Serv. My Lord, your Son was gone before I came,
York. He was; why o, go all which-way it will:
The Nobles they are fled, the Commons they are cold,

An will, I fear, revolt on Herefords fide.
Sirrah, get thee to Plafbie, to my Sifter Glo'fier;
Bid her {end me prefently 2 thoufand Pound:
Hold, take my Ring. :

Ser. My Lord, I had forgat :
To tell your Lordthip, to Day I came by, and cali’d there,
But I fhall grieve you to report the reft.

York. What is’t, Knave?

Sery. An Hour before 1 came, the Dutchefs dy’d.

YTork. Heav’n for his Mercy, whata Tide of Woes
Come rufhing on this woful Land at once ?

I know not what to do: I would to Heav'n,

Sa my Untruth had not provol’d him to ity
H 3 The
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The King had cut off my Head with my Brother’ss
What, are there Pofts difpatch’d for Ireland ?
How fhall we do for Mony for thefe Wars?2
Come Sifter, (Coufin, I would fay,) pray pardon me. 2
Go Fellow, get thee home, provide fome Carts,| 70 the Servanty
And bring away the Armour that is there.
Gentlemen, will you mufter Men 2
If T know how, or which way to order thefe Affairs
Thus diforderly thruft into my Hands,
Never believe me.  Both are my Kinfmen
T i’ one is my Soveraign, whom both my Oath
And Dury bids defend ; th’ other again
Is my Kinfman, whom the King hath wrong’d,
W hom Confcience, and my Kindred bids to right.
Well, fomewhat we muft do: Come, Coufin,
Y'll difpofe of you. Gentlemen, go mufter up your Men,
And meet me prefently at Barkley Caftle:
I fhould to Plafbie teo, but time will not permit;
All is uneven,and every thing is left at fix and feven,
[ Exennt York and Queens
Bufhy. The Wind fits fair for News to go to Jreland,
But none returns; for us to levy Power
Proportiopable to th’Enemy, is all impoffible,
Green, Befides, our nearnefs to the King inlove,
Is near the Hate of thofe love not the ‘King.
Bagot. And that’s the wavering Commons, for their Love
Lies 1n their Purfes, and whofo empties them,
By fo much fills their Hearts with deadly hate.
Bufby. Wherein the King ftands generally condemn’d.
Begor. If Judgment lye in them, then fo do we,
Becaufe we have been ever near the King,
Green. Well; 1 will for Refoge ftreight to Briffol Caftle,
iChe Earl of Wilt/bire is already there,
Bnfby. Thither will I with you; for little Office
Will the hateful Commors peiform for us,
Except like Curs, to tear,us all in Pieces :
Will you go along with us ¢
Bagor. No, L will to Zreland to his Majefty,
Farewel : If Heart Prefages be not vain,
We three here part, thac ne’er fhall meet again,
Bufby., That’s as Yerk thrives to beat back Bullingbroke.
Green. Alis poor Duke, thg Task he undertakes Is
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Is numbring Sands, and drinking Oceans dry,
Where one on his Side fights, thoufands will flye.
~ Bufby. Farewel at once, for once, for ally and ever.
Green. Well, we may meet again. 2
«  Bagor. 1 fear me never. LExennt,

o E NGB HE

Enter Bullingbroke, and Northumberland.

Bulling. How far isit, my Lord, to Barkleynow 2
Noth. Believe me, noble Lord,
I am a Stranger here in Glo'fter fbire.
Thefe high wild Hills, and rough uneven Ways,
Draw out our Miles, and make them wearifome :
k' And yet our fair Difcourfe hathbeen as Sugar,
Making the hard Way fweet and deleGable.
But I bethink me what a weary Way
From Rawenfpurg to Corzfheld will be found,
In Rofs and Willoughby, wanting your Company,
Which I proteft hath very much beguil’d
The Tedioufnefs and Procefs of my Travel:
But theirs is {weetned wirh the Hope to have
The prefent Benefit that I poffefs :
And hope to joy, is little Iefs in Joy,
Than Hope enjoy’d: By this, the weary Lords
Shall make their Way feem fhort, as mine hath done,
By fight of what I have, your noble Company.
Balling. Of much lefs Value is my Company,
Than your good Words: But who comes here?
Enter Percy.
North, 1t is my Son, young Harry Percy,
Sent from my Brother Worceffer: W hencefoever,
Harry, how fares your Uncle?
Percy. 1 had thought, my Lord, to have learn’d his
Health of you.
North, Why, is he not with the Queen? ‘
Percy. No, my good Lord, he hath forfook the Court,
Broken his Staff of Office, .and difperft
The Houfhold of the King.
Norsh, What was his Reafon? :
R e Hg / He
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He was not fo refolv’d, when we laft fpake together,
Percy. Becaufe your Lordfhip was proclaimed Traitor.
But he, my Lord, is gone to Ravenfpurg,
To offer Service to the Duke of Hereford,
And fent_me over by Barkley, to difcover
What Power the Duke of York had levy’d there,
Then with Dire&ion to repair to Ravenfpurg.
North. Have you forgot the Duke of Hereford, Boy?
Pergy. No, my good Lord; for that is not forgot
Which ne’er I'did remember;  to my Knowledge,
I never in my Life did look on him,
North. Then learnto know him now; this is the Duke.
Percy. My gracious Lord, I tender you my Service,
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young,
Which elder Days fhall ripen, and confirm
To more appoved Service and Defert.
Bulling. I thaok thee, gentle Percy, and be fure
1 count my felf in nothing elfe fo happy,
As in a Soul remembring my good Friends:
And as my Fortuoe ripens with thy Love,
It fhall be ftil]l thy true Love’s Recompence,
My Heart this Covenant makes, my Hand thus feals it
North, How far is it to Barkley ¢ and what fir
Keeps good old 7ork there with his Men of War?
Percy. There {tands the Caftle by yond Tuft of Trees,
Mann’d with three hundred Men, as T have heard .
And 1n it are the Lords of York, Barkley and Seymour;
None elfe of Name, and noble Eftimate. P
Enter Rols and Wil
North. Here comes the Lords of Rof5 an
Bloody with fpurring, fiery red with hafle,
Biliing. Welcomc I wot. your Love purfues
A bantfht Traitor

Is yet but unfel ks, » more enrich’d,
Shall be your L and Labours R ecempen

ce.
Rofs. Your Prefence makes us rich, moft noble Lord.
Wille. And far {urmounts our Labour to attain it.
Bulling. Evermore Thanks, th’ Exchequer of the poor,
Which *ull my infang-fortune comes to Years,
Srand for my Bourty, ' But who comes here2

Eunter
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Enter Barkley.
North, It is my Lord of Barkley, as I guefs.
Bark. My Lord of Hereford, my Meflage is to you.
Bullings My Lord, my Anfwer is to,Lancafler,
AndI am come to feek that Name in: England,
And I muft find that Tidle in your Town,
Befsre 1 make reply to. ought you fay. :
Bark, Miftake me not, my Lord, ’tis not my meaning
To raze one Title of your Honour out, :
To you, my Lord, I come, what Lord you will,
From the moit glorious of this Land,
The Duke of Zork, to know what pricks you on
To rake Advantage of the abfeat time,
And fright our native Peace, with felf-born Arms.
Enter York,
Bulling. X fhall not need tranfport my Words by you,
Here comes his Grace in Perfon. My noble Uncle, | Kneels.
Zork, Shew me thy humble Heart, and not thy Kaee,
Whof: Duty is deceivable and faife.
Bulling. My gracious Uncle,
Tork, Tut, tur, Grace me no Grace, nor Uncle me,
Iam no Traitor’s Uncle; and that Word Grace,
In an ungracious Mouth, is but prophane.
Why have thefe banifh’d, and forbidden Legs, #
Dar'd once to touch a Daft of England’s Ground?
But more then, why, why have they dar’d to march
So many Miles upon her peaceful Boforn,
Frighting her pale-fac’d Villages with War,
And Oftentation of defpifed Arms?
Com'lt thou becaufe th’ anointed King is hence?
Why, foolifh Boy, the King is left behind,
And in my loyal Bofom lyes his Power,
Were I but now the Lord of {uch hot Youth,
As when brave Gaunr, thy Father, and my felf -
Refcued the Black Prince, that young Adars of Men,
From forth the Ranks of many-thoulard French;
Oh then, how quickly fhould this Arm of mine,
Now Prifoner to the Palfie, chaflife thee,
And miniffer Corre&ion o thy Fault,
Bulling. My gracious Uncle, let me know my Fault,
On what Condition ffands ity and wherein 2
York,

/

|
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York. Even in condition of the worft degree,
~ In grofs Rebellion, and detefted Treafon;
Thou art a banifh’d Man, and here art come
Before th’ Expiration of thy time,
In braving Arms agunft thy Soveraign.
Bulling. As I was banifh’d, I was banith’d Herefords
But as [ come, I com= for Lancafter.
And, noble Uacle, I befeech your Grace,

|
Look on my Wiongs with an indifferent Eye: I
You are my Father, for methinks in you }
I fee old Gaunt alive. Oh then, my Father, I
Will you permit that I thall ftand condemn’d U
A wandring Vagabond ; my Rights and Royalties /i
Pluckt from my Arms perforce, and given away
To upftart Unthrifts 2 Wherefore was I born 2 b
It that my Coufin King, be King of England, I
Ic mult be granted I am. Duke of Lancaffer. )
You have a Son, Awmerle, my noble Kinfman, T
H:d you firft dy’d, and he been thus trod down, i
He fhould have found his Uncle Ga#nt a Father,
To rowze his Wrongs, and chafe them to the Bay. k
I am deny’d to fue my Livery here, X
And yet my Letters Patents give me leave: T

My Father’s Goods are all diftrain’d and fold,
And thefeand all, are all amifs imploy’d.

Wiat would you have me do 2 I am a Subje&,
And challenge Law : Attorneys are deny’d me,
And therefore perfonally I lay my Cliim

To mine Inheritance of free Defcent.

- North. The noble Duke hath been too much abusd. |
Rofs. It flands your Grace upon to do him right, A
Wills. Bale Men by his Endowments are made greats I

Yerk. My Lotrds of England, let me tell you this,
I have had feeling of my Coufin’s Wrongs,
And labour'd all T could to do him right:
But in this kind, to come it braving Arms,
Be his own Carver, and cut out his Way,
To find out Right with Wrargs, it may not be;
And you that do abet him in this kind,
Cherith Rebellion, and are Rebels all.
North. The noble Duke hath fwora his coming is

T R ARSI = S e
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But for his own; and for the right of that,
We all have ftrongly fworn to give him Aid, X
And let him ne'er {ee Joy that breaks that Oath.
 Tork. Well, well, I fee the iffue of thefe Arms;
I cannot mend it, I muft needs confefs,
Becaufe my Power is weak, and all ill left s
But if I could, by him that gave me Life,
I would attach you all, and make you ftoop
Unto the Soveraign Mercy of the King,
But fince [ cannot, be it known to you,
I do remain as Neuter. So fire you well,
Unlefs you pleafe to enter in the Caftle,
And there repofe you for this Night.
Bulling. An Offer, Uncle, that we will accept:
But we muft win your Grace to go with us
To Briffow-Caftle, which they fay isheld
By Bufby, Bagot, and their Complices,
The Caterpillars of the Common-wealth,
Which I have fworn to weed, and pluck away.
Tork. It may be I will go with you,but yet I'll paufe,
For I am loath to break our Country's Laws :
Nor Friends, -nor Foes, to me welcome you are,
Things paft redvefs, are now with me paft Care. [Exenns.

§ G.E NE- IV,

Enter Salisbury, and a Caprain.

Cap. My Lord of Salishury, we have ftaid ten Days,
And hardly kept your Countrymen together,
And yet we hear no Tidings from the King ;
Therefore we all difperfe our felves: Farewel.

Salis. Stay yet another Day, thou trulty Welchman,
The King repofeth all his Truft in thee.

Cap. *Tis thought the King is dead, we will rot ftay,
The Bay-Trees in our Country are all wither’d,
And Meteors fright the fixed Stars of Heav'n;
The pale-fac’ld Moon looks bloody on the Earth,
And lean-look’d Prophets whifper fearful Change;
Rich Men look fad, and Ruffians dance and leap;
The one in Fear to lofe what they enjo :

ces { The
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The other to enjoy by RﬁOC and War:
Thefe Signs fnnrun the Death of Kings.
Farewel ; our Countrymen are gone and
As well affur’d, Richard their King
Salis.’ Ah Richard, with Eyes of
I fee thy Glor
Fall to the bafe
Thy Sun fets w
W itnefling Storm:s
Thy Friends are fleg
And crofly to thy good,

[ ExB,

[ Exit,

AT RS S8V BT INE 2R

Enter Bulhmfc;( ke, ‘York, erland, Rofs, Perey,
' hy and Green Prifoners.
Bulling. E’# ne
f% f“;;/uy and O,mh, I will not vex your SOUIS,
Since preicntiy your Souls mu it pazt yout Bodies,
With too much urging ‘your per ‘nicious Lives,
For ’twere no Charity ; yet to walh your B Blood
From off my Hands, here in the View of Men,
I wiil unfold fome (,u fes of your Deaths.
You have mifs-led a Prince, a royal King,
A happy Gentleman in Rlood and L incamcnts,
By you unhappy’d, aild disfigur’d clean
You have in manner with your finful Houxs
Made a Divorce betwixt his Qleen and him,
Broke the Pofleflion of a xoya Bed,
And ftain’d the Beauty of a fair Queen’s Checks
With Tears drawn from her Eyes, with your foul Wrongs.
My felf a Prince, by Fortune of my Birtt,
Near to the King in Blood, and near in Love,
*Till you did make him mxf.ntemrft me,
Have ftoopt my Neck under yo' r Injuries,
And figh'd my Englifh Breath in foreign Clouds,
Eating ‘the | Lm er Bread of Banifhment;
While you have fed upos my Seigniories,
Difl-park'd my Parks, and fel’d my Fareﬁ Woods;

From
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From mine own Windows torn my Houfhold Coat,
Raz’d out my Imprefs, leaving me no Sigo,
Save Mens Opinions, and my living Blood,
To thew the World I am a Gentleman,
This, and much more, much more than twice all this,
Condemns you to the Death: She thent deliver’d over
To Executton, and the Hand of Death,

Bufby. More welcome is the Stroak of Death to me,
Than Bullingbroke to England.

Green. My Comfort 15, that Heav’n will take our Souls,
And plague Injuftice with the Pains of Hell.

Bulling. My Lord Northumberland, {ee them difpatch’d.
Uncle, you fay the Queen is at your Houf:
For Heav’ns fake, fairly let her be intreated;
Tell her I fend to her my kind Commends;
Take fpecial care my Greetings be deliver’d.

Tork, A Gentleman of mine I have difpatch’d
With Letters of your Love to her at large.

Bulling. Thanks, gentle Uncle: Come Lords away,
To fight with Glendoxre, and his Complices;
A while to work, and after Holiday. [Exennt.

STEYE N E M.
Flonrifbs Drums, and Colours.

Enter King Richard, Aumerle, Bifhop of Carlifle, and Soldiers.

K. Rich. Barklonghly-Caftle call you this at hand ?
Aum. Yes, my Lord; how brooks your Grace the Air,
After your late toffing on the breaking Seas?
K. Rich. Needs muft 1 like it well; I weep for Joy
To ftand upon my Kingdom once again.
Dear Earth, I do falute thee with my Hand,
Though Rebels wound thee with their Horfes Hoofs:
As a long parted Mother with her Child,
Plays fondly with her Tears, and {miles in meeting;
So weeping, fmiling, greet I thee my Earth,
Axd do thee Favour with my Royal Hands.
Feed not thy Soveraign’s Foe, my gentle Earth,
Nor with thy Sweets comfort his rayenous Senfes

Bue
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Bur let thy Spiders that fuck up thy Venom,
‘And heavy-gaced Toads lye in their way,
Doing Annoyance to the treacherous Feet,
W hich with ufurping Steps do trample thee,
Yield ftinging Nettles to mine Enemies;
And when they from thy Bofom pluck a Flowery
Guard it I prithee with a lurking Adder,
W hofe double Tongue may with a mortal touch
Throw Death upon thy Soveraign’s Enemies.
Mock not my feofelefs Conjuration, Lords;
This Earth fhall have a feeling, and thefe Stones
Prove armed Soldiers, €’er her native King
Shall falter under foul rebellious Arms.

Bifhop. Fear not,my Lord, that Power that made you King
Hath Power to keep you King, in fpight of all.

Awm. He means, my Lord, that we are too remifs
Whillt Ballingbroke, through their Security,
Grows ftrong and great, in Subftance and in Friends,

K. Rich. Difcomfortable Coufin, know’ft thou not,
That when the fearching Eye of Heav'n is hid,
Behind the Globe, that lights the lower World,
Then Thieves and Robbers range abroad unfeen,
in Murders, and in Outrage bloody here.
But when from under this terreftrial Ball
He fires the proud Tops of the Eaftern Pines,
And darts his Lightning through ev'ry guilty Hole;
Then Murders, Treafons, and detefted Sins,
The Cloak of Night being pluck’d from off their Backs;
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themfelves.
So when this Thief, this Traitor Bullingbroke,
Who all this while hath revell’d in the Night,
Shall fee us rifing in our Throne, the Eaft,
His Treafons will fet blufhing in his Face,
Not able to endure the Sight of Day;
But felf-affrighted, tremble at his Sin,
Not all the Water in the rough rude Sea
Can wafth the Balm from an anointed King;
The Breath of worldly Men cannot depofe
The Deputy eleGted by the Lord:
For every Man that Bullingbroke hath preft,
Tolift fhrewd Steel againft our Golden Crown,
Heavn
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Heav'n for his Richard hath in heav’nly Pay

A glorious Angel; then if Angels fight,

Wesk Men muft fall, for Heav’n fill guards the Right.
Enter Salisbury.

Welcome, my Lord, how far off lyes your Power?

Salis, Nor near, nor farther off, my gracious Lord,
Than this weak Arm; Difcomfort guides my Tongue,
And bids me fpeak of nothing but Defpair:

One Day too late, I fear, my noble Lord,

Hath clouded all my happy Days on Earth,

Oh call back Yefterday, bid Time return,

And thou fhalc have twelve thoufand fighting Men:
To Day, to Day, unhappy Day too late

O'erthrows thy Joys, Friends, Fortune, and thy State.
For all the Welfomen bearing thou wert dead,

Are gone to Bullingbroke, difperft and fled,

~um. Comfort, my Liege; why looksyour Grace fo pale?

K. Rich. But now the Blood of twenty thoufand Men
Did triumph in my Face, and they are fled,

And ’till fo much Blood thither come again,
Have I not reafon to look pale, and dead 2
All Souls that will be fif¢, fly fiom my Side,
For Time hath fct a Blot upon my Pride.

Apm. Comfort, my Liege, remember who you ares

K. Rich. I had forgot my felf: Am I not King?
Awake theu fluggard Majefty, thou {leepcft:

Is not the King’s Name, forty thoufand Names 2
Arm, arm my Name; a puny Subje@ ftrikes
At thy great Glory. Look not to the Ground,
Ye Favourites of a King; are we not high?
High be our Thoughts: I know my Uncle Zork
Hath Power enough to ferve our Turn,
But who comes here 2

Enter Scroop.

Scroops More Health and Happinefs betide my Liege,
Than can my care-tun’d Tongue deliver him.

K. Rich. Mine Ear is open, and my Heart prepar’d:
The worft is worldly Lofs, thou canit unfold:
Say, is my Kingdom loft2 Why ’twas my Care
And what lofs is it to be rid of Care? '
Strives Bullingbroke to be as great as we?

(
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Greater he fhall not be; if he ferve God,
We'll ferve him too, and be his Fellow fo.
Revolt our Subje@s? That we cannot mend;
They break their Faith to God as well
Cry Wo, Deftruétion, Ruin Decay;
The worft is Death, and | i
Stroop. Glad am 1, that your Hig
To bear the Tidi
Like an unfeafonab
Which makes the filver Rivers drown their Shores,
As if the World wereall diffolv’d to Tears:
So high above his Limits, {wells the Rage
Of Bullingbroke, covering your fearful Land
With hard bright Steel, and Hearts harder than Steel.
White Beans have arm’d their thin and hairlefs Sealps
Againft thy Majefty, and Boys with Womens Voices,
Strive to {peak big, and clap their female Joints
In ftiff unweildy Arms, againit thy Crown;
The very Bead{men learn to bend their Bews
O double fatal Ewe, againft thy State;
Yea diftaff-Women manage rufty Bills;
Againft thy Seat boeth young and old rebel,
And all goes worfe than I have Power to tell.
K. Rich. Too well, too well thou teli’ft a Tale fo il
Where is the Eatl of #Wiltfhive} Where is Bago: 2
What is become of Bu/by¢ Where is Grees?
T hat they have let the dangerous Enemy
Meafure our Corfines with fuch peaceful Steps ?
If we prevail, their Hands fhall pay for it.
I warrant they bave made Peace with Builingbroke.
Scroop. Peacethey have made with h'm, indeed, my Lord.
K. Rich. Oh Villains, Vipers, damn’d witheur Red¢mption,
Dogs, eafily won to fawn on any Man, s
Snakes in my Heart-biced warm’d, that fi;
Three Fudaffes, each ore thrice worfe than
Would they make Peace? Terrible Hell mak
Upon their fpotted Souls for this Offence. j
Scroop. Sweet Love, I{ee, changing his Property,
Turas 1o the fowreft, and moft deadly Hate:© *
Again uncurfe their Souls; their Peace is made
‘V!{h H“df. Sﬂd not Wﬂh Hinds: “th{Q Wh(}ln you curfe
Have

efs is {o arm’d,
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- Have felt the worlt of Death’s deftroying Hand,
. Aadlye full I>w, grav’d in the hollow Ground.

* Awm. Is Bufby, Green, and the Earl of Wit fbire dead 2
Scroop. Yea, all of them at Briffow loft their Heads,
Awm, W here is the Duke, my Father, with his Power ¢
K. Rich. No matter where, of Comfort no Man fpeak s

Let's talk of Graves, of Worms, and Epitaphs,

Make Duft our Paper, and with rainy Eyes

Write Sorrow in the Bofcm of the Earth.

Let’s chufe Executors, and talk of Wills

And yet not fo, for what can we bequeath,

Save our depofed Bodies to the Ground?

‘Our Lands, our Lives, and ali are Bullingbroke's,

And nothing can we call our own 3 but Death,

And that {mall Model of the barren Earth,

Which ferves as Pafte, and cover to our Bones @

- For Heav’ns fake let us fit upon the Ground,

And tell fad Stories of the Death of Kings:

How fome have been depos’d, fome flain in War;

Some haunted by the Ghofts they have depos’d,

Some poifon’d by their Wives, fome fleeping kill'd,

All murther'd.  For within the hollow Crown,

That rounds the mortal Temples of a King,

Keeps Death his Court, and there the Antique fits

Scoffing his State, and grinning at his Pomp,

Allowing him a Breath, a little Scene,

To Monarchize, be fear’d, ard kill with Looks,

Infufing him with felf and vain Conceit,

As if this Fleth, which walls about onr Life,

Were Brafs impregnable : And humour'd thus,

- Comes at the laft, and with a little Pin
Boars through his Caftle Walls, and farewel King.
- Cover your Heads, and mock not Flefh and Blood
With folemn Reverence: Throw away Refpect,
Tradition, Form, and ceremonious Duty,
For'you have but miftook me all this whiles
I'live with Bread like you, feel Want,
Talte Grief, need Friends; fubje@ed thus,
OW can you fay to me, I ama King? ‘
Carl. My Lord, wife Men neer wail their prefent Woes,

But prefently prevent the Ways to wails

Veor, IIIL S / To
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To fear the Foe, fince Fear opprefleth Strength,
Gives in your Weaknefs, Strength unto your Focj
Fear, and be flain, no worfe can come to fight,
And fight and die, is Death deftroying Death.
Wehere fearing, dying, pays Death fervile Breath,
My Father hath a Power, enquire of him,

And learn to make a Body of a Limb.

K. Rich. Thouchid’ft me well: Proud Ballingbroke, I come
To change Blows with thee, for our Day of Doom;
This Ague-fit of Fear is over-blown,

An eafie Task it is to win our own,
Say, Scroop, where lyes our Uncle with his Power?
Speak {weetly Man, although thy Looks be fower.

Scroop, Men judge by the Complexion of the Sky

The State and Inclination of the Day;

So may youby my dull and heavy Eye:

My Tongue hath but a heavier Tale to fay:

I play the Tosturer, by fmall and {mall

To lengthien out the worft, that muft be {poken.
Your Uncle York is join’d to Bullingbroke,

And all your northern Caftles yiclded up,

And all your fouthern Gentlemen in Arms
Upon his Fa&ion,

K, Rich. Thou haft faid enough.

Bethrew thee, Coufin, which didft lead me forth
Of that fweet way I was into Defpair,
What fay you now? what Comfort have we now?
By Heav’n DIl hate him everlaftingly
That bids me be of comfort any more.
Go to FlintsCaftle, there T'll pine away,
A King, Wo’s Slave, fhall kingly Wo obey :
That Power I have, difcharge, ard et ’em go
To ear the Land, that hath fome Hope to grow.
For 1 have'none. Let no Man {peak again
To alter this, for Counfel is but in vain,
Aum. My Licge, one Word.
K. Rich. He does me double Wrong,
That wounds me with the Flatteries of his Tongued
Difcharge my Followers: let them hence AWay,
Frofh Richard’s Night, o Bullingbroke's fair Day.
[ Exeiits

SCENE

o

T e
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Entér 'with Druts_and Colours, Bullingbroke, York, Nor-
* thumberland, and Artendants.
Brlling. So that by this Intelligence we learn

The Welchmen are dilpers’d, and Salisbury

Is gone to meet the King, who lately landed

With fome few private Friends upon this Coaft,

North. . The News is very fair and good, ‘my Lotd,

Richard not far from hence, hath hid his Head.

Tork, It:would befcem the Lord Northumberland,
To fay King.Richard, Alack the heavy Day,
When fuch a facred King (hould hide his Head.

MNorth. Your Grace miftakes me; only to be brief,
Lefc I his Title our.

York. The time hath been,

Would you have been fo brief with him, he would

Have been {o brief with you, to fhorten you,

For taking fo the Head, your whole Head’s length.
Bulling. Miftske not, Ungle, farther than you fhould.
Tork. Take not, good  Coufin, farther than you fhould,

Left you miftake; the Heav’ns are o’er your Head.

Balling. T koow it, Uncle, and oppofe not my felf

Againft their Will,  But who comes here 2

Enter Percy.

Welcome Hirry; what, will not this Caftle yicld 2
Percy. The Caftle royally is mann’d, my Lord,

Againft thy Entrance,

Bulling. Royally ¢ Why, it contains no King?

Percy. Yes, my good Lord,

It doth contain 2 King : King Richard lyes

Within the Limits of yond Lime and Stone,

And with him the Lord 4umerle, Lord Salisbury,

Sit Stephen Croop, befides a Clergy-man

Of holy Reverence : who, I cannot learn.

North, Oh, belike it is the Bifhop of Carlifle.

Bulling. Noble Lord, (7% North,

Go to the rude Ribs of that ancient Caftle,

Through brazen Trumpet {end the breath of Parle

Into his ruir'd Ears, and thus deliver : : ,

: I Hem’y

{

3
i
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Henry Bullingbroke upon his Knees doth kifs

King Richard’s H:nd, and fends Allegiance _

And true Faith of Heart to his Royal Perfon; hither come

Even at his Fect, to lay my Arms and Power,

Provided, that my Banithment repeal’d,

And Lands reftor’d again, be freely granted 3

If not, I'll ufe the Advantage of my Power,

And lay the Summer’s Duft with Showers of Blood,

Rain’d from the Wounds of flaughtei’d Englifomen;;

The which, how far off from the Mind of Bullingbroke

Itis, fuch Crimfon Tempeft thould bedrench

The frefh green Lap of fair King Richard’s Land,

My ftooping Duty tenderly fhall fhew.

Go fignifie as much, while here we march

Upon the graflie Carpet of this Plain ;

Let’s march without the Noife of threatning Drum,

That from this Caftle’s tatter’d Battlements

Our fair Appointments may be well perus’d.

Methinks King Richard and my fclf fhould meet

With no lefs Terror than the Elements

Of Fire and Water, when their thundring Smoak

At meeting tears the cloudy Cheeks of Heav'n:

Be he the Fire, I'll be the yielding Water:

The Rage be his, while on the Eaith I rain

My Waters on the Earth, and not on him.

March on and mark King Richard how he looks.

Parle without, and Anfwer within 5 then a Flouri[b. Enter o
the Walls, King Richard, the Bifbop of Carlifle, Aumer-
le, Scrocp and Salisbury,

See, fee, King Richard doth himfelf appear

As doth the blufhing difcontented Sun,

From out the fiery Portal of the Eaft,

When he perceives the envious Clouds are bent

To dim his Glory, and to ftain the Tra& :

Of his bright Paflage to the Occident.

Tork, Yet looks he like a King; behold his Eye

As bright as is the Eagle’s, lightens forch

Controﬂing Majefty ; alack, alack, for Wo,

That any Harm fhould ftain {o fair a Show.

K. Rich. We are amaz’d, and thus long have we ftood

To watch the fearful bending of thy Koee,  [7% Norths

Becaufe




of King Richard It 1093

Becaufe we thought our felf thy lawful King;
And if we be, how dare thy Joints forget
Topay the awful Duty to our Prefence?

If we be not, thew us the Hand of God,

That hath difmifs’d us from our Stewardfhip;
For well we know, no Hand of Blood and Bone
Cin gripe the facred Handle of our Scepter,
Unlefs he do prophane, fteal or ufurp.

And though you think, that all, as you have done,
Have torn their Souls, by turning them from us,
And we are barren, and bereft of Friends:

Yet know, my Mafter, God Omnipoeor,

Is muftering in his Clouds on our behalf,

Armies of Peftilence, and they fhall firike

Your Children yet unborn, and unbegot,

That lift your Vaflal Hands againft my Head,
And threat the Glory of my precious Crown,
Tell Bullingbroke, for yond methinks, he is,

That every Stride he makes upon the Land

Is dangerous T'reafon, he is come to ope

The purple Teftament of a bleeding War;

But ¢’er the Crown he looks for, live in Peace,
Ten thoufand bloody Crowns of Mothers Sons
Shall ill become the Flower of England’s Face,
Change the Complexion of her Maid-pale Peace
To Scarlet Indignation, and bedew

Her Paftors Grafs with faithful Engli/b Blood.

North. The King of Heav'n forbid our Lord the King
Should fo with civil and uncivil Arms
Be rufh’d upon: Thy thrice-noble Coufin,
Harry Ballingbroke, doth humbly kifs thy Hand,
And by the honourable Tomb he fwears
That ftands upor  your Royal Grandfire’s Bones,
And by the Royalties of both your Bloods,
Currents that {pring from one moft gracious Head;
And by the bury’d Hand of warlike Gaune,
And by the Worth and Honour of himfzIf,
Comprifing all that may be fworn, or fiid,
His coming hither hath no farther Scope,
Thaa for his lineal Royalties, and to beg
Infranchifement immediate on his Knees: '

/




1094 The Life and Dadth

Which on thy Royal party granted ORCe,
His glittering Arms he will commend to Ruft;
His barbed Steeds to Stables, and his Heart
To faithful Service of your Majefty:
This fwears he, as he is a Prince, is juft,
And as I am a Gentleman, I credit him.
K. Rich. Northumberland, fay thus: The King rcturns,
His noble Coufin is right welcome hither,
And all the Number of his fair Demands
Shall be accomplifh’d without Coniradi&ion;
With all the gracious Utterance thou haft,
Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends.
We do debafe our felf, Coufin, do we not, [ 7o Aum.
To look {o poorly, and to fpesk fo fair?
Shall we call back Northumberland, and fend
Defiance to the Traitor, and fo die?
Aum. No, goodmy Lord, let’s fight with gentle Words,
*Till time lend Friends, and Friends their hopefal Swords,
K. Rich. Oh God, oh God that e’er this Tongue of mine,
That laid the Sentence of dread Banifhment
©On yond proud Man, fhould take it off again
With Words of footh; oh that 1 were as great
As is my Grief; or lefler than my Name;
Or that I could forget what I have been,
Or not remember what I muft be now.
Swellft thou, proud Heart2 I'll give thee Scope to beat,
Since Foes have Scope to beat both thee and me.
Aum. Northumberland comes back from Ballingbroke.
K. Rich. What muft the King do now ¢ Muft he fubmiti
The King fhalldo it: Muft he be depos'd?
The King thall be contented: Muft he lofe
The Name of King ? 0’God’s Name let it go.
T’ll give my Jewels for-a Set of Beads;
My gorgeous Pallace, for a Hermitage;
My gay Apparel, for an Alms-man’s Gowo;
My figur'd Goblets, for a Difh of Wood 3
My Scepter, for a Palmer’s walking Staff,
My Subje@s, for a Pair of carved Saints,
And my large Kingdom, for a little Grave,
A little litdle Grave, an obfcure Grave.
©Or Tl be bury’d in-the King’s Highways
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Some way of common Trade, where Subje&s Feet
May hourly trample on their Soveraign’s Head ;
For on my Heart they tread now, whilft I live;
And bury'd once; why not upon my Head ?
Aumerle, thou weep’t, my tender hearted Coufin,
We'll make foul Weather with defpifed Tears.
Our Sighs, and they, fhall lodge the Summer Corn,
And make a Dearth 1 this revolting Land.
Or fhall we play the Wantons with our Woes,
And make fome pretty Match with fhedding Tears
As thus, to drop them ftill upon one Place,
'Till they have fretted vs a Pair of Graves,
Within the Earch; and therein laid, there lyes
Two Kinfmen digg’d their Graves with weeping Eyes ¢
. Would not this 11l do well ¢ Well, well, I [ee
I talk buc idely, and you mock at me,
Moft mighty Prince, my Lord Northumberland,
What fays King Bullingbroke? Will his Majefty
Give Richard leave to live, till Richard die ?
You make a Leg, and Ballingbroke fays T.
North. My Lotrd, in the bafe Court he doth attend
To {peak with you, may it pleafe you to come down,
K. Rich. Down, down I come, like glift’ring Phaeron,
Wanting the Manage of unsuly Jades,
In the bafe Court¢ bafe Coust where Kings grow bafe,
To come at Traitors Calls, and do them Grace.
In the bafe Coyrt come down; down Court, down King,
For Night- Owls (hriek, where mounting Larks fhould fing.
Bulling, What fays his Majefty 2
North. Sorrow, and Grief of Heart
Makes him fpeak fondly like a frautick Man;
Yer he is come.
Bulling, Stand all apare,
And thew faic Duty to his Majefty.
My gracious Loid. [ Kueels.
" K Rich, Fair Coufin,
You debafe your: Princely Knee,
To muke the bafe Earth proud with kiffing. it
Me rather had, my Heart might feel your Love,
Thap my un-pleas’d Eve fee your Courtefie.
Up Coufin, up, your Heart is up, I know,

Ig4 Thus
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"Thus high at leaft, although your Knee be lows
Bulling, My gracious Lord, 1 come but for mine own,
K. Rich, Your own is yours, and I am yours, andall.
Bulling, So far be mine, my moft redoubted Lord,

As my true Service ihall deferve your Love,

K. Rich, Well you deferv’d:

They well deferve to have,

That know the ftrong’ft and fureft way to get.

Uncle, give me your Hand; nay, dry your Eyes,

Tears thew their Love, but want cheir' R emedies.

Coulfin, I am too young to be your Father,

Though you are old enough to be my Heir.

What you will have, T'll give, and willingtoo,

For do we muft, what Force will have us do.

Sct on towards Zondon :

Coufin, is it fo ?

Bulling. Yea, my good Lord.
X, Rich. Then ¥ mult not fay no, [ Flowri/b. Exeams

&0 o NFE V.

Enter Queen, and two Ladies.

Queen. What Sport fhall we devife here inthis Garden,
To drive away the heavy thought of Care?

Lady. Madam, we’ll play at Bow's. 7

Qneen. “Till make me thiok the World is full of Rubs,
And that my Fortune runs againft the Bias.

Lady. Madam, w¢'ll dance.

Queen. My Legs can keep no Meafure in Delight,
When my poor Heart no Meafure keeps in Grief,
T'herefore no dancing, Girl ; fome other Sport.

Lady. Madam, we’ll tell Tales.

neen. Of Sorrow, or of Grief?
Lady. Of either, Madam.
Quaeen. Of neither, Girl,
For if of Joy, being altogether wanting,
It doth remember me the more of Sorrow 3
Or if of Grief, being altogether had,
It »dds more Sorrow to my want of Joy:
For what I have, I need not to repeat: -
And what I wane, it boots not to complaing |
; Lady,
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Lady. Madam, Pl fing. -
Queen. Tis well that thou haft Caufe:

But thou fhould*ft pleafe me better, would'ft thou weep.
Lady. I could weep, Madam, would it do you good?
Queens And 1 could fing, would weeping do me good,

And never borrow any Tear of thee.

Enter a Gardiner, and two Servants.

But ftay, here comes the Gardiners;

Let’s ftep into the Shadow of thefz Trees,

My Wietchednefs, unto a row of Pines,

They'll talk of Srate; for every one doth fo,

Agannft a Change; wo is fore-run with wo.

Gard. Go bind thou up yond dangling Apricocks,

Which like unuly Children, make their Syre

Stoop with oppreflion of their prodigal weight:

Give fome fupportance to the bending Twigs.

Go thou, and like an Executioner

Cut off the Heads of too faft growing fprays,

That look too lofty in our Commonweslth:

All muft be even in our Government.

You thus imploy’d, I will go root away

The noifom Weeds that without profit fuck

The Soils fertility from wholfom Elowers.

Serv. Why fhould we in the compafsof a Pale,

Keep Law and Form, and due Proportion,

Shewing, asina Model, our firm State?

When our Sea-walled Garden, the whole Land,

Is full of Weeds, her faireft Flowers choakt up,

Her Fruit-trees all uprun’d, her Hedges ruia’d,

Her Knots diforder'd, and her wholfom Herbs

$warming with Caterpillers,

Gard, Hold thy Pesce,

He that hath fuffer’d this diforderd Spring,

Hath now himfelf met with the fall of Leaf,

The Weeds that his broad-fpreading Leaves did theleery

That feemd in eating him, to hold him up,

Are pul’d up, Root and all, by Bullingbreke;

Imean the Earl of Wilefbire, Bu[by, Grees.
Serv. What, are they dead 7
Gard, They are, :

And Ballingbroke hath feiz'd the waftcful King,

' T What

’

!
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What pity isit, that he had not nimm’d
And dreft his Land, as we this Garden at time of Year 3
And wound the Bark, the Skin of our Fruit-trees,

Left being over proud with Sap and Blood,

Weith too much Riches it confound it felf ?

Had he done fo, to great and growing Men,

They might have liv'd to bear, and he to tafte

Their Fruits of Duty. = All fuperflyous Branches

We: lop sway, that bearing Boughs may live:

Had he done 15y himfelf had born the Crown,

Which wafte and idle Hours hath quite thrown down.
Serv. What think you the King fhall be depos’d #
Gard, Depreft he is already, and depos'd

*Tis doubted he will be:  Letters came laft Night

To.a dear Friend of the Duke of York,

That tell black Tidings.

Queen. Oh Lampreft to Death through want of {peaking;
Thou old Adam’s likenefs, fet to drefs this Garden,
How dares thy harfh Tongue found this unpleafing News?
What Eve? What Serpent hath fuggefted thee,

"To make a fecond fall of curfed Man?

Why doft thou fay, King Richard is deposd 2

Dar'ft thou, chou little better thing than Earth,

Divine his downfal 2 Say, where, when, and how

Cam’ft thou by this ill Tidings2 Speak, thou Wretch.
Gard. Pardon me, Madam. Little joy have 1

To breath thefe News; yet what I fay is true;

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold

Of Bullingbroke, theix Fortunes both are weigh'd :

In your Lord’s Scale, is nothing but himfelf,

And fome few Vanities that make him light:

But in the Ballance of great Bullingbroke,

Befides himfelf, are all the Englifb Peers,

And with that odds he weighs King Richard down.

Poft you to Lenden, and you’ll find it {o;

I fpeak no more, than every one doth know.

Queen. Nimble Mifchance, that art fo light of Foor,
Doth not thy Emba(lage belong to me?

And am | laft that knows it2 Oh thou thiok’}

To ferve me laft, that I may longeft keep

Thy Sorrow in my Breafts Come Ladies; “go,
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To meet at London, London’s King 10 wo.

What, was I bora to this! Thatmy fad Look,

Should grace the Triumph of great Bullingbroke!

Gard'er, for telling me thefe News of wo,

I would the Plants thou grefeft may never grow. - [ Ewin
Gard. Poor Queen, fo that thy State might be no worfe,

I would my Skill were fubje& to thy Curle.

Here did the drop a Tear, here in this place

I’ll fet a Bank of Rew, fowr Herb of Grace:

Rew ev’n for Ruth, here fhortly fhall be {een,

In the remembrance of a weeping Queen, [Exit,

ACT NS ECBNE I

Enter as to the Parliament, Bullingbroke, Aumerle, Nor
thumberland, Percy, Fitzwater, Surrey, Bifbop of Carlifle,.
Abbot of Weltminiter, Herald, Officers, and Bagot.

Bulling. ALL forth Baget.
Now Bagor, freely {peak thy Mind,

What thou doft know of noble Glo’fer’s Deaths,

Who wrought it with the King, ard who perform’d

The bloody Office of his timelefs End.
Bagor. Then fet before my Face the Lord Aumerle.
Baulling, Coufin, ftand forth, and look upon that Man.
Bagor. My Lord .dumerle, T know your daring Tongue

Scorns to unfay, what it hath once deliver'd.

In that dead time when Glo'ffer’s Death was plotted,

I heard you fay, Isnot my Arm of length,

That reacheth from the reftful Englifb Court

As far as Calais to my Uncle’s Head ?

Amongft much other talk, that very time,

I heard you fay that you had rather refufe

The offer of an hundred thoufind Crowns,

Than Bullingbroke return to England; adding withal,

How bleft this Land would be in this your Coufin’s Death’
Aum. Princes, and noble Lords,

What anfwer fhall I make to this bafe Man?

Shall T {0 much difhonour my fair Stars,
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On equal terms to give him chaftifement?
Either I muft, or have mine Honour fpoil'd
With the Attainder of his fland’rous Lips.
There is my Gage, the manual Seal of Death,
Thit marks thee out for Hell. Thou lieft,
And Pl maintain what thou haft faid, is falfe,
In thy Heart Blood, though being all too bafe,
To ftain the temper of my Koighty Sword.
Bulling. Bagot forbear, thou fhalt not take it up.
Aum. Excepting one, 1 would he were the beft
Ya ali chis Prefence that hath moved me fo.
Fitzaw. 1f that thy Valour ftand on Sympathies
There is my Gage, Aumerle, in Gage to thine:
By that fair Sun, that fhews me where thou ftand’ft,
I heard thee fay, and vauntingly thou {pak’ft it,
“That thou wert caufe of noble Glo'ffer’s Death.
If thou deny’ft it, twenty times thou lieft,
And I will turn thy falthood to thy Heart,
W here it wss forged, with my Rapier’s point.
Aum. Thou dar'ft not, Coward, live to fee the Day.
Fitzw. Now, by my Soul, 1 would it were this Hour.
_Aum, Fitzwater, thou art damn’d to Hell for this.
“ Percy. Aunmerle, thou lieft ; his Honour is as true
In this Appeal, as thouart all unjuft:
Ard that thou art fo, there I throw my Gage
To prove it on thee, to th’ extreameft point
Of mortal Breathing. Seize it, if thou dar'ft.
Aum. And if I do not may my Hands rot off,
And never brandifh more revengeful Steel,
Over the glittering Helmet of my Fee.
Surrey. My Lord Fitzovater
I1do remember well the very time
Aumerle snd you did talk.
Fitzw. My Lord,
*Tis very true: You were in Prefencethen;
And you can witnefs withme, this is true.
Swrrey. As falfe, by Heav’n,
As Heav'n it {clf is true.
Fitzow. Saurrey, thou lieft.
Surrey. Dithonourable Boy,
That Lie fhall Iye fo heavy on my Sword,
That
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That it (hall render Vengeance and Revenge,
*Till thou the Lie-giver, and that Lie, do lye,
In Earth as quier, as thy Father’s Scull,
In proof whereof, there is mine Honour’s Pawn,
Engage it to the Trial, if thou dar'ft.
Firzw, How fordly do’ft thou fpur a forward Horfe?
If1 dare eat, or drink, or breath, or live,
I dare meet Surrey in a Wildernefs,
And fpit upon him, whilft I fay he lies,
And lies, and lics; there is my Bond of Faith,
To tic thee to my ftrong Corre&ion.
As I intend to thiive in this new World,
Aumerle is guilty of my true Appeal.
Befides, 1 heard the banifht Norfolk fay,
That thou Awumerle didft fend two of thy Men,
To execute the noble Duke at Calais.
Aum. Seme honeft Chriftian truft me with a Gage,
That Norfolk lies; here do I throw down this,
If he may be repeal’d, to try his Horour,
Bulling. Thefe Differences fhall all reft under Gage,
"Till Norfolk be repeal’d: Repeal’d he fhall be;
And though mine Enemy, reftor’d again
To all his Lands and Seigniorics; when he’s return’d,
Againlt Aumerle we will enforce his Trial,
Carl. That honourable Day fhall ne’er be feen,
Many a time hath banifht Norfolk fought
For Jefus Chrift, in glorious Chiftian Field
Streaming the Enfign of the Chrifiizn Crofs
Againft black Pagans, Turks, and Saracens =
And toil’d with works of War, retir’d himfelf
To Iraly, and there at Penice gave
His Body to that pleafant Countries Earth,
And his pure Soul unto his Captain Chrift,
Under whofe Colours he had fought {o long.'
Bulling. Why, Bifhop, is Norfolk dead?
Carl. As fureas I live, my Loid.
Bulling, Sweet peace condu& his {weet Soul
To the Bofom of good old Abrabam.
Lords Appealants, your Differences fhall all reft under gage

!Till we affign you to your Days of Trial,

Enter
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Enter York.

York. Great Duke of Lancaffer, 1 come to thee
From plume-plucke Richard, who with willing Soul
Adopts thee Heir, and his high Scepter yields
To the Pofleflion of thy Royal Hand.

Afcend his Throne, defcending now from him,
And long live Henry, of that Name the Fourth.

Baulling. In God’s Name, I'll afcend the Regal Throne,

Carl, Marry, Heav’n forbid,
Worft in this Royal Prefence may T fpeak,
Yet beft befeeming me to fpeak the truth.
Would God, that any in this noble Prefence
Where enough noble to be upright Judge
Of noble Richard, then true Noblenefs would
Learn him forbearance from fo foul 2 Wrong.

What Subje& can give Sentence on his King?3

And who fits here that'is not Richard’s Subje&?
Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear,
Although apparent Guilt be feen in them:

And dhall the Figure of God’s Majefty,

His Captain; ‘Steward, Deputy elect,

Anointed, crown’d and planted many Years,

Be judg’d by Subje@ and inferior Breath,

And he himfelf not prefent ¢ Oh, - forbid it, God,
That in a Chriftian Climate, Souls refin’d

Should fhew fo heinous, black, obfcene a deed.

1 fpesk to Subje&ts, and a Subje@ {peaks,

Stirr’d up by Héav’n, thus beldly for his King.
My Lord of Hereford here,” whom you call King,
Is a foul Traitor to proud Hereford’s King.

And if you crown him, let me prophefie,

The Blood of Euglifb thall manure the Ground,
And future Ages groan for his foul A&.

Peace fhall go fléeep with Turks and Infidels,

And in this Seat of Peice, tumultuous Wars

Shall Kin with Kin, and kind with kind confound.
Diforder, Horror, Fear and Mutiny

Shall here inhabit, and this Land be calPd

The Field of Golgorbay and dead Men's Sculls,
Ob, if you rear this Houfe, againft this Houfe,

It will the wofulleft Divifion prove,
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That ever fell upon this curfed Earth.
Prevent it, refiit it, let it not be fo,
Left Child, Childs Children ery againt you, wo,

North. Well have you argu’dy Sir; and for your Pains,
Of Capital Treafon we arreft you here.

My Lord of Weftminfter, be it your Charge,
To keep him fafely, *till his Day of Trial,
May it pleafe you, Lords, to grant the Commons Suit 2

Bulling. Fetch hither Richard, that in common View
He may furrenders So we fhall proceced
Without Sufpicion.

York. 1 will be his Condu&. { Exit,

Builling. Lords, you that are here under our Arreft,
Procure your Sareties for your Days of Anfwer:

Little are we beholding to your Love,
And littlg Jock'd for at your helping Hands.
Enter King Richard and York.

K. Rich. Alack, why am I fent fortoaKing,
Before I have fhook off the regal Thoughts
Wherewith I reign’d¢ I hardly yet have learn’d
To infinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my Khnee.
Give Sorrow leave a while, to return me
To this Submiffion, . Yet I will remember
The favours of thefeMen: Were they not mine?
Did they not fometime ery, All hail to me?

So Fudas did to Chrift: But he in twelve,

Found truth in all, but one; I, in twelve thoufand, none:
God fave the King : Will no Man fay, 4men.

And I both Prieft and Clark? Well then, dmen.

God fave the King, although I be not he:

And yet Amen, if Heav’n do think him me.

To do what Service, am I fent for hither?

Tork, To do that Office of thine own good Will,
Which tired Majefty did make thee offer:

The Refignation of thy State and Crown
To Henry Bullingbroke.

K. Rich.Give me the Crown ; Here Coufin, feize the Crown:
Here Coufin, on this fide my Hand, on that fide thine.
Now is this Golden Crown like a deep Well,

That owes two Buckets, filling one another,
The emptier ever dancing in the Air,

(

The
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The other down, unfier, and full of Water:

That Bucket down, and full of Tears am I, )

Drinking my Griefs, whillt you mount up on high.
Bulling. 1 thoughr you had been willing to refign.
K. Rich, My Crown I am, but ftill my Gricfs are mine:

You may my Glories, and my State depofe,

But not my Griefs; ftill am I King of thofé.’.

Bualling. Part of your Cares you give me with your Crown,
K. R:ch. Your Cares fet up, do not pluck my Cares down,

My Care, is lofs of Care, by old Care done,

Your Care, is gain of Cire, by new Care won.

The Cares I give, T have, though given away,

They tend the Crown, yet flill with me they flay.

Bulling. Are you contented to refign the Crown?
K. Richs 1 no; no I, for I muft nothing be:

Therefore no, no, for I refign to thee.

Now, mark me how' I will undo my felf ;

I give this heavy Weight from off my Head,

And this unwieldy Scepter from my Hand,

"Fhe pride of Kingly fway from out my Heart,

With mine own Tears I wath away my blame,

With mine own Hands I give away my Crown,

With mine own Tongue deny my facred State,

With mine own Breath releafe all dutious Oaths 3

All Pemp and Majefty I do forfwear:

My Manors, Rents, Revenues, I forgo;

My A&s, Decrees, and Starutes I deny :

God pardon all Oaths-that are broke to me,

God keep all Vows unbroke are made to thee.

Make m¢, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d

And thou with.all pleas®d, that haft al] atchiev’d

Long may’ftthou live in Richard’s Seat to fit,

And foon lye Richard in an Earthy Pit.

God fave King Henry, un-king'd Richard fays,

And fend him many Years of Sun-fhine Days.

What more remains?

North. No more; but thit you read

Thefe. Accufations, and thefe grievous Crimes

Committed by your Perfon, and your Followers,

Againlt the Stateand Profit of this Lands

2

That
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That by confefling them, the Souls of Men
May deem that you are worthily depos’d.

K. Rich. Muft I do {02 And muft I ravel out
My weav'd-up Follies 2 Gentle Northumberland,
If thy Offences were upon Record,

" Would it not fhame thee, in fo fair a Troop,

To read a Le&ure of chem 2 If thou would’ft,

There thould’ft thou find one heinous Article,

U Containing the depofing of a King,
W And cracking the ftrong Warrant of an Oath,

Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the Book of Heav'n,
Nay, all of you, that ftand and look upon me,
Whilft that my wretchednefs doth bait my felf,
Though fome of you, with Pilate wath your Hands,
Shewing an outward Pity : Yer you Pilates
Have here delivered me to my fower Crofs,
And Water cannot wath away your Sia.
North. My Lord, difpatch, read o’er thefe Articles:
K. Rich. Mine Eyes are full of Tears, I cannot fee s
‘And yet Sale-water blinds them not fo much,
But they can fec a fort of Traitors here.
Nay, if I turn mine Eyes upon my felf,
I find my felf a Traitor with the reft:
For I have given here my Soul’s confent,
T'undeck the pompous Body of a King;
Made Glory bafe; aSoveraign, a Slave;
Proud Majefty, a Subje; State, a Peafant.
Nerth. My Lord.

' K\ Rich. No Lord of thine, thou haught-infulting Mans
No, nor no Man’s Lord : I have no Name, no Title;
No, not that Name was given me at the Font,

But ’tis ufurpt. Alack the heavy Day,

That T have worn fo many Winters out,

And know not now, what Name to call my felf.

Oh, that I were a Mockery, King of Snow,

Standing before the Sun of Bullingbroke,
To melt my felf away in Water-dropss ‘
Good King,great King,and yet not greatly good,| 7% Bulling,
And if my word be Sterling yet in England
Let it command a Mirror hither ftreight,
That it may thew me what a Face I have, :

It Vor Il R Since
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Since it is Bankrupt of his Majcity.
Bulling. Go fome of you, and fetcha Looking~Glafs,
North. Read o’er this Paper, while the Glafs doth come,
K. Rich. Fiend, thou torment'{t me, €'er I come to Hell,
Bulling. Urge it no more, my Lord Northumberland,
Noreh. The Commons will not then be fatisfy’d.
K. Rich. They fhall be farisfy’d: I’ll read enough,
When I do fee the very Book indeed,
W here all my Sins are writ, and that’s my felf.
Enter one with a Glafs.
Give me that Glafs, and therein will I read.
No deeper wrinkles yet 2 Hath Sorrow ftruck
Somany blows upon this Face of mine,
And made no deeper Wounds? Oh flat’ring Glafs,
Like to my Followers in Profperity,
Thou doft beguileme.  Was this Face, the Face,
That every Day ucder his Houfhold-roof
Did keep ten thoufind Men 2 Was this the Face;
That like the Stin did make Beholders wink 2
Is this the Fice, which fac'd fo many Follies,
Thar was at laft out-fac’d by Builingbroke?
A brittle Glory fhineth in this Face,
As brittle as the Glory, is the Face,
For there it is, cracke:.in'an hundred Shivers
Mark, filent King, the Moral of this fport,
How foon my Sorrow hath deftroy’d my Face.
Bulling. The Shadow of your Sorrow hath deftroy’d
The Shadow of your Face.
K. Rich: Say that againe
The Shadow of my Sorrow! ha, let’s fee,
*Tis very true, my Grief lyes all within,
And thefe external Manners of Laments
Are meerly Shadows to the unfcen Grief,
"T'hat {wells with filence in the tortur'd Soul
There lyes the Subftance: And I thank thee, XKing,
fic thy great Bounty, that not only giv'it 3
Me Caufe to wail, but teacheft me the way
Tiow to lament the Caufe, Pl beg ove boon,
And then be gone, and trouble you ne more,
Shall I obtain it? T ;

Ballings”
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Bulling. Name it, fair Coufin.
K. Richs Fair Coufin ! I am greater than a King:
For when I was a King, my Flatterers
Were then but Subje&s; being now a Subje&,
I have a Kifg here to my Flatterer:
Being {o great, I have no need to beg,
Bulling. Yet ask.
K. Rich. And fhall I have?
Bulling, You fhall.
K. Rich. Then give me leave to go.
Bulling. W hither 2
K. Rich. Whither you will, fo I were from your fight,
Bulling. Go fome of you, convey him to the Tower.
K. Rieh. Oh good ; convey: Conveyers are youall,
That rife thus nimbly by a true King’s fall.
Bulling. On Wedne[day next we folemnly fet down
Our Coronation : Lords, prepare your felves. i
[ Ex. all bur Abbot, Bifhap of Carlifle and Aumerle:
Abbat. A woful Pageant have we here beheld.
Bifbop. The wo’s to ‘come, the Children yet unborn;
Shall feel this Day as fharp to them as Thorn,
Aum. You holy Clergy-men, is there no Plot
To rid the Realm of thispernicious Rlot ?
Abbot, Before I freely fpeak my Mind herein;
You thall not only take the Sacrement,
To bury mine Intents, but alfo to effe&
Whatever I fhall happen to devife.
I fee your Brows are full of Difcontent;
Your Hearts of Sorrow, and your Eyes of Teats,
Come home with me to Supper, I'l] lay a Plot -
Shall thew us all a merry Day. [ Exeitn?,

[

AT "SCENET

Eater Queen and Ladies,

_Qm.THIS way the King will come : This is the way
To Fulins Cefar’s ill-ere@ed Tower,

To whole flint Bofom, my condemned Lord i
T K2 S Is
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Ts doom’d a Prifoner, by proud Bullingbroke. L
Here ler ns reft, if this Rebellious Earth 7
Have any refting for her true King's Queen.
Enter King Richard and Gasards.
But foft, but fee, or rather do not fee,
My fiir Rofe wither; yet look up; behold;
That you in pity may diffolve to Dew,
And wafh him frefh again with true-love T ears.
Thou the M dcl, whereold Troydid ftind, L 70 K.Richs
Thou, Msp of Honour, thou King Richard’s Tomb,
And not King Richard ; thou moft beauteous Inn,
Why fhould bhard-favour'd Grief be lodg’d in thee,
When Triumph is become an Ale-houfe Gueft 2
K. Rich. Join not with Grief, fair Waman, do not fo,
To make my End too fudden: Learn, good Soul,
To think our former State a happy Dream,
From which awak'd, the truth of what we are
Shews us but this. Iam fworn Brother, Sweet,
To grim Neceffity ; and he and I
Will keep a League “ull death, High thee to France,
And Cloifter thee in fome Religious Houfe;
Our holy Lives mult win a new World’s Crown,
Which our prophane Hours here have ftricken down,
Queen. What, is my Richard both in Shape and Mind
Transform’d and weakened?2 Hath Bullingbroke
Deposd thine Intellect? Hath he been in thy Heart?
The Lion dying thrufteth forth his Paw,
And wounds the Earth, if nothing elfe, with rage
Tobe o'er-power’d : And wile thou, Pupil-like,
Take thy Corre&ion mildly, kifs the Rod,
And fawb on Rage with bafe Humility,
Which ast 2 Lion and a King of Beafts?
K. Rich. A King of Beafts indeed; if ought but Beafls;
1 had been ftilla happy King of Men.
Good, fometime, Queen prepare. thee hence for Framce ;
Think T am dead, and that even here thou tak'ft,
As from my Death-bed, my laft-living leave.
In Winters tedious Nights fic by the Fire
With geod old Folks, and let them tell thee Tales
Of woful Ages, long ago betide:
And er thou bid gocd-night, to quit their Grief;

»
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Tell thou the lamentable fall of me,
And fend the Hearers weeping to their Beds:
For why 2 The fenfelefs Brands will fympathize
The heavy accent of thy moving Tongue,
And in compaflion‘weep the Fire out:
And fome will mourn in Afhes, fome coal-black,
For the depofing of a rightful King.
Enter Northumberland.

Arth, My Lords the mind of Ballingbrake is chang’d,
You muft to Pomfret, not unto the Tower,
And, Madam, there is order ta’en for you:
With ali fwift {peed, you muft away to France.

K. Rich, Northumberlandy thou Ladder wherewithal
The mounting Bullingbroke ¢fcends my Throne,
The time fhall not be many Hours of Age,

More than it is, e’er foul Sin, gathering head,

Shall break into Corruption; thou fhalt think,
Though he divide the Realm, and give the half,
It is too little, helping him to all:
And he fhall think, that thou which know’ft the way
To plant unrightful Kings, wilt know agdin,
Being nc’er fo little urg’d, another way,
To pluck him headlong from thufurped Throne.
The Love of wicked Friends converts to Fear ;
That Eear to Hare ; and Hate turns one, or both,
To worthy Danger, and deferved Death.
North, My Guilt be on my Head, and there’s'an end.
Talke leave, and part, for you muft part forthwith.
K. Rich. Doubly divorc’d? Bad Men, ye violate
A two-fold Marriage; twixt my Crown and me 3
And then betwixt me and my married Wife.
Let me unkifs the Oath, *twixe thee and me: [ Torhe Oneen.
And yet not fo, for with a kifs *twas made.
Part us, Northumberland: 1, towards the North,
Where fthivering Cold and Sicknefs pines the Clime:
My Queen to France; from whence, fet forth ino Pomp,
She came zdorned hither like fwect AMagp,
Sent back like Hollowmali, or fhorteflt Day.
Queen. And muft we be divided ? Muft we part?
K.Rich, Ay, Hand from Hand, my Love, and Heart from
Queen. Banifh us both, and fend the King with me. [Heart,

K3 North
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MNorth. That were fome Love, but little Policy.

Queen, T hen whither he gocs, thither ler me go.

K. Rich. So two together weeping, make one wo.
Weep thou for me in France; | tor thee here ¢
Better far off than near, be ne’er the near.
Go, count thy w2y with Sighs, I mine with Groans,

So lonoeft way, fhall have the longeft Moans,

K. Rich. Twicefor one ftep 'l groan, the way being fhort,
And piece the way out with a heavy Heart,
in wooing Sorrow let's be brief,
7 it, there is fuch length in Grief:
Orne Kifs (hall fop our Mouths, and dumbly part;
Thus give T miae, and thus take 1 thy Heart. [ 7hey kifs,

Quecen. Give me mine own gain; *twere no good Part,
To take on me to keep, and kill chy Heare.
So, now d have m.nc own again, be gone, [Kifs againe
That I may firive to kill it with a Gro:n,

K. Rich., We make W > wanton wit! this fond delay «
Once more adicu ; the icft let Sorrow fay. [Exenn,

SCENE H

Enter York and bis Dutchefs,

Daurch. My Lord, you told me you would tell the reft,

When weeping made you breik the S ory off,

Of our two Coufins coming into London. :
York., Where did 1 leave? »
Datch. At that fad ftop, my Lord,

Where rude mifs-govern’d Hands, from Windows tops,

Threw Dult and Rubbifh on King Richard’s Head.

Tork, Then, as I faid, the Duke, great Bullingbroke,

Mounted upon a hot and fiery Steed,

Which his afpiring Rider feem’d to know,

With flow, but ftately Pace, kept on his Courfe :

While all Tongues cry’d, God fave thee, Bnl[ing_éroé;.

You would have thought the very Wirdows {pake,

So many greedy Looks of young and old,

Through Calements darted their defiring Evyes

Upon his Vifage; and that all the Walls

With




of King Richard™E 11171
With painted Imagery had faid at once,

efu preferve thee, welcome Bullingbroke.
Whilft he, from one fide to the other turning,
Bare-headed lower than his proud Steed’s Neck,
Befpoke them thus; I thank you, Country-men;
And thus ftill doing, thus he paft along. 2
" Dutch, Alus! poor Richard, where nides he that whilft 2
i York. Asin a Theatre, the Eyes of Men,
After a well-grac’'d AQor leaves the Stage,
Are idlely bent on him that enters next,
Thicking his prattle to be tedious :
~ Evenfo, or with much more contempt, Mens Eyes,
4} Did fcowle on Richard ; no Man cry’d, God fave him:
No joyful Toogue gave him his welcome home,
| But Daft was thrown upon his Sacred Head,
Jit. Which with fuch gentle Sorrow he fhock off,
His Face {till combating with Tears and Smiles,
ly: The Badges of his Grief and Patience,
ks That had not God, for fome ftrong purpofe, fteel’d
The Hearts of Men, they muft perforce have melted,
And Barbarifm it felf have pitied him.,
But Heav’n hath a Hand in thefe Events,
To whofe high Will we bournd our calm Contents,
To Bullingbroke are we fworn Subjccts now,
i Whofe State, and Honour, I for aye allow,
Enter Aumerle.
Dutch. Here comes my Son Aumerle,
' York. Aumerle that was,
But that is loft, for beipg Richard’s Fricnd.
And, Madam, youmuft call bim Rutlasd now:
I am in Parliament pledge for his Truth,
And lafting Fealty in the new.made King.
Dutch. Welcome my Son; who are the Violets now,
That ftrew the green Lap of the new-come Spring?
Anm. Madam, I know not, nor1 greatly care,
God knows I had as lief be none, a30ne,
York. Well, bear you well in this new-{prin
Leaft you be cropt before you come to prime.
What News from Oxford2 Hold thefe Juftsard Triumphs 2
Awm. For ought I know, my Lord, they do. 3
York., You will be there I know.

i "
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<Aum. If God prevent me not, I purpofe fo.
Zorks What Seal is that that hangs without thy Bofom ?
Yea, look’ft thou pale? Let me fee the Writing.
Axm. My Lord, ’tis nothing.
Tork. No matter then who fees it.
I will be fatisfied, let me fee the Writing,
um. 1 do befeech your Grace to pardon me,
It is a matter of {mall Confequence,
Which for fome Reafons I would not have feen.
Tork. Which for fome Reafons, Sir, I mean to fee;
I fear, Ifear,
Dasch. What fhould you fear?
"T'is nothing but fome Bond, that he is enter’d into
For gay Apparel, againft the Triumph.
Tork, Bound to himfelf¢ What doth he with a RBond
That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a Fool,
Boy, let me fee the Writing.
<dum, 1 do befeech you pardon me, I may not fhew ite
Tork, I will be fatisfied, let me fec it, I fay.
[ Snatches ity and reads,
Treafon! foul Treafon! Villain, T'raitor, Slave.
Dantch. What’s the matter, my Lord ?
Zork. Hoa, who’s within there ¢ Saddle my Horfe,
Heav’n for his Mercy; what Treachery is here 2
Dutch. Why, what is’t, my Lord ?
York, Give me my Boots I fay ; faddle my Horfe
Now by my Honour, my Life, my Troth,
I will appeach the Villain,
Dntch. What is the matter 2
York, Peacg, foolith Woman.
Durch. 1 will not peace: What is the matter, Son?
<Awm. Good Mother be content, it is no more
Than my poor Life muft anfwer.
Dautch, Thy Life anfwer !
Enter Servant with Boots.
York, Bring my Boots, I will unto the King. .
Dach. Strike him, Aumerle, Poor Boy, thou art amaz’d,
Hence Villain, never more come in my Sight. :
Torks ‘Give me my Boots, I fiy.
Durch, Why, York, what wilt thou do ?
Wilt thou not hide the Trefpafs of thine own?
Have we more Sons? Or are we like to have ?

Tisf
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Is not my teeming date drunk up with Time?
And wilt thou pluck my fair Son from mine Age,
And rob me of a happy Mother’s Name?¢
Is he not like thee? Is he not thine own$
York. Thou fond mad Woman,
Wilt thou conceal this dark Confpiracy ?
A dozen of them here have ta’en the Sacrament,
And interchangeably have fet their Hands
To kill the King at Oxford.
Dutch. He fhall be nores
We'll keep him here; then what is that to him 2
York. Away fond Woman, were he twenty times my
Son, 1 would appeach him.
Durch. Hadft thou groan’d for him as I have done,
Thou wouldft be more pitiful :
But now I know thy Mind; thou doft fufpeét
That I have been difloyal to thy Bed,
And that he is a Baftard, pot thy Son:
Sweet 2ork, fweet Husband, be not of that mind:
He is as like thee, as a Man may be,
Nor like te me, nor any of my Kin,
And yet I love him,
Tork. Make way, unruly Woman, [ Exir,
Dutch. After, Anmerle. Mount thee upon his Horfe,
Spur poft, and get before him to the King,
And beg thy Pardon, e’er he do accufe thee.
T'll not be long behind ; though I be old,
Idoubt not but to ride as faft as York:
And never will I rife up from the Ground,
> Till Bullingbroke have pardon’d thee. Away, be gone. [ Exe,

SHCE N -E:HIL

Enter Bullingbroke, Percy, and other Lords.

Bulling. Can no Man tell of my unthrifty Son2
*Tis full three Months fince I did fce him laft.
If any Plague hang over us, ’tis he:
I would to Heav'n, my Lords, he might bé found,

Enquire at Londor, *mong(t the Taverns theres
For
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For there, they fay, he daily doth frequent,
With unreftrained loofe Companions
Even fuch, they fay, as ftand in narrow Lanes,
And rob our Warch, and beat our Paflengers,
Which he, young, wanton, and effeminite Boy,
Takes on the point of Honour, to fupport
So diffolute a Crew.
Percy. My Lord, fome two Days fince T faw the Pririce;
And told him of thele Triumphs held at Oxford. §
Bulling. And whart {aid the Gallant?
Percy. His Anfwer was; he would untothe Stews,
And from the common’ft Creature pluck a Glove
And wear it as a Favour, and with that
He would unhorfe the luftieft Challenger.
Balling. Asdiflolute as defp’rate, yet throughboth
1 {ce fome fparks of better hope; which ¢lder Days
May happily bring forth, But who comes here 2
Ewmer Aumerle.
Anum. Where is the King?
Bulling. W hat means our Coufin, that he ftares
And looks fo wildly?
Aum. God fave your Grace. T do befeech your Majefty
To have fome confcrence with your Grace alone.
Balling, Withdraw your {cdves, and leave us here alone:
What is the matter with our Coufin now ?
Aum. For ever may my Knees growtothe Earth, [ Kneelss
My Tongue cleave to my Roof within ‘'my Mouth,
Unlefs a Pardon, €'er I rife or fpeak.
Bulling. Tntendcd or committed was this Fault 2
If on the firlt, how heinous €er it be,
To win thy after-love I pardon thee,
- dwum. Then give me leave that I may turn the Key,
That no Man enter *till the Tale be done.
Bulling. Have thy defice. [ York within,
York. My Liege beware, look to thy fIf, :
Thou haft s Traitor in thy Prefence there.
Bulling. Villatr, I’ll make thee {afe.
Awm, Stay thy revengefal Hand, thou haft no caufe to fears
York. Openthe Door, fecure (coi-hardy King s
Shajl I for love fpeak Treafon to thy Face?
Opén the Door, or I will break it open,
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Enter York.
Bulling. What is the matter, Uncle, {peak, recover breath,
Tell us how near is danger,
That we may arm us to encounter it.
Tork. Perufe this Writing here, and thou fhalt know
The reafon that my hafte forbids me thow.
_ Awm. Remember as thou read ft, thy Promife paft:
I do repent me, read not my Name there,
My Heart is not confederate with my Hand.
York. It was, Villain, e’er thy Hand did fet it down,
I tore 1t from the Traitor’s Bofom, King.
Fear, and not Love, begets his Penitence ;
Forget to pity him, left thy Pity prove
A Serpent, that will fling thee to the Heart.
Bulling. Oh heinous, firong, and bold Confpiracy?
O loyal Father of a treacherous Sons
Thou (heer, immaculate, and Silver Fountain,
From whence this Stream, through muddy Paffages
Hath had his Current, and defil'd himfilf,
Thy oveiflow of good, conver:s to bad,
And thine abundant goodnefs fhall excufe
This deadly blot, in thy digreffing Son.
York. 8o fhall my Virtue be his Vice's Bawd,
And he fhall fpend mine Honour with his Shame ;
As thriftlefs Sons their fcraping Father’s Gold.
Mine Honour lives when his Difhonour dies,
Or my (ham’d Life in his Difhonour lyess
Thou kill'ft me in his Life, giving him breath,
The Traitor lives, the true Man’s put to Death,
: [Datchefs within,
Dutch. What ho, ‘my Licge! for Heav'ns fike lct me in.
Bulling. What thrill-voic’d Suppliant makes this cager cry
Durch. A Woman, and thine Aunr, great King, us I,
Speak with me, pity me, open the Door,
A Beggar begs, that never begg’d before.
Bulling. Our Scene is alter'd from a ferious thing,
And ngw chang’d to the Beggar, and the King:
My dangerous Coufin, let your Mother in,
I know fhe’s com= to pray for your foul Sin.
Tork, If thou do pardon, wh foever pray,
More Sins for this forgivenfs, sprofper mav,
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This fefter’d Joint cut off the reft refts found,
This let alone, will all the reft confound.
Enter Dutchefs.
Dutch. © King, believe not this hard-hearted Man,
Love, loving not it {elf, none other can,
York. Thou frantick Woman, what doft thou do here?
Shall thy old Dugs once more a Traitor rear?
Dutch. Sweet Torkbe patient ; hear me gentle Liege. [ Kneels
Bulling. Rifeup, good Auat.
Dwmsch. Not yet, I thee befeech ;
For ever will I kneel upon my Knees,
And never fee Day that the happy fees,
*Till thou give Joy, until thou bid me Joy,
By pardoning Ratland, my tranfgrefling Boy.
_Aum. Unto my Mother’s Prayers, | bend my Koee. [ Kaeels,
Tork. Againft themboth, my true Joints bended be. | Kneels,
Dautch. Pleads he in earneft? Look upon his Faces
His Eyes do drop no Tears, his Prayers are in jeft;
His Words come from his Mouth, ours from our Breafts:
He prays but faintly, and would be deny’d;
We pray with Heart and Soul, and all befide.
His weary Joints would gladly rifes I know;
Our Knees fhall kneel, ’tll to the Ground they grow,
His Prayers are full of falfe Hypocrifie,
Ours of true Zeal, and decp Integrity :
Our Prayers do out-pray his, then let them have
That Mercy, which true Prayers ought to have,
Bulling. Good Aunt ftand up.
Dutch. Nay, do not fay ftand up,
But pardon firft, and afterwards ftand up.
And if I were thy Nurfe, thy Tongue to teach,
Pardon fhould be the firft Word of thy Speech.
1 never long’d to hear a Word ’till now :
Say pardon, King, let pity teach thee how.
The Word is thort, but not fo fhost as {weets
No Word like Pardon, for Kings Mouths fo meet.
York. Speak it in French, Kiog, {ay Pardon'ne mays
Dutch. Doft thou teach Pardon, Pardon to deftroy?
Ahmy fowre Husband, my hard-hearted Lord, )
That fee'ft the Word it felf, againil the Word.
%ocak Pardon as 'tis currant ingouiland,

The
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The chopping French we do not underftand.
Thine Eye begins to fpeak, fet thy Tongue there:
Or in thy piteous Heart, plant thou thine Ear,
That hearing how our Plaints and Prayers do pierce,
Pity may move thee, Pardon to rehearfe.
Bulling. Good Aunt {tand up.
Datch. 1 do not fue to ftand,
Pardon is all the Suit I have in hand.
Bulling. 1 pardon him, as Heav'n (hall pardon me.
Dutch, O happy Vantage of a knecling Knee;
Yet am I fick for Fear; fpeak it again,
Twice faying Pardon, doth not pardon twain,
But makes one¢ Pardon ftrong.
Bulling. T pardon him with all my Heart.
Dutch. A God on Earth thou art.
Bulling. But for our trufty Brother-inslaw, the Abbot,
With all the reft of that conforted Crew,
Deftru@ion fireight thall dog them ac the Heels.
@ood Uncle help to order feveral Powers
To Oxford, or where-¢’er thefe Traitors are:
They fhall not live within this World, I fwear,
But 1 will have thenf once know where.
Uncle farewel, and Counfin adieu;
Your Mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true.
Dutch. Come my old Son, I pray Heav’n make thee new.
[ Exesnnz.
Enter Exton and a Servant.
Exton. Didft thou not markthe King what Words he {pake?
Have I no Friend will rid me of this living Fear.
Wasit not fo?
Serv. Thofe were his very Words.
Exton. Hdve T no Friend? quoth he; he pake it twice,
And urg'd it twice together ; did he not?
Serv, He did.
Exton. And fpeaking it, he wiftly look'd on me,
As who fhall fay, T would thou wert the Man
That would divorce this Terror from my Heart;
Meaning the King at Pomfres. Come, let’s go,
I am the King’s Friend, and will rid his Foe.
AT ' [Exennt.
£3 - . SCENE
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SCENE 1IV. " 4 P

Enter King Richard.
K, Rich. T have been ftudying, how to compare
This Prifon where I live, unto the World;
And for becavfe the World is populous,
And here is not a Creature but my felf,
I cannot do it; yet I’ll hammer’t out,
My Brain, V'll prove the Female to my Soul,
My Soul, the Father; and thefe two beget
A Generation of {till breeding Thoughts;
And thefe fame Thoughts people this little World
In Humours, like the People of this World,
For no Thought is contented. The better Sort,
As Thoughts of things divine, are intermixt
W ith Scruples, and do fet the Faith it felf .
Againft the Faith; as thus; come little ones; and then again,
Tt is as hard to come, as for a Camel
To thread the Poftern of a Necedle’s Eye,
Thoughts tending to Ambition they do plot
Unlikely Wonders; how thefe vain weak Nails
May tear a Paflage through the flinty Ribs
Of this hard World, my ragged Prifon Walls:
And for they cannot, dic¢ in their own Pride,
Thoughts tending to Content, flatter themfelves,
‘That they are not the firft of Fortune’s Slaves,
‘Nor fhall not be the laft, Like filly Beggars,
Who fitting in the Stocks, refufe their Shame
That many have, and others muft fit there;
And 1n this Thought, they find a kind of Eafe;
Bearing their own Misfortune on the Back
Of {uch as have before endur’d the like,
Thus play I in one Prifon, many People,
And none contented. = Sometimes am I King,
Then Treafon makes me wilh my felf 3 Beggar,
And fo I am. Then crufhing Penury -
Perfuades me, T was better when a King;
Then am I king’d again; and by and by,
Thiok that I am unkiog’d by Bullingbroke,
And
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And ftreight am nothing., But whar-c’er I am, [ Mufick:

Nor I, nor any Man, that but Man is,
With nothing fhall be pleas’d, ’till he be eas’d
With being nothing. Mufick dp I hear?
Ha, ha; keep time: How fower fweet Mufick is,
When time is broke, and no Proportion kept?
So is it in the Mufick of Mens Lives;
And here have I the Daintinefs of Ear,
To hear time broke in a diforder’d String;
But for the Concord of my State and Time,
Had not an Ear to hear my true time broke.
I wafted Time, and now doth Time wafte me.
For now hath Time made me his numbring Clock:
My Thoughts are Minutes; and with Sighs they jar,
Their Watches to mine Eyes, the outward Watch,
Whereto my Finger, like a Dial’s Point,
Is pointing ftill, in cleanfing them from Tears.
Now, Sir, the Sound that tells what Hour it is,
Are clamorous Groans, that ftrike upon my Heart,
Which is the Bell; foSighs, and Tears, and Groans,
Shew Minutes, Hours, and Times: O but my Time
Runs pofting on, in Bullingbroke's proud Joy,
While I ftand fooling here, his Jack o’th’ Clocks
This Mufick mads me, let it found no more;
For though it have holp mad Men to their Wits,
In me it feems, it will make wife Men mad.
Yet bleffing on his Heart that gives it me,
For ’tisa Sign of Love 3 and Love to Richard,
Is a ftrange Brooch, in this all-hating World.
Enter Groom.
Groom. Hail, royal Prince.
K, Rech, Thanks, noble Peer.
The cheapeft of us, is ten Groats too dear.
What art thou? and how com’ft thou hither,
Liere no Man ever comes, but that {ad Dog
That brings me Food, to make Misfortuse live 2
Groom. 1 wasa poor Groom of thy Srable, King,
When thou wert King, whotravelling towards Zorks
With much ado, at length hav: gotten Leave,
ZTolook upon my, fometimés Royal, Mafter’s Face.
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O how it yearn’d my Heart, when I beheld
In London Streets, that Coronation Day ;
W hen Bwllingbroke rode on roan Barbary ;
That Horfe, that thou fo often haft beftride;
That Horfe, that I fo carefully have drefs'd.
K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary2 Tell me; gentle Friend,
How went he under him?
Groom. So proudly, asif he had difdain’d the Ground.
K. Rich. So proud, that Ballingbroke was on his Back;
That Jade hath eat Bread from my royal Hand.
This Hand hath made him proud with clapping him.
Would he not ftumble2 Would he not fall down,
Since Pride muft have a fall, and break the Neck
Of that proud Man, that did ufurp his Back 2
Forgivenefs, Horfe; why do I rail on thee,
Since thou, created to be aw’d by Man,
Waft born to bear? I was not made a Horfe,
And yet 1bear a Burthen like an Afs,
Spur-gall’d, and tyr’d by jauncing Bullingbroke.
Enter Keeper with a Difb.
Keep. Fellow, give Place, here is no longer ftay.
[ To the Groom.
K. Rich. If thou love me, ’tis time thou wert away.
Groom.What my Tongue dares not, that my Heart fhall fay.
[ Exit,
Keep. My Lord, will’t pleafe you to fall to?
K. Rich, Tafte of it firft, as thou wert wont to do.
Keep, My Lord, I dare not; Sir Pierce of Exton,

Who lately came from th’ King, commands the contrary.
K. Kich, The Devil take Henry of Lancaffer, and thee;
Patience is ftale, and I am weary of it. | Bearsthe Keepers

Keep. Help, help, help.
Enter Exton and Servants.
K. Rich. How now ? What means Death inthis rude A Tault?
Villain, thine own Hand yields thy Deaths Inftrument;
Go thou and fil] another Room in Hell,
[Exton ffrikes bim dewn.
That Hand fhall burn in never-quenching Fire,
That ftaggers thus my Perfon.  Exton, thy fierce Hand,
Hath with-the King’s Blood ftain’d the King’s owa Land.
Mount, mount my Soul, thy Seat is up on high,
W hilft
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Whillt my grofs Fleth finks downward hereto die. - [ Dies.
Exton. As full of Valour as of Royal Blood,

Both have I fpile: Oh would the Deed were good;

For now the Devil that told me I did well,

Says, that this Deed is chronicled in Hell.

This dead King to the living King I'll bear, =

Take hence the reft, and give them burial heres | Excunt,

e E N R R

Flowrifh : Enter Bullingbroke, York, with other Lords and
Artendants,

Bulling. Uncle!Tork, the lateft News we hear,
Is that the Rebels have confumm’d with Fire
Our Town of Gicefter in=Gloncefter fLire;
But whether they be ta’en or flain, we hear not.
Enter Northumberland.
Welcome my Lord: What is the News?
North. Firlt:to thy ficred State with I all Happinefs;
The next News is, 1 have to Zoxden {ent
The Heads of Salisburyy Spewcers: Blant and Kent,
The manner of their taking may appear
At large difcourfed in this Paper here. [ P/¢fenting a Papers
Bulling. We thank thee, gentlé Percy, for thy Pains,
And to thy Worth will add right worthy Gaiaos.
Enter Fitz-water.
Fitz. My Lord, I havefrom Qxford fent to London
The Heads of Broccas, and Sir Benner Seely;
Two of the dangerous conforted Traitors,

' That fought at Oxford thy dire Overthrow,

Bulling. Thy Pains, Fitz-water, fhall not be forgot,

‘Right noble is thy Merit, well I wot.

=

ik

i

Enter Percy and the Bifbop of Carlifle.

Percy. The grand Confpirator dbber of Weftminflery
With clog of Confcience, and four Melancholly,
Hath yielded up! his Body to the Grave;
But here is Carlifle, living to abide
Thy kingly Doom, and Sentence of his Pride.

Bulling. Carlifle, this is your Doom:
Chufe out fome fecret Place, fome reverend Room

U (I L Mere
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More than thou haft, and with it joy thy felfs .
So as thou liv'ft in Peace, die free from Strife.
For though mine Enemy thou hafl ever been,
High Sparks of Honour in thee I have feen.
Enter Exton with a Caffin.
Exton. Great King, within this Cofhin I prefent
Thy bury’d Fear. Herein all breathlefs lyes
The mightieft of thy greateft Enemies,
Richard of Bowrdeanx by me hither brought.
Bulling. Exton 1 thank thee not, for thou haft wrought
‘A Deed. of Slaughter with thy fatal Hand,
Upon my Head, and all this famous Land.
Exton. From your own Mouth, my Lord, did I this Deed.
Bulling. They love not Poifon, that do Poifon need;
Nor do I thee, though I did wifh him dead;
I hate the Murtherer, love him murthered.
The Guilt of Confcience take thou for thy Labour,
But neither my good Word, nor princely Favour.

With Cuin go wander through the Shades of Night, ¢

And never fhew thy Head by Day, nor Light.
Lords, I proteft my Soul is full of Wo,

That Blood fhould fpinkle me, and make me grow.
Come mourn with me, for that I do lament,

And put on fullen Black incontinent:

I’ll make a Voyage to the Holy-Land,

To wafh this Blood off from my guilty Hand.
March fadly after, grace my Mourning here,

In weeping after this untimely Bier. [Exctint. omniss |
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With the Life :nd Death of

Hexry Sirnamed Hor-Spur.

B CT1 SCENEE

& Enter King Henry, Lord John of Lancafter, Ear?
of Weltmorland, azd otbers.

King HENRY,.

=5]O (haken as we ire, fo wan with Care,
=] Find we a timefor frighted Peace to pant,
And breathe fhort winded accents of new
Broils :
To be commencd in Stronds afar remote:
No more the tlirfty Entrails of this Soil
Shall damb Ker Lips with her own Childrens Bloods
No more fhall trenching War channel her Fields,
Nor bruife her Flowrets with the armed Hoofs
Of Hoftile Paces. Thofe oppofed Eyes,
Which like the Meteors of a troubled Heav’n,
il of one Narure, of one Subttance bred,
d lately mect in the inteftine thock,
L3
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‘And furious clofe of civil Butchery,
Shall now in mutual well-befeeming Ranks
March all ene way, and be no more oppos'd
Againft Acquaintance, Kindred, and Allies ;
The edge of War, like an ill-theathed Knife,
No more fhall cut his Mafter. Therefore, Friends,
As far as 10 the Sepulchre of Chrift,
Whofe Soldier now, under whofe bleffed Crofs
We are imprefled, and engag’d to fight,
Forthwith a Power of Englifh thall we levy,
Whofe Arms were moulded in their Mother’s Womb
To chafe thefe Pagans in thofe holy Fields,
Over whofe Acres walk’d thofe blefled Feet
Which fourteen hundred Years ago were mil’d
For our Advantage on the bitter Crofs.
But this our purpofe isa Twelvemonth old,
And bootlefs ’tis to tell you we will go:
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear
Of you my gentle Coufin Weftmorland,
What yefternight our Council did decre,
In forwarding this dear’ Expedience.

Weff. My Licge, this hafte was hot in queltion,
‘And many limits_of the Charge fet down
Bue yefternight: When all athwart there came
A Poft from Wales, loaden with heavy News;
Who'e worlt was, that the noble Mortimer,
Leading the Men of Hereford bire to fighe
Againft the irregular and wild Glesdover,
Was by the rude Hands of that el /bman taken,
And a thoufand of his People butcheied; :
Upon whofe dead Corps there was fuch mifufe,
Such beaft'y, thamelefs Transformation,
By thofe Welfbwomen done, as may not be,
Without much fhame, re-told or {poken of,

K. Henry. It feems then, that the tidings of this Broil

Brake off our Bufine(s for the Holy Land,

Weff. This, match with other like ; my gracious Lord,

Far more uneven and unwelcome News
Came from the North, and thus ir did report :
©On Holy-rood Day. the gallaot Hor-fpar there,

Young :
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Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald,
That ever-valiant and approved Scoz,
At Holmedon met, where they did fpend
A fad and bloody Hour:
my difcharge of their Artillery

fhape of likelihood the News was told :
For he that brought them, in the very Heat
And pride of their Contention, did take Horle,
Uncertain of the Iffue any way.

K. Henry. Here is a dear and true induftrious Friend,

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his Horfe,

- Stain’d with the variation of each Soil,

Betwixt the Holmedon, and this Seat- of ours:

And he hath brought us fmooth and welcome News,
The Earl of Dowglas is difcomfited,

Ten thoufand bold Scors, two and twenty Knights
Balk’d in their own Blood did Sir Wilker fee

On Holmedon’s Plains, Of Prilorers, Hot-[pur took
Mordake Ear] of Fife, and eldeft Son

To beaten Dowglas, and the Earl of Arhol,

“ . Of Murry, Angns, and Menteirh.

9

And is not this an Honourable Spoil?
A gallant Prize 2 Ha, Coufin, is it not? In faith it is.

Weft. A Conqueft for a Prince to boaft of.

K. Henry. Yea, there thou mak’ft me fad, and mak’ft me fin,
In envy, that my Lord Northumberland
Should be the Father of {o bleft a Son;
A Son, who is the Theam of Honour’s Tongue:
Amongft a Crove, the very ftreighteft Plant,
Who is fweet Fortune’s Minion, and her Pride :
Whilft I by looking on the Praife of him,
See Riot and Difhonour ftain the Brow
Of my young Harry. O that it could be prov’d,
That foms Night-tripping Fziry had exchang'd,
In Cradle Cloaths, our Ciuldren where they lay,
And call’'d mine Percy, his Plantagenet
Then would I have his Harry, and he mine:
But let him from my Thoughts. What think you Coz,
Of this young Percy’s Pride ¢ The Prifoners, :
Which he iithis Adventure hath furpriz’d,

L 4 : Te
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To his own ufe he keeps, and fends me Word
? ! 5/ J
I (hall have none bur Adordake Earl of Fife. !
Weft, This is his Uncle’s teaching, this is Worceffer,
Malevolent to you in all Afpeéts; g
Which makes hini prune himfelf, and briftle up
The creft of Youth againft your Dignity. i
. o )

K. Henry. ButI have fent for him to anfwer this;
And for this Caufe a while we muft negle&
Our holy Purpofe to Yerufalem.
Coufin, on Wedne[day next, our Council we will hold
At Windfor, fo inform the Lords,
But come your felf with Speed to us again;
Fer more 1s to be faid, and to be done,
T'han out of Anger can be uttered.

wep. I will, my Liege.

[ Exennt,

S5 8 Nb Bridd L

Enter Henry Prince of Wales, and Sir John Fulftaff,

Fal. Now Hal, what time of Day isit, Lad?

£. Henry. Thou art fo fat-witted with dr king of old
Sack and unbuttoning thee after Supper, and flceping ups
on Benches in the Afternoon, thar tl

10u haft forgotten to
demand that truly, which tiou wouldft truly know.. What
b ¥

a Devil haft thou to do with the time of the Day 2 unlefs
Hours were Cups of Sack, and Minutes Capons, and

Clocks the Tongues of Bawds, and Dials the Signs ofiil |
Leaping-Houfes, and. the blefled Sun himfif a fair hot MW

Wench in Flame-colour’d Taffara, T fee no R eafon why thou
thouldft be {5 fuparfluous, to demand the tume of the Day.
Fal. Indeed you come reir me now, Hal, For we that
t:ke Purfes, go by the Mcon and feven Stars, and nat
by Phabas, he, thit wandring Knight fo fair. Apdl
pray thee, fweet Wag, when thou are King,
thy Grace, Majefty I fhould fay,
have none,
P. Henry, What! nope 2

#al:- No, not fo much a5 will firve to be Prologue to an
Lgg and Burtter.

as God fave
for Grace thou wilt

L. I{fnr].
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P. Henry, Well, how then 2 Come roundly, roundly.

Fal. Marry then, fweet Wag, when thou art King, let
not us that are Squires of the Night’s Body, be call'd
Thiceves of the Day’s Beauty., Letus be Diana’s Forefters,
Gentlemen of the Shade, Minions of the Moon; and
let Men fay, we be Men of good Government, being go-
verned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft Miftrefs the
Moon, under whofe Countenance we fteal.

P. Henry. Thou fay’ft well, and it holds well too; for the
Fortune of us that are the Moon’s Men, doth ebb and flow
hke the Sca, being govern’d as the Sea is, by the Moon.
As for Proof, now: A Purfe of Gold moft refolutely fratch’d
on Moanday Night, and moft diffolutely {pene on Tnefday

| Moining; got with twearing, Laid by; and {pent with cry»

g, Bring in: Now in as low an Ebb, asthe Foot of the Lad=
der; and by and by in as high a flow as the ride of the Gallows,

Fal. Thou fay’ft true, Lad: And 1s not my Hoftefs of
the Tavern a moft {weet Wench ?

P. Henry. As is the Honey, my old Lad of the Caftles
and is not a Buff- Jerkin a moft {weet Robe of durance 2

Fal. How, how? How now mad Wag? What in thy
Quips and thy Quiddities? What a plague have I to do
witha Buff-Jerkin 2

P. Henry. Why, what a Pox have I to do with my Ho-
ftefs of the Tavern?

Fal. Well, thou haft call’d her to a reckoning masy a
time and oft.

P. Henry. Did T ever call thee to pay thy Part?

Fal. No, I'll give thee thy due, thou haft paid all there;

P. Henry. Yea, and elfewhere, {0 fur as my Coin would

| fretch, and where it would not, 1 have usd ‘my Credit.

Fal. Yea, and fo us'd it, that were it here apparent,
that thou arr Heir apparent But I prithee fweer Wag,
fhall there be Gallows ftanding in England when thou art
King? and Refolution thus fobb’d as it is, with the rufty
curb of old Father Antick the Law? Do not thou when
thou art 2 King, hang a Thief.

L. Henry. No, thou fhalr.

Fal. Shalt 12 O rare! I'll be a brave Judge.

P, Henry, Thou judgeft falfe alresdy; I mean thou fhale

hive




130 The Firft Raz

have the hanging of the Thieves, and fo become arare Hingman, =
" Fal. Well, Hul, welly and in fome fort it jumps with ¥
my Humour, as well as waiting in the Court, Ican'tell you, Jé

P. Henry. For obtaining of Suits? g

Fal. Yea, for obraining of Suits, whereof the Hang- |
man hath no lean Wardrobe, I am as melancholy as a {5
Gyb-Cat, or a lugg'd Bear. jn

P, Henry. Or an old Lion, or a Lover’s Lute. 1

Fal. Yea, orthe Droneofa Linceln[hire Bagpipe. -

P. Henry. What fay’ft thou to a Hare, or the Melanche-
1y of Moor-Ditch?

Fal, Thou haft the moft unfavoury Similes, and art indeed
the moft comparative rafcallelt {weet young Prince. Buty W
Hal, 1 prithee trouble me no more with Vanity; T would S
thou and I knew, where a Commodity of good Names were
to be bought: An old Lord of the Council rated me the
other Day in the Street about you, Sir; but I mark’d him
not, and yet he talk’d very wifely, and in the Street too.

P. Henry. Thou didft well; for no Man regards it.

Fual. O, thou haft damnable Itcration, and art indeed s 8
ble to corrupt a Saint. Thou haft done much harm unto Wi}
me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, Hal,
1 knew nothing; and now I am, if a Man fhould {peak truly,
little better than one of the Wicked. I muft give over this
Life, and I will give it over; and I donot, I am a Villains
T’ll be damned for never a King’s Son in Chriftendom, =iy

P. Henry.Where thall we take a Purfe to Morrow, Fack & ik

Fal. Where thou wilt, Lad, I'll make one; and I do {1
not, call me Villain, and baffle me. d 5

P. Henry. 1fee a good Amendment of Life in thee, from 3
Praying to Purfe-taking. ..

Fal. Why, Hal, "tis my Vocation, Hal, *Tis no fin for 3
a Man to labour in his Vocation.

Enter Poins,

Poins. Now fhall we kaow if Gads-hill have fet a Watch,

" O, if Men were to be faved by Meiit; what Hole in Hell
were hot enough for him? This is the moft omnipotent H:
Villain, that ever cry’d, Stand, to a true Man.

. P. Henry. Good morrow, Ned. ;
Poins, Good morrow, f{wect Hal. What fays MonfieurSlli

; Remorfsd 4
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Remorfe? What fays Sir Fohn Sack and Sugar 2 Fack}
How agrees the Devil and thee about thy Soul, that thou
foldet him on Good-Friday laft, for a Cup of Madera,
and a cold Capon’s Leg? ;

P. Henry. Sir Fobn ftands to his Word, the Devilthall have
his Bargain, for he was never yet a bresker of Proverbs;
He will give the Devil bis due.

Poins. Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy Word with
the Devil.

P.Henry. Elfe he had been,damn’d for cozening the Devil,

Poins. But, my Lads, my Lads, to morrow Morning, by
foura Clock early at Gads- Hill, there are Pilgrims going to
Canterbury with rich Offerings, and Traders riding to
London with fat Purfes. I have Vizards for you all; you
have Horfes for your felves; Gads=Hil] lyes to Night in Ro«
chefter, 1 have befpoke Supper to morrow in Eaft-cheap;, we
may do it as fecure as fleep: If you will go, I will ftuff
your Purfes full of Crowns; if you will not, tarry at home
and be hang’d. g

Eal, Hear ye Yedward, if I tarry at home, and go not,
I'll hang you for going.

Poinss You will, Chops.

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ?

P. Henry. Who, T rob? I a Thief? not 1.

Fal. There’s neither Honefly, Manhood, norgood Fellow-
fhip in thee, nor thou cam’f} not of the Blood Royal, if

‘thou dar'ft not ftand for ten Shiilings.

P, Henry, Well then, oncc ip my Days 'l be a mad-cap.

Fal. Why, that’s well faid,

P. Henry, Well, confe-what will, I’ll tarry at home.

Fal. Y1l be a Traitor then, when thou art King.

P. Henry. 1 care not.

Poins. Sir Fohn, T prithee leave the Prince and me alone,
I will lay him down fuch Reafons for this Adventure, that

i he fhall go.

Fal. Well, may’ft thou have the Spirit of Perfuafion, and
he the Ears of profiting; - that what thou {peak’Rt ‘may
maove, and what he hears may be believ'd; that the true
Prince may, for Recreation fike, prove a falfe Thief; for
the poor Abufis of rhe time, want Countenance. Farewel,

7 o Hmrj.
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P. Henry. Farewel the latcer Spring. Farewel allhollown 1,
Summer, | Exit Fal, f
Poins. Now, my good {weet hony Lord, ride with usto
morrow. 1 have a Jeft to execute, thatl cannot manage -
lone. Falffaff, Harvey, Roffil, and Gads-Hill, fhall rob
thofe Men that we have already way-laid ; your felf and I
will not be there; and when they have the Bocty, if
otr and I do not rob them, cut this Head from my Shoulders,
P. Henry. But how fhall we part withthem in fetting forthg
Poins. Why, we will fet forth before or after them, and
appoint them a Place of meeting, wherein it is-at our ples-
fure to fail ; and then will they venture upon the Exploit
themfclves, which they have no fooner atchiev’d, but well
{et upon them. 2

P. Henry. Ay but’tis like that they willknow us by our Hor-
fes, by cur Habits, andby every other Appointment to be our
felves.

Poins. Tut, our Horfes they fhall not fee, il tye them
in the Wood ; our Vizards we will change after we leave §
them ; and Sirrah, I have Cafes of Buckram for the ronce &
to immask our noted eutward Garmerts. ]

P. Henry. But I doubr they will be too hard for us.

Poins. Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true
bred Cowards as ever turn’d back; and for'the third, if
he fight longer than he fees Reafon, I'll forfwear Arms,
The virtue of this Jeft will be, the incomprehenfible Lies
that this far. Rogue will tell us, when we meet at Supper;
how thirty at leaft he fought with, what Words, what
Blows, what Extremities he endured; and in the Reproof
of this, lyes the Jeft.

P. Henry. Well, 'll go with thee, provide us all things
neceflaiy, and meet me to morrow Night in Eaff- cheapy there -
I'll fup. Farewel. '

Poins. Farewel, my Lord. [ Exir Poins

P, Henry. 1 know you all, and will 2 while uphold
The unyoak’d Humopur of your Idlenefs;

Yet herein will I imitate the Sun,

Who doth permit the bafe contagious Clouds
T'o fmother up his Besury fgom the World;
That when he pleafe again to be himfelf,
Being wanted, he may be more wondred at,

By breaking through the pul and ugly Milts of -v
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Of Vapours, that did feem to ftrangle him.

If all the Year were playing Holidays,

To fport would be as tedious as to work ; :
Bot when they feldom come, they wilht-for come,
And nothing pleafeth but rare Accidents.

So when this loofe Behaviour I throw off,

And pay the Debt I never promifed;

By how much better than my Word I am,

By fo much fhall I falfifie Mcns Hopes;

And like bright Metal on a {ullen Ground

My Reformation glittering o’er my Faule

Shall fhew more goodly, and attra&t more Eyes,

Than that which hath no Soil to fet it off.

I'll fo offend, to make Offence a Skill,

Redeeming time, when Men think lealt I will. [Exie,

S CEN E. Il

Enter King Henry, Norchumberland, Worcefter, Hot-{pur,
Sir. Walter Blunt, and others.

K. Henry. My Blood hath been too cold and temperate,
Unapr to ftir at thefe Indignitics,
And you have found me; for accordingly,
Yot{ tread upon my Patience: But be fure
I will from henceforth rather be my felf,
ngbty, and to be fear’d, then my Condition,
Which hath been fmooth as Oil, foft as young Down;
And therefore loft the Title of Refped,
Which the proud never pays, but to the proud.

Wor. Our Houfe, my Soveraign Licge, little deferves
The Scourge of Greatnefs to be ufed on ir,
And that fame Greatnefs too, which our own Hands,
Have holp to make fo portly.

North. My Lord,———

K. Henry, Warcefter get thee gone, for I do fee
Danger and Difobedience in thine Eye.
O Sir, your Prefence is too bold and peremptory,
And Majefty might never yet endure

The moody Frontier of & Sérvant Brow,
: ' You
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You have good Leave to leave us. When we nci;l 1
Your Ufeand Counfel,we fhall fend for you.[ Exit Worcefter,
You were about to fpeak. [To Northumberland,

North, Yes, my good Lord, '
Thofe Prifoners in your Highnefs Name demarded,
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took
Were, as he fays, not with fuch Strength deny’d
As was deliver'd to your Majefty;
Who either through Envy, or Mifprifion,
W s guiley of this Fault, and not my Son.

Hot., My Liege, I did deny no Prifoners.
But, I remember when the Fight was done,
When 1 was dry with Rage, and extream Toil,
Breathlefs, and faint, leaning upon my Sword,
Came there a certain Lord, neat and trimly drefs'd ;
Frefh as a Bridegroom, and his Chin new reap'd,
Shew’d like a Stubble Land at Harveft home.
He was perfumed like a Milliner,
And’twixt his Finger and his Thumb, he held A
A Pouncet Box, which ever and anon ..

He gave his Nofe, and took’t away again; hi
Who therewith angry, when it next came there, ¥
Took it in Snuff. And ftill he fmil’d and talk’d; 11
And as the Soldiers bare dead Bodies by, 1A
He call’d them untaught Koaves, unmannerly, \
To bring a flovenly, unhandfome Coarfe 11
Betwixt the Wind, and his Nobility. k
With many Holiday and Lady Terms { i
He queftion’d me: Among the reft, demanded =
My Prifoners, in your Majefty’s behalf. §
I then, all-fmarting with my Wounds, being cold, F
To be o peftered with a Popingay, ¥
Out of my Grief, and my Impatience, a7

Anfwerd, neglectingly, I know not what,
He fhould or fhould not; for he made me mad, 4t
To fee him thine fo brisk, and fmell fo {weet, f
And talk fo like a waiting-Gentlewoman, 3
Of Guns, and Drums, and Wounds; God fave the Mark;
And telling me, the Soveraign'ft thing on Earth
Was Parmacity, for an inward Bruife;

And that it was great Pity, fo it was,




i of King Henriwex/. 1135

The villainous Salt-peter thould be digg'd
Out of the Bowels of the harmlefs Earth,
Which many a good tall Fellow had deftroy’d
So cowardly. And but for thefe vile Guns,
He would himfelf have been a Soldier.
This bald, unjointed Chat of his, my Lord,
Made me to anfwer indireély, as I faid,
And I befeech you, let not this Report
Come currant for an Accufation,
Betwixt my Love and your high Majefty.
Blunt. The Circumftance confider’d, good my Lord,
What ever Harry Percy then had faid,
To fuch a Perfon, and in fuch a Place,
At fuch a Time, with all the reft retold,
May reafonably die, and never rife
To do him wrong, or any way impeach
What then he faid, fo he unfay it now.
K. Henry. Why yet he doth deny his Prifoners,
But with Provifo and Exception,
That we at our own Charge, fhall ranfom ftreight
His Brother-in-Law, the foolifh Mortimer,
Who, in my Soul, hath wilfully betray’d
The Lives of thofe, that he did Iead to fight,
Againft the great Magician, damn’d Glendower,
Whofe Daughter, as we hear, the Earl of Aarch
Hath lately marry’d.  Shall our Coffers then
Be empty'd, to redeem a Traitor home ?
Shall we buy Treafon? and indent with Fears,
When they have loft and forfeited themfelves 2
Noj; on the barren Mourtains let him ftarve;
For I thall never hold that Man my Friend,
Whofe Tongue fhall ask me for one Penny Coft
To ranfom home revolted Aorsimer.
Hot. Revolted Mortimer?
He never did fall off, my Soveraign Liege,
But by the Chance of War, to prove that true;

Needs no more but one Tongue, for all thofe Wounds, -

Thofe mouthed Wounds, which valiantly he took,
When on the gentle Severs’s Sedgie Bank,

In fingle Oppofition Hand to Hand

He did confound the beft part of an Hour

(
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Three times they breathd, and three times did they drink

Upon agreement of {wift Sewern’s Flood ;

Who then affrighted with their bloody Looks,

Ran fearfully among the trembling Reeds,

And hid his crifped Head in a- hollow Bank,

Rlood-ftained with thefe valiant Combatants.

Never did bafe, and rotten Policy

Colour her working with fuch deadly Wounds;

Nor ever could the noble Aortimer

Receive fo many, and all willingly;

T hen let him not be {lander’d with Revolt.
K. Henry. Thou doft belie him, Percy,thou doft belie him;

He never did encounter with Glendower

I tell thee, he durft as well have met the Devil alone,

As Owen Glendower for an Enemy.

Art thou not atham’d 2 But, Sirrah, henceforth

Let me not hear you fpeak of Mortimer.

Send me your Prifoners with the fpeedicft Means,

Or you fhall hear in fuch akind from me

As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Northumberland

We licenfe your Departure with your Son.

Send us your Prifoners, or you’ll hear of it { Exit Ki Henry,
Hot. And if the Devil come and roar for them,

T will not fend them. I will after ftreight

And tell him fo; for I will eafe my Heart,

Although it be with hazard of my Head, :
North, What, drunk with Choler 2 ftay and paufe a while, S

Here comes your Uncle. [ Enter Worcefters
Hot. Speak of Mortimer ? :

Yes, I will fpeak of him, and let my Soul

Want Mercy, if I do not join with him.

In his behalf, 1'll empty all thofe Veins, Y

And fhed my dcar Biood Drop by Drop i'th* Dulft,

But I will life the downfali'n Mortimer

As high i’th’ Air as this unthankful King,

As this ingrate and cankred Bullingbroke.
North, Brother, the King hath made your Nephew mad.

: [ 70 Worcefter,

Wor.  ho ftrook this Heat up after I was gore?
Hozr. He will, forfooth, have all my Prifonerss

And when I urg’d the Ranfgm once again of
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Of my Wife’s Brother, then his Cheek look’d pale,
i Andon my Face he turn’d an Eye of Death,
Trembling even at the Name of Mortimer.
War. I canoot blame him; was he not proclaim’d
By Richard that dead is, the next of Blood ?
Nerth. He was: I heard the Proclamation;
And then it was, when the unhappy King
(Who(e Wrongs in us, God pardon) did fet forth
Upon his Zrifs Expedition;
From whence, he intercepted, did retuin
To be depos’d, and (hortly murthered.
War. And for whofe Death, wein the World’s wide Mouth
tiy Live {o {candaliz’d, and foully {poken of.
. Hor, But {oft, I pray you; did King Richard then
Proclaim my Brother AMortimer
Heir to the Crown? ;
North. He did; my felf did hear it.
Hor. Nay, then I cannot blame his Coufin King,
That wifh’d him on the barren Mountains ftarv’d.
But fhall it be, that you that fet the Crown
Upon the Head of this forgetful Man,
And for his fake wore the detefted Blot
i Of murtherous Subornations ? Shall it be,
" That you a World of Curfes undergo,
Being the Agents, or bafe fecond Means,
The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather?
O pardon, if that T defcend fo low,
. To fhew the Line, and the Predicament ;
" Whercin you range under this fubtle King, -
“Shall it for Shame, be fpoken in thefe Days,
Or fill up Chronicles in time to come,
That Men of your Nobility and Power,
Did gage them both in an unjuft behalf,
~ As both of you, God Pardon it, have done,
To put down Richard, that {weet lovely Rofe,
And plant this Thorn, this Canker Ballingbroke 3
And fhall it in more Shame be further fpoken,
That you are fool’d, difcarded and fhook off
"{“ By him, for whom thefe Shames ye underwent &
“No; yet Time ferves, wherein you may redeem
Your banith’d Honours, and reftore your f{elves
- Your IIL AN Into

1
I\’
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nto the obod Thoughts of the World again.
Revenge the jéering and difdain’d Contempt
Ot this proud King, who ftudies Day and Night
To anfwer allthe Debe he owes unto you,

e bloody Payments_of your Deathse

:

Even with the

. Coufin, {ay no more.

will 1afp a fecret Book,
ar quick conveying Difcontents ,
Matter, deep and dangerous,

veril and adventurous Spirit,

walk a Current, roaring loud,

. faft footing of a Spear.

FHor. T he fall in, good Night, or fink or {wira:
Send danger from the Eaft unto the Weft,

So Honour crofs it from the North to South,

And let them grapple : The Blood more ftirs

To rowze a Lion, than to ftart a Hare.

North. Imagination of fome great Exploity
Drives him beyond the Bounds of Patience.

Hot. By Heav’n, methinks it were an eafie Leap,
To pluck bright Honour from the pale-fac’d Moon,
Or dive into the Bottom of the Deep,

Where Fadom.line could rever touch the Ground,
And pluck up drowned Honour by the Locks :

Sa he that doth redeem her thence, might wear
Without Co-rivaly all her Digoities;

But out upon this half-fic’d Fellow{hip.

Wor. He apprehends a world of Figures herg,
But not the Form of what he hould attend.
Good Coufin give me Audieace for a while,

And lift to me.

Hot, 1 cry you Mercy.

Wer. Thofe fame noble Scots
Thar are your Prifonersem—

Hor. D’ll keep them all.

Ry Heav’n, he fhall not have a Scoz of thems
No, if a Scot would fave his Soul, he fhall nots
I'll keep them, by this Hand,

. Wor, You ftert'away,

_Aud lend no Ear unto my Purpofes,

A <
PSR
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Thofe Prifoners you fhall keep.

Hot, Nay, 1 will; that’s flac:
He faid he would not ranfom Aertimer s
Forbad my Tongue to fpeak of Aortimers
But I will find him when he lyes afleep,
And in his Ear i1 holla, Mortimer,
Nay, I'll have a Statling fhall be taught to fpeak
Nothing but Morsimer, and give it him,
To keep his Anger fill in Motion,

Waor. Hear you, Coufin : A Word,

Hoz. All Studies here I {olemnly defie,
Save how to gall and pinch this Bullingbroke
And that fame Sword and Buckler, Prince of Wales,
But that I think his Father loves him not,
And would be glad he mer with fome Mifchaqce,
I would have poifon’d him with a Pot of Ale, ,

Wor. Farewel, Kinfman ; I’l] talk to you
When you are better temper’d to attend.

North. Why what 2 wafp-tongu’d and impatient Fool
At thou, to break into this Woman’s Mood,
Tying thine Ear to no Tongue but thine own ?

Hot. Why look you, Iam whipt and feourg’d withRods,
Nettled, and ftung ‘with Pifmires, when I hear
Of this vile Politician Bullsngbroke :
In Richard’s time—_what d’ye call the Places___
A Plague upon’t——it is in Glocefter fhiyem—-
"Twas where the Madcap Duke his Uncle kepte—a

- His Uncle York——where I firft bow’d my Knee

Unto this King of Smiles, this Bullingbroke:
When you and he came back from Ravenfpurg,
North. At Barkley Caftle,
Hot. You fiy true:
Why what a gaudy deal of Courtefie
This fawning Greyhound then did proffer me |
Look when his infant Fortune came to Agey—
And gentle Harry Percye——and kisd Coufin—
O, the Devil take fuch Cozeners— God forgive me~s.s
Good Uncle: tell your Tale, for I have done, '
Wor. Nay, if you have not, to’t again,
We'll ftay your Leifure,
Hot, T have done, infooth, : :
: M {, gyﬂfc
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Jore to your Scottifb Prifonerss
hout their Ranfom ftreight,
lafs Son-your only Mean
For Powers 10 Scotland 3 which for divers Reafons
Which I fhall fend you written, be affur'd
Nill eafily be granted you, my Lord.
Your Son in Scotland being thus employ’d,
Shall fecretly into the Bofom creep : e
Of that famenoble Prelate, well belov'd,
The Arch-Bifhep.

Hot. Of Tork, is’'t not

W, Then once n
Deliver them up Wil
And make the Dowyg

?

Wor. True, who bears hard |

His Brother’s Death at Briftow, the Lord Scroop:
Mo

I fpeak not this in E {timation,
As what I think might be, but what I know
Is ruminated, plotted, and fet down,
And cnly ftays but to behold the Face
Of thar Occafion that ihall bring it on.
Hor. 1 fmell it. |
Upon my Life, it W
North. Before the
Hot. Why, it caonot chufe but be a noble Plot,
And then the Power of Scotlandy and of York
To join with Mortimer; hal
Wor. And fo they fhall.
Hiz. Tn faith it is exceedingly well aim’d.
IWar. And *tis no little Reafon bids us {peed,
To fave our Heads, by raifing ofa Head:
Por, bear our felves as even as We €anl,
The King will always think bhim in our Debt,
And think we thick our felves unfatisfy’ds
*Till he hath found a time to pay us home.
And fee sheady; how he doth begin \
To make'us Strangers to his Looks of Love.
FHor. He does, he does; we'll be reveng’d on him.
War. Coufin, farewel, No furcher go in this,
Than I by Letters fhall direét your Courfe 3
When time 15 ripe, which will be {uddenly,
'l fteel to Glendower, and Lerd AMortimer,

il do wondrous wells s ]

Game’s & Foot, thou ftill lettt ﬂipiT.

a0

1
i}

i

Where you, and Dowglafs, and our Powersat once,
As | will fulliion it, {all ‘happily meet,




of King Flenry 1V 141

To bear our Fortunes in our own ftrong Arms,

Which now hold at much uncertainty,
North. Barewel, good Brother, we fhall thrive, 1 truft,
Hor. Uncle, adieu : O ler the Hours be fhorr,

*Till Fields, and Blews, and Groans applaud our Sport.

1: Exenn .

=%

A-CT 1L SCENENS

Euter a Cavrier with a Lanthorn in bis Hand.

1 Car. Eigh ho, an’t be not four by the Day Tl
be hang'd. Charles wain is over the new
Chimney, and yet our Horfe not packr, What, Oftler 2

0. Anon, anon.

1 Car. I puthee Tom, beat Curs Saddle, put a few
Elocks in the Point: The poor Jade is wrung in the Wis
thers, out of all cefs.

Enter another Carrier.

f 2 Car, Peafe and Beans are as daok here as 'a Dog, and
k& this is the next way to give poor Jades the Bots: This
b Houfe is turn’d upfide down, fince Robin the Oftlerdy’d.

t Car. Poor Fellow never joy’d fince the Price of Oats
rofe, it was the Death of him.

2 Car. T think this is the moft villainous Houfe in: all
London Road for Fleas : I am ftung Jike a Tench.

1 Car. Like a Tench ? There’sne’er a King in Chriften-
dom, could be better bit, than I have been fince the fuft
Cock.

2 Car. Why, you will allow us ne’er a Jourden, and
then we lcak in ‘your Chimney : And your Chamberlye
breeds Fleas like a Loach.

1 Car. \What Oftler, come away, ard be hang’d, come
away.

) 2 Car. I have a Gammon of Bacon, and two Razes of
Ginger, to be deliver'd as far as Charing-Crofs.

t Car. The Turkies in my Panoiers are quite ftarv’ds
What Oftler2 A Plague on thee, haft thou reveran Eye
inthy Heud 2 Canft not hear 2 And ‘twere mot 2s goed a
4 : M 3 » Peed
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Deed as drink, to break the Pate of thee, 1am a very Vil
laig. Come and be hang’d, haft no Faith in thee?
Enter Gads-Hill.

Gads. Good Morrow, Carriers. What'’s 2 Clock 2

Car. I think it be two a Clock.

Gads. L'prithee lend me thy Lanthorn, to fee my Geld.
ing in the Stable, : ;

1 Car. Nay, foft I pray ye, I know a Trick worth two
of that,

Gads. T prithee lend me thine,

2 Car. Ay, when, canft tell2 Lend me thy Lanthorn,

quoth a! marry I’ll fee thee hang’d firft,

Gads. Sirrab, Carrier, what time do you mean to come

to London 2

> Car. Time enough to go to Bed with a Candle, I
warrait thee. Come Neighbour Afugges, we'll call up the
Gentlemen, they will along with Company, for they have
great Charges [Ex. Carriers,

Enter Chamberlain,

Gads. What ho, Chamberlain?

Chamb. At handy, quoth. Pick-Purfe.

Gads.- That’s even as fair, as at hand, quoth the Chap.
berlain ; for thou varieft no more from picking of Purles,
than giving Direction doth from labouring, Thou layft
the Plot, how.

Chamb. Good morrow Mafter Gads-hill, it holds cur-

rant that [ told you yeflernight. There’s a Franklin in the

wild of Kent, hath brought three hundied Marks with
him in Gold; I heard him tell it to one of his Company
laft Night at Supper ; a kind of Auditor, one that hath
abundance of Charge too, God knows what; they are up
already, and call for Eggs and Butter. They will away
prefently.

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with S. Nicholas Clarks,
I'll give thee this Neck,

Camb. No, 1I'll none of it: I prithee keep that for the
Hargman, for I know thou worthipp't S. Nichelas as
truly as 2 Man of Falfhood may. =

Gads. What talk’ft thou to me of the Hangman? If I
hang T'll make a fac Pair of Gallows. For if I hang,
old Sir Fobn hangs with me, and thou know'lt he’s no

Starveling.

!
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Starveling, Tut, there are other  Trojans that thou
dream’ft not of, the which, for Sport fake, are content to
do the Profeffion fome Grace ; that would, if Matters
fhould be look’d into, for their own Credit fake, make

“all whole. 1 am join’d with no Foot-Land-Rakers, no

Long-Staff fix Penny Strikers, none of thofe mad Mufta-
chio-purple-hu’d- Malt-worms, but with Nobility and Tran-
quility ; Burgomafters, and great Oneyers, fuch as can hold
in, fuch ss will ftrike fooner than fpeak ; and fpesk foener
than drink, and drink fooner than pray; and yet I lye, for
they pray continually unto their Saint the Common-wealth ;
or rather, not pray to her, but prey on her; for they
ride up and down on her, and make her their Boots.

Chamb, What, the Common-wealth their Boots ¢ Will
fhe hold out Water in foul Way 2

Gads, She will, fhe will; Juftice hath liquord her.
We fteal, as in a Caftle, Cock-fure; we have the Receiptof
Fern-leed, we walk invifible.

Chamb. Nay, I think rather, you are more beholding

 to the Night, than the Fern-feed, for your walking invifible,

Gads, Give me thy Hand,
Thou fhalc have a Share in our Purpofs,
AsI am a true Man, e
Chamb, Nay, ratherl.tmehave it, as you are a falf: Thief,
Gads. Go to, Homo is 12 commom Name to all Men,
Bid the Oftler bring the Gelding out of the Stable,
Farewel, ye muddy Knave. [Exenns,

56 BN Bl

Enter Prince Heory, Poins and Peto,

Poins, Come, Shelter, Shelter, I have removed Falfaff’s
Horfe, and he frets like a gumm’d Vielvet,

P. Henry. Stand clofe.

Enter Falltaff,

Fal. Poins, Poins, and be hang'd Poins.

P. Henry. Peace ye fat-kidoey’d Rafcal, what a bawling doft
thou keep?

Fal, What Poins, Hal ? v

: M 4 Prince.
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Prigce. He 1s walk’d up to the Top of the Hill, I'll gg

feck him.

Fal. T am acruvf% to rob int hat Thief’s Company: That

Rafcal hath zem- d my Hmk, and ty ’d him I know not
where.  If T travel l;.vt four Foot by the Square further
atootr, I fhall b[(ul my \de. Well, 1 doubt not but to
die a fait Death for all this, if T *fcape hanging for killing
that Rogue. 1 lhave forfworn his Com aily hmmy any
time this two and twenty Year, and yet I am bewitche with
the Rogue’s (,umpau} If the Rafcal have et given me
Medicines to make me love him, 'll be hang’d, it could
not be elle ; I have dronk Medicines. Poim, Hal, a
Plague upon you both. Bardelph, Peto; Il ftarve e’ec 1
rob,a Foot furthes. And ‘twere not as good a Deed as to
dri ,‘, o turn True-man, and to leasethefe Rogues, 1am
the variet Varlet that ever chew’d with a Tooth: Eight
Yards of uneven Ground, is t!:rm{?'u'i and ten Miles afoot
with me; and the ﬂoray hearted Villains know it well
enough, ~ A plague upou’t,” when Thieves cannor be true
one to another. (They whiftle,
Whew, a Plague light upon you all. Give me my Horle;
you Rogues; give me my Horf', and be hang’d.

P, h,.nr] Pcdww fat Guts, lye down, Jay thine Ear clofeto
the Ground, and lifl if you can hear the Tread of Travellers,

Eal. Have you any Leavers to lift me op again being
down ? Pll not beir mine own Fleth fo far afoot again,
for all the Coin in thy Father’s Exchequer. Whata Plague
mean ye to colt me thus?

P. Hew} Thouheﬂ thou art notcolted, thou art uncolted.

Fal. I prithee, good Prince Hal, help me to my Horle,
good King’s Son. 7

P. Hm;] Out you Rogue, fhall I be your Oftler?

Fal. Go hang thy feif in thy own Heir- -apparent Garters;
if 1be ta’en, P’ll peach for this; and 1 have not Ballads
made on - you all, ard fungto ﬁhny Tunes, lcta Cup of Sack
be my Poifun; when a Jeft is fo forward, and afoot too,
I hate i,

Erier Gadsebill and Bardol ; h.
Gads. Stand. Y
Fal.. So 1do agaisft my Will.
Poins.

==
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Poins. O 'tis our Setter, I know his Voice:
Bardolph, what News? :

Bard. Cale ye, cafe ye; on with your Vizards, there’s
Mony of the King’s coming down the Hill, ’tis going to
the King’s Exchequer. :

Fal, You lie, you Rogue, tis going to the King’s Tavern,

Gad, There’s enough to make us all.

Fal. To be hang’d.

P.Henry. You tour fhall front them in the narrow Lane:
Ned and 1 will walk lower; if they fape from your en-
counter, then they light on us.

Pero, But how many be of them?

Gad. Some eight or ten.

Fal, Will they not rob us?

P, Henry. What, a Coward, Sir Fobn Paunch?

Fal, Indeed I am not Fohn of Gannt, your Grandfather;
but yet no Coward, Hal.

P. Henry. We'll leave that to the Proof,

Poins. Sirrab, Fack, thy Horfe ftandsbchind the Hedge,
when thou need’it him, there thalt thou find him; farewel,
and ftand faft,

Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him if I fhould be hang’d.

P. Henrys Ned, wheie are our Difguiles?

Poins. Here hird by: Stand clofe.

Fal, Now my Mafters, happy Man'be his dole fay I;
every Man to his Bufinefs.

Enter Travellers,

Trav. Come, Neighbour; the Boy fhall Iead our Hoifes
down the Hill: We'll a foot awhile, and eafe our Legs.

Thieves, Stay.

Trav. Jelu blefs us.

Fal. Strike ; down with them, cut the Villains Throats;
ah! whorfon Caterpillars; Bacon-fed Knayes, they hate ‘us
Youth; down with them, flzece them.

‘ Tray. O; we are undone, both we ard ours for ever.

Fal, Hang ye gorbellied Knaves, are you undone? No
ye Fat Chuffs, I would your flore were here.  On Bacons
on, what ye Knaves? Young Men muft Jive, you are Grand
Jurors3 We'll jute ye i'faith, ]

[Here they rob then and bind them.

Enter
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Enter Prince Henry and Poins:

P. Henry. The Thieves have bound the True-men: Now
could thouand I rob the Thieves and go merrily to London, |
it would be Argument fora Weck, Laughter for a Month, :
and a good Jeft for ever.

Poins. Stand clofe, I hear them coming,

Enter Thieves again.

Fal. Come my Mafters, let us thare, and then to Horfe
before Day; and the Prince and Poins be not two arrant
Cowards, there’s no equity ftirring, There’s no more Va= [
lour in that Poins, thanin a wild Duck, !

P. Henry. Your Mony. |

Poins, Villains, I

[ s they are [baring, the Prince and Poivs fect upon them, = Y

They all run away, leaving the Boory bebind them., h
P. Henry. Got with-much eafe. Now merrily to Horfes b
The Thievesare {cattered, and pofleft with fear fo ftrongly, U
that they dare not mcet each other; each takes his Fellow |
for an Officer. “Away good Ned, Falffaf (weats to Death, |
and Lards the lcan Earth as he walks along 3 wer’t not for i
laughing, I fhould pity him.
Painss How the Rogue roar'd. [ Exennt.

SCE N E-lL

Enter Hot-fpur folus, reading a Letter.

1146

.

Bus for mine own Part, my Lord, I could be well conten-
ted to be there, in vefpect of the love I bear your Houfe. He
could be contented : Why is he not then? Inrefpe of the
love he bears our Houfe He fhews in this, he loves his
own Barn better than he loves our Houfe, Let me [ce fome

. more, The purpofe you undertake is dangerons. Why that's
certain: *Tis dangerous to take a cold, to fleep, to drink;
but I tell you, my Lord Fool, out of this Nettle, Danger;
we pluck this Flower, Safety. The purpofe you undertake i
dangeronsy the Friends you bave named uncerrain, the time it
[elf unforted, and yomr whole Plot too light, for the counters
poize of [o great an Oppofition. So you fo, fay you fo? 1
fay unto you again, you are a fhallow cowardly Hind, and
you lie,  What a lack-brain is this? T proteft, our Plot i

as
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as good a Plot as ever was laid; our Friends true and con-
ftant: A good Plot, good Friends, and full of Expe&ation;
An excellent Plot, very good Friends. What a Frofty-fpi-
rited Rogue is this? Why, my Lord of Zurk commends
the Plot, and the general Courfe of the A&ion. By this
Hand, if I were now by this Rafesl, I could brain him
with his Lady’s Fan. Is chere not my Facher, my Uncle,
and my felf, Lord Edmond Mortimer, my Lord of Tork,
and Owen Glendower? 1s there not befides, the Dowyglafs?
Haye I not all their Letters, to meet me in Arms by the
ninth of the next Moth? And are there not fome of
them fet forward already? What a Pagan Rafeal is this?
And Infidel. Ha! you fhall fee now in very fincerity of Fear
and cold Heart, will he to the King, and lay open all our
Proceedings. O, 1 could divide my felf, and go to buffets,
for moving fuch a Difh of Skim’d-Milk with fo honourable
an Adtion. Hang him, let him tell the King we are prepa-
red. I will fet forwards to Night.
Enter Lady Percy,

How now, Kate! I muft leave you within thefetwo Hours.

Lady. O my good Lord, why are you thus alone2
For what Offence have I this Fortnight been
A banifh’d Woman from my Harry's Bed?
Tell me, fwezt Lord, what is’c that takes from thee
Thy Stomach, Plesfure, and thy golden Sleep?
Why doft thou bend thy Eyes upon the Earth?
And ftart {o often when thou fite'ft alone?
Why haft thoa loft the frefh Blood in thy Cheeks?
And given my Treafures and my Rights of thee,
To thick-ey’d Mufing, and curft Melancholly 2

. -In thy fuint Slumbers, I by thee have warche,

And heard thee murmur Tales of Iron Warss

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding Steed,

Cry Courage to the Field, "And thou haft talk’d

Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents,

Of Palifadoes, Frontiers, Parapets;

Of Bafilisks, of Cannon, Culverin,

Of Prifoners Ranfom, and of Soldiers flain,

And all the current of a heady fighr.

Thy Spirit within thee hath been fo at Wary

And thus hath fo beftirr’d thee in thy Sleep,
That




1148 The Firf Part

The Beds of Sweat have ftood upon thy Brow,
Like Bubbles in a late difturbed Stream;
And in thy Face ftrange motions have appear’d,
Such as we fee when Men reftrain their Breath,
On fome great fudden hafte. O what Portents are thefe?
Some heavy Bufinefs hath my Lord in Hand,
And I muft know it; elle he loves me not.

Hor. What ho is Gilliams with the Packet gone?

Enter Servant.

Serv. He is, my Lord, an Hour agone.

Hor. Hath Butler brought thofe Horfes from the Sheriff?

Serv. One Horfe, my Lord, he brought even now.

Hot. What Horfe? A Roan, a Crop-ear, s it not ¢

Serv. Itis, my Lord,

Hot. That Roan fhall be my Throne, - Well, I will back
him ftreight. Efperance, bid Butler lead him forthintothe
Park.

ZLady. But hear you, my Lord.

Hor, What fay'lt thou, my Lady ?

ZLady. What is it that carrics you away 2

Hot. Why, my Horfe, my Love, my Horfe.

Lady. Out you mad-headed Ape, a Weazel hath notfuch
a deal of Spleen, as you are toft with. In footh I'll know
your Bufioefs, Harry, that I will. I fear my BrotherMors
simer doth {tir about his Title, and hath fent for you to
line his Enterprize, But if you go ——

Hot. So far afoot, I thall be weary, Love.

Lady. Come, come, you Paraquito, an{wer me dire&ly
unto this Queftion, that I fhall ask. Indeed Il break thy
little Finger; if thou wilt not tell me true.

Hot. Away, away, you Trifler: Love! I love thec not
I care not for thee, Kate; this is no World
To play with Mammets, and to tilt with Lips.

We muft have bloody Nofes, and crack’d Crowss,

And pafs them currant teo Gods me, my Horfe.

What fay'ft thou, Kare? W hat would’ft thou have withme?
Lady. Do ye vot love me? Do you not indeed?

Well, do not then.. For fince you love me not,

I will not love my felf. Do you not love me @

Nay, tell me if thou fpeakeft in Jeft or no.

Hoet.

o
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I, Come, wilt thou fee me ride ¢
And when I am a Horfe-back, 1 will fwear
I love thee infinitelys But hark you, Kare,
I muft not have you henceforth queftion mes
W hither I go; nor reafon where about.
Whither I muft, I muft; and to conclude,
This Evening muft I leave thee, gentle Kate.

I know you wife, but yet no further wife

Then Harry Percy's Wife. Conftant you are,
But yet 2 Woman; and for Secrefie,
No Lady clofer: For I will believe,
Thou wilt not utter what thou doft not know,
And fo far will T truft thee, gentle Kate.
Lady. How fo far? ;
Hot. Not an Inch further. But hark you Kate,
Whither I go, thither fhall you go too:
To Day will I fet forth, to morrow you.
Will this content you Kase? X ;
Lady, It muft of force. | Exennt.

SCENGE IV.

Enter Prince Henry and Poins.

P. Henry. Ned, prethee come out of that fat room,and
lend me thy Hand to laugha little.

Poins. Where haft been, Halt :

P. Henry. With three or four Loggerheads, amongft three
or fourfcore Hogfheads. I have founded the very bafe
ftring of Humility. Sirrah, T am {worn Brother toa Leath
of Drawers, and can call them by their Names, as Zoms,
Dick, and Francis. They take it already upon their Con-
fidence, that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet I am. the
King of Curtefie; telling me flatly, I am not proud like
Fack_Falftaff, but a Corinthiany 2 Lad of mettle, a good
Boy, and when I am King of England, 1 fhall command
all the good Lads in Eaft-cheap. They call drinking deep,
dying Scarlet; and when you bresk in your watring, "then
they cry Pem, and bid you play it off. To conclude, I

am fo good a Proficient in one quarter of an Hour, that I 8

can drink with any Tioker in his own Language duriﬂgL{T;y
: ife:
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Life. I tell thee NVed, thou haft loft much Honour, that
thou wert oot with tne in this Action; but fweet Ned, to
fweeten which Name of Ned; I give thee this Pennyworth
of Sugar, clapt even now into my Hand by an under Skinker,
one that never fpake other Englifh in his Life, then Eigh
Shillings and Six Pence, and, You are welcome Sir : With this
fhrill Addition, Auon Siry Anen Sir, Score a Pint of Ba
Sard in the Half Moon, or fo. But Ned, to drive away
time ’till Falftaff come, I prithee do thou ftand in fome by
Room, while I queftion my puny Drawer, to what end he
gave me the Sugar, and do never leave calling Framis,
that his Tale to me may be nothing but, Anen: Step afide,
and I’il fhew theea Prefident.

Poins, Francis.

P. Henry. Thouart perfe&.

Poins. Francis.

Enter Francis and the Drawer., '

Fran, Anon, anon Sir; look down into the Pomgranet,
Ralpb.

P. Henry, Come hither, Francis,

Fran, My Lord,

P. Henry. How long haft thou to ferve, Francis?

Fran. Forfooth five Years, and as much as to—

Poins, Francis.,

Fran. Anon, anon Sir,

P. Henry. Five Years; Berlady, along Leafe for the clinke
ing of Pewter. But Francis, dareft thou be fo valiant, as
to play the Coward with thy Indenture, and fhew it a fiir
pair of Heels, and run from it?

Fran. O Lord, Sir, I'll be {worn upon all the Books in
England, 1 could find in my Heart——-

Poins, Francis.

Fran. Anon, anon Sir.

P. Henry. How old art thov, Francis?

Frapcis. Let me fee, about Michaelmas next T (hall be—

Poins, Francis. ‘

Fran. Anon Sir; pray you ftay a little, my Lord.

P. Henry. Nay, but bark you Francis, for the Sugar thou
gaveft me, ‘twas a Pennyworth, was’t not2

Fran. © Lord, Sir, I would it had been two.

P, Henrys
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P, Henry. Y willgive thee for ita thoufand Pound: ask me
when thou wilt, and thou fhalt have it.

Pains. Francis,

Fran. Anon, anon.

P. Henry. Anon, Francis? No, Francis, but to morrow
Francis; or Francis, on Thurfday, or indeed Francis, when
thou wilt.  But Francis,

Fran, My Lord. :

P. Henry, Wilt thourob thisleathern Jerkin, Chriftal But-
ton, Not-pated, Aga-tring, Puke-ftocking, Caddice-Garter,
Spanifh Pouch. .

Fran. O Lord, Sir, who do you mean?

P, Henry. Why then your brown Baftard is your only
Drink; for look you, Francis, your white Canvas Doublet
will fully. In Barbary, Sir, it cannot come to fo much,

Fran. What, Sir?

Poinse Francis.

P, Henry. Away you Rogue, doft thou hear them call2

[ Here they both cally the Drawer fFands amazed; noe
knowing which way to go.
Enter Vintner.

Vint. What ftand'ft thou ftill, and hear’lt fuch a calling 2
Look to the Gueft within: My Lord, old Sir Fobn
with half a Dozen more are at the Door; fhall T Jet
them in? L

P. Henry, Let them alone a while, and then open the Door.
Poins,

Enter Poins.

Poins. Anon, anon, Sir.

P. Henry. Sirrah, Falftaff and the reft of the Thieves are
at the Door; fhall we be merry?

Poins, As merry as Crickets my Lad. But hark ye,
what cunning Match have you made with this Jeft of the
Drawer? Come, what’s the 1flue?

P. Henry. I amnow of allHumours, that have fhew’d them-
felves Humours, fince the old Days of Goodman Adam, te
the Pupil Ageof this prefent twelve a Clock at Midnight.
What's a Clock, Francis?

Fran. Anon, anon, Sir.

P, Henry. That ever this Fellow fhould have fewer Words
than a Parrot, and yet the Son of a Woman. His ID{C{H-

. ry
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firy is up Stairs and down Stairs; his Eloquence the pats
cell of a Reckoning. I am not yet of Percy’s Mind, the
Hot-fpur of the North; he that kills me fome fix or fes
ven Dozen of Scots at a Breskfaft, wafhes his Hands and
fays to his Wife, Fie upon this quiet Life, I want Work.
‘O my. fweec Harry, fays fhe, how many haft thou kill'd
to Day? Give my roan Horfe a Drench, fays he, and an-
fwers, fome fourteen, an Hour after; a Trifle, a Trifle,
T prithee call in Falffaff, Ul play Percy, and that damn’d
Brawn fhall play Dame AMortimer his Wife. Rive, fays
the Drunkard. Call in Ribs, call in Tallow.
Enter Falftaff.

Poins. Welcome Fack, where haft thou 'been ?

Fal. A plague of all Cowards, I fay, and a Vengeance
too, marry and Amen. Give me a Cup of Sack, Boy. E'er
I lead this Life long, D'l fow: nether Socks, and mend
them too. A plague of all Cowards. Give me a Cup of
Sack, Rogue. Is there no Virtue exrant?

P. Henry. Didft thou never fee 7izan kifs a Difh of Butter,
pitiful hearted Tiran, that meled at the fweet Tale of the
Sun ? If thou did®, then behold that Compound.

Fal. You Rogue, here’s Lime in this Sack too; there
is nothing but Roguery to be found in villainous Man;. yet
a Coward is worfe than a Cup of Sack with Lime. A
villainous Coward---go thy ways old Fack, die when thou
wilt, if Minhood, good Manhood be not forgot upon the
Face of the Earth, then am I a fhotten Herring: Therelives
not three good Men unhang’d in England, and one of them
is fat, and growsold, God help the while, a bad Worldl
fay. I would I werea Weaver, I could fing all manner of
Songs. A plague of all Cowards, I fay ftills

P. Henry. How now Waolfack, what mutter you?

Fal, A King’s Son? If I do not beat thee out of thy
Kingdom with a Dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Sub-
je&s afore thee like a Flock of wild Geefe, T'll never wear
Hair on. my Face more. You Prince of Wales?

P. Henry.W hy you hotfon round Man ! What's the Matter?

Fal. Are you not a Coward? Anfwer me to that, and
Poins there 2

P. Henry. Ye fat Paunch, and ye qall me Cowatd, I'll
ftab thee. ; ; .

“ Fal.
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Eal. T call thee Coward ! I'll fee thee damn’d e’er I call
thee Coward ; but I would give a thoufind Pound I could
run as faft as thou canft. You are ftreight erough in the
Shoulders, you care not who fees your Back: Call you
that backing of your Friends ? a plague upon {uch backing ;
give me them that will face me. Give me a Cup of Sack,
I am 2 Rogue if I drunk to Day.

P. Henry. O Villain, thy Lips as fcarce wip’d fince thou
drunk’ft laft. v

Fal. All’s one for that, [ He drinks,
A plague on all Cowards, ftill, fay I.

P. Henry, What’s the Matter ?

Fal. What’s the Matter ! here be four of us, have ta’en
a thoufand Pound this Morning.

P. Henry. Where is it Fack ? Where is it 2
. Fal. Where is it? taken from us, it is; a hundred upon
poor four of us.

P. Henry. What, a hundred, Man?

Fal. T ama Rogue, if | were not at half Sword with
a Dozen of them two Hours together. T have efcap’d by
Miracle. Iam eight times thruft through the Doubler,
four through the Hofe, my Buckler cut through and
through, my Sword hack'd like a Hand-faw, ecce fgnume,
I never dealt better fince I was a Man; all would not do.
A Plague on all Cowards——let them fpeak ; if they fpeak
more or lefs than Truth, they are Villajas and tie Sons of
Darknefs.

P, Henry. Speak Sirs, how was it3

Gads. We four fet upon fome Dozen.

Fal. Sixteen, at leaft, my Lord.

Gads, And bound them.

Peto, No, no, they were not bound.

Fal, You Rogue they were bound, every Msn of them,

Cor T am a Few elfe, an Ebrew Few.

Gads. As we were fharing, fome fix or feven frefh Men
fet upon us.

Fal, And unbound the reft, and then came in the other.

P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all?

Fal. Al12 I know not what ye call All; but if I fought
not with fifty of them, I am a Bureh of Radifh; if there

Vor. 1II. N Werg

s
I




11§ 4 'The Firft Part
were not two or three and fifty upon poor old jfack, then
am [ no two-legg’d Creature. '

Poins. Pray Heav'n, you have not murthered fome of them,

Fal. Nay, that’s pait prayiog for. I have pepper’'d two
of them ; two I am fure I have pay’d, two Roguesin Bueks
ram Suits, I tcll thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a Lie i
it in my Eace, call me Horfe ; thou know’ft my olds8
Ward; here I lay, and thus I bore my Pois ; four Rogues =
in Buckrsm lect drive at me. :

P. Hewry, What, four 2 thou faidft but two, even now.

Fal. Four Hal, I told thee four,

Poins. Ay, Ay, he faid four.

Ful. Thife four came all a-front, and mainly thruft-at
me; I made no more ado, but took all their feven Points
in my Target, thus,

P. Henry. Seven 2 why there were but four, even nows

Fzl. In Buckram,

Pains. Ay, four, in Buckram Suits.

Fal Seven, by thefe Hilts, or I am a Villain elfe.,

P. Henry. Pritheelet him alone, we fhall have more anon,

Fal. Doft thou hearme, Hal?t

P. Hesry. Ay, and mark thee too, Fack.

FEal. Do fo, for it is worth the liftning too: Thefe nine
in Buckram, that I told thee of

P. Henry. S5, two more already.

Fal. Their Points being broken——

Poins. Down fell his Hofe, _

Fal. Began to give me Ground; I but follow’d meclofe, =
came in Foot and Hand; and with a Thought feven of the
eleven I pay’d. 3

P. Henry. O monflrous! Eleven Buckram Men grown out
of twol

Fal. But as the Devil would have it, three mif-begots
en Knaves, in Kendal Green, came at my Back, and let®
drive at me ; for it was fo datk, Hal, that thou couldft not’8
fce thy Hand.

P. Henry. Thefe Lies are like the Father that begets them,
grofs as a Mountain, open, palpable. Why thou Clay=a8y!
brain'd Guts, thou Knotty-pated Fool, thou Horfoncbfcene™s
greafie Tallow Catch.

Fl,
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Fal. What, art thou mad? Art thou mad# Is not the
Truth, the Truth?

P, Henry. Why, how could’ft thou krow thefe Men in
Kendal Green, when it was fo dark, thou could’ft not fee
thy Hand §¢ Come tell us your Reafon : What iy’ft thou
to this? ; .

Poins. Come, your Reafon, Fack, your Reafon;

Fal. What, upon compulfion? Nos; were I at the Straps
pado, or all the Racks in the World, I would not tell you
on Compulfion. Give you a Reafon on compulfion ! If
Reafons were as plenty as Black-Berries, I would give no
Man a Reafon upon Compulfion, I.

P, Henry. Tll be no longer guilty of this Sin. - This
fanguine Coward, this Bed-preffer, this Horfebacksbreaker,
this huge Hill of Flefh. '

Fal. Away you Starveling, you Elf-skin, you dry'd
Neats-Torgue, Bull’s-piflel, you Stock-fith : O for Breath
to utter. What islike thee ¢ You Tailor’s Yard, you Sheath,
you Bow-Cafe, you vile ftanding Tuck.

P. Henry. Well, breath a while, and thento’t igain; and
when thou haft tyr’d thy felf in bafe Comparifons, -hear me
ipeak but chus.

Poins, Mark Fack. :

P, Hewry. We two faw you four fet on four and bound
them, and were Mafters of their Wealth : Mark row, how
a plain Tale fhall put you down. Then did we two fet
ou you four, and with 2 Word, outfac’d you fom your
Prize, and have it, yea, and can thew it you in the Houfe.
And Falffaff, you carrry’d your Guts away as nimbly, with
as quick Dexterity, and roar’d for Mercy, and {Hill ian
and roar’d, as ever I heard Bull-Calf. Whata Sl:va art
thou, to hack thy Sword as thou haft dore, ard ihen
fay ‘it was in fightt. What Trick 2 Whar Device? What
ftarting Hole canft thou now find out, to hide tree from

 this open and apparent Shame 2

Poins, Come;, let’s hear Fack : What Trick haft thou now 2

Fal. 1 koew ye, as well as h that made ye. Why . hear
ye my Mafters, was it for me to kill the Heir zpparent 2
Should I turn upon the true Prince2 Why, thou knoweft
I am as valiant as Hercules ; but beware Inftin&, the Lion
will not touch the wue Prince ¢ Toftin& is a grea: Mattr.eri
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was 2 Coward on Inflin&: I fhall think the better of my
elf, and thee, during my Life ; I, for a vahant Lion, and !
thou for a true Prince. But Lads, Iam glad you have theli
Mony. Hoftefs, c'ap to the Doors watch to Night, pry
to Morrow. , Gallants, Lads, Boys, Hearts of Gold, 3l
the good Titles of Fellowfhip come to you. What, fhall
we be merry 2 Shall we have a Play extempore?

P. Henry. Content, and the Argument fhall be, thy
ruxmmg 21‘5;&1']7.

Fal. Ah! no more of that, Hal, if thou lovelt me,

Enter Hoftefs.

Hoff. My Lord the Prince!

P, Henry. How now, my Lady the Hoftefs, what fayft 8
thou to me? o

Hoft. Marty, my Lord, there is a Nobleman of theSg
Court at Door would fpeak with you; he fiys he comes i
from your Father. |

P. Henry. Give himasmuch as will make him a royal Man, 2
and fend him back again to my Mother.

Fazl. What manaer of Man is he?

Hoft. An old Man, !

Fal. What doth Gravity out of his Bed at Midnight$ &
Shall I give him his anfwer ?

P. Henry. Prithee do, Fack,

Fal. Faith and Ull fend him packing.

P. Henry. Now Sits, you fought fair

-delph; you are Lions too, you ran awayuip

o [aftin& ; you will not touch the true Prince, 10, fie.

Bard, *Faith, I ran when I {faw others run.

3 now in earneit ; how came Falfta

you believe i
the like.

Bard. Yea, ard ¢
make them bleed, ar
it, and fwear it was the Blood of true Men. 1 did that |u
I did not thele feven Years before, I blufth’d to heat his |
monftrous Devices. il

P. Hewrjo ‘\
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. P.Herry. OVillain, thou flelleft 2 Cup of Sack ei
i Years ago, and wert taken withuthe Maonner,
it fince thou haft blufth’d extempore; thou hadt F
i Swerd on thy Side, and yet thou ranneft away : Wh
ke flin& hadft thou for 1t2
W8 Burd. My Lord, do you fee thefe Mcteors? do you be-
bold thefe Exhilations?

b P, Henrye, I do.

Bard, What think you they portend 2
o P, Henry. Hot Livers, and cold Purfes.

Bard. Choler, my Lord, if rightly taken,

P. Henry. No, if rightly taken, Halter,
b Enter Falitaff,

Here comes lean Fack, here comes Bare-bone. How
‘tnow my {weet Creature of Bombaft, how long is’ ago,
kt Fack, fince thou faw’ft thine own Knee 2

Fal. My own Koee? When I was about thy Years,
jefaly 1. was not an Eagle’s Talon in the Wte, 1 {”h'd
have crept into any Alderman’s. Thumb-Ring : A pligue
‘of S«*,.u” and Grief, it blows a Man up 'Le a Bl aodu.

Tl.cxesvmaimu, News abroad : Here was Sic' Fobn Braby
tfrom. your Father ; you mnﬂ go to the Couwit in the

Morning, That fame mad Fellow. of the North, Percy s

and he of Wales, that gave Amamon the Baftinado, and

made Lucifer Cuc Lold, and {wore the Devil his true Liege-
g Man upon the Crofs of a Wel/b-hook : What a plague call you
o him?2
oo Loins. O, Glendower.
Lal, Owen, Owen;, the fame, and his Son-in-law Mortia
jmer, and old Norzhuamberland, and the {prightly Scor of
8éars, Dowyglafi, that runs a Horfeback up a Hill perpendi-
iculac.
@8 P, Henry. He that rides at hip gh fpeed, and witha Pifto]
kﬂis a Sparrow flying.
& Fal. You have hic it,
P, H/snr]. So did he never the uran’ow
i £al. Well, that Rafcal hath good Metal in him, he will
1 not run,
¢, L+ Henry, Why, what a Rafcal art thou then, to pmfe
him (o for rumme :
- N 3 Fal.
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Fal. A Horfeback, ye Cuckow, but afoot he will net
budge a foot.

P. Henry, Yes, Fack, upon Inftin&. . ;i

Fal, 1 grant ye¢, upon Inftin& : Well, he is there too, ¥
and one Adordake, and a theufand blew-Caps more, Wors &
cefter is ftolln away by Night : Thy Father’s Beard 18 1E:E
turn’d white with the News: You may buy Land now s ¢
cheap as ftinking Mackerel.

P. Henry. Then ’us like, if there come a hot Sun, and thig ¥
civil buffeting hold, we thall buy Maidenheads as they buy 1
Hob-nails, by the Hundred.

Fal. By the Mafs, Lad, thou fay’ft true, it is like weds
fhali have good trading that Way. But tell me, Hal, angl!!
not thou horribly afeard 2 thou being Heir apparent, could
the World pick thee out three fuch Enemies again as that
Fiend Dowglafs, that Spirit Percy, and that Devil Glendows 1t}
er # Art thon not hoiribly afiaid ¢ Doth not thy Blood
thrill at 1t2

P. Hesry. Not a whit: Tlack fome of thy Inftin&.

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to morrow, when
thou com’ft to thy Father : If thou do love me, pracife 1T
an Anfwer, 1

P, Henry. Do thou ftand for my Father, and examine meJ|
upon the Particulars of my Life. ;

" Fal. Shall 12 content: This Chair fhall be my Satgs
this Dagger my Scepter, and this Cufhion my Crown. =

P. Henry, Thy State is taken for a joint-Stoal, thy gols
den Scepter for a leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich
Crown for a pitifal bald Crown.

Fal. Well, and the Fire of Grace be not quite ot
thee, now fhalt thou be movd. Give mea Cup of §
to make mine Eyes look red, thst it may be though
have wept, for I muft fpeak in paffior, and 1 will do 1t
King Chambifes Vein.

P. Henry. Well, here is my Licge

Fal. And hire is my Speech ; ftand afide Nobility,

Hyff. This 1s excellent Sport, 1 faith. i

Fal. Weep not, fwect Queen, for trickling Tears €
Vain. '

H,ft: O the Father, how he holds his Countenance? ||

Fal. For God's fake, Lords, convey my triftful Queens |
for Tears do flop the EFooed-gates of her Eyes. Hoft
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Hoff. O rare, he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry
Players, as ever I f{ee.
Fal. Peace good Pint-pot, peace good Tickle-brain,
\  Harry, I do not only marvel, where thou fpendeft thy
k time; but alfo, how thou art accompany’d: For though
& the Camomil, the more it is trodden, the fafter it grows;-
* yet Youth, the more it is wafted, the fooner it wears,
Thou art my Son; I have partly thy Mother’s Word,
{ . partly my Opinion; but chicfly, a villainous Trick of
1" thine Eye, and a foolifh hanging of thy nether Lip, that
doth warrant me. If then thou be Son to me, here lyeth
L the Point; why, being Son to me, art thou fo pointed
i at? Shall the bleffed Son of Heav’n prove a Micher, and
eat Black-berries? ~a Queftion not to be ask’d.  Shall the
Son of England prove a Thief,- and take Purfes 2 3 Queftion
to be a’d, There is a thing, Harry, which thou haft
often heard of, and it is known to many in our Land,
by the Name of Pitch: This Pitch,as ancient Writers do
report, doth defile; fo doth the Company thou keep'ft;
for Harry, now 1 do not fpeak to thee in Drink, but in
Tears; not in Pleafure, but in Paffion; not in Words only,
bue in Woes alfo; and yet there is a virtuous Man, whom
* I have often noted in thy Company, but I know not his
& Name.
. P. Hemry. What manner of Man, anditlike your Majefty?
Fal. A goodly portly Man ifaith, and corpulert, ofa
chearful Look, a pleafing Eye, and a moft noble Carri-
age, and as I think, his Age fome fifty, or, by’rlady, in-
8= clining to threefcore; and now I remember me, his Name
S is FalfafF; If that Man fhould be lewdly given, he de-
A ceives me; for Harry, 1 fee Virtue in his Looks, If then
& the Trec may be known by the Fruit, as the Fruit by
2 the Tree, then peremptorily I fpeak it, there is Virtue in
& that Falffaff; him keep with, the reft banith. Andtell me
" now, thou naughty Varlet, tell me, where haft thou been
this Month ?
P. Henry. Doft thou fpeak like a King? Do thou ftand
" for me, and I'll play my Father.
Fal. Depofe me! if thou doft it half fo gravely, fo ma-
jeRtically, both in Word and Matter, hang me up by the

Heels for a Rabbet-fucker, or a Poulterers Hare.
N 4 ; P, Henry-
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P. Henry. Well, here I am fet, )
Fal. And here I ftand ; judge, my Mafters.
P. Henry. Now }furh, whence come you?

Fal, My noble Lord, from Eaff-cheap.

P. Henry. The Complaints 1 hear of thee are grievous,
Fal, I'faich, my Lord, they are falfe. Nay, Tl tickle ye
for a young Prince,

2. He,,r}. Sweareft thou, ungracious Boy 2 Henceforth
ne’er look on me; thou art violently carry’d away from
br&cc, there’s a Devil haunts thee, in the likenefs of a
fat old Man: a Tun ef Man is thy Companion : Why
;,o"t thou converfe with that Trunk of Humours, that
Boulting-Hutch of Beafllinefs, that {woln Parcel of Drops
fies, that huge Bombard of Sack, that ftuft Cloak-bag of
Gutsy that rofted Manning-Tree Ox with the Puddings
in his Belly, that reverend Vice, that grey Iniquity, that
Father Ruﬂia“, that Vanity in Years; wherein is he good,
but to talte Sack and drink ir2 Wherein neat and cleanly,bue &
to carve a Capon and eat it? Whercin cunning, but in
Craft 2 Wherein crafty but in Villany? wherein villainous,.
but in all things 2 wheiein worthy, bue in nothing?

Fal. T would your Grace would take me with you :
Y.‘P:z your Grace?

¢ villa =m':: abominable Mif-leader of Youth,
hite=bearded Sathan.
ng Lr\;u:—’ 1 kn now,

2 1’;;;:7}'. i know theu doil.

Fal. But to fay, I koow more harm in him than i
my {clf,” were to fay more than I know. That he is old
the more’s the pity, his white Hairs do witnefs it But that
be is, {aving your Reverence, a W hore-mafter, that I u
terly deny. If Sack and Sugar be a Faulr, Heav’n help thé
Wicked : If to be old and merry, be a Sin, then many &
Hoft that I know is damn’d : Ifco be fat, be to be hated, then
Pharoal’s lean Kine are to be lov'd,  No, my good Lordy
bdmﬁ Peto, banifh me’o/pl:, banith Peins; but for {weet
zgclg‘ Falftaffy kind 7 16( F»z{/?rf*" true Fack Falffaff, valie

"’L\ Falftaff, ;*d herefore more vahant, being as heis
ck_Faiffaff, banith not him thy Harry’s Companys
auifh. nce him t‘y Hﬂry’s Company ; . _banifh plump
Fatk, and bauifh all the World,

lT
=Sé

P, Heury.
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2. Henry. 1.do, I will. ‘

Enter Bardolph running.
Bard. O, my Lord, my Lord, the Sheriff with a moft
monftrous Wateh, is at the Door,

Fal, Out you Rogue, play out the Play: I have much
¥ tofay in the behalf of that Falffaff.
f Enter the Hoftefs.
’ Hoff. O, my Lord, my Lord.
Fal. Heigh, heigh, the Devil rides upon a Fiddle-ftick :
(8 SWhat’s the Matter ¢
i Hoff. The Sheriff and all the Watch are at the Door:

they sre come to fearch the Houle, thall I Jet them in 2

Fal, Doft thou hear, Hal? never. call a true Piece of
I Gold a Counterfeit: Thou art eflentially mad, = without
§  {eemine fo.
f P. Henry. And thou a natural Coward, without Inftinét,
! Fal. | devy your Major; if you will deny the Sheriff,
2 fo; ifnor, et him enter.  If T become not a Cart as
i‘ well as another Man, a plague on my bringing up; 1 hope
|

I fhall as foon be firangled with a Halter, as another.

P. Henry. Go hide thee behind the Arras, the reft walk
above. Now my Mafters, for a true Face and good Con=
fcience,

Fal. Both which I have had; burt their Date is out, and
* therefore I'll hide me.

[ Exenn: Falftaff, Bardolph, &-.
P, Henry. Call in the Sheriff.
Eprer Sheriff and the Carrier.

P. Henry. Now Mafter Sheriff,what is yourWill with me2

Sher. Fitft, pardon me, my Lord. A Hue and Cry hath
ollow’d certain Men unto this Houfc.

P. Henry. What Mcn?¢
. Sher. One of them is well known, my gracious Loid, a

grofs fat Man.

Car. Asfat as Butter.

P. Henry. The Man, 1 do affure you is not here,
For I my felf at this time have imploy’d him;
And, Sheriff, T will cogage my Word to thee,
¢ That I will, by to Morrow Dinner time,
. Send him to anfwer thee, or any Man,

For

z
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For any thing he fhall be charg’d withal: _{1
And fo let me intreat you leave the Houfe.

Sher, T will, my Lord; there arc two Gentlemen
Have in this Robbery loft three hundred Marks,
wP. Henry. Tt may befo; if he have robb’d thefe Men, B
He fhall be anfwerable; and fo farewel.

Sher. Good Night, my noble Lord. "

P. Henry. 1 think it is good Morrow, is it not ? ‘

Sher. Indeed, my Lord, I think it be two a Clock. [ Exi,

P. Henry. This oily Rafcal is known as well as Pauls; go
call him forth. ?

Peto, Falffaff? Falt afleep behind the Arras, and fnorting
like 2 Horfe. d |
P. Henry. Hark,howhard he fetches his Breath : fearch his
Pocket’s. | He fearcheth his Pockets, and findeth certain Rapers,

P, Henry. What haft thou fouod ? :

Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord.

P. Henry. Let’s fee, what be they? read them.

Peto. Item, a Capon, 2 3. 24. :
dtem, Sawce, 4 4.

Item, Sack, two Gallons, §s. 44d.
Irems, Anchoves and Sack after Supper, 24 64d.
Jtem, Bread, ob.

P, Henry. O monftrous, but one half Penny-worth of ¢
Bread to this intolerable deal of Sack? What there is elley
keep clofe, we’ll read it at more advantage; there let him
fleep ’till Day. I'll to the Court in the Morning: We muft '
all to the Wars, and thy Place fhall be honourable, LIS "
procure this fair Rogue a Charge of Foot, and I koow his"®
Death will be a March of Twelvefcore. The Mony f{halls
be paid back again with Advantage. Be with'me betimes s
1 the Morning; and {o good Morrow, Peze. 7

Pero. Good morrow, geod my Lord, - . [Exeunts 8

i
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Enter Hot-fpur, Worcefter, | Lord Mortimer, and Owen
Glendower.
Mort. Hefe Promifes are fair, the Parties fure,
And our Induétion full of profperous hope.
Hot. Lord Mortimer, and Coufin Glendower,

« Will you fit down?2

And Uncle Worcefter —— A plague upon if,
I have forgot the Map.
Glend, No, here it is;
Sit Coufin Percy, fit good Coufin Hot/pur: '
For by that Name, as oft as Lancaffer doth fpeak of you,
His Cheeks look pale, and with a rifing figh,
He wifheth you in Heav'n,
Hot, And you in Hell, as oft as he hears Owen Glendower
fpoke of,
Glend. 1 cannot blame him; at my Nativity,
The front of Heav’n was full of fiery Shapes,
Of burning Creflets; and at my Birth,
The fram and foundation of the Earth

o Shak’d like a Coward.

: Shakgs the old Beldam Earth, and tumbles down

Hot. Why fo it would have done at the fame Seafon, if
your Mother’s Cat had but kitten’d, though your felf had
never been born,

Glend. 1 fay the Earth did fhake when I was born,

Hot. And 1 fay the Earth was not of my Mind;

If you fuppofe, as fearing you, it fhook.

Glend. The Heavens were all on fire,the Earth did tremble,

Hot, ©Oh, then the Earth thook
Te fee the Heavens on fire,

And not in fear of your Nativity.

Difeafed Nature oftentimes breaks forth

In ftrange Eruptions; and the teeming Earth

Is with a kind of Cholick pinchd and vext,

By the imprifoning of unruly Wind

Within her Womb; which for enlargement ftriving,

Steeples,
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Steeples, and mofs-grown Towers. At your Birth,

Our Grandam Earth, having this Diftemperature,

In paffion fhook.

Glend. Coufin; of many Men

I do not bear thefe Croflings: Give me letve

To tell you once again, that at my Birth

The front of Heav'n was full of fiery Shapes,

The Goats ran from the Mountains, and the Herds

Were ftrangely clamorous to the frighted Ficlds:

Thefe Signs have mark’d me extraordinary,

And all the Courfes of my Life do thew,

I am not it the Roll of common Men,

Where is the Living, clipt in with the Sea,

That chides the Banks of England, Scotland and Wales,

W hich calls me Pupily or hath read to me?

And bring him out, that is but Woman’s Son,

Can trace me in the tedious ways of Art,

And hold me pace in deep Experiments.

Hos. T think there’s no Man {peaks better Wel/b.

I'll to dinner.

Mort. Peace, Coufin Percy, you will make him mad.
Glend. 1 can call Spirits from the vafty Deep:
Hot. Why, fo can I, or fo can any Man:

But will they come, when you do call for them ?

Glend. W hy, 1 can teach thee, Coufin, to command the

Devil.

Eor. And I car teach thee, Coufin, to thame the Devil,

By telling Truth, 7ell Truth, and [bame the Devil,

If thou have Power to raife him, bring him hither,

And I'll be fworn, I have Power to thame him hence.

Oh, while you live, tell Truth, and fhame the Devil.
Mort. Come, come, no more of this unprofitable Chat,
Glend. Three times hath Henry Bullingbroke made head

Againft my Power; thrice from the Banks of We,

ndy=bottom’d Severn, have I fent him,

ame, and Weather-beaten back.

Hot. Home, iwithout Boots,

And in foul Weather too,

How {capes he Ague:
Glend, Cone,

Shall we divide cur

the Deévil’s Name?
; the Map: :
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Acccording te our threefold order ta’en 2
Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath divided it
Into three Limits, very equally:
England, from Tvent, and Severs hitherto,
By South and Eaft, is to my part aflign'd:
All Weftward, Wales, beyond the Severn thore,
And 2ll the fertile Land within that bound,
To Owen Glendower; and dear Coufin to you
The remoant Northward, lying off from Tvent.
And our Indentures Tripartite are drawn:
Which being fealed enterchangeably,
A Bufinefs that this Night may execute,
To morrow, Coufin Percy, you and I,
And my good Lord of Worcefter, will fet forth,
To meet your Father, and the Scorzifh Power,
As is appointed us at Shrewsbury.
My Father Glendower is not ready yet,
Nor fhall we need his help thefe fourteen Days:
Within that fpace, you may have drawn togecher
Your Tenants, Friends, and neighbouring Gentlemen.
Glends A fthorter time fhall fend me to you, Lords:
Ard in my Conduc fhall your Ladies come,
From whom you now muft {tcal, and take no lcave,
For there will bz a World of Water thed,

i Upon the parting of your Wives and you.

1

Hot. Methinks my Moiety, North from Burton here,
In quantity equals not one of yours:
See, how this River comes me cranking in,
And cuts me from the beft of all my Land,

A huge half Moon, a monftrous Cantle out.

')l have the Current in this place damm’d up:
~ And here the fmug, and Silver Tress Thall run
In a new Channel, fair and evenly :
It fhall not wind wirh fuch a deep Iundent,
To rob me of fo rich a bottom here.
Glend. Not wind? It fhall, .it muft, you fze it doth.
Morr. Yea, but mark how he bends his Courfe,
And runs me up, with like advantage on the other fide,
Gelding the oppofing Continent as much,
As on the other fide 1t takes from you.

Woro
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Wor. Yes, but a little Charge will trench him here; |
And on this Norch-fide win this Cape of Land, |
And then he runs ftraight and even, i |

Hor. Tl have it fo, s lictle Charge will do it, |
Glend. I'll not have it alter'd,
Hot. Whll not you 2 .‘7
Glend. No, nor you fhall not. '
Ho:. Who fhall fay me nay ? }
Glend. Why, that will I. By
Hot. Let me not underftand you then, {peak it in Welfh,
Glend. 1 can fpesk Englifb, Lord, as well as you,

For I was train’d up in the Exglifh Court:

Where, being but young, 1 framcd to the Harp

Many an Englifb Ditty, lovely well,

And gave the Fongue a helpful Ornament;

A Virtue that was never {een In you,

Hot, Marry, and I am glad of it with all my Heart.

I had rather be a Kitten, and cry mew,

Than one of thefe fame Meeter-ballad-mongers,

I had rather hear a Brazen Candleftick tun'd,

Or a dry Wheel grate on the Axel-tree,

And that would fet my Teeth on Edge,

Nothing fo much as mincing Poetry;

>Tis like the forc’d Gate of a fhuffling Nag.

Glend, Come, you fhall have Trent turn’d,
Har. 1 do not care; I'll give thrice fo much Land

To any well-deferving Friend;

“But in the way of Bargain, mark ye me,

"'l cavil on the ninth part of a Hair.

Are the Indentures drawn? Shall we be gone?

Glerd. The Moon fhines fair,

You may away by Night:

LIl hafte the Writer5 and withal,

Break with your Wives, of your departure hence:

'‘And I am afraid my Daughter will run mad.

So much fhe doteth on her Aorzimer. [ Exite
Morr, Fie, Coufin Percy, how you crofs my Father.
Hor. I cannot chufe; fometime he angers me,

With telling me of the Moldwarp and the Ant,

OF the Dreamer Merlin, and his Prophecies;

And of a Dragon, and 2 finlefs Filh,
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A clip-wing’d Griffin, and a moulten Raven;

A couching Lion, and a ramping Cat,

And fuch a deal of skimble-skamble Stuff,

As puts me from my Faith. I tell you whar;

He held me Laft Night, at leaft nine Hours,

In reck'ning up the feveral Devils Names,

That were his Lackeys:

I cry’d hum, and well, go too,

But mark’d him not a word. O, heis 2s tedious

|- As a tired Horfe, a railing Wife,

 Worfe than a fmoaky Houfe. 1 had rather live
With Cheefe and Garlick in 2 Windmil far,

. Than feed on Cates, and have him talk to me,

L In any Summer-houfe in Chriftendom.

} Mort, In faith he was a worthy Gentleman;
Exceeding well read, and profited,

In ftrange Concealments:

Valiant as a Lion, and wondrous affable,

And a5 bountiful as Mines of Jndia

. Shall I tell you, Coufin,

% He holds your temper in a high refpe&,

. And curbs himfelf, even of his natural Scope,

When you do crofs his Humour; faith he does.

- I warrant you, that Man is not alive,

- Might fo have tempted him, as you have done,
* Without the tafte of danger, and reproof:

« But do not ufe it oft, let me intreat you. <
.\ Hor, In faithy my Lord, you are too wilful blame;
k,A“d fince your coming hither, have done enough,

* Lo put him quite befides his Patience: ‘

You muft needs learn, Lord, to amend this fault; ‘
' Though fometimes it thews Greatnefs, Courage, Blood,
~ And tﬁat's the deareft grace it renders you ;

. Yet oftentimes it'doth prefent harfh Rage,
Defe@ of Manners, want of Government,

g
¥
k

b
4 Pride, Haughtinefs, Opinion, and Difdain:

. The leaft of which, hunting a Nobleman, :
Lofeth Mens Hearts, and lcaves.behind a Staia
Upon the Beauty of all parts bpﬁdes,
Beguiling them of Commendation.

1167
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Hot. Well, T am fchoold:
Good-manners be your fpeed;;
Here come our Wives, and let us take our leave.

Enter Glendower, with the Ladies. i

Morts This is the deadly fpight that angers me, ;
My Wife can fpeak no Englifb, 1 no Welfh.

Glend. My Daughter weeps, (he’ll not part with you,
she’ll be a Soldier too, fhe’ll to the Wars. |

Mort. Good Father tell her, that fhe and my Aunt Percy |
Shall follow in your Condué& fpeedily, |

[Glendower fpeaks to ber in Welth, and fbe anfwers bimin. 4

the fame,

Glend. She is defperate here:
A peevith {elf-willd Harlotry,
One that Perfwafion can do no good upon. U

[ The Lady [peaks in Welth, 1

Mort. Tunderftand thy Looks; that pretty Welfk, ‘
Which thou powr’ft down from thefe {fwelling Heav'ns,
I am too perfe& in ¢ And but for fhame, ' |
In fuch a Parly fhould I anfwer thee. i

: [ The Lady again in Wellh, 9

Mort. T underftand thyKifles, and thou mine,

And that’s-a fecble Difputation:

But I will never be a Truant, Love,

*Till T have learn’d thy Language: For thy Tongue

Makes #elfb as fweet as Ditties highly penn’d,

Sung by a fair Queen in a Summer’s Bowers

With ravithing Divifion to her Lute.
Glend, Nay, if thou melt, then will fhe run mad.

[ The Lady [peaks again in Welthin s

Mort, O, 1am ignorance it felf in this. At

Glend. Shebids you, o
On the wanton Rufhes lay you down,
And reft your gentle Head upon her Lap, '
And fhe will fing the Song that pleafeth you,
And on your Eye-lids Crown the God of Sleep,
Charming your Blood with pleafing heavinefs;
Makinig foch difference betwixt Wake and Sleep,
As js the difference betwixt Day and Night,
The Hour before the Heav’nly harnefs’d Teem
Begins his golden Progrefs in the Eaft,
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Mort. With all my Heart I’ll fit, and hear her fing:
By that time will our Bock, I think, be drawn.
Glend, Do fo:
And thofe Muficians that fhall play to you,
Hang in the Air a thoufind Leagues fiom hence;
. Yet ftraight they fhall be here: Sit, and attend.
Hot. Come, Kate, thou art perfc& in lying downs
Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my Head in thy Lap,
Lady. Go, ye giddy Goofe. [The Mafick plays.
Hor. Now I perceive the Devil underftands Welfb,
i And "tis no marvel he is fo humerous ¢
* By'tlady he’s a good Mufician.
Lady. Then would you be nothing but Mufical,
. For you are altogether governed by Humours: °
. Lie ftill ye Thief, and hear the Lady fing in #elfh,
©  Hor, I had rather hear, Lady my Brach, howl in Zrifh.
Lady. Would'ft have thy Head broken 3
Hot. No.
Lady, Then be flill,
. Hor. Neither, ’tis a Woman’s Faults
. Lady. Now God help thee.
Hot. To the Welfb Lady’s Bed.
Lady. W hat's that?
Hot, Peace, Mhe'fings. [Here the Lady fings 8 Welth Song,
Come, I'll have your Song too. ,
. Lady. Not mine, in good footh.
. Hot. Not yours, in good foorh !
You fwear like 2 Comfit-maker’s Wife,
Not you, in good footh; and, as true as I live;
# ‘And, as God fhall mend me ; and as, fure as Day:
- And giveft fuch Sarcenet furety for thy Oaths,
- As if thou never walk’ft further than Finsbury.
. Swear me, Kate, like a Lady, as thou art,
A good mouth-filling Oath, and leave Infooth,
- And fuch proteft of Pepper-Ginger-Bread,
* To Velvet-Guards, and Sunday-Citizens.
- Come, fing.
Lady. 1 will not fing. :
Hos, "Tis the next way to turn Tailor; or be Red-
breaft Teacher : And the Indentures be drawn, 1'll away
Yor. lIL X o : within
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within thefe two Hours: And fo come in, when ye will,
[Exit,
Glend. Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are 2s flow,
‘As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go, |
By this our Book ts drawn: We'll but feal,
Atrd then to Horfe immediately.
aort, With all my Hearr. [ Exesnnt,

§ 2k N B 1L

Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lords and otherss

K. Henry. Lords, give us leave:

The Prioce of Wales, and I, *
Muft have fome private Conference. d
But be near at Hand, ;‘\
For we (hall prefently have nced of you. [ Exennt Lords *
T know not whether Heav’n will have it fo, |

For fome difpleafing Service I have done; |
That in his fecret Doom, out of my Blocd, |
He'll breed Revengement, and aScourge for me: |
But thou doft in thy Paffages of Life, A
Make me believe, that thou art only mark’d i
For the hot Vengeance, and the Rod of Heav’n
To punith my Mifs-treadings.  Tell me elfe, |
Could fuch inordinate and low Defires, :
Such poor, fuch bafe, fuchlewd, fuch mean Attemptsy |

Such barren Pleafures, rude Society, }
iAs thou art march’d withal, ard grafted to, it
!

Accompany the Greatnefs of thy Blood,
And hold their level with thy Princely Heart?
P. Henry. So pleafe your Majefty, I would I could i
A

Quit all Offences with as clear excule,

As well as T am doubtlefs I can purge 1
My felf of many I am charg’d withal: . %3
Yet fuch extenuation lét-me beg, 1

‘As in reproof of many Tales devis’d, |
Which oft the Ear of Greatnefs needs muft hear, |
By {miling Pick.thanks, and bafc News-mongess;
I may for fome things true, whereinmy Youth
Hath fatlty wandred, and irregular, :

Find pardon on my true Submiilion,

K, H:hrjé_ _
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K. Henry. Heav'n pardon thee:

" Yet let me wonder, Harry,

| ‘At thy AffeGions, which do hold a Wing
Quite from the flight of all thy Anceftors.
Thy place in Council thou ‘haft rudely loft,
Which by thy younger Brother is {upply'd ;

& And art almoft an Alien to the Hearts
Of all the Court and Princes of my Blood.

The Hope and Expeétation of thy time
Is ruin’d, and the Soul of every Man
Prophetically does fore-think thy Fall.

Had I fo lavifh of my Prefence been,

So common hackney’d in the ways of Men,

. So ftaleand cheap to vulgar Company;

. Opinion, that did help me to the Crown,

* Had ftill kept loyal'to Pofleffion,

And left me in reputelefs Banifhment,

A Fellow of ne mark, nor likelihood.

By being feldom feen, I could not flir,

But like 2 Comet, I was wondred at ; :
That Men would tell their Children, This is he,
Others would fay, Where 2 Which is Bullingbroke 2
And then I ftole all Courtefie from Heav'n,

And dreft my felf in fuch Humility,

That I did pluck Allegiance from Mens Hearts,

i\ Loud Shouts and Salutation, from their Mouths,

" Even in the Prefence of the crowned King,

. Thus I did keep my Perfon freth and new,

" My Prefence like a Robe Pontifical,

© Ne’er feen, but wondred at 3 and {o my State, '

i Seldom but fumptuous, fhewed like a Feaft,

And won by rarenefs fuch Solemnity.

The skipping King he ambled up and down,

. With fhallow Jefters, and rafh Bavin Wits,

' Soon kindled,and foon burnt, carded bis State,
Mingled his. Royalty with carping Fools, ;
Had his great Name prophaned with their ScornSs
And gave his Countenance, againft his Name,

To laugh at gybing Boys, and ftand the pufh
Of every beardlefs vain comparative:
Grew a Companion to the common Streets, 1

o | st 2 " R En-
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Enfeoff’d himfelf to Popularity :
That being daily fwallowed by Mens Eyes,
They furfeited with Honey, and began to loath
The tafte of {weetnefs, whereof a little
More than a little, is by much too much;
So when he had occafion to be f:en,
He was but as the Cuckow is in Faune,
Heard, not regarded; feen, but with fuch Eyes,
As fick and blunted with community,
Afford no extraordinary gaze,
Such as is bent on Sun-hike Majefty,
When it fhines feldom in admiring Eyes:
But rather drowz’d, and hung their Eye-lids down,
Stept in his Face, and rendred fuch afpeét
As cloudy Men ufeto their Adverfaries,
Being with his Prefence glutted, gorg’d, and full.
And in that very Line, Harry, ftandeft thou;
For thou haft loft thy Princely Privilege,
With vile Participation. Nort an Eye
But is a-weary of thy common fight,
Save mine, which hath defir’d to fee thee more ¢
Which now doth, that I would not have it do.
Make blind it felf with foolifh Tendernefs.

P. Herry. 1 fhall hereafter, my thrice gracious Lod,
Be more my felf,

K. Henry. For all the World,
As thou art to this hour, was Richard then,
When I from France fet forth at Ravenfpurg ;
And even as I was then, is Percy now :
Now by my Scepter, and my Soul to boot,
He hath more worthy Intereft to the S:ate
Than thou the Shadow of Succeffion;
For of no Right, nor Colour like to Right,
He doth fill Fields with Harnefs in the‘ReaIm;
Turns Head againft the Lion’s armed Jaws;
And being no more in debt to Years than thou,
Leads ancient Lords, and reverend Bifheps on
To blcody Battels, and to bruifing Arms.
Whar never-dying Honour hath he gor,
Againft renowned Dowyglafi, whofe high Deeds,
Whofe hot Incurfions, and gieat Name in Arms,

3192
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" Holds from all Soldiers chief Majority,

And Military Title Capital,

Through all the Kingdoms that acknowledge Chrift.
Thrice hath the Hor-fpar Mars, in fwathing Cloaths,
This Infant Warrior, in his Enteiprifcs,

Difcomfited great Dowglass, ta’en him once,
Enlarged him, and made a Friend of him,

To fill the Mouth of deep Defiance up,

And fhake the Peace and Safity of our Throne,
And what fay you to this? Percy, Northumberland,
The Arch-Bithop’s Grace of York, Dowglafs, and Mortimer,
Capitulate againft us, and are up.

But wherefore do I tell this News to thee?

. Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my Focs,
. Which art my near'ft and deareft Enemy 2

Thou art like enough, through' Viflul Fear,
Bafe Inclination, and the ftart of Spleen,

- To fight againft me under Perey’s Pay,

To dog his Heels, and courtfic at his Frowns,
To fhew how much thou art degenerate,

P. Henry, Do not think fo, you fhall not find it fo:
And Heav'n forgive them, that fo much haye fway’d
Your Majefty’s good Thoughts away from me;

I will redeem all this on Percy’s Head,
And in the clofing of fome gracious Day,
Be bold to tell you, that 1 am your Son,

- When I will wear 2 Garment all of Bloed,

And ftain my Favours in a Bloody Mask:

' Which wafht away, thall fcowre my thame with it,

And that fhell be the Day, when c’er it lights,
That this fame Child of Honour and Renown,
This gallant Ho-fpwr, this all-praifed Knight,
And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet:
For every Honour fitting on his Helm,

Would they were multitudes, and on my Head
My Shames redoubled. For the time will come,
That I (hall make this Northern Youth exchange

. His glorious Deeds for my Indignities:

Percy. is but my Fa&or, good my Lord,

To engrofs up glorious deeds on my behalf':

And I will call him to fo frict account, e
i O 3 Tha
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That he fhall render every Glory up,
Yea, even the flighteft Worfhip of his Time,
Or I will tear the Reckoning from his Heart.
This, in the Name of Heav’n, I promife here:
The which, if I perform, and do furvive,
I do befeech your Majefty, may falve
The long-grown Wounds of my Intemperature;
If not, the end of Life cancels all Bonds,
And I will die a hundred thoufand Deaths,
E’er break the fmalleft Parcel of this Vow.
P. Henry. A hundred thoufand Rebels dic in thiss
Thou fhalt have Chirge, and Soveraign truft herein,
Enter Blunt,
How now, good Blunt2 Thy loocks are full of fpeed.
Blunt. So hath the Bufinefs that 1 come to fpeak of.
Lord Aortimer of Scotland hath fent word,
That Dewglafs and the Englifb Rebels met
The eleventh of this Month, at Shrewsbury:
A mighty and a fearful Head they are,
If promifes be kept on every Hand,
As ever offered foul play ina State,
K. Henry. The Barl of Weftmorland fet forth to Days
With him my Son, Lord Fobn of Lancafter,
For this Advertifement is five Days old.
©On Wednefday next, Harry, thou fha]t fet forward:
On Thur/day, we our felves will march.
Our mecting is Bridgenorth: And Harry, you fhall march
Through Glocefter fhive: By which account,
Our Bufinefs valued, fome twelve Days hence,
Our general Forces at Bridgenorth fhall meet,
Our Hands are full of Bufinefs : Let’s away,
Advantage feeds them fat, while We delay, [ Exeunty

S C+EIN E ~HL

Enter Falftaff and Bardolph,

Fal. Bardolph, am ‘1 not fal’n away’ vilely, fince this
lat A&ion 2 Do I 'not bate2 Do I not dwindle'? Why

PN SR *¢

my Skin hangs about” me ‘like an ‘old Lady'‘lcofe ‘Gown: |

I am withered -like an ‘old  Apple Fobn,  "Well I}l sepent,
snd-fuddenly, while'1-am in fome' Hking's-1 Thall be

1
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out of Heart fhortly, and then I fhall have ne Strength to
repent. And I have pot forgotten what the infide of a
Church is made of, I am a Pepper Corn, a Brewers Horfe ;
the infide of a Church! Company, villainous Company
hath been the fpoil of me.

Bard. Sir Fobn, you are {o fretful, you cannot live long.

Fal. Why there isit ; come ﬁng me a bawdy Song, to make
me merry : I was as virwoudly given, as a Gentleman need to
be; virtuous enongh ; fwore little, dic’d not above feven
times a Week, went to a Bawdy-houfe not aboye once in
a Quarter of an Hour, paid Mony that I borrow'd three or
four times; livid well, and in good Compafs; and now I
live out of all order, out of Compafs.

Bard, Why, you are fo fat, Sir Fobn, that you muft
needs be out of all Compafs, out of all reafonable Compafs,
Sir Fohn.

Fal. Do thou amend thy Face, and I'll amend my Lif&}
Thou art our Admiral, thou beareft the Lanthorn in the
Poop, but ’tis in the Nofe of thee; thou art the Knight of
the burning Lamp.

Bard., Why, Sir Fohn, my Face does you no harm.

Fal, No, I’ll be fworn ; I moke as good ufe of iy as
many 2 Man doth of a Death’s Head, or a Mewms nro Mori.
I never fee thy Face, but I think upon Hell Fire, and Djves
that liv’d in Purple; for there he is in his Rabes burning,
If thou wert any way given to Vircue; T would fwear by
thy Face; my OQath fhould be, By this Fire: But thiot art
altogether given over; and wart indeed, but for the Lighe
in' thy Face, the Sun of utter Darknefs, When thou
rano’ft up Gads-bill in the Night to catch my Horle, if
I did not thiok thou hadt been*an ignis faruns, or a Ball
of Wild-fire, there’s no Purchafe 1n Mony. O, thou
art a perpetual Triumph, an everlafting Bonfire Light; thou
halt faved me a thoufind Marks in Links and Torches,
walking with thee in the Night betwixt Tavern and
Tavern 3 but the Sack that thou haft drunk me, wouald
have bought me light as good cheapy at thedearcft Chand-
lers in Enrgpe. I have maintain’d that Salamarder of yours.
with Fire, any time this two and thirty Years, Heav'a 1e-
ward me forit. : : :

Bard, 1 would my Face were in you Belly, g i
N s O 4 _ Fals
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Fal. So fhould I be fure to be heart-burn’d.
Enter Hoftefs,
How now, Dame Partler the Hen, have you enquir'd yet
who pick’d my Pocket? ’

Hoft, Why, Sir Fobn, whatdo you think, Sir Fobn?
Do you think I keep Thieves in my Houfe? I have fearch'd,
I have enquird, fo hss my Husband. Man by Man,
Boy by Boy, Servant by Servant: The tight of a Huir
was never loft in my Heule before.

Fal. Ye lie, Hoftefs; Bardolph was fhav’d, and loft ma-
ny a Hair; and I'll be fworn my Pocket was pick'd; go to,
you are a Woman, go.

Hof. Who 12 Idcfie thee; I wasnever call’d {o in mine
own Houfe before.

Fal. Goto, I know you well ¢cnough.

Hoff. No, Sir Fobn: You do not know me, Sir Fobn;
I know you, Sir Fobn: You owe me Mony, Sir Fohn,and
row you a pick a Quariel to beguile me of it; I beught you
a Dozen of Shirts to your Back.

Fal. Dowlas, filthy Dowlas: I have given them away to
Bakers Wives, and they have made Boulters of them.

Hoff. Now as I am a true Woman, Holland of eight
Shillings an Ell: You owe Mony here befides, Sir Fobn, for
your Diet, and by=Drinkings, and Mony lent you, four
and twenty Pounds., \

Fal. He had his part of it, let him pay.

Hoff. He? alas! he is poer, he hath nothing,

Fal. How? poor? Look upon his Face: What call you
rich? Let him coin his Nofe, let him coin his Cheeks, I'll
not pay a Denier. What, will you make a Yonker of
me ? Shall I:not take mine’ Eafe in mine Inn, but I fhall
have my Pocket pick'd? I have loft a Seal-Ring of my
Grand-fathe:’s, worth: forty Mark.

Hoft. 1 have heard the Prince tell him; I know not how
oft, that that Ring was Copper, -

Fal. How 2 the Prince is a Fack, a fneak-Cup; and if he
were here, Twould cudgel him like a Dog, if he would fay fo.
Enter Prince Henry marching, and Falltaff meets bim, play-

... ing on his Trunchion like a Fife. b e

Fal. How now, Lad? is the Wind in that Door? Muft

we al} march?. : i 558 75 sy oS

Bk
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Bard, Yea, two and two, Newgate Fafhion.

Hoff. My Lord, I pray you hear me.

P. Henry. What fay’ft thou, Miftrefs Quickly? How does
thy Husband ? Ilove him well, he is ao honeft Man.

Hof}. Good, my Lord, hear me.

Fal. Prithee let her alone, and lift to me.

P. Henry. What fay’(t thou, Fack?

Fal. The other Night I fell afleep here behind the Ar-
125, and had my Pocket pickt: This Houfe is tuin’d Baw-
dy-houfe, they pick Pockets.

P. Henry. What didft thou lofe, Fack?

Fal, Wlt thou believe me, Hal? Three or four Bonds
of forty Pound a piece, and a Seal-Ring of my Grand-
father's.

P. Henry. A Trifle, fome eight-penny Matter.

Hoff. So 1 told him, my Lord; and I faid, I heard
your Grace fay fo: And, my Lord, he fpeaks moft vilely
of you, like a foul-mouth’d Man as he is,and faid he would
cudgel you.

P. Henry. ' What, he did not?

Hoft. There’s neither Faithy, Truth, nor Woman-Heod
in me elfe.

Fal. There’s no more Faith in thee than in a ftew’d
Prune; nor no more Truth in thee than in a drawn Fox ;
and for Woman-hocd, Maid-Marian may be the Depu-
ties Wife of the Ward to thee. Go you nothing, go.

Hoft. Say, what thing # What thing?

Fal. What thing? Why a thing to thank Heav’n on.

Hof#, I am nething to thank Heav’n on, I would thou .
fhouldft know it: I am an honeft Man’s Wife; and fetting
thy Knighthood afide, thou art a Knave to call me fo.

Fal. Setting thy Womanhood afide, thou art a Bealt to
fay otherwife,

Hoft. Say, what Beaft, thou Knave thou?

Fal.- What Beaft? Why an Otter.

P. Henry, An Otter, Sir Fobn, why an Otter ?

Fal. Why? fhe’s neither Fith nor Flefh ; a Man kgows
not where to have her, & :

Hoft. Thou art an unjuft Man in faying fo; thou, or
any Man knows where to have me, thou Knave thou.

: P. Henry.




1178 The Eirft Rart

P. Henry. Thou fay’ft true, Hoftefs, and he flanders thee
moft grofly.

Hoff. So he doth you, my Lord, and faid this other
Day, vou ow’d him a thoufand Pound.

P. Henry. Sirrah do I owe you a thoufand Pound?

Fal, A thoufind Pound, Ha/? A Million; thy Love is
worth 3 Million: Thou ow’ft me thy Love.

Hoft. ' Nay, my Lord, he cal’d you Fack, and faid he
would cudgel you. ‘

Fal. Dud 1, Bardolph,

Bard. Indeed, Sir Fobn, you faid fo.

Fal, Yes, if he faid my Ring was Copper.

P, Henry. 1 fay *tis Copper. Dar'ft thou be as good as
thy Word now ¢

Fal, Why, Hal, thou know’ft, as thou art but a Man 1
dare, but as thou art a Prince, I fear thee, as I fear the
roaring of the Lion’s Whelp.

P. Henry. And why not as the Lion ¢

Fal. The King himfelf is to be fear’d as the Lion; do'ft
thou think T’ll fear thee, as I fear thy Father # Nay if I do,
let my Girdle break:

P. Henry, O, if it thould, how would thy Gutsfall ‘about
thy Knees. But, Sirrah, there’s no room for Faith, Truth,
nor Honefty, in this Befom of thine; it is all fill'd up with
Guts and Midriffi Charge an honeft Woman with picking
thy ‘Pocker! Why thou Horfon impudent, imboft Raf-
cal, if there were any .thing in thy Pocket but Tavern
Reckonings,  Memorandnms of Bawdy-Houfes, ‘and one
poor penny-worth of Sugar-Candy to make thee long-wind-
ed; if thy Pocket were enrich’d with any other Injuries
but thefe, I am a Villzin; and yet you will ftand to it
you will not Pocket up Wrongs. Art thou not afham’d 2

Fal. Doft thou hear, Hal, Thou know’ft in the State
of Innocency, Adam fell; and what would poor Fack
Falffaff do, in the Days of Villainys Thou feeft, I have
more Fleth than another Man, and thetefore mere Frailty,
Yoiu confefs then you picke my Pocket !

P. Henry. It appears fo by the Story,

“Fal, Hoftefs, I forgive thee:

Go make réady ‘Breekfalt 5 lovechy Husband,

Lodkto thy Servants, and ¢herith thy Guefts;

Thou
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Thou fhalt find me tra&able to any honeft Reafon :
Thou feeft, I am pacify’d ftill.
Nay, I prithee be gone, [ Exit Hoftefs.
Now, Hal, to the News at Court for the Robbery, Lad ?
How is that anfwer'd?

P. Henry. O my {weet Beef,
I muft ftill be good Angel to thee.
The Mony is paid back again.

Fal. O, I do not like that paying back’s ’tis a double
Labour.

P. Henry. I am good Friends with my Father, and may
do any thing. :

Fal., Rob me the Exchequer the firft thing thou do’ft,
and do it with un-wafh’d Hands too. '

Bard. Do, my Lord.

P. Henry. 1 have procured thee, Fack, a Charge of Foots

Fal, I would it had been of Horfe. Where fhall I find
one that can fteal well? O, for a fine Thief, of two “and
twenty, or thereabout; I am heinoufly unprovided. Well,
God be thanked for thefc Rebels, they offend none but the
virtuous. I laud them, I praife them,

P, Henry. Bardolph.

Bard. My Lord. !

P. Henry. Go bear this Letter to Lord Fobn of Lancafter,
To my Brother Fobn. This to my Lord of Wefimorland :
Go Peto, to Horfe; for thou,and I,
Have thirty Miles to ride yet ¢’er Dinner time.
Fack, meet me to Morrow in the Temple-Hall
At two a Clock in the Afternoon, ;
There fhalt thou know thy Charge, and there receive
Mony, and Order for their Furniture.
The Land is burning, Percy ftands on high,
And either they, or we, muft lower lye.

Fal. Rare Words; brave World, .
Hoftefs, my Breakfaft, come: .
Oh, I could wifh this Tavern were my. Drum.

e : ' [ Exenut.
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Bt 4.1V, SCENEL

Enter Hot-{pur, Worcefter, and Dowglafs.

Hot.‘x 7 ELL fiid, my noble Scor, if fpeaking Truth j
In this fine Age, were not thought Flattery,
Such ateribution fhould the Dowglafs have,
As not a Soldier of this Seafons ftamp,
Should go fo general currant through the World.
By Heav’n I cannot flitter: I defie
The Tongues of Soothers.  But a braver place
In my Heart’s love, hath no Man than your felf.
Nay, task me to my word ; approve me, Lord.
Dow, Thou art the King of Honour:
No Man fo potent breaths upon the Ground,
But I will beard him.
Enter a Me[fenger.
Hot. Do fo, and ’tis well, What Letters haft thou there?
I can but thank you.
AMeff. Thefe Letters come from your Father.
Hot, Letters from him?
Why comes he not himfelf?
Mefl. He capnot come, my Lord,
He is grievous fick.
#Hot. How! Has he the leifure to be fick now,
To fuch a juftling time? W ho leads his Power; b
Under whofe Government come they along ? :
AMefl. His Letters bear his Mind, not I his Mind.
#Wor. 1 prithee tell me, doth he keep his Bed?
Meff. He did, my Lord, four Days e¢er I fet forth:
And at the time of my departure thence,
He was much fear’d by his Phyfician.
War. 1'would the ftate of time had firft been whole,
E'er he by Sicknefs had been vifited;
His Health was never better worth than now.
Hos. Sick now 2 Droop now 2 This Sicknefs doth infe®
The very Life-blood of our Enterprife,
*Tis catching hither, even to our Camp,
He
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He writes me here, that inward Sicknefs s
_And that his Friends by deputation
Could not {o foonbe drawn: Nor did he think it meet
To lay fo dangerous and dear a truft
On any Soul remov’d, but on his own.
1 Yet doth he give us bold Advertifement,
. That with our {fmall Corjun&icn we fhould on,
To fee how Fortune is difpos’d to us,
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now,
Becaufe the King is certainly pefleft
Of all our Purpofes. What fay you toit?
Wor. Your Father’s Sicknefs is 2 maim to us.
Hot. A perillous Gafh, a very Limb lopt off:
And yet, in faith, ’tis not; his prefent want
Seems more than we fhall fird it,
Were it good, to fet the ¢xa& Wealth of all our States
All at one Caft?z To fet fo rich a Mine
On the nice hazard of one doubtful Hour,
It were not good; for therein thould we read
The very Bottom, and the Soul of hope,
The very Lift, the very utmoft bound
Of all our Fortunes.
Dow. Faith, and fo we (hould,
Where now remains a fweet Reverfion,
We may boldly fpend, upon the hope
Of what isto come in:
A comfort of Retirement lives in this,
Hot. A Rendezvous, a Home to flie unte,
If that the Devil and Mifchance look big
Upon the Maidenhead of our Affairs.
Wor. But yet I would your Father had been heres
The Quality and Heir of our Attempt
Brooks no Divifion: It will be thought
By fome, that know not why he is away,
That Wifdom, Loyalty, and meer Diflike
Of our Proceedings, kept the Earl from hence,
And think, how fuch an Apprehenfion
i May turn the Tide of fearful Fa&tion,
And breed a kind of Queflion in our Caufe:
{ For well you know, we of the offering fide,
’ Muft keep aloof from ftri& arbitrement,

And
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And ftop all fight-holes, every loop, from whenee
The Eye of Reafon may pry inupon us: :
This abferice of yout Father draws a Curtain,
“That fhews the ignorant a kind of fear
Before not dreamt of,
Hot, You ftrain too fars
1 rather of his Abfence make this ufe:
Tt lends a Luftre, and more great Opinion,
A larger Dare to your great Enterprife,
Than if the Earl were here: For Men mult think,
If we without his help can make a Head,
To pufh againft the Kingdom; with his help,
We fhall o’erturn it topfiesturvy down.
Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole.
Dow. AsHzcart can think:
Theie is no fuch a word fpoke of in Scetland,
As this Dream of Fear,
Enter Sir Richard Vernon.
Hot. My Coufin Zernon, welcome by my Soul.
Per. Pray God my News be worth a welcome, Lord.
The Earl of Weftmorland, {even thoufand ftrong,
Is marching hither-wards with Prince Fobn.
Hot., No harm; what more ¢
Ver. And further, I have learn’d,
The King himfelf in Perfon hath fet forth,
Or hither-wards intended fpeedily,
With ftrang and mighty Preparation.
Hot. He fhall be welcome too,
W here is his Son 2
T he nimble-footed Mad-cap, Prince of Wales,
‘And his Comrades, that daft the Wosld afide,
And bid it pals? %
Ver. All furnifht, all in Arms,
‘Al plum’d Jike Eftridges; that wing the Wind,
Baited like Eagles, having lately bath’d,
Glittering in Golden Coats,. like Images,
As full of Spirit as the Mouth of A4y,
And gorgeous as the Sun at Mid[ummer,
Wanton as youthful Goats, wild as young Bulls,
I faw young Harry with his Beaver on,
His Cufhes on his Thighs, gallantly arm’d,

Rife .
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Rife from the Ground like feather'd Aercary,

And vaulted with fuch Eafe into his Seat,

As ifan Angel dropt down from the Clouds,

To turn and wind a fiery Pegafis,

And witch the World with noble Horfemanfhip.
Hot. .No more, no more;

Worfe than the Sun in Aarch,

This Praife doth nourifth Agues ; let them come.

They come like Sacrifices in their trim,

All to the fire-ey’d Maid of fmoaky War,

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them;

The mailed Aars fhall on his Altar fic

Up to the Ears in Blood. I am on fire,

To hear this rich Reprifal is fo nigh,

And yet not ours: Come, let me take my Horfe,

Who is to bear me like a Thunder-bolt,

Againft the Bofom of the Prince of Wales.

Harry to Harry, fhall not Horfe to Horfe

Meer, and ne’er part, “till one drop down a Coarfe?

Oh, that Glendower were come.

Per. There 1s more News 2

I learn’d in Worcefter, as I rode along,

He cannot draw his Power this fourteen Days.
Dow. Thai"s the worlt Tidings that I hear of, yet.
Wor, Ay, by my Faith, that bearsa frofty Sound.
Hor, What may the King’s whole Battel reach unto'?
Ver. To thirty thoufand.

Hot. Forty let it be, ;

My Father and Glendawer being both away,

The Power of us'may ferve fo great a Day.

Come, let us take a2 Mufter fpeedily:

Dooms-day is neary die all, die merrily.

Dow, Talk not of dying, I am out of fear

Of Death, or Death’s Hand, for this one half Year.

[ Exennt.

5§36 E Nl el

Enter Falltaff and Bardolph.

Fal. Bardolph, get thee before to Covemtrey; £ill me a
Boteel of Sack, our Soldiers fhall march through: We'll :{o
: : Bard,
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Bard. Will you give me Mony, Captain ¢

Fal. Lay out, lay out.

Bard. This Bottcl makes an Angel.

Fal. And if it do, take it for thy Labour; and if it
make twenty, take them all, Pil anfwer the Coynage,
Bid my Licutenant Pero meet me at the Towns end.

Bard, 1 will Captain; firewel. [ Exit,

Fal, 1f 1 be not atham’d of my Soldiers, I am 3
fowc’d Gurret: I have mif-us’d the King’s Prefs dame
nably. 1 bave got, in exchange of an hundred and fifty
Soldie rs, three Hundred and odd Pounds. I prefs me

none but good Houfholders, Yeomens Sons; enquire me

out contraGed Batchelors, fuch as had been ask’d twice
on the Banes: Such a Commodity of warm Slaves,
as had as lieve hear the Devil, as a Drum; fuch asfear
the Report of a Caliver, worfe than a ftruck-Fool, or a
hurt wild Duck. I preft me none but fuch Toftes and
Butter, with Hearts in their Bellies no bigger than Pins
Heads, and they have bought out their Services: And
now my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Corporals,
Licutenants, Gentlemen of Companies, Slaves as rag-
ged as Lazarss in the painted Cloth, where the Glute
ton’s Dogs licked his Sores; and fuch as indeed were
pever Saldiers, but dif-carded unjuft Servingmen, youns
ger Sons to younger Brothers: Revolted Tapfters and
O#flers, Trade-fall'n, the Cankers of a calm World, and
long Peace, ten times more difhonourable, ragged, than
an old-fac’d Anciest; and fuch have I to fill up the
Rooms of them that have bought out their Services; that
you would think that I had a hundred and fifty tatter'd
Prodigals, lately come from Swine-keeping, from eating
Draff and Husks. | A mad Fellow met me on the Way,
and told me,I had unloaded all the Gibbets, and preft the
dead Bodiess No Eye hath feen fuch skar-Crows: I'll
not march through Coventry with them, that’s flat. Nay,
and the Villains march wide betwixt the Legs, as if
they had Gyves on; for indeed, I had the moft of them
out of Prifon. There’s but a Shirt and a half in all my
Company; and the half Shirt is two Napkins tack’d to-
gether, and thrown over the Stoulders like a Herald’s
Coat, without Sleeves; and the Shirt, to fay the Truth,

foll'a
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ftol'n from my Hoft of St. .Albans ; or the Red-Nofe Ins:
keeper of Daintry. But that’s all one, they’ll find Linnen
enough on every Hedge.

Enter Prince Henry, and Weltmorland,

P. Henry. How now, blown Fack ? how now, Quilt?

Fal. What, Hal? How now, mad Wag, what a Devil
do’ft thou in Warwick fbire3 My good Lord of Weftmor-
land, I cry you mercy, I thought your Honour had already
been at Shrewsbury. :

Weft. °Faith, Sir Fobn, *tis more than time that I were
there, and you too ; but my Powers are there already. The
King, I can tell you, looks for usall; we muft away all to
Night.

Fal. Tut, never fear me, I am as vigilant as a Cat, to
fteal Cream,

P. Henry. 1 think to fteal Cream indeed, for thy theft
hath already made thee Burter; but tell me, Fack, whofe
Fellows are thefe that come after 2

Fal. Mine Huzl, mine.

P. Henry. 1 did never fee fuch pitiful Rafcals.

Fal, Tut, tut, good enough to tofs : Food for Powder;
food for Powder; they’ll fill a Pit, as well as better; tufh
Man, mortal Men, mortal Men,

Wefl. Ay, but Sir Fohn, methinks they are excecding poor
and bare, too beggarly. *

Fal. Vaith, for their Poverty, I know not where they
had that 5 and for their barencfs, I am fure they never learn’d
that of me,

P. Henry. No, I'll be fworn, unlefs you call three Fingers
on the Ribs, bare. But, Sirrah, make hafte. Percy is al-
ready in the Field. ,

Fal. What, is the King encamp’d ?

Weft. Heis, Sir Fobm, I fear we fhall flay toolong;

Fal. Well, to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin~
ning of a Feafl, fits a dull Fighter; and a keen Gueft.

: [Exenme.

Vor. III, P "SCENE
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Enter Hot-fpur, Worcefter, Dowglafs, and Vernon,

Hor. We'll fight with him to Night.
Wor, It mzy nog be.
Dow. You give him then advantage.
Per. Not a whit.
Hot. Why fay you fo? Looks he not for Supply?
Ver. So do we.
Hor. His is certain, ours is doubtful.
Wor. Good Coufin be advis'd , ftir not to Night.
Ver. Do not, my Lord.
Dow. You do not counfel well 5
You fpesk it out of fear, and cold Heart.
Ver. Do me no flander, Dowglafi: By my Life,
And I dare well maintain it with my Life,
If well-refpected Honour bid me on,
I Lold as little counfel with weak fear,
As you, my Lord, or any Scer that this Day lives.
Ler it be feen to morrow in the Battel,
Which of us fears,
Dow. Yea, or to Night.
Ver. Content,
Hot.. To Night, fay L
Vor. Come, come, it may not be. .

1 wonder much, being Men offuch great Leading as you aré :

That you forefee not what Impediments
Drag back our Expedition ; certain Horfe
Of my Coufin Pernax’s are not yet come up,
Your Uncle Wercefter’s Horfe came but to Day,
Ard now their Pride and Mettle is afleep, p
Their Courage with hard Labour tame and dull,
That not a Horfe is half the half of himfelf.
Zer. So are the Horfe of the Enemy
In general, jo:rney=bated, and brought low :
The better part of ours are full of reft.
Wer. The number of the King’s exceedeth ours:
For God’s fake; Coufin, ftay ’till all come in, :
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| The Trumper [ounds 4 Parleys  Enter Sir Walter Blune,
Blunt. 1 come with gracious Offers from the King,
If you vouchfafe me hearing, and refpet.
Hot. Welcome, Sir iZalter Bilunt:
And would to God you were of our Determination,
Some of us love you well 5 and even thofe fome
Envy your great Defervings, and good Name,
Becaufe you are not of our Quality,
But ftand againft us like ac Enemy.
Blunt. And Heav’n defend, but fill T fhould ftand fo,
So long as out of Limit, and true Rule,
You ftand againft anointed Majefty.
But to my Charge,
The King hath fent to know
The Nature of your Griefs, and whereupen
You conjure from the Breaft of civil Peace,
Such bold Hoftility, teaching his dutious Land
Audacious Cruelty. If that the King
Have any way your good Deferts forgot,
Which he confeffeth to be manifold,
He bids you name your Griefs; and with all {peed
You thall have your Defires, with Intereft :
And P:rdon abfolute for your felf, and thefe,
Hercin mifs-led by your Suggeftion.
Hor. The King is kind :
And well we know, the King
. Knows at what time to Promife, when to Pay,
'+ My Father, my Uncle, and my felf,
Did give him that fame Royalty he wears
And when he was not fix and twenty {trong,
Sick in the World’s regard, wretched and low,
A poor unminded Out-law, fheaking home,
My Father gave him welcome to the Shore:
And when we heard him fwear, and vow to God,
He came to be but Duke of Lancafter,
To fue out his Livery, and beg his Peace,
With Tears of Innocency, and terms of Zeal:
My Father, in kind Heare and Pity mov'd,
Swore him affiftance, and perform’d it too.
 Now, when the Lords and Barons of the Realm
Peicev’d Northumberland did lean to him,

P2 They
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They more and lefs came in with Cap and Knee,
Met him in Boreughs, Cities, Villages,
Attended him on Bridges, ftood in Lanes,
Laid Gifts before him, proffer’d him their Oaths,
Gave him their Heirs, as Pages followed him,
Even at the Heels, in golden Multitudes.
He prefently, as Greatnefs knows it felf,
Steps me 2 little higher than his Vow
Made to my Father, while his Blood was poer,
Upon the naked Shore at Raven/purg:
And now, forfooth, takes on him to reform
Some certain Edi&s, and fome ftrait Decrees,
That lay too heavy on the Commonwealth ;
Cries out upon Abufes, feems to weep
Over his Country’s Wrongs; and by his Face,
This feeming Biow of Juftice, did he win
T he Hearts of all that he did angle for.
Proceed-d further, cut me off the Heads
Of all the Favourites, that the abfent King
In depuration lefe behind him here,
When he was perfonal in the Irifb War,
Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this,
Hot. Then to the Point,
1. fhort time after, he depos’d the King,
Soen after that, depriv’d him of his Life:
And in the Neck of that, task’d the whole State,
To make that worfe, {uffer'd his Kinfman Aarch,
Who is, if every Owner were right plac’d,
Indeed his King, to be engag’d in Wales,
There, without Ranfom, to lie forfeited:
Difgrac’d me in my happy Victories,
Soucht to intrap me by Intelligence,
Rated my Uicle from the Council Board,
In rage difinifs’d my Father from the Court,

Broke Qath on Oath, committing Wrong on Wrong,

And in conclufion, drove us to {eek out
This Head of fafety ; and withal, to pry
Inco his Titles the which we find
Too indir &, for long continuance,
Biwnt, Shall-T return this anfwer to the King ¢

Hots
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Hos, Not fo, Sir Walter.
We'll withdraw a while:
Go to the King, and let there be impawn’d
Some . furety for a fafe return again: ;
And in the Mborning early fhall my Uncle
Bring him our purpofe ; and fo farewel.
Blunt. 1 would you would accept of Graceand Love,
Hor. And’t may be, fo we fhall.
Blwne. Pray Heav’n you do. - [Exeuns.

§ CE N EssfV

Enter the ArchBifbop of York, and Sir Michell.

Tork. Hie, good Sir Mickell, bear this fealed Brief
With winged hafte to the Lord Marfhal,
This to my Coufin Scroop, and all the reft
To whom they are direéted.
If you knew how much they do import,
You would make hafte.
Sir Mickell. My good Lord, I guefs their tenour,
York. Like enough you do. ~
To morrow, good Sir Michell, is a Day,
Wherein the Fortune of ten thoufand Men
Muft bide the touch., For, Sir, at Shrewsbury,
As I am truly given to underftand,
The King, with mighty and quick-raifed Power,
Meets with Lord Harry; and I fear, Sir Michell,
What with the Sicknefls of Northumberland,
Whofe Power was in the firft Proportion;
And what with Owen Glendower’s abicnce thence,

' Who with them was rated firmly too,

And comes not in, over-rul'd by Prophecics,
I fear the Power of Percy is too weak,
To wage an inftant Trial with the King.

Sir Michell, Why, my good Lord, you need not fear,
There is Dowglafs, and Lord Mortimer.

York. No, Adortimer is not there.

Sir Michell, Butthere is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Zarry Percy,
And there is my Lotd of Worcefter,

=L R : Ard
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And a Head of gallant Warriors,

Nobie Gentiemen,
Tork. And fo there is, but yet the King hath drawn
The {pecizi Hrad of all the Land together ;
The Prince of Wales, Lord Fobn of Lancafter,
The noble Weftmorlands and warlike Blunt ;
And many more Corrivals, and dear Men
Of Eitimation, and command 1n Arms,
Sir Michell. Doubt not, my Lord, be thallbe well oppos'd
York, T hope no 1cfs : Yet necdful ’tis to fear,
‘And to prevent the worft, Sir AMichell fpeed;
For if Lord Percy thrive not, ¢’er the King
Dif{mifs Lis Power, he means to vifit us;
For he hath heard of our Corfederacy,
And, ’tis but Wifdom to make ftrong againft him :
Thercfore make hafte, I muft go write again
To other Friends; and fo farewel, Sir Michell. [ Exemn,

A Sob e S CENENS

Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancafter;
Earl of Weltmorland, Sir Walter Blunt, 4nd Falftaff.

K. Henry. Y ¥ OW bleodily the Sun begins to peer
Above yon busky Hill: The Day looks pale
At his d ftemperature,
P. Henry. Fhe Southern Wind
Doth play the Trumpet to his Purpofes,
And by his hollow whiftiing in the Leaves,
Foretels a Tempeit, and a bluft'ring Day,
K. Henry. Then with the Lolers et it fympathize,
For nothing can feem fower to them that win,
: The Trumpet fonnds,
Enter Worctﬁfr.[ gl
K. Henry. How now, my Lord of Wor'ffer? *T'is not well,
That you and I fhould meet upon fuch terms, :
As now we meet. You have deceiv’d our Tiufts
And made us doff our eafie Robe of Peace,
To
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To crufh our old Limbs in ungentle Steel :

This is not welly, my Lord, this is not well.

What fay you to it? Will you again unknit

This churlith Knot of zll-abhorred War;

And move in that obedient Orb agzin,

Where you did give a fair and natural Light,

And be no more an exhal’d Meteor,

A Prodigy of Fear, and a Portent

Of broached Mi{chief, to the unborn Times ?
Wer. Hear me, my Liege:

' For mine own part, I could be well content

To entertain the Lag-end of my Life
With quiet Hours: For I do proteft,
I have not fought the Day of this diflike,

K. Henry. You have not fought it; how comes it then?

Fal. Rebellion lay in this way, and he found it.

P, Henry. Peace, Chewct, peace.

War. It pleas’d your Majefty, to turn your Looks
Of Favour, from my Self, and all our Houfe;
And yet I muft remember you, my Lord,

We were the firft, and deareft of your Friends:
For you, my Staff of Oflice did I break

In Richard’s time, and pofted Day and Night

To meet you on the way, and kifs your Hand,
Wtien yet you were in place, and in account
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate, as I;

It was my {eif, my Brother, and his Son;

That brought you home, and boldly did out-dare
The danger of the time.  You fwore to us,

And you did fwear that Oath at Doncaffer,

That you did nothing purpofe *gainft the State,
Nor claim no further, than your new faln Right,
The Scat of Gaunt, Dukedom of Lancaffer.

To this, we {ware our Aid: But in fhort Space,
It rain’d down Fortune thowring on your Head,
And fuch a Flood of Greatnefs fell on you,

What with our help, what with the abfent King,
What with the Injuries of wantan Time,

The feeming Sufferances that you hard born,
And the contrarious Winds that held the King
Solong in the unlucky Zrifb Wars,

ke : P4 That




1192 The Firft Cary
That all in England did repute him dead;

And from this {fwarm of fair Advantages,

You took occafion to be quickly woo’d,

To gripe the general {way nto your Hand:
Forgot your Oath to us at Doxcafter,

And being fed by us, yeu usd us fo,

As that ungentle Gull, the Cuckow’s Bird,
Ufeth the Sparrow, did epprefs our Neft,

Grew by our Feeding, to fo great a Bulk,

That even our Love durft not come near your Sight
For fear of {wallowing; but with nimble Wing
We were inforc'd for fafety’s fake, to fly

Out of your Sight, and raife this prefent Head,
Whereby we ftand oppofed by fuch means

As you your felf, have forg'd againft your {elf,
By unkind Ufage, dangerous Countenance,

And violation of all Faith and Troth

Sworn to us in your younger Enterprize.

K. Henry, Thefe things indeed you have articulated, |

Proclaim’d at Market Croffes, read in Churches,
To face the Garment of Rebellion
With fome fine Colour, that may ple:fe the Eye
Of fickle Changelings, ard poor Difcontents,
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the News
Of hurly burly Innovation:
And neyer yet did Infurre&ion want
Such Water-colours, to impaint his Caufe;
Nor moody Beggars, ftarving for a time
Of pell-mell Havock, and Confufion.

P. Henry, In both our Armies, there is many a Soul
Shall pay full dearly for this Encounter,
If once they join in trial.  Tell your Nephew,
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the World
In praife of Henry Percy: By my Hopes,
This prefent Erterprize fer off his Head,
I do not think a braver Gentleman,
More Aéive, Valiant, or more valiant Young,
More daring, or more bold, is now alive,
To grace this latter Age with noble Decds.
For my part, I may fpeak it to my Shame,
I have a Truant been to Chivalry,

And
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And fo, I hear, he doth account me too:
Yet this before my Father's Majefty,

I am content that he fhall take the odds
Ofhis great Name and Eftimation,

And will, to fave the Blood on either fide,
Try Fortune with him, ina fingle Fight.

K. Henry. And, Prince of Wales, fo dare we venture thee,
Albeit, Confiderations infinite
Do make againft it: No, good Wor'fter, no,

We love our People well ; even thofe we love
Thit are mif-led upon your Coufin’s part:
And will they take the offer of our Grace; !
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every Man
Shall be my Friend again, and I'll be his.

So tell your Coufin, and bring me word,
What he will do.  But if he will not yield,
Rebuke and dread Corre&ion wait on us,
And they fhall do their Office. So be gones
We will not now be troubled with Reply,
We offer fair, take it advifedly. [ Exit Worcefter.

P. Henry. It will not be accepted, onmy Life,

The Dowglafs and the Hot-fpur both together,
Are confident again{t the World in Arms.

K. Henry, Hence therefore, every Leader to his Charge.

For on their Anfwer will we fet on them:
And God befriend us, as our Caufe is juft. [Execuns.
Manet Prince Henry and Falftaff.
Fal. Hal, if thou fee me down in the Barttel,
And beftride me, fo; ’tis a point of Friendfhip.

P. Henry. Nothing but a Coloflus can do thee that Friend-
Say thy Prayers, aod farewel. [ thips

Fal. T would it were Bed-time, Hal, and all well.

P. Henry. Why, thou oweflt Heav’n'a Death,

Fal. ’Tis not due yet: I would be loth to pay him be-
fore his Day. What need I be fo forward with him that
call’s not on me? Well, ’tis no Matter, Honour pricks me
on. But how if Honour prick me off when 1 come on?
How then ; can Honour fet to a Leg 2No. Or an Arm ?No.
Or take away the Grief of 2 Wound? No. . Honour hath
no Skill in Surgery then? No. What is Honour? A word.

hath
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hath it ? He that dy’d a Wednefday. Doth he feel it? No.
Doth he hear it2 No. [Isit infenfible then? Yea, to the
dead. But will it not live with the living? No. Why?
Detra&ion will not {uffir iry therefore I’ll none of it. Ho-
nour is a meer Scutcheon, and fo ends my Catechifm, [ Exiz,

S G ENEAL

Enter Worceflter, and Sir Richard Vernon.

Wor. O no, my Nephew muft not know, Sir Richard,
The liberal kind Offer of the King.

Per. ’Twere beft he did.

Wer. Then we are all undone,
It is not poflible, it cannot be,
The King would keep his Word in loving us,
He will fufpe& us ftill, and find a time
To puntfh this Offence in other Faults :
Suppofe then, all our Lives thail be ftruck full of Eyes;
For Treafon is but trufted like the Fox,
Who ne’er o tame, o cherifh’d, and lock’d up,
Will have a wild trick of his Anceftors;
Look how we can, or fad, or merrily,
Interpretation will mifquote our Looks,
And we (hall feed like Oxen at a Stall,
The better cherith’d, flill the nearer death,
My Nephew’s Trefpafs may be well forgot,
It hath the excuft of Youth, and heat of Blood,
And an adopted Namz of Privilege,
A hare=brain’d Hot-fpur, govern’d by a Spleen
All his Offences live upon my Head,
And on his Father’s,  We did train him on,
And his Corruption being ta’en from us,
We as the Spring ofall, thall pay forall: -
Therefore, good Coufiny let not Harry know,
In any cale, the Offer of the King.

Per. Deliver what you will, I'll fay *tis {o.
Here comes your Confin,

Enter Hor-fpur and Dowglafs,

Hot. My Uacle is return’d ¢

eliver up my Lord of Weftmorland,
Uncle, what News? :
Wars
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War. The King will bid you Battel prefently.
Dow. Defic him by the Lord of Weftmorland,
Hot. Lord Dewglafs; go you and teil hm fo.
Dow. Marry and thall, and very willingly.
| Exit Dowglafs.
Wor. There is no feeming Mercy in the King.
Hot, Did you beg any? God forbid.
Wor. 1 told him gently of our Grievances,
Of his Oath-breaking ; which he mended thus,
By now for{wearing that he is forfworn,
He calls us Rebels, Traitors, and will fconrge
With haughty Arms, this hateful Name in us.
Enter Dowglafs,
Dow. Arm, Gentlemen, to Arms, for I have thrown
A brave D<fiance in King Henry’s Teeth:
And Weftmorland thit was ingag’d did bear it,
Which cannot chufe but bring him quickly cn,
Wor. The Prince of Wales ftepe forth before the King,
And, Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle Fight.
Hor. O, would the Quarrel lay upon our Heads,
And that no Man might draw fhort Breath to Day,
But 1 and Harry Monmoenth. Tell me, tell me,
How fhew'd his Talkiog? Seem’d it in Contempt?
Per. No by my Soul: Ineverin my Life
Did hear a Challenge urg'd more modeftly,
Unlefs a Brother fhould a Brother dare,
To gentle Excrcife and proof of Arms,
He gave you all the D tics of a2 Man,
Trim'd up yous Praifes with a princely Tongue,
Spoke your Defervings like a Chronicle,
Making you ever better than his Praife,
By fill difpraifing Praife, valu'd with you:
And which became him like 3 Poince indeed,
He made a blufhing Cital of himfelf,
And chide his trewant Youth fo with a Grace,
As i€ he mafter’d there a double Spirit
Of teaching ard of learning inftantly:
There did he paufe. But let me teil the World,
If he out-live the Envy of thisD:y,
England did never owe fo fweet a Hpe,
So much minfconftrued in his Wantonuefs. -
: \ (/78
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Hot. Coufin, I think thou art enamoured
On his Follies; never did I hear
Of any Prince fo wild at Liberty.
But be he as he will, yet once eer Night,
T will embrace him with a Soldier’s Arm,
That he fhall thrink under my Courtefie.
Arm, arm with fpeed. And Fellows, Soldiers, Friends,
Better confider what you have to do,
Than 1, that have not well the Gift of Tongue,
Can lift your Blood up with Perfuafion.

Enter a Melfenger.

Mef. My Lord, here are Letters for you.

Hor, 1 cannot read them now.
O Gentlemen, the time of Life is fhort:
To fpend that Shortnefs balcly were too long,
Tho' Life did ride upon a Dial’s Point,
Still ending at the Arrival of an Hour.
And if we live, we live to tread on Kings:
If die; brave Death, when Princes die with us.
Now for our Confciences, the Arms are fair,
When the Intent for bearing them is juft.

Enter another Meffenger.

Atef: My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace.

Hor. 1 thank him, that he cuts me frem my Tale,
For 1 profefs not talking: Only this,

Let cach Man do his beft. And here I draw my Sword,

Whofe worthy Temper Iintend to ftain
With the bleft Blood that I can meet withal,
In the Adventure of this perilous Day.

Now Efperance, Percy, and fet on:

Sound all the lofty Inftruments of War,
And by that Mufick, let us all embrace:

For Heav’n to Earth, fome of us never fhall,
A fecond time do fuch a courtefie.

They embrace, then Exennt.  The Trumpets [ound, the
King entreth swith his Power,alarns unto the Batrel, Then

enter Dowglals and Sir Walter Blunt.

Blunt. Whatis thy Name, that in Batrel thus thou crofleft
W hat Honour-doft thou feck upon my Head ¢ (med

Dow. Know then, my Name is Dowglafs,
And I do haunt thee in the Battel thus,

Recaufe fome tell me, that thou art a King, Blusis

e
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Biunt, They tell thee true.

Dow. The Lord of Stafford dear to Day hath bought
Thy Likenefs ; for inftead of thee, King Harry,

This Sword hath ended him, fo fhall it thee,
Unlefs thou yield thee as a Prifoner.

Blwm. 1 was not born to yield, thou haughty Scer,
And thou fhalt find a King that will revenge
Lord Stafford’s Death.,

Fight, Blunt s flainy then enter Hot-fpur.

Hot. O Dowglafs, badft thou fought at Holmedon thus,
I never had triumphed o’er a Seoz.

Dow. All’sdone, all's won, here breathlefs lyes the King.

Hot. Where?

Dow. Here.

Hot. This, Dewglafi? No, Iknow this Face full well:
A gallant Knight he was, his Name was Blant,

Semblably furnifh’d like the King himfelf.

Dow. Ah! Fool go with thy Soul whither it goes,
A borrow’d Title haft thou bought too dear.

Why didft cthou tell me, that thou wert a King?
Hot. The King hath many marching in his Coats.
Dow. Now by my Sword, I will kill all his Coats,

I’ll murther all his Wardrobe Piece by Piece,

Until I meet the King.

Hot. Up and away.

Our Sold-ers ftand full fairly for the Day. [ Exennt.

Alarm, enter Falltaff folus.

Fal. Though I could fcape (hot-free at London, I fear
the Shot here: Here’s no fcoring, but upen the Pate. Soff,
who art thou? Sir Walter Blunt, there’s Honour for you;
here’s no Vanity; I am as hot as moulten Lead, and as
heavy too: Heav’n keep Lead ont of me, I need no more
Weight than mine own Bowels. I have led my Rag-o-'
Muffians where they are pepper’d; th:re’s not three of my
hundred and, fifty lefc alive, and they for the Towns end
to beg during Life, But who comes here?

Enter Prince Henry.

P. Henry. What ftand’(t thou idie here? lend me thy Sword,
Many a nocle Man lyes ftark and ftiff
Under the Hoofs of vaunting Enemies,

Whofe Deaths are unreveng'd. Prithee lend me thy Sw«;dl.

, abs




1198 The Firft P\"_’J

Fal. O Hal, T prithce give me leave to breath a while,
Turk Gregory never did fuch Deeds in Arms, as I have
done this Day. I have paid Percy, 1 have made him fure,

P. Henry. He s indeed, and living to kill thee:

I prithee lend me thy Sword.

Fal, Nay, Hal, if Percybe alive, thou get'ft not my
Sword : but take my Piftol if thou wilt.

P. Henry. Give it me: What, 15 it in the Cafe?

Fal. Ay Hal, ’tis hot : There’s that will fack a City,

[ The Prince draws ont a Bottle of Sack,

P, Henry. 'What, is it a time to j<ft and dally now 2

[ Throws it at bim, and Exit,

Fal. If Percy be alive, Tl prerce hum; if he do come
in my way, fo; if he do not, if I come in his, willingly,
let him muke a Carborado of me. I like not fuch grinning
Honour as Sir Walter hath : Give me Life, which if I'can
fave, {05 if not, Honour comes unlook’d for, and there’s
an end. [ Exir,

g E N L 1L

<Alarm, Excurfions, Enter the King, the Prince, Lord John
of Lancafter, and the Earl of W eftmorlard.
K. Henry. 1 prithee, Harry, withdraw thy felf, thou bleed-
eft too much: Lord Jobn of Lancafter, go you with him,
Lan. Not I, my Lord, unlefs 1 did bleed too.
P. Henry, 1bcefiech your Majefty make up,
Leaft your Retirement do amaze your Friends.
K Hepry. I willdo 11:
My Lord of Weftmorland, lead him to his Tent.
Weft, Come my Lord, I'll lead you to your Tent.
P. Henry. Lead me, my Lord! T do not need your Help,
And Heav’n forbid a fhallow Scratch thould drive
The Prince of Wales from fuch & Field as this,
Where ftain’d Nobility lyes trodden on,
And Rebels Atms triumph in Maflacres.

Lan. We breath too long; come Coufin Weftmorland,
Our Duty this Way lyes, for Heav’ns fake come. :
P. Hexry. By Heav’n thou haft deceiv’d me, Lancafter,

1 did not chink thee Lord of fuch a Spirit:
Before,

|
.‘
|
|
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Before, I lov’d thee as a Brother, Fohn;
But now, I do refpe&t thee as my Soul,
K. Henry, 1 faw him hold Lord Percy at the Point,
With luftier Maintenance than I did look for
Of fuch an ungrown Warrior,
P. Henry. O this Boy, lends Mettle tous all. [ Exis,
Enter Dowglafs.
Dew. Another King? They grow like Hydra's Heads:
I am the Dowglafs fatal to all thofe
That wear thofe Colours on them. What art thou
That counterfeit'it the Perfon of a King?

K. Henry. The King himfelf; who, Dowyglafs, grieves at
So many of his Shadows thou haft met, | Heare
And not the very King. I have two Boys
Seck Percy and thy felf about the Field;

But feeing thou fall’ft on me fo luckil
I will affay thee: So defend thy felf,
Dow. I fear thou art another Counterfeit ;
And yet in faith thou bear’ft thee like a King:
But mine I am fure thou art, who e’er thou be,
And thus I win thee. [ They fight: The King being in Danger,
Euter Prince Henry.

P, Henry, Hold up thy Head, vile Scor, or thou art like
Never to hold it up again : The Spirits
Of valiant Sherly, Stafford, Blunt, are in my Arms;

It is the Prince of Wales that threats thee,
Who never promifech, but means to pay,
[They fights Dowglafs figerhn
Chearly, my Lord; how fires your Grace?
Sir Nicholas Gawfey hath for Succour fent,
And o hath Cliften: I'll to Clifion ftreight.
K. Henry. Stay, and breath a whiles
Thou haft redeem’d my loft Opinion,
And fhew’d thou mak'lt fome tender of my Life
In this fair Refcue thou haft brought to me.
L. Henry., O Heav’n, they did too much Injuty,
That ever faid I hearkned to your Death.
If it were fo, I might have let alone
The infulting Hand of Dowglafs over you,
Which would have been as fpeedy in your end, s
s
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As all the poifonous Potions in the World,

And fav'd the treacherous Labour of your Son.
K. Henry. Make up to Clifton, I'll to Sir Nicholas G[awfe %
Exiz,

Enter Hot-{pur.
Hot. If I miftakenor, thou art Harry Menmonth.
P. Henry. Thou fpeakeft as if I would deny my Name.
Hor. My Name is Harry Percy.
P. Henry. Why then I fee a very valiant Rebel of that
I am the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percys [ Name,
Teo fhare with me in Glory any more:
Two Stars keep not their Motion in one Sphere,
Nor can one England brook a double Reign,
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales.
Hot. Nor (hall it, Harry, for the Hour is come
Te end the one of us; and would to Heav’n
Thy Name in Arms were now as great as mines
P, Henry. I'll make it greater, ¢’er I part from thee,
And all the budding Honours on thy Creft,
I’ll crop, to make a Garland for my Head.
Hot. I can no longer brook thy Vanities, [Fight.
Enter Falftaff.
Fal. Well faid, Hal, it Hal. Nay, you fhall find no
Boys play here, I can tell you.
Enter Dowglafs, be fights with Fallkaff, who falls down
as if be swere dead. The Prince kills Percy.
Hot, Oh Harry thou haft robb’d me of my Youth:
I better brook the Lofs of brittle Life,
Than thofe proud Titles thou haft won of ‘me,
They wound my Thoughts worfe, than thy Sword my Flefh:
But Thought'’s the Slave of Life, and Lite Time’s Fool;
And Time, that takes furvey of all the World,
Muft have a flop. O, Icould prophefie,
But that the Earth, and the cold Hand of Death,
Lyes on my Tongue: Neo, Percy thou art Duft :
And Food for [ Dies.
P. Henry. For Worms, brave Percy. Farewel, great Heart
'll-weav’d Ambition, how much arc thou fhrunk!
When that this Body did contain a Spirit,
A Kingdom for it was too {mall a Bound
Bir now two Paces of the vilelt Earch
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Is room enough. This Earch that bears thee dead,
Bears not alive fo ftout a Gentleman.
i 1f thou wert fenfible of Courtefie,
4 I fhould not make fo great a thow of Z-=al
But let my Favours hide thy mangled Facey
And even io thy behalf, I'il think my felf
x For doing thefe fair Rites of Tendernefs,
Adieu, and take thy praife with thee to Heav’ng
t Thy ignominy fleep with thee in the Grave,
& But not remembred in thy Epitaph,
What ! Old Acquaintance! Could not all this flefk
Keep in a little Life? Poor Fack, firewel:
I could have better fpar’d a better Man,
O, I (hould have a heavy mifls of thee,
If I were much in love with Vanity.
Death hath not ftruck fo fat a Deer to Dy,
Though many dearer in this bloody Fray :
. Imbowell’d will 1 fee thee by and by,
*Till then, in Blocd by noble Percy lyes [ Exit,
Falftaff riferh up.
% - Fal. Imbowell’d! If thou imbowel me to Day, DIl give
~ you leave to Powder me, and est'me too te Morrow, "Twas
J time to counterfeit; or that hot Termagant Scor had paid
mefcot and lot too. Counterfeit I amno counteifeit; to
. die, is to be a Counterfeit, for he is but the Counterfeit of
a Man, who hath not the Life of a Man:But to counter-
. feit dying, when a Man thereby liveth, is to be no Coun-
terfeit, but the true and perfe@ image of Life indeed. The
better part of Valour, is Difcretion; in the which better
iy part, 1 have faved my Life. I am afraid qf this Gur=
i Powder Percy, though he be dead. How if he fhould
' Counterfeit too, and rife, I am afraid he would prove the
better Counterfeit; therefore I'll make him fure; yes, and
Il fwear I have kill'd him. Why may not he rife as we'l
as 12 Norhing confutes me but- Eyes, and no Body fies
me. Therefore, Sirrah, with a new Wound in your Thigh
come you along with me, { Takes Hot={pur on Lis Back,
Enter Prince Henry and John of Lancafter. :
P. Henry. Come Brother Fobn, full bravely haft thou
flethe thy Maiden Sword.
Vour I, Q Lan.

i
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Las. But {oft, who have we here?
Did you not tell me this fat Man was dead?
P. Henry. 1 did, 1 faw him dead,
Breathlefs, and bleeding on the Ground : Art thou alive,
O is it Fantafie that plays upon our Eye-fight 2
I prethee fpeak, we will not truft our Eyes I
Without our Ears, Thou art not what thou feem’ft. ‘
Fal. No, that’s certain ; I am not a double Man; but if
I am not Fack Falffaff, then am I a Fack : There is Pergy,
if your Father will do me any Honour, fo 3 if not, lethim §
kill the next Percy himfelf. I look either to be Earl or
Duke, I can affure you,
P. Henry. Why, Percy 1 kill'd my felf, and faw thee dead, ]‘;“y'
Fal. Did’ft thou 2 Lord, Lord, how the World jsgiven |,
to Lying! I grant youI was down, and out of Breath,
and 1o was lie, but we rofe both at an inftant, and fought =
a long Hour by Shrewsbury Clock: If 1 may be believed, foy 1
if not, let them that fhould reward Valour bear the Sin up-
on their own Heads, 1l take’t on my Death I gave him
this Wound in the Thigh: if the Man were alive, and
would deny it, I would make him eatapicce of my Sword,
Lan. This is the ftrangeft tale that eer I heard.
P. Henry. Thisis the {trangeft Fellow, Brother Folme
Come bring your Luggage pobly on your back:
For my pa't, if a2 Lie may do thee grace,
Pl gild it with the happieft terms 1 have.
[ 4 Retreat is founded, P
found Retreat, the Day 1s ouis:
Come Biother, let's to the higheft of the Field,
To fee what Frienids are living, who are dead, - [ Exeusts ¥
Fal. T’il follow as they fay, for Reward,  He that re-
wards me, Heav'n reward him. 1f I do grow great again,
Pl grow lefs; for Ul purze, and leave Sack, and live
cleanly, as a noble Man fhould de, [Exits ¥

SCENER%
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The Trumpets found : Enter King Henry, Prince of Wales;
Lord John of Lancafter, Earl of Weftmorland, with Wor-
cefter and Vernon Prifoners,

K. Henry. Thos ever did Rebellion find Rebuke.
Il-{pirited Worcefter, -did we not fend Grace,
Pardon, and terms of Love to all of you ?
i And would'ft thou turn our Offers contrary ?
o Mifufe the Tenor of thy Kinfman’s Truft 2
. Three Knights upon our Party flain to Day,
b A noble Earl and many a Creature elfe
Had been alive this Hour,
If like a Chriftian thou had'f} truly born,
Betwixt our Armies, true Intelligence.

Wor. What I have done, my {afety urg’d me to,
And I embrace this Fortune pariently,
Since, not to be avoided, it falls on me.
o K, Henry., Bear Worceffer to death, and Pernon too.
~ Other Offenders we will paufe upon,

[ Exit Worcefter and Vernon,

i

i

How goes the Field?
o _P.Henry. The noble Scor, Lord Dowglafi, when he fiw
" The Fortune of the Day quite turn’d from him,
The noble Percy {lain, and all his Men,
i Upon the foot of fear, fled with the reft;
9 And falling from a Hill, he was fo bruiz’d
" That the Purfuers took him. At my Tent
\-;d‘* The Dowyglafs is, and 1befeech your Grace,
& I may difpofe of him,
% K. Hewry, With all my Heart.
P, Henry, Then Brother Fobn of Lancafter,
- To you this Honourable Bounty fhall belong :
I Go to the Dowglafs, and deliver him
Up to his P eaflure, ranfomlefs and free : 1
His Valour fhewn upon our Crefts to Day, :
Hath taught us how to cherifh fuch high Deeds,
Even in the Bofom of our Adverfaries. :
Q 2 K, Henry,
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K. Henry. Then this remains ; that we divide our Power,
You Son Foebn, and my Coufin Wefimorland, ,
Towards Zerk_fhall bend you, with your dearelt fpeed

To meet Nortbumberland, and the Prelate Scroop,

Who, as we hear, are bufily in Arms.

My felf and Son Harry will towards Wales,

To fight with Glendower, and the Earl of March,
Rebellion in this Land fhall lofe his way,

Meeting the Check of fuch another Day 3

And fince this Bufinefs o far is done,

Lt us not leave "till all our own be won. [ Exenny:
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INDUCTION.

Enter RUMO U R.

= PEN your Ears: For which of you will
o
The ventof hearing, when loud Rumer fpcaks?
I, from the Orient,to the drooping Weft,
Making the Wind my Pofl-horfe, {till unfold
The A&s commenced on this Ballof Earth.
Upen my Tongue continual Standers ride,
The which, in every Language, I pronounce,
Stuffing the Ears of them with falfe Reports::
i Q 4

=
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I fpeak of Peace, while covert Enmity,

Unuder the fmile of fifcty, wounds the Worlds i
And who but Rumor, who but enly 1

Make fearful Mufters, and prepac’d Defence P
Whilft the big Ycar, fwol'n with fome other Gricfs, { }

Is thought with Chi'd, by the ftern Tyrant Warg
And no much matter. Rumor is a Pipe

Blown by Surmife, and Jealoufies Conje&ures ;
‘And of (o ¢afie, and fo plain a flop, i
That the bluast Monfter, with uncounted Heads [
T he {tiil difcordant, wavcring Multitude, f
Can play upen it. But what need I thus A
My well known Body to Anatom'ze
Among my Houfbold 2 Why is Rumor here |
I run before King Harry’s Vi€tory,

Who in a bloody Field by Shrewsbury

Hath beaten down young Hot=fpnr, ard his Troops, 1
Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion, k
Even with the Rebels Blood.  But what mean I i
To fpeak of Truth ac firft ¢ My Office is f
To noife ebroad, that Harry Monmonth f:ll i
Urd r the Wrath of noble Hoz-fpur’s Sword : §
And thar the King, before the Dowglafs Rage, I
Stoop’d his anointed Head, as low as death, 5
This have I rumor'd thiough the Peifant Towns, (i
Between the Royal Field of Shrewsbury, b
And this Worm-eaten hole of ragged Stone,
Where Hot=[pur’s Father, old Northumberlasd, B
Lyes crafty Sick. The Pofts come tyring on, f
And not a Man of them brings other News | |
Than they have learn’d of me, From Rumor’s Tangues :
Th,y bring {mooth-comforts-falfe, worlfe than true Wrongs','

(

[:Em't.‘,
SR NF 11

Enter Lord Bardolf, and the Porter,

Bard, Who keeps the Gate, hoa 2 !
Where is the Earl ? !
Porter. What fhallI fay you are}

Bar
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Bard. Tell thou the Earl,
That the Lord Bardelph doth attend him here,

Porser. His Lord{hip is walk’d forth into the Orchaid,
Pleafe it your Honour, knock but at the Gate,
And he himfelf will anfwer,

Enter Northumberland.

Bard, Here comes the Earl.

North. What news, Lord Bardelph? Ev’ry minute now
Should be the Father of fome Stratagem.
The Times are wild: Contention, like a Horfe
Full of high Feeding, madly bath broke loofe,
And bears down all before him,

Bard, Noble Earl,
I bring you certain News from Shrewsbury.

North. Good, and Heav'n will.

Bard. As good as Heart can with:
The King is almoft wounded to the Deaths
And io the Fostune of my Lord your Son,
Pricce Harry flain outright; and both the Blunts
Kill'd by the Hand of Dowglafs, young Prince Fohu,
And Weftmorlandy and Stafford, fled the Field.
And Harry Monmonth’s Brawn, the Hulk Sir Fobn,
Is Prifoner to your Son. O, fuch a Day
So fought, fo follow’d, and o fairly won,
Came not, ’ull now, to dignifie the Times
Since Cefar’s Fortunes.

North., How is this deriv’d?
Saw you the Field ¢ Came you from Shrewsbury?

Bard, I {pake with one, my Lord, that came from thence,
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name,
That freely render’d me this News for true.

North., Here comes my Servant 7vavers, whom I fent
On Tuefday laft, to liften after News.

Enter Travers,

Bard. My Lord, I over-rode bim on the way.
And he is furnifh’d with no Certainties,
More than he, happily, may retail from me.

North. Now Travers,what good Tidings comes from you?

Tra. My Lord, Fobn Umfrevil turn’d me back
With joyful Tidings; and being better hors’d
Out-rode me, After him, came fpurring hard
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A Gentleman, almoft fore-fpent with fpeed,
That ftopp’d by me, to breathe his bloodied Horfe.
He ask’d the way to Cheffer: And of him
I did demand what News from Shrewsbury
He told me, that Rebellion had ill Luck,
And that young Harry Percy’s Spur was cold.
With that he gave his able Horfe the Head,
And, bending forward, ftrook his able Heels
Againft the paoting Sides of his poor Jade,
Up to the Rowel-head, and ftarting fo,
He feem’d in running to devour the way,
Staying no longer queftion.
North. Ha? Again:
Said he young Harry Percy’s Spur was cold?
Of Hor-fpur, cold Spur, that Rebellion
Had met ill Luck?
Bard. My Lord, I’ll tell you what,
If my young Lord, your Son, have not the Day,
Upon mine Honour, for a filken Point ~ *
I'll give my Barony. Never talk of it.
North. Why fhould the Gentleman that rode by Travers
Give then fuch Inftances of Lofs?
Bard, Who he?
He was fome hiclding Fellow, that had ftol'n
The Horfe he rode on; and upon my Life
Spake at adventure. Look, here comes more News.
Enter Morton,
MNorth., Yea, this Man’s Braw, like to a Title-lcaf,
Foretells the Nature of a Tragick Volume:
So looks the Strond, when the Imperious Flood
Hath left a witnefs’d Ufurpation.
Say, Morton, didft thou come from Shrewsbury?
Mort. I rao from Shrewsbary, my noble Lord,
Where hateful Death put on his vglielt Mask
To fright our Party.
North. How doth my Son, and Brother?
Thou trembl’ft; and the whitenefs in thy Cheek
Is apter than thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand,
Even fuch a Man, {5 faiot, fo [piritlefs,
So dull, fo dead in Look, fo woe-be-gone,
Drew Priam’s Curtain, 1o the dead of Night,

O . queen o _Spdlmes & 0
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And would have told him, balf his Troy was burn’d,
But Priam found the Fire, ¢’er he his Tongue:
And I, my Percy’s Death, e’er thou report’ft it
This, thou wouldft fay: Your Son did thus, and thus;’
Your Brother, thus. So fought the noble Dawyglafi,
Stopping my greedy Ear with their bold Deeds.
But in the end, to ftop my Ear indeed,
Thou haft a Sigh, to blow away this Praife,
Erding with Brother, Son, and all are dead.
Mort, Dowglafs is living, and your Brother, yet;
But for my Lord, your Son.
North, W hy, he is dead.
See what a ready Tongue Sufpicion hath;
He that but fears the thing, he would not kzow,
Hath by Inftin&, knowledge from other Eyes,
That what he fear'd is chanc’d.  Yet fpeaky, Morton,
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination lies,
And I will take it as a fweet Difgrace,
And make thee rich, for doing me fuch wrong.
Morr. You are too great, to be, by me, gainfaid:
Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain,
North. Yet for all this, {ay not that Percy’s dead.
I fee a ftrange Confeflion in thine Eye:
Thou fhak’ft thy Head, and hold’(t it Fear, ©r Sin,
To fpeak a Truth. If he be flsin, fayfo:
The Tonrgue offends not, that reports his Death
And he doth fin that doth belie the dead;
Not he, which fays the dead is not alive:
Yet the fu{t Bringer of unwelcome News
Hath but a lofing Office: And his Tongue,
Sounds ever after as a fullen Bell
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend.
Bard. 1 cannot think, my Lord, your Son is dead.
Mort, I am forry I fhould force you to believe
That, which I would to Heav’n I had not feen.
But thefe mine Eyes faw him in bloody State,
Rend’ring faint quittance, wearied and out-breath’d,
To Henry Monmonth, whole fwift wrath beat down
The never-daunted Perey to the Earth,
From whence, with Life, he never more {prung up.
In few; his Death, whefe Spirit lent a Fire

of King Heniy 1V. 1201
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Even to the dulleft Peafant in his Camp, 4 ;“f
Being bruited once, took Fire and Heat away ',‘A
Fiom the beft temper’d Courage in his Troopss T
For from his Metal was his Party fteel’d; : ;
W hich once in him abated, all the reft I
Turn’d on themfclves, hke dull and heavy Lead: , -{O
And as the ching that’s heavy in it feif, 1
Upon enforcement, flies with greateft fpeed;
So did our Men, heavy in Hot-fpur’s lofs,
Lend to this weighe fuch lightnels with their fear,
That Arrcws fled not {wifter toward their aim, $ I
Than did our Soldiers, aiming at their fafety,
ly from the Field. Then was that noble Worcefer ;
Too foon ta’en Prifoner: And that furious Scot, %
The bloody Dewglafs, whofe well=labouring Sword '
Had three times {lain th’ Appearance of the King, ;
*Gan vail his Stomach, and did grace the Shame |
Of thofe that turo'd their Back: And in his flight, "
Stumbling in Fear, was took. The fum of all, i
Is, that the King hath won: And hath fent out i
A {peedy Power, to encounter you, my Lord, g |
Under the Condu& of young Lancaffer ;h
And Weftmorland. = This is the News at full. S
North. For this, I {hall bave time enough to mourn.
In Poifon there is Phyfick: And this News,
Having been well, that would have made me fick,
Being fick, hath in fome meafure made me well.
And as the Wretch, whofe Feaver-weakened Joints,
Like ftrergchlefs Hinges, buckle under Life,
Ympatient of his Fit, bre.ks like a Fire
Out of his Keeper’s Arms; even fo, my Limbs,
Weakened with Grief, being now inrag’d with Grief,
Are thrice themfelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch,
A fcaly Gauntlet now, with Joints of Steel
- Moft glove this Hand.  And hence thou fickly Quoif,
Thou art a g ard too wanton for the Head,
Which Princes flelh’d with Conquelt, aim to hit.
Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach
The rapged’ft Hour that Time acd Spight dare bring,
To frown upon thenrag’d Northumberland.
Lt Heav’n kifs Earth: Now let not Nature’s Had

Keep
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Keep the wild Flood confin'd; let Order die,
And let the World no longer be a Stage
To feed Contention in a lingring A& :
But let one Spirit of the firft-born Cain,
Reign in all Bofoms, that each Heart being fet
On bloody Courfes, the rude Scene may end,
And Darknefs be the Burier of the Dead.
Bard, Swecet Earl, divorce not Wi{dom from your Honour,
Mort, T he Lives of all your loving Complices
Lean on your Health, the which if you give o%er
To ftormy Paflion, muft perforce decay.
You caft th’ Event of War, my noble Lord,
And fum’d the account of Chance, before you faid
Let us make Head : It was your Prefurmife,
That in the dole of Blows, your Son might drop.
You knew he walk’d o’er Penils, on an Edge
More likely to fall in, than to get o’er:
You were advis’d his Fleth was capable
Of Wounds and Scars; and that his forward Spirit
Would lift him, where moft trade of Danger rang’d,
Yet did you fay, Go forth: And none of this,
Though ftrongly apprehended, could reftrain
The ftiff-born A&ion: What hath then befall’n 2
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth,
More than that Being, which was like to be?
Bard, We all that are engaged to this Lofs,
Knew that we ventur’d on fuch dangerous Seas,
That if we wrought out Life, wasten to one;
And yet we ventur’d for the Gain propos’d,
Choak’d the Refpe& of likely Peril fear’d,
And fince we are o’e1-fet, venture again,
Come, we will all put forth, Body and Goods.
More. *Tis more than time; and, my mofl noble Lord,

& T hear for certain, and do fpeak the Truth:
I The gentle Arch-Bifhop of ok is up

With well appointed Powers: He is a Man
Who with a double Surety binds his Followers.

~ My Lord, your Son, had only but the Corps,

But Shadows, and the Shews of Men to fight.
For that fame Word, Rebellion, did divide
The Aion of their Bodies, from their Souls,
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And they did fight with Queafinefs, conftrain’d,
As Men drink Potions; that their Weapons only
Seem’d on our Side: But for their Spirits and Souls,
This Word, Rebellion, it had froze them up,
As Fifh are in a Pond. But now the Bifhop
Turns InfurreGion to Religion;
Suppos’d fincere, and holy in his Thoughts,
He’s follow’d both with Body, and with Mind :
And doth enlarge his rifing, with the Blood
Of fsir King Richard, fcrap’d from Pomfret Stones,
Derives from Heav’n his Quarrel, and his Caufe:
Tells them, he doth befiride a bleeding Land,
Gafping for Life, under great Ballingbroke,
And more, and lefs, do flock to follow him.

North. 1 knew of this before. But to fpeak Truth,
This prefent Grief had wip’d it from my Mind.
Go in with me, and counfel every Man
The apteft Way for Safety, and Revenge:
Get Pofts, and Letters, and make Friends with fpeed,
Never fo few, nor never yet more need. L Exeum.

Skt N,

Enter Falltaff, and Page.
Fal. Sirreh, you Giant, what faysthe Doctor to my Wa-
ter?
Page. He faid, Sir, the Water it felf was a good hesl.
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ing Water: But for the Party that own’d it, hemighthave®

more Difeafes than he knew for,

Fal. Men of all fores take a pride to gird at me. The
Brain of this foolith compounded Clay-man, 1s not able
to, invent any thing that tends to Laughter, more than I
invent, or is invepted on me. I am not only witty in
my felf, but the Caufe that Wit isin other Men. I do here
walk before thee, like a Sow, that hith overwhelm’d all
her Litter, but one. Ifthe Prince put thee into my Ser-
vice for anyother Reafor, than to fct me off, ‘why then 1
have o Judgmefir, 1 hou Horforn Mandrike, - thou art
ficter to be worn in my Cap, than to waif 2¢ my Heels, 1
was never mann’d with an Agot "till now: But I will fet

you neither 8 Gold nor Silver, but invile Apparel, and

fand you back dgdin to your Mcfter, for & Jewel. The
Fuvenat!

%
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Fnvenal! the Prince your Mafter! whofe Chin is not yet
fledg’d; I will fooner have a Beard grow in the Palm of my
Hand, than he fthall get one on his Chetk: Yet he will noe
ftick to fay, his Face is a Face-Royal. Heav’n may finifh
it when he will, it is not a Hair amifi yet: He may keep
it ftill as a Face-Royal, for a Barber fhall mever earn Six-
pence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if he had
writ Man ever fince his Father was a Bitchelor. He may
keep his own Grace, but he is almoftiout of mine, I can
affure him. What faid Mr. Dombledon, about the Satten for
my fhort Cloak, and Slops?

Page. He faid, Sir, you thould procurt him better affurance
than Bardelph: He would not take his Bond and yours, he
lik’d not the Security, :

Fal. Let himbe damn’dlikethe Glutton, may his Tongue
be hotter, a horfon Achitophely, a Rufcally-yea-forfooths
knave, to bear a Gentleman 1n Hand, aad then ftand upon
Security? The horfon fmosth-pates do now wear nothin
but high Shoes, and Bunches of Keys at their Girdles ;
and ifa Manisthrongh with them is honeft taking up, then
they 'muft ftand upon Securitys I hadas lief they would
put Rats=bane in my Mouth, as offer to ftop it with Secus=
rity. I looked he thould have fent me two. and twenty
Yards of Satten, as I am a true Knight, and he fends me:
Security. We'l, he may flecp in Security, for he hath,
the horn of Abundance: And the lightnefs of ‘his Wife

fhines through ity and yet cannot he fee, though he have

“his own Laithorn to light him. Where's Bardolph?

Page. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy your Worthip a
Horfe.

Fal, T bought himin Pasls; and he'llbuy me a Horfe
1n Smithfieid. If I could get me a Wife in the Stews, I
were Mann’d, Hors’d, and Wiv'd.

Enter Chief Fuftice, and Sorvants.

Page, Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed the
Prince for ftriking him, about Bardolph.

Fal, Wait clofe, T will not fee him,

Ch. Fut. What’s he that goesthere?

Serv. Falftaff, and’t pleafe your Lord(hip. .

Ch. Fuft, He that was in queftion for the Robbery ?S .
i1k L)
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Serv. He, my Lord. But he hath fince done good Sers

vice at Shrewsbury: And, as I hear, is now going with fome
Charge to the Lord Fohn of Lancafter:

Ch. Fuft. What, to Tork? Call him back again. :';

Serv. Sir Fobn Faljtaff.

Fal. Boy, tell him I am deafl

Page. You muft fpeak lowder, my Mafter is deaf, :

Ch. Fuft. I am fure he is, to the hearing of any thing good. Wl
Go pluck him by the Elbow. I muft {peak with him.

Serv. Sir Fobna

Fil. What! a young Knaveand beg! Are there not Wars?
Is there not Employment 2 Doth oot the King lack Subjects? y
Do not the Rebels want Soldiers? Though it be a fhame ||
to be on any fide butone, it is worle fhame to beg, thanto
be on the worlt fide, were it worfe than the Name of Re- ||
bellion can tell how to mike it. |

Serv. You miftake me, Sir.

Fal. Why, Sir, did I fay you were an honeft Man ¢ Ser-
ting my Knight-hood, and my Soldierfhip afide. I bad lied
in my Thioat, if I had faid fo. i

Serv. I pray you, Sir, then {ct your Knight-hood and J
your Soldierfhip afide, and give me leave to tell you,you i
Jie in your Thioat, if you fay I am any other than an ho- |
neft Man.

Eal. I give thee leave to tell me fo! 1 lay afide that
which grows to me] If thou getclt any leave of me, hang
me; if thou tak’ft leave, thou wer’t better be hang’d: You
Hunt counter, hence; avaunt.

Serv. Sir, my Lord would fpek with you.

Ch. Fuft. Sic Fobn Falftaffs a word with you. :

Fal. My good Lord! give your Lordihip good time of
the Day. I am glad to fee your Lord(hipabroad ; I heard
fay, your Lordfhip was fick. I hope your Lordfhip goes
abroad by advice. Your Lord(hip, though not clean paft

our Youth, hath yet fome fmack of Agein you: Somere-
Jifh of the Saltnefs of time; and I moft humbly befeech
our Lordihip, to have a reverend care of your Health. j

Cb. Fuft. Sic Fobn,1 fent for you before your Expedition 3§,
to Shrewsbury.

Eal. If it pleafe your Lordfhip, 1 hear his Majefly is e«
turo’d with fome difcomfort from Wales, ’

Cho Fufls
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'} Ch._Fuf: 1 talk not of his Majetty : You would not come
4 when I fent for you?

Fal. And I hear moreover, his Highnefs is fall'n into chis
fame whorfon Apoplexy.
Ch. Fuft. Well, Heav’n mend himn. I pray let me fpeak
with you.
Fal. This Apoplexy is, as 1 take it, a kind of Lethargy,
W a flecping of the Blood, a whorfon Tingling.
Ch. Fuft. What tell you me ofit 2 Be it as it je.
Fal. It hath its original from much Grief; from Study
o and Perturbation of the Brain, I have read the Caufe of
i its Effe@s in Galen. It isa kind of Deafncfs.
@ Ch. Fuff. 1 think you are fal'n into that Difeafe For you
hear not what I fay to you.
b Fal. Very well, my Loid, very well: Rather; an’t pleafe
you, it is the Difeale of not Liftning, the Malady of not
Marking, that I am troubled witha).

Ch. Fuf. To punith you by the Heels, would amend
the atcention of your Ears, and I care rog if I be your
Phyfician,

. Fal. I am as poor as T, my Lord; but hot fo pati.nt:
Your Lordfhip may minifter the Potion of Imprifonment
i to me, in refpect of Poverty: But how I fhould be your

Patient to follow your PrefCription, the Wit may make
t fome dram of a fcruple, or indeed, a feruple it f¢ £
. Ch Fuf. I fent for you, when there were matters againft
If you for your Life, to fpeak with me:
¢ Fal. As I was then advisd by my learned C8unfel, in
tthe Laws of this Land-fervice, T did not come,

L Ch, Falt. Well, the truth 15, Sir Fohn, you live in great
mf lnfamv. : :
wt Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in lefs.
«  Ch. Faff. Your Means is very flender, and your Wafle

& =F

= =
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‘D"l'; T¢at,

D_;,f £al. T would it were otherwife: I would my Mearswers.

wigreater, and my Wafte flenderer, 5

& O. F4f. You have mif-led the youtRful Prince,

i Fal. The young Prince hath mifycd me. I am the Fel-
g’ew with the great Belly, and he my Dog.

i Ch. Fuff. Well, I am loth to gall a hew heald Wound 3
your Day’s Service at Shrewsbury, hath a little gilded over

. Voi. JIL : R ¥ ur
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your Night’s Exploic on Gads-hill. You may thank the un-
quiet time, for your quiet o’er pofting that A&ion.

Fal, My Lotd ?

Ch. Fuft. But fince all is well, keep it fo: Wake not 3 §
flecping Wolf,

Fal. To wake 2 Wolf, is as bad as to fmell a Fox.

Ch. Fauft. What? You are as a Candle, the better part i
burnt our.

Fal. A Waflel-Candle, my Lord ; all Tallow : If T did
;v of Wax, my growth would spprove the truth, hai
Ch. Juft. There is rot a white Hair on your Face, but
fhouid have his Effe& of Gravity. L

Fal. His Effe& of gravy, gravy, gravys '

Ch. Fuft. You follow the young Prince up and down, like ]
his evil Angel, L

Fal. Not fo, my Lord, your ill Angel is light: But I
hope, he that looks upon me, will take me without weigh- |
ing; and yer, in fome refpects I grant I cannot go; I cans !
not tell— Virtue is of folittle regard in thefe Ccf‘cor-mong-‘
ers Days, that true Valour is turn’d Bear-herd. Pregnancy
is made a Tapfter, and hath his quick Wig wafted ingiviog
Recknings ; all the other Gifts appertinent to Man, as the |!
malice of this Age fhapes them, are not worth a Goofe-ber-
ry. You that are old, confider not the Capacities of us §
that are young; you meafure the heat of our Livers, wita
the bitternefs of your Galls; and we that are in the vaward
of our yeuth, I muft confefs, are Wags too.

Cb. 7#f. Do you fet down your Name in the Scrowl o
youth, that are written down old, with all the Chara&ters:
of Age? Have you not a moift Eye? a dry Hand ? 2 yel:ly
low Cheek? a white Beard 2 a decreafing Leg? an increafing
Belly ; is nat your Voice broken? your Wind fhort? yours
Wit fingle? and every part about you blafted with Antis

quity 2 and will you call your fi1f young ? fie, fie, fie, Sit

Fobn.

Fal, My Lord, .I wasborn with a white Head, and fomes

s

¥

thing a round Belly. For my Voice, I have loft it wi
holiowing and finging of Anthcms. To approve my YOis
further, T will not. The truth is; T am only old in Jud§

ment and Underftanding, and he that ‘will caper withme
for a thoufand Marks, let him lend me the Mony, and have.

'

F
]
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[
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at him. For the Box o'th’Ear that the Prince gave you,
he gave it like a rude Prince, and you took it like a fenfitle
Lord. I have checkt him for it, and the young Lion re-
't pents: Marry not in Sack-cloth, but in new" Silk, and old
Sack.
L Ch. Fnft. Well, Heav'n fend the Prince a better Compa-
i mion,
Fal. Heav’n fend the Companion a better Prince: I cans
it pot rid my Hands of him.
he Juft. Well, the King hath fever’d you and Prince
& Harry, L bear you are going with Lord Fobn of Lancaffer,
againit the Archbithop, and the Earl of Northumberiand,
Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty fweet Wit forit; butlook
% you pray, gl you that kifs my Lady Peace at home, that
our Armics join not in a hot Day ¢ For T take buttwo Shires
i ouc with me, and T mean not to fweat extraordinarily : If
w1t be a hot Day, if 1 brandith any thing but my Bottle,
i would I might never fpit white again. There isnot s dangerous
w. AGion can peep out his Head, but I am thiuft upon it.
w Well, T cannot Laft ever.
i Ch. Fuft. Well, be honeft, be horeft, ard Heay’n blefs
4 Yyour Expedition.
4 Fal. Will your Lordfhip lend me a thoufand Pound, to
. furnith me forth?
. Ch. Fuft. Not a Penny, not a Penny; you are too impa-
i tient to bear Croffes.  Fare you well” Commend me to my
. Coufin Weftmorland. { Exit.
Fal. If [ do, Gllop me with a three-man-Beetle. A Man
€in no more feparate Age and Covetoufneft, than he can pare
young Limbs and Letchery : But the Gout galls the ore,
and the Pox pinches the other, and fo both the Degrees
& prevet my Curfes. . Boy,
i Page. Sir,
t% Fal. What Mony is in my Purf:?
Page. Seven Groats, and two Pence.
Fal. 1 can get no Remedy againft this Confumption of the
& Purfe.  Borrowing only lingers, and lingers it out, but the
@iDifeafe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my Lerd of
fﬁé ‘”Lanmjier, this to the Prince, this to the Esrl of Weffmar-
¢ land, and this to old Miftre(s Urfula, whom I have weekly
; fworn to marry, finge I perccivl/;d the firft white Hair Ig;
ks 2 :
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my Chin. About it; you know where to find me. A Pox
of this Gout, or a Gout of this Pox; for the one or thio.
ther plays the Rogue with my great Toe: It 1s no matter,
if 1 do halt, I have the Wars for my Colour, and myPen-
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fion fhall feem the more reafonable ¢ A good Wit will make

ufe of any thing 5 1 will turn Dif.afes to commodity.
[ Exennt,

Sl BN BV

Euter Arch-Bifbop of York, Haltings, Mowbray, and

o

Lord Bardolph.

Tork. Thus have you heard our Caufes, and know our
And zﬁy moft noble Friends, 1 pray you all [ Means:
Speak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes,

And firft, Lord Marfhal, what fay you to it?

Mow. 1 well allow the occafion of our Arms,
But gladly would be better fatisficd,

How, in our Means, we thould advance our {elves,
To look with Forehead bold and big enough,
Upor: the Power and Puiflance of the King 2

Haft. Our prefent Mufters grow upon the File
To five and twenty thoufand Men of choice:

And our Supplies live largely in the hope
Of great Northumberland, whele Bofom burns
With an incenfed Fire of Injuries,

Bard. The queftion then, Lord Haffings, ftandeth thus,
Whether our prefent five and twenty thoufand
Msy held up Head without Northumberland?

Haft., With him we may.

Bard. Ay marry, there’s the point:

But if without him we be thought tco feeble,
My Judgment is, we fhould not ftep too far
*T1ll we had his Affiltance by the Hand.

For in a Theam {6 bloody fac’d as this,
Conje&ure, ExpeQation, and Surmife

Of Aids uncertain, fhould not be admitted.

Tork. Tis true, Lord Bardolph, fr indeed
Ic was young Hos-fpwr's cale at Shrewsbury.
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Bard. It was, my Lord, who lin’d himfelf with hope,
Eating the Air, on promife of Supply,
& Flarcering himfelf with Proje@ of a Power,
. Much fmaller than the fmalicft of his 1 houghts,
% And fo with great Imagination
| Proper to mad Mzen, lead his Powers to Death,
W Andy “winking , leapd ito D fhruion,
Haff. Bu, by your leave, it never yet did hurt,
To lay down hkebhoods, and forms of hope.
Bard, Yes, if this prefent quality of War,

i

Indeed che inftane A&ion, a Caufe on foct,

[} i : S .
Lives fo in hope, as in an early Sprirg
We fee th'appearing Buds, which to prove Fruit,
. Hope gives not fo much warrant, as Difpair

o That Frofts will bire them. When we mean to build,
We firft furvey the Plor, then draw the Model, i
And when we fee the figure of the Houle,
Then mult we rate the Coft of the Ere&ion,
Waoich if we find out-weighs Ability,
What do we then, but diew 2-new tiie Model
' In fewer Offices; or at leaft, defilt
Tobuild at all ? Much more, in this great work,
Which is, almoft, to pluck a Kingdom down,
And fet another up, fhonld we furvey
The Plot of Situation, and the Model,
Confent upon a fure Foundation,
Quelftion Surveyors, know our own Efate,
How able fuch a Work to undergo,
I® To weigh againft his Oppofite 2 or elfe,
We fortifie in Paper, and 1n Figures,
Ufing the Names of Men, inftead of Men s
Like one that draws the Model of 2 Houfe
Biyood his Power to bui'd it; who, half through,
B Gives o’er, and leaves his part-creared Coft
S A nakid fubje@ to the weeping Clouds,
' And walte, for churlith Winters tyranny.
. Hajt. Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth,
" Should be ftill-born ; and that we now poffeft
The vemoft Min of Expe@ation :
I think we are 2 Body ftrorg encugh,
Even a5 we are, to equal with the King. :
3 Bavd,
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Bard, What, is the King but five and twenty thoufand?
Haft, To usno more; nay not fo much, Lord Bardolph.
For his Divifionsy as the Times do brawl,
Are in three Hiads; one Power againft the Frenchy
And one againft Glendower;, perforce a third
Muft take up us: So is the unfirm King
In three divided; and his Coffers found
W ith hollow Poverty, and Emp[in.‘f.
Tork. That he hould draw his feveral ftrengths together,
And come agaicft us in full Puiffance,
Need not be dreaded.
Huft. If he fhould do fo, ‘
He lcaves his Back unarm’d, the French, and Welfl
Baying him at the Heel; never fear that.
Bard. Who is it like thould lead his Forces hither?
Haft. The Duke of Lancafter and Weftmorland:
Againft che Welfh, himfelf and Harry Adonmonth,
But who is fubftituted ’gainft the French,
I have no certain notice.
York. Let uson:
And publith the Occafion of our Arms.
T he Commonwealch is fick of their own choice,
Their over=greedy Love hath furfeited.
An Habitation giddy and unfure
Hath he that buildeth on the vulgar Heart.
O thou fond Maony ! with what loud Applaufe
Did’it thou beat Heav’n with blefling Bullingbroke,
Before he was, what thou would’{t have him be}
And being now trim'd up in thine own defires,
Thou, beaftly Feeder, art {o full of him,
That thou provok’ft thy felf to caft him up.
So, fo, thou common Dog, didft thou difgorge
Thy glutton-bofom of the Royal Richard,
And now thou would'ft eat thy de:d vomit up,
And how!'lt to find it.  What trufl is in thefe Times?
They, that when Richard iv’d, would have him die,
Are now become eramour’d on his Grave.
~ Thou that threwft Duft upon his goodly Head,
When through proud London he cam: fighing on,
Afger th'admired Heels of Bullingbroke,
Cry’t

P
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Cry’lt now, O Earth yield us that King again,

And take thou this, O thoughts of Men accurs’d,

Paft, and to come, feens beft 5 things prefent, worft.
Mow. Shall we 2o draw our Numbers, and fet on?
Haft. We are Time's Subjects, and time bids, be gore.

AGT I SCE Nkl

Enter Hoftefs, with two Officers, Fang, and Snare.

Hoft, R. Fang, have you entred the AGion?
Fang. 1t is enter’d,

Hoft. Where's your Yeoman? Is it a lufly Yeoman?
Will he ftand'to it2

Fang. Sirrah, where’s Suare?

H:f?. Ay, ay, good Mr. Snare.

Snare. Here, here.

Fang. Snavey we muft Arrelt Siv Fohn Filfaff.

Hoft. Ay, good M. Snare, I have enter'd him, and all,

Sware. It may chance coft fome of us cur Lives: He
will ftab.

Hoft. Alasthe-day ;3 take beced of him; he ftal’d me in
mine own Houfe, and that moft beaftly; he cares ot what
mifchicf he doth, if his Weapon be out.  He will foin like
any Devil, he will fpare neither Man, Woman, nor
Child.

Fang. Tf1 can clofe with him, T care not for his thruft.

Hojt. No, vor I neither; I'll be at your Elbow,

Fang, 1f I but firft him once ; if he come but within my
Vice.

Hoft, T am undone with his going; I warrant he isan in=
finitive thing upon my fcore. Good Mr., Fang, hold him
fure; good M. Suare, let him not fcape, he comes contini=
ally to Pie-corner, faving your Marhoods, to buy a Saddle,
and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbars-head in Lombard-
fireet to Mir. Smaooths the Silkman. I pray ye fince my A&i-
on is enter’d, and my Cafe fo openly known to the World,
let him be brought into his anfwer. A hurdied Mark isa
long one, for a poor lone Woman to bear; and I haveborn,

" R 4 and
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and barn,and born: and have been fub'd off, and fub’doff, fom |
this Day to that Day, that it is a thame to be thought an,
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T here 1s no hobefty in fuch dealing, unlefs 2 Woman fhouid
be mad¢ an Afs anda Beaft, to bear every Knaves wrong,
Enter Falltaff and Bardolph.

Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmfey-Nofe Ba

dolph with him. Do your Offices, do your Offices: Mr,

Fang, and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me your Offices,
Fal. How now? whofe Mare’s dead? what’s the mat

terd

Sic. Fohbn, 1 arrelt you at the fuit of Miftefs |

Quickly,
NFA:’.}Away Vatlets, draw Bardolph: Cut me off the Vil
lain’s Headt Throw the Quean in the Channel

Hoft. Throw me in the Channel? I'll throw thee there,
Wile thou ? wilt thou? thou baflardly Rogue. Murder,
murder: O thou Hony-fuckle Villain, wilt thou kill God’s
Oflicers and the King’s2 O thou hony-feed Rogue, thou
ait a Hony-feed, a Man-queller, and a Woman-queller,

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph.

Fasg. A Refcue, a Refcue.

Hoft. Goad People bring 2 Refcue. Thou wilt not? thou
wilt not 2 do, do thou Rogue: Do thou Hempleed.

Fal. Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, you Fuftiliris
an: I'll tuck your Cartaftrophe, :

Enter Chief Fnftice. ..

Ch. Fauff. What's the matter? Keep the Peace here, hoa.
. Hoft, Good my Lord, be good to me. I befeech you
ftand to me,

Ch. Fuft. How now, Sir Fohn? what are you brawling
here 2 Doth this became your place, your time, and bufi-
nefi? You fhculd have been well on your way te York,
Srand from him Fellow, wherefore hang’lt upon him? :

Hoft. O my moft wothipful Lord, and’c pleafe your
Gracey, 1 am a poor Widow of Eaffcheap, and he is arrefted
at my Suit.

Ch. Fuft. For what Sum? g

Hoft. It is more than for fime, my Lord, it is for all; all
I have, he bath eaten me outof Houle and Home; he hath
put all my Subftance into that fat Belly of his; but I will

have
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have fome of it out again, or I will ride thee o’Nights, like
the Mare,

Fal, I think T am as like to ride the Mare, if I have any
vantage of Ground to g:t up.

Ch. Fuft. How comes this, Sir Fobn? Fie, what Man
of good temper would endure this tempeft of Exclamation 2
Are you not atham’d to inforce a pocr Widow to {o rough
a courfe to come by her own?

Fal. What is the grofs Sum that 1 owe thee?

Hoff. Marry, if thou wer’t sn honeft Man, thy felf, and
the Mony too. Thou didft fwear to me upon a parcel-gile
Goblet, fitting in my Delphin-chamber, at the round Ta-
ble, by a Sea-coal Fire, on Wednefday in Whitfon-Week, whea
the Punce broke thy Head for likening him to a Singing-
man of Windfor; thou didft fwear to me then, as I was
wafhing thy Wound, to marry me,and m.ke me my Lady
thy Wife. Canft thou deny it? Did not Good-wife Keeeh,
the Butcher’s Wife, come in, and call me Goffip Quick-
ly? coming in to borrow a Mef; of Vinegar ; telling us, the
had 2 goed D.(h of Prawns; whereby thou diaft detire to eat
fome ; whereby I told thee they were ill for a green Wound ¢
And didft not thou, when the was gone dowa Stairs, defire
me to be no more fam:liar with fuch poor People, faying,
that ¢’er long they fhould call me Madam? And didftthoa
not kifs me, and bid me fitch thee thirty Shillings2 I put
thice now to thy Book-oarh, deny it if thou canft2

Fal. My Lord, this is a poor mad Souly and (he fays up
and down the Town, that her eldeft Son is like you. She
hath been in good cafe, and the truth is, poverty hath di-
firaéted her; but for thefe foolith Officers, I befeech you,
I may have redrefs againft them,

Ch. Fuft. Sir Fobn, Sir Fobu, Tam well acqrainted with
your manncr of wrerching the true Caufe, the falfe Way,
Itis not a confident Brow, nor the thiog of Words, thae
come with {uch, more than impudcnt, fawcinefs from you,
can thruft me from a level confideration. I know you hg
practis’d upon the eafie-yielding Spirit of this Woman.

Hoff. Yes in troth, my Lord.

Ch. Fuff. Prethee, peace; pay her the Debt you owe her,
and unpay the Villany you have done her; theore you may
do with fterling Mony, and the cther withcurrant R epentance.

ab,
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Fal. My Lord, I will not uadergo this fneap without
reply.  You call honourable Boldnefs impudent Sawcinefs. If
a Man will cart’fie, and fay nothing, he is Virtuous: No,
my Lord, your humble duty remembred, I will not be your
Sutor. I fay to you, I defire delivirance from thefe Ofh-
cers, being upon hafty Employment in the King’s Affairs.

Ch. Fuft. You fpeak, as having Power to do wrong : But
anfwer in the Effc& your Reputation, and fatisfie the poor
W oman.

Fal. Come hither, Hoftefs.

Enter Mr. Gower.

Ch. Fuft. Now, Mafter Gower, what News?

Gower. The King, my Lord, and Henry Prince of Wales
are near at Hand: The reft the Paper tells.

Fal. AsT am a Gentleman

Huft. Nay, you faid {o before.

Fal. As [ am a Gentleman, come, no more words of it.

Hof. By this heavenly Ground I tread on, I muft be
fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapeltry of my Di-
ning Chambers.

Fal. Glaflis, Glaffes, is the only drinking; and for thy
Walls a precty flight Drollery, or theStory of thePredigal,

er the German hunting in Water-work, is worth athoufand

of thele Bed hangings, and thefe Fly-bitten Tapeftries: Let

it be ten Pound, if thou canft. Come, if it were not for
thy Humours, there is not a berter Wench in England. Go,
wath thy Face, and draw thy Action: Come, thou muft
not be in this Humour with me, come, I know thou waft
fet on to this.

Hoft. Prithee, Sir Fobn, letit be but twenty Nobles, I
am loth to pawn my Plate, in good earneft la.

Fal, Letit alone, I’ll make other fhift; you’ll be a Fool
ftill.

Hoff. Well, you fhall have it, although I pawn my
Gown. I hope you®il come to Supper: You'll pay meall
together? ,

Fal, Will I live? Go with her, with her; Hook on,

hook on.
Hoft. Will you have Doll Tear-fbeer meet you at Sup-

“perd
Fal,
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Fal, No more Words.  Let’s have her.

Ch. Fujt. I have heard bitter News,

Fal, What's the News, my good Lord ?

Ch. Fuft. Where lay the King laft Night?

Gower. At Bafing-floke, my Lord.

Fal, 1 hope, my Lord, ali’s well. What is the News,
my Lord ?

Ch. Fuft. Come all his Forces back? ;

Gower. No, fifteen hundred Foot, and five huadred Horf:,
are march’d up to my Lord of Lancafter, aga.ult Northum-
berland and the Arch-Bifhop.

Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord 2

Ch. Fuft. You fhall havé Letters of me prcfently.

Come, gn along with me, good Mr. Gower.

Fal. My Lord.

Ch. Fufts What's the matter ?

Fal. Mafter Gower, 1 fhall entreat you wi h me to din-
ner.

Gower. I muft wait upon my good Lcrd here.

I thaik you, good Sir Fobn.

Ch. Fuft. Sir Fobn, you loiter here too long, being you
are to take Soldiers up in Countreys as you go.

Fal. Will you Sup with me, Mafter Gower?

Ch. Fuft. What foolifh Mafter taught you thefe manners,
Sir Fobn 2 .

Eal, Maftcr Gower, if they become me not, he was a
Fool that taught them me. This is the right Fencing grace,
my Lord, tap for tap, and fo part fair.

Ch. Fuff. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great
Fool. { Exeunt.

SO E NBE M

Enter Prince Henry and Poins.

P. Henry. Truft me, T am exceeding weary.

Poins. Is it come to that2 I had thought wearinefs durft
not have attach’d one of fo high Blood.

P. Hesry. Tt doth me, though it difcolours the Complexi-
on of my Greataefs to acknowledge it. Doth it rot thew

vlely in me, to defire {mall Beer?
Poins
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Pains. Why, a Prince (hould not be fo loofly fudied, s
to remhember f0-wek a Compofition,

P. Hewry. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely
goty for, in troth, I do now remember the poor Creature,
fmall Beer. But indeed thefc humble confiderations make
me out of love with my Greatnefs, What a difgrace is it
to me, toremember thy Name? or to know thy Face to
morrow? or to take notice how many pair of Silk Stocking:,
thou haft? (viz. thefe, and thofe that were the peach-co-
lour'd oness) or to bear the Inventory of thy Shir's; asone
for {uperfluity, and one other for ufe; but that the Tennise | |
Court Keeper knows better than 1, foritiis a low cbb of |
Linnen with thee, when thou keepeft not Racker there, as '
thou haft not done a great while, becaufe the reft of thy
Low Countreys have made a Shift to cat up thy “Jolland.

Poins, How ill it follows, after you have labour'd fo
hard, you fhould talk (0 idely 2 Tell me how many good
young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying fo fick, as
yours is ¢ :

P. Henry. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins?

Poins. Yei; and let it be an excellent good thing,

P. Henry, It fhall ferve smong Wits of no higher breed-
10g than thine, g™

Poins. Go to; 1 ftand the puth of your one thing, that
yowil tell, :

P. Henry, Why, 1 tell thee, it is not meet that I fhould
be fad now my Father is fick; albeit I could tel! to thee, as
10 one it pleales me, for fault of a better, to call my Friend,
I could be fad, and fad indeed too,

Poins. Very hardly upon fuch a Subje&.

L. Henry. Thou thisk't me as far in the Devil’s Book, s
thou and Falffaff, for obduracy and perfiftency, Let the
end try the Man, But I tell thee, my Hearts bleeds in-
wardly, that my Farher is fick ; and keepi‘ng {uchvile Com-
pany ss thou art, hath in Reafon taken from me; all often-
tation of {orrow,

Pains, The Reafon,

P. Henry, What would’ft thou thisk of me, if I fhould
weep?

Poins. I'would thick thee 2 moft Princely Hypocrire.
P, Henrye

12:8
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P. Henry. It would be every Man’s thought; and thou
art a bleffed Fellow, to think as every Man thinks; never g
Man’s thought in the World keeps the Road-way better
than thine; every Man would think me an Hypocrite in-
deed.  And what excites your moft worfhipful thought to
thiok {o¢

Poins. Why, becanfe you have been fo lewd, andfo much
ingraffed to Falftaff.

P. Henry. And to thee.

Poins. Nay, Iam well fpoken of, I can hear it with mine
own Ears; the worft they can fiy of me is, that I am
a fecond Brother, and that I am a proper Fellow of my
Hands; and thofe two thingsI confefs  cannot help,  Look,
lock, h:re comes Bardolph,

P. Henry. And the Boy that I gave Fa/ffaff; he had him
from me Chriftian, and fee if the far Vilain have not
transform’d him Ape,

Enter Bardolph and Page.

Bard. Save your Grace,

P. Henry. Aud yours, moft noble Bardolph.

Poins, Come, you pernicious’ Afs, you bathful Fool;
muft you be bluthing ¢ wherefore blufh you now 3 what 4
Maidenly Mani at Arms are y~ become ? Is it fuch 2 mat-
ter t3 get a Portle-pots Maiuen-head?

Page, He ¢all'd me even now, my Lord, through a red
Lactice, and I could difcern no part of his Face from the
Window; at lalt I fpy’d his Eyes, and methought he had
made two Holes in the Ale-wives new Petticoat, and peeped
through.

P. Henry. Hath not the Boy profired?

Bard. Away, you whorfon upright Rabbet, away.

Page. Away you rafcally Althea’s Dream away.

P. Henry. Inftru& us, Boy, what dream, Boy ?

Page. Marry, my Lord, Aithea dream’d fhe was deli-
ver'd of a Fircbrand, and therefore I call him her Dream.

P. Henry. A Crowns=worth of good Interpretation; there
itis, Boy.

Poins, O that this good Bloffom could be kept from Cank-
ers: Well, there is Six-pence to preferve thee,

Bard. 1f you do not make him be hang’d among you,
the Gallows fhall be wrong’d.

: 1212
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P. Henry. And how doth thy Mafter, Bardoiph?

Bard, Well, my good Lord; he heard of your Grace’s
coming to Townr. There’sia Letter for you.

P, Herry, Deliver'd with good refped; and how doth the
Martlemafs, your Mafter?

Bard. 1o bodily healih, Sir,

‘Poins. Marry, the immortal part needs a Phyfician; but
that moves not him; though that be fick, it dies not.

P. Henry. 1 do allow this Wen to be as familiar with me
as my Dog. And he holds his place, for lock you how he
writes.

Poins reads, Fohn Falftaff, Knight, Every Man muft
krow thar, as oft as he hath occafion to Name himfelf:
Even like thofe that are Kin to the King, for they never prick
their Finger, but they fay there is {ome of ti.e King’s blood
fpil. How comes that? fiys he that takes upon him not
to conceive: The Anfwer is as ready as a borrowed Cap; I
am the King’s poor Coufin, Sir,

P. Henry. Nay, they will be Kin to us,but they willfetch
it from Faphet. But to the Letter: Sir John Falftaff,
Knighty tothe Sonof the King, neareft his Farber, Harry Prince
of Wales, grecting.

Poins. Why this is a Certificate,

P. Henry. Peace.

1 will imitase the bonourable Romans in brevity,

Poins. Sure he means brevity in breath; (hort-winded.
I commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. Be
not too familiar with Poins, for he mifnfes thy Favowrs fo
much, that he [wears thon art to marvy his Siffer Neliy Re-
pent at idle times as thon mayf, and fo farewel. Thine, by

ea and not Which isas much as to [ay, as thew ufeft bim,
Jack Falttaff avurh my Familiars: John with my Brethers and
Sifters: And Sir Joho with all Europe,
- My Lord, I'will fteep this Lecter in Sack, and make him
eat it

P, Hegry. That’s to make bim et twenty of his Word-.
But do you ufe me chus, Ned? Muft I marry your Si-
fter?

Poins, May the Wench have no worfe Fartune. Bue I
never faid {o.

P, Henrye

]
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P, Henry. Well, thus we play the Fool with the time,
and the Spirits of the Wife fit an the Clouds, and mock us:
Is your Mafter here in London?

Bard. Yes, my Lord.

P. Henry. Where fups he2 Doth the 6ld Boor fecd in the
old Frark?

Bard. Atthe old place, my Lord, in Eaff-cheap.

P. Henry. What Company$

Page. Ephefians, my Lord, of the old Church.

P. Henry. Sup any Women with him?

Page. None, my Lord, but old Miftrefs Quickly, and
Mis. Dol Tear-fheet.

P. Henry, What Pagan may that be?

Page. A proper Gentlewoman, Sir, and a Kinfwoman of
my Mafter’s,

P. Henry. Bven fuch Kin, as the Parith Heyfars are to
the Town-Bull, '
Shall we fteal upen them, Ned, at Supper?

Poins. I am your Shadow, my Lord, I'll follow you.

P. Henry. Sirah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word to
your Mafter that I am yet in Town. ;
"There’s for your Silence,

Bard. T have no Tongue, Sir.

Page. And for mine, Sir, I will govern it.

P. Henry. Fare ye well: Go.

“This Dol Tear-fhect thould be fome Road. :

Poins. T warrant you, as common as the way between St.

Albans and London.
P. Henry. How might we fee Falflaff beftow himfelf to

" Night in his true Colours, and net our felves be {cen'?

Poins. Puton two Leather Jerkins, and Aprons, and wait
upon him at his Table, like Drawers.

P. Henry. From a God to a Bullz A heavy declenfion:
It was Fove's Cafe. From a Prince to a Prentice, a low
transformation, that fhall be mine: For in every thing, the

Purpofe muft weigh with the Folly. Follow me, Ned.
[ Exennts

SCENE
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Enter Northumberland, Zs4y Northumberlandy and Lady
Percy.

North, 1 prethee, loving Wifr, and gentle Daughter,
Give an even way unto my rough Affuirs.

Put not you on the Vifage of the Times,
And be like them to Percy, troublefome,

L. North. 1 have given over, I will fpesk no more
Do what you will: Your Wifdom be your Guide.

North. Alas, {weet Wife, my Honour is at Pawn,
And but my going, nothing can redeem it.

L. Percy. Oh yct, for Heav'ns fake, go not to thefe Wars,
The time was, Father, when you broke your word,
'When you were more endear’d to it, than now,

When your own Percy, when my Heart-dear Harry,
Threw many a Nortaward look; jto {ee his Father
Bring up his Powers: But he did long in vain.
Who then perfusded you to flay at home 2

There were two Honours loft; ‘yours and your Son's.
* For yours, may heav'aly Glory brighten it

For his, it ftuck upon him, as the Sun

In the grey Vault of Heav'n: And by his Light
Did all the Chevalry of England move

To do brave A&s. He was, indeed, the Glafs
Wherein the noble Youth did drefs them/felves.

He had no Legs, that pra&is'd not his Gate:

And fpeaking thick, which Nature made his blemith,
Became the Accents of the Valiant.

For thofe that could fpeak low, and tarlily,

Would turn their own Perfe@ion to Abule,

To feem like him. So that in Speech, and Gate,

In Diet, in Affc&ions of delight,

In Military Rules, Humours of Blood,

He was the Matk, and Glafs, Copy, and Book,
That fathion’d others. And bhim, O wondrous him!
‘O Miracle of Men! Him did you lesve ;
Second to none, un-feconded by you,

To
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To Jook upon the hideous God of War,
In difadvantage, to abide the Field,
Where nothing but the found of Hor-fpur’s Name
Did feem defenfible « So you lefc him.
Never, O never do his Ghoft the wrong,
To hold your Honour more precife and nice
With others, than with him. Let them alone s
The Marthal and the Archbifhop are {trong,
Had my fweet Harry had buc half their Number,
To day might I (hanging on Hor-/pur’s Neck)
Have talk’'d of Monmonth’s Grave,

North. Befhrew your Hearr,
Fair Daughter, you do draw my Spirits from me,
With new lamenting ancient Over-fights.
But I muft go, and meet with danger there;
Or it will feck me in another place,
And find me worfe provided.

L. North. O fly to Scotland,
’Till that the Nobles, and the armed Commons,

. Have of their Puiffance made a little tafte,

L. Percy. 1f they get Ground, and *vantage of the King,
Then join you with them, like a Rib of Steel,
To make Strength ftronger. But, for all our loves,
Firft let them try themfelves. So did your Son.
He was fo fuffer’d; o came I 2 Widow s
And never fhall have length of Life enough,
To rain upon Remembrance with mine Eyes,

. That it may grew and fprout, as high as Heav'n,

For Recordation to my Noble Hushand.
North. Come, come, go in with me: 'tis with my Mind

. As with the Tyde, fwell’d up unto his height,
' That makes a ftill-ftand, running neither way,

Fain would I go to meet the Archbifhop,
¢ But many a thoufand Reafons hold me back:
I will refolve for Scorland; there am 'R
* Till Time and Vantage crave my Company. [Exesnt.

¢
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Enter two Dranerse

t Draw, What haft thou brought there? Apple-Fobus?
Thou kanow'{t Sir Fobn cannot endure an Apple- Fobn.

2 Draw. Thou fay'ft true ; the Prince once fet a Difh of
Apple-Fobus before hinm, and told him there were five more
Sir Fibus 3 and, putting off his Hat, faid, T will now rake
my lave of thefe fix dry, round, old wither’d Knights,
It angerd him to the Heait; bue he hath forgot that.

1 Draw. Why then cover, and fet them down; and fee if
thou canft find out Szeak’s Noife; Miltrels Tear- fheer would
fain have fome Mufick,

> Draw. Sirrab, here willbe the Prince, and Mafter Poins
anonjand they will put on two of our Jerkins and Aprons,
and S Fobn muft not know of it.  Bardelph hath brought
word,

1 Draw. Then here will be old Dris: it will be an ex-
cellent Stratagem.

2 Draw. Tll fec if I can find out Sweak, [ Exennts

Enter Hoftefs and Dol,

Hiyf. Sweet heart, mcthinks now you are in an excellent
good temperality ; your Pulfidge beats as extroardinarily as
Heart would defire; and your Colour, 1 warrast you, is 2
red a; any Rofe: But you have drank too much Canary, and
that’s a marvellous fearching Wine;and it perfumes the Blocd
e'er ve can fay what’sthis. How do you now 2

Dd. Better than T was ¢ Hem,

Heff, Why, what was well faid: A good Heart's worth
Gold, Lock, here comes Sir Fobn.

Enter Falftaff, ;

Fal. When Arthur firft in Conrt,---empty the Jordanes-as
was & worthy King + How now, Miftrefs Dol ¢

Hift. Sick of a'Calm: yea, good-footh.

Fal, Sois her Se&, if they be once in a Calm they are
fick.

~Dd. You muddy Ralcal, is that all the comfort you

we me & goe’

Fal. You make fat Rafcals, Miflirefs Del,

Dobs :

EH
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Dol. I make them! Gluttony and Difeafcs make them, I
make them not.

Fal, If the Cook make the Gluttony, you help to make
the Difeafes, Dol; we catch of yeu, Dal, we catch of yous
Grant'that, my poor Virtue, grant that. :

Dol Ay marry, our Chains, and our Jewels,

Fal. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches: For to ferve
bravely, is to come halting off, you know ; to come off the
Breach with his Pike beut bravely, and to Surgery bravely;
to venture upon the charg’d Chambers bravely

Heft. Why, this is the old fathion: you two never meet
but you fall to fome difcord ; you are both, ingood troth,
as Rheumatick as two diy Toafts, you cannet one bear with
anothers Confirmities. W hat the good-year? One muft bear,
and that mult be you: you are the weaker Vedlcl, as they
fay, the emptier Veflel. [75 Dol

Dol. Can aweak empty Vflcl bear fuch a huge full Hogs-
heid ¢ there’s a whole Merchants Venture of Bourdeans ftuff
in him ; you have not feen a Hulk better ftuft in the Hold,
Come, I'll be Friends with thee, Fack: Thou art going to
the Wars, and whether I fhallever {ce thee again or no, there
is no bedy cares.

Enter Drawer.

Draw. Sir, Ancient Piffol is below, and would fpeik with
you.

Dol. Hang him, fwaggering Rafcal, let him not come
hither ; it is the foul-mouth’dit Rogue io England.

Hof, If he {wagger let him not come here : I mut live
amongft my Neighbours, I'll no Swaggeres: I am in
good Name and Fame with the very Beft : Shut the Door,
there comes no Swaggerers here: I have not liv'd all this
while to have fwaggering now : Shut the Door, I pray you.

Fal. Do'ft thou hear, Hoftefs—

Hoft, *Pray you pacifie your felfy Sir Fohn, there comes
no Swaggerers here,

Fal. Do’lt thou hear it is mine Ancient.

Hoft. Tilly-fally, Sir Fobn, never tell me, your arcient
Swaggerer comes not in my Doors. I was before M fter

“Tifick the Deputy the other day ; and a5 he faid to me--it was

no longer ago thin Wednefday Lilt ; Neighbour Ounickly, fays
he s Mafter Domb our Minifter was by then: Neightonr
§ s Quicl,
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Civil; for, faith he“,

Quicklyy {ays he, receive thofe that are

you are in a0 ill Name: Now he faid fo, I can tell whereup-
on; for, fayshe, youarean honelt Weman, and well thought
on, therefore take heed what Guelts you receive: Receive,
fays he, no fwagering Companions, There come none here,
You would blefs you to hear what he faid. No, I'll no
Swaggerers. .

Fal. He’s no Swaggerer, Hoftefs; a tame Cheater, he;
you may ftrosk him as gently as a Puppey-Grey-hound; he
will not {wagger with a Barbary Hen, if her Feathers turn
back in any thew of refiftance. Call him up, Drawer.

Hoft. Cheater, call you him 2 I will bar no honeft Man
my Houfe, nor no Cheater ; but I do not love {waggering;
I am the wotfe when one fays fwagger : Feel, Mafters,
how I fhake; look you, I warrant you.

Dol. So you do, Hoftefs.

Hoff. Do I yes, in very Truth do I, if it were an Ak
pen Leaf : I cannot abide Swaggerers.

Enter Piltol, Bardolph and Page.

Pift. "Save you, Sir Fobn.

Fal. Welcome, ancient Piffol. Here, Piffol, T charge
you with a Cup of Sack : Do you difchirge upon mine
Hoftefs.

pif. 1 will difcharge upon her, Sir Fohn, with two
Bullets.

Fal. She is Piftol proof, Sir, you fhall hardly offend
her.

Hoft. Come, I'll drink no Proofs, nor no Bullets : I
will drink no more than will do me good for ne Man’s plea-
fure, I.

Piff, Then to you, Miftrefs Dororhy, I will charge

ou,

! Dol. Charge me ! Ifcorn you, fcurvy Companion I What?
You poor, bafe, rafcally, cheating, lack-Linnen-Mate 5 a-
way, you mouldy Rogue, away, I am Meat for your
I‘fliﬁ\i“ro

Pift. I know you, Miftrels Doroshy.

Dsl. Away, you cut-purfe Rafcal, you filthy Bung s-
way : By this Wine, PII thruft my Knife in your moul-
dy Chaps if you play the fawcy Cuttle with me. Away
you BottJe-ale Rafeal, you Basket-hilt ftale Jugler you. Since

Whﬂ?’
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when, I pray you, Sir? what, with two Points on your
Shoulder ¢ much.

Piff. I will murther your Ruff for this.

Hoff. No, good Caprain Piftol 1+ Not here, fweet
Captain.

Dol. Captain !thou sbominable damn’d Cheater, ‘art thou
not atham’d to be cali’d Caprain 2 If Captains were of my
mind they would truncheon you out, for taking their Names
upon you, before you have earn’d them. You a Captain!
you flay ! for what? for tearing a poor Whore’s Ruff in a
Bawdy Houfe2 He a Captain | hang him, Rogue, he lives
upon mouldy ftew’d Prunes and dry’d Cakes, A Captain !
Thefe Villains will make the word Captain odious: There-
fore Captains had need look to it.

Bard. Pray thee go down, good Ancient.

Fal, Hark thee hither, Miltrefs Dol

Pif. Not I: I tell thee what, Corporal Bardolph, 1 could
tear her: I'll be reveng’d on her.

Page, ’Pray thee go down.

Pif. I'll fee her damn’d firdt : To Pluto’s damned Lake, to
the Infernal Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile alfo,
Hold Hook and Line, fay I : Down! Down Dog, down
Fates: Have we not Hiren here 3

Hoft. Good Captain Peefel be quiet, it is very Jate : I be-
feech you now, aggravate your Choler. .

Pift, Thefe be good Hamours indeed. Shall Pack-Horfes,
£ and hallow pamper’d Jades of /s, which cannot go but
thirty Miles a. Day, compare with Cefar, :nl with Cannibal,
and Trojan Grecks? Nay, rather dame them with King
£ Cerberus, and ler the Welkin roar : Shall we fill foul for
F Toys?

Hoff. By my troth, Captain, thefe are very bitter
£ Words.
&  Bard. Be gone,good Ancient : Thiswill grow to a Brawl
§ anon,

Piff. Die Men, like Dogs; give Crowns like Pins : Have
¢ we nct Hiren heie ¢ :

Hoff. On my word, Captain, there’s nose fuch here.
What the good-year do you think I would deny her? I
pray be quiet, :

i

Pif.

G
W
e

e
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Pift. Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipolis ; come, give
me fome Sacke Si fortnne me tormente, [perato me contento,
Fear we broad-fides ¢ No, let the Fiend give Fire : Give me
fome Sack : And Sweet-hearr, lye thou there: Come we to
full Dot ts here; and are ¢ ceetera’s nothing g :

#ol, 1 would be quiet,

3
Piff. Sweet Kaight, kifs thy Neaffc: What | we have feen

the feven Sta's.

Dol Thruft him down Stairs, I cannot endure fuch aFu-
flian Rafcal,

2if. Thruft him down ftiirs? know we not Galloway

ags ¢

Fal. Qoit him dows, Bardolph, like a fhove-groat fhils
Jing : Nay, if he do nothing but fpeak nothing, he fhall be
nothing here.

Bard, Come, get you down Stairs.

Piff. What fhall we have Incifion? fhall we embrew?
then Death rock me afleep, abridge my doleful Days : Wy
then let grievous, ghaftly. gaping W ounds, untwine the Sifters
three : Come, Arropos, I fay. [ Drawing his Swords

Hoff. Here’s good ftuff toward. '

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy.

Dol. 1 prethee, Fack, I prethee do not draw.

Fal, Get youdown Stairs. [ Drawing, and driving Piftol out.

Hoff. Here's a goodly Tumule; I'll forfwear keeping
Houfer, before Il be in thefe tirrits and frights, So; Mur
ther, [ warrant now.  Alas, put up your naked Weapons, put
up your naked Weapons.

Dol, T prethee, Fack, be quiet, the Rafcal is gone: Ah
you whorfon, little valiant Villain, you.

Huft. Are you !not hkurt v'th’ Groin ¢ Methought he -

made a fhrewd thruft at your Belly,

Fal. Have you turn’d him out of Doors?

Bard. Yes, Sir, the Ralcal’s drunk: You have hurt him,
Sir, in _the Shoulder.

Fal. A Rafcal to brave me!

Dol, Ay, you fweet little Rogue you ¢ Alas, poor Ape,
how thou f{weat’ft2 come, let me wipe thy Face-~.-Comeon
you whorfon Chops--Ah Rogue, I love thee---Thou artas
valorous as Hefbor of Troy, worth fifey of Adgamemnon; and

ten times beater than the nine Worthies : Ah Viilain,
: Fdlg
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Fal. A rafcally Siave, 1 will tofs the Rogue in a Blanket.

Dol. Do, if thou dar'ft for thy Heart: It thou do’ft T'll
canvals thee betwcen a pair of Sheets.

Enter 8nfick,

Page. The Mufick is. come, Sir,

Eal. Let them play; play. Sus. Sit on my Kneey Dol
A Ralcal;, bragging Slave: The Rogue fled from me iike
Quick-ilver.

Dol. And thou followd’ft him like a Church: Thou whor-
fon little tydic Bartholomew Boor-pig, when wilt thou leave
fichting on Days, and foyning on Nights,and beginto patch
up thine cld Body for Heaven?

Enter Prince Henry and Poins difgris'd.

Fal. Peace, good Doly do not fpeak like a Deaths-head:
Do not bid me remember mine end.

Dol. Sirrah, what humour is the Prince of 2

Fal. A good Mallow young Fellow: He would have made
a good Pantler, he would have chipp'd Bread well.

Dol. They fay Poins hatha good Wit

Fal, He agood Wit? hang him, Baboon, his Wit s as thick
as Tewksbwry Muftard : There is no more conceit in him, than
is in a Mallet.

Dol. Why doth the Prince Jove him fo then?

Fal. Becaufe their Legs are both of a bignefs: And he
plays at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fennel, ard drinks
off Candles ends for Flap-dragors, and rides the wild Mare
with the Boys, and jumps upon joint Stools, and {wears with
a good Grace, and wears his Boot very fmooth, like unto the
Sign of the Leg, and breeds no bate with telling of difcreet
S-ories; and fuch oth r Gambol faculties he bath that thew .,
a weak Mind and an able Body, for the which tle Purce
admits hims: For the Prince him{elf is fuch another: The
weight of an Hair will tuin the Scales between their Ha-
berde-pois.

P. Henry. Would not this Nave of aWheel have his Ears
cut off?

Poins. Let us beat him before his Whore,

P. Henry. Look, if the witherd Elder hath no his Poll
claw’d like a Parrot,

Paius. Ts it not ftrange that Defire fhould fo many years
out-live Performance?

.

(
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Fal. Kifs me, Dol,

P. Henry. Satwrn and Penns this year in Conjun&ion!
What fays the Almanack to that?

Poins. And look, whether the fiery Trigon his Man benot
lifping to bis Mafter’s old Tables, his Note-Book, his Coun-
fel-keeper?

Fal. Thou doft give me flatt’ring Buffes.

Dol. Nay, truly, Ikifs thee with a moft conftant Heart,

Fal. 1 am old, I am old.

Dol. T love thee better than I love e’er a fcurvy young
Boy of them all.

Fal, What ftuff wilt thou have a Kirtle of 2 I fhall re-
ceive Mony on Thurfday : Thou thalt have a Cap to mor-

ow. A merry Song, come s It grows late, we will to Bed.
wilt forget me when I am gone,

' wilt fet me a weeping if thou fay’ft {o : Prove

my felf handfom ’till thy return--—Well,

Fal. Some Sack, Francis,

P. Henry. Poins, Avon, anon, Sir,

Fal, Hala Baftard Son of the King’s ! And art not thot
Po ns his Brother ?

P. Henry. W hy, thou Globe of finful Continents, what a
Life doft thou lead 2

Fal, A better than thou : I am a Gentleman, thou ait a
Drawer.

P. Henry. Very true, Sir: And I come todraw you out
by the Eass.

Hoff. Oh, the Lord preferve thy good Grace. Wel-
eome to London. Now Heavenblefs that fweet Face of thine:
What, are you come from Wales?

Fal. Thou whorfon, mad compound of Majefty, by this
light Fleth and corrupt Bloed thou art welcome,

[ Leaning bis Hand nponDol.

Del. How! you fat Fool, I fcorn you.

Poins. My Lord, he will diive you out of your revenge,
and turn all to merriment, if you take not the hear.

P, Henry. You whorfon Candle-myne you, how vilely did
you fpeak of me even now, before this honeft, vertuous, ci-
vil Gentlewoman ¢

Hsft, *Blefling oa yorr good Heart, and o fhe is by my
troth. 8 Fﬂlo
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Fal. Didft thou hear me?

P. Henry. Yes; and you knew me, as you did when you
rin away by Gads-bill , you knew 1 was at your back, and
fpoke it on purpofe, to try my patience.

Fal, No, no no; not fo: 1 did not think thou waft
within hearing.

P. Henry. | fhall drive you thento coofefs the wilful abufe,
and then I know how to handle you.

Fal. No abufe, Hal, on my Honour, no abufe,

P, Henry. Not to dilpraife me, and call me Pantler, and
Bread-chopper, and I know not what?

Fal, No abufe, Hal.

Poins. No abufe!

Ful. No abufe, Ned, in the World; honeft Med, none,
1 difpraisd him before the Wicked, that the Wicked might
not fall in love with him: In which doing, I have done the
part of a careful Friend, and true Subje&, and thy Father
is to give me thanks for it. INo abufe, Hal, none, Ned,
none; no Boys, none.

P. Henry. See now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow=-
ardife, doth not make thee wrong this virtuous Gentlewo-
man, to clofe with us? Is fhe of the Wicked? Is thine
Hoftefs here of the Wicked? Or is the Boy of the Wick-
ed? Or honeft Bardolph, whofe zeal burnsin hisnofe, ofthe
Wicked 2

Poins, Anlwer, thou dead Elm, anfwer.

_Fal, The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardolph irrecoverable, *
and his Face is Lucifer’s Privy-Kitchin, where he doth no-
thing but roaft Mault-Worms: for the Boyj there is agood
Angel about him, but the Devil out-bids him too.

P. Henry. For the Women?

Fal. For one of them, fheis in Hell already, and burns
poor Souls: for the other, I owe her Mony; and whether
fthe be damn’d for that, I know not.

Hoft. No, T warrant you.

Fal, No, T thitk thou art not: 1 think thou art quit
for thar. Marry, thereis another Indi@ment upon thee,
for {uffering flzth to be eaten in thy houfe, contrary to the
Law, for the which I think thou wilt howl.

Hoft. All Vi&uallers do fo: What is a Joynt of Mutton
ortwo in a whole Lent?

P. Henry. You, Gentleweman. Do,
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Dol. What fays your Grace ?

Fal. His Grace fays that, which his flefh rebels againft,

Hoft. Who knocks foloud atthe Door 2 Look to the door
there, Francis? :

Enter Peto. |\

P. Henry. Peto, how now? what News ? 4

Peto, The King, your Father, is at Weftminfter,

And there are twenty weak and wearied Pofts,

- Come from the North; and as I came along,

I met, and over-took a dozen Captains,
Bare-headed, fweating, knocking at the Taverns,
And asking every one for Sir Fobn Falffaff. /

P. Henry. By Heaven, Poins, T feel me much to blame,

Soidly to prophane the precious time:

When Tempeft of Commotien, like the South

Born with blick Vapour, doth begin to melt,

And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads.

Give me my Sword, and Cloak:

Falftaff, good night. { Exit,

Fal. Now comes in the {weeteft Morfel of the night, and
we muft hence, and leave it unpickt. More knocking at the
door? How now ? what’s the matter? :

Bard, You muft away to the Court, Sir, prefently, |
A dozen Captains ftay at the door for you.

Fal. Pay the Muficians, Sirrah: farewel Hoftefs, farewel
Dol. You fee, my good Wenches, how Men of Merit are
fought after; the Undeferver may fleep, when the Man of
Action is call'd og. Farewel, good Wenches; if I be not
fent away poft, I will fce you again, e’re I go. ;

Dol, I cannot {peak; if my heart be nort ready to burft--
Well, {weet Fack, have a care of thy felf,

Fal. Farewel, tarewel. [ Exits

Hoft. Well, fare thee well : I have known thee thefe
twenty nine Years, ccme Pefcod-time; but an honefter, and
truer-hearted Man. Well, fare thee well,

Bard. Miftrefs Tear-flcet.

Hoft. W hat’s the matter ?

Bard. Bid Miftrefs Tear-fLest come to my Mafter.

Hoft, O run, Doly run; run, good Dol

_— —
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Enter King Henry owith a Page.

K. chr},,ﬂ O, call the Barls of Swurrey, and Warwicks
But €'er they come, bid them o’er-read chefl
Letters,
And well confider of them: make good fpeed. [ Exit Page.
How many thoufinds of my pooreft Subjeéts
Are at this hour aflecp! O Sleep, O gentle Sieep,
Nature’s foft Nurfe, how have I frighred thee,
That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down,
And fteep my Senfes in Forgetfulnefs$
Why rather, Slecps lyeft taou in fmoaky Cribs,
Upon uneaflie Pallads ftretching thee,
And hufht with buzzing Night, fy'ft to thy {lumber,
Than in the perfum’d Chambers of the Great,
Unader the Canopies of coftly Srtate,
And lull'd with founds of {weetcft M:lody?
O thou dull God, why ly’ft thon with the vile,
In loathfom Beds, and leav’ft the Kingly Couch
A warch-cale, or a common Larum-Belll
Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Maft,
Seal up the Ship-boy’s Eyes, and rock his Brains,
In Cradle of the Mude impericus Surge,
And in the vifitation of the Wiads,
Who take the Ruflian Billows by the top,
Curling their monftrous heads, and hanging them
With desf'oing Clamouss 1n the {lipry Clouds,
That with the harley, Death it feif awakes?
Canft thou, O partial Sleep, give thy Repofe
To the wet Sea-boy in an hour fo rude?
And in the calmeft, and moft ftilleft Nighr,
With all appliances and means to boot, '
Deny it to a King? Then happy Low, lye down,
Uneafic lyes the Head, that wears a Crown.
Enter Warwick and Surrey.
War. Many gocd morrows to your Majfty.
K. Henry. s it gcod-morrow, Lords?
War. *Tis one a Clock, ard paft. -
K. Henry.
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K. Herry. Why then good-morrow to you all, my Lords:
Have you read o’er the Letters that I fent youg

War. We have, my Liege.

K. Henrye Thenyou perceive the Body of our Kingdem,
How foul it is; what rank Difcafes grow,
And with what Danger, near the Heart of it.

War. It is but as a Body, yet diftemper’d,
Which to the former ftrength may be reftor’d,
With good Advice, and littie Medicines
My Lord Northumberland will foon be cool’d.

K. Henry. OhHeav’n, that one might read the Book of Fate,
And fee the Revolution of the Times
Make Mountaios level, and the Continent,
Woeary of folid firmnefs, melt it {elf
Ioto the Sea; and other Times, to fee
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean
Too wide for Neptune’s Hips; how Chances mock
And Changes fill the Cup of Alteration
With divers Liquors. ’Tis not ten years gone,
Since Richard and Northumberland, great Eriends,
Did fealt together; and in two years afcer,
Were they at Wars. It is but eight years fince,
T his Percy was the Man neareft my Soul;
Who like a Brother, toil’d in my Affairs,
And laid his Love and Life under my foat :
Yea, for my fake, evento the Eyesof Richard
Gave him defiance, But which of you was by?
You Coufin Newvil, as I may remember, [70o Warwick.
When Richard, with his Eye, brim-full of Teais,
Then check’d and rated by Northumberland,
Did fpeak thele words, now prov’d a Prophecy.
Northumberland, thou Ladder by the which
My Coufin Bzllingbreke afcends my Throne :
(Though then, Heaven knows, I had no fuch intent,
But that neceffity fo bow'd the State,
That I and Greatnefs were compell’d to kifs)
The time fhall come, thus did he follow i,
The time will come, that foul Sin gathering head
Shall break into Corruption: So went on,
Fore-telling this fime Time’s Condition,
And the divifion of our Amity,

War.
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War. There is a Hiftory in all Mens Lives,
Figuring the nature of the Times deceas’d ;
Fhe which oblerv’d, a Man may prophefie,
With a near aim, of the main Chance of things
As yet not ceme to Life, which in their Seeds
And weak beginnings lie entreafured. *

Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time;
And by the neceflary form of this,

King Richard might create a perfe& guefs,

That great Northumberland, then falfe to him,
Would of that Seed grow toa greater Falfenefs,
Which fhould not find a Ground to root upon,
Unlefs on you.

K. Henry. Are thefe things then Neceffities?
Then let us meet them like Neceflities;

And that the fame word, even now cries out onus:
They fay the Bithop and Northumberland
Are fifty thoufdnd ftrong.
War. It cannot be, my Lord:
Rumour doth double, like the Voice of Eccho,
The number of the Feared. Pleafe it your Grace
To go 10 bed, upon my Life, my Lord,
The Pow’rs that you already have fent forth,
Shall brirg this Prize in very eafily.
To comfert you the more, 1 have receiv’d
A certain infgancc that Glendower is dead.
Your Majefty hath been this Fort-night ill,
And thefe unfeafon’d Hours perforce muft add
Unto your Sicknefs. :

" K. Henry. T will take youg Counfel :
And were thefe inward Wars once out of Hind,
We would, dear Lords, unto the Holy-Land. | [Exeuns,

S G B NaB Ik

Enter Shallow awd Silence, with Mouldy, Shadow, Ware?
Fecble, and Bull-calf,

Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give me your Hand,
Sir, give me your Hand, Sir; anearly ftirrer, by the Rood.
An how doth my good Coufin Silence? I

sil,
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Sil. Good Morrow, good Coufin Shallow.

Shal, And how doth my Coufin, your Bed-fellow 2
and your faire Daughter, and miae, my God-Dwghter
Ellin?

Sil. A'as, a black Ouzel, Coufin Shallow.

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare fay my Coufin Willans
is become a good Scholar? He is at Oxford ilill, is he not?

Sil. Iadeed, Sir, to my Coft.

Shal. He muft then to the Inns of Court fhortly: I was
once of Clement’s-Inn; where, I think, they will talk of mad
Shallow yet. .

Sil. You were call’d Lufty Shallow then, Coufin,

Shal. I was call'd any thing, and I would have done an
thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was'l, and little
Fobn Doit of Staffordfbire,and black George Bare, and Francis
Pickbone, and Will. Squele a Cot-fal-man; you had not four
fuch Swinge-bucklers in all the Inns of Court again: And I
may fiy te you, we knew where the Bosa-Roba’s were, and

had the beft of them all at Commandment.  Then was Fack

Falftaff, now Sic Fohn, Boy, and a Page to Thomas Mow-
bray, Duke of Norfolk,

&, This Sir Febn, Coufin, that comeshither anon about
Soldiers?

Shal. The fame Sir Fobn, the very fame: I faw him
break Schoggan’s Head at the Court-Gate, when he was a
Crack, rot thus high; and the very fame day I did fight
with one Sampfon Stock-fi/b, @ Fruiterer, behind Grays-Inn,
Oh the Mad Days that 1 have fpent? andto fee how many
of mire old Acquaintance are dead 2

Sil. We flall all follow, Coufin.

Shal. €errain, s certain, very fare, very fure: Death
is certain to all, all fhall Die. How a good Yoke of Bul-
locks ar Siamford Fair 2

Sil. Truly, Coufin, I was not there.

Shal. Death is certaine  Is OIld Dosble of your Town
living yet 2

Sil. Dead, Sis.

Shal. D:ad! See, fee, he drew a good Bow: And
Dead? He thot.a fige Shoor. Fobu of Gawunr loved him
well, and berted much Mony on his Head. Dead ¢ He
would have clapt in the Clowt at T welve Score, and c_nrc-i

rie
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ried you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen and a
haolf, that it would have done a Man’s Heartgood to fee,
How a Score of Ewes now ?

Sil. Thereafter as they be: 2 Score of good Ewes may
be worth ten Pounds.

Shal, And is Old Double Dead?

Enter Bardolph and Page.

Sil, Here come two of Sir Fohu Falffaff’s Men, as I
think.

Shal. Good Merrow, Honeft Gentlemen.

Bard. 1 befeech you, which is Juftice Shallow 2

Shal, 1 «m Robere Shallow, Sir, a poor Efquire of this
County, one of the King’s Juftices of the Peaces
What is your good Pleafure with me?

Bard, My Captain, Sir, Commends him to you: My
Caprain, Sir Fohn Falffaff; a tall Geptleman, and a moft
gallant Leader.

Shal. He greets mewell: Sir, I knew him a good Back<
Sword Man. How doth the good Knight ? May I ask, how
my Lady his Wife doth ?

Bard. Sir, Pardon, a Soldier is better Accommodated,
than with a Wife,

Shal, Tt 15 well faid, Sir; and it is well faid indeed, too:
Better accommodated-~--It is good, yea indeed is it; good
Phrafes are furely and every where very commendable, Ace
commodated--it comes out of Accommeds; very goed,agood
Phrafe.

Bard, Pardon, Sir, I have heard the word. Phrafe,
call you it? By this Day, I know not the Phrafe : But
I will maintain the word with my Sword, to be a Soldier-
like Word, anda Word of exceeding good Command.
Aceommodated, that is, when a Man is, as they fay, Ac-
commodated; or, when a Man is, being whereby he thought
to be Accommodated, which is an excellent thing.

Enter Faltaff,

Shal, Itis very juft: Look, here comes good Sir Fobs.
Give meyour Hand, give me your Worfhip’s good Hand ¢
Truft me, you look well, and bear your Years very well.
Welcome, good Sir Fobm,

Fal. 1am gld to fee you well, good Mafter Robere
Shallow; Maker Sure-card, asI think? S

a
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Shal. No, Sit Fobn, it is my Coufin Silencs 5 in Com-
miffion with me.

Fal. Good Mafter Silence, it well befits you fhould be
of the Peace.

Sil. Your good Worlhip 1s welcome.

Fal, Fie, this is hot weather, Gentlemen, have you pro-
vided me here half a dozen of fufficient Men 2

Shal, Marry have we, Sir: Will you fit?

Fal. Let me fee them, I befeech you.
Shal. Where's the Roll? Where’s the Roll2 Where’s

the Roll2 Let me fee, let me fee, let me fee: So, fo, fo,

fo: Yea marry, Sir, to Ralph Monuldy: Let them appear asI
call: Let them do fo, let them do fo. Let me fee, Where
is Monldy?

Monl. Here, if it pleafe you.

Shal, What think you, Sir Fobn, a good limb'd Fellows
Young, Strong, and of good Friends.

Fal, Is thy Name Monldy?

Monld. Yea, if it pleafe you.

Fal, °Tis the more time thou wert us’d.

Shal. Ha, ha, ha, moft excellent. Things that are moul-
dy, lack ufe: very fingular good. Well faid, Sir Fobm

very well faid.

Fal. Prick him,

Menl, 1 was pricke well enough before, if you could
have let me alone: My old Dame will be undone now,
for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgerys; you
need not to have prickt me, there are other Men fitter to go
out than I,

Fal. Go to: Peace Moxldys you fhall go Aonldy, it is
time you were fpent.

Mewnl. Spent? :
Shal. Peace, Fellow, «Peace; ftand afide: Know you

where you are? For the other, Sir Fobn, Let me fic: Simon
Shadow.

Fal, Aymarry, let me have him to fitunder: He’s like to
be a cold Soldier.

Shal, Wher€'s Shadow}

Shad. Here, Str,

Fal.: Shadow, whofe Son art thou?

Shad. My Mother’s Son, Sir.
¢ § .Fdl.
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Fal. Thy Mother’s Son ! like enough; and thy Father's
Shadow: So the Son of the Female is the Shadow of the
Male : It is often fo indeed, but not of the Fathei’sSubftance.

Shal, Do you like him, ‘Sir Fobn 2

Fal. Shadow will ferve for Summer, prick him; for we

| have a number of thadows to fill up the Multer-Book,

]

Sbal, Thomas Wart.

Fal. Where’s he ?

Wart, Here, Sir.

_Fal, Is thy name Wart 3

" Wart. Yea, Sir.
Fal. Thou'srt a very ragged Wart,
Shal, Shall I prick him down,

Sir Fobn?

Fal, Tt were fuperfluous; for ‘his Apparel is built upon
his Back, and the whole Frame ftands upon Pins: Prick him
fno more.

Shal, Ha, ha, ha, youcando it, Sir; youcan doit: I com-
mend you well.

Francis Feeble

Fecble. Here, Sit.

Shal. What Trade art thou, Feeble?

Feeble. A Woman’s Tailor, Sir,

Shal, Shall I prick him, Sir?

Fal. you may :

But if he had been a Man’s Tailor he would have prick’d you.

- Wilt thou make as many holes in an Enemies Battel, as thou

haft done in a Woman’s Petticoat ?
Feeble. I willdo my good will, Sir; you can have no more.
Fal. Wellfaid, good Woman’s Tailor ; Well faid, couragi-
ous Feeble : Thou wilt be as valiant as the wiathful Dave, or
moft magnanimous Moufe, Prick the Woman’s Tailor well,

b
<

- Mafter Shallow, deep, Mafter Shallow.

Feeble. 1 would Wart might have gone, Sir.

Fal. I would thou wert a Man’s Tailor, that thou
might'ft mend him, 2nd make him fit to go. I gannot put
him to be a private Soldier, that is the Leader of fo many
thoufands. Let that {uffice, moft forcible Fecble,

. Feeble. Tt fhall fuffice.

/" Fal. T am round to thee, reverend Feeble. Who is he
next 2

Vor. I, Shal
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Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green,

Fal, Yea marry, iet us fee Balcalf. !

Bul. Here, Sir,

Fal, Trufl me, alikely Fellow: Come prick me Bulalf, |
‘till he roar again.

Bul. Oh, good my Lord Captain. J

Fal. Whit, deft thou roar before th’art prickt?

Bul, Oh, Sir, I am a difeafed Man. L,

Fal., What Difeafe baft thou? ’

Bul, A whorfon cold, Sir; Cough, Sir, which I caught |
with Ringing in the King’s Affairs, upon his Coronation
day, Sir. 1,

Fal. Come, thou fhalt go to the Wars in a Gown: We §
will have away thy Cold,and I will take {fuch order thatthy
Friends fhall ring for thee. Is here all2

Shal. There 1s two more called than your number, you
muft have but four herey Sir, and fo, I pray you, go inwith §;
me to Dinner,

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot
tarry Dinner. Iam glad to fee you, in good troth, Mafter
Shallow. :

Shal. O, Sir Fohn,do youremember fince we lay all Night
in the Wind-mill in Saint George’s Fieldst ' |

Fal. No more of that, good Mafter Shallov, no more of
thar.

Shal, Ha! it was a merry Night. And is Fane Night-
work alive 2

Fal. She lives, Malter Shallosw.

Shal. She never could away with me.

Fal, Never, never: She would always fzy fhe could not
abide Mafter Shallow. i

Shal. I could anger her to the Hecart : She was thena
Bona-roba. "Doth fhe hold her own well?

Fal. Oldy old; Mafter Shallow, ' 1

Skal. Nay, fhe mult be old, fhe cannot chufe butbe old;

ertain fhe’s old, and had Robin Night-work by old Night
works before I came to Uement’s Inn,

Sil. That's Gfty five years ago.

Shal. Hih, Coufin Silence, that thou hadf feen that,
that this Knight and I have {cen : Hab, Sir Fobn, faid
well? :

Fal, Ws
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Fal. We have heard the Chimes at midnight, Mafter
Shallow.

Shal. That we have, that we have, in faith, Sir Fobr we

~ have: Our watch word was Hem-Boys. Come, let’s todin=
ner; come, let’s to dinner : Oh the days that we have feen!

Come, come.

Bul. Good Mafter Corporate Bardolph ftand my Friend,
and here is four Harry ten Shillings in Frexch Crow ns for
you: In very truth, Sir, 1 had as lief be hang'd, Sir, as

' go; and yet for mine own part, Sir, I do not care, but ra-

. ther becaufe I am unwilling, and, for mine own part, havea
defire to ftay with my Friends, elfe, Sir, I did not care for
mine own part fo much.

{  Bard. Go too; ftand afide,

Moul And good Mafter Corporal Captain, for my old
| Dame’s fake ftand my Friend: She hath no bedy todoany
' thing about her when I am gone, and fhe is old and carnot
help her felf : You thall have forty, Sir,

Bard. Go too; ftand afide.

Feeble. 1 care not, a2 Man can die but once; weé owe 3
death. I will never bear a bafe Mind: If it be my deftiny,
fo; if it be not, fo. No Man is too good. toferve his Prince;
and let it go which way it will, he that dies this year is quit
for the next. '

, Bard., Well {zid, thou art a good Fellow. -
| Feeble. Nay, I will bear no bafe Mind.
Y ' Fal. Come, Sir, which Men fhall I have 2

Shal, Four of which you pleafe.

}  Bard. Sir, a word with you : I have three pound to free
| Mouldy and Bulcalf.

Fal. Go too : Well,

Shal, Come Sir Fobn, which four will you have?

Fal. Do you chufe for me.

Shal, Marry then, Monldy, Bulcalf, Feeble and Shadow.

{ Fal. Mopldyand Bulcalf : for you, Mosldy, ftay at home
i 'till you are paft Service : And for your party Bulcalf, gre®
%till you come unto it : I will none of you. :
Shal. Sir Fabn, Sir Fobn, do not: your felf wrong, they
i are your likclicft Mer, and I would ‘have you ferv'd with
. the belt. :

] | T3 Fal, Will
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Fal. Will yoa tell me, Malter Shallow, how to chufe 2
Man? Care I for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature, Bu'k
and big affemblance of a Man ? Give me the Spirit, Mafte
Shallow. -~ Where's Wart ? You fee what a ragged appearance
1t is : Hle fhall charge you and difcbarge you with the mo.
tion of a Pewterer's Hammer ; come oft and en, fwifter than
he that gibbets on the Brewers Bucket.  And this fame half.

fac’d Fellow Shedow, give me this Man, he prefents no matk |,

to'the Encmy, the fo-man may with as great aim level gt
the ‘edge of a Pen-knife : And, for a Retreat, how fwiftly
will this Fecble, the Woman's Tailor, run eff. O give me
the fpare Men, and fpare me the great ones. Put me a C;-
lyver into Wars's Hand, Bardolph.

Bard. Hold, Wart, Traverfe ; thus, thus, thus,

Fal. Come, manage me your Calyver : So, very well, go
to, very good, exceeding good. O give me alwaysa little,
lean, old, chopt, bald Shot., - Well faid, #arz, chou art a good
Scab : Hold, there’s a Tefter for thee. ‘

Shal. He is not his Craft-mafter, he doth notdo it right.
I remember at Mile-End-Green, when 1lay at Clement’s Inn,
I was then Sir Dagener in Arthur’s Show, there was a little
quiver Fellow, and he would manage you his Piece thus ;
and he ‘would abour, and about, and come you in, and come:
youin : Rab, tah, tah, would hefay; Bownce, would hefay,
and away again would he go, and again would he come: I
thall never fee fuch a Fellow.

Fal, Thefe Fellows will do well, Mafter Shallow. = Fare-
wel, Mafter Silence, 1 will not ufe many Words with you;
Fare you well, Gentlemen both. I thank you, I muft a dozen
miles to Night. Bardolph, give the Soldiers Coats. ‘

. Shal. Sir Fobn, Heaven blefs you,and profper your Affairs,
and fend us Peace.  As you return, vifit my Houfe. Let
our old Acquaintance be renewed : Peradventure I will with
you ta the Court.

Fal. 1 would you would, Mafter Shallow.

Shal. Go to :1 have fpoke at a word. Fare you well, [Exit.

Fal. Fare you well, Gentlemen.: On, Bardolph, lead
the Men away. As I return I will fetch off thefe Jufti-
ces: I do fee the bottom of Juftice Shallow. How fub-
je& weold Men are to this Vice of Lying ¢ This fame ftarv'd
Juftice bath done nothing but prate to me of the wﬂsi.eﬂfgs

: 0
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of his Youth, and the Feats he hath done about T#rnbal-
ftreer, and every third word a Lie, duer paid to the hearer
than the Twrks Tribute. T do remember him at Clement’s 1nn,
likea Manmadeafter Supper of a Cheefe-paring. When he was
naked, he was, for all the World, like a forked Radifh, with a
Head fantaftically carv’d upon it with a Knife. He was fo for-
lorn, that his Dimenfions, to any thick fight, were invifible,
He was the very Geniusof Famine 3 he came ever in the rear-
ward of the fathion : And now isthis Vice's Dagger become
a Squire, and talks as familiarly of Fobn of Gawnt as if he
had been fworn Brother to him : And I'll be {fworn he never
faw him but ence in the Tilt-yard, and then he burft his
Head, for crouding among the Marfhals Men. I faw i, and
told Fohn of Gaunt he beat his own Name, for you mighe
have trufi’d him.and all his Apparel into an Ecl-skin - The
Cafe of a Treble Hoboy was a Manfion for him; a Coure ;
and now hath he Land and Beeves. Well, I will be acquain:-
ed with him, if I return; and ic fhall go hard but [ wij]
make him a Philofcpher’stwo Stones tome. Ifthe young Dace
be a Bait for the old Pike, I {teno reafon, in the Law ¢Na-
true, but [ may fnap at him, Let time fhape, and there’s an end

[ Exeunt.

ACT 1V. SCENEL

Enter the Arckbiflop of Yoik, Mowbray, Haftings, asd
" COI&V”CQ

Tar/(.W Hat is the Foreft calid?
Haft.> Tis Ganliree Foreftyand’e pleafe your Grace.
York. Stard here, my Lords, and {:nd difcoveriesforth,
To know the number ‘of our Enemies.
Haft, We have fent already,
York. *Tis well done.
My Friends and Brethren, in thefe great Affairs,
I muft acquaint you, that I have receiv'd
New-dated Letters from Northumberland -
Their cold intent, tenure and fubftance thus.
How doth he wifh his Per{in, with fach Powers
. As might'hold fortance with his Qemiy,
: 33 The
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The which he could not levy; whereupon
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing Fortuness
To Stotland : And concludes in hearty Prayers;
That your Attempts may over live the hazard,
And fearful meeting of their Oppofite.
Mow. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground;
And dafh themfelves to pieces.
Enter a Meffenger:
Haff. Now, what News ?
Mef]. Welt of this Foreft, fcarcely off a mile,
In poodly form comes on the Enemy:
And by the ground they hide, I judge their number
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thoufand.
Mow. The juft proportion that we gave them out;
Let us fway on; and face them in the Field,
_ Enter Weftmorland.
Tork. What well appointed Leader fronts us here?
Mow. 1 think it is my Lord of Weftmorland.
 Weft. Health and fair Greeting from our General;
The Prince, Lord Fohn, and Duke of Lancafter.
York, Say on, my Lord of Weftmorland, in peace :
What doth concern your coming 2
_ Wefts Then, my Lord,
Unto your Grace do I in chief addrels
The fubftance of my Speech. If that Rebellion
Came like ic {:1f, in bafe and abje& Routs,
Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage,
' Acd countenanc’d by Boys and Beggary ¢ |
I fay, if damn’d Commotion fo appear
In his true, native, and moft proper fhape,
You, Reverend Father, and thefe Noble Lords;
H.d not been here to drefs the ugly Form
Of bafe and bloody Isfurre&ion,
With your feir Honours. You, Lord Archbifhop,
Whofe S:e is by a Civil Peace maintain'd,
Whofe Beard the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch’d,
W ofe Learning and gocd Letters Peace hath tutor’d, |
Whe fe white Inveltments figvre Innocence,
The Dove, and very blefled Spirit of Peaces,
Wherefore do you fo ill tranflate your felf;
O.t of the fpeech of Peace, that bears fuch Grace,
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Into the harfh and boifi'rous Tongue of War?
Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood,
Your Pens to Launces, and your Tongue divine
To a lowd Trumpet, and a Point of War?
York, W herefore do I this? So the Queftion ftands.
Bricfly to this end: We are all difeas’d,
And, with our furfeiting and wanton hours,
Have brought our felves into a burning Feaver,
And we muft bleed for it : Of which Difeafe
Our late King Richard, becaule infeGed, dy’ds
But, my moft Noble Lord of Wefimorland,
I take not on me here as a Phyfician.
Nor do I, as an Enemy to Peace,
Troop in the throngs of military Men:
But rather fhew a while like fearful War,
To diet rank Minds, fick of Happinefs,
And purge th’obftruéions which begin to ftop
Our very Veins of Life. Hear me more plainly.
I have in equal Ballance juftly weigh’d,
What Wrongs our Arms may do, what Wrongs we fuffer,
And find our Griefs heavier than our Offences.
We fee which way the Stream of Time doth run,
And are inforc’d from our moft quiet there,
By the rough Torrent of Occafion,
And have the fummary of all our Griefs,
When time fhall ferve, to thew in Articles,
Which long eer this we offer’d to the King,
And might by no Suit gain our Audience:
When we are wrong’d and would unfold our Griefs,
We are deny’d accefs unto his Perfon,
Even by thofe Men that molt have done us wrong.
The dangers of the Day’s but newly gone, ;
Whofe Memory is written on the Earth
With yet appearing Blood ; and the Examples
Of every minutes inftance, prefent now,
Hath put us in thefe ill-befeeming Arms :
Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it,
But to eftablith here a Peace indeed,
Concurring both in Name and Quality.
Weft. When ever yet was your Appeal deny'd 2
Wherein have you been galled by the King ?
: : T 4 What.
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What Peer hath been fuborn'd to grate on you,
That you fhould feal this lawlefs bloody Book
Of forg’d Rebellion with a Seal divine 2
Tork. My Brother General, the Commonwealth
I make my Quarrel in particular,
Weft, There is no need of any fuch Redrefs;
Or if there were, it not belongs to you.
Mow. Why not to him in part, and to us all,
That feel the bruifes of the Days before,
And fuffer the Condition of thefe Times
To lay an heavy and uncqual Hand upon our Honours?
Wet. O my good Lord Adowbray,
Conftrue the Times to their Neceflities,
And you fhall fay, indeed, it is the Time,
Aad not the King, that doth you Injuries.
Yet, for your part, it not appears to me,
Either from the King, or in the prefent Time,
That you fhould have an inch of any Ground
To build a Grief on: Were you not reftor’d
~¥oall the Duke of Norfolk’s Seignories,
Your noble and right well remembred Father’s2
Mow. What thing, in Honour, had my Father loft
That nced to be reviv’d and breath’d in me 2
The King that lov’d him, as the State ftood then,
Was forc’d, perforce compell’d to banith him :
And when, that Henry Bullingbroke and he
Being mounted, and both rowfed in their Seats,
Their neighing Courfers daring of the Spur,
T heir armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down,
Their Eyes of Fire, fparkling through fights of Steel,
And the loud Trumpet blowing them rogecher:
Then, then, when there was nothing could have ftaid
My Father from the Breaft of Bullingbroke ;
O, when the King did throw his Warder down,
His own Life hung upon the Staff he threw,
Then threw he down himfelf and all their Lives,
That by Indi&@ment, and by dint of Sword,
Have fince mifcarried under Bullingbroke.

1256

Weft. Youipesk, Lord Mowbray, now you knhow not what

The Earl of Hereford was reputed then
In England the molt yaliant Gentleman,
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Who krows, on whom Fortune would then have finii’d?2
Bue if your Father had been Viétor there,
He ne’er had born it out of Covemry.
For all the Country, in a general Voice,
Cry'd hate upon him; and “all their Prayers, and Love,
Were fet on Hereford, whom they doted on,
And blefs°d, and grac’d, more than the King himf{elf.
But this is meer digreffion from my Purpc e,
Here come 1 from our Princely General,
To know your Gricfs ; to tell you from his Grace,
That he will give you Audience; and wherein
It (hall appear, that your Demands are juft,
You thall enjoy them, every thing fet off
That might fo much as think you En ‘mies.
Maow. But he hath forc’d us to compel this Offer,
Aud it proceeds from Policy, not Love.
Weft. Mowbray, you over-ween to take it fo:
This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear.
For lo, within a Ken our Army lyes;
Upon mine Honour, all too cenfident
To give admittance to a thought of Fear, ‘
Our Battel is more full of Names than yours,
Our Men more ‘perfect in the ufe of Arms,
Our Armour all as ftrong, our Caufe the beft;
Then Reafon will, our Hearts fhould be as goad
Say you not then our Offeris compell’d.
Mow. Well, by my Will we fhall admit no Parley,
Weft. That argues but the thame of your Offence:
A rotten Cafe abides no handling.
Hagft. Hath the Prince Fobz a full Commiflion,
In very ample Virtue of his Father,
Tol ncar, and abfolutely to determine
Of what Conditions we fhall ftand upon?
Weft. That is intended in the General’s Name:
I mufe you mzke fo flight a Queftion.
Tork, Then take, my Lord of mﬂmorland, this Schedule,
For this contains our general Grievances:
Each feveral Article herein redrefs’ d,
All Members of our Caufe, both here, and henge,
That are infinewed to this A&ion,
Acquitted by a true fubftantial Form,

And
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And prefent Executions of our Wills,
To us, and to our Purpofes confin’d,
We come within our awful Banks again,
And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace,
Weft, Thiswilll (hew the General.  Pleafe you, Lords,
In fight of both our Battels, we may meet
At either end in Peace; which Heav’n o frame,
Or to the place of difference call the Swords,
Which muft needs decide it.
York. My Lord, we will do fo. [ Exit Weft,
Mow. There is a thing within my Bofom tells me,
That no Condirion of our Peace can ftand.
Hyft. Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace
Upon {uch large Terms, and fo abfolute,
As our Conditions fhall infift upon,
Our Peace fhall ftand as firm as Rocky Mountains,
Mow. Ay, but our Valuation thall be fuch,
That every flight, and falfe-derived Caufe,
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reafon,
Shall to the King tafte of this A&ion;
That were our Royal Faiths, Martyrsin Love,
We fhall be winnowed with fo rough a Wind,
That even our Corn (hall {cem as light as Chaff,
And good from bad find no partition,
York. No, no, my Lord, note this; the King is weary
Of dainty, and fuch picking Grievances:
For he hath found, to end one doubt by Death,
Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life,
And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean,
And keep no Tell=tale to his Memory,
That may repeat, and Hiftory his Lofs,
To new Remembrance.  For full well he knows,
He cannot fo precifely weed this Land,
As his mifdoubts prefent occafion;
His Foes are fo enrooted with his Friends,
That plucking to unfix an Enemy,
He do:h unfaften fo, and fhake a Friend. g
So that this Land, like an offenfive Wife,
That hath enrag’d him on, to offer ftrokes,
As he is firiking, holds his Infant up,
2 g And
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And hangs refolv’d Corre&ion in the Arm,
That was uprear’d to Execution.
Haft. Befides, the King hath wafted all his Rods
On late Offenders, that he now doth lack
The very Inftruments of Chaftifement:
So that his Power, like to a Fanglefs Lion
May offer, but not hold.
Tork. *Tis very true:
And therefore be affur’d, my good Lord Marfhal,
If we do now make our Atonement well,
Our Peace will, like a broken Limb united,
Grow ftronger, for the breaking.
Mow. Be it fo.
Here is return’d my Lord of Weftmorland.
Enter Weftmorland.
Weft. The Prince is here at hand : Pleafeth your Lordihip
To meet his Grace, juft diftance *tween our Armies?
Mow. Your Grace of York, in Heav’n’s Name then for-
ward.
ZTork. Before, and greet his Grace, my Lord, we come.
Enter Prince John of Lancafter.
Lan. Youare wellencountred here, my Coufin Mewbray;
Good Day to you, gentle Lord Arch-Bithop,
And fo to you, Lord Haftings, and to all.
My Lord of York, it beter fhew’d with ycu,
When that your Flock, aflembled by the Beil,
Encircled you, to hear with reverence
Your Expofition on the holy Text,
Than now-to fee you here an Iron Man,
Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drum,
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to Deaths
That Man fits within a Monarch’s Hearr,
And ripens in the Sun=fhine of his Favour,
Would he abufe the Countenance of the King,
Alack, what mifchiefs might he fet abroach,
In thadow of fuch greatnefs 2 With you, Lord Bifhop,
It is even f>. Who hath not heard it fpoken,
How decp you were within the Books of Heav'n?
To us, the Speaker in his Parliamert:
To us, the imagine Voice of Heav'n it {c1f;
The very Opener, and Intelligencer
: Between
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Between the Grace, the San&ities of Heav’n,
And our dull workings. . O, who fhall believe,
But you mifufe the reverence of your Place,
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heav'n,
Asa falle Favourite doth his Prince’s Name,
In Deeds difhonourablc2 You have taken up,
Under the counterfeited Zeal of Heav'n,
The Subjels of Heav'n’s Subftitute, my Father,
And both againft the Peace of Heav'n, and him,
Have here up-{fwarmed them.

York, Good my Lord of Lancafter,
I am not here againft your Father’s Peace ¢
But, as I told my Lord of Weftmorland,
The time, miforder’d, doth in common Senfe
Crowd us, and crufh us, to this monftrous Form,
To hold our fafety up. I fent your Grace
The Parcels and Particulars of our Grief,
The which hath been with fcorn thov’d from the Court:
W hereon this Hydra-Son of War is born,
Whofe dangerous Eyes may well be charm’d afleep,
With grant of our moft juft and right defire;
And true Obedience, of this Madnefs cur’d,
Stoop tamely to the Fcot of Majefty,

Mow. 1f not, we ready are to try our Fortunes
To the laft Man,

Haft. And though we here fill down,
We have Supplies to fecond our Attempts

1260

“If they mifcarry, theirs fhall fecond them.

And fo, fuccefs of mifchief thall be born,
And Heir from Heir fhali hold this Quarrel up,
Wohiles England fhall have Generation,
Lan. You are tog fhallow, Haflings,
Mauch too fhallow,
To found the bottom of the after=times.
Weft. Pleafcth your Grace, to anfwer them direQly,
How far-forth you do like their Arricles? .
Lan. I like them all, and do allow them well:
And fwear here, by the Honour of my Blood,
My Father’s Purpofes have been miftook,
And fome, about him, have too lavifhly
Wielted Lis Meaning and Authority,
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My Lord, thefe Griefs fhall be with fpeed redreft;

Upon my Life, they fhall. If this may pleafe you,

Difcharge your Powers unto their feveral Counties,

As we will ours; and here between the Armies,

Let’s drink together friendly, and embrace,

That all their Eyes may bear thofe Tokens home,

Of our reftored Love and Amity. -
Tork. 1 take your Princely word, for thefe redrefies,
Lan. I give it you, and will maintain my word;

And thereupon 1 drirk unto your Grace.

Haft. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army
This News of Peace; let them have Pay, and part -

I know it will well pleafe them.

Hie thee, Captain, [Exit Colevile,
Tork, To you, my noble Lord of Weftmorland.

Weft, 1 pledge your Grace:

And if you knew what pains I have beftow’d,

To breed this prefent Peace,

You would drink freely; but my Love to ye

Shall (hew it felf more openly hereafter,

Tork. 1do not doubt you,

Weft. T am glad of it.

Health te my Lord, and gentle Coufin Mowbray,

Mow. You wifh me Health in very happy Seafon,

For I am on the fudden fomething ill.

York. Againft ill Chances Men are ever merry,

But Heavinefs fore-runs the good Event.

Weft. Therefore be merry Coz, fince {udden Sorrow
Seives to fay thus; fome good thing comes to morrow.

York, Believe me, 1 am paffing light in Spirit.

Mow, Somuch the worfe, if your own Rule be true.
fh Lan. The word of Peace is render’d; hark how they

out.

Mow, This had been chearful after Victory.

York, A peace is of the Nature of a Conquefts
For then both Parties nobly are fubdu’d,

And neither Party lofer,

Las. Go, my Lord, ;
And let our Army be difcharged too. [Exit Weft,
Aund, good my Lord, fo pleafe you, let our Trains stk
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March by us, that we may perufe the Men,
We fh -uld have cop’d withal.
Bifh, Go, good Lord Haflings:
And ¢er they be difmifi’d, lct chem march by, [ Exit Haft,
Lan. 1 truft, Lords, we fhall to night lye together
Enter W eftmorland.
Now Coufin, wherefore ftands our Army ftill2
Weff. The Leaders, having Charge from you to ftand,
Wil not go off until they hear you {peak.
Lan. They kuow their Duties,
Enter Haftings.
Haft. Our Army is difpers’d :
Like Youthful Sceers unyosk'd, they took their Courfe
Eaft, Weft, North, South: Or likea School broke up,
Each hurries towards his Home, and fporting Place.
Weft. Good Tidings, my Lord Haftings, for the which
I do arreft thee, Traitor, of high Treafon:
And you Lord Arch-bifhop, and you Lord Mowbray,
Of Capital Treafon, I attach you both.
Mow. Is this Proceeding juilt and honourable?
Weft. 1s your Aflembly fo?
Zork. Will you thus break your Faith ?
Lan. 1 pawn’d you none:
I promis’d you Redrefs of thefe fame Grievances
Whereof you did complain; which by mine Honour,
I will perform, with a moft Chriftian Care.
But for you, Rebels, look to tafte the Due
Meet for Rebellion, and fuch As as yours.
Moft (hallowly did you thefe Arms commence,
Fondly brought here, and foolifhly fent hence.
Strike up our Drums, purfue the fcatter'd ftray,
Heaven, and not we, have fafely fought to Day.
Some guard thefe Traitors to the Block of Death,
Treafons true Bed, and yielder up of Breath, [ Exeunt.
Enter Falftaffe and Colevile.
- Fal. What’s your Name, Sir3. Of what Confidcration are
you? And of what place, I pray?
Col, T am a Knight, Sir:
And my Name is Colevile of the Dale,
Fal. Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight is your
Degree, and your Place, the Dale,  Colevile thall fll be
your
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your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dungeon your
Plice, a place deep cnough: So (hall you fill be Colevile of
the Dale,

Cole. Are not you Sir Fohn Falftaff'?

Fals As good a Man as he, Sir, who e’'er I am: Do ye
yield, Sir, or fhall I fweat for you? If I do fweat, they are
the drops of thy Lovers, and they weep for thy Death,
therefore rowze up Fear and Trembling, and do obfervance
to my Mercy.

Cole. I think you are Sir Fobn Falffaff, and inthat thought

ield me,

Fal. I have a whole School of Tongues in this Belly of
mine, and not a Tongue of them all fpeaks any other word
butmy Name: And 1 had but a Belly of any indiffirency,
I were fimply the moft a&ive Fellow in Eurgpe: My
Womb, my Womb, my Womb undoes me. Here comes our
Genera',

Enter Prince John of Lancafter and W eftmorland,

Lan, The Heat is paft, follow no farther now,

Call in the Powers, good Coufin Weffmorland. [ Exit Weft,
Now Falftaff, where have you been all this while 2

Whes every thing is ended, then you come.

Thefe tardy Tricks of yours will, on my Life,

One time or other, break fome Gallow’s Back.

Fual. I would be forry, my Lord, but it thould be thus:
I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the Reward of
Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, an Arrow, or a Bul-
letz Have I, in my poor and old Motion, the expedition of
Thought? I fpeeded hither with the very extrcmeft Inch
of Poffibility. I have foundred ninefcore and odd Pofts:
And here, Travel-tainted as I am, have, in my pure and
immaculate Valour, tiken Sir Fob# Colevile of the Dale, a
moft furious Kight, and valorous Enemy: But what of
that? He faw me, and yielded; that 1 may juftly fay, with
the hook-nos’d Fellow of Rome, 1 came, faw, and overs
came,

Lan, It was more of his Courtefie, than your Deferving,

Fal. 1 know not; here he is, and here I yield him;. and
I befeech your Grace, lct it be book’d with the reft of this
days deeds; or, I {wear, I will have it in a particular,
Ballad, witb mine own Pifture on the top of it, Colevile

: : kiffing
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kiffiag my foot: To the which courfe, if I be enforc’d, if
you do not all fhew like gilt two-pences to me; and 1, in
the clear Sky of Fame, o’er-fhine you as much as the full
Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, which fhew like
Pins Heads to her, believe not the word of the Noble; there-
fore let me have right, and let Defert mount.

Lan. Thine’s too heavy to mount,

Fal. Let it fhine then.

Lan, Thine’s too thick to fhine.

Fal. Let it do fomething, my good Lord, that maydo
me good, and call it what you will.

Lan. Is thy Name Colevile?

Cole. It is, my Lord.

Lan. A famous Rebel art thou, Colevile.

Fal. And a famous true Subje took him.

Cole. T am, my Lord, but as my Betters are,

That led me hither; had they bees rul’d by me,
You fhould have won them dearer than you have.

Fui, I know not how they fold themfelves; but thou,
like a kind Fellow, gav'lt thy felf away; and I thank thee,
for thee.

Enter Weftmorland.

Lan. Have you left purfuit?

Wift. Retreat is made, and Execution ftay’d.

Laz. Send Colevile, with his Confederates,

To Yurk, to prefent Execution.
Blunz, lead him hence, and fee you guard him fure,
[ Exit Colevile,
And now difpatch we toward the Court, my Lords;
I hear the King, my Father, is fore fick:
Our News fhall go before us to his Majefty,
Which, Coufin, you fhall bear, to comfort him:
And we with fober fpeed will follow you. ‘

Fal. My Lord, I befeech you, give me leaveto go through
Gloucéfter fhire; and when you come to Court, ftand my good
Lord, ’pray, .in your good report,

Lan. Fare you well, Falffaff; I, in my condition,
Shall better fpeak of you, than you deferve. [Exit.

Fal. T would you had but the Wit; *twere better than
your Dukedome. Good faith, this fame young fober:
blooded Boy doth not love me, nor a Man caunot make

: " him
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him laugh; but that’s no marvel, he drinks no Wine. There’s
never any of thele demure Boys come to 1'1)/ proof; for thin
drink doth fo over-cool their blood, and making mmy Fith-
Meals, that they fall into a kind of Male Green-fickncts; and
then, when they marry, they get Wenches, They are ge-
nerally Fools, and Cowards ; which fome of us thouid be -
too, butfor wflammation. A good S.urrm-’am hath at

fold Operation in it ; it afcends me into the Bra
there all the foolith, and dull, and crudy Vap
environ it; makes it appr.henfive, quick,s forgetive,
nimble, ficry, and delc@able Shapes; which deliver’d o’er
to the Voice, the: Tongue, which is “vr’ Biith, becomes
cxce?lent \th. The {econd propirty of your excellent Sheér-
1is, is, the warming of the ')I od; which before; cold and
fettled, left the Liver white and pales which is the 5»:da;e
of Pufillanimity, and Cowardice; but the Sherris warms e,

and makes it courfe from the inwards, to the Parts extremes;

OUrs, W

it 1lluminatech the Face, which

N
1

s a Beac

LS wa
to all the reft of this httle Kingdom, » arm ;
then the Vital Commoners, ard 1nlang Spirits, m

me all to their Captain, the Heart ; who grear, and puft
with his Retinue, doth any Deed of Courage ; and this Va-
lour comes of Sherriss So that Skill 1n the Weapon is now
thing, without Sack, for that fers it a work; and Le “»ﬁnt{ a
meer Hoard of Gold, kept by a Devil, till Sack commences
it, and fets it in %ft and ufe. Hereof comes it, that Prince
Harry is valiant ; for the cold Blood he did naturally inheric
of his Father, hc hath, like lean, fteril, and bare Laid, ma=
nured, husbanded, and. till’d, with excellent endeavour of
drmkmg good and good ftore of fertil Sherris, that he is
become very hot, and valiant. If I had a thoufand Sons,
the firlt Principle Iwould teach them, fhould be to forfwear
thin Potations, and to addi& themf:lves to Sack.
Enter Bardolph.

How now, Bordolph 2

Bard. The Army is difcharged all, and gone.

Fal. Let themgo ; I'll throu{:h Glocefber fhire,and there will
I vific Mafter Robert Shallow, Efqmre : I have him already
tempering between my finger and my thumb; and fhortly
will I feal with him. Come away. [Exennts

Vor, I U SCENE
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SCENE IL

Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, and Gloucef’cer;

K. Henry. Now Lords, if Heav’n doth give fuccefsful end
To this Debate that bleedeth at our doors,
We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields,
And draw no Swords, but what are fan&ifi’d.
Our Navy is addrefs’d, our Power colleGted,
Our Subftitutes, in ablence, well invefted,
And every thing lyes level to our wifh:
Only we want 2 little perfonal ftrength :
And pawfe us, till thefe Rebels, now a-foot,
Come underneath the Yok of Government.
War. Both whichwe doubt not, butyour Majefty

Shall foon enjoys
K. Henry. Humphry, my Son of Gloncefters where isthe

Prince your Brother ¢

Glo. T think he’s gone to hunt, my Lord, at Windfor.

K. Henry. And how accompanied ?

Glo. I do not know, my Lord.

K. Henry. Isnot his Brother, Thomas of Clarence,with him?

Glo. No, my good Lord, he is in prefence here.

Clar. W hat would my Lord and Father?

K. Hexry. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence,
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother?
He loves thee, and thou do'ft negle& him, Thomas;
Thou haft a better place in his Affe&ion
Than all thy Brothers: Cherifh it, my Boy,

And Noble Offices thou may'ft effedt :
Of Mediation, after I am dead,
Between his Greatnefs, and thy other Brethren.
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his Lave,
Nor lofe the good Advantage of his Grace,
By {eeming cold or carelefs of h's will.
For he is gracious if he be obferv'd:
He hath a Tear for Pity, and 2 Hand
Open as Day, for melting Charity :
Yet notwithftanding, being incens'd, he’s Flint,
As humorous as Winter and a5 fudden
As Elaws congealed in the Spring of day.
His

-
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His Temper therefore muft be well obferv’d :

Chide him for faules, and do it reverently,

When you perceive his bleod inclin’d to mirth:

But being moody, give him line and {cope,

Till that his paffions, like 2 Whale on ground, :

Confound themftlves with working. Learn this, Thomas,

wAnd thou fhalt prove a Shelter to thy Friends.

A Hoop of Gold to bind thy Brothers in

That the united Veflel to their Blood,

Mingled with Venom of Suggeftion;

As force, perforce, the Age will pour it in;

Shall never leak, though it do work as ftrong

As Aconitum, or rafh Gun-powder. i
Clar. T fhall obferve him with all care and love,
K. Hewry, Why art thou not at Windfor with him, Thomas?
Clar. He is not there to day ; he dines in Londos.
K. Henry. And how accompanied ¢ Can’ft thou tell that?
Clor. With Poins, and other his continual Followers,
K. Henry. Moft (ubje& is the fatteft Soil to Weeds:

And He, the Noble Image of my Youth,

Is over-fpread with themy therefore my grief

Stretches it {elf beyond the hour of Death.

The blood weeps from my heart, whenI do fhape,

In forms imaginary, th’unguided Pays,

And rotten Times, that you fhail look upon;

When I am fleeping with my Anceftors.

For when his head-ftrong Riot hath no Curb,

When Rage and hot Blood are his Counfellors,

When Mcans and lavith Manners meet together,

Oh, with what Wings thall his Affe@ion fly

Tow’rds fronting Peril, and oppos’d decay ?
War. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite

The Prince but ftudies his Companions,

Like a {1 ange Tongue; wherein, to gain the Language,

"Tis needful, that the moft immodeft word

Be look’d upon, and learn’d 5 which once attain’d,

Your Highnefs knows, comes to no farther vfe,

But to be known, and hated.  So, like grofs terms;

The Prince will, in the perfe@&nefs of time,

Cat off his Followers; and their Memory

Shallas a Pattein, or 2 Meafure live,

U a By
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Grice muft mete <he lLives of others,
ils to ;1dva!\!3p;s‘
1 is f:1dom, whei the Bee doth leave'her Comb
: i
PR ¢ Forte ( 1raon

1010
Enter Weftmorland. 1
Who's bcirf 121_;’7 porliand ¢
Weft. Health to my Soveraign, and new happinefs ‘
Added to that - [ am to deliver.
' San, doth kifs your Grace’s hand:

{ pe C 254 3
tf fho (Y00 Haltinvs, ai
‘ thop, Scroop, Haftings 3 d all,
ht to the Corre&tion of your Law
not now a Sword untheath’d,

of fort r. Olive every where:
The manner how this A&ion hath been ‘bora,

I at ure, may ‘your Highnefs read,
V eve fe,-in his particular.

ve O Weftmurland, thou art a Summer Bird, |

Wi sery in the haunch of Winter, fings :
] fiing up of day.

Euter”Harecourt.
here’s more News.
Trom Enemies Heav’n keep your Majedty
n they ftand sgainft you, may they fall,

iat I am come to tell you of.
Northumberland, and the Lord Bardolf,

at Power of Englifb, and of Scots,

e Sheriff of Tork-fbire overthrown :

The manner, apd true order of the fight,

"This Packet, pleale it you, contains at large.

K, Henry. And wherefore fhould thefe good News
Make me fick?

Will Eostune never come with both hinds full,

But write her fair words ftill in fouleft Letters? ‘
She either gives a Stomach, arnd no Food, ‘
§ 1ch are the Poor, in heslth; or elfe a Feaft, J
And takes away the Sto nach; fuch are the Rich,

_That have abundance, and enjoy it not.
I thould rcjoice now at this happy News,
And now wy Sight fails, and my Brain is giddy.
O me, come near me, now I am much il
Glo. Comfort your Majeflty. _
Clas
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Cla. Oh, my Royil Father.
Weft. My Soveraign Lord, chear up your {cIf; 1
War. Be pauent, Pu.,ccs ; you do k‘ ow, thefe Fits
Are with his Highnefs very crdimary.
Stand from him, give him Air:
He’ll ftraight be wells
@ Cl.. No'no, he cannot long hold out ; thefe Pangs
Th’inceflant care, and labour of his Mi U:?

Hath wrought the Mure, that thould confine it in,
So thin, that Lifelooks through, and wi Il break out,
Glo. The People fear me; fn they do obferve

Unfather'd Heirs, and loathly Bisths (f Natuore:
The Seafons® change theit manners, 25 the Year
Had found fome Mouths afleep, and I ﬂp’i them over
Cla. The River hath thrice flow’d, no ¢bb between;
A:‘;d the old folk, ‘Time’s doating Chronicles,
Say 1t did fo, a'little time before
T hat our Gr and-fire Edward fick’d, and dy’d.
War. Spezk ’*wer, Princes, for the Z\m‘ recovers,
Glo. Thls Apoplexy. will, certair, be his end
K. Henry. Ipmy you take me up, an d bear
Into fome other Chamber: foftly, ’ pray.
Let there be no* noife made, my gentle Friends,
Unlefs fome dull and favourable hand
Will whifper Mufick to my weary Spiri.
War. Call for the Mufick in the other Room,
K. Henry. Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here,
Cla. His Eye is hollow, and he changes much,
War. Lels noife, lefs noife.
Enter Prince Henry.
P. Henry. Wto faw the Duke of Clarenge?
Clu. I am here, Brother, full of heavinefs,
P. Henry. How now; Rain within doors, and noce, a»
broad ¢ How doth the King?
Glo. Exceeding ill,
P, Henry. Heard he thie good News yet?
Tell it him.
Glo. Heé alter’d'much, upon the hearing it.
P. Henry, 1f he be fick with Jov,
He'll recover without Phyfick.
T s ¥
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War. Not fc much noife, my Lords,
Sweet Prince, [peak low.
The King, your Father, is difpos’d to fleep,

Cla. Let us withdraw into the other Room.

War, Wilt pleafe your Grace to go along withus?

P. Henry. No; 1 will fit, and watch here by the King:
Why doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow, [ Exenntalli

Being fo troubkfome a Bed-fellow 2 but P. Henry, v

O polifh’d Perturbation ! Golden Care !
‘That keep'lt the Ports of flumber open wide
To many a wachful Night: Sleep with it now,
Yet not {o found, and half fo deeply {weet,
As he who!z Brow, with homely Biggen bound,
Snores out the Watch of Night. O Majefty!
When thou ddt pinch thy Bearer, thou do’ft fit
Like 2 rich Amor, worn in heat of day,
That fcald’ft vith fafety ; by his Gates of breath,
There lyes a downy Feather, which ftirs not:
Did he fufpire, that light and weightlefs Down
Perforce muft move. My gracious Lord ! my Father /
“This fleep is Hhrund indeed ; this is a fleep,
That from ths Golden Rigol hath diverc’d
So many Englifb Kings. Thy due from me,
s Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood,
Which Nature, Love, and filial Tendernefs
Shall, O dear Father, pay thee plenteoufly.
My due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown,
Which, as immediate from thy place, and blood,
Derives it felf tome. Lo, here it fits,
Which Heav’s fhall guard:
‘And put the World’s whole ftrength
Into one Gyart Arm, it (hall not force
This Lincal Honour from me. This, from thee,
Will I to mine leave, as’tis left to me, [Exis.
Enter Warwick, Gloucefter, and Clarence.
K. Henry, Viarwick! Gloncefter ! Clarence!
Cla. Doth the King call ?
Weft. What would your Majefty 2 how fares your Grace?
K. Henry. Why did you leave me here alone, my Lords?
Cla. We Ick the Prince, my Brother, here, my Liege;
Who undertodk to fit and watch by you, :
: : K. Henry.
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K. Henry. ThePrince of Wales! where is he? let me fee him.
War. The door is open, he is gone this way.
Glo. He came not through the Chamber where we ftaid.
K. Henry, Where is the Crown 2 'who tock it from my
Pillow 2
War. When we with-drew, my Lige, we left it herc.
K. Henry. The Prince hath ta’en it hence:
Go feek him out.
Is he {o hafty, that he doth {uppofe
My fleep, my death? Find him, my Lord of Warwick,
Chide him hither; this part of his conjoins
With my Difeafe, and helps to end me.
See, Sons, what things you are
How quickly Nature falls into revolt,
When Gold becomes her Obje& 2
For this, the foolith over-careful Fathers
Have broke their fleeps with thoughrt,
Their brains with care, their bones with induftry.
For this, they have engroffed and pii’d up
The canker’d heaps of flrange-atchiev’d Gold :
For this, they have been thoughtful to inveft
Their Sons with Art, and Martial Exercifes:
When, like the Bee, culling from every Flower
The virtuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with Wax,
Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Hive;
And like the Bees, are murthered for our pains.
This bittter tafte yield his Engrofsments
To the ending Father.
Enter Warwick,
Now where is he, that will not ftay fo long,
Till his friend’s fickoe{s hath determin’d me 3
War. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Rcom,
Wiafhing with kindly Tears his gentle Cheeks,
With fuch a deep demeanour, in great Sorrow,
That Tyranny, which never quafft but blood,
Would, by beholding him, have wafh'd his Knife
With gentle Eye-drops. He is coming hither.
K. Henry. But wherefore did he take away the Crown?
Enter Prince Henry.
Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Harry,
Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone. [ Exiz.
U 4 P, Hcmj.
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P. Henry, 1 never thoughe to hear you fpeak again,
K Henry, Thy with was Father, Harry, to that thought ¢
I ft2y too" Jong by thee, I weary thze,
Do’ft thou {o hunger formy empty Chair,
“hat wiit needs inveft thee with my Honours,
Hour be ripe? O foolith Yourh !
L feck’ft che Grea s; that will aver-whelm thee :
tle 5 for my Cloud of Dignity
m falling, with fo weak a wind,
/il quickly drop; my Day is dim
haft ftolo that, which after fome few hours
out offence; and at my death
¢al’d up my Expe&ation,
T ite did manifeft, thou lov'dft me not,
And thou wile have me die sffur’d of it,
I'hou hid'ft a thoufand Daggers in thy thoughte,
Which thou haft whetted on thy ftony hearr,
To ftab at'half an hour of my frail life,
W hat! cav’ft thou not forbear me half an hour?
Then get thee gone, and dig my Grave thy felf,
And bid the merry Bells riAg to thy ear,
That thou art Crowned; not that I am"dead s
Let all the Te that (hould bedew my P'Icrfe,
Be dropsof 1 s to fan&ifie rhy Head -
Only compound me with forgotten duft;
Give thar, which gavéthee life; unto the Worms s
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees ;
Yor now a time is come, to mock at Forni.
Henry the Fifth is Crown’d : Up Vaniry,
Down Royal State +* All you fage Counfellors hence :
And o the Eunplifh Couit; affemble now
From ev'ry Regioiy Apesof idlenef:.
Now Neighbour=Confines, purge you of your Scum:
Have you a Ruofhan that' will fwcar 2 diink? dance 2
Revel the night? rob 2 murder 2 and’ commit
The oldeft fins, the newelt kinds of ways?
Be happy, he will tronhle you ro more :
England (h:1l double &ild his trebble g ilr,
England fhall give himi Office, Honour, Might :
For th: Fifth Harry; fiom curb'd Licence plucks
The mazzle of Reftraint, and the wild Dog

Shall




of King Hey IV. 1273

Shall fleth his Tooth in every Innocent.

O my poor Kingdom, fick with civil Blows,
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Riots,
What wilt thou do, when Riot is thy Care?

O, thou wilt be a Wildernefs again,

Peopled with Wolves, thy old Inhabitants.

P.Henry. O pardon me, my Liege, . [Knuecling.

But for my Tears,

The moft Impediments unto my Speech,

I had fore-ftall'd this dear and deep rebuke,

E’er you, with Grief, had {poke, and I had heard
The courfe of it fo far.  There is your Crown,
And he that wears the Crown immortally,

Long guard it yours; if I affeé it more,

Than as your Honour, and as your Renown,

Let me no more from this Obedience rife,

Which my moft true and inward dutious Spirit
Teacherh this proftrate and exterior bending.
Heav’n witnefs with me, when I here came in,
And found no courfe of breath within your Majelty,
How cold it ftruck my Heart. If I do feign,

O let me, in my prefent wildnefs, die,

And never live, to fhew th’incredulous World,
The noble change that I have puipofed.

Coming to look on you, thinking you dead,

(And dead almoft, my Liege, to think you were)
I fpake unto the Crown, as having fenfe,

And thus upbraided it. The care on thee depending,
Hith fed upon the Body of my Futher,

Therefore, thou beft of Gold ait worft of Gold,
Other, lefs fine in Carrat, is more precious,
Preferving life, in Med’cine potable:

But thou, moft fine, moft honour’d, moft renowr’d,
Haft eat the Bearer up,

Thus, my Royal Liege,

Accufing it, I put it on my Head,

To try with it, as withan Enemy, :

That had before my Face murder’d my Father,
The Quarrel of a true Inheritor:

But if it did infe@ my Blood with Joy,
» Ordwell my Thoughts to any ftrain of Pride, 0
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If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine,
Did, with the leaft Affeétion of a Welcome,
Give entertaioment to the might of it,
Let Heav’n for ever keep it from my Head, oy
And make me as the pooreft Vaflal is,
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it.
K. Henry. O my Son! :
Heav’n put it in thy mind to take it hence,
That thou might’ft join the more, thy Father’s love,
Pleading {o wilely, in excufe of it.
Come hither Harry, fit thou by my Bed,
And hear, I think, the very latet Counfel
That ever I fhall breath. Heav’a knows, my Son,
By what by-paths, and indire@ crook’d-ways
I met this Crown; and I my felf know well
How troublefome it fatc upon my Head, ‘
To thee, it fhall defcend with better Quier, |
Better Opinion, better Confirmation: |
For all the Soil of the Atchievment goes ‘

With me, into the Earth, It feem’d in me,

But as an Honour fnatch'd with boift’rous Hand,

And I had many living to upb-aid

My gain of it, by their Affiftances,

Which daily grew to Quarrel, and to Blood-fhed,

Wounding fuppofed Peace.  All thefe bold Fears, ‘
Thou fieft, with peril, I have anfwered: ‘
For all my Reign hath been but as a Scene ’ 5
A&ing that Argument. And now my Death

Changes the Mode: For what in me was purchas’d,

Falls upon thee, 1o a more fairer fort,

So thou the Gailand wear'ft fucceflively;

Yer, though thou ftand'ft more {ure, than I could do,

Thou art not firm enough, fince griefs are greens 1
And all thy Friends, which thou muft make thy Friends, i
Have bue their Stings, and Tecth, newly taken out;

By whofe fell working, T was firft advanc’d,

And by whoie Power, I well might lodge a Fear

To be again difplac’d.  Which to avoid,

I cut them off, and had a purpofe now

To lead out many to the Holy Land;

Left
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Left reft, and lying ftill, might make them look

Too near unto my State. Therefore, my Harry,

Be it thy Courfe to bufie giddy Minds

With Foreign Quarrels; that Aétion, hence born-our,

May walte the Memory of the former Days.

More would I, but my Lungs are wafted fo,

That ftrength of Specch is utterly deny’d me.

How I came by the Crown, O Heaven forgive:

And grant it may, with thee, in true peace live.
P. Henry. My gracious Liege:

You won 1t, wore it, kept ir, gave it me;

Then plain and right muft my pofleffion be;

Which I, with more, than with a common pain,

"Gainft all the World, will rightfully maintain.

: Enter Lord John of Lancafter and Warwick,

K. Henry. Look, lock,

Here comes my Fobn of Lancafter:

Lan. Health, Peace and Happinefs
To my Royal Father:

K, Henry. Thou bring’{t me Happinefs, Son Fobn,
But Health, alack, with youthful Wings is flown
From this bare, wither’d Trunk. Upon thy fight
My worldly Bufinefs makes a Period.

Where is my Lord of Warwick?

P. Henry. My Lord of Warwick.

K. Henry. Doth any Name particular belong
Unto the Lodging, where I firft did fwoon?

War. ’Tis call’d Fernfalems, my noble Lord.

K. Henry, Laud be to Heav'n:

Even there my Life moft end.

It hath been prophefy’d to me many Years,

I thould not die but in Fernfalem:

Which, vainly, I fuppos’d the Holy-Land.

But bear me to that Chamber, there I'll Iye:

Lo that Ferufalem, thall Harry die. [ Exenns,

ACT
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Gl V. S CE N B

Enter Shallow, Silence, Falftaff, Bardolph, Page, and Davy.

Shal, 1D Y Cock and Pye you fhall not away to Night.
- What, Davy, I fay.

Fal. You muft excufe me, Mafter Robert Shallow.

Shal. 1 will not exculé you : You fhall not be excufed. Ex.
cufes fhall not be admitted : There is no excufe fhall ferve:
You fhall not be excus’d,

Why Davy.

Davy. Here, Sir.

Shal, Davy, Dawy, Davy, let me {ee; Davy, let me fee;
William,Cook,bid him come hither---- Sir Fobz, you fhall not
be excus'd.

Davy. Marry,Sir,thus: Thofe Precepts cannot be ferv'd;
and again, Sir, fhall we fow the head-land with Wheat?

Shal. With read Wheat, Davy. But, for William,Cook; are
there no young Pidgeons?

Davy. Yea, Sir.
~ Here is now the Smith’s Note for Shooing,

And Plough-Irons.

Shal. Let it be caft, and paid----Sir Fohw, you fhall not
be excu:’'d.

Davy. Siry a new link to the Bucket muft needs be had.
And, Sir, do you mean to ftop any of Wiiliam's Wages about
the Sack he loft the other day at Hinckley Fair ?

Shal. He fhall anf{wer it.

Some Pigeons, Dawy, a couple of thort-lege’d Hens; a joint
of Mutton, and any preety little tiny Kickthaws, tell William
C()Ui{. .

Davy. Doth the Man of War ftay all Night, Sir¢

Shal. Yes, Davy.

I will ufe him well.. A Friend i’th’ Court is better thana
Penpy in-Purfe. Ufe his Men well, Davy, forthey are arrant
Knaves, and will back-bice.

Divy. ‘No worfe than they are bitten, Sir; fo theyhave

marvellous foul Linnen.

Shal, Well conceited, Davy.  About thy buficels, Davy.
Davy,
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Davy. 1 befeech you, Sir,

Tocountenance William Vifor of Wancot, againft Clement Perkes
of the Hill.

Shal. Thereare many Complaints, Dawy, againit that #ifor,
that Vifor is an arrant Koave, on my knowledge.

Davy. 1 grant yourWorfhip that he is a Knave, Sir; but
yer, Heav’n forbid, Sir, but a Knave fhould have fome coun-
tenance at his Friends requeft.  An honeft Man, Sir, is able
tofpeak for himfelf, when a Knave is not. 1 have ferv’d your
Worfliip truly, Sir, thefe eight years; and if I cannot once
or twicein a Quarter bear out a Knave againft an honeft Man,
I have but a very little credit with your Worfhip, = The
Knave is mine honeft Friend, Sir, therefore, I befeech your
Worfhip, let him be countenanc’d.

Shal. Go too,

I fay he fhall have no Wrong : Look about, Dawvy-
Where are you, Sir. fohz? Come, off with your Boots.
Give me your Hand, Mafter Bardolph.

Bard. 1am glad to fee your Worthip.

Shal. 1 thark thee, with all my Heart, kind Mafter Bar-
dolph, and welcome, my tall Fellow: .70 the Page.
Come, Sir Fobn.

Fal. T1l follow you, good Mafter Robert Shallow. Bar-
dolph, look to our Horfes. ~ 1f 1 were faw’d into Quantities,
I thould make four dozen of fuch bearded Hermites Staves,
as Mafter Shallow. It is'a wonderful thing to fee the fem-
blable Coherence of his Mens Spirits and his: They, by ob-
ferving of him, do bear themfeclves like foolifh Juftices: He,
by converfing with them, is turn'd intoa Jufticc-like Serving-
man. Their Spirits are fo married in Conjuné&ion with the
Participation of Society, that they flock together: in confent
like fo many Wild-Geefe. If Ihad a fuit to Mafter Shal-
low, T would humour his Men with the imputation of being
pear their Mafter. If to his Men, 1 wounld curry with Ma-
fter Shallow, that no Man could better Command his Ser-
vants. It is certain, that either wife bearing or ignorant Car-
riage is caught, as Men take Difeafes, one of another: There-
fore lct Men take heed of their Company. I will devife
Matter enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince Henry in
continual Laughter, the wearing out of fix Fafhions, which
is four Terms, or two A&ions, and he fhall laugh with In-

tervallums,
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tervallums. O, it is much that a Lie with a flight Oath,
and a Jelt with a fad Brow, will do with a Fellow that ne.
ver had the Ache in his Shoulders. O you fhall fee him
laugh, ’till his Face be like a2 wet Cloak ill laid up.
Shal, Sir Fobn.
Fals I come, Mafter Shallow; T come, Mafter Shallow,
[ Exeun,

S:C.E N B AL

Enter the Earl of W arwick and the Lord Chief Fuftice,

War. How now, my Lord Chief Juftice, whither away?
Ch. Fuff. How doth the King 2
War. Exceceding well: His Cares
Are now all ended.
Ch. Fuft. I hope not dead.
War. He’s walk’d the way of Wature,
And, to our Purpofes, he lives no more.
Ch. Fuft. 1 would his Majefty had call’d me with him.
The Service that I truly did bis Life
Hath left me ppen to all Injuries.
War. Indeed I think the young King loves you not,
Ch. Fuft. 1 know he doth not, and do arm my felf
To welcome the cordition of the Time, :
Which cannot lock more hideoufly upon me,
Than 1 have drawn it in my fantafie,
Enter Lord John of Lancafter, Gloucefter and Clarence,
War. Here comcs the heavy Iffue of dead Harry:
O, that the living Harry had the temper
Of him, the worft of thefe three Gentlemen:
How many Nobles then thould hold their Places,
That muft ftrike fail to Spirits of vile fort ¢
Ch. Fuft. Alas, I fear all will be over-turn’d.
Lan, Good morrow, Coufin Warwick, good morrow,
Glo. Clar. Good morrow, Coufin.
Lan. We meet like Men that had forgot to fpeak,
War. We do remember; but our Argument
Is all too heavy to admit much talk.
Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath made us heavy.
Ch. Fuft. Peace be with us, left we be heavier.
Glo,
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Glo. ©, good my Lord, you have loft a Friend indecd:
And, I dare fwear, you borrow not that Face
Of feeming Sorrow, it is fure your own.
Lan. Tho® no Man be affur’d what Grace to find,
You ftand in coldeft Expe&ation.
I am the forrier, would *twere otherwife.
Cla. Well, you muft now fpeak Sir Fobn Falftaff fair,
Which fwims againft your ftream of Quality, ,
Ch. Fuft. Sweet Princes, what I did, I did in honour,
Led by th’ Imperial Conduct of my Soul,
And never fhall you fee that I will beg
A ragged and foreftall’d Remiffion,
If Troth and upright Innocency fail me,
I’ll to the King, my Mafter that is dead,
And tell him who hath fent me after him.
War. Here comes the Prince.
Euter Prince Henry.
Ch. Fuft. Good morrow, and Heav’n fave your Majeftys
P. Henry. This new and gorgeous Garment, Majefty,
8its not fo eafie on me as you think,
Brothers, you mix your Sadnefs with fome Fear;
This is the Englifb, not the Turkifh Court:
Not Amnrab an Amurab {ucceeds,
But Harry, Harry. Yet be {ad, good Brothers,
For, to fpeak truth, it very well becomes you:
Sorrow fo Royally in you appears,
That I will deeply. pot the fathion on,
And wear it in my Heart, Why then be fad,
But entertain no more of it, good Brothers,
Than a joint-burthen laid upon us all.
For me, by Heav'n, 1 bid you be aflur’d,
I’ll be your Father and your Brother too:
Let me but bear your Love, I’ll bear your Cares;
But weep that Harry’s dead, and fo will I.
But Harry lives, that fhall convert thofe Tears
By number, into hours of Happinefs.
Lan. ¢rc. We hope no other from your Majefty.
P, Henry. You all look ftrangely on me; and you moft.
You are, 1 think, affur’d I love you not. [7o the Ch. Fufts
Ch. Fuff. 1 am affur’d, if I be meafur’d rightly,
Your Majefty hath no juft caufe to hate'me.
P, Henrys
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K. Henry. No! How mighta Prince of my great Hopes
So great Indignities you laid upon me? [ forget
What! Rate! Rebuke! and roughly fend to Prifon
Th’ immediate Heir of England! Was this eafie?

May this be wafh’d in Lezhe, and forgottent

Ch. Fuft. 1 then did ufe the Perfon of your Fathers;

The Image of his Power lay then in me,

And, in th’ Admihiftration of his Law,

Whiles T was bufie for the Common-wealth,
Your Higlaels pleafed to forget my Place,

The Majelty and Power of Law and Juftice,
The Image of the King, whom I prefented,
And ftruck me in my very Seat of Judgment:
Whereon, as an Offender to your Father,

I gave'bold way to my Authority,

And did commit you. If the Deed were ill,
Be you contented, wearing now the Garland,
To have a Son, fet your Decrges at naught?
To pluck down Juftice from your awful Bench?
To trip the Courfe of Law, and blunt the Sword
That guards the peace and fafety of your Perfon?
Nay, more, to {purn at your moft Royal Image,
And mock your workings in a fecond Body 2
Queftion your Royal Thoughts, make the cafe yours;
Be now the Father, and propofe a Son:

H:ar your own Dignity fo much prophan’d,
See your moft dreadful Laws fo loofely flighted ;
Behold your felf fo by a Son difdain’d:

And then imagine me taking your part,

And in your Pewer foft-filencing your Son :
After this cold confiderance, fentence me;

And, as you are a King, fpeak in your State,
W hat I have done that misbecame my Place,

My Perfon, or my Liege’s Sovereignty.

P. Herry. You are right Juftice, and you weigh this well3”
Therefore ftill bear the Ballance, and the Sword :
And I do wifh yoar Honours may increale,
*Tull you do live to fee a Son of mine
Offend you, and obey you. as1 did:

So fhall I live to fpeak my Father’s words,
Happy am I, that have a Man {o bold,

Thit
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That dares do Juftice on my proper Son;

And no lefs happy having fuch a Son,

That would deliver up his greatnefs fo

Into the kands of Juftice. You did commit me;

For which I do commit into your Hand

Th’ unftained Sword that you have us'd to bear,

With this Remembrance, that you ufe the fame

With the like bold, juft and impartial Spirit

As you have done ’gainft me. There is my Hand,

You fhall be as a Father to my Youth,

My Voice fhall found as you do prompt mine Ears

And I will ftoop ard humble my Intents

To your well practis’d wife Dire&idns.

And Princes all, believe me, I befeech you s

My Father is gone wild into his Grave,

(For in his Tomb lye my Affe&ions)

And, with his Spirit, fadly I furvive,

To mock the Expe&ations of the World ¢

To fruftrate Prophefics, and to race out

Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down

After my feeming. The tide of Blood in me

Hath proudly flow’d in Vanity ’till now,

Now doth it turn and ebb back to the Sea;

Where it fhall mingle with the ftate of Floods;

And flow henceforth in formal Majefty.

Now call we our High Court of Parliament,

And let us chufe fuch Limbs of noble Counfel

That the great Body of our State may go

In équa) rank with the beft govera’d Nation;

That War or Peace, or both at once, may be

As things acquainted and familiar to vs,

In which you, Father, fhall have formoft Hand. :
[ 7o Lord Chief Fuftice:

Our Coronation done, we will accite

(As I before remembred) all our State,

And (Heaven configning to my good Intents)

No Prince, nor Peer, fhall have jult caufe to fay;

Heaven thorten Harry’s happy life one day. [ Exesnt,

Vot IIL b4 SCENE
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s C'ENE IIL
Enter Faltaff, Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, Page, #nd Davy.

Shal. Nay, you fhall fee mine Orchard, where in an Ar-
bor we will eat 2 laft YearsPippio of my own graffing, with
a Difh of Cariaways, and fo fortht Come, Coufin Silence;
and then to Bed.

Fal. You have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich.

Shal. Barren, barren, barren: Beggars all, beggars all, Sir
Sobn: Marry, good Air. Spread Davy, {pread Davy: Well
faid, Davy.

Fal. This Dagy ferves you for good ufes; he is your Ser:
vingman, and your Husbandman.

Shal. A good Vatlet, a good Vailet, a very good Varlet,
Sir Fobn: 1 have draok too much Sack at Supper. A good
Varlet. Now fit down, now fit down : Comie, Coulfin,

Sil. Ah, Sirrzh, quothsa,

We fball donothing but eat, and make good Chear,  [Singing.
And praife Heaven for the merry Year

When Flefb is cheap and Females dear,

And lufty Lads roam here and there ;

So merrily, and ever among [0 merrily, &¢.

Fal. There’s a merry Heait, good Mafter Silence. Tll
drink your health for that anon.

Shal. Goed Mafter Bardolph: Some wine, Davy.

Davy. Swect Sir it; Pll be with you anon; moft fweet
Sir, fit. Mafler Page, fic: Good Malter Page, fit+ Proface.
W hat you want in Meat we’ll have in Drink; but you bear,
the Heart’s alls

Shal. Be merry, Mafter Bardolph, and my little Soldiet
there. be merry.

Sil. [Singing.] Be merry, be merry, my Wife has ally
For Women are Shrews, boih fhort and tall;

*Tis merry in Hall, when Beards wag all;
And welcomes merry Shrovetide.
Be merry, be merry.

Fat 1 did not think Mafter Silence had been a'Man of this
Mertle

$it. Who T2 1 have been merry twice and once €’er nowe

Daw. There is a dith of Leather-coats for you. -

Shal, Davy. Qﬂ-.,

L

l
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Dav. Your Worfhip---T'll be with you ftreight, A Cup
of Wine, Sir..

Sil. [ Singing.] A Cup of Wine,

That’s brisk and fine,
And drink_nnto the Leman mine
And a mervy Heart lives long-a.

Fal. Well faid, Mafter Silence.

Sil. 1f we fhall be merry, now comes in the fwe:t of the
Night. :

Fal. Health and long Life to you, Mafter Silence.

Sil. Fill the Cup, and let it come. I'll pledge you, were’t
a mile to the bottom.

Shal. Honeft Bardolph, welcome; if thou want’ft any
thing and wilc not call, befhrew thy Heart. Welcome my
little tyny chief, and welcome indeed too: I’ll drick to Ma-
fter Bardolph, and to all the Cavileroes about Londos.

Dav. I hope to fee London, once e'er I dye.

Bard, If 1 might fee you there, Davy.

Shal. Youll crack a Quart together? Ha, will you not,
Maftter Bardolph ?

Bard. Yes, Sir, in a pottle Pot,

Shal. I thank thee; the Knave will flick by thee, I can
affure thee that. He will not out, he is true bred.

Bard. And Il ftick by him, Sir.

Shal. Why, there fpoke a King: Lack eothing, be merry.
Look, who's at Door there, ho: Who knocks?

Fal. Why now, you have done me right.

Sil. [Singing.] Do me right, and dub me Kuight, Samingo.
Is’t not o2

Fal, °Tis fo,

Sil. 1t Why then fay an old Man can do fomewhat.

Dav. If it ple:fe your Worfhip there’s one Piffol come
from the Cou:t with News.

Fal. From the Court? Let him come.

Enter Piftol.
How now, Piftl ?

Pift. Sir Fobn, fave you, Sir.

Fal. Whar Wicd blew you hither, Piffo/?

Pif. Not the ill Wind which blows none to good, {weet
Knight: Thou art now one of the greateft Men in the
Realm, '

' [ 3 Sil.

Lo MRl S
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sil, Indeed, T think he be, but Goodman Puff of Barfon.

Pift. Puff? puff in thy teeth, moft recreant Coward bafe,
Sir Fobn, L am thy Piffel, and thy Friend ; heleer skelter |
have I rode to thee, and tydings do I bring, and lucky joys, |
and golden Times, and happy News of price. .

Fal. 1 prithee new deliver them; like a Man of this World.

Piff. A footra for the World, and Worldings bafe,

I fpeak of Africa, and Golden Joys.

Fal. O bafe Affyrian Knight, what is thy News 2
Let King Covitha know the truth thereof.

Sil. And Robin-hood, Scarles, and Fobn.

Pift. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicon 2
And fhall good News be bsffled?

Then Piffol lay thy head in Fury’s lap.

Shal. Honeft Gentleman,

I know not your breeding.

Piff. Why then lament therefore.

Shal. Give me pardon, Sirs .
If, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it,
there is but two ways, either to utter them, or to conceal
them. I am Sir, under the King, in fome Authority.

Pift. Under which King?

Bezonian, fpeak, or dye.

Shal. Under King Harry.

Pift. Harry the Fourth 2 or Fifch?

Shal. Harry the Fourth.

Pift. A footra for thine Office. oo |
Sir Fohn, thy tender Lamb-kin now is King,
Harry the Fifth’s the Man, I fpeak the truth.
When Piftol lies, do this, and fig-me, like
The braggirg Spaniard,

Fal. What, is the old King dead ¢

Pift, As nail in door,

The Things I fpeak are jut, ]

Fal, Away Bardolf, faddle'my Horfe, ’
Mafter Robert Shallow, chufe what Office thou wile
fo the Land, ’tis thine. Piffol, T will double charge thee
With Dignities.

Bard. O joyful day !

I will not take a Knighthood for my Fortune.

s & -P‘

Part




= of King Ry'1V. '. 1285

Pift. What2 T do bring good News.

Fal. Carry Malter Silence to Bed: Malter Shallow, my
Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortune’s Steward,
Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all Night. Oh, fweet Piffol 5
away Bardolph: Come, Piftol, utter more to me ; and, withal,
devife fomething to do thy felf good. Boot, boot, Mafter
Shallow, [ know the young King 1s fick for me, Let us rake
any Man’s Horfes: The Laws of England are at my Com-
mandment. Happy are they which have been my Friends ;
and wo unto my Lord Chief Juftice,

Pif. Let Vultures vile feize on his Lungsalfo:

Where is the Life that late I led, fay they ?
Why here it is, welcome thofe pleafant Days, [ Exeun.

S CEN R I

Enter Hofte[s Quickly, Doll Tear-theet axd Beadles,

Hoffefi. No, thou arrant Knave, I would I might die, that
I might have thee hang'd 5 thou haft drawn my Shoulder out
of joynt.

Bead. The Conftables have deliver’d her over to me ; and
fhe fhall have whipping Cheer enough, I warrant her. There
, hath been a Man or two, lately, kill’d about her.

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie: Come on, I’ll tell thee
what, thou damn’d Tripe-vifag'd Rafcal, if the ChildI now
go with do mifcarry, thou had(t better thou hadft ftrook
thy Mother, thou Paper-facd Villain.

Hot. O that Sit Fohn were come, he would make this a
bloody day to fome body. But I would the Fruit of her
Womb might mifcarry,

Bead. If it do, you (hall have a dozen of Cufhions a-
gain, you have but eleven now. Come, I charge yon both
po with me, for the Man is dead that you and Piffel beat a-
mong you.

Dol. Tll tell thee what, thou thin Man in a Cenfor; I
will have you as foundly fwing’d for this, you blue-bottl’d
Rogue; you filthy famifh’d CorreQioner, if you be not
{wing'd Il forfwear half Kirtles.

Beads Come, come, you fhe-Knight-arrant, come,

X3 Hoft,
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Hoft. O, that right fhould Thus o’ercome might, Well,
of fufferance comes eafe.

Dol. Come, you Rogue, come;

Bring me toa Juftice.
Hoff Yes, come, you ftarv'd Blood-hound.

Dol. Goodman Death, Goodman Bones.
Hoft. Thou Anatomy, thou.
Dol. Come, you thin Thing:
Come, you Ralcal.
Bead, Very well. [Exmm'

80 B NE V.

Enter two Grooms.

1 Grooms. More Rufhes, more Rufhes.

2 Groom. The Trumpets have founded twice.

1 Groom. Tt will be two of the Clocke’er they come from
the Coronation. [ Exennt Grooms,

Enter Falftaff, Shallow, Piftol, Bardoiph and Page.

Fal. Stind here by me, Matter Robert Shallow, T will
make the King do you Grace: I will lear upon him as he
comes by, and do but mark the Countenance that he will

Ive me.

Pift. Blefs thy Lungs, good Knight,

Fal. Come here, Piffol, ftand behind me. O, if I had
had time to have made new Liveries, I would have beftow'd
the thoufand pound I borrow’d of you, But it is no matter,
this poor thew doth bettery this doth infer the zeal I hadto
fee him,

Shal. It doth fo,

Fal. 1t thews my earneftnefs in AffeQion.

Pift. It doth fo.

Fal. My Devotion,

Pifg. Itdoth, it doth, it doth.

Fal. As it were to ride day and night,

And not to deliberate, not to remember,
Not to have patience to thift me,
Shal, 1t is moft certain,

lt
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Fal. But to ftand ftained with Travel and Sweating with
defire to fee him, thinking of nothing clfe, putring all Af-
fairs in oblivion, as if there were nothing elfe to be done but
to {ee him. :

Pift. *Tis femper idemy for abfgue hoc nibil ¢ff. “Tis all
in every part.

Shal, °Tis fo indeed.

Piff. My Khuight, 1 will enflame thy Noble Liver, and
make thee rage. Thy Do/, and Helen of thy noble Thoughts
is in bafe Durance and contagious Prifon; ball’d thither by
moft mechanical and dirty Hands, Rowze up Revenge from
Ebon Den, with fell Aletto’s Snake, for Dol’s in. Piffolfpeaks
nought but troth.

Fal, T will deliver her. |

Pift. There roar'd the Sea; and Trumper Clangour
founds. ;
The Trympets found. Buter King Heury the Fifth, bis Brathers,

and the Lord Chief Fuftice,

Fal, Save thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hal.

Pift. The Heavens thee guard and keep, moft Royal Imp
of Fame.

Fal. Save thee, my f{weet Boy.

King. My Lord Chief Juftice {peak to that vain Man,

Ch. Fuft. Have you your Wits 2
Know you what *us you {peak?

Fal. "My King, my 7ove, 1 fpeak to thee, my Heart,

King. 1know thee not, old Mun: Fallto thy ‘P!ayers :
How ill white Hairs become a Fool and Jefter !

I have long Dream’d of fuch a kind of Man,

So furfeit-fwell’d, fo old, and fo prophane;

But, being awake, I do defpife my Dream.

Make lefs thy Body, hence, and more thy Grace,
Leave gormandizing. Know, the Grave doth gape
For thee, ‘thrice wider than for other Men. fet
Reply not to me with 2 Fool-born Jeft;

Prefume not that I am the thing I was,

For Heaven doth know, {o fhall the World perceive,
That I have turi’d away my former felf,

So will I thofe that kept me Company,

When thou doft hear I am as I have been,

X 4 Approach




1288 The SeWﬁrt

Approach me, and thou fhalt be as thou waft,
The tutor and the feeder of my Riots 5
>Till then 1 banifh thee, on pain of Death, |
‘As I have done the reft of my Mifs-leaders,
Not to come near our Perfon by ten mile. (
For competence of Life T will allow you,
That lack of Means enforce you not to Evi]:
And, as we hear you do redeem your felves,
We will, according to your Strength and Qualities,
Give you Advancement. Be it your Charge, my Lord,
To fec perform’d the tenour of our Word,  Set on.

[ Exit King,

Fal. Malker Shallow, 1 owe you a thoufand pound.

Shal. Ay marry, Sir Fohn, which I befeech you to let me
have home with me.

Fal That can hardly be; Mr. Shallow. Do you not grieve
at this; I fhall be fent for in private to him: Look you, he
muft féem thus to the World. Fear not your Advancement,
I will be the Man yet that fhall make your Great.

Shal. Y cannot well perceive how, unlefs you would give
me your Doublet and ftoff me out with Straw, 1 befiech
you, good Sir Fohs, let me bave five hundred of my
thoufand.

Fal, Sir, T will be as good as my word, This, that you
heard, was but a Colour.

Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, Sir Fohn.

Fal, Fear no Colours, go with me to Dinner:

“ome Licutenant Piffol, come Bardolph,
I fhall be fent for foon at Nighr.

Ch. Fuft. Go carry Sir Fohn Falffaff to the Fleet,
Take all bis Company alorg with him.

Fal, My Lord, my Loud.

Ch. Fuft. 1 cannot now fpeak, I will hear you foon.
Take them away.

" Piff. Si forruna me tormento, [pera me contento. [ E xeunt,
Maner Lancalter and Chief Fuftice.

Lan. 1 like this fair proceeding of the King’s,

He hath intent his wonted Followers 1
Shall be very well provided for;
But are banifhd, ’cil} their Cenverfations,

O
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Appear more wife and modeft in the World.
Ch. Fuft. And fo they are.
Lan. The King hath call’d his Parliament,
My Lord.
Cb. Fuft. He hath.
Lan. 1 will lay,odds, that e’er this year expire,
We bearour Civil Swords and Native Fire
As far as France. 1 heard a Bird fo fing,
Whofe Mufick, to my thinking, pleas’d the King.
Come, will you hence? [ Exenns,
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Flr/f, my Fear; then, m) Conrtefie; lafty my Speech, My
Fear is yonr Difpleafure; my Conrtefie, my Duty; and my
Speech to beg your Pardons. If you look for a good Speech now,
Jon undo me; for what I have to fay is of mine own making,
and what, indeedy I [hould [ay, will, I donbiy prove mine own
Marring. Buts to the Purpofe, and [0 to tne Venture, Beit
krnown to yor, 4s it is wery welly I was lately here in the end
of a difpleafing Play, to pray your Patience for ity and to pros
mife you a berters 1 did mean, indeed, 1o pay you with this
which if; like an ill Venture, it come unluckily home, I break
and yon, my gentle Creditors, lofe. Here I promifed yon 1 wonld
be, and here I commit my Body to your Mercies : Bare me [ome,
and L will pay yon [ome, and, as moft Debtors do, promife
yo% infinitely.

If my Tongue cannot entreat Josk 1o acqnit me, will you coms
mand me to nfe my Legs ¢ And yet that were but light Payment,
to Dance out of your Debr: Bus a good Confcience will make
any poffible Satisfaltion, and fo will 1. Al the Gentlewomen
bere bave forgotten me if the Gentlemes will not, then the

4

Gentlemen do nor agree with the Gentlewomen, which was we=
wer feen before in [nch an Affenably.

One word move, 1 befeech you; "if you ‘be not too much cloid
with far Meat, onr bumble. Antbor will continue the Story,
with Sir John i it, and miake yous merry with fair Katherine
of France ; where, for any thing I know, Falltaff fball die of
a Sweat, nnlefs already be be kill'd with yowr bard Opinions:
For Oldcallle died a Marsyrs and. 1his is not the Man. My
Tongue is weary, whei m) Legs are too 5 I will bid you good
Night, and fo kueel down before You; bur indeed ta pray for
the Queen,

SGUE.
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PROLOGUE

O For a Mufe of Fire, that wonld afcend

The brighteft Heav'n of Invention,

A Kingdom for a Stage, Princes to all,

And Monarchs to behold the fwelling Scene.

Then fbould the Warlike Harry, like him/[elf,
Affume the Port of Mars, and at his Heels,

Leafbt iny* like Honnds, [fheuld Famine, Sword, and Firs
Cronch for Employments. But pardan, Gentles all,
The flat wnraifed Spivits thar hath dar’d,

On this unworthy Seaffold, to bring forth

So great an Object.” Can this Cock=Pit hold

The vafty Field of France? Or may we cram
Within this Waooden Oy the wery Caskes

That did affright the Air ar Agincourt 2

O pardons fince a crooked Figure may

Atteft in little place a Million,

And let us, Cyphers to this grear Accompt,

On your imaginary Forces work,

Suppofe within the Girdle of thefe Walls

Are now confind two mighty Monarchies,

Hhofe bigh, up-reared, and abutting Fronts,

The perillons marrow Ocean parts afunder.

Picce ont our Imperfellions with yonr Thoughts :
Into a thoufand Parts divide one Man,

HAnd make imaginary Puiffance.

Think, when e talk of Horfes, that you [ee thens
Piinting theiriprond Hoofs vt receiving Earth :
Eor 'tis your Thoughts that now muft deck our Kings,
Carry them here and there; jumping o’er Times;
Turning th’ accompli fhment-of many Years

Liito an Howr-glafs; for the which fupply,

Admit me Chorus 1o this Hifforys-

Who Prologue-like, your humble Patitnce pray,
Géntly taihear, kindly to judge onr Play,

T ——
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Enter the Arch-Bifbop of Canterbury, and Bifhop
of Ely.
Arch-Bifhop of CANTERBURY.

Y Lord, Il tell you, that felf Bill is urg’d,
Which in th’eleventh Year o’th’ laft King’s
Reign
Was like, and had indeed againf us paft,
But that the fcambling and unquiet time
Did pufh it out of farther Queftion.
Ely. But how, my Lord, fhall we refift it now 2
Cant, 1t muft be thought on: If it pafs againtt us,
We lofe the better part of our Poflcflion: -
For all the Temporal Lagds, which Men devout
By Teftament have given to the Church,
Would they ftrip from us; being valu'd thus,
As much as would maintain, to the King's Honour,
Full fifteen Earls, and fifteen hundred Knighes,
Six thoufand and two hundred geod Efquires:
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And to relief of Lazars, and weak Age
Of indigent faint Souls, paft corporal Toil,
A hundred Alms-houfes, right well {upply’d;
And to the Coffers of the King, befide,
A thoufand pound by th’ Year. Thus runs the Bill.
Ely. This would drink deep.
Cant. *Twould drink the Cup and all.
Ely. But what prevention?
Cant. The King is full of grace, and fair regard.
Ely. And a true Lover of the Holy Church.
Cant. The courfes of his Youth promis’d it not;
Y he breath no fooner left his Father’s Body,
But that his Wildnefs mortify’d in him,
Scem’d to die too; yea at that very moment,
Confideration, like an Angel, came,
And whipt th’ offending Adam out of him,
Leaving his Body as a Paradifc,
T*invelope and contain Celeftiai Spirits.
Never was fuch a fudden Scholar made:
Never came Reformation 1o 2 Flood
_With fuch a heady current, fcowring Faults:
Nor never Hydra-headed Wilfulnefs
So foon did Jofe his Seat, and all at once;
As in this King.
Ely. We are blefled in the Change.
Cant. Hear him but reafon in Divinity,
And all-idmiring, with an inward wifh
You would defire the King were made a Prelate.
Hzar him debate of Commonweal:h Affairs;
You would fay, it hath beenall in all his Study:
Lif his Difcourfe of War, and you fhall hear
A fearful Battel rendred you in Mufick.
Turn him to any Caufe of Policy,
The Gordian Knot of it he will unloofe,
Familiar as his Garter ; then when he fpeaks;
The Air, a Charter’d Libertine, 1s ftill,
. And the mute Wonder lurketh iniMens Ears;
To fteal his fiveet and honied Sentences:
So that the Art and pra&ick Pare of Life
Mult be the Miftrefs to his Theorique.
Which is a wonder-how his Grace fhould glean it;

Sincé
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Since his Addi&ion was to courfes vain,
His Companies unletter’d, rude, and fhallow,
His Hours fill'd up with Riots, Banquets, Sports ;
And never noted in him any ftudy,
Any retirement, any fequeftration
From open Haunts and Popularity.
Ely. The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle,
And wholfom Berries thrive and ripen beft,

. Neighbour’d by Fruit of bafer quality:

And {o the Prince obfcur'd his Contemplation
Under the vail of Wildnefs ; which, no doubt,
Grew like the Summer Grafs, fafteft by Night,
Unfeen, yet crefcive in his Faculty.

Cant, It muft be fo; for Miracles are ceas’d :
And therefore we muft needs admit the Means,
How things are perfeQed.

Ely. But, my good Lord:

How now for mitigation of this Bill,
Urg'd by the Commons ¢ Doth his Majefty
Incline to it, or no 2

‘Cant. He feems indifferent:

Or rather {waying more upon our Pare,
Than cherifhing th’ exhibiters againft us:
For I have made an offer to his Majefty,
Upon our Spiritual Coenvocation,

And in regard of Caufes now in hand,
Which I have open’d to his Grace at large,
As touching France, to give a greater Sum
‘Than ever at one time the Clergy yet
Did to his Predeceflors part withal,

Ely. How did this Offer feem receiv’d, my Lord?

Cant. With good acceptance of his Majefty :
Save that there was not time enough to hear,
As I pergeiv’d his Grace would fain have done,
The feverals ard unhidden Paflages
Of his true Titles to fome certain Dukedoms,
And generally, to the Crown and Seat of France,
Deriv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather.

Ely. What was th’ impediment that broke this off 2

Cant. The French Ambaflador upon that inftant
Crav’d Audience; and the Hour I think is.come,

Vor. III, iR
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To give him hearing.  Is it four a Clock?

Ely. It is.

Cant, Then go we in to know his Embaflie:
Which I could with a ready guefs declare,
Before the Frenchman {peaks a Word of ir.

Ely. I’ll wsit upon you, and I long to hear it. [Exeunt,
Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, Bedford, Clarence, Warwick,
Weftmorland, and Exeter.

K. Henry. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury?

Exe. Not here in prefence.

K. Henry. Send for him, good Uncle.

Weft. Shall we call in the Ambaffador, my Liege?

K. Henry. Not yet, my Coufin; we would be refolvd,
Before we hear him, of fome things of weight,

That task our Thoughts, concerning us and France.

Enter the Arch-Bifbop of Canterbury, and Bifbop of Ely.

Cant. God and his Angels guard your facred Throne,
And make you long become it

K. Henry. Sure we thank you.

My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed,

And juftly and religioufly unfold,

Why the Law Salike, that they have in France,

Or thould, or fthould not bar us in our Claim.

And God forbid; my dear and faithful Lord,

That you thould fathion, wrefl, or bow your reading,
Or nicely charge your underftanding Soul

With opening Titles mifcreate, whofe right

Sutes not in native Colours with the truth:

For God,doth know, how many now in health

Shall drop their Blood, inwepprobation

Of what your Reverence fhall incite us to,

T herefore take heed how you impawn our Perfon,
How you awake our fleeping Sword of Wir:

We charge you in the Name of God take heed.

For never two fuch Kingdoms did contend

Without much fall- of Blood, whofe guiltlefs drops
Are every oney; a Woe, a fore Complaint,

*Gainft him, whofe Wrong gives edge unto the Swords
That mike fuch walte<in brief Morrality.
Under this Conjuration, {peak my Lord;
For we will hear; note, and believe in Heart,

That
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That what you fpeak is in your Confcience wafhr,
As pure as Sin with Baptifm.

Cant. Then hear me, gracious Soveraign, and you Peers,
That owe your {tlves, your Lives, and Services,
To this Imperial Throne. There is no Bar
To make againft your Highnels’ Claiim to France,
But this which they produce from Pharamond,

In terram Salicam Mulieres ne [iccedant,

No Woman fhall fucceed in Salike Land :
Which Salike Land, the French unjuftly gloze
To be the Realm of France, and Pharamond

The founder of this Law and female Bar.

Yet their own Authors faithfully affirm,

That the Land Salike is in Germany,

Between the Floods of Sila and of Elve:

Where Charles the Great having fubdu’d the Saxons,
There left behind and fettled certain French:
Who holding in difdain the German Women,
For {ome dithoneft manners of their Life,
Eftablifht then this Law; to wit, No Female
Should be Inheritrix in Salike Land:

Which Salike, as 1 {aid, "twixt Elve and Sala,

Is at this Day in Germany call’d Meifen.

Then doth it well appear; the Salike Law

Was not devifed for the Realm of France :

Nor did the Fresch poflefs the Salike Land,
Until four hundred one and twenty Years,
After defun&ion of King Pharamend,

Idly fuppos’d the Founder of this Law,

Who died within the Year of our Redemption,
Four bundred twenty fix; and Charles the Great
Subdu’d the Saxoms, and did feat the French
Beyond the River Sala, inthe Year

Eight hundred five. Befides, their Writers fay,
King Pepin, which depofed Childerick,

Did, as Heir general, being defcended

Of Blithild, which was Daughter to King Clothair,
Make Claim and Title to the Crown of France:
Hugh Caper allo, who ufurp’d the Crown

Of Charles the Duke of Loraiz, fole Heir-male
Of the tiue Line and Stock of Charles the Great:
: ' e : To
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To find his Title with fome (hews of truth,
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught,
Convey’d himfelf asth’ Heir to th’ Lady Lingare,
Daughter to Charlemain, who was the Son
To Lewis the Emperor, and Lewis the Son
Of Charles the Grea:: Alfo King Lewis the Tenth,
Who was fole Heirto the Ufurper Caper,
Could not keep quitt in his Con{cience,
Wearing the Crown of France, 'till fatisfy’d,
That fair Queen Jf@hel, his Grandmoth
Was Lineal of the L:dy Ermengere,

aughter to Chavles the forefaid Duke of Lorain:
By the which Martiage, the Line of Charles the Great
Was re-united to the Crown of France.
So, that as clear as i the Summer’s Sun,
King Pepin’s Title, \nd Hugh Caper’s Claim,
King Lewis his Satista&ion, all appear
To hold in Right aad Title of the Female :
So do the Kings of Frasce upon this Day.
Howbeit, they weuld hold up this Salike Law,
To bar your Highrefs claiming from the Female,
‘And rather chufe to hide them in a Net,
Than amply to make bare their crooked Titles,

Ufurpt from you ard your Progenitors, [Chim? |

K, Henry. May I with Right and Confcience make this
Cant. The Sin upon my Head, dread Soveraign :
For in the Book of Numbers, it is writ,
When the Man die, Iet the Inheritance
Defcend unto the Daughter.  Gracious Lord,
Stand for your own,unwind your bloody Flag,
Look back into youi mighty Anceftors;
Go, my dread Lord, to your great Grandfire’s Tomb,
From whom you clim; invoke his Warlike Spirit,
And your great Un:le, Edward the Black Prince,
Who on the Fresch Bround play’d a Tragedy,
Making defeat on the full Power of France :
Whiles his mof} Mighty Father on a Hill,
Stood fmiling, to bchold his Lion’s Whelp
Forage in Blood of french Nobility,
O noble Englifh, thit could entertain,
With half their Forces, the full Pride of France,
: : ~ And

—
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And let another half ftand laughing by,
And out of work, and cold for aion,

Ely. Awake remembrance of thefe valiant dead,
And wich your puiflant Arm renew their Feats;
You are their Heir, you fit upon their Throne:
The Blood and Courage that renowned them,
Runs in your Veins ; and my thrice-puiffant Liege
Is in the very 4Zay-Morn of his Youth,

Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterprifes,

Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth
Do all expe@®, that you fhould rouze your felf,

As did the former Lions of your Blood, [ might;

Weft. They know your Grace hath caufe, and means, and
So hath your Hgihnefs, never King of Englend
Had Nobles richer, and more loyal Subjeéts,

Whofe Hearts have left their Bodies here in England,
And lye pavillion’d in the Field of Frasce.

Camg. O let their Bodies follow, my dear Liege,
With Blood, and Sword, and Fire, to win your Right:
In aid whereof, we of the Spirituality
Will raife your Highnefs fuch a might§ Sum,

As never did the Clergy, at one time,
Bring in to any of your Anceftors.

K., Henry, We muft not only arm tinvade the French,
But lay down our Proportions, to defend
Againit the Scor, who will make road upon us,

With all advartages.

Cant. They of thofe Marches, gracious Soveraign,
Shall be a Wil fufficient to defend
@ur Inland from the pilfering Borderers,

K. Henry, We do not mean the courfing Snatchers only,
But fear the main intendment of the Sca,

Who hith been ftill a giddy Neighbour to us:
For you fhall read, that my great Grandfather
Never went with his Forces into France,
But that the Scer, on his unfurnitht Kingdom,
Came pouring like 2 Tide into a Breach,
‘With ample and brim fuloefs of his force,
Galling the gleaned Land with hot aflays,
Girding with grievous Siege, our Towrs and Caftles:
X3 That
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That Exgland being empty of defence,
Hath fhook and trembled at th’ill Neighbourhood.

Cant. She hath been then more fear’d than harm'd, my
For hear her but exampl’d by her {clf, [ Liege,
When all her Chivairy hath been 1n France,

And fhe a2 mourning Widow of her Nobles,

She hath her iif not only well defended,

But taken and impounded as a Stray,

The King of Scots; whom fhe did {end to France,
To fill King Edward’s Fame with Prifoner Kings,
And make his Chronicle as rich with praifc,

'As is the Ouzy bottom of the Sea

Wich funken Wrack, and fum-lefs Treafuries.

Ely. But there’s a Saying very old and true,

If that you will France win, then with Scotland firft begin.
For once the Eagle, England, being in prey, p
"To her unguarded Veft, the Weazel, Scoz,

Comes fheaking, and fo fucks her Princely Eggs,
Playing the Moule in abfence of the Car,

To fpoil and havock more than fhe can eat.

Exe. It follows then, the Cat muft ftay at home:

Yet that is but a cruth’d neceflity ;

Since we have Locks to fafegnard Neceflaries,

And pretty Traps to catch the petty Thieves.
While that the armed Hand doth fight abroad,
Th’ advifed Head defends it felf at home:

For Government, though high, and low, and lower,
Put into parts, doth kecp in one confenr,
Congreeing in a full and natural clofz,

Like Mufick.

Cant. Therefore doth Heav’n divide

The f{tate of Man in divers Fun&ions,
Setting Endeavour in continual Motion:
To which is fixed, as ean Aim or Butt,
Ohédience; for fo work the Honey Bees,
Creatures that, by a Rule in Nature, teach
The A& of Order to a peopled Kinzdom,
They have a King, and Officers of forts,
Where fome like Magiftrates correct at home:
Others, like Merchants, venture Trade abroad:
Others, like Soldiers armed in their {lings,
Make

i
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_ Make boot upon the Summer’s Velvet buds:
Which Pillage, they with merry march bring home
To the f:r' R ‘*;;..‘ of their Emperor:
Who b -ua !. his Majefty, furveys
ging r m;.di;:p Roofs of Gold,
The civil Citizens kneading up the Haney ;
The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding in
Their heas vy Burt he NS at his narrow (Jdte.
The fad "y‘d Juftice, with his furly hum,
Dvla‘,ev'\'v o’er to Executors pale
The lazy yawning Drone. I tZ. s :1fer,
That many tnrr‘c having, full reference
To one confent, may work contrarioufly:
As many Arrows loo{cd feveral ways
Come to one mark ; as many ways meet in one Town,
As many frefh Streams mc tin one falt Sea ;.
As many Lines clof: he Dial’s center ;
So may 2 a thou faru LCtions onge a fOOl’,
And in one purpo fe, and be all well boin
Without de lc\t. Thercfore to France, my Liege,
Divide your happy England into four,
Whereof, take you one quarter into France,
And you withal fhall make all Gallia thake,
If we with thrice fuch Powers left at home,
Cannot defend our ewn Deors, from the Dog,
Let usbe worried, and our Nation lofe
The name of hardinefs and policy.
K. Henry. .,:‘3 in the Meflengers {ent from the Dawphin.
Now are we all refolv’d, and b} God’s help
And yours, the noble Sinews of our Power;
Fhsce bair ng ours; We il bend it to our Awe,
Or break it all to pieces. - Or there we'll fit,
Ruling in large ard ample Tmp,
O”er fmme,‘ 'd all her, almolt, hmglyD 1kedoms,
lay thefe Bones in an unworthy Um,
f()makf,, with no remembrance over them ;
Either our Hiftory fhall with full Mouth
Speak f eely of our Aéls, or elfe our Grave,
Like Tar ’11/’1 )\!'1”, (hall have a TongueleGs Meuth,
Not worthipt with a waxen Lg;taph.

Y 4 Enterf
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Enter Ambafladors of France.

Now are we well prepar’d to know the pleafure
Of our fair Coufin Damphin ; for we hear,
Your Greeting is from him, not from the King.

Amb.May’t pleafe your Majefty to give us leave
Freely to render what we have in Charge:
Or fhall we fparingly thew you far off
The Danphin's Meaning, and our Embaffie.

K. Henry. We are no Tyrant, buta Chriftian King,
Unto whofe Grace our Paffion is as fubje&,
‘As are our Wretches fetter’d in our Prifons:
Thercfore with frank and with uncurbed plainefs,
Tell usthe Danphin’s Mind.

Amb. Thus thea in few. \
Your Highnef5, lately fending into France
Did claim fome certain Dukedoms, in the right
Of your great Predeceflor, King Edward the Third.
In anfwer of which Claim, the Prince our Mafter
Says that you favour too much of your Youth,
And bids you be advis'd: There’s noughe in France
That can be with a nimble Galliard won;
You cannot revel into Dukedoms there:
He therefore fends you, meeter for your Spirit,
This Tun of Treafure; and in lieu of this,
Defires you let the Dukedoms that you cliim
Hesr no more of you. This the Dauphin fpeaks.

K. Henry. What Treafure, Uncle;

Exe. Tennis-balls, my Liege.

K. Henry. We are glad the Danphin is o pleafant with us,

His Prefent, and your Pains we thank you for;

When we have match’d our Rackets to thefe Balls,-
We will in France, by God’s Grace, play a fet

Shall ftrike his Father’s Crown into the hazard.

Tell him he hath made a match with fuch a Wrangler,
A hat ali the Courts of Frauce will be difturb’d ;
With Chaces. And we underftand him well,

And he comes o’er us with our wilder days,

Not meafuring what ufe we made of them.

We never valu’d this poor Seat of England,

‘And therefore living hence, did give our felf

‘To barbarous licence; as ’tis ever common,

That

O . T
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That men are merrieft when they are from home:
But tell the Danphin, 1 will kecp my State,
Be like a King, and fhew my Sail of Greatnefs,
When I do rowle me in my Throne of France.
For that I have laid by my Majefty,
And plodded like a Man for working dayss
But I will rife there with fo full a Glory,
That I will dazzle all the Eyes of France,
Yea ftrike the Dauphin blind to look on us.
And tell the pleafant Prince, this Mock of his
Hath turn’d his Balls to Gun-ftones, and his Soul
Shall ftand fore charged, for the wafteful Vengeance
That thall fly with them: For many a thoufand Widows
Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands;
Mock Mothers from their Sons, mock Caftles downs
And fome are yet ungotten and unborn,
That fhall have caufe to curfe the Dauphin’s Scorn.
But this lyes all within the Will of God,
To whom 1 do appeal, and in whofe Name
Tell you the Dauphin, 1 am coming on,
To venge me as I may, and to put forth
My rightful hand in a well-hallow’d caufe.
So get you hénce in Peace, and tell the Dawphin,
His Jeft will favour but of fhallow Wit,
When thoufands weep more than did laugh at it.
Convey them with fafe Condu&. Fare ye well.
[ Exennt AmbafJadors.

Exe. This was a merry Meflage.

K. Henry, We hope to make the Sender blufh at it :
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy hour,
That may give furth’rance to our Expedition ;
For we have now no thought in us but France,
Save thofe to God, that run before our bufinefs.
Therefore let our Proportions for thefe Wars
Be foon colieGed, and alk things thought upon,
That may with reafonable {wiftnefs add
More Feathzrs to our Wings: For God before,
We'll chide this Dawuphin at his Father’s door.
Therefore let every Man now task his thoughr,
That this fair AGion may on foot be brought. [ Exesnr,
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Flourifb. ~Enter Chorus.
Now all the Youth of England are on fire,
And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lyes:
Now thrive the Armourers, and Honour’s thought
Reigns folely in the breaft of every Man.
They fell the Palture now, to buy the Hoife,
Following the Mirror of all Chriftian Kings.
With winged hecls, as Englifh Mercuries.
For now fits Expe&ation in the Air,
And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point,
With Crowns imperial, Crowns and Coronets,
Promis'd to Harry, and his Followers.
The French advis’d by good intelligence
Ofthis moft dreadful preparaticn,
Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy
Seek to divert the Exnglifh purpofes.
O England! Model to thy inward Greatnefs,
Like little Body with a mighty Heart ;
W hat might'ft thou do, that Honour would thee do,
Were all thy Children kind and natural :
- But fee, thy fault France hath in thee found out,
A neft of hollow bofoms, which he fills
With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted men:
One Richard Earl of Cambridge; and the {econd, .
Henry Lord Scroop of Adafbam;, and the third,
Sir Thomas Gray Koight of Northumberland,
Have for.the Gilt of Frausce, (O Guilt indeed !)
Confirm’d Confpiracy with fearful France,
And by their hands this grace of Kings muft dye,
1f Hell and Treafon hold their Promifes,
E’er he take thip for France; and in Somthampton,
Linger your patience on, and we’ll digeft
“Th’abufe of diftance; force a play:
The Sum is pay’d, the Traitors are agreed,
The King is fet from London, and the Scene
Is now tranfported, Gentles, to Somthampton,
There is the Play-houfe now, there mult you fit,
And thence to Frasce thall we convey you fafe,
And bring you back: Charming the narrow Seas
To give you gentle Pafs; for if we may,
We'll not offend one ftomach with our Play.

But
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But till the King come forth, and not till then,
Unto Southampton do we fhift our Scene, [Exit.
Enter Corporal Nim, and Lientenant Bardolph,

Bard, Well met, Corporal Nim.

Nim, Good morrow, Licutenant Bardolph,

Bard. What, are Ancient Piffol and you Friends yet?

Nim. For my part, I care not: I fay little; but when
time fhall ferve, there (h:ll be fmiles, but thar fhall be
as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold out
mine Iron ; it is but a {imple one, but what though? It will
toft cheefe, and it will endure cold, as another Man’s fword
will; and there’s an end.

Bard, 1 will beftow a breakfaft to make you Friends, and
we’ll be all three {worn Brothers to France s Let it be fo,
good Corparal Nim.

Nim. Fsith, I will live fo long as I may, that’s the cer-
tain of it ; and when I cannot live any longer, I will do as
I may: That is my reft; that is the rendezvous of it,

Bard. It is certain, Corporal, that he is married to el
Quickly, and certainly fhe did you wrong, for you wete
troth-plight te her,

Nim. 1 cannot tell, Things muft be as they may; Men
may flecp, and they may have their Throats about them at
that time, and fome fay, knives have edges: It muft be as
it may, though patience be a tired name, yer fhe will: plod,
there muft be Conclufions; well, I cannot tells

Enter Piftol, and Quickly.

Bard. Here comes AncientPiffoland his Wife; good Cor-

oral, be parien Ot here. - How nows mine Holt Piffol ?

Piff. Bafe Tyke, callft thou me Hoft? now by this
hand, 1 (wear I fcorn the term;- nor fhall my Nel keep
Lodgers.

Quick, No by my troth, not long: For we cannat lodge
and board a d zen or fourteen Gentlewomen that live bonef-
ly by the g;.c& of their \C\,dus, but 1t will be thought we
ket p a Bawdy-houfe ftraight. . O welliday Lad), if he be
not hewn now, we fhall Tee wilful Adultery -and Murther
committed. _

Bard. Good Lieutenant, Good Coporal, offer nothing
here.

Nins, Pifh.

P :ﬂ.
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Pift. Pifh for thee, Zland Dog; thou prick<ear’d Cur of
Ifland.

Quick, Good Corporal Nim, fhew thy Valour, and put
up thy Sword.

Nim. Will you thog off? 1 would have you Solas.

Piff. Solus, egregious Dog! O Viper vile; The folusin
thy moft marvellous Face, the fo/us in thy Teeth, and in thy
Throat, and in thy hateful Lungs, yea in thy Maw perdy;
and which is worfe, within thy nafty Mouth. I do retort
the folus in thy Bowels; for I can take, and Piffol’s cock is
up, and flathing fire will follow.

Nim. 1 am not Barbafon, you cannot conjure me: I have
an humour to knock you indifferently well; If you grow foul
with me, Piffol, T will fcour you with my Rapier, as I
may in fair terms. If you would walk off, 1 would prick
vour Guts a little in good terms, as I may, and that’s the
humour of it.

Pift: © Braggard vile, and damned furious Wight,

"The Grave doth gape, and doating Death is near,
Therefore exhale.

Bard, Hear me, hear me what I fuy : He that ftrikes the
firft ftrozk, T’ll run him up to the hilts, as T am a Soldier.

Piff. An Oath of mickle might, and fury fhall abate.
Give me thy fift, thy fore-foot to me give : Thy {pirits are
more tall,

Nim. 1 will cut thy throatone time or other in fair terms,
that is'the humour of it.

Pift, Conple a gorge, that is the word. I defie thee again.
O hound of Greet, think’ft thou my Spoufe to get? No, to
the Spittle go, and from the Powdring tub of infamy, fetch
forth the Lazar Kite of Creffid’s kind, Dol Tear-[beet, fhe by
name, and her efpoufe. I have, and I will hold the Quos-
dam Quickly for the only fhe; and Pauca, there’s enoughto
g0 to.

Enter the Boy.

Boy. Mine Hoft Piffo/, you muft come to my Mafter,
and your Hoftefs: He is very fick, and would to bed. Good
Bardolph, put thy face between the fheets, and dothe Office
of a Warming-pan: Faith, he’s very ill,

Bard. Away, you Rogue.

Onicks {




Klﬂg y V. 1309

Quick. By my troth, he’ll yield the Crow a pudding one
of thefe days; the King has kill’d his heart. Good Huf=
band come prefently. [ Exir Quicks

Bard. Come, fhall I make you two Friends? We muft to
France together; why the Devil hould we keep Khnives to
cut one another’s Throats ¢

Pift. Let Flouds o’erfwell, 3nd Fiends for Feod howl on.

Nim. Yowll pay me the cight Shillings, I won of you
at Betting. :

Pift. Bafe is the Slave that pays.

Nim. That now I will have; that’s the humour of it.

Piff. As Manhood fhall compound; puth home. (Draw.

Bard., By this Sword, he that makes the firft chrufty Ili
kill him 3 by this Sword I will,

Pift. Sword is an Oath, and Oaths muft have their courf,

Bard. Corporal Nim, and thou wilt be Friends, be Friends;
and thou wilt not, why then be Enemies with me oo pre-
thee put up.

Pift. A Noble fhale thou have, and prefent Pay, and
Liquor likewife will I give to thee, and Friendfhip fhsll
combine, and Brotherhood. Til live by Nim, and
Nim fhall live by me, isnot this juft 2 For I thall Sutler be
unto the Camp, and Profits will accrue. Give us thy hand.

Nim, 1 {hall have my Noble?

Pift. In cath, moft juftly paid.

Nim. Well then, that’s the humour of’t.

Enter Hoftefs.

Hoft. Asever you came of Women, come in quickly
to Sir Fohu: A poor heart, he is {o thak’d of a burning quo-
tidian Tertian, that it is moft lamencable to behold. Sweet
Men, come to him.

Nim. The King hath run bad humours on the Knight,
that’s the even of it. %

Pift. Nim, thou halt {poke the right, his heart is fraGed
and corroborate,

Nim. The King is a good King, but it muft beas itmay;
he paffes fome humours and carreers.

Pift, Let us condole the Knight, for, Lambkins, we will live.

[Exennt.
Enter Exeter, Bedford, and Weltmorland.

Bed, Fore God, his Grace is bold to truft thefe Traitors.

£ X6
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Exe. They fhall be apprehended by and by.

Weft. How fmooth and even they do bear chemlelves,
As if Allegiance in their Bofoms fate,

Crowned with Faith and conftant Royalty.

Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend,
By interception which they dream not of.

Exe. Nay, but the Man that was his Bedfellow !
Whom he hath lul’’d and cloy’d with gracious favours,
That he thould, for a Foreign Purfe, fo fell
His Soveraign’s life to death and treachery.

[ Sound Trumpets,
Enter the King, Scroop, Cambridge, and Gray.

K. Henry. Now fits the Wind fair, and we will aboard,
My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of Aafbam,
And you my gentle Knight, give me your thoughts: *
Think you not, that the Powers we bear with us
Will cut their paflage through the Force of France?
Doing the execution, and the a&,

For which we have in head affembled them.

Scroop. No doubr, my Liege; if each Man do his beft.

K. Henry. 1 doubt not thar, fince we are well perfuaded,
We carry not a Heart with us from hence,

That grows not in a fair confent with ours:
Nor leave not one behind, that doth net with
Succefs and Conqueft to attend on us.

Cam. Never was Monarch better fear’d and lov'd,
Than is your Majefty; there’s not, I think, a Subject
That fits in heart-grief and uneafinefs
Under the {weet thade of your Government.

Gray. True; thofe that were your Father’s Enemies,
Have fteepr their Gauls in Honey, and to obferve you

~With hearts create of duty, and of zeal.

K. Henry. We therefore have great caufe of thankfulnefs
And fhall forget the Office of our hand,
Sooner than quittance of defert.and merit,
According to the weight and worthinefs.

Scroop, So Service fhall with fteeled finews toil,
And labour thall refrefh it felf with hope,
To do your Grace iaceflant fervices.

K. Henry. We judge no lefs,  Uncle of Exetery
Talarge the Man committed yefterday,

1
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That rail’d againft cur Perfos: We confider,
It was excefs of Wine that fet him on,
And on his more advice, We pardon him.

Scroop. That’s Mercy, but too much Security :
Let him be punifh’d, Soveraign, left Example
Breed, by his fufferance, more of fuch a kind.

K. Henry. O let us yet be merciful, _

Cam. So may your Highnefs, and yet puhifh too.

Gray. Sir, you fhew great mercy, if you give him Life,
After the tafte of much Corre&ion.

K. Henry. Alas, your too much love and care of me,
Are heavy Orifons ’gainft this poor wrerch,
It lictle faults, proceeding on diftemper,
Shall not be wink’d at; how fhall we ftretch our Eye
When Capital Crimes, chew'd, fwallow’d, and digefted
Appear before us2 We'll yet enlarge that Man,
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, in their dear eare
And tender prcfervation of our Perfon,
Would have him punifh’d.  And now to our Frensh Caufes;
Who are the late Commiffioners 2

Cam. 1 one, my Lord,
Your Highnefs bad me ask for it to day.

Scroop. So did you me, my Liege.

Gray. And I, my Royal Soveraign,

K. Henry. Then Richard Eal of Camsbridge, there is yours:
There yours Lord Scroop of Mafbam, and Sir Knight,
Gray of Northumberland, this fame is yours :
Read them, and know, Iknow your worthinefs.
My Lord of Weftmorland, and Uncle Exeter,
We will aboard to night. Why, how now Gentlemen 2
What fee you in thofe Papers, that you lofe
So much Complexion? Look ye how they change!
Their Cheeks are Paper. ~ Why, whar read you there,
That bath fo cowarded and chac’d your Blood
Out of appearance?

Camb. Ido confels my fault,
And do fubmit me to your Highnefs mercy.

Gray. Scroop. To which we all appeal.

K. Henry., The mercy that was quick in us but late,
By your own Counfel is fuppreft and kill’d:

You muft not dare, for fhame, to talk of mercy,
For
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For your own Reafons turn into your Bofoms,
As Dogs upon their Mafters, worrying you.
See you, my Princes and my Noble Peers,
Thefe Englifs Monfters! My Lord of Cambridge here,
You know how apt our love was to accord
To furnifh him with all appertinents
Belonging to his Honour; and this Man,
Hath for a few light Crowns, lightly confpir'd
And fworn unto the pra&ices of France
To kill us here at Hampton. To the which,
This Knight, no lefs for bounty bound to us
Than Cambridge is, hath Likewife {fworn. But O/ * 1
What fhall I fay to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel,
Ingrateful, favage, and inhuman Creature !
Thou that did’ft bear the Key of all my.Counfels,
That knew’ft the very bottom of my Soul, {
That, almoft, might'ft have coin’d me into Gold,
> Would’ft thou have pra&is’d on me, for thy ufe? .
May it be poffible, that Foreign hire "
Could out of thee extra& one fpark of Evil
That might annoy my finger? *Tis fo ftrange,
That though the truth of it ftand off as grofs,
As black and white, my Eye will fcarcely fee it.
Treafon and Murder, ever kept together,
As two yoak Devils {worn to either’s purpofe,
Working fo grofly in a Natural Caufe,
That admiration did not hoop at them.
Bur thou, ’gainft all Proportion, didft bring in
Wonder to wait on Treafon, and on Murther:
And whatfoever cunning Fiend it was
“That wrought upon thee > prepofteroufly, l
Hath got the voice in Hell for excellence: 4
And other Devils that fuggeft By-Treafons,
D> botch and bungle up Damnation,
With Patches, Colours, and with Forms, being fetcht
From glift ring Semblances of Piety :
But he that temper’d thee, bad thee ftand up,
Gave thee no inftince why thou thouldft do Treafon,
Ubnlef; to dub thee with the name of Traitor.
I that fime Dzmon that hath gull’d thee thus, £
Should with his Lion-gate walk the whole world, :-!‘é!
- : He 2
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He may return to valty Zartar back,

And tell the Legions, I can never win

A Soul fo eafic as that Englifbman's.

Oh, how haft thou with Jealoufie infe@ed

The {weetnefs of Affiance! Shew Men dutiful?
Why fo didft thou. Seem they Graveand Learned 2
Why fo didft thou. Come they of Noble Family?
Why fo didft thou. Seem they Religious?
Why fo didft thou. Or are they fpare in Diety
Free from grofs Paflion, or of Mirth, or Anger,
Conftant in Spirit, nor {werving with the Blood,
Garnifh’d and deck’d in modeft Complement,
Not working with the Eye, without the Ear,
And but in purged Judgment trufting neither?
Such and fo finely boulted didft thou feem:
And thus thy Fall hath left a kind of blot,

To make thee full fraught Man, the beft endued
With fome fufpicion, I will weep for thee.

For this revolt of thine methinks is like

Another fall of Man, Their Faults ate open,
Arreft them to the anfwer of the Law

And God acquit them of their Praices,

Exe. 1 arrelt thee of High Treafon, by the Name of Ri-
chard Earl of Cambridge.

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the Name of Thomas
Lord Scroop of MMafbam.,

I arreft thee of High Treafon, by the Name of Thomas
Grey, Knight of Northumberland.

Seroop. Our Purpofes God juftly hath difcoverd,
And I repent my Fault more than my Death;
Which I befeech your Highnefs to forgive,
Although my Body pay the price of it.

Cam. For me the Gold of France did not feduce,
Although I did admit it as a motive,

The fooner to effe@ what I intended;

But, God bethanked for prevention,

Which I in fufferance heartily will rejoyce for,
Befeeching God and you to pardon me.

Gray. Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce
At the difcovery of moft dangerous Treafon,

4 Than T do atthis hour joy o’er my [elf,

You IlL Z Prgvcntcd
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Prevented from a damned Enterprize:
My Fault, but not my Body, pardon, Soveraign.

K. Henry. God quic you in his Mercy; hear your Sentence:
You have confpir’d againit our Royal Perfon,

Join'd with an Enemy proclaim’d, ‘and from his Coffers
Receiv’d the golden Earneft of our Death;

Wherein you would have fold your King to {laughter,
His Princes and his Peers to Servitude,

His Subje@s to Oppreflion and Contempt,

And his whole Kingdom into Defolation:

Touching our Perfon, feck we no Revenge,

But we our Kingdom's fafety muft fo tender,

Whofe Ruin you three fought, that to her Laws

We do deliver you, Gey you therefore hence,

Poor miferable Wretches, to your Death; '
The tafte whereof God of his Mercy give 1
You patience to endure, and true Repentance

Of all your dear Offences.  Bear them hence. [Exennt,
Now, Lords, for France, the Enterprize whereof

Shall be to you as us, like glorious.

We doubt not of a fair and lucky War,

Since God fo gracioufly hath brought to light

This dangerous Treafon lurking in our way,

“To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now,

But every Rub is fmoothed in our way:

Then forth, dear Country-men; let us deliver

Our Puiffance into the Hand of God,

Putting it {treight in expedition.

Chearly to Sea, the figns of War advance, ‘
No King of England, if not King of France. [ Exeut, A
Emser Piftol, Nim, Bardolph, Boy, and Hoftefs.

Hoft. Prethee Honey, fweet Husband, let me bring thee
to Staines.

Piftel. No, for my manly Heart doth yern. Bardolphy
be blith : NVim, rouze thy vaunting Veins: Boy, briftle thy
Courage up; for Falftaff ke is dead, and we muft yern theres '
fore. .

Bard. Would I were with him wherefoe’er he is, either
in Heaven, or in Hell. g

Hoff. Nay, fure, he’s not in Hell; be’s in Arshur’s Bo=
fom, if ever Man went to rthwr’s Bofom; he made 2 finet /

i : end;

S
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end, and went away and it had been any Chrifom Child;
a parted juft between Twelve and One, cv'n to the turning
o'th’ Tyde ; for after I faw him fumble with the Sheets,
and play with Flowers, and {mile upon his Fingers end, [
knew there was but one way; for his Nofe was as (harp as a
Pen, and a Table of Green Fields. ~ How now, Sir Febn 2
quoth J. What Man? be a good Cheer; o acried our; God,
God, God, three or four times: Now I, to comfort him,
bid him a fhould not think of God; I hop’d there was no
need trouble himfelf with any fuch Thoughts yet: fo a bad
me lay more Clothes on his Feet: I pat my Hand into the
Bed and felt them, and they were as cold as a Stone: Then
I fele to his Knees, and fo upward and upward, all was as
cold as any Stone.

Nim, They fay he cried out of Sack.

Hoff. Ay, that a did.

Bard, And of Women.

Hoft. Nay, that a did not.

Boy. Yes, that a did, and faid they were Devils Incar-
nate.

Hoft. A could never abide Carnation, ’twas a Colour he
never lik'd. s

Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about
Women,

Hoff. A did in fome fort, indeed, handle Women; but
then he was rheumatick and talk’d of the Whore of Babylon.

Boy. Do you not remember a faw a Flea ftick upon Bar-
dolph’s Nofe, and faid it was a black Soul burning in Hell,

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain’d that Fires
Thav’s all the Riches I got in his Service.

Nim. Shall we fhogg? the King will be gone from
Southampton.

Pift. Come, let’s away. My Love, give me thy Lips:
Look to my Chattels, and Moveables; let Senfes rule;
the word is, Pitch and pay ;truft none, for Oaths are Straws,
Mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-faft is the only Dog;
my Duck, therefore, Cavero be thy Counfellor. Go, clear
thy Chriftals. Yoke-fellows in Arms, let us to France, like
Horfe=leeches, my Boys, to fuck, to fuck, the very Blood -
to fuck,

I(z'ng

5 Boy.
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Boy. Andthat's but unwholfome Food, they fay.

1 3

and march.

-~
-
-
b
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Nim. J cannot kifs, that is the humour of it; but adieu,
Pift. Let Houfwifery appear ; keep clofe, I thee command,
Hoft. Farewel; adieu. | Exeunt,
Enter the French King, the Dauphin, the Duke of Burgundy,
and the Conftable.
Fr. King. Thus come the Exglifb with full Power upon us,
And more than carefully it us concerns,
To anfwer Royally in our Defences.
Thesefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britain,
OF Brabant, and of Orleans thall make forth,
And you, Prince Damphin, with all fwift difpatchs
To line and new repair our Towns of War
With Men of Courage, and with means defendant:
For England his approaches makes as fierce
As Waters to the fucking of a Gulf,
It fits us then to be as provident
As Fear may teach us, out of late Examples,
Left by the faral and negleGed Englifh,
Upon our Ficlds.
Dau. My moft redoubted Father,
It is moft meet we arm us °gainft the Foe:
Pesce it felf fhould not fo dull a Kingdom,
(‘Tho™ W ar, nor noknown Quarrel were inqueftion)
But that Defences, Mufters, Preparationss
Should be maintain’d, aflembled and colleGed,
As were a War In expe€iation.
Therefore, I {2y, ’tis meet we all go forth,
To view the fick and feeble parts of France s
And let us do it with ro (hew of Fear;
No, with no more than if we heard that England
Were bufied with a Whitfos Morris-dance:
For, my good Liege, fhe is fo idly King'd,
Her Scepter fo fantaftically born,
By a vain, giddy, fhallow, humorous Youth,
That Fear attends her not.
Con. O Peace, Prince Dauphisn,
You are too much miftaken in this King =
Queftion your Grace the late Ambafiadors,

Sk
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With what great State he heard their Embaflie,
How well {upply’d with Noble Counfellors,
How modeft in exception, and, withal,
How terrible in conftant Refolution:
And you fhall find his Vanities fore-fpent
Were but the out-fide of the Roman Brutus,
Covering Difcretion with a Coat of Folly
As Gardeners do with Ordure hide thofe Roots
That thall ficft fpring, and be moft delicate.

Dan. Well, ’tis not fo, my Lord High-Conftable.
But tho' we think it fo, it 1s no matter:
In caufes of Defence, ’tis beft to weigh
The Enemy more mighty than he feems,
So the Proportions of defence are fill'd 5
Which of a weak and niggardly projection,
Doth, like a Mifer, fpoil his Coat with fcanting
A little Cloath.

Fr. King. Think we King Harry ftrong;
And Princes, look, you ftrongly arm to meet him,
The Kindred of him hath been flefh’d upon us:
And he is bred out of that bloody ftrain
That haunted us in our familiar Paths;
W itnefs our too much memorable Shame,
When Creffy Battel fatally was ftruck,
And all our Princes captiv’d by the Hand
Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales:
While that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ftanding,
Up in the Air, crown’d with the Golden Sun,
Saw his Heroick Seed, and {mil’d to fee him
Mangle the work of Nature, and deface
The Patterns that by God and by Freseh Fathers
Had twenty Years been made.  This is a Stem
Of that Vi&orious Stock; and let us fear
The native mightinefs and fate of him.

Enter a Meffenger.

Meff. Ambafladors from Harry, King of England,
Db crave admittance to your Majifty.

Fr. King. We'll give them prefent Audience,
Go, and bring them.
You fee this Chaft is hotly followed, Fricnds,

z -

Daxn.
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Dan. Turn Head, and ftop purfuit; for Coward Dogs
Moft fpend their Mouths, when what they feem to threaten
Runs far before them. Good my Sovereign,
Take up the Englifb fhort, and let them know,
Of what a Monarchy you are the Head :
Self-love, my Liege, is not {o vile a Sin,
As felf-negleting.
Enter Exeter.
Fr. King. From our Brother of England?
Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majefly s
He wills you in the Name of God Almighty,
That you diveft your feif, and lay apart
The borrowed Glories, that, by gift of Heaven,
Bv Law of Nature, and of Nations, ’longs
To him and to his Heirs; namely, the Crown;
And all wide-ftretched Honours that pertain, ‘
By Cuftom and the Ordinance of Times, 2
Unto the Crown of Framce. That you may know }
>Tis no finifter, ner no awkward Claim, |
Pick’d from the Worm-holes of long-vanifh’d days,
Nor from the duft of old Oblivion rak'd,
¥le fends you this moft memorable Line,
In every Branch truly demonfirative, ‘
Willing you over-look his Pedigree; . |
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 1
From his moft fam’d of famous Anceftors. '
dward the Third; he bids you then refiga
¥gur Crown and Kingdom indire@ly held
From him, the native and true Challenger.
2 Fr. King. Or elfe what follows 2
By, Bloody conftraint ; for if you hide the Crown
Evenin your Heaits, there will he rake for it
And therefore in fierce Tempett is he coming,
In Thunder and in Earthquake, like a Fove:
That if requiring fail, he will compell.
He bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord,
Deliver up the Crown, and to take mercy
On the poor Souls for whom this hungry” War
Opess this valty Jaws; and on your Head
Turning the Widow’s Tears, the Orphans Cries,
The dead Mens Bloods, the privy Maidens Groans,

For
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For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers,
That fhall be fwallowed in this Controverfie.
This is his Claim, his Threatning, and my Meflage;
Unlefs the Damuphin be in prefence here,
To whom exprefly I bring Greeting t00.
Fr. King. For us, we will confider of this further:
To morrow fhall you bear our full intent
Back to our Brother of England.
Dau. For the Danphin,
I ftand here for him; what to him from England ¢
Exe. Scorn and Defiance, flight R egard, Contempt,
And any thing that may not mif{-become
The mighty Sender, doth he prize you at.
Thus fays my King; and if your Father’sHighnefs
Do not, in grant of all Demands at large,
Sweeten the bitter Mock you fent his Majefty ;
He'll call you to fo hot an Anfwer of it,
"That Caves and womby Vaultages of France
Shall chide your Trefpafs, and return your Mock
In fecond Accent of his Ordinance.
Dan. Say, if my Father tender fair return,
It is againft my will; for I defire
Nothing but Odds with England; to that end,
As matching to his Youth and Vanity,
I did prefent him with the Paris Balls.
Exe. He'll make your Paris Lonver (hake for it,
Were it the Miftrefs Court of mighty Eurepe: &
Aad be affur’d you'll find a difference,
As we, his Subje@s, have in wonder found,
Between the Promife of his greener days
And thefe he mafters now; now he weighs Time
Even to the utmoft Grain, that you fhall read A
In your own Lofles, if he ftay in France. ;
Fr, King. To morrow you fhall know. our mind at full.
| Flonzifh.
Eve. Difparch us with 2ll fpeed, left that our King
Come here himfeif to queftion our delay, <
For he is footed in this Land already.
Fr. King. You fhallbe foondifpatch’d with fair Conditions,
A Night 1s but fmall breath, and little paufe
To anfwer matters of this Confequence, [ Excunt.
Z 4 ACT
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Enter Chorns.
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Hus with imagin’d Wing our fwift Scene flies,
In motion of no lefs celerity,

Than that of Thought. Suppofe that you have feen
The well appointed King at Dover Peer,
Embark his Royalty ; and his brave Fleet,
With filken Streamers, the young Pheebus fanning
Play with your Fancncs, and in them behold,
e He mp ¢n Tm kle ?h'p Boys cli m'u'}g
h do .?. ‘JL(_J(I‘ give
den Sails,

md,

' }:\A» row’d Sea,

g ! do but think

Yuu {tand J[ on Cm Ravage, and behold

A City on th’incos Ata at Billows dancing ;

For fo appears hn, ‘leet \A{j\.RICb,

Holding due courfe to Harflenr. Follow, follow,
Gr gﬂplg, your M nés to fternage of this Navy,

And Iuaw your England as dvad Midnight, ftill,

Guarded with Gra adfs ires, Babies and old Women,

thhcr pai?:, or not arriv’d to pitch and puiffance:

v who 1s he, whofe Chin is but enrich’d

ith one appearing Hair, that will not follow

Fhefe cull’d and choice drawn Cava'iers to France?

W 01k, work your Thoughts, and therein feea Siege
hf)ld the Ordnance on their Carriages,

faral Mouths gaping on girded H;rﬂmr,

; pofe th’ Amb:flador from the French comes back,
Wells Harry, That the King doth offer him
Kagherine his Da ughter, and with h., to Dowry
<, Mg petty and unprofitable Dukedoms,

The O Fer likes tot; and “‘uc imble Gunner

‘J’i.{h Lynftock now the devilith Cannon touches.

| Alarm, and C/mméﬁs ge of.
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And down goes all before him.  Still be kind,

And ech out our performance with your mind. [Exin

Epter King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, and Gloucefter, with
Scaling-Ladders as before Harfleur,

K. Henry. Once more unto the Breach,
ear Friends, once more;

Or clofe the Wall up with our Englifb dead

In Peace there’s nothing {0 becomes a Man

As modeft flillnefs and humility:

But when the blaft of War blows in our Ears,

Then imitate the a&ions of the Tyger;

Stiffen the Sinews, fummon up the Blood,

Difguife fair Nature with hard-favour'd Rage;

Then lend the Eye a terrible afpe& ;

Let it pry through the portage of the Head,

Like the Brafs Cannon, let the Brow o’erwhelm it;

As fearfully as doth a galled Rock

O’cer-hang and jurty his confounded Bafe,

Swill’d with the wild and wafteful @cean,

Now fet the Teeth, and firetch the Noftril wide,

Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit
nobleft Englifb,

To his full height.  On, you
Whofe Blood is fet from Fathers of War-proof ;
Fathers, that like {0 many Alexanders,
Have in thefe parts from Morn *till Even fought,
And fheath’d their Swords for lack of Argument;
Difhonour not your Mothers; now atteft,
That thofe whom you call'd Fathers did beget fou,
Be Copy now to Men of grofler Blood,
And teach them how to War; and you, good Yeomen,
Whofe Limbs were made in England, fhew us here
The mettle of your Pafture: Let us {wear,
That you are worth your breeding, which I doubenot;
For there is none of you fo mean and bafe,
That hath not noble luftre in your Eyes.
I fee you ftand like Greyhounds in the flips,
Straining upon the Start. The Game’s a-foots
Follow your Spirit; and upen this Charge;
Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George.
[ Alarm, and Chambers go off,

Enter
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Enter Nim, Bardolph, Piftol, «»d Boy.

Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the Breach, to the Breach,

Nim. *Pray thee, Corporal, 'ftay, the Knocks are too
hot; and for mine own part, I have not a Cafe of Lives;
the humour of it is too hot, that is the very plain Song of it,

Pift. The plain Song is moft juft; forhumours do abound:
Knocks go and come: God's Vaflals drop and dye; and Sword
and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win immortal Fame,

Boy. Woud I were in an Ale-houfe in London, I would
give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and fafety.

Piff. And I; if withes would prevail with'me, my pur
pofe fhould not fail with me; but thether would I hye.

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as Bird doth fing on
bough.

Enter Fluellen.

Flu. Up to the breach, you Dogs; avant, you Cullions,

Pjff. Be merciful, great Duke, to men of Mould, abate
thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, great
Duke. Good Bawgock, bate thy Rage, ufe lenity, fweet
Chuck.

Nim. Thefe be good humours; your Honour wins bad
humours. [ Exennt.

Boy. As young as 1 am, I have obferv’d thefe three
Swathers. 1 am a Boy to them all three, but all they three,
though they would ferve me, could not be Man to me;
for indeed three fuch Antiques do not amount to 2 Man;
for Bardolph, he is white-liver’d, and red-fac’d; by the
means whereof, a fices it out, but fights not; for Piffol, he
hath a killing Tongue, and a quiet Sword ; by the means
whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole Weapons 3
for Nim, he hath heard, that Men of few Words are the
beft Men, and therefore he fcorns to fay his Prayers, left a
fhould bé thought a Coward; but his few bad words are
matcht with as few good Deeds; for a never broke any
Man’s head but his own, and that was againft a Poft, when
he was druok. They will fteal any thing, and call it Pur-
chafe. Bardolph ftole a Lute-cafe, bore it twelve Leagues,
and fold ic for three half-pence. Nim and Bardolph are
fworn Brothers ia filching; and in Calice they ftolea fire:
fhovel. Tknew, by thatpiece of Service, the Men would carry
Coals. They would have me as familiar with Mens Pockets,

as



King ¢ V. 1323

as their Gloves or their Hand-kerchers; which makes much
againft my Manhood, if I would take from another’s Pocket,
to put into mine; for itis plain pocketting up of Wrongs,
I muft leave them, and feek fome better Service; their Vil
lany goes againft my weak Stomach, and therefore 1 muft
cait it up. : [Exit Boy.
Enter Gower,

Gower. Captain Fluellen, you muft come prefently to the
Mines; the Duke of Glosceffer would fpeak with you.

Flu. To the Mines?2 Tell you the Duke, it is not fo
good to come to the Mines; for lock you, the Mines are
not according to the Difciplines of War; the Concavities of
it is not {ufhcient; for look you, th’ adverfliry, you may
difcufs unto the Duke, look you, is diat himfelf four yards
under the Countermines; by Chefbs, I think a will plow up
all, if there is not better direions,

Gower. The Duke of Gloncefter, to whom the Order of
the Siege is given, is altogether direGed by an Zrifb man, a
very valiant Gentleman, I’faith,

Flu. It is Captain Mackmorrice, is it not?

Gower. 1 think it be.

Flp, By Chefbx he is an Afs, as is in the Woild, I will
verifie as much, in his Beard; he has no more dire&ions in
the true difciplines of the Wars, look you, of the Roman
difciplines, than isa Puppy-dog.

Enter Mackmorrice, and Captain Jamy.

Gower. Here a comes, and the Scors Captain, Captain
Famy, with him.

Flu. Captain Famy is a marvellous valorous Gentleman,
that is certain, and of great expedition and knowledge in the
aunciant Wars, upon my particular knowledge of his di-
rections; by Che/bn he will maintain his Argument as well
as any Military Men in the World, in the Difciplines of the
priftine Wars of the Romans.

Famy. 1 fay gudday, Captain Fluellen.

Flu.. Godden to your Worfhip, good Captain Fasmes.

Gower. How row, Captain Aackmorrice, have you quit
the Mines§ have the Pioneers given o’er 2

Mack, By Chrifh, Law, tifh ill done ; the Workifh give
over, the Tromper fourd the Retreat, . By my hand I
fwear, and by my Father’s Soul, the Work ith ili done; it

ith
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ith give over; I wouldhave blowed upthe Town, fo Chrith

fave me, law, in an hour. O tifh ill done, tifh ill done;
by my Hand tifh i1l done.

Fln, Captain Mackmorrice, 1 befeech you now, will
you vouchfife me, look you, a few difputations with you,
as partly touching or concerning the difciplines of the War,
the Roman Wars, ia the way of Argument, look you, and
friendly communication; partly to fatisfy my Opinion, and
partly for the fatisfattion, look you, of my Mind, as touch-
ing the direGien of the Milicary Difcipline, that is the

Point,

Famy. It fall be vary gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath,
and I fzll quit you with gud leve, as T may pick occafion;
thac fal I marry.

Mack. It isno time to difcourfs, fo Chrifh faveme: The
Day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, and the King,
and the Dukes itis not time to difcourfe, the Town is be-
feech’d; and the Trumpet calls us to the Breach, and we
talk, and by Chrith do nothing, ’tis fhame for usall ; fo God
fa’me ’tis fhame to ftand ftill, it is fhame by my hand; and
there is Throats to be cut, and Works to be done, and there
ith nothing done, fo Chrifh fa'me law.

Famy. By the Mes, ere theife eyes of ming takethemfelves
to flomber, ayle de gud fervice, or Ile ligge i'th’ground for
it; ay, or goto death; and Ile pay’t as valoroufly as I may,
that fal I furely do, the breff and thelong; marry, I wadfull

. fain heard fome queftion *tween you tway. ;

Flu. Captain Mackmorrice, I think, look you, under
your correction, there is not many of your Nation.

- Mack. Of my Nation? What ith my Nation? Ifh 2 Vil-
lain, and a Baftard, and a Koave, and a Rafcal? What ifh
my Nation? Who talks of my Nation.

“Flu, Look you, if you take the matter otherwife than is
meant, Captain Aackmorvice, peradventure T fhal chirk you
do not ufe me with that affability, as indifcretion you ought
to ufe me, look you, being as good a Man as your felf both
in the difciplines of Wars, and in the derivation of my birth,
and in other particulars. :

Mack. I do.not know you o good a Man asny felf, o
Chrifh fave me, I will cut off your head.

Gower. Gentlemen Both, you will miftake each other.

Famp.
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Famy. A, that’s a foul fault. (4 Parley founded,

Gower. The Town founds a Parley.

Flu. Captain Mackmorrice, when there is more better
opportunity to be requir'd, look you, I will be fo bol_d as
to tell you, I know the difciplines of War, and there is an
end. [Exennt.

Enter King Henry, and his Train before the Gates.

K. Henry. How yet refolves the Governor of the Town?
This is the lateft Parle we will admit
Therefore to our beft mercy give your felves,

Or like to Men proud of deftru&ion,

Defie us to our worlt; for as I am a Soldier,

A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beft;

If I begin the batt’ry once again,

I will not leave the half-atchieved Harflenr,

“Tillin her athes fhe lye buried.

The Gates of Mercy fhall be all fhut up,

And the fleth’d Soldier, rough and hard of heart,

In liberty of bloody hand, fhall range

With Confcience wide as Hell, mowing like Grafs

Your frefh fair Virgins, and your flowring Infants.

What is it then to me, if impious War,
Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends,
Do with his fmircht complexion all fell feats,
Enlinck to wafte and defolation?

What is’c to me, when you your felves are caufe,
If your pure Maidens fall into the hand

Of hot and forcing Violation ¢

What Rein can hold licentious Wickednefs,
When down the Hill he holds his fidrce Career?2
We may as bootlefs {pend our vain Cobmmand
Upon th’ enraged Soldiers in their Spoil,

As fend Precepts to the Zeviathan

To_came a-fhoar. - Therefore, you men of Harfleur, $ .
Take pity of your Town and of your People,
Whiles yet my Soldiers are.in my Command,
Whiles yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace
O'er-blows the filthy and contagious Clouds

Of heady Muther, Spoil, and Villany,

If not; why in a moment look to fee

The blind and bloody Soldier, with foul hand

Defire
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Defire the Locks of your (hrill-fhrieking Daughters;
Your Fathers taken by the filver Beards,
And their moft reverent Heads dafht to the Walls:
Your naked Infants {pitted upon Pikes,
While the mad Mothers, with their howls confus’d,
Do break the Clouds; as did the Wives of Fewry,
At Herod's bloody-hunting {laughter-men.
What fiy you? Will you yield, and this avoid?
Or guilty in defence be thus deftroy’d?
Enter Governor.
Gov. Our expe&ation hath this day an end:
The Danphin, of whom Succours we entreated,
Returns us, that his Powers are yet not ready,
To raile fo great a Siege. - Therefore, great King,
We yield our Town and Lives to thy foft Mercy:
Enter our (Gates, difpofe of us and ours,
For we no longer are defenfible.
K. Henry. ©pen your Gates: Come, Unkle Exeter,
Go you and enter Harflesr, there remain,
And fortifie it ftrongly "gainft the French:
" Ufe mercy to them ali for us, dear Unkle.
“The Winter coming on, and Sicknefs growing
Upon our Soldiers, we will retire to Calais. |
To night in Harflenr we will be your Gueft,
To morrow for the March we are addreft.
[Elowrifb, and enter the Tows.
Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman.
Kath, Alice, tw as efpé en Angleterre, & tu parlois bien le
Langnage. ;
Alice. Un pew, Madame.
Kath. Fe te prie de m’enfeigners il fant que § appremnc 4
parler.  Comment appellé vous la main en Anglois?
Alice. La main, il eft appellé; de Hand,
Kath. De Hand.
Alice. Et le doyt. :
Kath. Le doyt, me foy je owblic le doyt, mais je me [onvien-
dray le doyt, je penfe q#'ils ont appellé des fingres, ony de fingress
Alice. La mainy de Hand, le doyr, le Fingres, Fe pesfe
gue je [uis le bon efcolier. :
Kath, Fay gaigné denz mots & Anglois viftement, comment
appellé wons les ongles ¢

Alice. |-
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Alice. Les ongles, les appellons de Nayles.

Kath. De Nayles efcontez : dires moys Ji j¢ parle biens de
Hand, de Fingresy de Nayles _

Alice. Ceft bien dit Madame, il eff fore bou Anglois.

Kath. Dites moy en Anglois le bras,

Alice. De Arme, Adadame.

Kath, E: le Conde.

Alice. D’ Elbow.

Kath. D'Elbow : Je w'en faitz la reperision de tons les
mOts que vour wi aviz apprins dés a prefent.

Alice, 11 oft trop difficile Madame, comme je penfe.

Kath, £xcufe moy Alice, efcomte, dHand, de Fingrey de
Nayles, &’ Arme, de Bilbow,

Alice. D’ Elbow, Adadame.

Kath. O Seignenr Dien, je m'en ounblie: d’Elbow, commiens
appellé wous le col ?

Alice. De Neck, Madame.

Kath. De Neck, & le manton 2

Alice. De Chin,

Kath., De Sin, le coly de Neck : le manton, de Sin.

Alice. Ouy. Samfwoftre honnenr en verité vous prononcids
les mots anffi droiét, qme le Navifs 4 Angleterre,

Kath. Fene doute point d'apprendre par la grace de Dien,
& en pen de temps.

Alice. N'avez vous pas defia oubli¢ ce gue je vons ay en-
Jeipné.

Kath. Ny je reciteray a vous promptemens dHund, de
Fingre; de Nayles, Madame.

Alice. De Nayles, Madame,

Kath. De Nayles, de Arme, de Ibow.

Alice. Sauf voftre honneur 4 Elbow.

Kath. Ainfi dis-je Elbow, de Necky de Sin i commey,
pellé vous les pieds ¢ de robe,

Alice. Le Foor Madame, ¢ le Connt.

Kath, Le Foor, ¢ le Cownr : O Seignenr Dicw ! ce font des
moLs mauvais, corruptible ¢ impudique, €& non powr les Damnes
d' Honnenr d'ufer : Fe ne vondrois pronowcer ces mots devans.
les Seignenrs de France, powr tout le monde! 1l fant le Foor,
& le Connt, neant moins.  Je reciteray un antrefois ma lecon
enfemble, d'Hand, de Fingre, de Nayles, d' drme, 4'Elbow,
de Neck, de Sin, de Foot, de Connt.

¢ aps

Alice.
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Alices Excellent, Madamse.
Kath. Ceft affex ponr une fois, allons nows e difuer.| Exeunt.
Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Dxke of Britain, the
Conftable of France, and, others.
Fr. K. 'Tis certain he hath pafs'd the River Some,
Gon. And if he be not fought withal, my Lord,
Let us not live in France; let us quit all,
And give our Vineyards to a Barbarous People.
Das. O Dicn vivant! fhall a few Sprays of us,
The emptying of our Father’s Luxury,
Our Syens, put in Wild and Savage Stock,
Spirt up fo fuddenly into the Clouds,
And-over-look their Grafters?
Brit. Noymans, but Baltard Normans, Norman Baftards,
Mort de ma vie, if thus they march along
Unfought withal, but I will {ell my Dukedom,
To buy a flobbry and a dirty Farm
In that nook-fhorten Ifle of Albion.
Can. Dien de Batailles! Where have they this Mettled
Ts not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull?
On whom, as in defpight, the Sun looks pale,
Killing their Fruit with Frownst Can fodden Water,
A Drench for Sur-reyn’d Jades, their Barly-broth,
Deco& their cold Blood to fuch valiant heat?
‘And fhall our quick Blood {pirited with Wine,
Seem frofty 2 O! for the Honour of our Land,
Let us not hang like roping Ificlcs
Upon our Houfes Thatch, whiles a more {rofty People
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields:
Poor we may call them, in their Native Lords.
Dan. By Faith and Honour,
Our Madams mock at us, and phinly fay,
Our Mettle is bred out, and they wiil give
Their Bodies to the Luft of Exngli/b Youth,
To New-ftore France with Baftard Warriors.
Brit- They bid us to the Englifb Daacing Schools,
‘Ard teach Lavalta's high, and (wilt Curranto’s,
Saying, our Grace is' only in our Heels,
And that we are moft lofty Run-aways,
Fr. King, Where is Montjoy, the Herald 2 fpeed him hence,
Let him greet England with our fharp Defiance.
Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edg'd, More
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More fharper than your Swords, hie to the Ficld:
Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France;
You Duke of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry,
Alanfon, Brabant, Bar, and Bargundy,
Fagnes Chatilliony, Rambures, Vandcmont,
Beanmont, Grandpree, Ronffiey and Emlwrbrid:;c,
Loys, Leftrale, Boucignall, ard Charaloys,
High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings;
For your great Seats, now quit you of great (hames :
Bar Harry E;ZT/mzd that fweeps through our Land
With Penons painted in the Blood of Harfleur:
Ruth on his Hoft, as doth the melted Snow
Upon the Vallies, whofe low Vaffal Seat,
The Aips doth fpit, and void his rtheum upon.
Go down upon him, you have Power cnough,
And in a Cdptlve Chariot, into Roan
Bring him our Prifoner.

Con. This becomes the Great.
Sorry am I hte ! um,ers are fo fe W
His Soldiers {ick, and famifht in their March:
For I am fure, when he fhall fee our Army,
, He’'ll drop his Hgart into the fink of Fear,
, And for Atchievément, offer us his Ranfom.

Fr. King. Therefore Lord Conftsble, halte on Mountjoy
And let him fay to England, that we f:nd,

To know what W'ng Ranfom he will give
Prince Daxphin, you fhall ftay wizh 1 us in Roans

Dan, Not I, 1 do befiech w..1 Majelty.

Fr, King. Be patient, for you fhal ]rc*-mm with us.
Now forth Lord Conftable and Princes all;

And quickly bring us word of England’s Fall, [ Exeunt.
ther Gower and Fluellen,

Gow, How now,Captain Fluellen,come you fromthe Bridge? .

Flu, 1 aflure you, there is very excellent Services com-
mitted at the Bridge.

Gow, Is the Duke of Exerer fafc?

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as dgamem«
#0s, and a Man that I love and honour with my Soul, and
my Heart, and my Duty, and my Life, and my meg, and
my uttcrmoﬂt Power. He isnot, God h(* praifed and blefled,
any hurt in the World, but k;cps the Bridf’e moft valiantly,

Vor, III. A a with
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with excellent Difcipline. There is an ancient Lieutenant
there at the Bridge, I think in my very Confcierce he 1s 2
Valiant a Man as Mark Anthonys and he 1s a Man of no Efti-
mation in the World, but I did fee him do as gallant Service,

Gow. What do you call him?

Fis. He is cal’d Ancient Piffol.

Gow. 1 know him not. 4

Enter Piftol.

Flu. Here is the Man,

Pift. Captain, I thee befeech to do me favours: The Duke
of Excter doth love thee well,

Flu: 1,1 praife God, and I have merited fome love at his
hands.

Piff. Bardolph, a Soldier firm and found of Heart, and of
buxom Valour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy Fortune’s fu-
rious fickle Wheel, that Goddefs blind, that {tands upon the
rolling reftlefs Stone

Flu. By your Paticnce, ancient Piftel: Fortune is painted

blind, with a Muffler before her Eyes, to fignific to you,:
that Forrune is blind; and fhe is painted alfo with a Wheel,
to figoifie to you, which is the Mora of it that the is turning
and inconftant, and mutability, and variatioh; and her Foot,
look you, is fixed upon a Spherical Stoae, which rowles,
and rowles, and rowles; in good truth, the Poet makes a
moft excellent defcription of it: Fortune is an excellent Mo-
ral.
Pift. Fostune is Bardolph’s Foe, and frowns on him; for he
hath ftoln a Pax, and Hanged muft a be; Damoed Death;
let Gallows gape for Dog, let Man go frec, and let not
Hemp his Wind-pipe fuffocate ; but Exeter hath given
the Doom of Death for Pax of little Price. Therefore
go fpeak, the Duke will hear thy voice; and let not Bar-
dolph’s vital Thread be cut with edgeof Penny-Cord, and vile
reproach. $peak Captain for his Life, and I will thee requites
Fls. Ancient Piffol, I do partly underfland your mean=
ing.
Piff. Why then rejoyce thercfore.
Flx. Certainly Ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice at;
for if, look you, he were.my Brother, I would defire the
Duke to ufe his good Pleafure, and pnt him to Execution;

for Difcipline ought to be ufed, .
Pifts
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Piff. Die, and be damn’d, and Figo for thy Friendfhip.

Fin. It is well, :

Pit. The Fig of Spain. [ Exit Pift:

Fln. Very good,

Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Rafcal, I remems
ber him now;“a Bawd, a Cut-purfe.

Flu. Tl affure you, a utt’red as prave words at the Pridge,
as you fhall fee in a Summers Day ; butit is very well 3 what
he has fpoke to me, that is well, [ warrant you, when time
is ferve.

Gow. Why ’tis a Gull, a Fool, a Rogue, that now and
then goes to the Wars, to grace himfclf at his return into
London, under the form of a Soldier; and {fuch Fellows are
perfe&t in the Great Commanders Names, and they will
learn you by rote where Services were done; at fuch and
fuch a Sconce, at {uch a Breach, at fuch a Convoy; who
came off bravely, who was fhot, who difgrac’d, what terms
the Enemy ftood on; and thisthey con perfecily in the Phrafe
of War, which they trick up with new-tuned Oaths; and
what 2 Beard of the Generals Cut, and a horrid Sute of the
Camp, will do among foaming Bottles, and Ale-wath’d wits,
is wonderful to be thought on; but you muft learn to know
fuch flanders of the Age, or elfe you may be marvelloufly
miftook.

Flu. Ttell you what, Captain Goaver; 1 do perceive he is
not the Man that he would gladly make fhew to the World
he is; if [ find a hole in his Coat, I will tell him my mind;;
hear you, the King is coming, and I muft fpeak wich him
from the Pridge.

Drum and Colonrs. Enter the King and bis
poor Soldjers.

Flu. God plefs your Majetty.

K. Henry. How now Fluellen, cam’{t thou from the Bridge?

Fin. I, {o pleafe your Majefty : The Duke of Exerer has
very gallandy maintain’d the Pridge ; the French is gone
off, look you, and there is gallant and moft prave Paflages ;
marry, th’ athverfary was have poffeffion of the Pridge, but
he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of Exeter is Malter
of the Pridge: I can tell your Mijefty, the Dukeis a prave
Man,

K. Henry. What Men have you loft, Fluellen?

Q2 2
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Flu. The perdition of th’athverfary hath been very graat,
reafonsble great; marry for my part, I think the Duke hath
loft never 3 Min, but one is ke to be executed for
Robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Majefty know
the Mans His Face is all Bubukies, and W helks, and Knobs,
and flimes a Fire, and his Lips blows at his Nofe, and it is
like a Coal of Fire, fometimes plue, and fometimes red, but
his Nofec is executed, and his Fire’s out.

K. Henry. We would have all { ich Offenders fo cut off,
and we give cxprefs charge, that in our Marches through
the Country, there be nothing compell’d from the Villages;
nothing t:ken, but paid for; none of the Freach upbraided
or abufed in difdainful Language 5 for when  Lenity and
Cruclty play for a Kingdom, the gentler Gamefter s the
foonelt Wirner,

Tucket [ounds. Eater Mountjoy.

Monnt. You know me by my Habit. [thee?

K, Henry, Well then, I know thee ; what fhall I koow of

Monnt. My Mafter’s Mind.

K. Henry. Unfold it.

Mowns. Thus fays my King : Say thou to Harry of Exg-
land, though we fiem’d dead, we did but f{leep: Advan-
tage is a batter Soldier than Rathnef.  Tell him, we could
have rebuk’d him at Hurflenr, but that we thought not
good to bruife an Injury, ’ull it were full ripe. Now we
fpesk upon our Cue,and pur Voiceis imperial: England (hall
repent his Foily, fee his Weaknels, and admire our Suffe-
ranice. -Bid him therefore_confider of his Ranfom, which
muft proportion the Lofles 'we have born, the Subjeéts we
have. Ioft, the Difgrace 'we have digefted; which in weight
to re-anfwer, his Pettinefs. would bow under. Fot our
I.offes, his Exchequer is too poor; for th’effafion of our
Blood, the Mufler of his Kingdom too faint a Number;
_and for our Difgrace, his own Peifon kaeeling at our Feet,
but a weak. and worthiefs SaristaGtion. To this add Defi-
ance; and tell kim for conclufion, he hath betray’d his Fol-
lowers, whofe Condemnation is pronounc’d. So far my King
and Maflter; fo much my Office,

K. Henry. What is thy Name? T know thy Quality.

Ponint. Honn1 ]2y

K. Henrps
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K, Henry. Thou do’ft thy Office fairly. Turn thee back,
And tell thy King, I donot feek him now,
But could be wn!.um to march on to Calais,
Without impeachment; for to fay the footh,
Though ’tis no Wifdom to confefs {o much,
Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage,
My Pw'v‘ are with S;i..""h .m*uh enfeebled,
1\},’ L\uu LJI ] 319 ’ and il 'JL “- w I éd.V:.,
Alnm‘ no better than {5 many f*'/:m/};
ho wh:‘ they were. in h [

b, I tell thee, Herall,
I thought, upon one pair of Englifh Legs
t Did march three Frenchmen, Yet forgive me, Ged,
i That I do brag thus; this your air of France
Hath blown that Vice in me; I muft repent.
Go therefore tell thy M.fter, herelam;
My Ranfcm is this frail and w rehle (s Trv'i:;
My Army, but a weak and i suard ¢
Yet God before, tell him we wi fl come on,
F’IUU“ . France w»"”h:ziﬂ &"J\i ih.; ( x\x:hi:}){"l'r
f Stand in our way. There’s fo r thy Labour, Adountjoy.
1. God bid thy Mafter well advife himfcl§
If we may pafs, we will; if we be i”"ucd
We fhall yout tawny Ground with you rcd Blood
Dl& iour; and fo Adountjoy fare you wells
“he fum of all eur Anfwer is but thés,
'W~ will not feek a Battel, as we are,
Nor as we are, we {iy, we will not (hun it:
;‘;v So tell your Ma ‘Lc
' Mounr. 1 thall deliver fo: Thanks to your Highnels, [ Exis,
Glo. I hope they will noet come upon us Now.
I, Hen wry. We are in God’s hand, Brother, not in theirs @
March to the Bridge, it now draws toward Night,
Beyond the River wJI' encamp our felves,

! And on to morrow bid them march aw aye [ Exennt.
Enter the Conftable of France, the Lord Rambures, Orleans,
Da'sr)hm, with others.

Cona Tut, [ havé the beft Armour of the World; would
it were day.
Orl, You have an excellent Azmiour; but let my Hole
have his due,
Cons It is the belt Horfc of Exrope.
AN Orl,

-

|5
e




1334 The U1 E of
Orl. Will it never be Morning 2
Dan. My Lotd of Orleans, and my Lord High Confts-

ble, you talk of Horfe and Armour?

Orl. You are as well provided of both, as any Prince in
the World.

Dan. What a long Night is this? I will not change my
Horle with any that treads but on four Pafterns; ch’ha; he
bounds from the Earth, as if his Entrails were hairs; Le
Cheval wolant, the Pegafus, quil a les narines de fen. When
I beftride him, T foar, I am a Hawk; he trots the Air;
the Earth fings, when he touches it; the bafeft Horn of
his Hoof is more Mufical thao the Pipe of Hermes.

Orl. He’s of the colour of a Nutmeg.

Dan. And of the heat of the Ginger, It isa Bealt
for Perfens; he is pure Air and Fire; and the dull Ele
ments of Earth and Water never appear in him, but ons
1y in patient {tilnefs while his Rider amounts him; he

3c indeed a Horfe, and all other Jades you may call

Bealts.
Con, Indeed my Lord, it is a moft abfolute and excellent
Horfe.

Das. Tt is the Prince of Palfrays, his Neigh is like the
bidding of a Monarch, and his Countenance enforces Ho-

m:’,gc.

Orl. No more, Coufif.

Dax. Nay, the Man hath 5o wit, that cannot from the
rifing of the Lark to the lodging of the Lamb, vary de-
ferved praife on my Palfiay 5 it is a Theme as fluent as the
Ses: Turn the Sands into eloquent Tongues, and my Horfe
is argument for them all; “tis a fubje& for a Soveraign to

réafon-ov, and for a Soveraigi’s Soveraign to ride on; and
for the World, familiar, to s, and unkiown, to lay apart
their particular Fanctions, and wonder at him. 1 once
<rit 2 Sonnet in his praife and began thus, Wonder of Na-

2 4re
" OvL 1 have heard a Sonnet begin fo to ones Miftrefs.

Daws Then did they imitate that, which I compos'd 0
my Courfer, for my Horfe is my Miftrefs. '
¥ opk Y our Miltrefs bears well, X

Dasis
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Dax. Me well, which is the prefcuipt praife and perfe-
&ion of a good and particular Miltrefs-

Con. Nay, for methought Yefterday your Miftrefs threwd-
ly {lrook your back.

Dasn. So perhaps did yours.

Con. Mine was not bridled.

Dax. O then belike the was old aid gentle, and you
rode like 2 Kerne of Ireland, your French Hofe off; and in
your ftrait Stroffers.

Con. You have good judgment in Horfemanthip.

Das. Be warn’d by me then; they that ride fo, and ride
not warily, fall into foul Bogs; I had rather have my Horfe
to my Miftrefs.

Cow. I had sslieve have my Miftrefs a Jade,

Daw. 1 tell thee, Conftable, my Miftrels wears his own
Hair.

Con. T could make as true a Boalt as that, if I had a Sow
to my Miftrefs. :

Dol. Le chien eft retonrné a [on propre vomiflement, & la
syuie lavée an bonrbier; thou mak'ft ufe of any thing.

Con. Yet do I not ufe my Horfe for my Miftrcfs, or any
fuch Proverb, fo little kin to the purpofe.

Ram. My Lord Conftable, the Armour that I faw in
your Tent to Night, are thofe Stars or Suns upon it?

Con. Stars, my Lord.

Dan. Some of théem will fall to marrow, 1 hope.

Con. And yet my Sky fhall nor want.

Dax. That may be, for you bear a many fuperfluoufly,
and ’twere more honour-fome were away.

Con. Ev’n as your Horfe bears your praifes, who would
trot as well, were fome of your brags difmounted.

Das. Would I were able to load him with his defert.
Will it never be day?2 1 will trot to morrow a Mile, and
my way fhall be paved with Englifb Faces,

Con. 1 will not fay fo, for fear I fhoulds be fac’'d out of
my way; but I would it were Morning, for 1 'would fain
be about the Ears of the Englifh,

Ram. Who will go Hazard with me for twenty Prifo-

ners$

Aia g Coxs
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Cori. You muft firft gc your {tIf to hazard, ¢'er you have
thems

Dan, *Tis Mid-nighr, Tll go arm my felf. [Exiti

Orl. The Danphin longs for Morning. |

Ram. He longs to eat the nglifb.

Con. I thigk he will eat all hekills.

Orl. By the white Hand of my Lady, he’s a2 gallant
Prince.

Cons Swear by her Foot, that the may tread out the
Qath.
 Orl, Heis fimply the moft a&tive Gentleman of France.

Con. Doing is activity, and he will ftill be doing.

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of.

Con. Nor will do none to morrow; he will keep that
good Name {till,

Orl. 1 know him to-be valiant,

Cone 1 was told that, by one that kaows him better than
70U

Orl. What’s he?

Con. Maity, he told me fo himfelf, and he faid he car'd
not who knew it.

Orl. He needs not, it is no hidden Virtue in him,

Con. By my Faith, Sir, but it is; never any body faw
it, but his Lacquey; tis a hooded Valour, and when it ap-
pears, it will abate,

Orl, Til-will never faid well.

Con. 1 will cap that Proverb with, There is Flattery in
Friendfbip. ;

Orl, And I will take up that with, Give the Devil his
dne.

Cons Well plac'd ; there flarnds your Friend for the De-
vil; have at the very Eye of that Proverb with, 4 Pox of
the Devil. .

Orl. You are the better at Proverbs, by how much 4
Fool's Bolt is foon [liot. - ‘

Con. You have fhot over. '

Orl. ’Tis not the firft time you were over-fhot.

Enter a Meﬂl‘n‘ger.

Meff: My Lord high Conftable, the Englifb lye within
fificen hundred Paces of your Tents,
Con. Who hath meafur’d the Ground?

£y
(e
-
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Me[l. The Lord Grandpree.

Con. A valiant and moft expert Gentleman. Would it
were day. Alas poor Harry of England; he lovgs not for
the Dawning, as we do,

Orl. What a wretched and peevith Fellow is this King
of England, to mope with his fat-brain’d Followers fo far
out of his knowledge.

Con. 1f the Englifh had any apprehenfion, they would run
away.

Orl. That they lack; for if their Heads had any intelle-
&ual Armour, they could never wear any fuch heavy Head-

§ Ppieces.

Ram. That Hland of England breeds very valiant Crea-
tures ; cheir Maftiffs are of unmatchable Courage.

Orl. Foolifh Curs, that ran winking into the Mouth of
2 Ruffian Bear, and have their Heads crufh’d like rotten Ap-
ples; you may as well fay, that’s a valiant Flea, that dare
to eat his breakfift on the Lip of a Lior,

Con. Juft, juft; and the Men do {ympathize with the
Matftiffs, in robuftieus and rough coming on, leaving their
Wits with their Wives 5 and then give them great Meals of
Beef, and Tron and Stecl; they will eat like Wolves, and
fight like Devils.

Orl. Ay, but thefe Englifb are fhrewdly out of Beef,

Con. Then fhall we find to morrow, they have only
Stomachs to eat, and none to fight, Now is it time to arm;
come, fhall we aboutit?

Orl, It is now two a Clock; but let me fee, by ten
We fhall have each a hundred Engli fbmen. [ Excuns,

ACTEIN S CENE T

Euter Chorus.

O W entertain ConjeGure of a time,

When creeping Murmur and the poring Dark
Fills the wide Veflel of the Univerfe.
From Camp.to Camp, through the foul Womb of Night,
The
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The Hum of either Army Ttilly founds,
Thatithe fixe Cenrinels almoft receive
The fecree Whifpers of each others Watch,
Fire anfwers fire, and through their paly flames

Each Battel fees the others umber’d face,

Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftful Neighs

Piercing the Night’sdull Ear; and from the Tents,

The Armourers accomplifhing the Knights,

With bufic Himmers clofing Rivets up, !
Give dreadful Note of Preparation. ‘
The Country Cocks do crow, the Clocks do towl;
And the third Hour of droufie Morning nam'd,
Proud of their Numbers, and fecure in Soul,

The confident and over-lufty French,

Do the low-rated Exglifb play at Dice :

And chide the criple-tardy-gated Night,

Who like a foul and ugly Witch do’s limp

So tedioufly away. The poor condemned Englifb
Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires g
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate

The Mornings Danger: and their gefture fad,
Invefting lank-lean Cheeks, and War-worn Coats,
Prefented them unto the gazing Moon 1

e e

So many horrid Ghofts. O now wha will behold
The Royal Captain of this ruin’d Band

W alking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent, t
Let him cry, Praife and Glory on his Head s '
For forth he goes, and vifits all his Hoft,

Bids them good morrow with a modeft Smile,
And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Country-men,
Upon his Royal Face there is no Note,

How dread an Army hath enrounded him;

Nor doth he Dedicste one jot of Colour

Unto the weary and all-watched Nighe:

But frefhly looks, and ever-bears Attaint,

With chearful Semblance, and {weet Majefty :
That every Wretch, pining and pale before,
Beholding him, plucks Comfort from his Looks.
A Largefs univerfaly like the Sun,

His liberal Eye doth give to every one,

Thawing cold Fear, that mean and gentle all :
: : Behold,
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Behold, as miy Unworthinefs define,
A little touch of Harry in the Night.
And fo our Scene muft to the Battel fly :
Where, O for pity, we {hall much difgrace,
With four or five moft vile and ragged foils
(Right il difpos’d, in brawl ridiculous)
The Name of Aginconr:. Yet fit and fee,
Minding true things, by what their Mock’ries be, [ Exir.
Enter King Henry, Bedford, 4#d Gloucefter.
K. Henry. Glo'fler, ’tis true that we are in great danger,
The greater therefore thould our Courage be,
Good morrow, Brother Bedford: God Almighty,
There is fome Soul of Goodnefs in things Evil,
Would Men obfervingly diftil it out,
For our bad Neighbour makes us early Stirrers,
Which is both Healthful, and good Husbandrv.
Befides, they are our eutward Confciences,
And Preachers to us all; admonithing,
That we fhould drefs us fairly for our end.
Thus may we gather Honey from the Weed,
And make a Moral of the Devil him{elf,
Enter Erpingham.
Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpingham :
A good foft Pillow for that good white Head
Were better, than a churlith Turf of France.
Erping. Not o my Liege, this Lodging likes me better,
Since I may {ay, now lye I like a King.
K. King. *T1s good for Men to love their prefent pain,
Upon Example, fo the Spirit is eafed:
And when the Mind is quickned, out of doubt
The Organs, though Defun& and Dead before,
Break up their drowfie Grave, and newly move
With cafted flough; and frefh celerity.
Lend me thy Cloak, Sir Themas: Brothers both,
Commend me to the Princes in our Camps - -
Do my good moriow to them, and anon
Defire them all to my Pavillion.
Glo. We fhall, my Liege.
Erping. Shall I attend your Graceg
K. Henry. No, my good Knight :
Go with my Brothers to my Lords of England

King
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I and my Bofom muft debate a while,
And then I would no other Company.

Erp. The Lord in Heaven blefs thee, noble Harry. [Exenn,

Ke Henry. God a mercy, old Heart, thou fpeak't chege
fully.

Enter Piftol.

Pifts Ouivala?

K, Henry: A Friend.

Pift. Difcufs unto me, art-thou Officer, or art thou bafe,
common and popular 2

K. Henry. T am a Gentleman of a2 Company.

Pift. Trail ft thou the puiffant Pike?

K. Henry. Even {fo: What are you 2

Pift. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor.

K. Henry, Then you are better than the King.

Pift. The King's 2 Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a Lad
of Life, un Imp of Fame, of Parents good, of Filt moft va-
hiant: Lkifs his dirty Shooe, and from Heart-ftring I love
the lovely Bully. What is thy Name?

K. Hexvy. Harry le Roy.

Pift. Le Roy! aCornifh Name: Art thou of Cornifl Crew?

K. Hewry, No, I am aWelchman.

Pift. Know'lt thou Fluellen?

K. Henry, Yes.

Biff. ‘Tell him Pl kneck his Leek about his Pate upon
St. David’s day.

K. Henry. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cap that
day, left he knock that about yours.

Pif?. Arcthou his Friend 2

K. Henry. And his Kinfman too.

Piff. The Figo for thee then,

K. Henrye' I thack youz God be with you.

Piff. My name is Piffol call’d, [ Exit.

K. Henry, It forts well with your fiercenefs,

[[Manet King Henrys
Enter Flucllen and Gower.

Gaw, Captain Flucllen,

Flu. So, w the Name of Jefu Chrift, fpesk fewers It is
the greateft admiration in the univerfil World, when the

strue and auncicnc Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars is not
kept: If you would take the pains but to examiné the Wars
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of Pompey the Grear, you fhall find, I warrant you, that

there isno tiddle taddle; nor pibble babble in Pompey’s Camp 2
I warrant you, you fhall find the Ceremonies of the Wars,
and the Cares of it, and the Pormsofit, and the S briety
of it, and the Modefty of it, to be otherwife,

Gow. Why, the Enemy is loud, you hear him all
Night, ,

Flu. If the Enemy is an Afc, and 2 Fool, and 2 prating
Coxcomb, is it meet, thiok you, that we fhould alfo, look
you, be an Afs, and a Fool, and a prating Coxcomb, in your
own Confcience now?

Gow. 1 will fpeak lower.

£lu. I pray you,and befeech you, that you will. [Exennt.

K. Henry, Tho it appear a little our of fafhion,

There is much Care and Valour in this Welchman,
Lnter three Soldiers, John Bates, Alexander Court, gnd
: Michael Williams.

Court. Brother Fohn Bases, is not that the Morning, which
brezks yonder?

Bares. I thirk it he

fire the approch of day

) ot

but we have no great caufe to de-

onder the Beginning of the day, but
I think we fhill never fee the End of ir. . Who goes
there?

K. Hesry, A-Frierd,

Will. Under what Captain ferve you 2

K. Henry. Under Sir Fohn Erpingham.

Will. A good old Ccramander, and 2 moft kind Gentle=
man: [ pray yow, what thinks he of our Eftate?

K, Henry. Even as Men wrack’d upon a Sand, that look
to be wath’d off the next Tide.

Bates. He hath not told his Thought to the King?

<l we

~

Williams, We fee y

K, Henry. Woj nor is it meet he {hould : For though I
fpeak it to yous I thing the King is but a Man, as I am:

3
2L ; :
i he Violet fmells

1ells to him, as it doth to me; the Element
thews to him, as it doth to me 5 all his Senfes have but hus
man Conditions. His Ceremonies laid by, in his Nakedrefs
he appears but 2 Mag; and tho’ his A fe&ions are higher
mounted than oure, yet when they floop they ftoop with
the like Wing: Therefore, when he fees resfon. of Fears,
as we do, his Fears, out of doubt,. be of the fame relith as

urs
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ours arey yety iireafon, no Man hould poflefs him with any

appearance of Feat 5 leit he, by thewing it, fhould difhearten
i’.’\iS Ali‘ﬂ'iy. :
Bates. Hemay (hew what outward Courage he will; but,
I belicve, ascold ght as’tis, hecould wilh himfelfinthe.
Thames up to the Neck, and fo 1 would he were, and I by
him, atall Adventures, {o we were quit here. :
K. Henry. By my troth, 1 will {peak my Confcience of
the King ; I think he would not with himfelf any where but
where he is.
Bates. Then would he were here alone; fo fhould he be’
fure to be ranfomed, and a many poor Mens Lives faved,
K. Henry. I dare fay, you love him not {o ill to wifh him
here alones howfoever, you fpeal

]

~

k this to feel other Mens
Minds. Methinis I could not die any where fo contented s
in the King's Company ; his Caufe being juft, and his Quig-
rel honourable.

will. That's more than we know.

Bates. Ay, or more than we fhould feck afcer, for we
kaow enough, if we koow we are the King’s Subjeéts: Ifhis
Caufe be wrong, cur Obedience to the King wipes the Crime
of it out of us.

WL, But if the Caufe be not good, the King himfelf
hath a heavy Reckoning to make, when all thofe Legs, and
Arms, and Heads chop’d off in a Battel, fhall join together
at the latter day, and cry all, W% dy'd at fucha Place fome
Swearing, fome crying for aSurgeon; fome upon their Wives
left poor behind them ; fome upon the Debtsthey owe; fome
upon their Children rawly left: T am afear’d there are few
die well that die in Battel; for how can they charitably dif-
pofe of any thing when Blood is their Argument? Now, if
thefe Men do not die well, it will be a black matter for the
King, that led them to it, whom to difobey, were againft
all'proportion of Subjeétion.

K. Henry. So, if a Son, that is by his Father fent about
Merchandize, do finfully mifcarry upon the Sea, the impu-
sation of his Wickednefs, by your Rule, fhould be impofed
upon his Father that fent him; or, if a Servant, under his
Mafter’s Command, tranfporting a fum of Mony, be affaild
by Robbers, and die in miny irreconcil'd Iniquities; you
mazy call the bufinefs of the Mafter the Author of the Sef-

vant’s
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vant's Damuation; but this isnot o2 The King is notbound
to anfwer the particular endings of his Soldiers, the Father
of his Son, northe Mafter of his Servant; for they purpofe
" not their Death, when they purpofe their Services. Befides,
there is no King, be his Caufe never {o fpotiefs, if it come
to the Arbitrement of Swords, can try it out with all un-
fpotted Soldicrs: Some, peradventure, haveon them the guile
of premeditated and contrived Murther; fome, of beguil-
ing Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjury; fome, makin
the Wars their bulwark, that have before gored the gentle
Bofom of Peace with Pillage and Robbery. Now, if thefe
Men have defeated the Law, and out-run Native Puniths
ment; though they can out-firip Men, they have no Wings
ta fly from God. War is his Beadle, War ishis Vengeances
fo that here Men are punifh’d, forbefore breach of the King’s
Laws, in now the King’s Quarrel; where they feared the
Death, they haveborn Lifeaway, and where they would be
fafe they perith. Then if they die unprovided, no more is
the King guilty of their Damnation, that he wasbefore guil-
ty of thofz Impicties, for the which they are now vifited,
Every Subjet’s Duty is the King’s, but every Subje&’s
Soul 15 his own. Therefore thould every Soldier in the
Wais, as every fick Man jn his Bed, wath every Moth out
of his Conlcience: And dying fo, Death is to h'm advan-
tage; or notdying, the time was blefedly loft, wherein fuch
preparation was gained; and in him that efcapes, it were nop
Sin to think that making God fo free an offer, he let him oug-
live that day to fee his Greatnefs, and to teach others how
they thould prepare,

WL °Tis certain, every Man that dies ill, the ill isupon
his own Head, the King is not to anfwer for it.

Bates. I donot defire he fhould anfwer for me, and yet
I'determine to fight luftily for him.

K. Henry. I my felf heard the King fay, he would not be
ranfom’d.

Will. Ay, he faid fo, to make us fight chearfully; but when
our Throats are cur, he may be ranfom’d, and ‘we ne’er the
wifer,

fl(. Henry, If I live to feeit, I will never truft his word
atcer,

-

will,
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Will. You pay him then ; that’s a perilous fhot out of an
Elder-Gun, that a poor and private difpleafure can doagainft
a Monarch ; you may as well go about to turn the Sun to
Ice, with fanning in his Face with a Peacock’s Feather :
You'll never truft his Word after ! Come, ‘tis a foolith
faying,

K. Henry. Your Reproof is fomething too round, I fhould
be angry with you, if the time were convenient.

Will, Let it be a Quarrel between us, if you live.

K. Henry. 1 embrace it.

will. How fhall I know thee again?

K. Henry. Give me any Gage of thine, and 1 will wear it
in my Bonnet: Then it ever thou dar’ft acknowledge it, I
will make it my Quarrel.

will. Here's my Glove; give me another of thine. :

K. Henry. There,

Will, This will T al{> wear in my Cap ;. if ever thou come

to me, and fay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, by this
Hand I will give thee a box on the Ear.

K. Henry, If ever I live to fee it I will challenge it.

Will, Thou dar’ft as well be hang’d.

K. Henry, Well, I willdo it, tho’ I take theein the King’s
Company.

Will. Keep thy Word: Fare thee well.

Bares. Be Friend:, you EnglifhFools, be Friends; we have
French Quarrels enow, if you could tell how to reckon,

[ Exennt Soldiers.

K. Henry. Indesd, the French may lay twenty French
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them on theit
Shoulders; but it is no Engli b Treafon to cut French Crowns,
and to morrow the King him{zlf will be a Clipper.
Upon the King! let us, our Lives, our Souls,
Our Debts, our careful Wives, our Children, and
Our Sins, lay on the King; he muft bear all.
O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatnels,
Subje to the breath of every Foo!, whofe Senfe
No more can fee'y but his own wringing.
W hat infinite heart-eafe muft Kings negle&,
That private Men enjoy?
And what have Kiogs that Privates have not too,
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Save Ceremony, fave general Ceremony 2
And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony 2
What kind of God art thou? that fuffer’ft more

' Of mortal Griefs than do thy Worfhippers.

What are thy Rents2 What are thy comings in?2

O Ceremony, fhew me but thy worth:

What! is thy Soul of Adoration? .

Art thou ought*elfe but Place, Degree, and Form,

Creating awe and fear in other Men?

Wherein thou art lefs happy, being fear’d,

Than they in fearing.

What drink’t thou oft, inftead of Homage fweet,

But poifon’d Flattery?2 O be fick, great Greatnefs,

And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure.

Think'ft thou the fiery Feaver will go out

With Titles blown from Adulation?

Will it give place to flexure and low bending 2

Can'ft thou, when thou command’ft the beggars knee,

Command the health of it2 No, thou proud Dream,

Thou play’ft fo fubtilly with a King’s Repofe,

Iama King that find thee; and I know,

"Tis not the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball,

The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial,

The enter-tiffued Robe of Gold and Pearl,

The farfed Title running *fore the King,

The Throne he fits on; nor the Tide of Pomp,

That beats upon the high fhoar of this World:

No, not all thefe thrice-gorgeous Ceremonies,

Not all thefe, laid in Bed Majeftical,

Can fleep fo foundly as the wretched Slave:

Who, with a Body £ill'd, and vacant Mind,

Gets him to reft, cramm’d with diftrefsful Bready

Never fces horrid Night, the Child of Hell ;

Bur like a Lacquey, from the Rife to Set,

Swears in the Eye of Phebus;, and all Night

Steeps in Elyfium; next day after dawn,

Doth rife and help Hyperion to his Horfe,

And follows fo the ever-running Year

With profitable Labour to his Grave: :

And, but for Ceremony, fuch a Wretch,

Winding up days with Toil, and Nights with Sleep,
Vo, IIL B0 Had
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Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. -
"The Slave, a Member of the Country’s peace,
Enjoys it ; but in grofs Brain little wots,
What Watch the King keeps to maintain the Peaces
Whofe hours the Peafant beft advantages.
Enter Erpingham,
Erp. My Lord, your Nobles, jealous of.yeur abfence,
Seek through your Camp to find you.
K. Henry. Good old Knight, colle@ them all together
At my Tent: Tl be before thee.
EYP. 1 thall do’c, my Lord. [Exit.
r K Henry. O God of Battels, {teel my Soldiers Hearts,
Poflefs them not with Fear: Take from them now
The fenfe of 1eck’ning of the oppofed Numbers:
Pluck their Hearts from them, Not to day, O Lord,
O not to day, think not upon the Fault
My Father made, in compaffing the Crown.
1 Richard's Body have interred new,
And on it have beftowed more contrite Tears
T han from it iffucd forced drops of Blood.
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay,
Who twice a day their wither’d Hands hold up
“Toward Heaven, to pardon Blood:
And I have built two Chauntries,
Where the fad and folemn Priefts fing dtill
For Richard's Soul, More will I do;
Tho' all that T can do is nothing worth,
Since that iy Penitence comes after all,
Imploring Pardon.
Enter Gloucefters
Glo. My Liege.
K. Henry. My Brother Glo'fter’s Voice 2
Y know thy Errand, L will go with thee: :
The D2y, my Friend; and all things ftay for me, [ Exenns.
Ester the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, a#d Beaumont.
Orl. The Sun doth gild our Armour, up, my Lords.
Dasn. Monte Cheval: My Horle, Vales Lacguay: Hal
Orl, Oh brave Spirit !
Dau. Fayer les Cienx ¢ la terre,
Orl. Rien puis le air & fen.
Dau, Cien, Coufin Orleans,

L /

Ener

Voor.

|

4
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Enter Conftable.

Now my Lord Conftable! s
Con. Hark how our Steeds for prefent Service neigh.
Dan. Mount them, and make Incifion in their Hides,

That their hot Blood may fpin in Englift Eyes,

And d’out them with fupeifluous Courage: Ha!
Ram. W hat, will you have them weep our Horfes Blood 2

How fhall we then behold their natural Tears?

Enter Meffenger,
Mef. The Englifb are embateell’d, you French Peers.
Cos. To Horfe, you gallant Princes, ftreight to Horfe.

Do but behold yond poor and ftarved Band,

And your fair thew fhall fuck away their Souls,

Leaving them but the fhales and busks of Men.

There is not work enough for all our Hands,

Scarce Blood enough in all their fickly Veins,

T give each naked Curtle-ax a ftain,

Tbic our Fresch Gallants fhall to day draw out,

Aad theath for lack of Sport. = Let us but blow on them;

The vapour of our Valour will o’er-turn them.

*Tis pofitive ‘gainft all exception, Lords,

That our fuperfluous Lacqueys and our Peafants,

Who in unneceflary a&ion {fwarm

About our Squares of Battel, were enow

To purge this Field of fuch a hilding Foe,

“Tho’ we upon this Mountain’s Bafis by

Took ftand, for idle Speculation:

But that our Honours muft not. What's to fay2

A very little little ler us do;

And :ll is done; then let the Trumpets found

The Tucket Sonuance, and the Note to mount:

For our approach fhall fo much dare the Field,

That England thall couch down in fear, and yield.
* Enter Grandpree.

Gran. Why do you flay fo long, my Lords of France?
Yond Ifland Carrions, defperate of their Bones,
Ill-favourdly become the Morning Field :

Their ragged Curnains poo:ly are let loofe,

And our Air fhakes them pafling feornfully.

Big Aars feems bankrupt in their begear’d Hofty

And faindly through a rufty Bever peeps, =
‘ g €
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T'he Horfemen fit like fixed Candlefticks,
With Torch-ftaves in their Hand; and their poer Jades
Lob down their Heads, drooping the Hide and Hips:
‘The Gum down roping from their pale-dead Eyes, ‘
And in their pale dull Mouths the jymold Bitt |
Lyes foul with chaw’d Grafs, ftill and motionlefs;
And their Executors, the knavifh Crows,
Fly o’er them, all impatient for their hour.
Defcription cannot fure it {clf in words,
To demonitrate the Life of fuch a Battel,
In life {olivelcSs as it fhews it {elf.

Con. They have faid their Prayers,
And they ftay for Death.

Dan. Shall we go fend them Dingers, and frefh Sutes,
And give their fafting Horfes Provender, f
And after fight with them? 3

Con. Iftay but for my Guard: On, to the Field; 4
I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, ‘
And ufz it for my hafte. Come, come away, g
The Sun is high, and we out-wear the day. [Exennt, .
Enter Ghucefter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpingham with all the

Hof?, Salisbury and W eftmorland.

Gls. Where 1s the King? :

Bed. The King himfelf is rode to view their Battel, {

Wefi. Of fighting Men they have full threefcore thots
fand.

Exe. There's five to one, befides they are all frefh.

Sal. God’s Arm ftrike with us, ’tis a fearful odds.

God be wi’you Princes all; I'll to my Charge: !
If we no more mect ’till we meet in Heaven, : ‘
Then jopfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford,

My deat Lord Glofter, atd my good Lord Exeter,

And my kind Kinfman, Warriors all adieus

Bed. Farewel,good Salistury,and good luck go with thee?

Anrd yet.I do thee wrong, to mind thee of 1,
For thou art fam’d of che firm truth of Valour.
Exe. Farewel, kind Lard: Fight valiantly to day. [ExitSql
Bed, He is as full of Valour as of Kindnefs,
Princely in both.
Enter King Henry,
Weft. O that we now had here
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But one ten thoufand of thofe Men in Exgland,
That do no work 1o day.

K, Henry. What's he that wifhes {o?2
My Coufin Weftmorland 2 No, my fair Coufin :
If we are mark’d to die, we are enow
To do our Country lofs; and if to live,

he fewer Men the greater fhare of Honour.
Gnd’s will, I pray thee wifh not one Man more.
By Fove, I am not covetous for Gold,
Nor care I, who doth feed upon my coft :
It yerns me not, if Men my Garments wear;.
Such outward things dwell not in my defires:
But if it be a Sin to covet Honour,
I am the moft offending Soul alive.
No, faith, my Coz, wifh not a Man from England:
God’s Peace, I would not lofe {o great an Honour,
As one Man more methinks would fhare from me,
For the beft hope I have, O, do not with one more:
Rather proclaim it (Weftmorland)through my Hoft,
That he which hath no Stomach to this Fight,
Let him deparr, his Paflport fhall be made,
And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purfe:
We would not die in that Man’s Company
Thst fears his Fellow hip to die withus. .
This day is call’d the Feaft of Crifpian:
He that out-lives this day, and comes fafe Home,
Will ftand a tip-toe when this day is pamed,
And rouze him at the Name of Crifpian:
He that fhall fee this day, and I've old Age,
Will yearly on the Vigil feaft his Neighbours,
And fay to morrow is Saint Crifpian:
Then will he ftrip his Sleeve, and (hew his Scarss
Old Men forgets yet all fhall not be forgot;
But he'll remember, with advantages,
What feats he did that day. Then fhall our Namcs,
Familiar in his Mouth as houthold Words,
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeser,
Warwick and Talbot, Saljsbury and Glo'fer,
Be in their flowing Cups frefhly remembred,
This Story fhall the good Man teach his Son ¢
And Crifpine Crifjian fhall ne’er go by,

-
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From this Day to the ending of the World,
But we in it thall be remembered;
We few, we happy f:w, we band of Brothers:
For he to day that fheds his Blood with me,
Shall be my Brother; be he ne'er fo vile,
This day fhall gentle his Conditien,
And Gentlemen in Epgland now a-bed
Shall think themfilves accurs'd they were not heres
And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any {peaks,
T hat fought with us upon St. Crifpian’s day.
Ener Salisbury,
Sal. My Sovereign Loid, beftow your felf with fpeeds
"T'he French are bravely in their Battels {et,
And will with all expedience charge on us.
K. Henry. All things be ready, if our minds be fo.
Weft. Perith the Man whofe Mind is backward now.
K. Henry. Thou doft not with more help from England,
Ciz?
Weft. God will, my Liege, would you and I alone,
Without more help, could fight this Royal Battel.
K. Henry. Why now thou haft unwifh’d five thoufand Men:
Which likes me better than to wifh us one.
You know your Places: God be with you all,
A Tucket founds, Enter Mountjey.
Mount. Once more I come to krow of thee, King Harry,
If for thy Ranfom thou wilt now compeund,
Before thy moft affured Overthrow :
For certainly thou art fo near the Gulf,
Thou needs muft be englutted. - Befides, in mercy,
The Conftable defires thee thou wilt mind
Thy Followers of Repentance; that their Souls
May make a peaceful and a fweet retire
Erom off thefe Fields; where, Wretches, their poor Bodies
Muft lye and fefter.

— G gl Pyl b} St el B T el w— —

. e R

K. Henry. Who hath fent the now? o

Monnt. The Conftable of France. ;

K. Henry. 1 pray thee bear my former Anfwer back:
Bid them atchieve me, and then fell my Bones.
Good God! why fhould they mock poor Fellows thusé
The Man that once did fell the Lion’s Skin
While the Begft liv'd, was kil’d with hunting him.

And 4
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And many of our Bodies fhall, no doubt,
Eind Native Graves 3 upon the which, I truft,
Shall witnefs ive in Brafs of this day’s work.
And thofe that leave their vahant Bones in France,
Dying like Men, tho’ buried in your Dunghils,
They (hall be famd; for there the Sun fhall greet them;
And draw their Honours reeking up to Heaven,
Leaving their earthly Parts to choak your Clime,
The fmell whereof {hall breed a Plague in France,
Mak then abounding Valour in our Englifh:
That being dead, like to the Bullets grafing,
Bre:k out into a fecond courfe of Mifchief,
Killing in relapfe of Mortality,
Let me fpeak proudly 5 tell the Conftable,
We are but Warriors for the working days;
Our Gaynefs and our Gilr are all be-fmirch’d
With rainy marching in the- painful Fieid.
Theie’s sot & picce of Feather in our Hoft;
Guood Argument, I hope, we will not flye :
And time hath worn us into flovenry.
But, by the Ma's, our Hearts are in the trims
And my poor Soldiers tell me, yet €’er night
They’ll be in frefher Robes, or they will pluck
The gay new Coats o'cr the French Soldiers Heads,
And turo them out of Service. If they do this,
And if God pleafe they fhall, my Ranfom then
Will foon be levied.
Herald, fave thou thy labour:
Come thou no more for Ranfom, gentle Herald,
They thall have none, I fwear, but thefe my Joints: .
Which if they have, as I will leave "em them,
Shall yield them litcle, tell the Conft.ble.

Mon, 1 thall, King Harry : And fo fare thee well.
Thou never fhalt hear Herald any more. [ Exit,

K. Henry. X fear thou wilt onice more come again for 3
Ranfom.
Enter York.

Tork. My Lord, moft humbly on my Knee I beg
The leading of the Vaward.

- K. Henry, Take ity brave Tork,

Bb g Now
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Now Soldiers, march away;

And how thou pleafeft, God, difpofe the Day. [ Exenm,
Alarm. Excurfions. Enter Piftol, French Soldier, and Boy.

Pift. Yield, Cur.

Br. Sol. Fe penfe que vons eftes le Gentil-home de bone
qualité.

Piff. Quality calmy cufture me. Art thou a Gentleman?
W hat is thy Name? difcufs,

Fr. Sol. O Seignenr Dien!

Pift. O Signieur Dewe fhould be a Gentleman: Perpend
my word's, © Signieur Dewe, and mark: O Signieur Dewe,
thou dieft on point of Fox, except, O Signeur, thou do give
to me egregious Ranfom. :

Fr. Sol. O prennez mifericorde ayez pitie.de may.

Pift. Moy fhali not ferve, I will have forty Moys; for I
will fetch thy rym out at thy Throat, in drops of Crimfon
Blood.

Fr.Sol. Eft-il impeffible d’¢fchapper la force de ton bras.

Pift. Brafs, Cur? thou damned and luxurious Mountain
Goat, offer’lt me Brafs?

Fr. Sol. O pardonnex. moy.

Pift. Say'ft thou me {o? is that a Ton of Moys?

Come hither, Boy, ask me this Slave in Fresch, what is his
Name.

Boy. Efcoute, comment effes vous appellé ?

Fr.Sol. Adonfienr le Fer.

Boy. He fays his Name is Mr. Fer. .

Pifts Mr. Fer! Dllfer him,and ferk him, and ferret him:
Difcufs the fame in French unto him.

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and

fork.

Piff. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his Throat.

Fr. Sol. Que dit-il, Monfienr?

Boy. 1l me commande de voss dire que vous vous teniex
preft car ce foldat icy ¢ft difpofée sout a cetre henre de conper”
voftre gorge. 2.

Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge parmafoy pefant, uslefs thou
give me Crowns, brave Crowns, or mangled fhalt thou be
by this my Sword.

Fr. Sol.
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Fr.Sel. O je vons fupplie pour Uamonr de Dien, me par-
donner, je [isis Gentilhome de bonne maifon, garde ma vie, ¢
Fe vous donneray denx cents efius.

Pift. What are his words?

Boy. Heprays you to fave his Life, he is a Gentleman of
a good Houfe, and for his Ranfom he will give you two
hundred Crowns.

Py, Tell himmy fury (hall abate, and I the Crowns wil}
take.

Fr. Sol. Petit Monfienr que dir-il ?

Boy. Encore qu'il ¢ft contre fon Furement, de pardonner
ancun prifonnier : neant moins peur les efcus gue vomt Lay pro-
metrezy il oft content de woms donner la liberté de franchife.

Fr,8al. Sur mes genonx je vonx donne milles remerciemens,
& je me eftime henrenx que je [uis tombé entre les mains d'un
Chevalier, je penfe, le plus brave, wvaliant, ¢ 1res eftimée
Signenr d' Angleterve.

Pift. Expound unto me, Boy.

Boy. He gives you upon his knees 2 thoufand thanks, and
eftcems himfelf happy, that he hath faln inte the hands of
one, as he thinks, the moft brave, valorous, and thrice-
worthy Signeur of Ezngland.

Piff. As I fuck Blood, I will fome mercy thew. Follow
me.

Boy. Suivez le grand Capitain,

I did never know 1o woful a Voice iffue from (o empty a
Heart; but the Song is true, the empty Veflel makes the
greateft found. ~ Bardolf and Nim bad ten times more Va-
lour than this roaring Devil i'th’ old Play, that every one
may pair his Nails with a wooden Dagger, and they are
both Hang’d, and fo would this be, if he durft ftesl any
thing adventuroufly. I muft ftsy with the Lackies, with
the luggage of our Camp, the French might have a good
Prey of us, if he knew of it, for there is none to Guard it
it but Boys. [ Exit,
Enter Confteble, Orleans, Bourbon, Dauphin,
and Rambures,

Con. O Diable!

Orl, O Signenr! le jour ¢ff perdn,. toute eff perdn,

Dan. Mort de ma vie, all is confounded, all,
Reproach, and everlafting fhame

Sits
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Sits mocking in our Plumes. [A fbort dlarm.
O me[ihante Fortune, do not run away. »
Can. Why, all our Ranks are broke.
Das. O perdurable thame, let’s ftab our felves
Be thefe the Wretcles that we play'd at Dice for ¢
__Orl, 1s this the King we fent to for his Ranfom?
Bour. Shame, and eternal fhame, nothing but fhame!
Let us fly in once more back again,
And he that will not follow Besrben now,
Let him go hence, and with his Cap in hand,
Like a bale Pander, hold the Chamber-door,
Whillt by a bafe Slave, no gentler than my Dog,
His faireft Daughter is contaminated.
Con. Diforder, that hath fpoil’d us, Friend us now,
Let us on heaps go offcr up our Lives.
Orl. We are enow yee living in the Field,
To fmother up the Engli/b m our Throngs
If any order might be thought upon,
Bowr. The Deyil take Order now, I’ll to the throng ;
Let Life be fhort, elfc Shame will be too long. [ Exesnts
Alarm. Euter the King and his Train,
with Prifoners.
K, Henry. Well have wedone, thrice valiant Countrymen,
But all’s not done, yet keep the French the Ficld.
Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your Majefty.
K. Flenry. Lives he, good Uncle; thrice within this hour
I faw him down; thrice up again, and fighting:
From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was.
Exe, In which array, brave Soldier, doth he lye
Lardiog the Plain; and by hisbloody fide,
(Yoak-fellow to his Honour-owing wounds)
The Noble Earl of Suffolk alfo lyes.
Suffolk firft dyed, and ork all hagled over
~ Comes to him, where in gore he lay infteeped,
And takes him by the Beard, kifles the gafhes,
“That bloodily did yawn upon his Face.
He cries aloud: Tarry, my Coufin Sxffolk,
My Soul fhall thine kecp company to Heaven :
Tarry, {weet Soul, for mire, then flye a-breafts '
As in this glorious and well-foughten Field
We kept together in our Chevalry,
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Upon thefe words I came, and cheer’d him up;
He fmil'd me in the Face, raught me his Hand,
And with a feeble gripe, fays, Dear my Lord,
Commend my Service to my Soveraign ;
So did he turn, and over Suffolk’s Neck
He threw his wounded Arm, and kift his Lips,
And fo efpous’d to Death, with Blood he feal’d
A Teftament of Noble-ending Love:
The pretty and fweet manner of it forc'd
Thofe waters from me, which I would have ftop’d,
But I had not much of Man in me,
And 2ll my Mother came into mine Eyes,
And gave me up to Tears.

K. Henry. 1 blame you not,
For hearing this I muft perforce compound
With mixtful Eyes, or they will iffue too. [Alarm,
But heark, what new Alarum is this fame2
The French have re-inforc’d their fcatter’d Men s
Then every Soldier kill his Prifoners,
Give the word through.

AQG TIV  SIOENE §

Enter Fluellen and Gower.

Flu.I I11 the poyesand the luggage, ’tis exprefly againft the

Law of Arms, ’tis as arrant a piece of Knavery,
mark you now, as can be offer'd in your Confcience now,
is it not?

Gow. *Tis certain, there’s not a Boy left alive, and the
Cowardly Rafcals that ran away from the Battel ha’ done
this Slaughter; befides, they have burned and carried away
all that was in the King’s Tent, wherefore the King moft wor-
thily hath caus’d every Soldier to cut his Prifoner’s Throat.
O ’tis a gallant King.

Flu. 1, he was porn at Moenmonth, Captain Gower; what
call you the Town’s name, where Alexander the pig was
born? :

Gow, Alexander the Great,
. Hm
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Fin. Why 1 pray you, is not pig, grcat? The pig, or
the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnani-
mous are all one reckonings, fave the Phrafe is a little varia-
tions,

Gow. 1 thinkj Alexander the Great was born in Ada-
cedon, bis Father was called Philip of Aacedon, as I take
1k,

Fig, I think itis in Macedon, where Alexander is posns I
tell you Caprain, if you look in the Maps of the Orld, I
warrant that you fall find in the comparifons berween Ma-
cedon and Monmonth, that the Situations, look you, is beth
alike. There is a River in Macedon, there is alfo more-
over a River at Monmouth, it is call’d Wye st Monmouth
but it is out of my prains, what is the name of the other
River, but “as all one, “tisas like as my Fingersto my Fingers,
and chere is Salmons io both. If you mark Alexander’s Life
well, Harry of Monmonstl's Life 1s come after it indifferent
welly for there 1s Figures in all things. Alexander, God
knows, and you kiiow, in his rages, aud his furies, and his
wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and his difpleafures,
and his indignations, and al{0 being a litile intoxicates in his
p:ains, didin his Ales and his Angers,look you, kill his beft
Friend Clytns.

Gow. Our King is not like him in that, he never kill'd
any of his Friends.

Fln. Xt is not well done, mark you now, to take the
Tales out of my Mouth, €'erit is made and finifhed. I fpeak
but in the Figures, and Comparifons of it; as Alexander
kill’d his Friend Clyrus, being in his Ales and his Cups; fo
alfo Harry Monmonth beng in his right wits, and his good
judgments, turn’d away the fat Koight with che great belly
Doublct: he was full of jeft, and gypes, and knaverics, and
mocks, I have forgor his name,

Gow. Sit Fobn Falffaff. :

Flu. That ishe: I'll cell you, there is good Men porn at
Monmonth, 4

Gows Here comes his Maj:{ty.

Alarum. Enter King Harry and Bourbon with Prifoners,
Lords and Artendants, ~ Flourifb.
K. Henry. 1 was not angry fince 1 came'to France,
Ungil thivinflant. Takea T rumpet, Herald,

Ride -
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Ride thou unto the Horfemen on yond Hill :
If they will fight with us, bid them come down,
Or void the Field; they do offend our fight,
If they’ll do reither, we will come to them,
And make them sker away, as {wift as ftones
Enforced from the old A4ffyrian Slings:
Befides we’ll cut the Throats of thofe we have,
And not a Man of them that we fhall take,
Shall taftc our Mercy. Go and tell them fo,
Enter Mountjoy,
Exe, Here comes the Herald of the French, my Liege.
Glo. His Eyes are humbler than they us’d to be,
K. Henry. How now, what means their Herald? Know'ft
thou not,
That I have fin’d thefe Bones of mine for Ranfom #
Com’ft thou again for Ranfom ?
Monnt. No, great King :
I come to thee for charitable Licenfe,
That we may wander o’er this bloody Field,
To book our dead, and then to bury them:
To fort our Nobles from our common Men;
For many of cur Princes, woe the while,
Lye drown’d and foak'd in mercenary Blood +
So do our vulgar drench their peafant Limbs
In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wild rage
Yerk out their armed hecls at their dead Mafters,
Killing them twice. O give us leave, great King,
To view the Field in fafety, and difpofe
Of their dead Bodies.
K. Henry. 1 tell thee truly, Herald,
X kaow not whether the day be ours or no,
For yet a many of your Horfemen peer,
And gallop o’er the Field,
Mount. The day is yours,
K. Henry. Praifed be God, and not our ftrength for it :
What is this Caftle call’d, that ftands hard by 2
Monnt. They call it Aginconrz,
K. Henry. Then call wethis the Field of Aginconrs,
Fought on the day of Crifpin Crifpianss.

Fls
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Fiu, Your Grandfither of famous Memory, ‘an’t pleafe
your Mijelty, ang, your great Unkle Edward the Plack
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chironicles, fought
moft prave pattle here in France.

K. Henry. They did, Flucllen.

Fin. Your Majefty fays very true: If your Majefties is re.
membred of it, the Welchmen did good fervice i a Garden
where Liecks did grow, wearing Leeks in their 2Zonmonth
Caps, which your Majcfty know to this hour is an horoura-
ble Padge of the fervice; and I do believe your Majelty
takes no fcorn to wear the Leek upon St. Zavie’s day.

K. Henry. T'wear it for a memorable Honour :

For I am Welch, you know, goed Countryman,

Flx. All the Water in Wye cannot wafh your Majefties
Welfb plood out of your pody, I can tell you that: God
plefs, and preferve it, as long as it pleafes his Grace, and
his Majefty roo,

K. Henry. Thanks, good my Countryman.

Flu. By Jethu, Iam your Majefties Countryman, I care
, not who know itz T will confefs it to all the Orld, T need
not to be afhamed of your Majefty, praifed be God, fo losg
as your Majefty is an honeft Man.

K. Henry. God keep me fo.

Enter William.
Our Heralds go with him,
Bring me juft notice of the numbers dead
On both our Parts.  Call yonder Fellow hither.

Exe. Soldier, you muft come to the King.

K. Henry. Soldiery why wear'ft thou that Glove inthy Cap?

will. And’t pleafe your Majefty, *tis the Gage of one that
I thould fight withal, if he be alive,

K. Henry. An Englifbman?

Will. Av’t pleafe your Majefty, a Rafcal that fwagger'd
with me laft night; whoif alive, and ever dareto challenge
this Glove, I have fworn to take him a box o’th’ear 5 or
if I can fce my Glove in his Cap, which he fwore as he
was a Soldier he would wear, (if alive) will ftrike it out
fourdlv.-

K. Henry. What think you, Captain Fluellen, is it fit this
Soldier keep his Oath? 7

Flu,
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Flu. He is a Cravenand a Villain elfe, and’c pleafe your
Majefty, in my Confcience. :

K, Henry. Ie maybe, hisEnemy is 4 Gentleman of great
Sort, quite from the anfwer of his Degree,

Fluz. Though he be as good a Jentleman as the Devil 15,
as Lucifer and Belzebno hmfelf, ic is neceflary, look your
Grace, that he kecp his Vow and his' Qath: If he be pere
jurd, fee you now, his Reputation is as arrant 2 Villain
and a Jack fawce, as ever his black fhoo trod upon God's
Ground, and his Earth, in my Confcience, Law.

K. Henry. Then keep thy Vow, Sirrah, when thou meet’ft
the Fellow.

Will. So I will, my Liege, as I live,

K. Hewry. Who ferv’ft thou under 2

Will. Under Captain Gower, my Liege. :

Flu. Gower is a good Captain, and is good knowledge
and literatured in the Wars.

K. Henry: Call him hither to me, Soldier.

Will. I will, my Liege, [ Exie.

K, Henry. Here Flucllen, wear thou this Favour for me,
and ftick it in thy Cap; when Alanfon and my felf were
down together, I pluck’d this Glove from his Helm; if any
Man challenge this, he is a Friend to 4las/om, and an Ene-
my to our Perfons; if thou encounter any fuch, apprehend
him, and thou do'ft me love, ,

Flu, Your Grace does me as great Honours, as can be
defird in the Hearts of his Subje&s: I would fain fte the
Man, thathas but two Legs, that thall find himfelf agriev'd
at this Glove; that is all; but I would fain fee it once, and
pleafe God of his Grace that I might fee.

K. Henry, Know’ft thou Gower ?

Fiu. He is my dear Friend, and pleafe you,

K, Henry, Pray thee gofeek him, and bring him tomy Tent.

Flu. 1 will fetch him, [Exit.

K. Henry. My Lord of Warwick, and my Brother Glo'fer,
¥ollow Flueller clofely at the Heels,

The Glove which I have given him for a Favour
May haply purchafe him a Box o’th’ Ear.
It is the Soldier’s; I by bargain thould
Wear it my felf. Follow, good Coufin Warwick :
1 that the Soldier ftiike him, g5 1 judge
M By
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By this blunt bearing, hewill keep his Word 3
Some fudden mifchief may arife of ic:
For I do know Finellen vahant,
And touch’d with Choler, hot as Gunpowder,
And quickly will return an Injury.
Follow, and fec there be not harm between them.
Go you with me, Uncle of Exerer. [Exeunt,
Enter Gower and Williams.
Will, 1 warrant it is to Knight you, Captain,
Enter Fluellen.

Flu. God’s Will, and his Pleafure, Captain, I befeech
you now, come apace to the King: There 1s more good to-
ward you peradventure, than is in your knowledge to dream
of.

Will. Sir, know you this Glove?

Flu. Know the Glove? I know the Glove isa Glove.

Will. T know this, and thus I challenge it. [ Strikes hime

Flu. *Sbud, an arrant Traitor as any's in the Univerfal
World, or ia Frasce, or in England.

Gower. How now, Sir? you Villain.

will. Do you think I'll be forfworn ?

Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower, 1 will give Treafon his
payment into Plows, I warrant you.

wil. I am no Traitor.

Flu. That’s a Lie in thy Throat. I charge you in his
Majefty’s Name apprehend him, he’s a Friend of the Duke
Alanfon’s.

1 ;60

Enter Warwick and Glouceflter.

War., How now, how now, what’s the matter?

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is, praifed be God for
it, a moft contagious Treafon come to light, look you, as
you fhall defire in a Summer’s Day.  Here is his Majefty.

Enter King Henry and Exeter.
K. Henry. How now, what’s the matter?
Flz. My Liege, here is a Villain and a Traitor, that
“look your Grace; ha's frruck the Glove which your Majefty
is take out of the Helmet of Alan/on.

will. My Liege, this wis my Glove, here is, the Fellow
of it; and hethat I gave it to in change, promis'd to wear
it inhis Cap; 1 promis’d to firike him, if he did; I metn:;xis

' an
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Man with my Glove in his Cap, and I have been s good
as my word.

Flu. Your Majelty hear now, faving your Majefty’s Man-
hood, what an arrant, rafcally, beggarly, lowfie Knave it
is; I hope your Majefty is pear me Teftimony and Wit-
nefs, and will avouchment, that this is the Glove of 4-
bonfon, that your Majefty s give me, in your Confcience
now.

K. Henry. Give me thy Glove, Soldier ;

Look, here is the fellow of je:
‘Twas I indeed thou promifcdft to firike,
And thou haft given me moft bitter terms. :

Fin. And pleafe your Majefty, Ict his Neck anfwer for ity
if there is any Marfhal Law in the World, ‘

K. Henry. How canft thou make me Satisfa&ion?

Will. All Offences, my Lord, come from the Heart; ne-
ver came any from mine, that might offend your Majefty.

K. Henry. 1t was our felf thou didft abufe,

Will. Your Majefty came not like your felf; you ap-
Pear’d to me but as 2 common Map ; witnefs the Nighs,
your Garments, your Lowlinefs; and what your Highnefs

¢ fuffer’d under that fhape, I befeech you take it for your

faule, and not mine; for had you been as I took you for,
I 'made no offence; therefore I befeech your Highnefs
pardon me, :

K. Henry. Here,Uncle Exeter, fill this Glove with Crowns,
And give it to this Fellow. Keep it Fellow,

nd wear it for an Honour in thy Cap,

'TillI do challenge it. Give him the Crowns:

nd, Captain, you muf} needs be Friends with him.

Flu. By this Day, and this Light, the Fellow has mettle
enough in his Body; hold, there js twelve-pence for you,
and I pray you ferve God, and keep you out of prawls and
prabbles, and quarrels and diffentions, and I warrant you it
Is the better for you,

Will, 1 will none of your Mony. :

Flu. It is with a good will; I ean teli you it will ferve
you to mend your Shooes; come, wherefore fhould you be
fo pathful; your Shoes is not fo good; ’tis 2 good ‘Silling
Lwarrane you, or I will change it.

f L RE Ce Enter
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Enter Herald. ;

K. Henry. Now Herald, are the dead numbred?

Her. Here is the number of the flaughter’d French.

K. Henry. W hat Prifoners of good fort are taken, Uncle ?

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleans, Nephew to the King; *=
Fobn Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouchiqnald : >
Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squixes,

Full fifteen hundred, befides common Men. ,

K. Henry. This Note doth tell me of ten thoufand French
That in the Field lye flain; of Princes in this number,
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead
One hundred twenty fix; added to thefe,

Of Knights, Efquires, and: gallant Gentlemen,

Eight thouvfind and four hundred ; of the which,
Five hundred were but yefterdsy dubb'd Kpighits:
So'that'in th¢fe ten thoufand they have loft,

There are but fixteen hundred Mercenaries:

The reft are Princes, Barons, Lords, Knights, Squires,
And Gentlemen of Blood and Quality.

The Names of thofe their Nobles that lye dead:
Charles Delabresh, High Conftable of France,

Fagues of Chatilion, Admiral of France,

The Mifter ‘of the Crofs-Bows, Lord Rambares,
Great Mafter of France, the brave Sir Guichard Dauphity
Fobn Duke of Alenfon, Anthonio Duke of Brabant,

T he Brother to the Duke 'of Burgundy,

And Edward Duke of Barr: Of lufty Earls,

Grandpree and Rouffie, Fanlconbridge and Foyes,

Beaumont and Marle, Vandemont and Leftrale.

Here was'a Royal Fellowibip of Death,

Where is the number of otir Englifh dead?

Edward the Duke of Tork, -the Earl of Saffelk,

Sir Richard Ketley, Davy Gam Efquire;

None elfe of Name; aud of all other Men,

Bt five and twenty.

O God, thy Arm was here -

Andinot to vs, but to thy Arm alone,

Afcribe we all,  When, without flratagem,

But in plainifhock, ard even play of Bartel,

Was ever known o great and little Lofs?
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On one part and on th’ other, take it, God,
For it is none’s, but thine,
Exe, "Tis wonderful, ;
K. Henry. Come, go we in Proceffion to the Village s
And be it death proclaimed through our Hoft,
To boaft of this, or take that Praife from God,
Which is his only,
Flu, Is it not lawful, and pleafe your Majefty, to tell how
many is kill’d 2
K. Henry, Yes, Captain; but with this acknowledgment;
That God fought for v,
Flu. Yes, my confcience, he did us great good.
K. Henry. Do we all holy Rights ;
Let there be fung Non nobis, and Te Deum,
The dead with charity enclos’d in Clay :
And then to Calais, and to England then,
Where ne’er from France arriv’d more happy Men. [ Esennt,

A C TV S:CEN EL P

Enter Chorus,

VOUchfafe to thofe that have not read the Story,
That T may prompt them; and of fuch as have,
I humbly pray them to admit th’ excufe
Oftime, of numbers; and due courfe of things,
Which cannot in their huge and proper Life
Be here prefinted.  Now we bear the King
Toward Calais: Grant him there; and there being feeti;
Heave him away upon your winged thoughts,
Athwart the Sea: Behold the Engli fb beach
Pales in the flsod, with Men, with Wives, and Boys,
Whofe thotits and claps outivoice the decp-mouth’d Sea;
Which like a mighry Whiffler *fore the King
Seems to prepare his way; So let him land;
And folemnly fee him fet on to London,
So {wift a pace hath Thought, that even now
You may imagine him upon Black-Heath
Where that his Lords defire him, to have bogn
His bruifed Helmet, and his bended Sword

[/

Befors
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Before him, through the City; he forbids it;
Being fiee from Viinne's, and {el{-glorious Pride:
Givrég full Trophy, Signal, and Ofkent,
Quite from himfelf, to God. But now behold,
In the quick Forge and working-houfe of Thought,
How Londen doth pour out her Citizens,
The Maybr, and"all his Brethren in beft fort
Like to the Senators of th’antique Rowze,
With the Plebeians fwarming at their Heels,
Go forth and fetch their corqu’ring Cefar in:
As by a lower, but loving likelihood,
W ere now the General of our gracious Emprefs,
As in good time he may, {rom Ireland coming,
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword;
How many would the peaceful City quit,
To welcome him? much more, and much more caufe,
Did they this Harry. Now in London place him,
As yet the Lamentation of the French
Invites the King of England's ftay at home:
The Emperot’s coming in behalf of France,
To order Peace bétween them; and omit
All the occurrences, what ever chanc'd,
"Till Harry's back return again to France : :
There mult we bring him; and my felf bave play’d
The Interim, by remembring you 'tis paft,
Then brook Abridgement, and your Eyes advance,
After your Thoughts, firaight back again to France. [Exit
Enter Fluellen and Gower.
Gow. Nay, that’s right; but why wear you your Leek
to day 2 St. David’s day is paft.

Fiu. There is occafions and caufes why, and wherefore *

in all things; Iwill tell you affe a Friend, Captain Gower;

the rafcally, fcauld, beggarly, lowfie, pragging Knave Pie *

ftol, which, you and your felf, and all the World know to
be niopetter than a Fellow, look you now, of no merits; he
is come to meg, and prings me Pread and Salt yefterday,
Jaok you, and bid me eat my Leck; it was in a place were
T could not breed no contention with him; but I will be
fo pold as to wear it in my Cap *till I fee him once again,
nd then T will rell him a litele picce of my defires.

Enter
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Enter Piftol.

Gow. Why, here he comes, {welling like a Tuiky-cock.

Flw.” Tis no matter for his {welling, nor his Turky-cocks,
God plefle you aunchient Piffe/: You feurvy lowfic Knave,
God plefle you,

Pift. Ha! art thou Bedlam? Doft thou thirft, ba Trojan,
to have me fold up Parcas fatalWeb? Hence; I am qualmith
at the fmell of a Leck.

Ely, 1 befeech you heartily, {curvy lowfie Kaave, ar my
Defires, and my Requefts, and my Petitions, to eat, look
you, this Leek, becaufe, look you, you do not love it, nor
your Affections, and your Appetites, and your Digeftions
does not agree with it; I would defire you to eat ir,

Pift. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats,

Fin. There is a Goat for you, [ Strikes hims,
Will you be fo good, fcald Knave, as eat it2

Pift. Bale Trojan, thou fhalt dye,

Fiu. You {ay very true, fcald Knave, when God’s will is-
I will defire you to live in the mean time, and eat your Vi-
Guals; come, there is Sawce for it.  You call’d me yefter-
day Mountain-Squire, but I will make you to day a Squire
of low degree. I pray you fill to; if you.can mock 2 Leek,
you can eat a Leek.

Gow. Enough, Captain, you have aftonifh’d him.

Flu. 1 fay I will make him eat fome part of my Leek, or
I will peat his Pate four days: Pite, I pray you, it is good
for your green Wound, and your ploody Coxcomb.

Pift, Muft I bite?

Fiu. Yes certainly, and out of doubt, and out of queftion
too, and ambiguities,

Pift. By this Leek, I will moft horribly revenge; I eat,
and eate---I fwear----

Fix. Eaty I pray you; will you have fome more Sawceto
your Leek: There is not enough Leek to {wear by.

Piff. Quict thy Cudgel, thou doft fee I eat.

Flx. Much good do you, fcald Knave, heartily. Nay, pray
you throw none away, the Skin is good for your brcken
Coxcomb: When you take ogcafions to fie Lecks hereafter
I pray you mock at 'em, that's all.

Pit, Good.

4. ¢ 3 Tl
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Fin. Ay, Leeks is good; hold you, there is a Groat to

heal your Pate.

Piff. Me a Groat?
Flp. Yes, verily, and in truth you fhall take it, orI have

another Leck in my Pocket, which you fhall eat.

Pift. 1 take thy Groat in earncft of Revenge.

Flu. 1f 1 owe you any thing, 1 will pay you in Cudgels,
you fhall be a Woodmonger, and buy noething of me but
Cudgels: God be w1’ you, and keep you, and heal your Pate,

LExits

Piff. All Hell fhall ftir for this. L

Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly Knave: Will
you mock at an ancient Tradition, began upon an honoura-
ble Refpedt, and worn as a memorable Trophy of predecea-
(:d Valour, and dare not avouch in your Deeds any of your
Words. I have feen you gleeking and galling at this Gentles
man twice or thrice.  You thought, becaufe he could not
fpeak Englifbia the native Garb, he could not therefore handle
an Englifb Cudgel; you find it otherwife, and henceforth
let a Welfb Correction teach you a good Englifb Condition,
fare ye well. [Exi,

Pifi- Doih Fortune play the Hufwife with me now? News
Have I that my Dollis dead i’th’ Spittle, of a malady of France,
and there my rendczvous is quite cut off: Old I do wax,
and frommy weary Limbs Honour is cudgell’d. Well, Bawd

~ 11 turn, and fomething lean to Cut-purfe of quick Hand:

To England will L ftea), and there I'll fteal;

Aund patches will T ger unto thefe cudgel’d Scars,

A d fwear I got them in the Gallia Wars. [Exit.

Enter at one Door, King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Warwick,
and other Lovdss at another, the French King, Queen I1abel,
the Duke of Burgundy, and other French.
K. Henry. Peace to this Mecting ; wherefore we are met:

Unto our Brother France, and to our Sifter,

Health and fair time of Day; Joy and good Wifhes

To our moft fairand Princely Coufin Katherine ;

And as 2 Branch and Member of this Royalty,

By whom this great Aflembly is contriv'd,

We do falute you Duke of 8urgundy,

And Princes French and Peers, Hgalch to you alle

Fr. ng’
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Fr. King. Right joyousare we to behold your Face,
Moft woithy Brother England, fairly met.

So are you Princes Englifb, every one.

0. Ifa. So bappy be the Iflue, Brother Exgland,
Of this good day, and of this gracious mecting,
As we are now glad to behold your Eyes:

Your Eyes, which hitherto have born in them
Againft the French, that met them in their bent,
The fatal Balls of murthering Bafiliskss

The venom of fuch Looks we fairly hope

Have loft their quality, and that this day

Shall change all Griefs and Quarrels into Love,

K. Henry, To cry Amen to that, thus we appear,

Q. Ifa. You Englifh Princes all; I do falute vou.

Burg. My Duty to you both; on equal Love;
Great Kings of Frasce and England. That I have labour'd
With all my Wits, my Pains, and ftrong Endeavours,
To bring your moft Imperial Majefties
Unto this Bar and Royal Interview,

Your Mightineffes on both parts beft can witnefs.
Since then my ‘Office hath {o far prevail’d,

That Face to Face, and Royal Eye to Eye,
You have congreeted: Let it not difgrace me,
If I demand before this Royal view,

What Rub, or what Impediment there is,
Why- that the naked, poor and mangled Peace,
Dear nurfe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births,
Should not, in this beft Garden of the World,
Our fertile France, put up her lovely Vifage?
Alas, fhe hath from France too long been chac’d,
And all her Husbandry doth lye on heaps,
Corrupting in its own Fertility,

Her Vine, the merry chearer of the Heart,
Unpruned dies; her Hedges even pleach’d,

Like Prifoners wildly over-grown with Hair,
Put forth diforder’d Twigs: Her fallow Leas,
The Darnel, Hemlock, and rank Fumitory,
Doth root upon, while that the Culter rufts,
That fhould deracinate fuch Savagery:

The even Mead, that erft brought fweetly forth

The freckled Cow{lip, Burnet,” and green Clover,

N Wanting
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Wanting the Sythe, all uncorre@ed, rank,
Conceives by ldlenefs, and nothing tecms,
But hateful Docks, rough Thiftles, Keckfies, Burs,
Lofing both Beauty and Utility ;
Aad all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads and Hedges,
Defe&ive in their Natures, grow to wildnefs,
Even fo our Houfes, and our Selves, and Children,
Have loft, or do not learn, for want of Time,
The Sciences that fhould become our Country;
But grow like Savages, (asSoldiers will,
That nothing do but meditate on Blood)
To Swearing, and ftern Looks, diffus’d Attire,
And every thing that feems unnatural.
Which to reduce into our former Favour,
You are affembled; and my Speech intreats,
"That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace
Should not expel thefe Inconveniences,

And blefs us with her former Qualities.

K. Henry. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the Peace,
Whofe want gives growth to th’ ImperfeGtions
Which you have cited ; you muft buy that Peace
With full accord to all our juft Demands,

W hofe Tenures and particular Effedls |
You have enfchedul’d briefly in yeur Hands.

Burg. The King hath heard them ; to the which, as yct,
There is no Anfwer made,

K. Henry. Well then; the Peace, which you before fourg’ds
Lyes in his Anfwer.

Fr. King. 1 have but with a curfolary Eye
Over-glanc'd the Articles: Pleafeth your Grace
To appoint fome of your Council prefently
To fit with us, once more with better Leed
To re-furvey them; we will fuddenly
Pafs our accept and peremptory Anfwer.

" K, Henry, Brother, we thall.  Go, Uncle Exeter,
And Brother Clarence, and Brother Gloucefter, :
Harwick and Huntingtany g0 with the King,

And take with you tree Power to ratifie,

Augment, or alter, as your Wildoms beft

Shall fee advantageable for our Dignity,

Any thirg in OF out-of our. Demands,

A
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And we'll confign thereto. Will you, fair Sifter;
Go with the Princes, or ftay here with us?

Q.1fa. Our gracious Brother, I will go with them ;
Haply a Woman’s Voice may do fome good,

When Articles too nicely urg’d, be ftood on.

K. Henry. Yetleave our Coufin Kazharine here with us,’
She is our capital Demand compris'd
Within the fore-rank of our Articles.

Q. Ifa. She hath good leave. [ Exesns,

Manet King Henry, Katharine and a Lady,

K. Henry. Fair Katharine, moft fair,

Will you vouchfafe to teach a Soldier terms,
Such as will enter at a Lady’s Ear,
And plead his Love-fuit to her gentle Heart 2

Kath., Your Majedty fhallmock at me, I cannot {peak your
England,

K. Henrys O fait Katharine, if you will love me foundly
with your French Heart, I will be glad to hear you confefs je
brokenly with your Englifh Tongue. Do you like me, Kate ¢

Kath. Pardonnez, moy, I cannot tell vat s like me,

K. Henry. An Angel is like you, Kare, and you are like an
Angel.

I%ath. Qe dit-ily que je [uis [emblable & los Anges

Lady. Ony verament ([anf voftre Grace) ainfi dit-il,

K. Henry. 1 faid fo, dear Katharine, and ¥ muft noeblufh
to affirm ir.

Kath. O bon Dien! les langues des hommes font plein de
tromperiss.

K. Henry. What fays fhe, fair One? that Tongues of Men
are full of Deceits?

Lady. Ony, datdetongues of de mansis be full of deceits -
dat is de Princefs.

K. Henry. The Princefs is the better Englifb-woman ;
i’faith Kare, my wooing is fit for thy Underﬁanding, Iam
glad thou canft fpeak no better Englifh, for if thou could’st,
thou would'ft find me fuch a plain King, that thou would’ft
think, I bad fold my Farm to buy my Crown, I know no
ways to mince it i Love, bur dire&ly to fay, I love you;
then if you urge me farther, than to fay, Do you in faith?
I wear out my fuit: Give me your anfwer rfaith do, and
clap Hands, and a Bargain; how fay you, Lady?

s Kath,
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Kath, Sauf voftre honnenr, me underftand well,
K. Henry. Marty, if you would put me to Verfes, or
to Danee for your fake, Kate, why you undid me; for the
one, [ have neither words nor meafure; and for the other,
I have no ft ength in meafure, yet a reafonable meafure in
ftrength, . 1f { could win a Lady at leap-frog, or by vault-
ing into my Siddle, with my Armour on my Back'; under
the correGon of Bragging be it fpoken, I fhould quickly
leap intoa Wife: Or if I might buffet for my Love, or
bound my Horfe for her Favours, I could layon likea Bit-
cher, and fit like a Jack-aa-Apes, never off. But before
God, Kae, L cannot look greenly, nor gafp out my. Elo-
uence, nor I have no cunpiag in Proteftation; only down-
right Oaths, which I never ufed till urg’dy nor never bresk |
for urging. If thou canft love a Fellow of this Temper, |
Kare, whofe Face is not worth Sua-burning; ‘that never looks |
in hus Glafs, for love of any thing he fees there s let thine ",
Eye bethy Cook. I fpeakcthee plain Soldier ; if chou canft |
love me for this, take mej if not, tofay to thee that I hall . |
dye, istrue;. but for thylove, by theLord, No: yet I love
thee oo,  And while thou liv'ft, dear Kare, tike a Bellow
of plain and uncoined Conftancy, for he perforce muftido |
thee righs, »becaufe he hath nor the gife to. woo in+other !
places: Forthefe Fellowsof infinite Tongue, that cin Rhime
themfelves into Ladies Favours, they doalwaysreafon them-
felves out again. What? a Speaker is but a Prater, 2 Rhime is
bura Ballad; a good Leg will fall, a (traight Back will ftoop,
3 black Beard will turn whie, a curl’d Pate will grow bald,
a fair Face will wither, -a full Eye will wax hollow; buca |
good Heart, Kate, is the Sun and the Moon, or rather the
Sun, and not the Moon 5 for it fhines bright, and never
changes, but keeps his courfe truly.  If thou would'fthave
" fuch aone, take me; and take me, rzke a Soldier; takea |
soldicr; take a King: And what fay’{t thou then my Love? |
fpeak my fair, and fairly, I pray thee. '
Karh.: Is it poflibie dat I fould love de enemy of France?
. K Hewry. Noy it is not poflible that you fhould love the
Enemy of Frauce, Kate; but in loving me, you fhould
love the Friend of France; for I love Framce {o well, that
I willnotr part with a Village of it: I will have it all mine }
and, Kate; wheb France is mine, and 1am yours; then yours
is France; and you are mine. Kath,

sk rd
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Kath, 1 cannot tell vhat is dat. B -

K.Henry. No, Kate? I will tell ‘thee in French, which
I am fure will hang upon my Tongue, like a new Married
Wife about her Husband’s Neck, hardly to be fhook offie
Fe quand fur le poffeffion de France, ¢ gquand wous aves Je
poffeffion de moy, (Let me fee, what then? Saint Dennis be my
ipeed) Donc voftre et France, @ vous eftes mienne. It is
as eafie for me, Kare, to conquer the Kingdom, as to {peak
fo much more French: I fhall never move theein French, uns
lefs it be to 'laugh at me. '

Kath. Sauf voftre honnenr, le Francois gue vons parlez, il
¢ft melienr quel’ Anglois le qmel je parie.

K.Henry. No faith is't not, Kare ; bue thy fpeaking of
my Tongue, and I thine, meft truly fiifly, muft needs be
granted to be much at one.  Bur, Kare, doft thou undeg-
ftand thus much of Englifb¢ Can’ft thou love me?

Kate. 1 cannot tell. :

K. Henry, Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kare? I'll
ask them. Come, I know thou loveft me; and at night,
when you come intoyour Clofer, youwll queftion this Gen-
tlewoman about me; and I know, Kate, you will to her dif=
praife thofe partsinme, that you love with your heart; but,
good Kare, mock me mercifully, the rather, gentle Prin-
cefs, becaufe I love thee cruelly. If ever thou beeft mine,
Kate, as I have faving Faith within me tells me, thou fhalt ;
I gt chee with {fcambling, and thou muft therefore necds
prove a good Soldier-breeder: Shall not thou and I, between
Saint Dennis and St. George, compound a Boy, half French,
half Englifb, that thall go to Cenflantineple, and take the
Turk by the Beard. Shall we not? what fay’'ft thou, my
fair Flower-de-Luce,

Kath. I do not know dat.

K. Henry, Noj; *tis hercafeer to know, but now to promife
do but now promife, Kate, you will endeavour for your French
partof fucha Boy; and formy Exgli/b moicty, take the word
of a King, and a Barchelor, How ar{wer you, La plus belle
Katherine du monde mon sres chere & divine deeffe.

Karh, Your Majeftee ave faufe Frenche enough to deceive
de moft fage Damotlel dat is ex France.

K. Henr}. Now ficupon my falle French; by mine Honour,
in true Englifb, 1 love thee, Kate; by which Honour I dare

nog
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not fwear thou lovelt me, yet my blood begins to flater
me, that thou do’ft; notwithltanding the poor and un.
tempering effe® of my Vifage. Now befhrew my Father's
Ambition, he was thinking of Civil Wars, when he got me,
therefore was I created with a ftubborn outlide, with an
afpeét of Iron, that when I come to woo Ladies, I frighe
them; but in faith, Kare, the elder I wax, the better [ (hall
appear. My comfortis, that Old Age, that ill layer up of
Beauty, can do no more (poil upon my Face. Thou haft
me, if thou haft me, at the worft; and thou fhale wear me,
if thou wear me, better and better; and therefore tell me,
molt fuir Katharine, will you have me2 Put off thofe Maiden
Blufhes, avouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the Looks
of an Emprels, take me by the Hand, and fay, Harry of Exg-
land, I am thine; which word thou fhalt no fooner blefs
mine Ear withal, but' [ will tell thee aloud, England is thine,
Ircland isthine, Franceisthine, and Henry Plantagenet is thine;
who, though I (peak it before his Face, 'if he bz not Fellow
with the belt King, thou fhalt find the beft King of Good-
fellows. | Come, your Anfwer in broken Mufick ; for thy
Voice is Mufick, and thy Englifbbroken : Therefore Queen
of all, Katharine, break thy mind to me in broken Engli[b,
wilt thou have me?

Kath. Dat is as it thall pleafe le roy mon pere.

K. Henry, Nay, it will pleafe him well, Kae;, it (hall pleafe
him, Kate.

Kath. Den it fhall alfo content me.

K. Henry. Upon that I kifs your Hand, and I call youmy
Queen,

Kath, Laiffex mon Seignenr, laiffez,, luiffe, mayfoy: Fe ne
vens point gue vousabbaiflez voftre grandenr, en baifant le main
duncvoftre, Seignenr, indignie [évvitenr, excufez. moy. Fevons
Jupplie mon tre[ puifant”Seignenr,

K. Henry. Then I will kifs your Lips, Kate.

Kath. Les Dames & Damoifels pour ¢ftre baifle devant leur
sopces il w'e't pasle Cowtume de France,

K. Henry. Madum, my Interpreter, what fays the?

Lady. Dat is not to bede fithion Pour le Ladies of France;
I cannot tell what is buiffe en Englifh.

K. Henry. To k.if's.

Ladys Your Majelty entendre bersre que moy,

K. Henrys

o
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K. Henry. Is it not a fathion for the Maids in France to
kifs before they are married, would fhe fay?

Lady. Ouy verayment.

K. Henry. O Kate, nice Cuftoms curt’fie to great Kings,
Dear Kare, you and I cannot be confin’d within the wesk Lift
of a Country’s futhion ; we are the makers of Manners, Kaze:
and theliberty that follows our Places, ftops the mouths o;’
all find-faults, as I will do yours, for the upholding the nice
fafhion of your Country, in denying me akifs; therefore pa-
tiently, and yielding. [Kiffing ber] You have Witch-crafe
In your Lips, Kare; there is more Eloquence in a Sugar
touch of them, than inthe Tongues of the Fresch Council ;
and they fhould fooner perfuade Harry of England, than a
general Petition of Monarchs, Here comtes your Father,

Enter the French Power, and the Englith Lords,

Burg. Godlave your Majefty, my Royal Coufin, teach

ou our Princefs Englifh ¢

K. Henry. 1 would have her learr, my fair Coufin, how
perfectly I love hery and that is good Englifb.

Burg. Is the apt?

K, Henrv. OurTongue is rough, Coz, and my condition
is not fmooth; fothat having neither the Voice nor the Heart
of Flattery about me, I cannotfo conjure up the fpirit of love
in hery that he will appear in his true likencfs,

Bury. Pardon the franknefs of my Mirth, if I anfwer you
for that. If you would conjure in her, you muft make a
Circle: if conjure up Jovein herin his true likenefs, he muft
appear naked, and blind. Can you blame her then, being a
Maid, yetros’d over with the Virgin Crimfon of Modelty,
if the deny the appearance of a naked blind Boy in her naked
feeing felf¢ It were, my Lord, a hard Conditien for a Maid
to confign to.

K. Henry. Yet they do wirk and yicld as Love is blind
and enforces.

Burg. They are then excus’d, my Lord, when they fee
not what they do.

K. Henry. Then, good my Lord, teach your Coufin to
confent to winking.

Burg. 1 will winkon her to confent, my Lord, if you will
teach her o know my meaning; for Maids well Summe’d,
and warm kept, are like Flies at Bartholomew=tvde, blind,
though
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.thoughthey have their Eyes, and then they will endure hand.
ling, which before would not abide looking on.

K. Henry, This Moral ties me over to time, and a hot
Summer; and fo I fhall catch the Flie, your Coufin, in the
latter end, and the muft be blind too.

Burg. Aslove is, my Lord, before itloves.

K. Henry, Itisfo; and you may, fome of you, thank Love
for my blindnefs, who cannot fee many a fair French City
for one fair French Maid, that ftands in my way.

Fr.King. Yes my Lord, you fee them perfpe@ively ; the
Citiesturn’d intoa Maid; for they are all girdled with Maiden
Walls, that War hath never entred.

K. Henry.r Shall Kate be my Wife 2

Fr. King. So pleafe you.

K. Henry. I am contenty fo the Maiden Cities you talk
of may wait on her ; fo'the Maid that ftood in the Way for
my Wifh, fhall thew me the way to my Wil -

Fr. King. We have confented to all terms of Reafon.

K. Henry. Is't fo, my Lords of Exngland ?
 Weft. The King hath granted every Article:
His Daughter firflt; and then in fequel all,
According to their firm propofed Nature.
. Exe. Obly he hath not yet fubferibed this:
W here your Majefty demands, That the King of France ha-
ving occafion to write for matter of Grant, fhall name your
Highnefs inthis form, and with' this addition, in French :
Noftretres cher filz Henry Roy,d’ Angleterre Heretier de France
and thusin Latin : Preclariffimus Filius nofter Henricus Rex
Anglia @ Hares Francie,

Fr.King. Nor this I have not, Brother, fo deny’d,
But your requeft fhall meke me let it pafs

K. Henry, I pray you then, in Love and dear Alliance;
Let that one Artigle rank with the reft,
And thereupon give me your Daughter,
+ Fri Kings Takeher, fair Son, and from her Blood raife up
IfT1e to me, that the contending Kingdoms
Of France and' England, whofe very thoars look pale,
With envy of each others happinefs,

‘May: ceafe their hatred 5 and this dear Conjun@&ion
Plant Neighbonrhood and Chriftian<like accord
In their fweet Bofoms; that never War advance

His

N .
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His bleeding Sword ’twixt England and fair France.
Lords. Amen,
K. Henry. Now welcome, Kate; and bear me witnefs all,
That here I kifs her, as my Soveraign Queen. [ Flonrifbs
Q. Ifa. God, the beft maker of all Marriages,
Combine your Hearts in one, your R ealms in one,
As Man and Wife being two, are one in love,
So be there "twixt your Kingdoms fuch a Spoufal,
That never may ill Office, or fell Jealoufie,
Which troubles oft the Bed of blefled Marriage,
Thruft in between the Pallion of thefe Kingdoms,
To make divorce of their incorporate League:
That Englifh may as French, French Englifh men,
Receive each other. God fpeak this Amen.
All, Amen. ;
K. Henry. Prepare we for our Marriage; on which day,
My Lord of Burgundy we’ll take your Outh,
And all the Peers, for furety of our Leagues,
Then fhall I fwear to Kate, and you to me,
And may our Oaths well kept and profp’rous be, [ Exemnts
Sonuet. Enter Chorus.
Thus far with rough and all-unable Pen,
Our bending Author hath purfu’d the Story,
In little room confining Mighty Men,
Mangling by ftarts the full ccurfe of their Glory.
Small time, but in that fmall, moft greatly lived,
This Star of England. Fortune made his Sword;
By which, the Worlds beft Garden he atchiev’d,
And of it left bis Son Imperial Lord.
Henry the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown’d King
Of France and England, did this King fucceed :
Whofe State fo many had the managing,
That they loft France, and made his England bleed :
Which oft our State hath fhown; and for her fake,
In your fair minds left this acceptance take.
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{
Dramatis Perfonz.

I ING Henry VI. ’

Duke of Glouc: {tor, Unkle to the Kings and Protettors
Dske of Bedtord, Unkle to the King, and Regent of Flance,
Cuirdinal Beaufort, Bifbop of Winchelter, and Unkle likewife

to the King.

Duke of Exeter.

Duke of Somerfets

Eari of Warwick.

Earl of Salisbury.

Earl of Suffolk,

Lord Talbot.

Young Talbot, his Sou.

Richard Platag:net, afterwards Duke of York,
Mortimer, Earl of March.

Woodvile, Licutenant of the Tower.

Lord Mayor of 1.ondon. ; ; :
Vernon, of the White Rofe, or York Faction.
Bafler, of the Red Rofe, oriLancafter Fallion.

Chirles, Dauphin, and afterwards King of France,
Reignier, Duke of Avjou, and Titular King of Naples:
Duke of Burgundy. :
Duke of Alenion.

Baftard of Orleans.

A old Shepherd, Father 1o Joan 1a Pucelle.

Margaret, Danghter to Reignicr, asd afterwards Queen 10
King Henry,

Joap la Pucelle, 2 Maid pretending to be injpir’dfrom Heaven
and [esting wp for the Championefs of France.

Conntefs of Auvergne.,

Lovds, Captains, Soldsersy Meffengers, and feveral Aitendants, F
both on the Englith and French,
The S CENE is partly in England, and partly 1

m France, }

The




The Firft PArRT of
King HENR T VI

ACTISCE N E'T

Dead March. Enter the Funeral of King Henry
the Fifth, attended on by the Duke of Bedford,
Regent of France ; the Duke of Gloucefter;
Protetor 5 the Dyke of Exeter, and the Farl of
Warwick, zhe Bifbop of Winchefter, and the
Duke of Somerfet;

BEDFORD.

gl UNG bethe Heavens with black, yield Day
to Night;
Comets importing change of Timesand States,”
Brandifh your Cryftal Trefles in the Sky,
And with them fcourge the pad revolting'
Stars,
That have confented unto Harry’s Death :
Kirg Henry the Fifih, too Famous to live long,
England ne’er loft a King of fo much Worth.
Glo. England ne’er had 3 King until his time :
Viitue he had, deferving to Command, H
His brandifh’d Sword did blind Men with his Beams;
His Arms foread wider than a Dragon’s Wings ; -
Vor. III, Ny Hi
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His fparkling Eyes, repleat with awful Fire,
More dazled and drove back his Enemies,
Than mid-day Sin fierce bent againft their Faces.
What fhould [ fiy ? his Deeds exceed 2all Speech:
He neer Jife up s Hand but conquereda
Exe. We mourn in Black, why mourn we not in Blood?
Henry 1s desd, ard never fhall revives:
Upon a wooden Coffin we attend;
And Death’s dithonourable Vi&ory,
We with our fately prefence glorifie,
Like Captives bound to @ Triumphant €ar.
What 2 fhall we curfe the Planets of Mifhap,
T hat plotted thus our Glory’s overthrow?
Or fhalt we think the fubtile-witted Fresch,
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him,
By Magick Veife have thus contriv’d his End ?
Win. He wasa King, bleft of the King of Kings,
Unto the French, the dreadful Judgment-day
So dréadful will not be, as was his fight.
The Battels of the Lord of Hofts hie fought;
The Churches Prayers made him fo profperous.
Glo. The Church? Where is 1t¢
Had not Church men pray’d,
His thread of Life had not {o foon decay’d.
None do you lke, but an effeminate Prince,
Whom like a School-boy you may over-aw.
Win. Glo’ffer, whate’er we like,thou-art Proteétor,
And lookeft to command the Prince and Realm,
Thy Wife is proud, fhe holdeth thee in awe,
M. re than God or Religious Church-men may.
Glo. Name not Religion, for thou lov'ft the Flefh,
And ne’er throtghout the Year to Churchthou go’it,
Except it be tc pray againft thy Foes. -
Bed. Ceafe, ceafethefe Jars, and reft your Mindsin peace:
Let’s to the Alar: Heralds wait on us;
Inftead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms,
Since Arms aviil nof; now that Hesry’s dead.
Pofterity await for wretched Years,
When at their Mothers moift Eyes Babes fhall fuck,
‘Our Hle be oxde a nourith of falt Tears,
And nenc but Women left to "wail the dead.

Henry
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Henry the Fifih, thy Ghoft I invocate ;
Profper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broils,
Combat with adverfe Planéts in the Heavens;
A far more glorious Star thy Soul will make,
Than Falins Cefar, or bright—
Enm a Meffe Jerger.
‘eﬂ My Honourable Lords, health to you all;
Sad T idings bring I to you out of France,
Of Lof, of Slaughter, and Difcomfiture;
Guyenne, Champaign, Rheims, Orleans,
Paris, w/}r;, Poittiers, are all quite loft,
Bed. What fay’(t thou, Man, before dead Henry’s Coarfe?
Speak fofrly or the lofs of thofe great Towns
Will make him burft his Lead, and rife from Death.
Glo, Is Paris loft, and is Roan yielded up?
If Henry were rccaHd to. Life again,
Thefe News would caufe him oncé more yiz=ld the Ghoft,
Exe, How were they loft2 What Treachery was usd2
" Mef. No Treachery, but want of M¢n and Mon
Amongft the Soldiers this is muttered,
That here you maintain feveral Fattions ;
And whillt a Field fhould be difpatch’d and fought,
You are difputing of your Generals.
One would have lingring Wars with little Coft;
Another would fly fwift, but wanteth Wings:
A third Man thinks, wuhou' expence at all,
By guileful fair Words, Peace may be «:)L»:ain’d,
Awake, awske, Englifh Nobility,
Let not Sloth dim your Honours, new begot;
Crop’d are the Flower-dc~Luces in“your Arms
Of England’s Coat, one half is cut away.
Exe. Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral,
Thefe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides.
Bed, Me they concern, Regent I am of France;
Give me my fteeled Coat, T'll fight for France.
Away with theft difgraceful wailing Robes ;
Wounds will I lend the Fresch, lgﬁgad ofEyes,
To weep their intermiflive Mileriess 3
Enter to them anothe? Meffenger,
2 Meff. Lords, view thefe Lercers, fuil.of bad Mifchance.

France is revolted from the Englifb quite,
N 3 Except
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Except fome pretty Towns of no import.
The Dauphin Charles is crowned King in Rheims;
The Baftard of Orleans with hun 1s join’d:
Reignier, Duke of Anjon, doth his Part, _
The Duke of lesfos flicth on his fide, [Exis
Exe. The Dauphin crowned King? all fly to him¢
O, whither fhall we fly from this Reproach ¢
Glo. We will not fly, but to our Enemies Throats.
Bedford, i! thou be flack, I'll fight it out.
Bed. Glo'fter, why doubt {t thou of my forwardnefs?
An Army have I mufter’d in my Thoughts,
Wherewith already France is over-run.
Enter a Third Meffenger.
3 Mefl. My Gracious Lords, to add to your Laments
Wherewith you now bedew King Henry’s Hearfe,
I muft inform you of a difmal Fight
Betwixt the ftout Lord Zalbot and the French.
Wis. What! wherein Talbot overcame, is’t {02
3 AMef. O no; wherein Lord Talbe was o’erthrown,
The Circumftance I'll tell you more at large.
The tenth of Augnft laft, this dreadful Lord,
Retiring from the Siege of Orleans, :
Having fcarce full fix thoufand 1n his Troop,
By three and twenty thoufand of the French
Was round encompafled, and fet upon;
No leifure had he to enrank his Men.
He wanted Pikes to fet before his Archers;
Inftead whereof, fharp Stakes prucke out of Hedges
. They pitched in the Ground confufedly,
To keep the Horfemen off from breaking in.
More than three bours the Fight continued ;
Where valiant Zalbor, above human Thought,
Eni&ed Wonders with his Sword and Lance. |
Hundreds ke fent to Hell, and none durft ftand him: |
Here, there, and every where enrag’d, he {lew.
The Freach ¢xclim’d, the Devil was in Arms,
All the whole Army iagaz’d on him.
His Soldiers fpysg hisemindauntcd Spirit, %
A Talbor! a Tatbor! cry*d out amain. L
And rofh’d into the Bowels of the Battel. ¥
Here, had the Conquett fully becn feal’d up,
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If Sir Fohn Falffaff had not play’d the Coward,
He being 1a the Vaward, plac’d behind
W ith purpofe to relieve and fhllow them,
Cowardly flud, not having ftruck one ftroak,
Hente grew the general Wrack and Maflacie;
Enclofed were they with their Enemies.
A buf Willoon, to win the Dauphin’s Grace,
Thruft Talbor with a Spear into the Back,
Whom all France, with their Chief affembled Strength,
Dur{t not prefume to look-once in the Face.
Bed. Is Talbor {lyinthen? I will flay my felf,
For living 1dly here in pomp and eale,
Whilft fuch a worthy Leader, wanting Aid,
Unto his daftard Foe-men is betray’d.
3 Mef] O vo, he lives, but 1s took Prifoner,
And Loid Scales wth him, and Lord Hungerford ;,
Moft of the reft flaughter’d, or took Likewife.
Bed. His Ran{im there is nore but I fhall pay.
I'li hethe Dauphin headlong f om his Throne,
His Crown fhall be the Ranfom of my Friends
Four of their Lords I’ll change for one of ours,
Farewel, my Mafters, to my Task will T,
Bonfiies in, France forthwith I am to make,
To keep our great St. George's Feaft withal,
Ten thoufand Soldiers with me I will take,
Whofe bloody Deeds fhall make all Exrope quake,
3 Meff. So you had need, for Orleans is befieg’d,
The Englifh Army is grown weak and faint :
The Earl of Salisbury craveth Supply,
And hardly keeps his Men from Mutiny,
Sinc: they fo few, watch {uch a multitude,
Exe. Remember, Lords, your Qaths to Henry {worn s
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly,
Or bring him in Ob.dience to your Yoak,
Bed. I do remember ity and here take leave,
T'é go about my Preparation, [ Exi: Bedford.
« Glo. Tl to the Tower with all . :
To viegathe Artillery and Mug

« L€xit Gloucefler,

g 4 Exe.
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Exe. To Eltam will 1, where the young King is,
Being ordain'd his fpecial Governor,
And for his fafety there Ul beft devife. [Exin

Win. Each hath bis Place and Fun&ion to attend :

I am left out: for me nothing remains : )

But long I will not be Jack out of Office,

The King from Elram 1 intend to fend,

And fit at chicfeft fern of publick Weal. [ Exin,

Enter Charles, Aleofon, and Reignier, marching with a
Drum and Soldiers.

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the Heavens,

So in the Larth, to this day is not known,

Late did he fhine upon the Englifb fides

Now we are Vicors, upon us he fmiles.

What Towns of any moment, but we have %

At pleafare here we lye, near Orleans:
Otherwhiles, the famith’d Englifh, like pale Ghofts,
Faintly befiege us one Hour in a Month. :

Alen, They want their Porredge; and their fat Bull-Beeves,
Either they muft be dieted like Mules, '
And have their Provender ty'd to their Mouths,

Or piteons they will look, like drowned Mice.
Talbor is taken, whom we wont to fear:

R emaineth none but mad-brain’d Salisbury,
And he may well in frecting fpend his Gall,
Nor Men, nor Mony ‘hath he to make War.

Char. Sound, found Alarum, we will rufh on them,
Now for the Flonsur of the forlorn French : 4
Him 1 forgive my Deathgthat killeth me;

When he fees me go back one foot, or fly. [Exeun.
[Here Alarm, they are beaten back by the Englith, with
great Lofs.
Enter Charles, Alenfon, and Reignier.

Char. Who ever faw the like? What Men have 12
Dogs, Cowards, Daftards: I would ne’er have fled;

Buc that they left me 'midft my Enemies,”

Reig. Salisbiiys dperate Homicide,

He ﬁghteth r f his Life: @
ns wanting Foad, i A

Two other LordS,

Do rufh upon us as their hungry prey.

%
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Alen. Froyfard, a Countryman of ours, records,
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred,
During the time Edward the third did Reign:
More truly now may this be verified ;
For none but Sampfons and Goliaffes
It fendeth forth to Skirmifh 5 one to ten !
Lean raw-bon’d Rafcals, who would e’er fuppofe
Theéy had fuch Courage and Audacity?
Char. Let’s leave this Town,
For they arc hair-brain’d Slaves,
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager s
Of old I know them; rather with their Teeth
The Walls they’ll tear down, than forfake the Siege,
Reig. T think by fome odd Gimmals or Device
Their Arms are fet, like Clock, fill to firike on }
Elfe ne’er could they hold out o as they do:
By my confent, we'll even let them alone,
Alen. Be it fo.
Enter the Baftard of Orleans.
Baft. Where’s the Prince Dauphini Thave News for him,
Dan, Baftard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us,
Baft. Methinks your Looks are fad, your Chear appal'd.
Hath the late Overthrow wrought this Offence 2
Be not difmay’d, for Succour is a¢ hand s
A holy Maid hither with me I bring,
Which by a Vifion fent to her f om Heaven,
Ordained is to raife this tedious Siege,
And drive the Englifb forth the bounds of Framce :
The Spirit of deep Prophefic fhe hath,
Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome:
What’s paft, and what's to come, fhe can defery.
Speak, fhall I call her in ? Believe my Words,
For they are certain and infallible.
Dan. Go, call her in; but firf}, to try her Skiil,
Reignier {tand thou as Dauphin in my place;
Queftion her proudly, letthy Looks be ftern,
By this means thall we found what Skill fhe hath,
; Enter Joan la Pucelle.
Reig. Fair Maid, is’t thou wi't do thefe wondrous Feats?
Pucel. Reignier, is’t thou that thinkeft to beguile me?
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind,
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I know thee well, though never feen before.
Be not amaz d, there’s nothing hid fiom me:
In private will I talk with thee apart:
Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while.
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firft dafh.
Pucel. Dauphin, 1 am by birth 2 Shepherd’s Daughter;
My Wit untraw’d in any kind of Art:
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleas’d
To thine on my contemptible I ftate.
Lo, whilft I waited on my tender Lambs,
And to Suns parching heat difplay’d my Cheeks,
God’s Moth r deigned to appear to me.
A~d in a Vifion full of M jefty,
W 11'd me to leave my bafe Vocation,
And free my Country from Calamity:
He: Aid the promis’d, and affur d Succefs.
T1 compleat Glory fhe reveal’d her {eIf 5
And whereas I was black and {wart before,
With thofe clear Rays which fhe infus’d on me,
Thar Beauty am I bicft wih, which you fee.
Ask m: whar queftion thou canft poffible,
Aad [ will anfwer unpremedirated::
My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar’ft,
And thou fhalt find thar I exceed my Sex.
Refolve on this, thou fhalt be fortunate,
If thou receive me for thy Warl ke Mate.
Dan.Thouhaft aftonith’d me with thy high termsz
Only this proof Pll of thy Valour mzke,
In fingle Combat thou fhalt buckle with me;
And if thou vanquitheft, thy Words are true,
O herwife I renounce all Confidence.
Pucel. 1 am prepar’d; here is my keen-edg’d Sword,
Deck’d with fine Flower-de-Luces on each fide,
The which ag To#rain in St. Katharine’s Church-yard,
Our- of a great deal of old Irons I chofe forth.
. Dan. Then come a God's Name, 1 fear no Woman,
Pucel. And while Llive, I'll ne’er fly no Man. ‘
Here they Fight, and Joan de Pucille avercomes.
Dan. Sy, ftay thy Hands, thou art an Amazes,
And fightelt with the Sword of Debora.

Pucel. Chyift’s Mother helps me, elfe I were too weak
‘ : ~ Dam

i
.
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Dan. Who c’er helps thee, ’tis thou that muft help me:
Impatiently [ burn with thy defire,
My Heart and Hands thou haft 4t once fubdu’d,
Excellent Paucelle, if thy Name be fo,
Let me thy Servant, and not Sovereign be,
_Tis the French Dauphin fueth to thee thus,
Pucel. 1 muft not yield to any rights of Love,
For my Profeffion’s facred from above :
Whien I have chafed all thy Foes from hence,
Then will I think upon a Recompence.
Dan. Mean time look gracious on thy proftrate Thrall,
Reig. My Lord, methinks, is very long in talk,
Alen. Doubtlefs he fhrives this Woman to her Smock,
Elle né’er could he {0 long protra@ his Speech
Reig. Shall we difturb him, fince he keeps no mean?
<len. He may mean more than we poor Men do know g
Thefe Womenr are threwd tempters with their Tongues,
Reig. My Lord, where are you2 What devife you on?
Shall we give over Orleans, or no 2
Pucel. Why no, I {ay; diftruftful Recreants,
Fight "ull the laft gafp ; for Ill be your guard,
Dan. W hat the {iys Pli confirm; we’ll fightitout,
Pucel. Aflign’d L am to be the Englifh Scourge,
This Night the Siege affuredly Il raifes
Expect Saint Martin’s Summer, Halcyon days,
Since I have entred thus into thefe Wars,
Glory is like a Circle in the Water;
Which never ceafeth to enlarge it f:If
"Till by broad fpreading it difperfe to nought,
With Henry’s death, the Englifb Circle ends,
Difperfed are the Glories it mncludeds
Now am I like thit proud infultine Ship,
Which Cefar and his Fortune bore at once,
Dan. Was Mahomet infpired with a Daove ?
Thouw with an Eagle art in{iir'd then,
Helen, the Mother of great Conftantize,
Nor yet St. Philip’s Daughters were like thee.
Bright Star of Zenus, fill’'n down on the Earth,
How may I reverently worfhip thee enoughg
Alen, Leave off delays, and 1€t us raife the Siege,

Reig,
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Reig. Woman, do what thou cant to fave our Honours,
Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz’d.

Das, Prefently we'll try: Come, let’s away about it,
No Prophet will [ truft, if fhe proves falfe. [ Exennt,
Enter Gloucelter, with his Serving-Men,

7lo. T am to furvey the Tower this day :
Since Henry's Death, I fear there is Conveyance:
Where be thefz Warders, that they wait not here?
Open the Gates, *tis Gloncefter that calls.

1 Ward. Who's there, that knocks fo imperioufly 2
AMan. It is the Noble Duke of Glo'ffer.

Ward. Who €er he be, you may not be let in.
Man. Villains, anfwer you fo the Lord ProteCtor ¢
1 Ward. The Lord prote& him, {o we anfwer him,

We do not otherwife than we are will’d.
Gls. Who willed you? or whofe Will ftands but mine?
There’s none ProteGor of the Realm, but I.
Break up the Gates, I'li be your warrantize;
Shall I be flouted thus by dunghil Grooms?
Gloucefter’s Menrufb azthe Tower Gates, and Woodvile
the Lieutenant [peaks within.
* Wood. What noife isthis3 What Traitors have we here?
Glo. Lieutenant, is it you whofe Voice I hear?
Open the Gates, here’s Glo'[ter that would entere

Waod. Have parience, Noble Duke, I may nos open,
The Cardinal of Winchefter forbids;

From him I have expres Commandment,
That thou nor none of thine fhall be let ine

Glo. Faint-hearted Waodvile, prizeft him *fore me?
Arrogant Winchefter, the haughty Prelate,

Whom Henry our Jate Sovereign ne’er could brook 2
Thou art no Friend to God or tothe King:
Open the Gate, or I'll fhut thee out thortly.

Serw. Open the Gates to the Lord ProteCor,

Or we'll buift them open, if that you come not quickly,
Enter to the ProteClor at the Tower Gates, Winchefter
and his Men in Tawny Coats.

Win, How now ambitious Umpire, what means this ?
Glo. Piel’d Prieft, doft ‘thou command me to be fhut
out? . : :
win. 1 do, thou moft ufurping Preditor,

- N

And
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And not ProteCor of the King or Realm,
Glo. Stand back, thou manifeft Confpirator,
Thou that contrived’ft to murther our dead Lord,
Thou that giv'lt Whores Indulgencies to Sin,
I'll canvas thee in thy broad Cardinal’s Hat,
If thou proceed in this thy Infolence,
Win. Nay, ftand thou back, I will not budge a foot
This be Damafcus, be thou curfed Cain,
To flay thy Brother Abel, if thou wile,
Glo. I will not flay thee, but P’ll drive thee backs
Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Child’s bearing Cloth,
I'il ufz, to carry thee out of this place.
Win. Do what thou dar’ft, I beard thee to thy Face,
Glo. What?2 am I dar’d, and bearded to my Face?
Draw Men, for all this privileged Place,
Blue Coars to Tawny Coats. Prieft, beware thy Beard,
I mean to tug ir, and to cuff you foundly,
Under my Feet Ill ftamp thy Cardinal’s Hat -
In fpight of Pope, or Dignirties of Church,
Here by the Cheeks I'll drag thee up and down,
Win. Glo’ftery thou wilt anfwer this before the Pope.,
Glo. Winchefter Goofe, 1 cry, aRope, a Rope.
Now beat them hence, why do you let them ftay 2
Thee I'll chafe hence, thou Wolf in Sheep’s array,
Out Tawny Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite.
Here Glouceltet’s Men bear ont the Cardinal’s, and enter in the
baurly-burly the Mayor of London, and bhis Offcers,
Mayor. Fie, Lords, that you being fupream Magiftrates,
Thus contumelioufly fhould break the Peace.
Glo. Peace, Mayor, for thou know’{t little of my Wrongs:
Here’s Beanford, that regards not God nor King,
Hath here diftrain’d the Zower to his ufe.
Win., Here's Glo'fter too, a Foe to Citizens,
One that ftill motions War, and never Peace,
O’er-charging your free Purfes with large Fines;
That feeks to overthrow Religion,
Becaufe he is Prote&or of the Realm;
And would have Armour here out of the Zower,
To Crown himfelf King, and fupprefs the Prince.
Glo. I will not anfwer thee with Words, but Blows.
oy [Here they skirmifb again,
Mayor,
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Mayor. Nought refts for me in this tumultuous Strife,
But to make open Proclamation.

Come, Officer, as loud as ¢’er thou can’ft; cry;

All manner of Men affembled bere in Arms this Day, a=
gamft God’s Peace and the King's, we Charge and Command yos,
in bis Highne[s Names to repair to your feveral dwelling Plages,
and not 1o wears bandle, or ufe any Swordy Weapons, or Dagger
henceforward, upon pain of Death.

Gls. Cardinal, I'll be no B eaker of the Law:

But we fhall meet, and break our Minds at large.

Win. Glo'fters we'll meet to thy dear Coft be fure;
Thy Heart-blood I will have for this day’s Work.
Mayor. LIl cali for Clubs, 1f you will not away:
This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil.

Glo. Mayor, farewel: T hou doft but what thou may’fts

Win. Abominable Gldffer, guard thy Head,

For I intend to have it e’er be long. [ Exennt,

Mayor. Seethe Coaft clear’d, and then we will depart,
Good God, that Nobles (hould fuch Stomachs bear,

I my felf fight not once in forty year. | Exennt,
Enter the Mafter-Gunner of Orleans, and his Boy.

M. Gun. Sitra, thou know’ft how Orleans is befieg’d,
And how the Englifb have the Suburbs won.

Boy. Esther, 1 know, and oft have fhot at them,

How e’er unfortunate I mifs'd my aim.

Jf. Gun. But niow thou fhale not. - Be thou rul'd by me g
Chief M:fter-Gunner-am I of this Town,

Something I muft do to procure me Grace:

The Prince’s efpials have informed me,

How the Englifb, in the Suburbs clofe intrench’ds
Went through a fecret Grate of Iron Bars,

In yonder Tower, to over-peer the City,

And thence difcover, how with moft Advantage *
They may Vvex us with Shot or with Aflault.

To intercept this Inconvenience,

A piece of Ordnance *gainfl it I have plac’d,

And fully even thefe three Days have'l watch'dy’
If T could fee them. Now, Boy, do-thou watch,
For T can ftay no longer. ,

If thou fpy’it any, run aitd bring me word,
#ind-thou fhalt find me at the Governor’s. [ Exits

Boy.



Kl'ﬂg I—-Icnry VI. 1391

) | Boy. Fither, T warrant you, take you no care;
P’ll vever trouble you, if I may {py them.
Enter S:lisbury and Talbot on the Turrets, with others,
h Sal. Talbot, my Life, my Joy, again return’d 2
How wert thou handled, being Prifoner?
Or by what means got’ft thou to be releas’d?
Difcourf: T prethee on this Turret’s top.
Tal. 1he Earl of Bedford had a Prifoner,
Cali’d the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile,
For bim was I exchang’d, and ranfomed.
But with a bafcr Man of Arms by fir,
Orice in Contempt they would have barter’d me:
Which I difdaining, florn’d, and craved Death,
) Rarher than I wou!d be fo pil’d efteem’d ;
2k In fine, redeem’d I was, as I defir'd,
: But O, the treacherous Falffaff wounds my Heart,
b Whom with my bare Fifts I would execute,
If I now had him brought into my Power.
Sal, Yet tell'ft thou not how thou wert entertain’d.
b Tal, With fceffs and fcorns, and contumelious taunts,
‘. In open Market place produc’d they me,
%+ To be a publick Spe&acle to all s
Here, faid they, is the Terror of the French,
The Scare-crow that affrights our Children fo,
Then broke I from the Officers that led me,
j*  And with my Nailsdigg’d Stones out of the Ground,
To hurl at the beholders of my Shame.
My grifly Countenance made others fly,
None durft come near, for fear of fudden Death.
In Iron Walls they deem’d me not fecure :
So great fear of my Name ’mongft them was fpread,
That they fuppos’d I could rend Bars of Steel,
And fpurn in pieces pofts of Adamant.
Wherefore a guard of chofen Shot I had ;
They walk’d about me every Minute while;
And if I did but ftir out of my Bed,
Ready they were to hoor me to the Heart,
Enter Boy with a Linflock,
Sal, I grieve to hear what Tormeits you endur'd,
But we will be reveng’d fufficiently,
Now it is Supper time in Orleans :

Herey




1392 Tbe(art of

Here, through this Grate, I can count cvery one,
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie:
Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee:
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sit William Glanfdale,
Let me have your exprels Opinions,
Where is beit place to make our Batt’ry next ?
Gar. T'think at the North Gate, for there ftand Lords.
Glan. And I here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge.
Tal. For ought I fee, this City muft be famifh’d,
Or with light Skirmifhes enfeebled.
[ Here they [boots and Salisbury falls down.
Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched Sinners.
Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful Man,
741, What chance is this that fuddenly hath croft us?
Speak, Salisbury; at leaft, if thou canft, fpeak:
How far’ft thou, Mirror of all Martial Men ?
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheeks fide flruck off?
Accurfed Tower, accurfed fital Hand
That hath contriv’d this woful Tragedys
. In thirteen Battels, Salisbary 0’ercame :
Henry the Eifth he firft train’d to the Wars,
Whilt any Trump did found, or Drum ftruck up;
His Sword did ne'er leave ftriking in the Ficld,
Yetliv ft thou, Salishury? though thy Speech dothfail,
One Eye thou haft to look to Heaven for Grace.
The Sun with one Eye vieweth all the World.
Heaven be thou Gracious to none alive,
If Salishury wants Mercy ar thy Hands.
Bear hence this Body, I will help to bury it.
Sir Themas Gargrave, haft thotany Life?
Speak unto Zalbot, nay, look up to him.
Salisbury, chear thy Spirit with this Comfort,
Thou fhalt riot die whiles
He beckons with his Hand, and {miles on me:
As who fhould iy, When I am dead and gone,
Remember to avenge me oz the French.
Plantagener 1 will, and, Nero like, will
Play on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn:
Wretched fha‘_.ll France be only in my Name.
(Here an Alarm, and it Thunders and Lighténs,
What fir is this2 What Tumult’s in the Heavens?
vk Whencg

™ gty
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Whence cometh this Alarum, and the Noife?
Enter & Meffenger,
Mef. My Lord, my Lord, the French have gather’d head.
The Danphin, with one Foan la Pucelle join'd,
A holy Prophetefs, now rifen up,
Is come with a great Power, to raife the Siege.
[ Here Salisbury lifteth bim[elf up, and groans,
Zal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth’ groan,
It irks his Heart he cannot be reveng’d,
Frenchmen, D'l be a Salisbury to you,
Puzel or Puffel, Dolphin or Dog-filh,
Your Hearts T'll ftamp out with my Horfes heels.
Convey me Salisbury into his Tent,
And then we'll try, what thefe daftard Frenchmen dare.
Alayam, [ Exiz,
Here an Alarsm again;y, and Talbot purfueth the Danphin,
and driveth him: Then enter Joan la Pucelle, driving
Englithmen before her.  Then enter Talbot.
Tal. Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force?
Our Englifb Troops retire, I cannot ftay them.
A Woman clad in Armour chafeth them,
Enter Pucelle.
Here, here the comes. I'll have a bout with thee;
Devil, or Devil’s Dam, I'll conjure thee
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art 2 Wiech.
And ftraightway give thy Sovl to him thou ferv’ft,
Pacel. Come, come, *tis only I that muft difgrace thee.
[ They fight
Tal. Heavens, can you fuffer Hell fo to prevail?
My Breaft ’ll burft with Straining of my Courage,
And from my Shoulders crack my Arms afunder,
But I will chaftife this high-minded Strumper.
They fight again.
Pucel, Talbor farewel, thy hour is rot y£t cgyme{ -
I muft go Vi&ual Orleans forthwith, :
A fbort Alarum : Then Enter the Town with Soldsers,
O’er-take me if thou canft, I fcorn thy ftrength,
Go, go, chear up thy hunger-ftarved Men,
Help Salisbury to make his Teftament,
This Day is ours, as many more fhall be. [ Exir Pucelle,
Vor. IIL Ee Tal.
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Tal. My Thoughts are whirled like a Potter’s Wheel.
I know not where I am, nor what I do:
A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibalh,
Drives back our Troops, and conquers as fhe lifts :
So Bees with fmoak, and Doves with noifom ftench,
Are from their Hives and Houfes driven away.
They call’d us, for our fiercencfs, Englifb Dogs,
Now like the Whelps, we crying run away.
[ A [hort Alaram.
Hark Countrymen, either renew the fight,
Or tear the Lions out of England’s Coat.
Renounce your Soil, give Sheep in Lions ftead:
Sheep run not half o treacherous from the Wolf,
Or Horfe or Oxen from the Leopard,
As youfly from your oft-fubdued Slaves.
[ diarwm. Here another Skirmifb,
It will not be, retire into your Trenches :
You all confented unto Salishury’s Death,
For none would ftrike a ftroke 1n his Revenge.
Pucelle is-entred into Orleans,
In fpight of us, or eught that we could do.
O would I were to die with Salisbury,
The thame hereof will make me | iie my head.
[ Exit Talbot.
[ Alarnm, Retreat, Flourifbe
Enter on the Wall, Pucelle, Dauphin, Reignier, Alenfon,
and Soldiers.
Pacel. Advance our waving Colours on the Walls,
Refcw'd is Orleans from the Englifb Wolves:
Tous Foan la Pucelle hath perform’d her word.
Dan, Divineft Creature, bright 4/ffrea’s Daughter,
How fhall I honour thee for this Succefs !
Thy Promifes are like Adonis Garden,
That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were the next.
- Framce, Triumph in thy glorious Prophetcfs,
Recover'd is the Town of Orleans ;
More blefled hap did ne’er befal our State.
Reig. Why ring not out the Bells aloud,
Throughout the Town?
Dauphiny, command the Citizens make Bonfires,
And feaft and banquet in the open Streets.
To celebrate the Joy that God hath given us. Alen,
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Alen, All France will be repleat with Mirth and Joy,
When they fhall hear how we have play’d the Men,
Dias. *Tis Foan, not we, by whom the day is won:
For which, I will divide my Crown with her,
And all the Priefts and Fryers in my Realm,
Shall in Proceffion fing her endlefs Praife. .
A ftatelier Pyramid to her Il rear,
Than Rhodope’s or Memphis ever was.
In memory of her when fhe is dead,
Her Afhes, in an Urn more gracious
Than the Rich-jewel’d Coffer of Darins,
Tranfported fhall be, at high Feftivals,
Before the Kings and Queens of France.
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry,
But Foan la Pucelle thall be Frasce’s Saint.
Come in, and let us Banquet Royally,
After this Golden day of Vicory.
[ Flowrifb. Exeunt.

A CT e SRS

Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels.,

Ser. Qlrs, take your places and be vigilant:
If any Noife or Soldier you perceive
Near to the Wall, by fome apparent fign
Let us have knowledge at the Court of Guard.
Cens. Serjeant, you fhall. Thus are poor Servitors
(When others fleep upon their quiet Beds)
Conftrain'd to watch in Darknefs, Rain, and Cold.
Enmter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with fealing
Ladders. Their Drums beating a Dead March,
Zal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Bargundy,
By whofe approach, the Regions of Arzois,
Walloon, and Picardy, are Friends to us:
This happy Night, the Frenchmen are fecure,
Having all day carous’d and banquetted.
Embrace we then this opportunity,
As fitting beft to quittance their deceir,
Contriv’d by Art, and baleful Sorcery.

2 Bed,
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Bed. Coward of France, how much he wrongs his Fame,
D :{pairing of his own Arms fortitude,
To join with Witches, and the help of Hell.
Bur. Traitors have never other company.
But what’s that Pucel, whom they term fo pure?
Tal. A Maid, they fay.
Bed. A Maid? And be fo Martial?
Bur. Pray God, fhe prove not Mafculine ¢’er long:
If underneath the Standard of the French
She earry Armour, as fhe hath begun.
Tal, Well, let them praife and converfe with Spirits,
God is our Fortrefs, in whofe Conquering Name
Let us refolve to {cale their flinty Bulwarks.
Bed. Afcend, brave Talboz, we will follow thee.
Tal. Not all together: Better far I guefs,
That we do make our entrance feveral ways:
That if it chance the one of us do fail,
The other yet may rife againft their force.
Bed. Agreed; I'll to yond corner.
Bur. And I to this.
7ul. And here will Tulbot mount, or make his Grave.
Now Salisbury for thee and for the right
OFf Englifb Henry, fhall this-night appear
How much in duty, Iam bound to both.
Cent. Arm, Arm, the Enemy doth make affaut.
| Cry, S. George! A Talbot!
The French leap o'er the Walls in their [birts, Enter Jeveral
ways, Baftard, Alenfon, Reignier, balf ready, and balf
nnready.
Ales. How now, my Lords? what all unready fo?
Buft. Unready? I and glad we fcape fo well.
Reig. *Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our Beds,
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber doors.
Alen. OF all Exploits fince firft I follow’d Arms,
Ne'er heard I of a Warlike Enterprize
More venturouss or defperate than this. = -
Baft. T think this Talbot be a Fiend of Hell.
Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens fure favour him.
Alen. Here cometh Charles, 1 marvel how he {ped.
Enter Charles and Joan,
Baft. Tut, holy Foan was his defenfive Guard.

b= Char.
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Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful Dame 2
Didft thou at firft, to flacter us withal,
Make us partakers of a little gain,
That now our lofs might be ten times fo much?
Pucel. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his Friend 2
At all times will you have my power alike 2
Sleeping or Waking, muft I fill prevail,
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me?
Improvident Soldiers, had your Watch been good,
This fudden mifchief never could have faln.
Char. Duke of Alenfon, this was your default.
That being Captain of the Watchto Night,
Did look no better to that weighty Charge.
Alen. Had.all our Quarter been as fafely kept,
As that, whereof I had the Government,
We bad not been thus thamefully furpriz’d.
Baff. Mine was {ecure.
Reig. And fo was mine, my Lord.
Char. And for' my felf, moft part of all this Nighe
Within her Quarter, and mine own Precin&,
I was employ’d in p:ffing to and ‘fro,
About relieving of the Centinels,
Then how, or which way, thould they firft break in2
Puz. Queltion, my Lord, no further of the cafe,
How, or which way 3 ’tis fure they found fome place,
But weakly Guarded, where the Breach was made:
And now there refts no other fhift, but this
To gather our Soldiers, fcatter’d and difpertt,
And lay new Plat-forms to endamage them. [Exenns,
Alarum. Euter a Soldiery crying, a Talbot! a Talbot!
they fly, leaving their Cloaths behind,
Sol. I'll be fo bold to take what they have left :
The Cry of Falbot {erves me for a Sword,
For 1 have loaden me with many Spoils,
Ufing no other Weapon but his Name, [Exite
Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy.
Bed. The Day begins to break, and Night is f.d,
Whofe pitchy Mantle over-vail'd the Earth,
Here found Retrear, ard ceafe our hot Parfuit, [ Retrear.
Tal. Bring forth the Body of old Salisbury,
And here advance it in ths Market place,
=N, 3 The
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The middle Centre of this curfed Town,

Now have I pay’d my Vow unto his Soul,

For every drop of Blood was drawn from him,
There hath at leaft five Frenchmen dy’d to night:
And that hereafter Ages may behold

W hat ruin happen’d in revenge of him,

Within the chiefelt Temple I’ll ere&

A Tomb, wherein his Corps fhall be interr’d:
Upon the which, that every one may read,

Shall be engrav’d the Sack of Orleass,

The treacherous manner of his mournful Death,
And what a terrour he had been to France.
But, Lords, in all our bloody Maflacre,

I mufe we met not with the Dauphin’s Grace,
His new.come Champion, virtuous Foan of Arc,
Nor any of his falfe Confederates,

Bed. ’Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight began,
Rouz’d on the {fudden from their drowfie Beds,
They did amongft the Troops of armed Men,

Leap o’er the Walls for refuge in the Field.

Bur. My felf, as far as I could well difcern,
For Smoak, and dufty Vapours of the Night,

Am fure I fcar’d the Dauphin and his Trull,

When Arm in Arm they both came {wiftly running;

Like to a pair of loving Turtle Doves,

That could not live afunder Day or Night.

After that things are fet in order here,

Wwe'll follow them with 2ll the Power we have.
Enter a Meffenger.

Meff. All hail, my Lords; which of this Princely Train
Call ye the Warlike Talboz, for his AGs
So much applauded through the Realm of France?

Tal. Here is the Talbor, who would {peak with him?

Meff. The virtuous Lady, Couitels of Auvergne,
With modefty admiring thy Renown,

By me intreats, great Lord, thou would'ft vouchfafe

To vifit her poor Caftle where fhe lyes;

That the may boaft the hath beheld the Man,

Whofe Glory fills the World with loud report.

" Bur. Is it even fo? Nay, then I fee our Wars

Will tuin into a2 peaceful Cemick Sport,

" When
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When Ladies crave to be encountred with.
You may not, my Lord, defpife her gentle fuit.
Zal. Neé'er truft me then; for when a World of Men
Could not prevail with all their Oratory,
Yet hath a Woman’s kindnefs over-rul’d :
And therefore tell her, I return great thanks,
And in fubmiffion will attend on her.
Will not your Honours bear me company?
Bed, No, truly ’tis more than manners will:
And I have heard it faid, Unbidden Guefts
Are often welcomeft when they are gone.
Tal. Well then, alone, fince there’s no remedy,
I mean to prove this Lady’s courtefie.
Come hither, Captain, you perceive my mind. [Whifpers.
Capt. I do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. [Exeunt.
Enter Conntefs of Auvergne,
Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge,
And when you have done fo, bring the Keys to me.
Port. Madam, I will. L
Count. The Plot is laid, if all things fall out right,
I fhall as famous be by this exploit,
As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus Death,
Great is the rumour of this dreadful Knighe,
And his Atchievements of no lefs account:
Fain would mine Eyes be witnefs with my Ears,
To give their Cenfure of thefe rare Reports.
Enter Meflenger and Talbot.
Mef|. Madam, according as your Ladyfhip defis'd,
By Meflage crav'd, fo is the Lord Tualbot come,
Count. ‘And he is welcome; what? is this the Man3
Meff. Madam, it is.
Connt, Is this the Scourge of France?
Is this the Zalbot, fo much fear’d abroad?
That with his Name the Mothers ftill cheir Babes 2
I fee Report is fabulous and falfe.
I thought I fhould have feen fome Hercules,
A fecond Hettor, for his grim afpect,
And large proportion of bis ftrong knit Limbs,
Alas! this is a Child, a filly Dwarf;
If cannot be, this weak and writhled Shrimp
Should ftrike fuch terror to his Enemies.
N\ 4 Tal,

[ Exit,
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7al. Madam, T have been bold to trouble you:
But fince your Ladyfhip is not at leifure,
I'll_fort fome ocher time to vific you.

Count. What means he now 2
Go ask him, whither he goes?

Meff. Stay, my Lord Zalbet, for my Lady craves,
To know the caufe of your abrupt departure,

Zal. Marry, for that fhe's in a wrong belief,
I go to cerufic her, Talbos's here.

Enter Porter with Keys.

Count. If thou be he; then art thou Prifoner.

Zal. Prifoner? to whom?

Count. To me, Blood-thirfty Lord :

And for that caufe I train’d thee to my Houfe.
Long time thy fhadow hath been thrall to me,
For in my Gallery thy PiGure hangs:
But now the Subftance fhall endure the like,
And I will chain thefe Legs and Arms of thine,
That halt by Tyranny thefe many Years
Wafted our Country, {lzin our Citizens,
And fent our Sons and Husbands Captivate.

- Tal. Ha, ha, ha,

Count. Laugheft thou Wretch?

Thy Mirth fhall turn to Moan.

7al. 1 laugh to fee your Ladyfhip fo fond,
To think, that you have ought but Zalbot's Shadow,
Whereon to pra&ife your feverity.

Connt, Why? art thou not the Man?2

Tal. T am indeed,

Canunt, Then have I Subftance too,

Zal. No, no, I am but Shadow of my felf:
You are deceiv’d, my Subftance is not here ;
For what you fee is but the fmalleft part,

Ard leaft proportion of Humaniry :

I teli you, Madam, were the whole Frame here,
It is of fuch a {pacious lofty pitch,

Your Roof were not fufficient to contain it.

Crunt. This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonge,

He will be here, and yet he is not here:
How can thefe contrarieties agree?
- Zal, That will I fhew you prefently.

Winds
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Winds kis Horny, Drums ftrike #py a Peal of Ovdinance :
Enter Soldiers.
How fay you, Madam?2 are you now perfuaded,
That Talbot is but Shadow of himf{elf?
Thefc are his Subftance, Sinews, Arms; and Strength,
With which he yozketh your rebellious Necks,
Razeth your Cities, and fubverrs your Towns,
And in a moment makes them defolate,
Coun. Viorious 7 albet, pardon my abufe;
I find thou art no lefs than Fame hath bruited,
And more than may be gathered by thy Shape,
Let my Prefumption not provoke thy Wrath,
For I am forry, that with Reverence
I did not entertain thee as thou are,
Zal. Be not difmay’d, fair Lady, nor mifconftrue
The mind of Zalbot, as you did miftake
The outward compofition of his B dy.
What you haye done, hath not offended me -
Nor other fatisfaction do I crave,
But only with your Patience, that we may
Tafte of your Wine, and fee what Cates you have,
For Soldiers Stomachs always ferve them well,
Conn. With all my Heart, and think me honoured,

Tofeaft fo great a Warrior in my Houfe, [ Exenne.
Emer Richard Plantaganet, Warwick, Somer fit, Suffolk,
and others.

Plan. Great Lords and Gentlemen,
What means this filence 2
Dare no Man aonfwer in a Cafe of Truth?
Suf. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud,
The Garden here is more convenient.
Plan. Then fay at once, if I maintain’d the Truth:
Or elfe was wrangling Somerfét in th’ Error?
Suf. Faith I have been a Truant in the Law,
And never yet could frame my will to it,
And therefore frame the Law unto my Will.
Som. Judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between us.
Wars Between two Hawks, which flies the higher pitch,
Between two Dogs, which hath the deeper Mouth,
Between two Blades, which bears the better temper,
Between two Hoifes, which doth bear him beft,
Between two Girls, which hetsghe merryeft Eye, I
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I have perhaps fome fhallow Spirit of judgment:
But in thefe nice tharp Quillets of the Law,
Good-faith, I am no wifer than a Daw.
Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance:
The truth appears fo naked on my fide,
That any pur-blind Eye may find it out.
Som. And on my fide, it is fo well apparell’d,
So clear, fo fhining, and fo evident,
That it will glimmer through a blind Man’s Eye.
Plan. Since you are Tongue-ty’d, and fo loth to fpeak,
In dumb figaificants proclaim your Thoughts:
Let him that is a true-born Gentleman,
And ftands upon the Honour of his Birth,
Xf he fuppofe that I have pleadeth truth,
From off this Briar pluck a white Rofe with me.
Som. Let him thatis no Coward, nor no Flatterer,
But dare maintain the Party of the Truth,
Pluck a red Rofe from off this Thorr with me.
War. I love no Colours; and without all colour
Of bafe infinuating Flattery,
I pluck this white Rofe with Plantaganet.
Suf. I pluck this red Rofe with young Somer ety
And fay withal, I think he held the right.
Per. Stay, Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more,
*Till you conclude, that he upon whofe fide
The feweft Rofes are crop’d from the Tree,
Shall yield the other in the right Opinion,
Som. Good Mafter Pernon, it is well objected ;
If I have feweft, T fubfcribe in filence.
Plan. And L ’
Ver. Thea for the truth, and plainnefs of the Cafe,
T pluck this pale and maiden Bloffom here,
. Giving my Verdi& on the white Rofe fide.
* Som. Prick not your Finger as you pluck it off,
Left bleeding, you do paint the white Rofe red,
And fall on my fide fo againft your will,
* per. 1f 1, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed,
Opinion fhall be Surgeon t6 my hurt,
And keep me on the fide ftill where T am.
Som. Well, well, come on, who elfe ?

Lawysr.
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Lawyer. Unlefs my Study and my Books be falfe,
The Argument you held, was wrong in you; [7o Somerfet,
In fign whereof, I pluck a white Rofe too.
Plan. Now Somerfet, where is your Argument?
Soms. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that,
Shall dye your white Rofe in a bloody red.
Plan. Mean time your Cheeks do counterfeit our Rofes,
For pale they look with fear, as witnefling
The truth on our fide.
Som. No, Plantaganes,
*Tis not for fear, but anger, that my Checks
Blufb for pure fhame, to counterfeit our Rofes,
And yet thy Tongue will not confefs thy Error.
Plan. Hath not thy Rofe a Canker, Somerfer ?
Som. Hath not thy Rofz a Thorn, Plantaganer ?
Plan. Ay, fharp and piercing to maintain his truth,
Whiles thy confuming Canker eats his falthood.
Som. Well, I’il find Friends to wear my bleeding Rofes,
That fhall maintain what I have faid is true,
W here falfe Plantagane: dare not be feer,
Plan. Now by this Maiden Bloflom in my Hand,
I fcorn thee and thy fithion, peevifh Boy.
Suf. Turn not thy fcorrs this way, Plantaganer,
Plan. Proud Pool, 1 will, and fcorn both him and thee.
Suf. Il turnmy part thereof into thy Throat,
Som. Away, away, good William de la Pool,
We grace the Yeoman, by converfing with him.
War. Now by God's will thou wrong’ft him, Somerfet =
His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence,
Third Son to the third Edward King of England :
Sprirg Creftlefs Yeomen from fo deep a Root?
- Plan. He bears him on the place’s Priviledge,
Or durft not for his-craven Heart fay thus,
Som. By him that made me, I’il maint.in my words
Oa any plot of Ground in Chriftendom,
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridge,
For Treafon executed in our late King’s Days?
And by his Treafon, ftand’ft not thou attainted,
Corrupted and exempt from antient Gentry 2
His trefpafs yet lives guilty in thy Blood,
And ’till thou be reftor’d, thou art a Yeoman.
~ « Plan,




1404 | The Wart of

Plan. My Father was attached, nor attainted,
Condemn’d to die for Treafon, but not Traitor;
And that I’ll prove on better Men than Somerfer,
Were growing time once ripened to my Will.

For your Partaker Pool, and you your felf,
I'll note you in my Book of Memory,

To fcourge you for this apprehenfion

Look to it well, and fay you are well warn'd.

Som. Ah, thou fhalt find us ready for thee ftill ;
And know us by thefe Colours, for thy Foes:

For thefe, my Friends in {pight of thee fhall wear.

Plan. And by my Soul, this pale and angry Rofe,
As Cognizance of my Blood-drinking hate,

Wil [ for ever, and my Fa&ion wear,
Uatil it wither with me to my Grave,
Or flourifh to the heaight of my Degree.
Saf. Go forward, and be choak’d with thy ambition :

And fo firewely until I meet thee next. [ Exit,
Som. Have with thee, Pool: Farewel, ambitious Ri-
chard, [ Exit

Plan, How T am brav’d, and muft perforce endureit!
War. This blot, that they obje& againit your Houfe,
Shall be wip’d out'in the next Parliament,
Call'd for the Truce of Winchefter and Gloncefter :
And if thou be not then: created York,
I will not live to be accounted Warwick.
Mean time, in fignal of my love to thee,
Againft proud Somerfét, and William Pool,
Will I upon thy party wear thic Rofe.
And here I prophefie; this Brawl to day,
Grown to this Faltion in the Temple Garden,
Shall fend between the red Rofe and the white,
A thoufand Souls to death and deadly Night.
Plan. Good Mafter #ernon, 1 am bound to you,
That you on my beha!f would pluck a Flower,
Ver. Ia your behalf till will I wear the (ame.
Lawyer. And fo will L.
Plax. Thavks, gentle Sir.
Come, let us four to dinner; I dare fay, :
This Quarrel will drink Bloed another day. [Exennt.

Eunter
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Enter Mortimer, broaght in a Chair, and Failors.
Mor. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age,
Let dying Mortimer here reit himfelf,
Even like a Man new haled from the Wrack,
So fare my Limbs with long Imprifonment :
And thefe gray Locks, the Purfuivants of Death,
Neftor-like aged, in an Age of Care,
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer.
Thefe Eyes, like Lamps, whofe wafting Oil is {pent,
Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent.
Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief,
And pithlefs Arms, like to a withered Vine,
That droops his faplefs Branches to the Ground,
Yet are thefe Feet, whofe ftrengthlefs ftay is num,
(Unable to fupport this Lump of Clay)
Swift-winged with defire to get a Grave,
As witting 1 no other comfort have,
But tell me, Keeper, will my Nephew come ?
Keeper. Richard Plantaganet, my Lord, will come;
We fent unto the Temple, to his Chamber,
And anfwer was return’d, that he will come,
Mor. Enough; my Soul then fhall be fatisfied,
Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine.
Since Henry Monmonth firlt began to Reign,
Before whofe Glory I was great in Arms,
This loathfome {equeftration bave I had;
And even fince then, hath Richard been obfcur’d,
Depriv’d of Honour and Inheritance,
But now, the Arbitrator of Defpairs,
Juft Death, kind Umpire of Mens Miferies,
With {weet Enlargement doth difmifs me hence:
I wou'd his troubles likewife were expir'd,
That fo he might recover what was loft,
Enter Richard Plantaganet.
Keeper. My Lord, your loving Nephew now is come,
Mor. Richard Plantaganet; my Friend, is he come ?
Plan. 1, noble Uncle, thus ignobly us'd,
Your Nephew, late defpifed Richard, comes.
Mor. Dire& mine Arms, I may embrace his Neck,
And in his Bofom fpend my later gafp.
Oh tell me when my Lips do touch his Cheeks,
: That
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That I may kindly give one fainting Kifs:

And now declare, {weet Stem from York’s great Stock,

Why did’t rhou fay of late thou wert defpis'd 2
Plan, Fitlt, lean thine aged Back again{t mine Arm,

And in that eafz I'll tell thee my Difeafe.

This day in Argument upon a Cafe,

Some words there grew ‘twixt Somer/es and me:

Amongft which terms, he us'd his lavifh Tongue,

And did upbraid me with my Father’s Death;

Which obloquy fet Bars before my Tongue,

Elfe with the like I had requited him.

Therefore, good Uncle, for my Father's {ake,

In honour of a true Plantaganet,

And for Alliance fake, declare the Caufe,

My Father, Earl of Cambridge, loft his-Head.

‘Mor. This Caufe, fair Nephew, that imprifon’d me,

And hath detain’d me all my flow’ring Youth,
Within a loathfome Dungeon, there to pine,
Was curfed Inftrument of his deceafe.

Plan. Difcover more at large, what Caufe that was,
For I am ignorant, snd cannot guefs.

Mor. T will, if that my fading Breath permit,
And Death approach not, €'er my-Tale be done.
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King,
Depas’d his Coufin Richard, Edward’s Son,
The firlt begoteen, and the lawful Heir
Of Edward King, the third of that Defcent.
During whofe Reign, the Piercies of the North,
Finding his Ufurpation moft unjuft,
Endeavour’d my advancement to the Throne.
The Reafon mov'd thefe warlike Lords to this,
Was, for that, young King Richard thus remov’d,
Leaving no Heir begotten of his Body,

I was the next by Birth and Parentage:

For by my Mother I derived am

From Lyouel Duke of Clarence, the third Son
To King Edward the Third; whereas he,
From Febn of Gaunt doth bring his Pedigree,
Being bat th: fourth of that Heroick Line.
But mark; as in this baughty great attempr,
They laboured to Plant the rightful Heir,
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I loft my Liberty, and they their Lives.

Long after this, when Henry the Fifth,

Succeeding his Father Bullingbroke, did Reign;

Thy Father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriv'd

From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York,

Marrying my Sifter, that thy Mother was ;

Again, in pity of my hard diftrefs,

Levied an Army, weening to redeem,

And have inftall’d me in the Diadem:

But as the reft, fo fell that noble Earl,

And was beheaded. - Thus the Aortimers,

In whom the Title refted, were fuppreft,
Plan. Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the Jaft.
Mor. True; and thou feeft, that I no Iffue have,

_ And that my fainting words do warrant death :

Thou art my Heir; the reft, I with thee gather :
But yet be wary in thy ftudious Care,
Plan. Thy grave Admonithments prevail with me:
But yet, methinks, my Father’s Execution
Was nothing lefs than bloody Tyranny,
Mor. With filence, Nephew, be thou politick:
Strong fixed is the Houfe of Lancafter,
And like a Mountain, not to be remov’d.
But now thy Uncle is removing hence,
As Princes do their Courts, when they are cloy’d
With long continuance in a fetled place.
Plan. O Uncle, would fome part of my young Years
Might but redecm the paffage of your Age.
Mar. Thou doft then wrong me, as that flaughter doth,
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill,
Mourn not, except thou forrow for my good,
Oaly give order for my Funeral.
And fo farewel, and fair be all thy hopes;
And profperous be thy Life in Peace and War. [ Dies.
Plan. And Peace, no War, befall thy parting Soul.
In Piifon haft thou fpent a Pilgrimage,
And like a Hermite over-paft thy days,
Well, I will lock his Counfel in my Breaft,
And what I do imagine, let that reft,
Keepers convey him hence, and I my felf
Will fee his Burial better than his Life,
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Here dies the dusky Torch of AMortimer,

Choak’d with Ambition of the meaner fort.

And for thofe Wrongs, thofe bitter Injuries,

Which Somer(et hath offerd to my Houfe,

I doubt not, but with Honour to redrefs.

And therefore hafte I to the Parliament;

Either to be reftored to my Blood,

Or make my will th’advantage of my good. [Exit.

ACTUIH, SCENET

Flowri[b. ~ Enter King Henry, Exeter, Gloucefter, Win-
chefter, Warwick, Somerf{:t, Suffolk, ##d Richard Plan-
taganet. Gloucefter offers 1o put #p a Bill: Winchefter
[hatches ity and tears its

Win ¢ Om’ft thou with deep premeditated Lines 2

With written Pamphlets, ftudioufly devis'd?

Humphry of Glo'feers if thou canft accufe,

; Or ought intend’ft to lay unto my charge,

Do it without invention, fuddenlys

As I with fudden, and extemporal Speech,

Purpofe to anfwer what thou canft objeét. [ence,
Glo. Prefumptuous Prieft, this place commands my pati

Or thou fhould’ft find thou haft difhonoui’dgme.

Think not, although in Writing I preferr’d

The ‘mannet of thy vile outragious Crimes,

That thercfore I have forg’d, oram not able

Perbatim to rehearfe the Method of my Pen.

No, Prelate, fuch is thy audacious Wickednefs,

Thy leud, peftiferous, and diffentious pranks,

As very Infants prattle of thy pride.

Thou art 2 moft pernicious Ufurer,

Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace,

Lafcivious, waoton, more than well befeems

A Man of thy Profeflion, and Degree.

And for thy Treachery, what’s more manifeft 2

In that thou laid'ft a Trap ro take my Life,

As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower.

Belide, 1 fear me, if thy Thoughts were fifted,

The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempe :

From envious malicg.of thy fwelling Heart. Win.
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Win. Glo'fter, 1do defic'thee. Lords, vouchfafe
To give me hearing what 1 fhall reply.
If I were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perverfe,
As he will have me; how am I fo poor 2
Or how haps it, I feek not to advance
Or raife my felf? But keep my wonted Calling,
And for Differtion, who preferreth Peace
More than I do ¢ except I' be provokd.
No, my good Lords, it is not that offends,
It is not that, that hath incens’d the Duke:
It is becaufe no one thould fway but he,
No one, but he, thould be about the King;
And that engenders Thunder in his Breaft,
And makes him roar thefe Accufations forth.
But he fhall know, I am as good—
Glo. As good?
Tho.: Baftard of my Grandfather.
Win. Ay, Lordly Sir; for what are you, I pray;
But one imperious in another’s Throne ?
Glo. Am not I Prote&or, fawcy Prieft?
Wir. And am not I a Prelate of the Church?
Glo. Yes, as an Out-law in a Caftle keeps,
And ufeth it, to patronage his Theft.
Win, Unreverend Glocefter.
Glo. Thou art Reverend, ‘ :
Touching thy fpiritual Funétion, not thy Life.'
Win. Rome fhall remedy this.
War. Roam thither then.
My Lord, it were your duty to forbear.
Som. Ay, {ee the Bithop be not over-born:
Methinks my Lord fhould be Religious,
And know the Office that belongs to fuch.
War. Methinks his Lordfhip (hould be humbler;
It fitteth not a Prelate fo to plead.
Som. Yes, when his holy State is touch'd fo near.
War. State holy, or unhallow’d, what of that 2

Is not his Grace Prote@or to the Kin ¢

Rich, Plantagenet I fee muft hold his Tongue,
Left ic be faid, fpeak, Sirrah, when you fhould,
Muft your bold Verdi& enter talk with Lords ?
Elfe would 1 have a fling at Wincheffer, '

1409
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K. Henrys 'Uncles of Glo'fter and of Wiachefter,
The fpccial Watchmen of our Exglifb Weal,

I would prevail, if Prayers might prevail,
To join your Hearts 1o Love and Amity,
Oh, what a Scandal is it ro our Crown,
That two fuch Noble Peers as ye fhould jar!
Believe me, Lords, my tender Years can tell,
Civil Diffention 1s a viperous Worm,
That gnaws the Bowels of the Common-wealth.
[ A noife withins Down with the Tawny Coats, -
K. Henry. What Tumult is this?
War. An Uproar, I dare warrant,
Begun through malice of the Bifhop’s Men.
[A noifé again, Stonesy Stones
Enter Mayor.

Mayor. Oh, my good Lords, and virtuous Henry,
Pity the City of London, pity us:

The Bithop, and the Duke of Glo'fter’s Men,

Forbidden late to carry any Weapon,

Have fil'd their Pockets full of peble Stones;

And banding themfelves in contrary Parts,

Do pelt fo faft at one another’s Pate,

That many have their giddy Brains knock’d out :

Our Windows are broke down in every Street,

Ad we, for fear, compell’d to fhut our Shops.
Enter in Skirmifb with bloody Pates.

K. Henry.We charge you on Allegiance to our felves,
To hold your flaughtering Hands, and keep the Peace:
Pray, Uncle Gloffer, mitigate this Strife.

1 Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden Stones, we'll fall to it
with our Teeth.

3 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as refolute,

[ Skirmifb again.

Glo. You of my houfhold leave this peevifh broil,
And fet this unaccuftom’d fight afide. 3

3 Serw. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a Man
Juit, and upright; and for your Royal Birth,

Inferior to none, but to his Majefty : ,
And ¢’er that we will fuffer fuch a Prince,

So kind a Father of the Common Weal,

Yo bé difgraced by an Ink-horn Mate,

Wev‘
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We, and our Wives and Children; all will fighi,
And have our Bodies {laughter'd by thy Foes.
I Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our Nails
Shall picch 2 Field when we are dead. [ Begin agairi
Glo. Stay, ftay, I fay,
And if you love me, 1s you fay you do,
Let me perfwade you to forbear a while. »
K. Henry. O how this difcord doth afRi& my Soul!
€an you, my Lord of Wincheffers behold
My Sighs and Tears; and will not once relent?
Who fhould be pitiful, if you be not?
Or who fhould ftudy to prefer a Peace,
If Holy Church-men take delight in Broils?
War. Yield my Lord Prote&or, yield Winchefter ;
Except you mean with obftinate Repulfe
To flay your Sovereign, and deftroy the Realm.
You fee what Mifchief, and what Murther too,
Hath been enaded through your Enmity :
Then be at Peace, except ye thirft for Blood.
Win. He fhall {ubmit, or I will never yield.
Glo. Compaffion on the King commands me {toop;

O I would e his Heart out, e’er the Prieft

Shonld ever get that privilege of me,
War. Behold, my Lord of Wincheffer, the Duke
Hath banith’d moody difcontented Fury,
As by his {moothed Brows it doth appear:
Whv io k you ftill fo Stern and Tragical2
Glo. Heve, Wincheftery 1 offer thee my Hand,
K. Henry. Fie, Uncle Beanford, 1 have heard you preachi
Thit Malice was a great and rievous Sin: ;
And will not you maintain the thing you teach?
But prove a chicf Offender in the fame.
War. Sweer King; the Bifhop hath a kindly gird:
For Shame, my Lord of Winchefter, relent;
What, fhall a Child inft-u& you what to do?
Win. Well, Duke of Glo'frer, I will yield to thee;
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give,
Glo. Ay, but I fear me with a hollow Hearr,
See here, my Friends and lovi g Countrymeny
This Token fervech for a Flag of Truce,
Betwixt our felves; and all eur Followers: ;
B i So
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So help me God, as I diffemble not.
Win. So help me God, as I intend it not.
K. Henry. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Glo’ffer,
How joyful am I made by this Contra&!
Away, my Mafters, trouble us no more,
But join in Friendfhip, as your Lords have done.
1 Serv. Content, I'll to the Surgeon’s.
2 Serv. And fo will I
3 Serv. And I will fee what Phyfick the Tavern affords,
[ Exennt,
War. Accept this Scrowl, moft gracious Sovereign,
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet,
We do exhibit to your Majefty.
Glo. Well urg’d, my Lord of Warwick; for, fweet Prince,
And if your Grace mark every Circumftance,
You have great reafon to do Richard right,
Efpecially for thofe Occafions
At Eltham Place I told your Majefty.
K. Henry. And thofe Occafions, Uncle, were of force:
T herefore, my loving Lords, our pleafure is,
That Richard be reftored to his Blood.
War. Let Richard be reftored to his Blood,
So fhall his Father’s Wrongs be recompens’d.
Win. As will the reft, fo willeth Winchefter.
K. Henry. If Richard will be true, not that along,
But ail the whole Inheritance I give
That dcth belong unto the Houfe of Tork,
From whence you fpring, by lineal Defcent.
Rich. Thy humble Servant vows Obedience,
And humble Service ’till the point of Death.
K. Henry. Stoop then, and fet your Knee againft niy Foot,
And in reguerdon of that Duty done,
I gird thee with the valiant Sword of Yurk.
Rife, Richard, like a true Plantagenet,
“And rife created Princely Duke of Tork.
Rich., And fo thrive Righard, as thy Foes may fall,
And as my Dury {prings, {o perifh thev
Thae grudge one Thought againft your Majefty.
All. Welcome, high Prince, the mighty Duke of Tork.
Sem. Perifh, bafe Pringe, denoble Buke of York, | Ajide.
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Glo. Now will it beft avail your Majefty,
To crofs the Seas, and to be crown’d in France:
The prefence of a King engenders Love,
Amongft his Subjeéts and his loyal Friends,
As it difanimares his Enemies.
K. Henry. W hen Glo'ffer fays the word, King Henry goes,
For Friendly Counfel cuts off many Foes.
Glo. Your Ships already are in readinefs. [ Exennt.
Maner Exeter.
Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in France,
Not feeing what is likely to enfue;
This late Diffention grown becwixe the Peers,
Burns under feigned afhes of forg’d Love,
And will at laft break out into a Flame,
As fefter'd Members rot but by degrees,
*Till Bones, and Flefh, and Sinews fall away;
So will this bafe and envious Difcord breed.
And now 1 fear that fatal Prophecy
Which in the time of Henry nam’d the Fifth,
Was in the Mouth of every fucking Bake,
That Henry born at _Adenmonth (hould win all,
And Henry born at Windfor (hould lofe al! s
Which is {o plain, that Exerer doth wifh,
His days may finifh e’er that haplefs time. [ Exis,

N e Sy D 3 A

Enter Joan la Pucelle difguis'd, and four Soldiers with
Sacks npon their Backs.

Pucel. Thefe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan,
Through which our Policy muft make a Breach.
Take heed, be wary how you place your Words,

Talk like the vu'gar fort of Market-men,

That come to gather Mony for their. Corn.

If we have entrance, as I hope we fhall,

And that we find the flothful Warch but weak,
P’ll by a Sign give notice to our Friends,

That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them.

Sol. Our Sacks fhall be a means to fack the City,
And we be Lords and Rulers over Roan, :

Th,ereforc we’ll knock. £ [‘I;’:”t‘;&h!.




1414 The FirlJPart of

Watch, O#i va la ?
Pucel. Pasfans panvres gens de France,'
Poor Market Folks that come to {ell their Corn,
~ Watch. Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung,
Pucel. Now Roan, I'll fhake thy Bulwarksto the Ground,
‘ [ Exennt,
Enter Danphiz, Baffard, and Alenfon.
Dan. St. Dennis biefs this happy Stratagem,
And once again we'll flxp fecure 10 Roan,
Baff. Here entred Pucelle and her Pra&ifants:
Now fhe is there; how will the fpecifie,
Where is the beft and [afeft paflage in?
Reig. By thrufting out a Torch from yonder Tower,
Which once difcern’d, fhews that her meaning is,
No wav to thar (for weaknefs) which fhe ented.
Enter Joan la Puce!lc onthe top, thrufting ous a Torch burning,
Pucel. Behold, this is the happy Wedding Torch,

L2ces. DE)

That joineth Rosz unto her Countrymen,

But burning fatal to the Talbonizes,

Bajt. Scey Noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend,

The burning Torch 1 vonder Turret ftands.

Dan. Now fhines it like a Comet of Revenge,

A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes,

Reig. Defer no time, delays have dangerous Ends,

Enter, and cry, The Diuphin, prefently, :

And then do execution on the Watch.

[dn Alarm, Talbot in an Excurfion,
Zal, France, thou fhilt rue this Treafon with thy Tears,

If Talbor but furvive thy Treachery.

Pucelle that Witch, that damned Sorcerefs,

Hath wrought this hellifh Mifchief unawares,

That hardly we efcap’d the Pride of France [Exit.
An Alarm : Excurfions, Bedford broughe in fick in a Chair.
Enter Talbot and Burgundy withont ; within Joan la Pu-

celle, Danphin, Baftard and Reignier on' the Walls.
" Pucel. Good morrow, Gallants, want ye Corn for Bread?

I think the Duke of Burgundy will faft,

Before he'll buy again ¢ fuch a rate,

*Twas full of Darnel; do you like the tafte?

~ Barg. Scoff on, vile Fiend, aid thameful Courtizan,

I wruft ¢er long to choik thee with thine own,

g ; : . And
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And make thee curfe the Harveft of that Corn,
Dan. Your Grace may ftarve, perhaps, before that time.
Bed. Oh let not Words, but Deeds revenge this Treafon.
Pncel, What will you do, good gray Beard 3
Break a Lance, and run a Tilt at Death
Within a Chair.
Zul. Foul Eiend of France, and Hag of all defpight,
Incompafs’d with thy luftful Paramours,
Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age,
And twit with Cowardife 2 Man half dead?
Damfel, I’ll have a Bout with you again,
Or elfe let Talbor perifh with his Shame,
Pucel. Are you fo hot, Sir: Yet Pucelle hold thy peace,
If Talbor do but Thunder, Rain will follow.
[ They whifper rogether in Counfel,
God fpeed the Parliament; who (hill be the Speaker?
Tul. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the Field?
Pucel. Belike your Lordfhip takes us then for Fools,
To try if that our own be ours, or no.
Tal. I fpeak not to that railing Hecate,
But unto thee Alenfon, and the reft
Will ye, like Soldiers, come and fight it out 2
Alen. Seignior, no.
Tal. Scignior, hang: Bale Muleteers of France,
Like Peafint Foot=boys do they keep the Walls,
And dare not take up Arms, like Gentlemen.
Pucel. Captains away, let’s get us from the Walls,
For Talbor means no goodnefs by his Looks.
God be wi’ you, my Lord; we came, Sir, but to tell you,
That we are here. [ Exennt from the Walls.
7zl And there we will be too, ¢er it be long,
Or elfe Reproach be Talbor’s great<lt Fame,
Vow Burgundy, by Honour of thy Houfe,
Prick'd on by publick Wrongs fuflain’d in France,
Either to get the Town again, or dye.
And I, as fure as Englifb Henry livis,
And as his Father here was Conqueror,
As fure as in this late betrayed Town,
Great Canrdelion’s Heart was buried;
So fure I fwear to get the Town or die.

Fifgqg Burg
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Burg. My Vows are equal partners with thy Vows.
Zal. But ¢’er we go, regard this dying Prince,
The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come, my Lord,
We will beftow you in fome better place,
Fitter for Sickneis, and for crazy Age.
Bed. Lord Talbet, do not fo dithozour me:
ere I'will fir, before the Walls of Roan,
And will be partner of your Weal or Wo.
Burg, Couragious Bedford, let us now perfuade you,
Bed, Not to be gone from hence : For once I read,
That ftout Pendragon, in his Litter fick,
Came to the Field, and vanquithed his Foes.
Methinks I fhould revive the Soldiers Hearts,
Becaufe I ever found them as my felf.
Zal. Undaunted Spirit in a dying Breaft,
"Then be it fo: Heavens keep old Bedford fafe,
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy,
But gather we our Forces out of hand,
And fet upon our boaltypg Enemy. [Exir.
An Alarm: Excurfions: Enter Siv John Falltaff, and
a Captain,
Cap. Whither awzy, Sir Fobn Falffaff, in {uch hafte?
Fal, Whither away? to fave my felf by flight,
We are like to have the Overthrow agan.
Cap. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Zalbor 2
Fal. Ay, all the Zallors in the World to fave my Life,
Exit,
Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill Fortune follow thee. EExit.
Retreat : Excurfions, Pucelle, Alen{on, and Dauphin fiy.
Bed. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleafe,
For I have feen our Enemies overthrow,
What is the truft or ftrength of foolith Man?
They that of late were daring with their Scoffs,
Are glad-and faip by flight to fave themfelves.
; [ Dies, and is carried off in his Chair.
An Alarm. Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and the ref.
Tal, Loft, and recovered in a day again, -
This is a double Honour, Burgundy; =
Yet Heavens have Glory for this Vicory.
Burg. Warlike and Mactial Zalbor, Burgundy
Infhrines thee in his Heart, and there ere&s

Thy

> T

et == e



King Henry VI 1417

Thy Noble Deeds, as Valour’s Monuments.
Tal. Thanks, gentle Duke; but where is Pacelle now?
I thiok her old Familiar is afleep.
Now where’s the Baftard’s braves, and Charles his glikes 2
What, all amort 2 Roan hangs her Head for Grief,
That {uch a valiant Company are fled.
Now we will take fome Order in the Town,
Placing therein fome expert Officers,
And then depart to Paris to the King,
For there young Henry with his Nobles lye.
Burg. What wills Lord Zalber, pleafeth Burgundy,
Zal. But yet before we go, let’s not forgec
The Noble Duke of Bedford, late deceas’d,
But {ee his Exequies fuifill’'d in Roan.
A braver Soldier never couched Launce,
A gentler Heart did never fway in Court,
But Kings and mightict Potentates muft dye,
For that’s the end of Human Mifery. [ Exennt.

SCENE I
Enter Danphiny Baftgrd, Alenfon, and Joan la Pucelle.

Pucel. Difmay not, Princes, at this Accident.
Nor grieve that Roar is fo recovered.
Care 1s no cure, but rather corrofive,
For things that are not to be remedy’d.
Let frantick Talbor triumph For a while,
And like a Peacock fweep along his Tail,
We'll pull his Plumes, and take away his T'rain,
If Dauphin and cthe reft will be but rul’d.

Dan. We have been guided by thee hitherto,
And of thy Cunning had no diffidence.
One fudden Foil thall hever breed diftruft,

Baft. Search out thy Wit for fecret Policies,
And we will make thee famous through the World.
Alen. We'll fet thy Statue in fome Holy Place,

And have thee reverenc’d like a blefled Saint.
Employ thee then, fweet Virgin, for our good.
Pucel. Thenthusicmuft be, this doth Foan devifs :
By fair Perfualions, mixt with fugarrd Words,
We will entice the Duke of Burgundy
Ta leave the Talbot, and ta=follow us. Das.
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Dan. Ay, marry, Sweeting, if we could do that,
France were no place for Henry's Warriors;
Nor thall that Nation boaft it fo with us,
But be extirped from our Provinces.
Ales. For ever thould they be expuls’d from Frasce;
And not have Title of an Earldom here,
Pucel, Your Honours fhall perceive how I will work]
To bring this matter to the withed end.
[ Drum beats afar off,
Hark, by the found of Drum you may perceive
Their Powers are marching unto Paris ward.
[Here beat an Englith March
There goes the Talbor with his Colours fpread,
And all the Troops of Englifb after him.  [French March,
Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his :
Fortune in favour makes him lag behind.
Summon a Parley, we will talk with him.
[ Trumpets found a Parles
Enter the Dwuke of Burgundy marching.
Dan. A Parley with the Duke of Burgundy.
Burg. Who craves a Parley with the Burgundy 2
Pucels The Princely Charles of France, thy Countrys
man.
Burge What {ay’ft thou, Charles ¢ for I am marching
hence.
Dan. Speak, Pucelle, enchant him with thy Words.
Pucel. Brave Burgundy, undoubted hope of France,
Stay, let thy humble Hand-maid fpeak to thee.
Burg. Speak on, bur be pot over-tedious.
Pucel. Look on thy Country, look on fertile France,
And {ee the Cities and the Towns defic’d,
By walting Ruin of the cruel Foe,
As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe,
Wihen Death doth clofe his tender-dying Eyes;
Sce, fee the pining Malady of France:
- Bchold the Wounds, the moft unnarural Wounds,
Which thou thy felf haft given her woful Breaft.
Oh, turn the edged Sword another way,
Serike thofe that hort, and hure not thofe that help :
One drop of Blood drawn from thy Country’s Bofom,
Should gricve thee more than ftreams of common Gore ;
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Return thee therefore with a flood of Tears;
And wath away thy Country’s ftained Spors.
Bwrg. Either fhe hath bewitch’d me wich her Words;
Or Nature makes me fuddenly relent.
Pucel, Belides, all French and France exclaims on thee,
Doubting thy Birth and Lawful Progeny.
Whom join'ft thou with, bur with a Lordly Nation,
That will not truft thee but for Profirs fakeg
When Zalbor hath {:t footing orce in France,
And fathion’d thee that Laftrument of 111,
Who then but Englifh Henry wili be Lord,
And thou be thrult out like a Fugitive?
Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof;
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy Foe?
And was he not in England Piifoner?
But when they heard he was thine Enemy,
They fet him free, without his Ran{om paid,
In {pight of Bargundy and all his Friends.
See then, thou fight {t againft thy Countrymen;
And join’ft with them will be thy Slaughter-men,
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord,
Charles and the reft will take thee in their Arms.
Burg. 1am vanquifhed. Thefe haughty Words of hers
Have batter’d me like roaring Cannon-fhort,
And made me almoft yield upon my Krees.
Forgive me Country, and fweet Countrymen ;
And, Lords, accept this hearty kind embrace,
My Forces, and my Power of Men are yours.
So farewel Talbot, 1'll no longer truft thee,
Pucel. Done like a Frenchman: Turn, and turn again,
Dan, Welcome, brave Duke, thy Friendfhip makes us
freth.
Baft. And doth beget new Courage in our Breafts,
Alen. Pucelle hath-bravely play’d her part in this,
And doth deferve a Coronet of Gold.
Dau. Now let uson, my Lords, and join our Powers,
And feck how we may prejudice the Foe. [Exit,

SCENE
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Enter KingHenry, Gloucefter, Winchefter, York, Suffolk, So:
merfet, Warwick, Exeter: 7o them Talbotwith his Soldierss

Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers,
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm,
I have a while given Truce unto my Wars,
To do my Duty to my Sovereign.
In fign whercof, this Arm, that hath reclaim’d
To your obedience, fifty Fortreffes,
Twelve Cities, and {even walled Towns of ftrength,
Befide five hundred Prifoners of Efteem;
Lets fall his Sword before your Highnefs Feet:
And with {ubmiffive Loyalty of Heart
Afcribes the Glory of his Conqueft got,
Firft to my God, and next unto your Grace.
K. Henry. Is this the fam’d Lord Talbot, Uscle Glo'fter,
That hath fo long been Refident in France?
Glo. Yes, if it pleafe your Majefty, my Liege.
K. Henry. Welcome, brave Captain, and vi€orious Lord.
When I was young (as yet I am not old)
I do remember how my Father faid,
A ftouter Champion never handled Sword.
Long fince we have refolved of your Truth,
Your faithful Service, and your toil in War :
Yet never have you tafted our Reward,
Or been reguerdon’d with fo much as Thanks,
Becaufe ’till now we never faw your Face;
Therefore ftand up, and for thefe good deferts,
We here create you Earl of Shrewsbury, »
And in our Coronation taske your place. [Exennt,
Manent Vernon and Baflet,
Ver. Now, Sir, to you that were fo hot at Sea,
Difgracing of thefe Colours that I wear,
In honour of my Noble Lord of Zork,
Darft thou maintain the former Words thou fpac’ft?
Baf. Yes, Sir, as well asyou dare patronage
The envious barking of your fawcy Tongue,
Againft the Duke of Somer/et.
Per., Sirrah, thy Lord I honour as he is,
32:/;‘ Why, what is he? Asgood a Man as Yok,
y : Vﬂra
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Ver. Hatkye; notfo : In witnefs take you that. [ Strikes hims,
Baf. Villain, thou knoweft the Law of Arms is fuch
That whofo draws a Sword, tis prefent Death,
Or elfe this Blow fhould broach thy deareft Blood.
But I’ll unto his Majefty, and crave,
I may have liberty to venge this Wrong,
When thou Thalt fee, I'll meet thee to thy Coft.
Ver. Well, Mifcreant, I'll be there as foon as you,
And after meet you, fooner than you would. [ Exennt.

A PV SIBEN E L

Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, Winchefler, York, Suffolk,
Somerfer, Warwick, Talbot, and Exeter, Governor of Paris.

Glo. Y Ord Bifhop, fet the Crown upon his Head.
Win, God fave King Henry, of that Name the Sixth.
Glo. Now Governor of Paris take your Oath,
That you ele no other King but him ;
Efteem none Friends, but fuch as are his Friends,
And none your Foes, but fuch as fhall pretend
Malicious pra&tices againft his Srate.
This fhall ye do, fo help you righteous God.
' Enter Falftaff.
Fal. My gracious Sovereign, as I rode from Calais,
To hafte une> your Coronation;
A Letter wasdeliver’d to my Hands,
Writ to your Grace, from the Duke of Burgundy.
Zal, Shame to the Duke of Baurgundy, and thee:
I vow’d, bafe Knight, when I did meet thee next,
To tear the Garter from thy Craven’s Leg,
Which I have done; becaufe, unworthily,
Thou waft irftalled in that high Degree.
Pardon, my Princely Henry, and the reft;
This Daftard, at the Battcl of Posétiers,
When, but in all, I was fix thoufand ftrong,
And that the Fresch were almofl ten €0 one,
Before we met, or that a ftroke wis given,
Like to a trulty Squire, did run away. :
In which Aflult we loft twelve hundred Men, .
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My {clf, and divers Gentlemen befide,

Woere there {urpriz’d, and taken Prifoners.

Then judge, grear Lords, if I have done amifs 3
Or, whether that fuch Cowards ought to wear
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no?

Glo. To fiy the truth, this Fa& was infamous,
And ill beleeming any common Man;

Much more a Knight, a Captain, and a Leader.

Zal. When firft this Order was ordain’d, my Lords;
Knights of the Garter were of Noble Birth;

Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage,

Such as were grown to Credit by the Wars:

Not fearing Death, nor fhrinking for Diftrefs,

But always refolute in moft Extreams.

He then, -that 1s not furnith'd in this fort,

Doth bue ufurp the facred Name of Knight,

Prophaning this moft Honourable Oider,

And fhould, if I were worthy to be Judge,

Be quitc degraded, Iik: a Hedge-bora Swain,

« That doth prefume to boaft of Gentle Blood.

K. Henry. Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hear’ft thy doom
Be packing therefore, thou that waft a Knight ;
Henceforth we banifh thee on pain of Death. [ Exiz Falftaff.
And now, my Lord Prote&or, view the Letter,

Sent from our Uncle, Duke of Burgundy.

Glo. What means his Grace, that he hath chang’d his ftyle?
No more but plain and bluntly, 7o zhe King. [ Reading,
Hath he forgot he is his Sovereign?

Or doth this churlifh Superfcription

Portend fome Alteration in good will2

What’s here? 7 bave upon efpecial Canfe, [ Reads.
Mov'd with Compalfion of my Country’s Wrack,

. Together with the pitiful Complaints

OFf fuch as yosir Oppreffion feeds mpor,

Forfaken your pernicions Faition,

And joyw'd with Charles, the rightful King of Frances
O monftrous Treachery ! Can this be (02

That in Alliance, Amity, and Oaths,

There thould be found fuch falfe diffembling guile?

K. Henry. Whit! dothmy Uncle Burgundy revolt?

Glo. He doth; my Lord; and is become my Foe.

: K, Henrps
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K. Henry. Is that the worft this Letter doth contain2
Glo. It is the worlt, and all, my Lord, he writes,
K. Henry. W hythen, Lord Zalbot there fhall talk with him,
And give him Chaftifement for this Abufe.
How fay you, my Lord, are you not content?
Tal. Content, my Liege? Yes: Butthat I am prevented,
I fhould have begg’d I might have been employ’d.
K. Henry, Then gather ftrength, and march unto him ftreight:
Let him perceive how ill we brook his Treafon,
And what Offence it is to flout his Friends.
Ta4l. 1 go, my Lord, in Heart defiring ftill
You may behold Confufion of your Foes,  [Exi¢ Talbot.
Euter Vernon and Baflet,
Per. Grant me the Combat, gracious Sovereign.
Baf. And me, my Lord, grant me the Combat too.
York. This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince.
Som. And this 1s mine, {weet Henry, favour him,
K. Henry. Be patient, Lords, and give them leave to {peak.
Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim?
And wherefore crave you Combat? or with whom 2
Per. With him, my Lord, for he hath done me wrong.
Baf. AndI with him, for he hath done me wrong.
K. Henry. What is that wrong whereon you both complain ?
Firft let me know, and then P’ll anfwer you,
Baf. Crofling the Sea, from England into France, |
"This Fellow here with fharp and carping Tongue,
Upbraided me about the Rofe I wear;
Saying, the fanguine Colour of the Leaves
Did reprefent my Mafter’s blufhing Cheeks:
When ftubbornly he did repugn the Truth,
About a certain queftion in the Law,
Argu'd betwixt the Duke of 2ork and him
With other vile and ignominious Terms.
In Confutation of which rude Reproach,
And in defence of my Lord’s Worthinefs,
I crave the benefit of Law of Arms.
Ver. And that is my Petition, Noble Lord;
For though he feem, with forged quaint Conceit;
To fet a glofs upon his bold intent,
Yet know, my Lord, I was provok’d by him,
And he fuft took Exceptions at this Badge,
Pronouncing
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Pronouncing that the palenefs of this Flower,
Bewray’d the faintnefs of my Mafter’s Heart.
Tork. Will not this Malice, Somerfet, be left?
Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of Tork will out,
Though ne’er fo cunningly you fmother ite. [Men!
K. Henry. Good Lord ! What madnefs rules in Brain-fick
When for {o flight and frivolous a Caufe,
Such fa&ious Emulations fhall arife!
Good Coufins both of 7ork and Somserfet,
Quiet your felves, and be at peace.
Tork. Let this Diffention firft be try’d by fight,
And then your Highnefs fhall command a Peace.
Somz. The Quarrel toucheth none but us alone,
Betwixt our felves let us decide it then.
York. There is my Pledge, accept it, Somerfet.
Ver. Nay, let it reft where it began at firft.
Baf. Confirm it fo, mine honourable Lord.
Glo. Confirm it fo? Confounded be your Strife,
And perith ye with your audacious Prate ;
* Prefumptuous Vaffals, are you not atham’d
With this immodeft clamorous Outrage,
To trouble and difturb the King and Us?
And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well
To bear with their perverfe Objections:
Much lefs to take occafion from their Mouths,
To raife a Mutiny amongft your felves: i
Let me perfuade you take a better courfe. ‘
Exe. It grieves bis Highnefs :
Good my Lords, be Friends.
K. Henry. Come hither you that would be Combatants.
Henceforth I charge you, as you love our Favour,
Quite to forget this Quarrel, and the Caufe.
And you, my Lords, remember where you arey
In France, amongft a fickle wavering Nation :
If they perceive diffention in our Looks,
And that within our felves we difagree ;
How will their grudging Stomachs be provok’d
To wilful Difobedience and Rebellion 2
Befide, what Infamy will there arife,
When Foreign Princes fhall be certificd,

That
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That for a toy, a thing of no regard,
King Hexnry’s Peers, and chief Nobility,
Deftroy’d themfclves, and loft the Realm of France?
O think upon the Conqueft of my Father,
My tender Years, and let us not forgo
That for a trifle, that was bought with Blood.
Let me be Umpire in this doubtful Strife:
I fee no Reafon, if I wear this Rofe,
That any one fhould therefore be fufpicious
I more encline to Somerfer than York :
Both are my Kinfmen, and I love them both.
As well they may upbraid me with my Crown,
Becaufe, forfooth, the King of Scots is crown’d.
But your Difcretions better can perfuade;
Than I am able to inftru& or teach:
And therefore as we hither came in peace;
So let us ftill continue peace and love.
Coufin of Tork, we inftitute your Grace
To be our Regent in thefe parts of France:
And good my Lord of Somer/ez, unite
Your Troops of Horfemen, with his Bands of Foot §
And like true Subjeéts, Sons of your Progenitors,
Go chearfully together, and digeft
Your angry Choler on your Enemies.
Our felf, my Lord ProteCor, and the reft;
After fome refpite will return to Calais;
From thence to Ewgland, where I hope €’er long
To be prefented by your Victories,
With Charles, Alenfon,and that traiterous rout, [ Exesints
Manernt York, Warwick, Excter, and Vernon,
War. My Lord of Tork, T promife you the King
Prettily, methought; did play the Orator.
York. And fo he did, but yet I like it not,
In that he wears the Badge of Somer/er
War. Tufh, that was but his fancy, blame him not;
I dare prefume, {weet Prince, he thought no harm.
Tork. And if I with he did.---But let it reft,
Other Affairs muft row be managed. [ Exennt
Flonrifb. Adanet Exeter. ,
 Exe. Well didft thou Richard to fupprefs thy Voices
For if the paffions of thy Heart burft out,
Yor. I Gg 1
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I fear we fhould have feen decypher'd there

Mere rancorous fp ght, more furious raging Broils,

That yet €an be imagin’d or fuppos'd:

But howfoe’er, no fimple Man that fees

This jarring difcord of Nobility,

This thouldering of each other in the Court,

This faQious bandying of their Favourites,

But that he doth prefage fome ill event.

>Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens Hahds;

But more, when Envy breeds unkind Divifion: -

Then comes the Ruin, there begins Confufion. [ Exin
Enter Talbot with Trumpets and Drum before Bourdeaux.

7al. Go to the Gates of Bowrdeanx, Trumpeter,
Summon their General unto the Well. [ Somnds,
Enter General aloft.

Englifb Fohn Talbor, Captains, calls you forth,
Servant in Arms to Harry King of England,

And thus he would: Open your City Gates,

Be humbled to 'us, call my_Soveraign yeurs,
And do him Homage as Obedient Subjedis,

And Ul withdraw me, and my Bloody Power.
But if you frown upen' this profferd Peace,

And rempt the fury of my thrce Attendants,
Lean Famine, quartering Steel, and climbing Fire,

Who in a moment even with the Earth

Shal] lay your ftately, and Air-braving Towers,

If you forfake the offer of their love.

Cap. Thou ominous and fearful Owl of Death,
Our Nations terrour, and their bloody Scourge,
The period of thy Tyranny approacheth.

On us thou canft not enter but by Death:
Eor I proteft we are well fortificd,

And ftiong enough to iffue our and fighr.

If thon retire, the Dauphin well appointed;
Srands with the Snares-of War to tangle thee.
On either hand thee, there are Squadrons pitcht,
To wall thee from the liberty of Flight;

Ten tho fand French have ta’en the Sacrament,
And no way canft thou turn thee for Redrefs,
But:Desth doth front thee with apparent fpoil,
And-pale deftruction meets thee in the Face:

To rive their dangerous Artillery Upon

Ths
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Upon no Chriftian Soul, but Engli/h Tulbor:
Lo there thou ftand'ft a breathing valiant Man,
Of an invincible unconquerd Spirits
This is the latelt Glory of thy Praife,
That I thy Enemy dew thee withal;
For €’er the Glafs, that now begins to run,
Finifh the procefs of his fandy Hour,
Thefe Eyes that fee thee now well coloured,
Shall fee thee withered, bloody, pale, and dead.
[ Drum a-far off.
Hatk, hark, the Dauphin’s Drum, a warning Bell,
Sings heavy Mufick to thy timorous Soul,
And mire fhall ring thy dire departure out, [ Exiz.
Zal. He fables not, I hear the Enemy:
Out fome light Horfemen, and perufe their Wings,
O negligent and heedlefs Difcipline,
How are we park’d and bounded in a Pale?
A little Herd of England’s timorous Deer,
Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French Curs,
If we be Englifb Deer, be then in Blood,
Not Rafcal-like to fall down with a pinch,
But rather moody, mad, and defperate Srags,
Turn on the bloedy Hounds, with Heads of Steel;
And make the Cowards ftand aloof at Bay:
Sell every Man his Life as dear as mine,
And they fhall find dear Deer of us, my Friends.

God and St. Gesrge, Talbor and England’s Righr, :
Profper our Colours in this dangerous fight. [ Exenm;
Enter a Meflenger that meers York. Enter York with

Trumpet, and many Soldiers.
Tork, Are not the fpeedy Scouts returnd again;
That dogg’d the mighty Army of the Dauphinz
Mef. They are return’d, my Lord, and give it out
That he is march’d to Bosirdeanx with his Power
To fight with Zalbor; as he march'd along,
By your efpyals were difcovered ;
Two mightier Troops, than that the Dauphin led;
Which join’d with him, and made their march for Bosrdeans.
York, & plague upon that Villain Somerfer,
That thus delays my promifed Supply
Of Horfemen that were levied for the Siege. :
ig 1 Renowned
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Renowned Talbor doth expe& my Aid;
And I am lowted by a [raitor Villaing
And cannot help the Noble Chevalier:
God comfort him io this neceffity :
If he mifcarry, farewel Wars in France,
Enter a fecond Meffenger.
2 Meff. Thou Princely Leader of our Englifb {trength,
Never {o needful on the Earth of France,
Spur to the Refcue of the Noble Talbor,
Who is now girded with a wafte of Iron,
And hem’d about with grim Dcftru&ions
To Bourdeanx, warlike Duke, to Bourdeanx, York
Ele farewel Zalbot, France, and England’s Honour.
York, O God! that Semerfet, who in proud Heart
Doth ftop my Cornets, were in Talbor's place,
So thould we five a valiant Gentleman,
By fo:feiting a Traitor and a Coward:
Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me weep,
"That thus we cye, while remifs Traitors {leep.
2Meff. O ferd fome fuccour to the diftrefs'd Lord.
York. He dves, we lofe; I break my warlike word:s
We mourn, France (miles: We lofe, they daily get:
All Jong of this vile Traitor Somerfet. ,
MefJ. Then God take mercy on brave Talbot'sSoul,
And on his Son, young Febn, who two hours fince,
T met in Travel towards his warlike Father;
This feven ycars did not Zalbet fee his Son,
And pow they meet, where both their lives are done.
York. Alas! What Joy fhall Noble Zabos have,
To bid his young Son welcome to his Grave !
Away, Vexation almoft ftops my Breath,
That fundry Friends greet in the hour of Death.
Lucy farewel, no more my Fortune can,
Bur curfe the Caufes; I cannot aid the Man,
Maine, Bloys, Poillicrs, and Tonrs are won awiy,
Long all of Somerjer, and his delay. [Exit.
Jieff. Thus while the Vulture of Sedition,
Feeds in che Bofim of fuch grest Commanders,
Sleeping neglection doth betray to lofs,
The Conquefts of our frarce cold Conqueror,
Tlat ever-living Man of Memory,
: Henry
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Henry the Fifth., Whiles they each others crofs,
Lives, Honours, Lands, and all, hurry to lofs, [ Exit,
Enter Somerfct with bis Armsy. .
Som. 1t is too late, I cannot fend them nows
This Expedition was by Yurk and Zalber
Too rafhly plotted, All our general force
Migit wich a Sally of the very Town
Be buckled with ; the over-daring Zalbas
Hath fullied all his glofs of former Honour
By this unheedful, defperate, wild Adventure:
Tork fet him on to fight, and dye in thame,
That Talbo: dead, great York might bear the name.
Capt. Here is Sir William Lucy, who with me,
Set from our o’er-matcht Forces forth foraid.
Som. How now, Sir William, whither werft thou fent?
Lucy, Whither my Lord? from Boughtand Sold L., Zalbor,
Who ring’d about with bold adverfiry,
Cries out for Noble Zork and Somscr/et,
To beat aflailing Death from his weak Legions;
And whiles the Honourable Captain there
Drops bloody Sweat from his War-wearied Limbs,
And in advantage lingring looks for Refcue,
You, his filfe Hopes, thetruft of England’s Honour,
Keep off aloof with worthlefs Emulation:
Let not your private Difcord keep away
The levied Succours that fhall lend him aid,
While he, renowned noble Gentleman,
Yields up his Life unto a world of odds.
Orleans the Baftard, Charles, and Burgundy,
Alenfon, Reiguier, compafs him about,
And Talbot perifheth by your defaulr,
Som. York {et him on, York fhould have fent him aid.
Lucy. And Yo7k as faft upon your Grace exclaims,
Swearing that you with-hold his levied Hoft,
Colleéted for this Expedition,
Som. York lies: He might have fenr, and had the Horfe s
I owe him little Duty, and kis Love,
And take foul fcorn to fawn on him by fending.
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of France,
Hath tiow entrapt the Noble-minded Zalbos ;. ;
o R 3 Never
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Never to England (hall he bear his Life, fir
But dies betray’d to Fortune by your ftrife. €
Som. Come, go, I will difpatch the Horfemen ftraight: - Z
Wichin fix hours, they will be at his aid. J
Lucy. Too late comes Refcue, if he’s ta’en, or flain, ]
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ;
And fly would Tulbot never, though he might, I
Som. If he be dead, brave Taibot then adieu. ;
Lucy. His Fame lives in the World, his Shame in you, 7
LExennt, y

Enter Talbot ‘and his Sen. : !

) young Fobn Talbot, 1 did fend for thee, 3

g i thee 1n Stratagems of War, I
T'hat Talbor's Name might be in thee revivid, ]
W hen faplefs Age, and weak unable Limbs, My
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chair. ]
But O malignant and ill-boading Stars, No
Now art thou come unte a Fealt of Death, Th
A terrible and unavoided danger, St
Therefore, dear Boy, mount on thy fwifteft Horfe, Fo
And I'll dire& thee how thou fhalt éfcape Z

By fudden flight. Come, dally not, be gone,
Fobn. Is my Name Talbot ? and am I your Son?

And fhall I fly? O! if you love my Mother,

Difhonour not her Honourable Name,

To make a Baftard and a Slave of me.

The World will fay, he is not Talbet’s Blood,

That bafely fled, when Noble Talbor flood.
Tal. Fly, to revenge my Death, if I be flain.
Fobn. He that flies fo, will né’er return azain,
Zal. If we both ftay, we both are fure to dye.
Fobn. Then let me ftay, and, Father, do you fly s

You lofs is great, fo your regard fhould be; Tt

My worth unknown, so lofs 1s known in me. T

Upon my Death, the French can little boaft; T

In yoursthey wil'y in you all hopes are loft,

Flight cannot ftain the Honour you have won,

Bur mine it will, that no Exploit have done,

You fled for Vantage, every one will fwears

But'if [ bow, they’ll fay it was for Fear,

There is no hope that'ever I will ftay,

If the ficlt hour I fhrink and run away, Here
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Here on my Knee I beg Mortality,

\ Rather than Life, preferv’diwith Infamy.

: Tal. Shall all thy Mother's hopes lye in one
Fobn. Ay, rather then I’ll fhame my Mothcr’s

) T4l. Upon my bleffing I command thee go.
Fobn. To fight I will, but not to fly the Foe,
Tal. Part of thy Father may be fav’'d in thee,
Fobn. Nopart of him but will be fhame ia me.

& "
8
3

W omb.

T 7al. Thou never hadft Renown, nor canft not lofe it,
1 Fobn. Yes, your renowned Name; fhall flight abufe ic?2

Tal. Thy Father's charge fhall clear thee from the fain.
Sobn. You cannot witnefs for me, being {laing
If Death be fo apparent, then both fly.
Tal. And leave my Followers here to fight and die?
My Age was ngver tainted with fuch fuch fhame,
Fobn. And (hall my Youth be guilty of {uch blame?
No more can I be fevered from your fide,
Than can your {elf your felf in twain divide:
Stay, go, do what you will, the like do I;
For live I will not; if my Father die.
74i. Then here I take my leave of thee,, fair Son,
‘Born to eclipfe thy Life this afternoon:
Come, fide by fide, together live and die,
And Soul with Soul from France to Heaven fly. { Exennt.
Alarum : Excurfions, wherein Talbot's Sen. is hemm d
" about, and Talbot refcues him.
. Tal. St. Gearge, and Vi&oryy. fight Soldiers, fights
The Regent hath with Zalber broke his word,
& And left us to the rage of France's Sword,
W here is Fobn Talbor? Pauf:, and take thy Breath,
I gave thee Life, and refcu’d thee from Deaths
Yobn. O-twice my Father, twice I am thy Son:
The Life thou gav’it me firft, was loft and done,
*Till withthy warlike Sword, defpight of Fate,
To my determin’d time thou gav’(t new date.
Tk, When from the Dauphie’s Creft thy Sword fruck fire,
It warm’d thy Father’s Heart with proud defire
Of bold-fac’d Vittory.. Tiea Leaden Age,
Quicken'd-with Youthful Spleen, and Warlke Rage,
Beat down Alenfon, Orleans, Burgunay,
And from the Pride of Gallia refcued thee.
Gg+4 The
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The ireful Baftard Orleans, that drew Blood Iit
From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood n
Of thy firft fight, I foon encountered,
And interchanging blows, 1 quickly fhed y
Some of his Baftard Blood, and in difgrace 0!
Befpoke him thus: Contaminated, bafe T
And mifs-begotten Blood, I {pill of thine, fo
Mean and right poor, for that pure Blood of mine; Wi
Which thou didft force from Zaibot, my brave Boy. His
Here purpofing the Baftard to deftroy, .y
Cume in {trong refcue. Speak, thy Father's care, Ro
At not thou weary, Fobn 2 How do’ft thou fare? Bt
Wilt thou yet leave the Battel, oy, and fly 3 Te
Now thou art feal’d the Son of Chivalry? i
Fly, to revenge my Decath when I am dead, i
The help of one ftands me in little ftead, I
Oh, too much folly isit, well I wor, hn
To hazard 2l our lives in one {mall Boat. Hig
If I to day die not with Frenchmens Rage, M
To morrow I fhall die with mickle age, '
By me they nothing gain, and if I ftay, S
"Tis but the fhortning of my Life one day. T
In thee thy Mother dies, our Houfehold’s Name, h
My Death’s Revenge,thy Youth, and England’s Fame, (o
All thefe; and more, we hazard by thy ftay; Ty
All thele are fav'd, if thou wilt fly away, Int
Fobn. The Sword of Orleans hath not made me fmart, 0t
Thefe Words: of yours draw Life-blood from my Heart. - | e
On that advantage, bought with fuch a fhame, b
To fave a paltry Life, and flay bright Fame, "
Before young Zalbot from old Talbo: fly, b
The Coward Horfe that bears me, fall and die 3 Hi
And like me to the Peafant Boys of France, Ca
To be Shame’s Scorn, and Subje& of Mifchance, !
Surely, by all the Glory you have won, g
Aod if I fly, I am not Talbes’s Son. "

Then talk no more of flight, it isno boot,
If Son to Talbot, die at Talber’s Foot.

Zal. Then follow thou thy defprate Sire of Crees,
Thou Zcarus, thy Life to me is fweet: .

rf
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If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Father’s fide,
And commendable prov'd let’s die in Pride. [Exesnt,
Alarnm. Excurfions. " Enter old Talbot led.
Tal. Where is my other Life2 mine own is gone,
O! where’s young Talber 2 where is valiant Fobn 2
Triumphant Death, fmear’d with Captivity,
Young Talbot’s Valour makes me fmile at thee.
When he perceiv’d me thrink, and on my Knee,
His bloody 5word he brandifh’d over me,
And like a hungry Lion did commence
Rough deeds of Rage, and ftern Impatience
But when my angry Guardant ftood alone,
Tendring my ruin, and affil’d of none,
Dizzy-ey'd Fury, and great rage of heare,
Suddenly made him from my fide to ftart
Into the cluftering Battel of the French :
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench
His over-mounting Spirit; and there dy’d
My Zcarns, my Bloffom in his Pride,
Enter John Talbot, born.
Serv. O, my dear Lord! lo where your Son is born.
Tal. Thou antick Death, which laugh'ft us here to {corn,
Anon from thy infulting’ Tyranny,
Coupled in Bonds of Perpetuity,
Two Talbors winged through the lither Sky,
In thy defpight thall fcape Mortality,
O thou, whofe wounds become hard favoured death,
Speak to thy Father, €’er thou yield thy breath.
Brave Death by fpeaking, whether he wil] or no:
Imagine him a Frexchman, and thy Foe,
Poor Boy, he {miles, methinks, as who fhould fay,
Had Death been French, then Death had diedto day,
Come, come, and lay him in his Father’s Arms,
My Spirit can no longer bear thefe harms,
Soldiers adieu: I have what I would have,
Now my old Arms are young Fohn Talbor’s Grave, [ Dies

ACT

i




1434 Tbe(M Part of

e VNS CORNTET.

Enter Charles, Alenfon, Burgundy, Baffard, and Pucdle,

Char. A D Tork and Somerfer brought Refcue in,
We fhould have found a bleody Day of this, v

Baft. How the young whelp of Talbor's raging woody!
Did fleth his puny fword in Freschmen's blood.

Pucel. Once I encountred him, and thus I faid:
Thou Maiden Youth, be vanquitht by a Maid.
But with a proud Majeftical high fcorn
He anfwer’d thus: Young Talbet was not born
To be the pillage of a Giglot Wench,
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight.

Bur. Doubtlefs he would have made a moble Knight:
See where he lyes inhea:{fed in the Arms
Of the moft bloody Nuifer of his harms.

Baft. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones afunder,
Whofe 1if: was England’s Glory, Gallia’s Wonders

Char. Oh no, forbears For that which we have fled
During the 1ifz, let us not wrong it dead,

Enter Lucy.

Lancy, Herald, condu& me to the Davphii’s Tent,
To know who hath obtain’d the glory of the Day.

Char. On what fubmiffive Meflage art thou fent?

Lucy. Submiffion, Dauphin? ’tis a meer French word s
We Englifb Warriois wot not what it means
I come to know what Prifoners thou haft ta’er,
And ro furvey the Bodies of the Dead.

Char. For Prifoners ask’ft thou ¢ Hell our Prifon is.
But tell e whom thou feek’ft 2 2

Lucy. Where is the great dicides of the Field,
Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury?
Created for his rare fuccefs in Arms,
Great Earl of Wafbford, Waterford, and Valence,
Laqrd Talbot of Goodrig and Urchinfield ;.
Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Perdon of Alton,
Lotd Cromwel of Winpfield, Lord Furnival of Shffeild,
The thrice victorious Liord of Falconbridge,
Knight of the Noble Order of St. George,
5 - Worthy
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Worthy St. Michael, and the Goldesn Fleece,
Gre:t Marfhal to our King Henry the fixch,
Of all his Wars within the Realm of France,

Pucel. Here’s a filly flately fyle indeed :
The Turk, that two and fifiy Kingdoms hath,
Wrrites not fo tedious s Seyle as this,
Him that thou magnif’ft with all thefe Titles,
Stinking and fly-blown lyes here at our feet,

Lucy. Is Talbot {lain, the Frenchmensonly Scourge,
Your Kingdom’s terrour, and black Nemefis ?
Oh were mine Eye-balls into Bullets turn’d,
That I in rage might thoot them at your Faces.
Oh, that I could but call thefe dead to life,
It were enough to fright the Realm of France.
Were but his Picture left among you here,
It would amaze the proudeft of you all.
Give me their Bodies that I may bear them hence,
And give them Burial, as befeems their wor:h,

Pycel. 1 thiok this upftart is old Talber’s Ghoft,
He fpeaks with fuch a proud commanding Spirt ;
For Gods fake, let him have him ; to keep them here,
They would but flink, and putrifie the air.

Char. Go take their Bodies hence.

Liscy. T'll bear them hence; but from their athes fhall be
rear’d
A Phcenix that fhall make all France afear’d.

Char. So we berid of them, do with them what thou wilt.
And now to Paris in this Conquering vein,
All vill be ours, now bloody Talbor's flain. [Exennt,

S 08 NoE -l

Enter King Henry, Gloucefter, and Exeter.

K. Henry, Have you perus'd the Letters from the Pope,
The Emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac?
Gio. I have, my Lord, and their Intent is this,
They humbly fue unto your Excelleace,
To have a godly Peace concluded of,
Between the Realms of England and of France.
K. Henry, How doth your Grace affe@ this Motian 2 ;
Glo

f—
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Glo. Welly my good Lord, and as the only means i
To ftop effufion of our Chriftian Blood, G
And ftablith quietnefs on every fide. ]

K. Henry, Ay marry, Uncle, for Ialwaysthought T
It was both imptous and unnatural, fio
That fuch Immanity and bloody Strife fo
Should reign among Profeffors of one Faith. I

Glo. Befide, my Lord, the fooner to effe&, ’
And {irer bind this knot of Amity, 0
The Earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles, e
A Man of great Authority in Fraxce, Th
Proffcrs his only Daughter to your Grace  The
In Marriage, with a large and fumptuous Dowry. Il

K. Henry. Marriage, Uncle! alas! my Yearsare youngs O

And fitter is my Study, and my Books,

T han wanton dalliance with a Paramour.

Yet call th' Ambafladors, and as you pleafe,

So let them have their Anfwers every one;

I fhall be well content with any choice 1

Tends to God’s Glory, and my Country’s Weal,
Enter Winchefter, and three Ambaffadors.

Exe. Whart, is my Lord of Wincheffer inftall’d, ‘T'D
And call’d unto a Cardinal’s Degree? 1;
Then I perceive that will be verified An
Heiry the Fifth did fometime Prophefie, q';
If once he come to be a Cardinal, ‘nP
He'll muke his Cap coequal with the Crown. Elf;

K. Henry, My Lords Ambaflidors, your feveral fuits
Have becn confidei’d and debated on, '
Your Purpofe is both good and reafonable ; §

And therefore are we certainly refolv’d hd
To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, -
Which by my Lord of Winchefter we mean IS‘
Shall be tranfported prefently to France, ;[3
~_ Gla. And for the proffer of my Lord your Mafter, 3
I have inform’d his Highnefs {o at large, : : L
As liking of the Lady’s virtuous.Gifts, b
Her Beauty, and the value of her Dower, g
He doth iatend fhe thall be England’s Queen. o

Bear her chis Jewel, pledge of my Affe%ion,
}-dabty . 2 ") i ‘ : ADd‘

K. Henry. k0 argument and proof of which Contra®,
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And fo, my Lord Prote@or, fee them guarded,
And fafely brought to Dover, where infhipp'd
Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. [ Exennt.
. Win. Stay, my Lord Legate, you fball firft receive
The fum of Mony which I promifed
Should be delivered to his Holinefs,
For cloathing me in thefe grave Ornaments;
Legate. T will attend upon your Lordfhips leifure,
Win. Now Winchefter will not fubmit, I trow,
Or be inferior to the proudeft Peer,
Humphry of Glo'fter, thou fhalt well perceive,
That neither in Birth, or for Authority,
The Bithop will be over-born by thee;
Tll either make thee ftoop, and bend thy Knee,
Or fack this Country with a Mutiny; [ Exesnt.

S CENE IIL

Enter Danphin, Burgundy, Alenfon, Bafftard, Reignier;
and Joan la Pucelle.

Dasn. ThisNews, my Lords, may cheer ourdrooping Spi-
*Tis faid, the ftout Parifians do revolt, [rits ¢
And return again unto the warlike French. -

#Alen, Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France,
And keep not back your Power in dalliance.

Pucel. Peace be amongft them, if they turn to us,

Elfe Ruin combat with their Palaces.

Enter Scost,

Scont. Succefs unto our valiant General,

And happinefs to his Accomplices. ER
Dax. W hat tidings fend our Scouts? T prethee fpeak.
Scont. The Englifb Army, that divided was

Into two Parties, is now conjoin’d in one,

And means to give you Battel prefently.

Dax. Somewhat tco fudden, Sirs, the warning is;’

But we will prefently provide for them.

Bx g. I truft the Ghoft of Talbet is not there ;

Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear:

P"“lo
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Pucely OF all bafe Paliions, Pear is molt: accurft.
Command the Conqucit, Charles, it thall be thine:
Let Henry frety and all che World repine.
Dan. Thenon, my Lords, and France be fortunate. [ Exeunt,
Alarm : Excurfionss  Enter Joan la Pucelle.
 Pacel. The Rcgent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly.
Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts,
And ye choice Spirits that admonifh me,
And give me figns of future Accidents. [ Thunder,
You fpeedy helpers, that are Subftitutes
Under the Lordly Monarch of the North,
Appear, and aid me in this Enterprize,
Enter Fiends.
This fpeedy and quick appearance ‘argues proof
Of your accuftom’d diligence to me.
Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are cull’d
Out of the powerful Regions under Earth,
Help me this once, that France may get the Field.
[They walk and [peak not,
Oh hold me not with filence over long:
Where 1 was wont to feed you with my Blood,
Pll lop a Member off, and give it you
In earneft of a further Benefit:
So you do condefcend to help me now.
[ They bang their Heads,
No hope to hive Redrefi2 My Body (hall
Pay recompence, if you will grant my fuit.
(They fbake their Heads,
Cannot my Body, nor blood={acrifice,
Intreat you to your wonted furtherance?
Then take my Soul ; my Body, Soul, and ally
Before that England give the French the foil.
[They. departs
See, they forfake me. Now the time is come,
That France muft vail her lofty plumed Creft,
And let her Head fall into England's Lap.
My ancient Incantations are to weak,
And Hell too ftrong for me to buckle with :

Now France thy Glory droopeth to the Daft. . [Exits
[ Excarfions. Pucelle and York fight Hand in Hand.
Pucelle is takens  The French fly,

Tork,



1l

King Henry VI. 1439

Yorke Damfel of France, I think T have you faft,
Unchain your Spirits now with fpelling Charms,
And vy if they can gain your Liberty.
A goodly prize, fit for the Devil's Grace.
See how the ugly Witch doth bend her Brows,
As if, with Circe, {he would change my fhape.
Pucel. Chang’d to a worfer fhape thou can’ft not be,
York. Oh, Charles the Dauphin is a proper Man,
No Shape but his can pleafe your dainty Eye.
Pucel. A plaguing mifebief light on Charles and thee,
And may ye both be fuddenly furpris’d
By bloody Hands, in fleeping on your Beds.
York, Fell bauning Hag, Inchantrefs, hold thy Tongue.
Pucel. 1 prethee give me leave to curfe a while.
Tork, Curfe, Mifcreant, when thou comeft to the Stake,
[ Exennt.
Alarm. Enter Suffolk with Margaret in his Hand,
Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Prifoner.
[ Gazes on ber.
Oh faireft Beauty, do not fear, nor fly
For I will touch thee but with reverend Hands,
I kifs thefe Fingers for eternal Peace,
And lay them gently on thy tender fide,
Who art thou, {3y 2 that T may honour thee.
Mar. Bargarer my Name, and Daugheer to a King,
The King of Naples, whofoe’er thou art.
S#f. An Earl T am, and Seffolk am I call’d.
Be not offended, Nature’s Miracle,
Thou art alotted to be ta’en by me:
So-doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave,
Keeping them Prifoners underneath her Wings:
Ye: if this fervile ufage once offend,
G-, and be free again, as Suffolk’s Friend.  [She is going.
Oh ftay! I have no power to let her pafs,
My Hand would free her, but my Heart fiys no.
As plays the Sun upon the glafly Streams,
Twinkling another counte:feited Beam,
So feems this gorgeous Beauty to mine Eyes:
Fain would I woe her, yct I dare not fpeak :
I’ll call for Pen and Ink, and write my Mind:

Fy, De la Pole, difable not thy felf:
Haft
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Haft not a Tongue? Is the not here thy Prifoner?
Wil thou be daunted at a Woman’s fight 2
Ay, Beauty’s Princely Majefty is fuch,
Confounds the Tongue, and makes the Senfes rough,
Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk, if thy Name be fo,
What Ranfom muft I pay before I pafs?
For I perceive I am thy Prifoner.
Suf. How canft thou tell the will deny thy fuit,
Before thou make a trial of her Love?
Mar. Why {peak’ft thou not § What Ranfom muft Ipayj
Suf. She’s beautiful; and therefore to be wooed:
She is a Woman, therefore to be won,
Mar. Wilt thou accept of Ranfom, yea or no?
Suf. Fond Man, remember that thou haft a Wife,
Then how can AMargaret be thy Paramour ?
May, 1 were beft to leave him, for he will not hear,
Suf. There all is marr’d; there lies a cooling card,
Mar., He talks at random; fure the Man is mad.
Suf. And yet a Difpenfation may be had.

Mar. And yet I would that you would anfwer me:
Suf. Il win this Lady Margarez. For whom?
Why, for my King: Tufh, that's a wooden things

Mar. He talks of Wood: It is fome Carpenter. '
Suf. Yet fo my Fancy may be fatisfied,
And Peace eftablithed between thefe Realms;
But there remains a {cruple in that too:
For though her Fatber be the King of Naples,
Duke of Anjos and Main, yet he 1s poor,
And our Nobility will fcorn the Match.
Mar. Hear ye, Captain? are you not at leifure?
~ Saf. Itfhall be fo, difdain they ne’er fo much:
Heiry is youthful, and will quickly yicld.
Midam; I have a fecret to reveal.
Mar. What tho’ I beinthrall’d, he feemsa Knighty
And will not any way difhonour me.
Suf. Lady, vouchfafe to liften what I fay.
Mear. Perhaps I hall be refcu’d by the French,
And then I need not crave his courtefie.
Suf. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a caufe
Mar. Tulh; Women have been captivate ¢’er now.
Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you {02 :
Mﬂh
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Mar. T cry you mercy, *tis but Quid for QOxo.

Suf. Say, gentle Princels, would you not {uppofe
Your Bondage happy, to be made a Queen?

Mar. To be a Queen in Bondage, is more vile,
Than is a Slave in bafe fervilicy :

For Princes thould be fice.

Sxf. And fo fhall you,

If happy England’s Royal King be free.

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me?

Sufe I'll undertake to make thee Henry's Queen,
To put a Golden Scepter in thy Hand,

And fet a precious Crown upon thy Head,
If thou wilt condefcend to my—-—

Mar, What?

Saf. His Love.

Mar. 1 am unworthy to be Henry's Wife.

Suf. No, gentle,Madam, I unworthy am
To woo fo fair a Dame to be his Wife,

And have no Portion in the choice my felf.
How fay you, Madam, are you {o content?

Mar. And if my Father pleafe, I am content.

Suf. Then callour Captains and our Colours forth,
And, Madam, at your Father’s Caftle Walls,

We'll crave a Parley to confer with him.
Sound, ~Enter Reignier on the Walls,
See Reignier, {ee, thy Daughter Prifoner.

Reig. To whom?

S#f. To me.

Reig. Suffolk, what remedy 2
I am a Soldier and unapt to weep,

Or to exclaim on Fortune’s ficklenefs.

Suf. Yes, thereis remedy enough, my Lord,
Confent, and for thy Honour give confent, -
Thy Daughter fhall be wedded to my King;

W hom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto:

And this her eafiesheld Imprifonment

Hath gain’d thy Daughter Priqcely Liberty: o B
Reig. Speaks Suffolk as ht thinks?
Suf. Fair Margaret knows, ;

That Suffalk_doth not flatter, face; or fains

Vor. IIL Hh : Reig,




1442 The Fift Part of

Reig. Upon thy Princely Warrant, 1 defcend;
To give thee Anfwer of thy juft demand.
Suf. And here I will expe& thy coming.
Trumpets found.  Enter Reigniers
Reig. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories,
Command in Arjore what your Honour pleafes.
Suf. Thanks, Reigniers happy for {o fweet a Child,
Fit to be made Companion with a King:
W hat an{wer makes your Grace unto my fuit?
Reig. Since thou doft daign to woo her lictle worth,
To be the Princely Bride of fuch a Lord :
Upon condition I may quietly
Enjoy mine own, the Country Aain and Anjou,
Free from oppreffion, or the ftroke of War,
My Daughter fhall be Henry’s, if he pleafe.
Suf. That is her Ranfom, I deliver her;
And thofe two Countries, 1 will undertake,
Your G:ace thall well and quietly enjoy.
Reig. And I again io Henry's Royal Name,
As Deputy unto that gracious King,
Give thee her hand for fign of plighted Faith,
Suf. Reignier of Frauce, 1give thee Kingly thanks,
Becaufe it 1s in Traffick of a King.
And yer methinks I could be well content
To be mine own Attorney in this cafe. [ Afde.
T'll over then to England with this News,
And make this Marriage to be folemniz’d:
So farewel Reignier, fet this Diamond fafe
In Golden Palaces as it becomes.
Reig. 1 do embrace thee, as [ would embrace
The Chriftian Prince King Henry, were he here,
Mar. Farewel my Lord, good wifhes, praife, and prayers,
Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [ She is going.
Suf. Farewel, fweet Madam; but hatk you, Margares,
No Princely Commendations to my King 2
Mar. Such Commendations as becomes a Maid,
A Virgin and his Servant, fay to him.
Suf. Words fweetly plac’d, and modeftly directed.
But, Madam, I muft trouble you again,
~ No loving Token to his Majefty?
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Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unfpotted Heart,
Never yet taint with love, I fend the King,
Suf. And this withal, [ Kiffes ber.
Mar. That for thy {elf——I will not fo prefume,
To fend fuch peevifh Tokens to a King.
Suf. O wer’t thou for my felf——but Suffolk ftay,
Thou mayeft not wander in that Labyrinth,
There Minotaurs, and ugly Treafons lurk,
Sollicit Henry with her wondrous praife,
Bethink thee on her Virtues that furmount,
Made natural Graces that extinguifh Art,
Repeat their femblance often on the Seas,
That when thou com’ft to kneel at Henry’s Feet,
Thou may’ft bereave him of his wits with wonder. [ Exennt,
Enter York, Warwick, 2 Shepherd, and Pucelle.
York, Bring forth that Sorcerefs condemn’d to burn.
Shep. Ah, Fean, this kills thy Father’s Heart out~right;
Have I fought every Country far and near,
Anvd sow it is my chance to find thee out,
Mutft I behold thy timelefs cruel Death!
Ah Foau, {weet Daughter, I will die with thee,
Pucel. Decrepit Mifer, baft ignoble Wretch,
I am defcended of a gentler Blood.,
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mines
Shep. Our, out My Lords, and pleafe you, ’tis not fo,
I did beget her all the Parifh knows:
Her Mother liveth yet, can teftifie
She was the firlt Fruit of my Batch’lor-thip,
War. Gracelefs, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ¢
York, This argues what her kind of life hath been,
Wicked and vile, and fo her Death concludes.
Shep. Fie Fean, that thou wilt be fo obftacle:
God knows thou art a Collop of my Flefh,
And for thy fake have T fhed many a Tear;
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Foan,
Pucel, Peafant, avant, You have fuborn’d this Man
Of purpofe to obfcure my noble Birth. .
Shep. * Tis trut, I gave a Noble to the Prieft,
The morn that I was wedded to her Mother,
Knee] down and take my Bleffing, good my Girl.
Wilt thou not {toop? Now curfed be the time
Hha : of
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Of thy Nativity; I would the Milk

Thy Mother gave thee, when thou fuck’dft her Breaft,
Had been a little Ratsbane for thy fake:

Or elfe, when thou didft keep thy Lambs aficld,

I wifh fome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee.

Doft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab?

O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. [ Exit,

Tork. Take her away, for fhe hath liv’d too long,
To fill the World with vitious qualsties,

Pucel. Eirlt, let metell you whom you have condemn’d,
Not me,- begotten of a Shepherd Swain, '
But iffued from the Progeny of Kings,

Vircuous and Holy, chofen from above,

By infpiration of Celeftial Grace,

To work exceeding Miracles on Earth.

I never had to do with wicked Spirits.

But you that are polluted with your Lufts,
Stain’d with the guiltlefs Blood of Innocents,
Corrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices,
Becaufe you want the grace that others have,
You judge it ftreight a thing impoflible

To compafs Wonders, but by help of Devils,
No, mifconceived Foan of Arc hath been

A Virgin from her tender Infancy,

Chafte, and immaculate in very thought,

W hofe Maiden-blood thus rigoroufly effusd,
Will cry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heav'n,

Tork. Ay, ay; away with her to Execution.

War. And heark ye, Sirs; becaule fhe 1s a Maid,
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow :

Place Barrels of Pitch upon the fatal ftake,
T hat fo her torture may be fhortned.

Pucel. Will nothing turn your unrelenting Hearts ¢
Then Foan difcover thine infirmity,

That warranteth by Law, to be thy privilege,
I am with Child, ye bloedy Homicides:
Murther not then the Fruit within my Womb,
Although ye hale me to a violent Death.

Plan, Now Heav'n forfend! the holy Maid with Child?

War. The greateft Miracle that e’er you wrought:
Is all your ftci€ precifenefs come to this?

York,

It wi
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Tork, She and the Dauphin have been juggling,
I did imagine what would be her refuge.

War. Well, go to, we will have no Baftards live,
Efpecially fince Charles mult Father it,

Pucel. You are deceiv’d, my Child is none of his,
It was Alenfon that enjoy’d my Love.

York. Alenfon, that notorious Matchevile {

It dies, and if it had a thoufind Lives,

Pucel. O give me leave, I have deluded you;
*Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke I nam'd,
But Reiguier King of Naples that prevail'd.

War. A married Man! that’s moft intolerable.

York. Why here’sa Girl; Ithiok the knows not well
(There were fo many) wiom fhe may accufe.

War, 1ts fign fhe had been liberal and free.

Tork. And yet forfooth fhe is a Virgiy pure.
Strumper, thy words condemn thy Brar, and thee.
Ufe no intreaty, for it is in vain.

Pucel. Then lead me hence; with whom I leave my curfe.
May never glorious Sun rcflex his Beams
Upon the Country where you make abode;

But darknefs, and the gloomy fhade of death

Inviron you, ’till Mifchief and Defpair

Drive you to break your Necks, or hang your felves, [ Exiz.
Enter Cardinal.

York. Break thou in pieces, and confume to Afhcs,
Thou foul accurfed Minifter of Hell.

Car. Lord Regenr, I do greet your Excellence
With Letters of Commiffion from the King.

For know, my Lords, the States of Chriftendom,
Mov’d with remorfe of thefe outrageous broils,
Have earneftly implor’d a general Peace,
Betwixt our Nation and th’afpiring French ;
And here at hand, the Dauphin and his Train
Approacheth, to coafer about fome matters.

Tork, Is all our travel turn’d to this Effe&?
After the flaughter of {o many Peers,
$7 many Captains, Gentlemen, and Soldiess,

That in this quarre! have been overthrown,
And fold their Bedies for their Countries Bencfit,
Shall we at laft conclude effeminate Peace?
Hh 3 Have
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Have we not loft moft part of all the Towns, r
By Treafon, Falthood, and by Treachery, G4
Our great Progenitors had conquered$ ﬁl[
Oh Warwick, Warwick,, 1 forefee with grief o
The utter lofs of all the Realm of France. m
War. Be patient, York; 1f we conclude a Peace, 0;
Tt fhall be with {uch ftri& and fevere Covenants, o
As little fhall the Frenchmen gain thereby. : o
Enter Charles, Alenfon, Baffard, and Reigniers "
Char. Since, Lords of England, it is thus agreed, "
That peaceful Truce fhall be proclim’d in France, :
We come to be informed by your fclves, T‘
What the Conditions of that League muft be. Ao
Tork. Speak, Winchefter; for boiling Choler chokes Bn
The hollow paffage of my poifon'd Voice, { Ay
By fight of thefe our baleful Enemies. A?
Win, Charles, and the reft, it is ena&ed thus: '
That in regard King Henry gives confent,
Of meer compaffion, and of lenity, g
To eafe your Country of diftrefsful War,
And fuffer you to breath in fruitful Peace, 0‘
You fhall become true Liegemen to his Crown. Ifn-
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt fwear E
Fo pay him Tribute, and {ubmit thy felf, ‘ A‘
Thou fhalt be plac’d as Viceroy under him, Ns
And {till enjoy thy regal Dignity. T;
Alen. Muft he be then a fhadow of himfelf2 P
Adorn his Temples with a Coronet, H‘”
And yet in Subftance and Authority, | F;

Retain but privilege of a private Man?
This Proffer is abfurd and reafonlefs.

Char. *Tis known already, that I am poffeft
Of more than half the Gallian Territories,
And therein reverenced for their lawful King.
Shall I for lucre of the reft un-vanquifh’d,
Detra& {o much from that Prerogative,

As to be call’d but Viceroy of the whole?
No, Lord Ambaflador, I’ll rather keep
That which I have, than coveting for more,
Be caft from poffibility of all.
York, Iofulting Charles, haft thou by fecret means

_,, ,
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Us'd interceflion toobtain a' League,
And now the matter grows to compromife,
Stand’{t thou aloof upon Comparifon?
Either accept the Title thou ufurp’fl,
Of benefir proceeding from our King,
And not of any challenge of Defert,
Or we will plague thee with inceflant Wars,
Reig. My Lord, you do not well, in obftinacy
To cavil in the courfe of this Contraét:
If once it be neglected, ten to one
We fhall not find like opportunity.
Alen. 'To fay the truth, it is your policy,
To fave your Subjeés from fuch maffacre
And ruthlefs flaughters as are daily feen
By our proceeding in Hoftility.
And therefore-take.this contraét of a Truce,
Although you break it, when your pleafure ferves.
[Ajide to the Dauphin,
War. How fay’ft thou Charles?
Shall our Condition ftand 2
Char. It fhall:
Only referv’d, you claim no intereft
If any of our Towns of Garrifon.
York. Then fwear Allegiance to his Majefly,
As thou art Knight, never to difobey,
Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England,
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown of England,
So, now difmifs your Army when you pleafe:
Hang up your Enfigos, let your Drums be ftill,
For here we entertain a folemn Peace. [ Excunt,
Enter Suffolk in conference with King Henry, Gloucefter
' and Exeter.
K. Henry. Your wondrous rare defcription, noble Earl,

- Of beauteous Margarer hath aflonifh’d me:

Her Virtues graced with external G fts,
Do breed Loves fettled Paffions in my Heart.
And like as rigour with tempeftuous Guits
Provokes the mightieft Hulk againft the tide,
So I am driven by breath of her Renown,
Either to fuffer Shipwrack, or arrive
Where I may have fruition of her Love.
Hh 4 Sufe
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Suf. Tufh, my good Lord, this {uperficial Tale
Is but a Preface to her worthy Praife:
The chief PerfeGions of that lovely Dame,
Had I fuficient Skill to utter them, -
'Would make a Volume of ioticing lines,
Able to ravifh any dull conceit.
And which is more, fhe is not fo Divine,
So full repleat with choice of all Delights,
But with as humble lowlinefs of Mind,
She is content to be at your command:
Command, I mean, of virtuous chafte intents,
To love ind honour Henry as her Lord.
K. Henry. And otherwife, will Henry ne’er prefume :
Therefore, my Lord Proteétor, give confent,
That Murgares may be England’s Royal Queen.
Glo. So fhould I give confent to flitter Sin.
You know, my Lord, your Highnefls is betroth’d
Unto andther Lady of efteem.
How fhal we then difpence with the Contra&,
And not defice your Honour with reproach?
Suf. Asdoth a Ruler with unlawful Oaths,
Or one that at a Triumph, having vow’d
To try his ftrength, forfiketh yet the Lifls
By realon of his Adverfary’s odds.
A poor Earl’s Daughter is unequal odds,
And therefore may be broke without offence.
Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margarer more than that?
Her Father 1s no better than an Earl,
Although in glorious Titles he excel.
Suf. Yes, my good Lord, her Father is a King,
The King of Naples and Fernfalem, -
And of fuch great Authority in France,
That his Alliance will confirm our Peace,
And keep the Frenchmen in Allegiance.
Glo, And fo the Earl of Armagnac'may do,
Becaufe he is near Kinfman unto Charles.
Exe. Befide, his wealth doth warrane liberal Dower,
Where Reignier fooner will receive than give.
Sauf. A Dower, my Lords! Difgrace not fo your King,
That he hould be fo abje&, bafe, and poor,
To chuft for Wealth, and not for perfeét Love.
Henry

\
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Henry is able to enrich his Queen,
And not to fick a Queen to make him rich,
So worthlefs Peafunts bargain for their Wives,
As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horfe,
But Marriage is a matter of more worth,
Than to be dealt in by Attorney-fhip:
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace affes,
Muft be companion of his nuptial Bed.
And therefore, Lords, fince he affe@s her moft,
It moft of all thefe Reafons bindeth us,
In our Opinions fhe fhould be preferr'd ;
For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell,
An age of difcord and continual ftrife?
Whereas the contrary bringeth forth blifs,
And is a Pattern of celeftial Peace.
W hom fhould we match with Henry, being a King,
But Margaret, that is Daughter to a King 2
Her peerlefs Feature, joined with her Birch,
Approves her fit for none, but for a King.
Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit,
More than in Women commonly is feen,
Will anfwer our hope in iflue of a King:
For Henry, Son unto a.Conqueror,
Is likely to beget more Conquerors,
If with a Lady of fo high refolve,
As is fair Margarer, he be link’d in Love,
Then yield my Lords, and here conclude with me,
That Adargarer (hall be Queen, and none blit fhe,
K. Henry, Whether it be through force of your report,
My noble Lord of Saffolk; or for that
My tender youth was never yet attaint
With any Paffion of inflaming Love,
I cannot tell; but thisI am affur'd,
I feel fuch ftharp diffention in my Breaft,
Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear,
As I am fick with working of my thoughts.
Take therefore Shipping; polt, my Lord, to France,
Agree to any Cuvenants, “and procure
That Lady Afargarer do vouchfife to come
To crofs the Scas to England, and be Crown’d,

King Henry's faithful and anointed Queen.
For
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For your Expences and fufficient Charge,
Among the People gather up a tenth.

Be gone, [ fiy, for "till you do return,
I reft perplexed with a thoufand Cares.

And yrﬁu, {2‘
If you do ce

vd Uncle, banifh all offences
nfure me, by what you were,

Not what yeu are, 1 know it will excufe

This fudden

Execution of my Wiill

And fo condué& me, where from company,

I may revolv

e and ruminate my Grief. [ Exir,

Glo. Ay, gricf I fear me, both at firft and laft.

Suf. Thus
As did the yr

[ Exit Gloucefter,
Suffolk hath prevaild, and thus he goes

suthful Paris once to Greece,

With hope to find the like event in love,
But profper better than the Trojan did :
Margaret hall now be Queen, and rule the King :

But I will ru

le both her, the King, and Realm. [E,{it.'
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Humphry Duke of Gloucefter, :
Cardipal Beaufort, Bp. of Winchefter, } Unkles 1o the King,
Duke of York, pretending to the Crawn.
Dunke of Buckinghim,?)
Duke of Somerfet, §Ofthe King’s Party.
Duke of Suffolk,
Earl of Salisbury, 1 : ]f
Earlof Warwick, J.‘» Of the York Faction. :

Lord Clifford, of the King’s Party.

Lord Say. j
Lord Scales, Governor of the Tower. e
Sir Humphry Stafford.

Young Stafford, bis Brother.

Alexander Iden, 4 Kentith Gentleman, A
Toung Clifford, Son to the Lord Clifford.

Edward Plantazenet, )

. Rl g Plantafzener, J:> Sons vo the Dauke of York. F[E
Vaux. A Sea Captain, andWalter W hitmore Pirates,
Hume a4 Southwel 2 Pricfts. v
Bullingbrook, an Aftrologer. 9
A Spirit attending on Jordan the Witch, h:

Thomas Horner, an Armorer.

Peter, kis Man,

Mayor of St. Albans,

$impcox, az Impoftor.

Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Holland, Dick the Butcher,
Smith the Weavery, and [iveral Others——Rebels.

Margaret, Queen 1o King Henry V1. fecretlyin Love with the
Duke of Suffolk,
Dame Elinor, Wife to the Duke of Gloucefter.

Mother Jordan, aWitch employ'd by the Dutchefsof Gloucefter

Wife to Sumpcox,

Petitioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, Sheriff and Officers, with Guards,
Mcﬁnger:, and other Attendants.
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King HENRYT VL

ACLEd4d 5CENE-L

- Flourifh of Trumpets: Them Hautboys, Enter
King Henry, Duke Humphry, Salisbury, Was-
wick, and Beaufort on the ome fide. The
Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerfct, and Bucking-
ham on the other.

SOQCEFOLRX

=1 S by your high Imperial Majefty,
I had in charge at my depart for France,
As procurator to your Excellence,
To marry Princefs Margaret for your Grace ;
| So in the famous ancient City, Zonrs,
= In prefence of the Kings of France and Sicil,
The Dukes of Orleans, Calabar, Bretaigne, Alenfon,
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, and twenty reverend Bithops,
I have perform’d my Task, and was efpous’d :
And humbly now upon my bended Knee,
In fight of England ind her Lordly Peers,
Deliver up my Titl: in the Queen

[ Prefenting the Queen to the King.
To your moft gracious Hand, that are the Subftance

Of
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Of that great Shadow I did reprefent:
The happieft gift that ever Marquefs gave,
The fareft Quaeen that ever King receiv’d.
K. Henry. Suffolk arife. Weicome, Queen Margaret,
I can expr.fs no kinder fign of Love
Than this kind Kifs. O Lord, that lends me Life,
Lend me 2 Heart repleat with thankfulnefs:
For thou haft given me, in this beauteous Face,
A world of Earthly Bleffings to my Soul,
If {ympathy of Love unite our Thoughts.
Q. Mar. Great King of England, and my gracious Lord,
The mutual conference that my mind hath had,
By Day, by Night, waking, and in my Dreams,
In courtly Company, or at my Beads,
With you mine Alder liefc{t Sovereign,
Ma:kes me the bolder to falute my King,
With ruder terms, {uch as my Wit affords,
And over-joy of Heart doth minifter.

K. Henry. Her fight did ravifh, but her grace in Speech,
Her words yclad with Wifdom's Majelty,

Make me from wondring, fall to weeping Joys,
Such is the fulnels of my Heart’s content.
Lords, with one cheerful voice, welcome my Love,

Al kpeel. Long live Queen Margaret, England’s happinefs,

Q. Mar. We thank you all. [ Flonrifbs

Suf. My Lord Prote&tor, fo it pleafe your Grace,

Here are the Articles of contra&ed Peace,
Between our Sovereign, and the French King Charles,
For cighteen Months concluded by confent.

Glo. Reads.] Tmoprimis, It is agreed between the French King,
Charkes, and W illiam de la Pole, AZarguefs of Suffolk, Am-
baffador of England, That the faid Heory [Pall efponfe the
Lady Margaret, Danghrer nnto Reignier, King of Naples, Sie
cilia, and Jerufilem, and Crown her Queen of England, ¢t
the thirteenth of NIy next enfuing.

Item. That the Dutchy of Anjou, axd the County of Main,
Jball be releafed and delivered to the King her Father,

K. Henry. Uncle, how now?

Glo. Pardon me, gracions Lord,

Some fudden qualm bath ftruck me to the Heart,
And dimn’d mine Eycs, that I can read no further.
: K Henrpe

| Salis
e o
B E
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K. Henry. Uncle of Winchefter, I pray read on.

Win, lwem, It is furiher agreed between them, Thar the
Duschies of Anjou and Main fball be releafed and delivered
over 10 the King her Father, and fbe [ent over of the King of
England’s own proper Coft and Charge, withont having any
Dosry.

K. Henry. They pleafe us well. Lord Marquefs,kneel down;
We here create thee the firft Duke of Suffolk,

And girt thee with the Sword. Coufin of Tork,
We here difcharge your Grace from being R egent
I'th’ parts of France, “ull term of eighteer Months
Be full expir'd. Thanks, Usncle Winchefter,
Gloncefter, York, Buckingham, and Somerfet,
Salisbury and Warwicks
We thaok you all for this great favour doae,
In Entertainment to my Princely Queen.
Come, let us in, and with all {peed provide
To fee her Coronation be perform’d.
[Exennt King, Oneen, and Suffolks

Manent the reft.

Glo. Brave Peersof England, Pillars of the State,
To you Duke Humphbry muft unload his Grief:
Your Grief, the common Grief of all the Land.
What?¢ did my Brother Henry {pend his Youth,

His Valour, Coin, and People in the Wars?2

Did he fo often lodge in open Field,

In Winters cold, and Summer’s parching heat,

To conquer France, his true Inheritance

And did my Brother Bedford toil his Wits

To keep by pelicy what Henry got:

Have you your {elves, Somer[et, Buckingham,

Brave York, Salisbury, and vi&orious Warwick

Receiv'd deep Scars in France and Normandy ¢

Or hath mine Uncle Bedford, and my {elf,

With all the learned Council of the Realm,

Studied fo long, fat in the Council-houfe,

Early and late, debating to and fro,

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe ;

And was his Highnefs in his Infancy,

Crowned in Paris in defpight of Foes?

And fhall thefe Labours, and thele Honours die i3
Sha
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Shall Henry’s Conqueft, Bedford’s Vigilance,
Your Deeds of War, and all our Counfel die!
O Peers of England, fhameful in this League,
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame,
Blotting your Names from Books of memory,
Rafing the Characters of your Renown,
Deficing Monuments of conquer'd Frasce,
Undoing all, as all had never been.
Car.Nephew, what means this paffionate Difcourfe ¢
This peroration with fuch Circumftance?
For France, ’tis ours; and we will keep it flill.

Glo. Ay, Uncle, we will keep it if we can:

But now it is impoffible we fhould.

Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the roft,
Hath given the Dutchy of dnjon and Main,
Unto the poor King Reignier, whofe large Style
Agrees not with the leannefs of his Purfe.

Sal. Now by the Death of him who dy’d for all,
Thefe Counties were the Keys of Normandy :

But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son ¢

War. ‘For grief that they are paft recovery.

For were there hope to conquer them again,

My Sword fhould fhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears.
Anjos and Main! My felf did win them both:

Thofe Provinces thefe Arms of mine did conquer.

And are the Cities that were got with Wounds
Delivered up again with peaceful Words?

Mort Dien!

Tork. For Suffolk’s Duke, may he be fuffocate,
That dims the Honour of this Warlike Ifle:

France thould have torn and rent my very Heart,
Before I would have yielded to this League.

I never read but England’s Kings have had

Large fums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives !
And our King Henry gives away his own,

To match with her that brings no vantages,

Glo. A proper Jeft, and never heard before,
That Suffolk_fhould demand a whole Fifteenth,
For Colt and Charges in tranfporting her :

She thould have ftaid in France, and ftarv'd in Frawce
Before :

Sl
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Car. My Lord of Glo'ffer, now ye grow too hot:
It was the pleafure of my Lord the King.
Glo. My Lord of Winchefter, 1 know your Mind,
*Tis not my Speeches that you do miflike;
But ‘tis my Prefence that doth trouble you.
Rancour will out, proud Prelate; in thy Face
I fee thy fury: If I longer ftay,
We fhall begin our ancient Bickerings.
Lordings farewel, and fay when I am gone,
I prophefi'd, France will be loft e’er long. [Exit.
Car. $o, there goes our Proteétor in a rage:
"Tis known to you he is mine Enemy 5
Nay more, an Enemy unto you all,
And no great Friend, I fear me, to the King,
Confider, Lords, he is the next of Blood,
And Heir apparent to the Englifb Crown:
Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage,
And all the wealthy Kingdoms of the Wett,
There’s reafon he fhould be difpleas’d at it:
Look to it, Lords, let not his fmoothing Words
Bewitch your Hearts, be wife and circumfpe&.
What though the common People favour him,
Calling him Humphry, 1he good Dauke of Glo'fter,
Clapping their Hands, and crying with loud voice,
Fe/n maintain your Royal Excelience,
With God preferve the good Duke Humphry.
I fcar me, Lords, for all this flattering glofs,
He will be found a dangerous Prote&or.
Buck. Why fhould he then prote& our Sovereign,
He being of age to govern of him{cIf?
Coufin of Somerfet, join you with me,
And all together with the Duke of Sxffolk ,
We'll quickly hoife Duke Humphry from his Seat,
Car. This weighty bufinefs will not brook delay,
I'll to the Duke of Suffolk prefently, [Exis.
Som. Coufin of Buckingham, though Humpbr)’s Pride
And greatnefs of his Place be grief to us,
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinals
His Infolence is more intolerable
Than all the Princes in the Land befide;
If Glo'ffer be difplac’d, he’ll be Prote&eor,

Vor. IL Ii Buckg
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Buck. Ot thou, or I, Somerfer, will be Proteétor,
Defpight Duke Hamphry, or the Cardinal. :
[ Exit Buckingham and Somerfet,
S4l. Pride went before, Ambition follows him.
W hile thef: do labour for their own Preferment,
Behoves. it us to labour for the Realm.
I never faw but Humphry Duke of Glofter,
Did bear him like a noble Gentleman:
Oft have I feen the haughty Cardinal,
More like a Soldier than a Man o’ch’ Church,
As ftour and proud as he were Lord of all,
Swear like a Ruffian, and demean himfelf
Unlike the Ruler of a Common-weal.
Warwick_my Son, the Comfort of my Age,
Thy Deeds, thy Plainnefs, and thy Houfe-keeping,
Have won the greateft favour of the Commons,
E xcepting none but Good Duke Humphry.
And Brother York. thy A&sin Irclard,
' bringing them to civil Difcipline;
¢ Exploits done injche Heart of France, :
ou wert Regent for our Sovereign,
made thee fear'd and honour'd of the People:
together for the publick Good; :
1 we can, to bridie and fupprefs
The Pride of Suffalk, and the Cardinal,
With Semer[er's and Backingham's Ambition,
And as we may cherith Duke Humphry's Deeds,
While they do tend the profit of the Land.
War. $3 God help Warwick, as he loves the Land,
And common profit of his Country.
York, And fo fays Tork,
For he hath greateft caufe.
Sal. Then let's make hafte away,
And look unto the main.
War. Unto the maing
Oh Father, #Main is loft,
That Main, whichby main force Warwick did win,
And would have kept, {0 longas breath did laft:
Main-chance Father you meant, but I meant Adain,
Which I will win from France; or elfe be flain.

[Exit Warwick and Salisbury. Manet York.
- York,

T
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Torks Anjou and Main are given to the French,
Paris is loft, the State of Normandy
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone
Suffolk_concluded on the Articles,
The Pecrs agreed, and Henry was well pleas’d,
To change two Dukedoms for a Duke’s fair Daughter.
I cannot blame them all, what is’t to them?2
*Tis thine they give away, and not théir own.
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their Pillage,
And purchafe Friends, and give to Courtezans,
Still revelling like Lords *till all be gone.
While as the filly Owner of the Goods
W eeps over them, and wrings his haplefs Hands,
And fhakes his Head, and trembling ftands aloof,
While all is fhar’d, and all is born away,
Ready to ftarve, and dare not touch his own.
So York mutft fit, and fret, and bite his Tongue,
Whlie his own Lands are bargain’d for, and fold:
Methinks the R ealms of England, France and Ireland,
Bear that proportion to my Fleth and Blood,
As did the fatal brand lthea burnt,
Unto the Prince’s Heart of Calidon
Anjon and Main both given unto the French!
Cold News for me: For I had hope of France,
Even as I have of fertile England’s Soil.
A day will come, when Zerk fhall claim his own,
And therefore I will take the Newills parts,
And make a thew of Love to proud Duke Humphry,
And when I fpy advantage claim the Crown;
For that’s the golden Mark I feek to hit:
Nor (ball proud Lancafter nfurp my Right,
Nor hold the Scepter in his childith Fiit,
Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head,
Whofe Church-like Humour fits not for a Crown,
Then 2urk be ftill a while, ’till time do ferve:
Watch thou, and wake when others be afleep,
To pry into the Secrets pf the State,
’Till Henry {urfeiting in joys of Love,

1459

With his new Bride, and England’s dear bought Queen,

And Humpbry with the Peers be fall’n at Jars.
Then will I raife aloft the Millk_-white Rofe,
ia

With
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With whofe fweet fmell the Air fhall be perfum’d,
And in my Standard bear the Arms of Tork,
To grapple with the Houfe of Lancafter, .
And force perforce I'li make him yield the Crown,
Whofe Bookifh Rule hath pull’d fair England down.
[ Exiz York.
Euter Duke Humphry, and his Wife Eleanor.
Elean. Why droops my Lords hke over-ripen’d Corn,
Hanging the Head at Ceres plenteous Load?
Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit his Brows,
As frowning at the Favours of the World?
Why are thine Eyes fixt to the fulien Earth,
Gazing at that which feems to dim thy Sight?
What feeft thou there? King Henry's Diadem,
Inchac’d with all the Honours of the World$
If fo, geze on, and grovel on thy Face,
Until thy Head be circled with the fame.
Put forth thy Hand, reach at the glorious Gold.
What, is’t too fhort? I'll lengthen it with mine.
And having both together heav’d it up,
We'll both together lift our Heads to Heaven,
And never more abafe our Sight fo low,
As to vouchfafe one glance upon the Grourd.
Glo. O Nell, fweet Nell, if thou doft love thy Lord,
Ranifh the Canker of ambitious Thoughts :
And may that Thought, when I imagine [1l
Againft my Kiog and Nephew, virtuous Henry,
Be my laft breathing in this Mortal World.
My troublous Dreams this Night do make me fad.
Elean. What dieam’d my Lord? tellme, and L'l requite it
With {weet Rehearfal of my Morning’s Dream.
Glo. Methought this Staff, mine Office-badge in Courty
W.s broke in twain; by whom, I have forgot,
But as I think, it was by th’ Cardinal,
And on the pieces of the broken Wand
Were plac’d the Heads of Edmond, Duke of Someret,
And Willians de la Pole, firft Duke of Swffolk.
This was the Dream, what it doth bode, God knows.
Elean. Tut, this was nothing but an Argument, :
That he thar breaks a Srick of Glo'ffer’s Grove,
Shall lofe his Head for his Prefumption. . » ]
‘ ut
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But lift to me, my Humphry, my {weet Duke:
Methought I fate in Scat of Majetty,
In the Cathedral Church of Weftminfler,
And in that Chair where Kings and Queens were crown’d,
Where Henry and Margares knee’d to me,
And on my Head did fet the Diadem.
Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then muft I chide outright:
Prcfumptuous Dame, ill-natur’d Eleanor,
Art thou not {fecond Woman in the Realm?
And the Prote&or’s Wife, belov’d of him 2
Haft thou not worldly Pleafure at command,
Above the reach or compafs of thy Thought?
And wilt thou ftill be hammering Treachery,
To tumble down thy Husband and thy fIf,
From top of Honour, to Difgrace’s feet?
Away from me, and let me hear no more.
Elean, What, what,my Lord, are you foCholerick
With Eleanor, for telling but her Dream ?
Next time, I'll keep my Dreams unto my fcif,
And not be check'd.
Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again,
Enter Meffenger.
Mefl. My Lord Prote&or, ’us his Highnefs pleafure,
You do prepare to ride unto St, Albaxs,
Whereas the King and Queen do mean to Hawk.
Glo. I go: Come Nell, thou wilt ride with us? [ Ex,Glo.
Elean, Yes, my good Lord, T'll follow prefently,
Follow I muft, I cannot go before,
While Glo'ffer bears this bafe and humble Mind.
Were I 2 Man, a Duke, and next of Blood,
I would remove thefe tedious ftumbling Blcks,
And {mooth my way upon their hesdlels Necks.
And being 2 Woman, I will nat be {l ¢k
To play my part in Fortune’s Pageant,
Where are you there ? Sir Fohn ; nay fear not, Man,
We are alane, here’s none but thee ard I,
Enter Hume,
Hunge. Jefus preferve your Royal Majelty.
FElean. What fay’ft thou? Maj fty: I am but Grace,
Hume. But by the Grace of God, and Humes Advice,
Your Grace's Title thall be mt Iriply’d,
13 Elean,
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Elean, What fay'ft thou, Man2 Haft thou asyet conferr'd
With AMargery Fordan, the cunning Witch;
With Roger Bullingbrook, the Conjurer,
And will they undertake to do me good?
Hume. This they have promifed, to thew your Highnefs
A Spirit rais’d from depth of under Ground,
That thall make anfwer to fuch Queftions,
As by your Grace fhall be propounded him.
Elean. It 1s enough, P'll think upon the Queftions:
When from St. Albans we do make return;
We'il { ¢ thofe things effeéted to the full.
Here Hume, take this Reward, make merry Man
With thy Confederates in this weighty Caufe.
[ Exit Eleanor.
Hume. Hume muft makemerry with the Ducchefs’s Gold:
Marry and fhall; but how now, Sir Fobn Hume ?
Seal up your Lip$, and give no Words, but Mum;
The bufinefs asketh filent fecrecy.
Dame Eleanor gives Gold, to bring the Witch :
Gold cannot come amifs, were fhe a Devil.
Yet have I Gold flies from another Coaft :
I dare not fay, from the rich Cardinal,
And from the great and new-made D ke of Suffalk;;
Yet I do find it fo: For, to be plain,
They (knowing Dame Eleanor’s alpiring Humour)
Have hired me to uadermine the Dutchefs,
And buz thefe Conjurations in her Brain,
They fy, a crafty Knave does need no Broker;
Yet am [ Suffolk’s, and the Cardinal’s Broker.
Hume, if you take not heed, you fhall go near
To csll them both a pair-of crafty Knaves.
Well, £ it ftands; and thus I fear at laft,
Hume's Knavery will be the Dutch<f’s Wrack,
And her Attainture will be Humphry's Fall:

Sorr how it wil'y T fhall hwve Gold for all. [ Exit.
Enter three or four Petitioners, the Armover's Man éeing one.

1 Per. My Maftess, 1 t's ftand clofe, my Lord PioteGor
will come this way by and by, and then we may deliver our
Suppitcations in the Quaill,

3 Per. Muariy, the Lord prote& him, forhe’s s good Man,
J;fu blefs him. S B ! /
55 ok s Enter
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Enter Suffolk, and Queen.
L

I Pet. Here a comes methinks, and the Queen with him:
I'll be the firft fure,

2 Pet, Come back, fool, this is the Duke of Sujfulk, and
not my Lord ProteClor.

Suff. How now, Fellow; would'ft any thing with me?

1 Pet. | pray, my Lord, pardon me, I took ye for my Lord
Prote&or.

Q. Mar. Tomy Lord ProteQor? are your Supplications
to his Lordfhip? let me fee them; what 1s thine 2

1 Per. Mine is, and’t pleafe your Grace, againft Fobn Good-
man, my Lord Cardinal’s Man, for keeping my Houfe, and
Lands, and Wife, and all from me,

Suf. Thy Wife too? That's fome wrong indced. What’s
yours 2 What’s here 2 [Reads.] Againft the. Duke of
Suffolk, for inclofing the Commons of Mclivrds How now,
Sir Knave ¢

2 Pet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor Petitioner of ou
Townthip.

3 Per. Againft my Mafter, Thomas Horner, for faying, That
the Duke of 2ork was rightful Heir to the Ciown.

Q. Mar, What lay’ft thou? did the Duke of York fay,
he was rightful Heir to the Crown?

3 Pet. That iny Miftrefs was? No, forfooth; my Mafter
faid, that he was; and that the King was an Ufurper.

Suf. Who is there ?

Enter Servant.
Take this Fellow in, and fend for his Mafter with a Purfui-
vant prefently ;: we'll hear more of your Matter before the
King, | Exit Serve

Q. Mar. And as for you that love to be protected
Under the wings of our ProteCtor’s Grace,
Begin your Suits anew, and fue to him.

Tears the Supplications.

Away, bafe Cullions: Suffolk, let them go.

All. Come, let’s be gone. [ Exennt.

Q. Mar. My Lord of Suffolk, fay, is this the guife ?
Is this the fathion of the Court of England ?
Is this the Gaoveroment of Britain’s 1{le?
And this the Royalty of Albion’s King &
What, fhall King Henry be a Pupil ftilly

Ii g Uadeg
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Under the furly Glo'f#er’s Governance 2

Am I a Queen in Title and in Style,

And muft be made a Subject to a Duke?

I tell thee, Poo/, when in the City Tours
Thou ran’ft a Tile in Honour of my Love,
And ftol'ft away the Ladies Hearts of France;
I thought King Henry had refembled thee,

In Courage, Couitfhip, and Proportion:

But all his Mind is bent to Holinefs,

To number 4ve Maries on his Beads:

His Champions are the Prophets and Apoftles,
His Weapons Holy Saws of facred Writ,

His Study is his Tilt-yard, and shis Loves
Are brazen Images of Canonized Saints.

I would the College of the Cardinals

Would chufe him Pope, and carry him to Rome,
And fet the Triple Crown upon his Head;
That were a State fit for his Holinefs.

Suf. Madam, be patient; as I was the caufe
Your Highnefs came to England, fo will 1
In England work your Grace’s full content.

Q. Mar. Befidethe haughty ProteQor, have we Beauford,
The imperious Churchman; Somerfer, Buckingham,
And grumbling 2ork; and not the leaft of thefe,

But can do more in England than the King,

Suf. And he of thefe that can do moft of all,
Cannot do more in England, than the Newils;
Salisbury and Warwick are no fimple Peers.

Q. Mar. Notall thefe Lords do vex me half fo much,
As that proud Dame, the Lord ProteGor’s Wife:
She {weeps it through the Court with troops of Ladies,
More like an Emprefs, than Duke Humphry’s Wife:
Strangers in- Court do take her for the Queen;

She bears 2 Duke’s Revenues on her Back,

And in her Heait fhe fcorns our Poverty ¢

Shall I not live to be aveng’d on ber?

Contemptuous bafe-born Callot as fhe is,

She vaunted ’mongft her Minions Cother day,

The very train of her woift wearing Gown

Was berter worth than all my Father’s Lands,

*Till Suffoik gave two Dukedoms for his Danghters -
: Suf.
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Suf. Madam, my felf have lin’d a buth for her,
And plac'd a Quire of fuch enticing Birds,
That fhe will light to liften to their Lays,
And never mount to trouble you again,
So let her reft; and, Madam, lift to me,
For I am bold to counfei you in this;
Although we fancy not the Cardinal,
Yet muft we join with him, and with the Lords,
*Till we have brought Duke Humpbry in difgrace.
As for the Duke of Zork, this late Complaint
Will make but little for his benefit;
So one by one we’ll weed them all at laft,
And you your felf fhall fteer the happy Helm.
Enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal, Buckingham,
York, Salisbury, Warwick, and the Duichefs.
K. Henry. For my part, Noble Lords, I care not which,
Or Somerfet, or York, all's one to me.
Yorks 1f York have ill demean’d himfelf in France,
Then let him be deny'd the Regentfhip.
Som. If Semerfer be unworthy of the place,
Let 2ork be Regent, I will yield to him.
War. Whether your Grace be woithy, yea or no,
Difpute not that, Zork is the worthier.
Car, Ambitious Warwick, let thy Betters fpeak.
War. The Cardinal’s not my Better in the Field.
Buck, All in this prefence are thy Beuters, Warwicks
War, Warwick may live to be the beft of all.
Sal. Peace, Son; and thew fome reafon, Buckingham,
Why Somerfer thould be prefen’d in this?
Q. Mar. Becaufe the King forfooth will have it fo.
Glo. Madam, the King is old enough himfelf
To give this Cenfure: Thefe are no Woman’s Matters.
Q. Mar. If he be old enough, what needs your Grace
To be Protettor of his Excellence 2
Glo. Madam, I am Proteétor cf the Realm,
And at his pleafure will refign my Place.
Suf. Refign it then, and leave ti?me Infolence,
Since thou wert King, as who is King, but thou?
The Commonwealth hath daily run to wrack,
The Dauphin hath prevail’d beyond the Seas,
And all the Peers and Nobles of the Realm
Have
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Have been as Bond-men to tgy Sovereignty.
Car. The Commons haft thou rack’d, the Clergy’s Bags
Are lank and lean with thy Extortions,
Som. Thy fumptuous Buildings, and thy Wife’s Attire
Have coft a mals of publick Treafure.
Buck. Thy cruelty in Execution
Upon Offenders hath exceeded Law,
‘And left thee to the mercy of the Law.
Q. Mar, Thy fale of Offices and Towns in France,
If they were known, as the {ufpect is great,
Would make thee quickly hop without thy Head.
[ Exit Glo.
Give me my Fan; what, Minion, can ye not?
[ She gives the Dusehefi a box on the Ear.
I cry you mercy, Madam; was it you ¢
Elean. Was't 12 yea, 1 it was, proud French-woman:
Could I come near your Beauty with my Nails,
I could fet my Ten Commandments in your Face.
K. Henry. Sweet Aunt, be quiet, ‘twas againft her Will.
Elean. Againft her Will, good King? look to’t in tims,
She’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee hke a Baby:
Though in this place moft Mafter wears no Breeches,
She fhall not ftrike Dame Eleanor uareveng'd,
| Exit Eleanor.
Buch. Lord Cardinal, T will follow Eleaner,
And liften after Humphry, how he proceeds :
She’s tickled now, her Fume can need no fpurs,
She’ll gallop fur enough to her Deftruction.
[ Exiz Buckingham,
Enter Humphry.
Glo. Now, Lords, my Choler being ovei-blown,
With walking once about the Quadrangle,
1 come to talk of Commonwealth Affairs.
As for your fpightful falfe Objections,
Prove them, and I iye open to the Law:
But God in mercy deal fo witk my Soul,
As Lin Duty love my King and Count:y.
But to the Matter that we have in hand: "
I fay, my Sovereign, Tork is meeteft Man
To be your Regent in the Realm of France.
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Suf. Before we make Ele&ion, give mie leave
To thew {ome Reafon, of no little force,

That 7o/k is moft unmeet of any Man. v

Tork. T'll tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet :
Firft, for I cannot flatter thee in Pride;

Next, if I be appointed for the Place,

My Lord of Somerfer will keep me here,
Without Difcharge, Mony, or Furniture,
"Thll France be won 1nto the Dauphin’s Hands,
Laft time I danc’d attendance on his Will,
*"Till Paris was befieg’d, famifh’d and loft.

War, That I can witnefs, and a fouler Fa&t
Did never Traitor in the Land commit.

Suf. Peace, head-ftrong Warwick.

War. Image of Pride, why fhould I hold my Peace?

Enter Horner the Armorer, aud his Man Peter.

Suf. Becaufe here is a Man sccus’d of Treafon,
Pray God the Duke of 7ork excufe himfelf.

York., Doth any one accufe Zork for a Traitor 2

K.Henry. What mean’ft thou, Suffolk ? tell me, what are thefe?

Suf. Pleafe it your Majefty, thisis the Man
That doth accufe his Mafter of High Treafon:

His Words were thefe; That Richard, Duke of York
Wis rightful Heir unto the Engli/b Crown,
And that your Majefty was an Ufurper.

K. Henry. Say, Man, were thefe thy Words?

Arm, And’t thall pleafe your Majefly, I never faid nor
thought any fuch Matter; God is my witnefs, T am falfly
accus’d by the Villain.

Peter. By thefc ten Bones, my Lords, he did fpeak them .
to me in the Garret cne Night, as we were fecow’ring my
Lord of Tork's Armour.

York. ‘Bafe Dunghil Villain, and Mechanical,

I'll have thy Head for this thy Traitor’s Speech:
I do befeech your Royal Majefty,
Let him have all the rigor of the Law.

Arm. Alas, my Lord, hang meif everI {pake the Words:
my Accufir is m'y Prentice, and when I did core& him for
his Fault the other Day, he did vow upon his Knces he would
be even with me. I have good witnefs of this; therefore I
befeech your Majefty, donot caft away an honeft Man for
a Villain's Aceufation. K. Heury.
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K. Henry. Uncle, what fhall we fay to this in Law?
Glo. This doom, my Lord, if I may Judge:

Let Somerfer be Regent o'er the French,

Becaufe in York this breeds fufpicion;

And let thefe have a Day appointed them

For fingle Combat, in convenient place,

For he hath witnefs of his Servant’s Malice :

This is the Law, and this Duke Humphry’s doom.

Soem. 1 humbly thank your Royal Majefty.

Arm. And I accept the Combat willingly.

Peter. Alas, my Lord, I cannot fights for God’s fake pity
my Cale; thefpight of my Mafter prevaileth againft me. O
Lord have mercy upon me, I fhall never be able to fight a
blow : O Lord, my Heart.

Glo. Sirrah, or you muft fight, or elfe be hang’d.

K.Henry. Away with them to Prifon; and the day of
Combat, fhall be the laft of the next Month. Come Somer-

fer, we'll fie them fent away. [ Exesnt.
Flonrifb. Enter Mather Jordan, Hume, Southwel, asd
Bullingbrook.

Hume. Come, my Mafters, the Dutchefs, I tell you, ex-
pe&s performance of your Promifes.

Bulling. Mafter Hume, we are therefore provided: Will
her Ladythip behold ard hear our Exorcifms?

Hume. Ay, what elfe? Fear you not her Courage,

Bulling. 1 have heard her reported to be a3 Woman of an
invincible Spirit; but it fhall be convenient, Mafter Hume,
that you be by her aloft, while we be bufie below; and fo, I
pray you, goin God’s Name; and leave us. [ Exiz Hume,
Mother Fordan, be proftrate, and grovel on the Earth; Fobn
Seuthwel, read you, and let us to our work.

Enter Eleanor above.
Elgan. Well fuid, my Mafters, and welcome toall: Tothis
eer, the fooner the better.

Bulling. Patience, good Lady, Wizards know their times:
Deep Night, dak Night, the filent of the Night,
The time of Night when Trey was fet on Fire,
The times when Screech-owls cry, and Ban-dogs howl;
When Spiries walk, and Ghofts break up their Graves;
That time fits belt the work we have in hands
Madam,

T
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Madam, fit you, and fear not; whom we raife
We will make faft within a hallow’d Verge.

[ Herethey do the Ceremonies belonging, and make the Circle,
Bullingbrook, or Southwel reads, Conjuro'te, gre. 1t
Thunders and_ Lightens terribly; then the Spirit vifeth.

Spirit. Adfwum.

M. Ford. Afmath, by the eternal God,

Whofe Name and Power thou trembleft at,
Anfwer that I ask: For ’till thou fpeak,
Thou fhalt not pafs from hence.

Spirit. Ask what thou wilt, That [ had faid, and done!

Baulling. Firft of the King: What fhall of him become.

Spirit. The Duke yet lives, that Hesry thall depofe:

But him out-live, and die a violent Death.
[ As the Spirit [peaks they swrite the anfwers

Bulling. What Fates awatt the Duke of Suffolk?

Spirit. By Water thall he die, and take kis End.

Bulling. What fhall befall the Duke of Somerfer?

Spirit. Let him fhun Caftles.

Safer fhall he be upon fandy Plains,
Than there where lofty Caftles mounted ftand.
Have done, for more I hardly can endure.

Balling. Defcend to Darknefs, and the burning Lake:
Falf: Fiend avoid, - [ Thunder and Lightning. Spirvit deftends.
Enter the Duke of York, and the Duke of Buckingham,
with their Guard, and break in.

York, Lay Hands upon thefe Traitorsand their trafh :

Reldam, I think we watch’d you at an Inch.
W har, Madam, are you there? The King and Common-weal
Are deep indebted for this piece of Pains;
My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not,
See you well guerdon’d for thefe good deferts.
Elean. Not half fo bad as thine to Exngland’s King,
Injurious Duke, that threatn’ft where’s no caufe. :
Buck. True, Maidam, none at all: What call you this 2
Away with them, let them be clap’d up clofe,
And kept afunder: You, Madam, fhall with us.
Stafford, take her to thee. .
We'll fee your Trinkets here forth-coming all.
Aw:y. [ Exennt Gnard with Jordar, Southwel, &c.

1469
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York, Lord Buckingham, methinks you watch'd her well;
A pretty Plot, well chofen to build upon
Now, pray my Lord, lct's {ce the Devil’s Writ,
Whar have we here? [ Reads,
The Duke yet lives, thar Henry [ball depsfz;,
But bim out-live, and dic a violent Death.
Why, this is Jult, 4.0 reefacidems Ramanos vincere paffe.
Well, to the reft :
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of Sufflk ?
By Water [ball he die, and take bis End,
What fhall betide the Duke of Somerfer 2
Let him [bun Caftles, :
Safer fball be be apon [andy Plains,
Than there where lofty Caftles monnted fFand.
Come, come, my Lords,
The Oracles are hardly attain'd,
And hardly underftood.
The King is now in progrefs towards St. Aibans,
With him the Husband of this lovely Lady:
Thicher go thefe News,
As falt 2s Horfe can carry them :
A forry breakfaft for my Lord Prote&or.
Buck; Your Grace thall give meleave, my Lord of York,
To be the Poft, in hope of his Reward.
Yosk. At your Pleafure, my good Loxd.
Whe'’s within there, hoe 2
Enter a Serving-man.
Invite my Lords of Salisbury and Warwick
To {up with me ro morrow Night. Away. [ Exennt.
Enser King Henry, Omeen, Proteitor, Cardinal, and Suffolk,
with Fawlkners hollowing.
Q. Mar. Believe me Lords, for flying at the Brook,
I faw. no better Sport thefe feven years day ;
Yet by your leave, the Wind was very high,
And ten to one, old Foan had not gone our.
K. Henry, But what a point, my Lord, your Faulcon made,
And what a pitch fthe flew above the reft :
To fee how God in all his Creatures woiks,
Yea Man and Birds are fain of climbing high,
. Suf.Nomarvel, and it like your Majefty,
My Lord Prote@or’s Hawks do towre fo well;
P They,
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They know their Mafker loves to be aloft,
And bears his Thoughts above his Faulcon's pitch.

Glo. My Lord, ’ts but a bafe ignoble Mind,

That mounts no higher than a Bird can foar.

Car. 1 thoughr, as such; he would be above the Clouds.

Glo. Ay, my Lord Cardinal; how think you by that?
Were it not good, your Grace could fly to Heaven?

K. Henry. The Treafury of everlafting iJoy.

Gar. Thy Heaven is on Earth, thine Eyes and Thoughts
Beat on a Crown, the Treafure of thy Heart,
Pernicious Prote&tor, dangerous Peer,

That fmooth’ft it fo with King and Commonweal.

Glo. What, Cardinal!

Is your Priefthood grown {o peremptory ¢

Tuntane animis Caleftibus ire? Churchmen {o hot?
Good Uncle, hide fuch Malice:

With fuch Holinefs can you do it ¢

Suf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes
So good a Quarrel, and fo bad a Peer.

Glo. As who, my Lord?

Suf. Why, as you, my Lord,

An’t like your Lordly Lord Proteétorfhip.

Glo. W hy, Suffolk., England knows thine Infolence.

Q. Mar. And thy Ambition, Glo'feer.

K. Henry. 1 prethee peace, good Queen,

And whet not on thefe too too furious Peers,
For blefTed are the Peace-makers on Earth.

Cur. Let me be blefled for the Peace I make,
Againft this proud ProteGor, with my Sword.

Gla. Faith, Holy Uncle, would *twere come to that,

Car. Marry, when thou dar’ft, l
Glo. Make up no factious numbers for that matter, 3
In thine own Perfon asfwer thy Abufe. > Afide.

Car. Ay, where thou dar’ft not peep:
And if thou dar'ft, this Evening,
On the Eaft fide of the Grove. 3
K. Henry. How now, my Lords?
Car. Believe me, Coufin Glo'ffer,
Had not your Man put up the Fowl fo {uddenly,
We had had more fport
Come with thy two Hand-Sword. [Afide 1o Glo,

Glo,
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Glo. True, Uncle, are ye advis'd #———
The Eaft fide of the Grove:
Cardinal, I am with you. [ Afide.
K. Henry. Why how now, Uncle Glo’fter 2
Glo. Talking of Hawking, nothing elfe, my Lord.——
Now by God’s Mother, Prieft,
¥ll fhave your Crown for this,
Or all my fence fhall fail. L Afide,
Car. Afide.”| Medice cura teip[um, ProteGor fee too’t well,

K. Henry. The Winds grow high, [prote& your felf,
So do your Stomachs, Lords,

How irkfome is this Mufick to my Heart?
When fuch Strings jar, what hope of Harmony 2
I pray, my Lords, let me compound this ftrife.

Enter One, crying A Miracle.
Gls. W hat means this Noife 2

Fellow, what Miracle do’t thou proclaim ?

One. A Miracle, a Miracle.

Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what Miracle.

One. Forfooth, a blind Man at St, 4lbax’s Shrine,
Within this half hour hath receivd his fight,
A Man that ne’er faw in his life before.

K.Henry. Now God be prais’d, that to believing Souls
Gives Light in Darknefs, Comfogt in Defpair.

Enter the Mayor of St. Albans, and bis Brethren, bearing

Simpeox between two in a Chairy Simpcox’s Wife following.

Car. Here come the Town{men on proceffion,
To prefent your Highnels wich the Man.

K. Henry. Great 1s his comfort in this Earthly Vale,
Although by his fight his Sin be multiplied.

Glo. Stand by, my Mafters, bring him near the King,
His Highnels pleafure is to talk with him.

K. Henry, Good-fellow, tell us here the Circumftance,
That we for thee may glorifie the Lord.
What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor'd?

Simp. Born blind, and’t pleafe your Grace.

Wife. Ays indced was he.

Szf. What Woman is this?

H:fe. His Wife, and’c pleafle your Worlhip,

G[h
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Glo. Hadft thou been his Mother, thou couldft have
better wold.
K. Henry., Where wert thou born?
Simp. At Berwick_ in the North, and’t like your
Grace.
K, Henry. Poor Soul,
God’s goodnefs hath been great to thee:
Let never Day nor Night unhallowed pafs,
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done,
Qneen. Tell me, Good-fellow,
Cam’ft thou here by Chance, or of Devotion,
To this holy Shrine? :
Simp. God knows of pure Devotion,
Being call’d a hundred times, and oftner,
In my fleep, by good Saint Alban:
Who faid ; Simon, come, come offer at my Shrine,
And I will help thee.
Wife. Moft true, forfooth; :
And many a time and oft my felf have heard a Voice,
To call him fo.
Card, What, art thou lame?
Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me.
Suf. How cam’ft thou fo?
Simp. A fall off a Tree.
Wife. A Plum:tree, Mafter.
Glo. How leng haft thou been blind ¢
Simp. O born fo, Mafter.

Glo. What, and would'ft climba Tree? *
Simp. But that in my Life, when I wasa Youth.
Wife. Too true, and bought his climbing very dear.

Glo. Mafs, thou lov’dft Plums well, that wouldlt ven«
ture fo, :

Simp. Alas, good Malter, my Wife <.§tsﬁr::d fome Dam-
{ons, and made me climb, with danger of my Life.

Glo. A fubtile Knave, but yet it fhall not ferve:
Let me fee thine Eyes, wink now, now open them,
In my opinion, yet thou fceft not well. .

Simp. Yes, Mafler, clear as day, 1 thaok God and Saint
Alban,

Glo. Say'ft thou me fos what Colour is this Cloak of
TR
Simp. Red, Mafter, red as Blocd. | ;
yUL’ IIIL. oK Glos
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Glo. Why that’s well faid: What colour is my Gown
of 2
Simp. Black, forfooth, coal-black, as Jet.
K: Henry. Why then, thou know’(t what colour Jetis of?
Suf. And yet, [ think, Jet he did never fee.
Glo. But Cloaks and Gowns, before this day, a many.
Wife. Never before this day, in all his Life.
Glo. Tell me, Sirrah, what’s my Name¢
Simp. Alas Mafter, I know not.
Glo. What’s his Name 2
Simp. 1 know not.
Glo. Nor his?
Simp.. No indeed, Mafter.
Glo. What's thine own Name?
Simp. Sawnder Simpcox, and if it pleafe you, Mafter.
Glo. Then Samnder, fit there,
Thelyingft Knave in Chriftendom,
If thou hadft been born blind,
Thumight'ft as well have known all our Names,
As thus to know the feveral Colours we do wear.
Sight may diftinguifh Colouss:
But fuddenly to nominate them all,
It is impoflible.
My Lords, Saint Alban here hath done a Miracle :
And would ye not think that Cunning to be great,
That could reftore this Cripple to his Legs again?
Simp. O Mafter, that you could?
Glo. My Mafters of Saiat Albans,
Have you not Beadles in your Town,
And things call’d Whips?
Mayor. Yes, my Lord, if it pleafe your Grace,
Glo. Then fend for one prefeatly,
Mayor. Sirrah, go fetch the Beadle hither ftraight. [ Exit.
Gls. Now fetch me a Stool hither by and by.
Now Sirrah, if you mean to fave your (elf from Whipping,
leap me over this Stoo!, and run away.
Simp. Alas Mafter, I am not able to {fand alone :
You go to torture me in vain.
Enter.a Beadle with Whips.
Glo. Well Sir, we muft have you find your Legs.
Sirrah Beadle, whip him °till he leap over that fame Stool.d
Beaad.
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Bead. 1 will, my Lord,
Come on Sirrah, off with your Doublct, quickly.
Simp, Alas, Mafter, what fhallI do 2 I am not able to
ftand.
Lfter the Beadle bath hit him once, be leaps over the Stool,
and runs away;, and they follow, and cryy A Miracle.
K. Henry. O God, feeft thou this, and beareft fo long!
Oneen. It made me laugh, to fee the Villain run.
Glo. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away.
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need.
Glo. Let him be whipt through every Market Town,
"Till they come to Berwick, from whence they came.
Y_Exit Beadle,
Cars Duke Humphry has done a Miracle to day.
Suf. True, made the Lame to leap, and fly away.
Glo. But you have done more Miracles than I;
You made in a Day, my Lord, whole Towns to fly.
Enter Buckingham.
K. Henry. What Tidings with our Coufin Buckingham ?
Buck. Such as my Heart doth tremble to unfold:
A fort of naughty Perfons, lewdly bent,
Under the Countenance and Confederacy
Of Lady Eleanor, the ProteGtor’s Wife,
The Ring-leader and Head of all this Rout,
Have pra&is’d dangeroufly againft your State,
Dealing with Witches and with Conjurers,
Whom we have apprehended in the Fa&,
Raifing up wicked Spirits from under Ground,
Demanding of King Henry’s Life and Death,
And other of your Highnefs Privy-Council,
As more at large your Grace fhall underftand.
Car.- And fo, my Lord Prote&or, by this means
Your Lady is forth-coming, yet at London.
This News, I think, hath turn’d your Weapon's edge
*Tis like, my Lord, you will not keep your hour,
| Afide to Glo’fter.
Glo. Ambitious Church-man, leave to affli& my Heart 3
Sorrow and Grief have vanquifh’d all my Powers;
And vanquith’d as T am, I yield to thee,
Or to the meaneft Groom.

Kk 2 K. Henry.
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K. Henry. O God, what mifchiefs work the wicked ones,
Heaping confufion on their own Heads thereby 2
Queen. Glo'fFer, fee here the Tainture of thy Neft,
And look thy felf be faultlefs, thou wert beft.
Glo. Madam, for my feif, to Heav'nl do appeal,
How I have lov’d my King, and Commonwealth:
And for my Wife, I know not how it ftands,
Sorry am 1 to hear, what I have heard;
Noble fhe is; but if fhe have forget
Honour and Virtue, and convers’d with fuch,
As like to Pitch, defile Nobility ;
I banith her my Bed and Company,
And give her as a Prey to Law and Shame,
That hath dithonoured Glo'ffer’s honeft Name,
K. Henry. Well, for this Night we will repofe us here;
To morrow toward Lendon, back again,
To look into this Bufinefs thoroughly,
And call thefe foul Offenders to their anfwers;
And poife the Caufe in Juftice equal Scales,
Whofe Beam ftands fure, whofe rightful caufe prevails.
[ Exennts
Enter York, Salisbury, and Warwick.
Tork. Now, my good Lords of Salisbury and Warwicks
Our fimple Supper ended, give me leave,
In this clofe Walk to fatisfie my {clf,
In craving your Opinion of my Title,
W hich is infallible to England’s Crown,
Salis. My Lord, I long to hear it thus at full.
War. Sweet York begin; andif thy claim be good,
The Newils are thy Subjells to command.
York. Then thus:
Edward the Third, my Lords, had feven Sons:
The firft, Edwardthe Black Prince, Prince of Wales;
T he fecond, William of Hatficld; and the third,
Lionel Duke of Clarence; next to whom,
Was Fohn of Gaunt, the Duke of Lancafter ;
The fifch, was Edward Langley, Duke of York;
The {ixth, Thomas Weodftock, Duke of Glo'fter;
Williams of Windfor was the {eventh and laft.
Edward the Black Prince dy’d before his Father,
And left behind him Richard, his only Son,
Who,
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Who, after Edward the third’s Death, reign’d King,

"Till Hes 'y Bullingbroke, Duke of Lancafter,

The eldeft Son and Heir of Fobn of Gaunt,

Crown’d by the Name of Henry the fourth,

Seiz'd on the Realm, depos’d the rightful King,

Sent his poor Queen to France, from whence fhe came,

And him to Pomfrer; where, as all you know,

Harmlefs King Richard was murthered traiterouly.
War. Father, the Duke hath told the truth;

Thus got the Houfe of Lancaffer the Crown.

Tork. Which now they hold by force, and not by right:

For Richard, the firlt Son’s Heir, being dead,

The Iffue of the next Son (hould have reign’d.
Sal. But William of Hatfield dy’d without ‘an Heir.
York. The third Son, Duke of Clarence,

From whofe Line I claim the Crown,

Had iffue Philip, a Daughter,

Who marriecd Edmond Mortimer, Earl of March.

Edmond had Iflue, Roger Earl of March :

Roger had 1(Tve, Edmond, Anne, and Eleanor.

Sal. This Edmond, in the reign of Bullingbrook ,

As I have read, laid clzim unto the Crown,
And, but for Owen Glendonr, had been King;
Who kept him in Captivity, ’till he dy’d.
Bur, to the reft.

York. His eldeft Sifter, Anne,

My Mother, being Heir unto the Crown,
Married Richard Earl of Cambridge,
Who was Son to Edmond Langley,
Edward the third’s fifth Son’s Son

By her I claim the Kingdom :

She then was Heir to Roger, Earl of March,
W ho was the Son of Edmond Mortimer,
Who married Philip, {ole Daughter
Ubnto Lionel, Duke of Clarence.

So, if the Iffue of the eldeft Son
Succeed before the younger, I am King.

Far. What plain proceeding 1s more plain than this?
Henyy doth claim the Crown from Fobn of Gaunt,
The fourth Son; Tork claims it from the third :

'Till Lionel’s Iffue fail, he fhould not Reiga,
: ' Kk3 It
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It fails not yet, but flourifheth in thee
And in thy Sons, fair Slips of fuch a Stock.
Then Eather Salisbury, kneel we together,
And in this private Plot be we the firft,
That fhall falute our rightful Soveraign
Wich honour of his Birth-right to the Crown.
Both. Long live our Soveraign Rickard, England's King,
Tork, We thank you, Lords:
But I am not your King, ’till I be crown’d;
And that my Sword be ftain’d
With Heart-blood of the Houfe of Lancafter :
And that’s not fuddenly to be perform’d,
Bt with Advice and filent Sccrecy.
Do you, as I do, in thefe dangerous Days,
Wink at the Duke of Szffolk’s Infolence,
At Beanford’s Pride, at Somer[et’s Ambition,
At Buckinghamy and all the Crew of them,
>Till they have fnar'd the Shepherd of the Flock,
T hat virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphry:
*Tis that they feck 5 and they, in {ceking that,
Shall find their Deaths, if Tork, can Prophefie.
Sal. My Loid, here bresk we off; we know your Mind
at full,
War, My Heart afTures me, that the Earl of Warwick,
Shall one day make the Duke of Zork 2 King.
York, And Nevil, this I do aflure my fcIf,
Richard fhall live to make the Earl of Warwick
The great:ft Man in England, but the King, [ Exennts
Sound Trumyets. Enter King Henry, and State, with
Guard, to bauifb the Dutchefs.
K. Henry. Stand forthy, Dame Eleanor Cobbam,
Glo'fter's Wife:
In fight of God, and us, your Guilt is great,
Receive the fertence of the Law for fin,
Such as by Ged’s Bock are adjudg’d to death.
You four from hence to Prifon, back again
F om thence, unto the place of Execution;
The Witch in Smuthficld thall be burn’d to Afhes,
And you three iball be {trangled on the Gallows.
You Madsm, for you are more nobly born,
Defpoyled of your Hononr 1n your Life,
‘ ; Shall
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Shall after three Days open Penance done,
Live in your Country here, in Ba.ifhment,
With Sir Fobn Stanly, in the Ifle of Man.
" Ellmn. Welcome is Banifhment, welcome were my
eath.
Glo. Eleanor, the Law thou feeft hath judged thee;
I cannort jultifie, whom the Law condemns.
Mine Eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief,
Ah Humphbry, this difhonour in thine Age,
Will bring thy Head with forrow to the Ground,
I befeech your Majefty give me leave to go;
Sorrow would folace, and my Age would eafe.
K. Henry. Stay Humphry, Duke of Glo'fter ;,
E’er thou go, give up thy Staff,
Henry will to himf{elf Proteétor be,
And God fhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Guide,
And Lanthorn to my Feet.
And go in peace, Humphry, no lefs belov’d,
Than when thou wert Prote&or to thy King.
Q. Mar, 1 fee no reafon, why a King of years
Should be to be proteéted like a Child:
God and King Henry govern England’s Realm:
Give up your Staff, Sir, and the King his Realm.
Glo. My Staff2 Here, noble Heary, is my Stff:
As willingly do 1 the fame refign,
As e’er thy ®ather Henry made it mine;
And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it,
As others would ambitioufly receive it,
Farewel good King; when I am dead and gone,
My honourable Peace attend thy Throne.  [Exit Glo'fter
Q. Mar. Why now is Henry King, and Margare: Queen.
And Humphry, Duke of Glo’[Fer, fcarce him{elf; -
That bears {o (hrewd a maim; two Pulls at once ;
His Lady banifh’d, and a Limb lopt off,
This Staff of Honour raught, there lct it {tand,
W here beft it fits to be, in Henry’s Hand.
Suf. Thus droops this lofty Pine, and hangs his fprayes,
"Fhus Eleanor’s Pride dies in her younger days.
Tork. Lords, let him go. Pleafe it your Majefty,
This is the day appointed for the Combate,
Kk 4 : And
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And ready are the Appellant and Defendant,
T he Armourer and his Man, to enter the Lifts,
So pleafe your Highnefs to behold the Fight.
Q. Mar. Ay, good my Lords for purpofely therefore
Lefc I the Court, to fee this Quarrel try'd.
K. Henry. A God’s Name fee the Lilts and all things fit,
Here let them end it, and God defend the right.
York. I never {aw a Fellow worfe beftead,
Or more afraid to fight, than is the Appellant,
The Servant of the Armourer, my Lords.

Enter at one Door the Armorer and his Neighbours, drinking
to him fo much, that he is drunk; and be enters with a
Drum before him, and bis Staff with a Sand-bag faftned
to ity and at the other Door his Man, with a Drum and
4 Sand-bag, and Prentices drinking to him.

1 Neigh. Here, Neighbour Horner, 1 drink to you in
a Cup of Sack; and fear not, Neighbour, you fhall do well
enough.

2 Neigh. And here, Neighbour, here’s a Cup of Char-
neco.

3 Neigh, And here’s a Pot of good double Beer, Neigh-
bour; drink, and fear not your Man.

Arm. Let it come i'faith, and Il pledge you all, and a
Fig for Peter.

1 Pres. Here Petery 1 drink to thee, and be ‘ot afraid.

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Matfter; fight
for the credit of the Prentices. ‘

Peter, 1 thank you all; drink, and pray for me, I pray
you, for I think I have taken my laft” Draught in this
World. Here Robin, if 1 die, I give thee my Alpron; sl
will, thou fhalt have my Hammer; and here, Tom, take
all the Mony that I have. O Lord blefs me, 1 pray God,
for I am never able to deal with my Mafter, he hath learn’d
{o much to fence already.

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows.
Sirrah, what’s thy Name?

Peter. Peter, forfooth, ™4

Szl Peter 2 what more 2

Perers Thump.

Sal. Tiwmp? Then {ee thou thump thy Mafter well.

e
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Arm. Mafters, I am come hither as it were upon my
Man’s Inftigation, to prove him a Knave, and my felf an
honeft Man: And touching the Duke of York, I will take
my Death, I never meant him any ill, nor the King nor the
Queen, and therefore Perer have at thee wich a d;}"«VLi‘johc
Blow. -

York. Difpatch, this Knave’s Tongue begins to double.
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combarants.

| They fight, and Pcrcr_/?rila\g; him down,

Arm. Hold Peter, hold; | confefs, I confels Treafon.

Tork. Take away his Weapon: Fellow, thank God, and
the good Wine in thy Mafter's way,

Peter. O @od,"have I overcome mine Enemy in this pre-
fence 2 O Perer, thou haft prevaild in right.

K. Henry.. Go, take hence that Traitor from our fight,
For by his death we do perceive his guilt,

And God in Juftice hath reveal’d to us
The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow,

Which he had thought to have murder’d wrongfully,
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. [ Exeant.
Enter Duke Humphry and his Men, in Monrning Cloaks.
Glo. Thus fometimes hath the brighteft day a Cloud;

And after Summer, evermore {ucceeds

Barren Winter, with his wrathful nipping Cold ;
So Cares and Joys abound, as Seafons fleet.

Sirs, what’sa Clock?

Serv. Ten, my Lord.

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me,

To watch the coming of my pusith’d Dutchefs:
Unneath fhe may endure the flinty Sureets,
To tread them with her tender-feeling Feer.
Sweet Nelly ill can thy Noble Mind a-brook
The abjeé& People gazing on thy Face,
With envious Looks ftill laughing at thy Shame,
That erft did follow thy proud Chariot Wheels,
When thou didft ride in Triumph thro’the Streets,
But fof:, I think fhe comes, and I'll prepare
My Tear-fain’d Eyes, to fee her Miferies,
Enter the Dutche[s in a white Sheety and a Taper barning
in her Handy with a Sheriff and Officers,
Serv. So pleafe your Grace, we'll take her from the Shcriff.
Glo,
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Glo. No, ftir pot for your lives, let her pafs by.
Elean. Come you, my Lord, to fee my open Shame?
Now thou doft Penance too. Look how they gaze,
See how the giddy multitude ‘do point,
And nod their Heads, and throw their Eyes on thee,
Ah Glo’ffer, hide thee from their hateful Looks,
And in thy Clofet pent up, rue my Shame,
And ban our Enemies, both mine and thine.
Glo. Be patient, gentle 2Vell, forget this Grief.
Elean. Ah Gloffery teach me to forget my {elf :
Eor whilft I think I am thy married Wife,
And thou a Prince, Protector of this Land,
Methinks 1 fhould not thus be led along,
Mail’d up in Shame, with Papers on my Back,
And follow’d with a Rabble, that rejoice
To fee my Tears, and hear my decp-fit Groans.
The ruthlefs Flint doth cut my tender Feet,
And when I ftarr the envious People laugh,
And bid me be advifed how I tread.
~ Ah Humphry, can 1 bear this fhameful Yoak?
Trowelt thou, that e’er I'll look upon the World,
Or count them happy that enjoy the Sun¢
No: Dark fhall be my Light, and Night my Day.
To think upon my Pomp, thall be my Hell. ;
Sometime I'll fay I am Duke Humphry's Wife,
And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land:
Yet {o he Rul’d, and fuch a Prince he was,
As he ftood by, whilft I, his forlorn Dutchefs,
Was made a3 Wonder, and a pointing Stock
To every idle Rafcal Follower.
But be thou mild, and blufh not at my Shame,
Nor ftir at nothing, ’ull the Ax of Death
Hang over thee, 35 fure it fhortly will,
For Suffolk, he that can do all in all
With her, that hateth thee, and hares us all

And Tork, and impious Beanford, that falfe

HMave all lim’d Bufhes to betray thy Wings,

And fly t}‘xou how thou can’lt, they’li tangle thee:
Bue feair thou not until thy Foot be fnar’d, :

Nor ever feek prevention of thy Foes.

Gl
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Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeft all awry.’
I muft offend before I be attainted : s —
And had I twenty times {o many Foes,
And each of them had twenty times their Power,
All thefe could not procure me any fcathe,
So long as I am Loyal, True, and Crimelefs.
Wouldft have me refcue thee from this Reproach?
Why yet thy Scandal were not wip’d away,
But I in danger for the breach of Law.
Thy greatelt help is quiet, gentle Nell:
I pray thee fort thy Heart to patience,
Thefe few Days wonder will be quickly worn.
Enter a Herald.
Her, I fummon your Grace to his Majefty’s Parliament
Holden at Bary, the firft of this next Month.
Glo. And my confent ne’er ask’d herein before?
This is clofe dealing. Well, T will be there;
My Nell, I take my leave: And Malter Sheriff,
Let not her Penance exceed the King’s Commiffion,
Sher. And’c pleafe your Grace, here my Commiffion ftayss
And Sir Fobn Stanly is appointed now,
To take her with him to the Zfle of Man.
Glo. Muft you, Sir Fobn, protet my Lady here 2
Stanly. So am I given in charge, may’t pleale your Grace.
Glo. Entreat her not the worle, in that, I pray
You ufe her well; the World may laugh agai,
And I may live to do you kindnefs, if you do it her,
And (o, Sir Fobn, farewel.
Elean. What gone, my Lord, and bid me not farewel.
Glo. Witnefs my Tears, I cannot ftay to fpeak.
[ Exit Gloucefter,
Elean. Art thou gone too? all Comfort go with thee,
For none abides with me; my Joy is Death;
Death, at whofe Name 1 oft have been afear’d,
Becatife 1 wifth’d this World’s Eternity.
Stanly, 1 prethee go, and take me hence,
I care not whither, for I beg no Favour;
Only convey me where thou art commanded.,
Stan. Why Madam, that is to the 1fls of Man,
T here to be us'd according to your State.

Elean,
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Elean. That’s bad enough, for I am but Reproach:
And fhall T then be us'd reproachfully ¢

Stan. Noj like a Dutchefs, and Duke Humphry's Lady,
According to that State you fhall be us'd.

Elean, Sheriff farewel, and better, than I, fare,
Although thou haft been Condu& of my Shame.

Sher. It is my Office, and, Madam, pardon me,

Elean. Ay, ay, fasewel, thy Ofhceis difcharg’d.
Come Stanly, thall we go?

Stan. Madam, your Penance done,
Throw off this Sheet,
And go we to attire you for our Journey.

Elean. My Shame will not be thifted with my Sheet
No, it will hang upon my richelt Robes,
And fhew it {elf, attire me how I can.

@o, lead the way, I long to fec my Prifon. [ Exenns.
Enter King Henry, Queen, Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck-
ingham, Salisbury and Warwick, to the Parliament.

K. Henry. I mufe my Lord of Gloffer is not come:
*Tis riot his wont to be the hindmoft Man,
Whate’er occafion keeps him from us now.

Q. Mar. Can you not fee? or will ye not obferve
The ftrangenefs of his alter’d Countenance
With what 2 Majefty he bears himfelf,
How Lafolent of late he is become,
How proud, how peremptory and unlike himfelf !
We know the time fince he was Mild and Affable,
And if we did but glance a far-off Look,
¥mmediately he was upon his Koee,
“Fhat all the Court admir'd him for' S ibmiffion.
But meet him now, and be it in the Morr,
When every one will give the time of Day,
Ble knits his Brow, and fhews an angry Eye,
And pafieth by with ftiff unbowed Knee,
Difdaining Daty that to us belongs,
Small Curs are not regarded when they grin,
But great Men tremble whea the Lion roars,
And Humphry is no little Man in England,
Firlt note, that be is near you in Defcent,
And (hould you fall, he is the next will mount.
Me feemeth then, it is no Policy,
=

Refpe&ting
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Refpecting what a Rancorous Mind he bears,
And his advantage following your deceafe,
That he fhould come about your Royal Perfon,
Or be admitted to your Highnefs Council.
By Flattery hath he won the Commons Hearts 3
And when he pleafe to make Commotion,
’Tis to be fear’d they all will follow him.
Now ’tis the Spring, and Weeds are fhallow rooted,
Suffer them now, and they’ll o’er-grow the Garden,
And choak the Herbs for want of Husbandry.
The reverent Care I bear unto my Lord,
Made me collet thefe dangers in the Duke.
If it be fond, call it a Woman’s fear:
Which fear, if better Reafons can {upplant,
I will fubfcribe, and fay I wrong’d the Duke.
My Lord of Suffolk, Buckingham, and York,
Reprove my Allegation, if you can,
Or elfe conclude my Words effeGual,
Saf. Well hath your Highnefs feen into this Duke,
And had I firft been but to fpeak my Mind,
I think I fhould have told your Grace’s Tale.
The Dutchefs, by his Subornation,
Upon my Life began ber devilith Pra&ices?
Or if he were not privy to thefe Faults,
Yet by repeating of his high Defcent,
As next the King, he was fucceflive Heir,
And fuch high Vaunts of his Nobility,
Did inftigate the Bedlam brain-fick Dutchefs,
By wicked means to frame our Sovereign’s Falls
Smooth runs the Water where the Brock is deep,
And in his fimple fhew he harbours Treafon.
The Fox barks not when he would fteal the Lamb.
No, no, my Sovereign, Glo'ffer is a Man
Unfounded yet, and full of deep Deceit,
Car. Did he not, contary to form of Law,
Devife ftrange Deaths, for fmall Offences done?
Tork. And did he not, in his ProteGorfhip,
Levy great fums of Mony through the Rca_‘xm,
For Soldiers pay in France, and rever fent it?
By means of which the Towns cach day revolted,
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Buck. Tut, thefe are petty faults to faults unknown,
Which time will bring to light in {mooth Duke Humsphry.
K. Henry. My Lords at once 5 the care you have of us,

To mow down Thorns that would annoy our Foor,

Is worthy Praife; but fhall I {peak my Confcience,

Our Kinfman Glo'fter is as innocent

From meaning Treafon to our Royal Perfon,

As is the fucking Lamb, or harmlefs Dove :

The Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given,

To dream on Evil, or to work my Downfal.

Q. Mar. Ahl what’s more dangerous, than this fond affi-
Seems he a Dove?2 His Feathers are but borrow’d, [ ance?
For he is difpofed as the hateful Raven.

Is he a Lamb? His Skin was furely lent him,

For he’s inclin’d as is the ravenous Wolf.,

Who cannot {teal a fhape that means deceit?

Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of wus all,

Hangs on the cutting fhort that fraudful Man.

Enter Somerfet.

Som. All Health unto my gracious Sovereign.

K.Henry. W elcome, Lord Somer[er; what News from France?

Som. That all our Intereft in thofe Territories,

Is utterly bereft you; allis loft. [done.
K. Henry, Cold News Lord Somerfer 5 but God's Will be
Tork. Cold News for me; for I had hope of Frauce,

As firmly as I hop’d for fertile Englaxd.

Thus are my Bloffoms blafted in the Bud,

And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away.

But I will remedy this gear ¢'er long,

Or fell my Title for a glorious Grave. [ Afide.

Enter Gloucefter.

Glo, All happinefs unto my Lord the King:

Pardon, my Liege, that I have ftaid o long,

Suf. Nay, Glo'ffer, know that thou art come too foon,
Unlefs thou wert more Loyal than thou art;

I do arreft thee of High Treafon here,

Glo. Well Suffolk, yet thou thalt not fee me blufh,

Nor change my Countenance for this Arreft :

A Heart unfpotted is not eafily daunted.

The pureft Spring is not fo free from Mud,

As I am clear from Treafon to my Sovereign.

Who
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Who can accufe me2 wherein am I guiley 2
York. "Tis thought, my Lord,
That you took Bribes of France,
And being Proteétor, ftaid the Soldiers Pay,
By means whereof his Highnefs hath loft France.
Glo. Is it but thought fo?2
What are they that think ic?
I never robb’d the Soldiers of their Pay,
Nor never had one penny Bribe from France.
So help me God, as I have watch'd the Night,
Ay, Nighe by Night, in ftudying good for Eng/dﬂd.
That Doit that €’er I wrefted from the King,
Or any Groat I hoarded to my ufe,
Be brought againft me at my Trial day.
No; many a Pound of my own proper fiore,
Becaufe I would not tax the needy Commons,
Have I disburfed to the Garrifons,
And never ask'd for Reftitution,
Car. It ferves youwell, my Lord, to fay fo much.
Glo. I fay no more than Truth, fo help me God.
York. In your ProteCtorfhip you did devife
Strange Tortures for Offenders, never heard of,
That England was defam’d by Tyranny.
Glo. Why ’tis well known, that whiles I was Prote&or,
Pity was all the fault that was in me:
For I thould melt at an Offender’s Tears,
And lowly Words were ranfom for tkeir fault:
Unlefs it were a bloody Murtherer,
Or foul felonious Thief, that fleec’d poor Paflengers,
I never gave them condign Punifhment,
Murther indeed, that bloody Sin, I tortur’d
Above the Felon, or what Trefpafs elfe.
Suf. My Lord, thefe faults are eafie, quickly anfwer'd:
But mightier Crimes are laid unto your Charge,
W hereof you cannot eafily purge your felf,
I do arreft you in his Highnefs Name,
And here commit you to my Lord Cardinal
To keep, until your further time of Trial,
K. Henry. My Lord of Gloffer, "tis my fpecial hope,
That you will clear your felf fiom all fufpicion,
My Confcience tells me you are Innocent. =
09
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Glo. Ah gracious Lord, thefe days are dangerous:
Virtue is choak’d with foul Ambition,
And Charity chac’d hence by Rancor’s Hand ;
Foul Subornation is predominant,
And Equity exil'd your Highnefs Land.
I know, their Complot is to have my Life:
And if my Death might make this Ifland happy,
And prove the period of their Tyranny,
I would expend it with ail willingnefs.
But mine is made the Prologue to their Play :
For thoufands more, that yet fufpect no peril,
Will not conclude their plotted Tragedy.
Beanford’s red {parkling Eyes blab his Heart’s malice,
And Suffolk’s cloudy Brow his ftormy hate;
Sharp Buckingham uoburthens with his Tongue

"he envious load that lyes upon his Heart:
And dogged Yurk, that reaches at the Moon,
Whofe over-weening Arm I have pluck’d back,
By falfe accufe doth level at my Life.
Aud you, my Sovercign Lady, with the reft,
Caufelefs have laid Difgraces on my Head, -
And with your beft endeavours have ftirr'd up
My liefeft Liege to be mine Enemy :
Ay, all of you have laid your Heads together,
My f{elf had notice of your Conventicles,
And all to make away my guiltlefs Life.
I fhall not want falfe Witnefs to condemn me,
Nor ftore of Treafon to augment my Guilc:
The ancient Proverb will be well effeGed,
A Staff is quickly found to beat a Dog.

Car. My Liege, his railing is intolerable.
If thofe that care to keep your Royal Perfon
From Treafon’s fecret Knife, and Traitor’s Rage,
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, ;
And the Offender granted fcope of Speech,
*Twill make them cool in Zeal unto your Grace.

Suf. Hath he not twit our Sovereign Lady here
With ignominious Words, though Clarkly coucht?
As if fhe had fuborned fome to fwear
Falfe Allegations to o’erthrow his State.

O. Mar. But I cap give the Lofer leave to chide,

Glo,
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Gls. Far truer fpoke than meant ; I lofe indeed,

Befhrew, the winners, for they play’d me falfe;

And well fuch Lofers may have leave to fpeak.
Buck, He'll wreft the fenfc, and hold us here all day.

Lord Cardinal, he is your Prifoner.
Car. Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. |
Glo. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his Crutch,

Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body;

Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy fide,

And Wolves are gnarling, who fhall gnaw thee firft.

Ah that my fear were falfe, ah that it were;

For good King Henry, thy Decay I fear. [ Exit,
K. Henry. My Lords, what to your Wifdom feemeth bef?,

Do or undo, as if our felf were here.
Q. Mar. What, will your Highnefs leave the Parliament?
K. Henrys Ay Margarer: My Héare isdrown’d with Grief,

Whofe Flood begins to flow within my Eyes;

My Body round engirt with Mifery ;

For what’s more miferable than Difcontent 2

Ah Uncle, Humphry, in thy Face I fee

The Map of Honour, Truth, and Loyaity :

And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to come,

That e’er I prov’d thee falfe, or fear’d thy Faith,

W hat lowring Star now envies thy eftate?

That thefe great Lords, and AZargaret our Queen,

Do feck fubverfion of thy harmlefs Life, :

That never didft them wrong, nor no Man wrong:

And as the Butcher takes away the Calf,

And binds the Wretch, and beats it when it ftrays,

Bearing it to the bloody Slaughter-houfe;

Even fo remorflefs have they born him hence:

And as the Dam runs lowing up and down,

Looking the way her harmlefs young one went,

And can do nought but wail her Darling’s lofs;

Even fo my felf bewails good Glo'fter’s cafe,

With fad unhelpful Tears; and with dim'd Eyes,

Look after him, and cannot do him good:

So mighty arehis vowed Enemies. 3

His Fortunes I will weep, and “cwixt cach Groan,

Say, who’s a Traitor2 GloJffer he isnone, “FEdE
Yor, IL L1 Q. Mar,
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Q. Mar. Free Lords:

“o11 Snow melts with the Sun’s hot Beams,

Henry, my Lord, 1s cold in great Affairs,

Too full of foolith pitys; and Glofter’s fhew

ngu[les hlm’ 25 the mnurnful Crocodile

With forrow fnares releating Paflengers:

O as the Snike, roll’'d in a flowry Bank,

Wch (hinine checker’d Slough, doth fting a Child,

T hat for the Beaury thinks it excellent,

Believe me, Lords, were none more wife than I,

And vet herein I jodge my own Wit good,

This Glo'fter fhould be quickly rid the World,

“T'o rid us trom the fesr we bave of him,

Car. That he thould die, is worthy pelicy,

But yet we want a colour for his D-ath:

*Ti, meet he be condemo’d by cowife of Law.

Suf. But in my Mind, that were no policy;

The King wiil labour ftill to fave his Life,

The Commons baply rife to fave his Lifes

And yet we have but trivial Argument,

More than Miftruft, that fhews him worthy Death.
York. So that by this, you would not have him die,
Suf Ah Tork, no Mao alive, fo fain as I,

Tork. *Tis York that hath more reafon for his Death.
But my Loid Cardinal, and you my Lord of Suffolk,
Say as you thiok, and {peak it from your Sonls:
Wer't not all one, an empty Eagle were fet
To guard the Chicken from 2 hungry Kite,

As place Duke Humphry for the King’s ProteQor?

Q. Mar. So the poor Chicken fhould be fure of Death.

Sufe Madam, ’tis tiue; and wer’t not madnefs then,
To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold?

W he being accus’d a crafty Murtherer,

M« Guilt fhould be but 1diy pofted over,

Becaule his purpofe is not executed.

No; let him die, in that he is a Fox,

By Nature provd an Enemy to the Flock,

Before his Chaps be ftain’d with Crim{bn Blood,

As Humphry prov’d by Reafons to my Liege.

And do not ftand on Quillets how to flay him:

| Be it by Ginns, by Snares, by Subtilty,
2 Sleeping



Sleeping, or waking, ’tis no matter how,
So he be dead ; for that is good deceit
Which mates him firft, that firft intends deceit.
Q. Mar. Thrice noble Suffolk, 'tis relolutely fpoke.
Suf. Not reflolute, except fo much were done;
For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant;
But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue,
Seeing the deed is meritorious,
And to preferve my Sovereign from his Foe,
Say but the word, and I will be his Prieft,
Car. But I would have him dead, my Lord of Suffelk,
E’er you can take due Orders for a Prieft :
Say you confent, and cenfure well the Deed,
And I'll provide his Executioner,
I tender fo the fafety of my Liege.
Suf. Here is my Hand, the Deed is worthy doing.
Q. Mar. And fo fay 1.
Tork. And I; and now we three have fpoke it,
It skills not greatly who impugns our doom.
Enter a Poft.
‘Poft. Great Lords, from freland am 1 come amain
To fignifie that Rebels there are up,
And put the Englifbmen unto the Sword ;
Send Succours, Lords, and ftop the Rage betime,
Refore the Wound do grow incurable ;
For being green, there is great hope of help.
Car. A Breach that craves a quick expedient {top,
What Counfel give you in this weighty Caufe?
York. That Somer[ér be fent a Regent thicher :
*Tis meet the lucky Ruler be imploy’d,
Witnefs the Fortune he hath had in France.
 Som. If York,, with all his far-fet Policy,
Had been the Regent there, inftead of me,
He never would have ftaid in Frasce fo long,
York. No, not to lofe it all, as thou haft done.
I rather would have loft my Life betimes,
Than bring a burthen of Difhonur home,
By ftaying there fo long, 'cill all were loft,
Shew me ane Scar chara&er’d on thy Skin :
Mers Flefh preferv’d fo whole, do fcldom win,

L1z Q. Mar,
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©. Mar, Nay then, this fpark will prove a raging Fire,
1f Wind and Fuel be brought to feed it with:
No more, good York; {weet Somerfet be ftill.
Thy fortune, Tork, had(t thou been Regent there,
Might haply have prov’d far worfe than his.
Tork. W hat, worfe than naught 2 nay, thena fhame takeall,
Som. And in the number, thee that withelt Shame,
Car. My Lord of Tork,” try what your Fortune 1s.
Th® uncivil Kerns of Ireland are in Arms,
And temper Clay with Blood of Engli[bmen.
To Ireland will you lead a Band of Men,
Colle&ed choicely, from each Country fome,
And try your hap againft the Jri/bmen ?
Tork. I will, my Lord, fo pleafe his Majefty.
Suf. Why, our Authority is his Confent,
And what we do eftablifh he confirms;
Then, Noble Zork, take thou this task in hand.
Tork. T am content: Provide me Soldiers, Lords,
Whiles I take Order for mine own Affairs.
Suf. A charge, Lord Tork, that I will {fee perform’d.
But now feturn we to the falfe Duke Humphry.
Car. No more of him; for I will deal with him,
That henceforth he fhall trouble us no more:
And o break off, the Day is almoft {pent,
Lord Suffolk, you and I muft talk of that Event.
Tork. My Lord of Suffolk, within fourteen Days
At Briffol I expe@ my Soldiers,
For there I'll Ship them all for Zreland.
Suf. Pll fee it truly done, my Lord of Tork. - [ Exennt
Manet York.
Tork. Now Tork, ot never, {teel thy fearful Thoughtss
And change Mifdoubt to Refolution:
Be that thou hop’it to be, or what thou art
Refign to Death, it is not worth th’enjoying:
Let pale-fac’d Fear keep with the mean-born Man,
And find no harbour in a Royal Heart.
Faflter than Spring-time fhowers, comes thought on thought,
And not a thought, but thinks on Digniry.
My Brain, more bufic than the labouring Spider,
Weaves tedious Snares to trap mine Enemiess
Well Nobles, well; ’tis politickly done, =~
To
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To fend me packing with an Hoft of Men :
I fear me, you bur warm the ftarved Snake,

Who cherifh’d in your Breafts, will fting your Hearts.

*Twas Men I lack’d, and you will give them me ;
I take it kindly; yet be well affur’d,
You put (harp Weapons in a mad Man's Hands.
Whillt [ in Zreland nourith a mighty Band,
I will ftir up in England fome black Storm,
Shall blow ten thoufand Souls to Heaven or Hell s
And this fell Tempeft fhall not ceafe to rage,
Until the golden Circuit on my Head
Like to the glorious Sun’s tranfparent Beams,
Do calm the fury of this mad-brain’d Flaw,
And for a Minifter of my intent,
I have feduc’d a headftrong Kentifh Man,
Fobn Cade of Afbford,
To make Commotion, as full well he can,
Under the Title of Fabn Mortimer.
In Zreland have I {een this ftubbora Cade
Oppole himfelf againft a Troop of Kerns,
And fought fo long, "till that his Thighs with Darts
Were almoft like a tharp-quill’d Porcupine:
And in the end being refcued, T have feen
Him caper upright, like a2 wild Morifco,
Shaking the bloody Darts, as he his Bells,
Full often, like a fhag-hair'd crafty Kern,
Hath he converfid with the Enemy,
And undiftovered come to me again,
And given me notice of their Villanies,
This Devil, here, thall be my Subftitute
For that Fohn Mortimer, which is now dead,
In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth refemble,
By this I fhall perceive the Commons Mind,
How they affe@ the Houfe and Claim of %ork.
Say he be taken, rack’d and tortured;
I know no pain they can infli upon him,
Will make him fay, I mov’d him to thofe Arms,
Say that he thrive, as ’tis great like he will,
Why then from dreland come X with my f{trength,
And reap the Harvelt which tlEt! Rafcal fow’d:

¥ |
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For Humphry being dead, as he fhall be,

And Henry put a-part; the next for me. [ Exit,
Enter two or three running over the Stage, from the Mur-
ther of Duke Humphry.

1. Run to my Lord of Suffulk; let him know
We have difpatch’d the Duke, as he commanded.
2. Oh that it were to do: What have we done?
Didft ever hear a Man { penitent ¢
Ester Suffolk.
1. Here comes my Lord.
Suf. Now, Sirs, have you difpatcht this thing?
1. Ay, my good Lord, he’s dead.
Suf. Why, thar’s well fiid.  Go, get you to my Houfe,
Y will reward you for this venturous Deed:
The Kiog and all the Peers are bere at hand,
Have you laid fair the Bed? are all things well,
According as I gave Dire&tions?
1. Yes, my good Lord.
Suf. Away, be gone. [ Exennt.
Enter King Henry, the Queen, Cardinal, Saffolk, So-
: merfct, with Attendants.
K. Henry. Go call our Uncle to our prefence ftraight:
Say we intend to try his Grace to day,
If he be guilty, as tis publifhed.
Suf. Tli cail him prefently, my Noble Lord. [ Exit.
K. Henry. Lords take your Places; and 1 pray you all
Proc ¢d no ftraiter "gainft our Uncle Glo'fter,
Than from true Evidence of good efteem,
He he approv’d in practice culpable.
O. Mar. God forbid any Malice fhould prevail,
That faultlels may condemn a Nobleman :
Pray God he may acquit him of Sufpicion.
K. Henry. 1 thank thee Aell, thefe Words content me much.
Enter Suffolk.
How now? why lock'ft thou palc? why trembleft thou?
Where is our Unck ¢ what’s the martrer, Suffolk ?
Suf. Dead in his Bed, my Lord, Glo'fer is deads
©O. Mar. Marry God forfend.
Car, God's fecret Judgment: I did dream to Night,
T he Duke was dumb, and could not {peak a word. le;/fwaom.
. Mar. How fares my Lord? Help Lords,the King s deads
Som. Rear up hisBody, wring him by the Nolc, 7
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Q. Mar, Run, go, help, help: Oh Henry, ope thiine Eyes.
Suf. He doth revive again, Madam be patient,
K. Henry. O Heavenly God!
Q. Mar. How fares my gracious Lord?
Suf. Comfort my Sovereign, gracious Henry comfort.
K. Henry. What, doth my Lord of Swffolk comfort me?
Came he right now to fing a Raven’s Note,
Whofe difmal tune bereft my vital Powers:
And thinks he, that the chirping of 3 Wren,
By crying Comfort from a holiow Breaft,
Can chafe away the firlt conceived found 2
Hide not thy poyfon with fuch fugard Words,
Lay not thy Hands on me ; forbear, 1 fay,
Their touch affrights me as a Scrpent’s fting.
Thou baleful Meflenger, out of my fight:
Upon thy Eye-balls murderous Tyranny
Sits in grim Majefty, to fright the World.
Look not upon me, for thine Eycs are wounding;
Yet do not go away; come, Bafilisk,
And kill the innocent Gazer with thy fight:
For in the fhade of Death, I (hall find Joy;
In life, but double death, now Glo'ffer’s dead.
Q. Mar., Why do you rate my Lo d of Suffolk thust
Although the Duke was Enemy to him,
Yet he moft Chriftian-like laments his Death;
As for my felf, Foe as he was to ms,
Might liquid Tears, or heart-offending Groars,
\Ur blood-confuming fighs recal his Life;
I would be blind with weeping, fick with Groans,
Look pale as Prmrofe, with blood-drinking fighs,
And all to have the Noble Duke alive.
What know I how the World may deem of me?
For it is known we were but hollow Friends:
It may be judg’d I made the Duke away,
So fhall my Name with Slander’s Tongue be wounded,
And Princes Courts be fi led with Reproach: :
This get I by his death: Aye me unhappy,
To be a Queen, and crown'd with Infamy.
K. Hesry. Ah woe is me for Glo’fler, wretched Man,
O. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he 1s.
What, doft thou turn away anﬁl ]hide thy Face?
4 I
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I am no loathfome Leper, look on me.
W hat, art thou like an Adder waxen deaf?
Be poylonous too, and kill thy forlorn Queen.’

Is all thy Comfort fhut 1n Gzoﬂer s Tomb?

Why then Dame Aargarer was n€’er thy Joy.
Ete& his Statue, and do worthip to it,

And make my Image but an Ale-houle fign.

W s I for this nigh wrecke upon the Sea,

And twice by aukward Wind from Esgland’s Bank
Drove back again unto my Native Clime?2

What bosded this? but well fore-warning Wind
Did feem to fay, Seck not a Scorpion’s Neft,

Nor {.t a footing on this unkind Shoar,

What did I then? but curft the gentle gufts,

And he that looy’d them from their Brazen Caves,
And bid them blow towards England’sblefled thoar,
Ot turn our Stern upon a dreadful Rock:

Yet e£Lolus would not be a Murtherer,

But lefc that hateful Office unto thee.

The pretty vaulting Sea refus’d to drown me,
Knowing that thout. wouldﬁ have me drown’d on fhoar
With Tears as falt as Sea, througb thy unkindnefs,
The {pum“u Rocks cower’d in the finking Sands,
And would not dafh me with their ragged fides,
Becaufe thy flinty Heatt, more hard than they, |
Might in thy Palace pcnfh Margaret :

As far as T could ken thy Chalky Cliffs,

When from thy fhoar the Tempeft beat us back,’

I ftood upon the Hatches in the Storm,

And when the dusky Sky began to rob

My earneft gaping fight of the Land’s view,
Itoka coﬂly Jewel from my Neck,
A Heart it wae, bound in with Diamonds,
Avd threw it rowards thy Land; the Seareceiv’dits
And {6 I with’d thy Body might my Heart:
And even with this [ loft faic Englasd’s view,
And bid mine Eyes be packing with my Heart,
And call’d them blind and dusky SpeQacles,
For lofing ken of Albion’s wifhed Coaﬂ
How often have I teropted Suffulk’s Tongue
(The Agent of thy foul Incorflancy) ,
To
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To fit and watch me, as Afcanins did,

When he to madding Dsde would unfold

His Father’s A&s, commenc'd in burning 7rey.

Am I not witcht like her? or thou not falfe like him?2

Ah me, I can no mores Dye Margarer,

For Henry weeps, that thou didft live {o long.

Noife within, Enter Waiwick, and many Commons,
War. It 1s reported, mighty Sovereign,

That good Duke Humphry taaiteroufly is murther'd

By 'Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beasford’s means s

The Commons, like an angry hive of Bees

That want their Leader, fcatter up and down,

And care not who they fting in his revenge,

My felf have calm’d their {pleenful Mutiny,

Until they hear the order of his Death. ;
K. Henry. That he is dead, good Warwick , *tis too true,

But how he died, God knows, not Henry :

Enter his Chamber, view his breathlefs Corps,

And comment then upon his fudden Death.

War. ThatI fhall do, my Liege: Suy, Salisbury,

With the rude Multitude, ’ull I return,

K. Henry. O thou that judgeft all things, ftay my Thoughts;

My Thoughts, that labour to perfuade my Soul,

Some violent Hands were laid on Humphry's Life :

If my f{ufpe& be falfe, forgive me God,

For Judgment only doth belong to thee.

Fain would I go to chafe his paly Lips,

With twenty thoufand Kiffes, and to drain

Upon his Face an Ocean of filt Tears,

To tell my Love unto his dumb deaf Trunk,

And with my Fingers feel his Hand unfeeling:

But all in vain are]thefe mean Obfequies.

[ Bed with Glo’fter's Body put forth.

And to furvey his dead and earthly Image:

What were it but to make my Sorrow greater? _
War. Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view this Body:.
K. Henry. That is to fee how deep my Grave is made :

For aith his Soul fled all my worldly folace;

For {ecing him, I fee my Life is Death._

Wir. As {urely as my Soul intends to live
With that dread King that took our flate upon him, :
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To free us from his Father’s wrathful Curfe,
1 do believe that violent Hands were laid,
Upon the Life of this thrice-famed Duke.

Suf. A dreadful Oath, fworn with a folemn Tongue :
W hat inftance gives Lord Warwick for bis Vow?

War. See how the Blood s feetled in his Face.
Oft have I feen a timely parted Glioft,
Of athy femblance, meager, pale, and bloodlefs,
Being all defcended to the labouring Heart,
W .o in the Confli& that 1t holds with Dearh,
Attracts the fame for aidance "gainft the Eremy,
Which wich the Heart there cools, and neer recurneth
To blufh and beautify the Cheek agar.
But fee, his Face is black, “and full of 3lood,
His Eye=balls further out, than wh o he lived,
Staring full gaftly, Like a ftrangled Manj;
His Hair up rear'd, his Noftrls fre'ch d with ftrugling,
His Hands abroad difpley’d, asone tha: grafit
And tugg’d for Lifi, and was by ftrength fubdued.
Look on the Sheets, his Hair, you fee, is flicking ;
His well-proportion’d Beard, made rough and rugged,
Lke to the Summcr’s Corn by Tempelt lodged:
It cannot be but he was murdered here,
The lealt of al} rth-fe figns were probable.

Suf. Why Warwick, who (hould d" the Duke todeath?
My felf and Beanford had him in protection,
And we, I hope, Sirs, are no Murtherers.

Har. Burhoth of you have vow’d Duke Humphry’s death;
And you, forfooth, had the good Dcke to keep:
>Tis like you would not feaft bim ke a Fricnd,
And tis well feen he found an Eremy.

Q. Mar, Then you belike fufpe@ th f+ Noblemen,
As puilty of Duke Humpbry’s timelef" death,

War. Who finds the Heiter dead, aid biecding frefh,
And fees fift by a Butcher with an Ax,
But will fufpe& ’twas he that made the {laughter 3
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttodk’s Neft,
But m2y imagine how the Bird was dead,
Although the Kite foar with unblocdied Beak?
Even {0 fufpicious is this Tragedy.

Q. Mar.



King Henry VI 1499

Q. Mar. Areyouthe Butcher, Syffolk? where’s the Kpife?
Is Beanford verm'da Kice? where are his Tallons?
Saf. I wear no Knife, to {laughter fleeping Men,
But here’s a *vengdul Sword, rufted with eafe,
That fhall be feoured in his rancorous Heart,
That {landers me with Murther’s Crimfon Badge.
Say, if thou dar’it, proud Lord of Warwick [hire,
That I am faulty in Duke Humphry's death.
War, What dares not Warwick, if falfe Suffolk dare him.
Q. Mar. He dare not calm his contumelious Spirite,
Nor ceafe to be anarrogant Controller,
Tho* Suffolk dare kim twenty thoufand times.
War. Madam be ftill; with reverence may I fay,
For every word yuu fpeak in his behalf,
Is {lander to your Royal Dignity.
Suf. Bluot-witted Lord, ignoble in demeanour,
If ever Lady wrong'd her Lord fo much,
Thy Mother took into her blameful Bed
Some ftern untutord Churl; and noble Stock
Was graft with Crib-tree flip, whofe Fruit thou art,
And never of the Mevil’s Noble Race.
War. But that the guile of Murther bucklers thee,
And I fhould rob the Deaths=man of his Fee,
Quitting thee thereby of ten thoufind Shames,
And that my Sovereign’s prefence makes me mild,
I would, falfe murd’sous Coward, on thy Knee
Make thee beg pardon for thy pafled Speech,
And fay, it was thy Mother that thou meant'ft;
That thou thy felf waft born in Baftardy:
And after all this f2arful Homage done,
Give thee thy hire, and fend thy Soul to Hell,
Pernicious Blood ficker of fleeping Men,
Suf. Thou fhaltbe waking, while I thed thy Blood.
If from this prefcnce thou dar’ft go with me,
War. Away ever now, or I will drag thee hence,
Unworthy though thou art, F'll cope with thee,
And do fome fervic to Duke Humphry’s Ghoft. [Exennt.
K. Henry.What fironger Breaft-platethan a Heart untainted?
Thrice is he arm’d, that hath his Quarrel juft;
And he but naked, though lockt up in Steel,
W hofe Confcience witk Injultice is corrupted. [ A noi{;within;
i Mar,
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Q. Mar. What noife is this?

Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their Weapons drawn.

K. Henry, Why how now, Lords?

Your wrathful Weapons drawn,

Here in our prefence! Dare you be fo bold 2

Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here?

Suf. The trait'rous Warwick with the Men of Bary,
Set all upon me, mighty Sovereign.

Enter Salisbury.

Sal. Sirs, ftand apart, the King fhall know your Mind,
Dread Lord, the Commons fend you word by me,
Uhlefs Lord Suffolk_ftraight be put to death,

Or banithed faic England’s Territories,

They will by violence tear him from your Palace,

And torture him with grievous lingring death.

They fay, by him the good Duke Humphry dy'd ;

They fay, in him they fear your Highnefs death;

And mere inftin& of Love and Loyalty,

Free from a ftubborn oppofite intent,

As being thought to contradi& your liking,

Makes them thus forward in his Banifhment.

They fay, in care of your moft Royal Perfon,

T hat if your Highnefs (hould intend to flecp,

And charge that no Man fhould difturb your reft,

In pain of your diflike, or pain of death;

Yet notwithftanding fuch a ftrange Edi&,

Were there a Serpent feen with forked Tongue,

That flyly glided towards your Majefty,

It were but neceffary you were wak’d;

Left being fuffer’d in that harmlefs flumber,

The mortal Worm might make the Skeep Eternal:

And therefore do they cry, though you forbid,

That they will guard you whe’re you will or no,

From {uch fell Serpents as falfe Swffulk is; :

With whofe invenomed and faral {ting,

Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth,

They fay, is thamefully bereft of Life. : | Salisbury,
Commonswithin. An Anfwer from the King, my Lord of'
Suf. *Tis like the Commons, rude urpoliftht Hinds,

Could fend fuch Meflage to their Sovereign :

But you, my Lord, were glad to be employ'd,

Te
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To thew how queint an Orator you are,
But all the honour Salisbury hath won,
Is, that he was the Lord Ambaffador
Sent from a fort of Tinkers to the King.
Within, An anfwer from the King, or we will all break
in,
K. Henry. Go Salisbury, and tell them all from me,
I thank them for their tender loving care;
And had 1 not been cited fo by them,
Yet fure my Thoughts do hourly prophefie
Mifchance unto my State by Suffolk’s meaus.
And therefore by his Majefty I fwear,
Whole far-unworthy Deputy I am,
He fhall not breathe infe&ion in this Air,
But three Days longer, on the pain of death.
Q. Mar. Ob Henry, let me plead for gentle Swffolk.
K. Henry. Ungentle Queen, to call him gentle Suffolk.
No more, 1 fay; if thou doft plead for him,
Thou wilt but add increafe unto my Wrath,
Had I bat faid, I would have kept my word;
But when I {wear it is irrevocable :
If after three Days fpace thou here be'ft found,
Or any ground that I am Ruler of,
The World thall not be Ranfome for thyLife.
Come Warwick ,- come good Warwick, go with me;
I have great matters to 1mpart to thee, [ Exiz.
Q.Mar. Mifchance and Sorrow go along with you,
Hearts Difcontent, and four Affli&ion,
B¢ Play-fellows to keep you company :
.There’s two of you, the Devil made a third,
And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your fieps.
Suf. Ceale, gentle Queen, thefe Execrations,
And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave,
Q. Mar. Fie coward Woman, and foft-hearted wretch,
H:(F thou not Spirit to curfe thine Enemy ?
Suf.. A Plague upon them; wherefore fhould I curfe
them?
‘"Would Cuifes kill, as doth the Mandrakes groan,
I would invent as bitter fearching terms,
As curlt, as harfh, and horrible to hear,
Deliver'd ftrongly through my fixed Tecth, o
: it
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Wi ich full as many figns of deadly Hate,

As lean-fac’'d Envy in her loathfome Cave.

My Tongue fhould ftumble in mine earneft words,
Mine Eyes thould fparkle like the beaten Flint,
Mine Hair be fixt an end, as one diftra&:

Ay, every Joint thould feem to Curfe and Ban,
And even vow my burthen’d Heart would break,
Should I not curf: them. Poifon be their Drink,
Gall, worfe than Gall, the daintieft that they tafte,
Their {weeteft thade, a Grove of Cyprefs Trees,
Their chiefeft Profpe@, murd’ring Bafilisks,

Their fo'teft Touch, as fmart as Lizards &ings,
Their Mufick, frightful as the Serpents hifs,

And boading Screech-Owls, make the Confort full.
And the foul Terrors in dark-feared Hell

Q. Mar. Enough, {weet Suffalk, thou torment'ft thy felf,
And thefe dread Curfes, like the Sun ’gainft Glafs,

Or like an overcharged Gun, recoil,
And turn the force of them upon thy fclf.

Suf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me leave?
Now by the ground that I am banifh’d fiom,

Well could 1 curfe away 2 Winter’s Night,
Though ftanding naked on a Mountaia top,
W here biting Cold would never ler Grafs grow,
And think it but a minute fpent in {port.

Q. Mar. Oh, let me intreat thee ceafe, give me thy hand,
That [ may dew it with my mournful Tears; :
Nor let the Rain of Heav’n wet this place,

To wath away my woful Monuments,

Oh, could this kifs be printed in thy Hand,

That thou might’ft think vpon thefe by the Seal,
Through whom a thoufand Sighs are breath’d for thee.
So get thee gone, that I may know my Grief,

*Tis but furmiz’d whilft thou art ftanding by,

As one that Surfeits, thinking on a want:

1 will repeal thee, or be well aflur'd,

Adventure to be banifhed my felf':

And banifhed I am, if but from thee

Go, fpeak not to me; even now be gone—

Oh go not yet Even thus, two Friends condemn’d
Embrace, and kifs, and take ten thoufind Leaves,

Loather
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Loather a hundred times to part than die :
Yer iow farewel, and farewel Life with thee.

Suf. Lhusis poor Suffolk ten times banifhed,
Ouice by the King, and three times thrice by thee,

' "Iisnot the Lard I care for, wert thou hence,

A Wildernefs 1s pop ilous enough,
So Suffolk had thy heavenly Company,
For where thou are, there is the World it felf,
With every {cveral Pleafure in the World :
And where thou art not, Defolation,
I can no more——Live thou to joy thy Life;
My fcif no Joy in ought, but that thou liv’R.
Enter Vaux,
Q. Mar. Whither goes Vawx fo falt2 | what News, I
rithee €
£ Paux. To fignifie unto his Mjefty,
That Cardinal Beauford is at the point of death:
For fuddenly a grievous Sicknefs took him,
That makes iim gafp, and ftare, and catch the Air,
Blafpheming God, and curfing Men on Earth.
Sometimes he talks, asif Duke Humphry's Ghoft
Were by his fide; fometimes he calls the King,
And wH;fpe:s to his Pillow, as to him,
The fecrets of his ever-charged Soul:
And I am fcot to tell his Majefty,
That even now he cries aloud for him.
Q. Mar. Go tell this heavy Meflage to the King. [ Exit.
Ay me! what isthis World? what News are thefe?
But wherefore grieve I at an hours poor lofs,
Omitting Suffolk’s Exile, my Soul’s Treafure?
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee,
And with the Southern Clouds, contend in tears?
Theirs for the Earths increafe; mine for my Sorrows.
Now get thee hence, the King thou know’ft is coming,
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead.
Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live,
And in thy fight to die, what were it elfe,
But like a pleafant flumber in thy lap2
Here could [ breathe my Soul into the Air,
As mild and gentle, as the Cradle-babe, =
Dying
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Dying with Mother’s Dug between its Lips
Where, from thy fight, I thould be raging mad,
And cry out for thee to clofe up mine Eyes;
To have thee with thy Lips to ftop my Mouth;
So fhouldft thou either turn my flying Soul,
~ Or I thould breathe it fo into thy Body,
And then it lives in {weet Ely/fium.
To die by thee, were but to die in jeft,
From thee to die, were torture more than Death;
Oh let me ftay, befal what may befal.

Q. Mar. Away; though parting be a fretful Corrofive,
It is applied to a deathful Wound.
To France, {weet Suffolk; lect me hear from thee:
For wherefoe’er thou art in this World’s Globe,
I’ll have an Zris that fhall’ find thee out.

Suf. I go.

Q. Mar. And take my Heart with thee.

Sufs A Jewel lock’d into the woful'ft Casket
That ever did contain a thing of worth,
Even as a fplitted Bark, {o funder we;
This way fall I to death.

Q. Mar. This way for me. [ Exeunt feverally.
Emter King Heary, Salisbury, and Warwick, ro the Cardinal
i” Bt’d’

K. Henry. How fares my Lord2 Spezk Beanford to thy
Soveraign. ;

Car. Ifthoubeelt Death, I'll give thee England’s Treafure,
Enough to purchafe fuch avother fland,
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain,

K. Henry. Ah, whata fign it is of evil Life,
Where Death’s approach is feen fo terrible !

War. Beauford, itis thy Soveraign fpeaks to thee,

Car. Bring me unto my Trial when you wills
Dy’d he not in his Bed ? where (hould he die?
Cza I make Men live where they will or no?
Oh torturs me no more, I will confefs
Alive again? Then thew me where he is:
Tl give a thoufand Pound to look upon him—-
He hath ne Eyes, the Duft hath blinded them:
Combe down his Hair; look, look, it flands upright,

Like

I
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Like Lime-twigs fet to catch my winged Soul:
Give me fome drink, and bid th’ Apothecary
Bring the ftrong Poifon that I bought of him.
K. Henry. O thou eternal Mover of the Heav’ns,
Look with a gentle Eye upon this Wretch,
Oh beat away the bufie medling Fiend,
That lays ftrong Siege unto this Wretch’s Soul,
And from his Bofom purge this black defpair.
War. See how the Pangs of death do make him grin,
Sal. Difturb him nor, let him pafs peaceably.
K. Henry. Peace to his Soul, if God’s good pleafure bel
Lord Card’nal, if thou think'ft on Heav’n’s blifs,
Hold up thy Hand, make fignal of thy hope.
He dies, and makes no Sign: Oh God forgive him.
War. So bad a Death argues a monftrous Life.
K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are Sinners all.
Clofe up his Eyes, and draw the Curtain clofe,
And let us all to Meditation. [ Exennt.
Allarum, Fight at Sea. Ordnance goes off. Enter Captain;
Whitmore, and other Piratesy with Suffolk and others
Prifoners.
Cap. The gaudy blabbing and remorfeful day,
Is crept into the Bofom of the Sea:
And now loud howling Wolves aroufe the Jades
That drag the Tragick melancholy Night:
Who with their drowfie, flow, and flagging Wings
Cleap dead Mens Graves; and from. their mifty Jaws;
Breath foul contagious darknefs in the Air :
Therefore bring forth the Soldiers of our prize,
For whilft our Pinnace anchors in the Dowsns,
Here fhall they make their Ranfom on the Sand,
Ot with their Blood ftain this difcoloured fhore,
Mafter, this Prifoner freely give I thees
And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this:
The other, Walter Whitmore, is thy fhare.
1 Gen, What is my Ranfom, Mafter, let me know. .
Maft. A thoufand Crowns, or elfe lay down your Head.
Mate. And fo much fhall you give, or off goes yours.
Whit. What, think you much to pay 2000 Crowns,
‘And bear the Name and Port of Gentlemeng
¥ ox- A1, M m Cut
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Cut both the Villains Throats, for dic you fhall:
Nor can thofe lives which we have loft 1n fight,
Be counter-pois’d with fuch a petty Sum.

1 Gents Tl give ir, Sir, and therefore fbare my Life.

5 Gent. And fo will I, and write home for it ftraight.

Whir. 1 1oft mine Eye in laying the prize aboard, ‘
And therefore to revenge it fhalt thou die; [7o Suffolk. el
And fo fhould thefe, if T might have my Will, 1

Cap. Be not fo rafh, take Ranfom, let him live.

Suf. Look on my George, 1 am 2 Gentleman,

Rate me at what thou wilt, thou fhalt be paid,

Wyit. And fo am [5 my name is Walter Whitmaore.
How now? why {ftare’ft thou? what, doth death affright?2
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whofe found is Death:
A cunoing Man did calculate my Birth,

And told me, that by Water 1 fhould die:
Yet let not this make thee be Bloody-minded,
Thy name is Gualrier, being rightly founded.
Whit. Gualtier or Walters ‘which 1t is I care not,
Neer yet did bafe difhonour blur our Name,
Bur with our Sword we wip’d away the blot.
Therefore, when Merchant-like I fell revenge, .
Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and detac’d,
And [ prochim’d a Coward through the World,

Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Piifoner isa Piince,
The Duke of Suffolkls William ‘de la Pole.

Whis. The Duke of Sujfolk, muffled up in Rags!

Suf. Ay, but thiefe Ragsare no part of the Duke.

Cap. But Fove was never flain as thou fhalt be,
Obfcure and Jowfie Swain King Henry's Blood!

Suf.. The honourable Blood of Lancafter
Muft not be fhed by fuch a jaded Groom :

Haft thou not kifs'd thy Hand, and held my Stirrop ¢
Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule,

And thought thee happy when [ (hook my Head.
How often Haft thou waited at my Cup,

Fed from my Trencher, kneel’d down at the ‘Board,
Wiien T have'feafted with Queen Margarer?

R emetnber ity and let it make thee Creft-faln,

Ay, and allay this thy abortivePride:

How
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How in our voiding Lobby haft thou ftood,

And duly waited tor my coming forth ?

This Hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf,

And therefore fhall it charm thy riotous Tongue.
Whit. Speak Captain, fhall I ftab the forlorn Swain?
Cap. Furft let my words ftab him, as he hath me,
Suf. Bafe Slave, thy words are blunt, and fo art thou.
Cap. Convey him hence, and on our Long-boat’s fide,

Strike off his Head.

Suf. Thou dar’ft not for thy own,
Cap. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord ¢

Ay kennel---puddle----fink, whofe filth and dirt

Troubles the Silver Spring, where England drinks;

Now will I dam up this thy yawning Mouth,

For {wallowing up the Treafure of the Realm.

Thy Lips thac kifs’d the Queen, fhall {fweep the Ground:

And thou that fmild'ft at good Duke Humphry’s Death,

Againft the fenfelefs Winds fhale grin in vain,

Who in contempt thall hifs at thee again.

And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell,

For daring to affic 2 mighty Lord

Unto the Daughter of a worthlefs King,

Having nor Subject, Wealth, nor Diadem:

By devilith policy art thou grown great,

And like ambitious Sylla over-gorg'd,

With gobbets of thy Mother’s bleeding Heart.

By thee Anjon and Main were fold to France.

The falfe revolting Normans, through thee,

Difdain to call us Lord, and Picardie

Hath flain their Governors, furpriz’d our Forts,

And fent the ragged Soldiers wounded home:

The Princely Warwick, and the Nevils all,

Whofe dreadful Swords were never drawn in vain,

As hating thee, are rifing up in Arms.

And now the Houfe of York thruft from the Crown,

3y fhameful murther of a guilrlefs King,

And lofty proud incroaching Tyranny,

Burns with revenging Fire, whofe hopeful colours

Advance our half-fac’'d Sun, ftriving to fhine;

Under the which is Wrily Invitis nubibus.

Mm 2 The
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The Commons here in Kent are up in Arms,
And to conclude, Reproach and Beggary
Is crept into the Palace of our King,
And all by thee; away, convey him hence.
Sufe Octhat T were 2 God, to fhoot forch Thunder
Upon thefe paliry, fervile, abject drudges:
Sinall things make bafe Men proud. This Villain here,
Being Captain of a Pinnace, threatens more
“Than Bargulius, the ftrong Zllyrian Pirate.
Drones fuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-hives.
It is impoffible that T thould die
By fuch a lowly Vaflal as thy felf.
Thy words move Rage, and not Remorfe in me:
1 go of Meflage from the Queen to France:
I charge thee waft me fafely crofs the Channel.
Cap. Water; W, come Suffolk, 1 muft waft thee to thy
death. 7
S*Gelidm timor accupat artus, it is thee I fear,
Whit. ®hou fhalt have caufe to fear before [ leave thees
W hat, are ye daunted now? Now will you ftoop?
1t Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him; fpcak him fair.
Suf. Suffolk’s Imperidl Tongue is ftern and rough;

P

Usd to command, untaught to plead for favour.
Ear be it; we fhould honour fuch as thefe
With humble fuit; no, rather let my Head
Stoop to the Block, than thefe Knees bow to any,
Save to the God of Heav’n, and to my King;
And fooner dance upon a bloody Pole;
Than ftand uncover'd to the vulgar Groom,
True Nobility is exempt frot fear:
More can I bear, than you dare execute,
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more;
Come Soldiers, fhew what Crueity ye can.
Suf. 'That this my Death may never be forgot.
Great Men oft die by vile Bezonians,
A Réman Sworder, and Bandetro Slave
Murder’d fweer Tully,  Bratns Baftard hand
Stab’d Falius Cefar.  Savage [flanders
Pompey the Great; and Suffolk_dies by Pirats.
[ Exit Walter W hitmére wirk Suffolk.
Cap,
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i, Cap. And as for thefe, whofe Ranfom we have fet,

B It is our pleafure one of them depart;;

E Therefore come you with us, and let him go.

' [Ex. Captain and the reft.
! Manet the firft Gent. Enter Whicmore with the Body.

[ Whit. There let his Head and livelefs Body lye,

Until the Queen his Miftrefs bury it. [ Exit Whitmore.
I Gent. O barbarous and bloody Speacle!

His Body will I bear unto the King:

If he revenge it not, yet will his Frieads,

So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [ Exst.

Enter Bevis, and John Holland.
Bevis, Come and get thee a Sword, though made of 2
@ Lath; they have been up thefe two Days.
Hol, They have the more need to fleep now then,
Bevis. I tell thee, Fack Cade the Clothier means to drefs
baf the Commonwealth, and turn ir; and for 2 new Nap up-
. on it
i Hol, So he had nced, ’tis thread-bare, Well, I fiy, it
was never a merry World in England, fince Gentlemen
came up.
Bevis. O miferable Age! Virtueis notregarded in Handy-
t  crafts Men.

Hol. The Nobility think fcorn to go in Leather Aprons.

.Bevis, Nay more, the King’s Council are no good Work-
men,

Hol. True, and yet it-is {aid, Labour in thy Vication;
which is as much as to {ay, /et the Magiftrates be labouring
Men; and therefore fhould we be Magiftrates.

Bewis, Thou haft hit it; for there’s no better fign of a
brave Mind, than a hard Hand.

Hol. 1 {ee them, I fee them; there’s Beff’s Son, the Tana
ner of Winghans. _ ‘

Bewvis, He fhall have the Skins of our Enemies, to take
Dog’s Leather of.

Hol. And Dick the Batcher.

Bevis. Then is Sin ftruck down hike an Ox, and Iniqui-
ties Throat cut like a Cz I,

Hel,
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Hol. And Swith the Weaver.
Beviss Argo, their thread of Life is {pun,
Hol. Come, come, lct’s fall in with them,

Emter Cade, Dick: the Butcher, Smith rhe Weavery 38
and a Sawyer, with infinite Numbers. 5
Cade, We Fobn Cade, fo term'd of our fuppofed Father--
Dick, Or rather of ftealing a Cade of Herrings.

Cade. For our Enemies thall fall before us, infpiced with
the Spirit of putting down Kings and Princes; Command
Silence.

Dick, Silence.

Cude. My Father was a Mortimer

Dick. He was an honelt Man, and a good Biicklayer,

Cade. My Mother a Plastagenst———r-

Dick, I knew her well, fhe was a Midwife,

Cade. My Wife defcended of the Lacies

Dick. She was indeed a Pedler’s Daugher, and fold mas

0y Laces.
Weaver. But now of late, not able to travel with her furr’d

Pack, the wafhes Bucks here at home

Cade. Therefore am 1 of an honourable Houfe.

Dick. Ay by my Faith the Field is honourable, and there
was he born, under a Hedge; for his Father had nevera

Houfe but a Cage.

Cade. Valiant 1 ain.

Weav. A muft needs, for Beggary is valiant,

Cade. I am able to endure much,

Dick. No queftion of that; for I have feen him whipt
three Market Days together,

Cade: I fear neither Sword nor Fire,

Weaw. He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat is of

Drym.

© proof,
£ Dick. But methinks he thould ftand in fear of Fire, being
burne i’ch’ hand for ftealing of Sheep.

Cude. Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, and
vows Reformation. There fhall be in England feven half
penny Loaves fold for a penny; the thiee hoop’d Pat hall
have ten Hoops, and I will make it Felony to drink fmall Beer,
All the Realm fhall be in Common, and in Cheapfide fhall

B
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my Palfrey go to Grafs ; and whenI am King, as King I
will be W

All. God fave your Majelty.

Cade. 1 thank you, good People. ' There fhall be no Mo-
ny, all fhall eat and drink upon my Score; and I will ap-
parel them all in one Livery, that they may agree like Bro-
thers, and worthip me their Lord.

Dick. The firft thing we do, let’s kill all the Lawyers,

Cades Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable
thing, that the Skin of an innocent Lamb (hould be made
Parchment; that Parchment being f{cribled o’ery fhould un-
do a Man., Some fay the Bee ftings, but I fay, ’tis Becs
Whax ; for I did but Seal once to a thing, and I was never
my own Man fince. How now? Who’s there?

Enter a Clerk,

Weay. The Clerk of Chattans; he can Write ard Read,
and caft Accompt.

Cade. O monfirous!

Weav. We took him fetting Boys Copies.

Cade. Here’s a Villain,

Weav. H’as a Book in his Pocket with red Letters in't.

Cade. Nay, then he is a Conjurer.

Dick. Nay, he can make Obligations, and write Court
hand.

Cade. T am forry for’t: The Man is a proper Man of
mine Honour ; unlefs I find him Guilty, he fhall not die.
Come hither, Sirrah, I muft examine thee: What is thy
Name?

Clerk, Emanuel.

Dick. They ufe to write it on the top of Letters: *Twill
go hard with you. ;

" Cade. Let me alone: Doft thou ufe to write thy Name?
Or haft thou a Mark to thy felf; like an honeft plain-deal-
ing Man?

Clerk, Sir, I thank God, I have been fo well brought up,
that I can write my Name.

4/l He hath confeft, away with him; he is a Villain
ard a Traitor. 5 i ;

Cade. Away with him, 1 fay: Hang him with' his Pen

and Ink-horn about his Neck. [ Exit one with the Clerk.
- m 4 Entey
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Enter Michael.

Mich. Where is our General?

Cade. Here I am, thou particular Fellow.

Mich, Fly,fly, fly, Siv Humphry Stajford and his Brother
are hard by with the King’s Forces.

Cade. Stand Villain, ftand, or I'll fell thee downs he fhall
be encountred with a Man as gocd as himfelf. He isbut
a Knight, is a?

Mich. No.

Cade. To equal him I will make my fe1f a Knight prefent-
ly; rife up, Sir Fobn Mertimer. Now have at him.

Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, with

Drum and Soldiers.

Staf. Rebellious Hinds, the filth and fcum of Kenr,
Mark'd for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down,

Home to your Cottages ; forfake this Groom.
The King is merciful if you revolr.

T. Staf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin'd to Blood,
If you go forward; therefore yield or die.

Cade. As for thefe filken-coated Slaves I pafs not,
It is to you good People, that I fpeak,
Over whom (in time to come) I hope to reign:
For I am rightful Heir unto the Crown,

Staf. Villair, thy Father was a Plaifterer,
And thou thy feif a Shearman, art thou not?

Cade. And Adam wasa Gardener.

7.Staf. And what of that?

Cade. Marry, this Edmond Mortimer Earl of March, mar-
ried the Duke of Clarence’s Daughter, did he not ¢

Staf. Ay, Sir.

Cade. By her he had two Children at one birth.

1. Seaf. That’s falfe. '

Cade. Ay, there’s the Queftion; burt I fay, ’tis true:
The elder of them being put to Nurfe,

Was by a Beggar-woman ftoln away,
And ignorant of his Birth and Parentage.
Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age.
His Son am I, dery it if you can.
Dick, Nay, ’tis too true, therefore he fhall be King. -

me.
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Weav. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Father’s Houfe,
and the Bricks are alive at this day to teftify it ; therefore
deny it not.

Staf. And will you credit this bafe Drudge’s Words, that
{peaks he knows not what?

All. Ay marry will we, therefore get you gone.

T. Staf. Fack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught you this,

Cade. He lies, for 1 invented it my felf. Go too, Sirrah,
tell the King from me, That for his Father’s fike, Henry the
Fifth (in whofe time Boys went to Span-counter for Freunch
Crowns) I am content he fhall Reign, but I'll be Prote&or
over him.

Dick, And furthermore, we’ll have the Lord Say’s Head,
for felling the Dukedom of A44in.

Cade. And good reafon; for thereby is England maim'd,
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my Puiflance holds it
up: Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that Lord Say hath gelded the
Commonwealth, and madeit an Eunuch ; and more than that,
he can fpeak French, and therefore he is a Trairtor,

Staf, O grofs and miferable Ignorance,

Cade. Nay, anlwer if you can; the Frenchmen are our Epe-
mies; go too then: I ask but this, Can he that fpeaks with
the Tongue of the Enemy be a2 good Councellor, or no 2

All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head,

Y. Staf. Well, feeing gentle Words will not prtvail,
Affail them with the Army of the King,

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Town,
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cade;

That thofe which fly before the Battel ends, 1

May, even in their Wives and Childrens fight,

e hang’d up for Example at their Doors;

And you that be the King’s Friends fellow me. [ Exit,

Cade. And you that love the Commons follow me;

Now fhew vour felves Men, ’tis for Liberty.

We'll not leave one Liord, one Gentleman;

Sparenone, but fuch as go in clouted Shoone,

For ithey are thrifty honeft Men, and fuch

As would (but that they dare not) take our parts,
Dick. They are all in order, and march towards us.

Cade.
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Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moftout of
order. Come, march forward.

Alarum to fighty wherein both the Staftords are flain,
Enter Cade and the reff.

Cade. Where’s Dick, the Butcher of A/bford?

Dick. Here, Sir.

Cude. They felt before thee like Sheep and Oxen, and thou
behaved’ft thy felf, as if thou had it been in thine own Slaugh-
ter-houfé: Therefore thus I will reward thee, the Lent fhall
be as long again as it is, andthou fhalt have a Licenfe to kill
for a hundred lacking one.

Dick. 1 defire no more.

Cade. And to fpeak truth, thou deferv’'ft no lefs.  This
Monument of the Vi&ory will I bear, and the Bodies fhall
be dragg’d at my Horfe's heels, ’till I do come to London,
where we will have the Mayor’s Sword born before us.

Dick. 1f we mean to thrive and do good, break open the
Goal<, and let out the Prifoners.
 Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee, Come, let’s march-

towards London. | Exennt.

Enter King Heory with a Supplication, and Queen Marga-

ret with Suffolk’s Head, the Duke of Buckinghun, and
the Lord Say.

Q. Mar. Oft have T heard that Grief foftens the Mind,
And makes it fearful and degenerate,

Thick therefore on Revenge, and ceafe to weep.
But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this 2
Here may his Head lye throbbing on my Breaft :
But where’s the Body that, I fhould imbrice?

Buck. What Anfwer makes your Grace to the Rebels
Supplication?

K. Henry. Tll find fome Holy Bifhop to intreat;

For God forbid fo many fimple Souls

Should perith by the Sword. And I my {elf,

R ather than bloody War fhould cut them fhort,
Will parly with Fack Cade their General.

But flay, Pll read it over once again.

Q. Mar. Ah barbarous Villains! hath this lovely Face
R ul'd like a wandring Planet over me,

And could it not inforce them to relent,
That
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That were unworthy to behold the fame 2
K. Heury. Lord Say, Fack Cadehath {worn to have thy Head,
Say, Ay, but | hope your Highnefs fhall have his,

K, Henry. How now, Madam?2
Still lamenting and mourning for Suffolk’s death?

I fear me, Lowve, if that I had been dead,

Theu would’ft not half have mourn’d fo much for me.

Q. Mar. No, my Love, I fhould not mourn, but die

; [ for thee.

Enter a Meffenger.
K, Henry, How now? what News¢ Why com’ft thou in
[fuch hafte?

AMe[. The Rebels are in Southwark; fly, my Lords
Fask Cade proclauns himfelf Lord Mortimer,

Defcendcd fiom the Duke of Clarence’s Houfe,

And czlis your Grace Ufurper opeily,

And vows to crown himlelf in Weftminfter.

His Army is a ragged multitude

Of Hinds and Peafints, rude and mercilefs:

Sir Humphry Stafford, and his Brother’s death,

Hath given them Heart and Courage te proceed :

All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen,

They call fulfe Carterpillars, and intend their death,

K. Henry. O gracelefs Men! they know not what they do.

Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to Killingworth,
Until a Power be rais’d to pull them down.

Q. Mar, Ah! werc the Duke of Sxffolk, now alive,
Thefe Kenti]h Rebels (hould be foon appeas'd.

K.Henry. Lord Say, the Traitors bate thee,
Therefore away with us to Killingworih.

Say. So might your Grace’s Peifon be in danger s
The fight of me is odious in their Eyes;

And therefore in this City will I ftay,

And live alone as fecret as 1 may,

Enter another MefJenger.

2 Mef. Fack Cade hath gotten Lom{on-én‘dgc,
The-Citizens fly him, and forfike their Houfes:
The Rafcal People, thirfting after prey,

Join with the Traitor, and they jointly fwear

‘To fpoil the City, and your Royal Court,

Brck,
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Buck. Then linger not, my Lord; away, take Horfe.

K. Henry. Come, Margaret, God, our hope,will fuccour us,
Q, Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas’d.

K. Henry, Farewel, my Lord, truft not to Kentifb Rebels.
Buck, Truft no Body, for fear you be betray’d.

Say, The trult I have is in mine Innocence,

And therefore am T bold and refolute. [ Exennt,
Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking, Then enter
two or three Citizens below.

Scales, How now? Is Fack Cade l2in?
1 Cit. No,uny Lord, nor like to be flain:
For they have won the Bridge,
Killing all thofe that withftand them :
"he Lord Mayor craves 2id of your Honour from the Tower
o defend the City from the Rebels.
Scales. Such Aid as I can fpare you fhall command,
But I am troubled here wich them my felf.
The Rebels have afliy’d to win the Zower.
But get you into Smithfield, and gather Head,
- And thither will T fend you Marrher Goff.
Fight for your King, your Country, and your Lives,

And fo farewel, for I muft hence again. [ Exennt,
Enter Jack Cade and the reft, and firikes his Staff on
London Stone.

Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City,
And here fitting upon London-Stone.
T charge and command, that of the City’s coft
The piffing Conduit run 'nothing but Claret Wine
‘The firft year of our Reign.
And now henceforward it (hall be Treafon for any
That calls me other than Lord Adortimer,

. Enter a Soldier running.

Sol. Fack Cade, Fack Cade.

Cade. Knock him down there. { They kill him.

Weav. If this Fellow be wife, he'll never call you Fack
€ede more, 1 think he hatha very fiir warning.

Dick. My Lord, there’s an Army gathered together in
Smirhfield.

Cade. Come, then, let’s go fight with them :
But firft, go and fet London-bridge on Fire,

‘ And
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And, if you can, burn down the Zower too.

Come, let’s away, [ Exennt emnes.
Alarums, Matthew Goff is flainy and all the reff, Then
enter Jack Cade with his Company,

Cade. So, Sirs: Now go fome and pull down the Savoy
Others to the Inns of Court, down with them all.

Dick, 1 have a Suit unto your Lordfhip.

Cade. Be it a Lordfhip, thou fhalt have it for that word,

Dick. Only that the Laws of Exgland may come out of
your Mouth,

- Foba. Mafs, *twill be fore Law then, for he was thruft in
the Mouth with aSpear, and ’tis not whole yet.

Smith. Nay, Fobn, it will be ftinking Law, for hisbreath
ftinks with tofted Checefe.

Cade. 1 have thought upon it, it fhall be fo, Away, burn
all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth fhall be the Par-
liament of England,

Fobn. Then weare like to have biting Statutes,

Unalefs his Teeth be pull’d our.

Cade. And hence-forward all things fhall be in Come
mon.

Enter a /Meﬂ}nger.

Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, here’s the Lord Say,
which fold the Towns in France, he that made us pay one
and twenty fifteens and one Shilling to the Pound, the laft
Subfidy.

Enter George with the Lord Say.

Cade. Well, he fhall be beheaded for it ten times. Ah
thou Say, thou Serge, nay, thou Buckram Lord, now art
thou within - point-blank of Jurifdition Repal. . What
canft thon anfwer tomy Majefty for giving up of Norman-
dy unto Monfieur Bajimecu, the Davphin of France? Be it
kuown unto theeby thefe Prefents, even the prefence of Lord
Mortimer, that I am the Befom that muft fweep the Court
clean of fuch filth as thou art: Thou haft moft traitcroufly
corrupted the Youth of the Realm in ere&ing a Grammar-
Schoo! ; and whereas before, our Fore-fathers had no Ot.h“
Bocks but the Score and the Tally, thou haft caufed Print-
ing to be us’d, and contrary to the King, his Crown and
Dignity; thou haft byile a Paper-Mills It will be prov (:ht;x
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thy Face, that thou haft Mea about thee, that ufually talk
of a MNown and a Perb, and fuch abominable Words, as no
Chriftian Ear can endure to hear. Thou haft appointed
Juftices of Peace, to call poor Men before them, about
Matters they were not able to anfwer, ~Moreover, thou haft
put them in Prifon, and becaufe they could not read, thou
haft hang’d them, when, indeed, only for that caufe they have
been moft worthy to live. Thou doft ride on a foot-cloth,
doit thou not 2

Say. What of that?}

Cade. Marry, thou ought’ft not to let thy Horfe wear a
Cloak, when honefter Men than thou go in their Hofe and
Doublets ¢

Dick. And work in their Shirt too, asmy felf for exam-
ple, that am a Butcher,

Say. You Men of Kent.

Dick. What fay you of Kent ?

Say. Nothing but this : *Tis bona terra, mala gens.

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks Latin.

Say. Hear me but fpeak, and bear me where you will:
Kent, in the Commentaries Cefar writ,

Is term’d the civil’ft place of all this Ifle

Sweet is the Country, becaufe full of Riches,
The People Liberal, Valiant, A&ive, Wealthy,
Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity.

1 fold not Main, 1loft not Normandy,

Yet to recover them would lofe my Life:

Juftice with favour have I always done,

Prayers and Tears have mov'd me,Gifts could never;
When have I ought exated ar your Hands?

Kent to 'maintain, the King, the Reslm and you,
Large Gifts have I beftow’d on learned Clerks,
Becaufe my Book preferr’d me to the King:

And feeing Ignorance is the curfe of God,
Knowledgethe Wing wherewith we fly to Heaven,
Unlefs you be pofleft with devilith Spirits,

Ye cannot but forbear to murther me:

This Tongue hath pailicd unto foreign Kings

For your behoof,

Cade. Tury when ftruck’t thouone Blow in the Field 2
Says

\
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Say. Great Men have reaching Hands; oft have I ftruck
Thole that I never faw, and ftruck them dead.

George. O monltrous Coward! What, to come behind
Folks 2

Say. Thefe Cheeks are pale with watching for your good.

Cade, Givehima Box o'th’Ear, and that willmake *emred
again.

Say. Long fitting to determine poor Mens Caufes,

Hath made me full of Sicknefs and Difeafes.

Cade. Ye fhall have a hempen Caudle then, and the help
of a Hatchet.

Dick. Why doft thou quiver, Man?

Say. The Palfie, and not Fear, provokes me.

Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who thould fay, I'll beeven
with you. I'll fee if his Head will ftand fteadier on a Pole,
or no: Take him away, and behead him.

Say. Tell me, wherein have I offended moft2
Have 1 affeed Wealth or Honour?2 Speak.

Are my Chelts fil’d up with extorted Gold?

Is my Apparel fumptuous to behold?

Whom have I injur’d, that ye feek my Deéath?
Thefe Hands are free from guiltlefs Blood-thedding,
This Breaft from harbouring foul deceitful Thoughts.
O let me live.

Cade. 1 feel remorfe in my {feIf with his Words; but I'll
bridle it; he fhall dye, and it be but for pleading fo well for
his Life. Away with him, he has.a Familiar under his
Tongue, he fpeaks not a God’s Name. Go, take him away
I {ay, and ftrike off his Head prefently, and then break into
his Son-in-Law’s Houfe, Sir Fames Cromer, and ftrike off his
Head, and bring them both upon two Poles hither.

All. Tt fhall be done,

Say. Ah Country-men, if when you make your Pray’rs,
God fhould be fo obdurate as your felves,

How would it fare with your departed Souls?
And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life.

Cade. Aw:y with him, and do as I command ye: The
proudeft Peer of the Realm fhall not wear a Head on his
Shou}d;_rﬁ, unlefs he pay me Tribute; there fhall not aMaid
bé married, but the {hall pay me her Msidenhead e’er ;}hey

have
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haveit; Men fhall hold of me in Capire. And we Charge
and Command, that their Wives be as free as Heart can with,
or Tongue can tell.

Dick, My Lord,

When fhall we go to Cheapfide, and take up Commodities
upon our Bills?

Cade, Marry prefently,

All. O brave.

Enter one with the Heads,
Cade. But is not this brave ?
Let them kifs one another ; for they lov'd well
When they were alive: Now part them again,
Lelt they confult about giving up
Of fome more Towns in France. Soldiers,
Defer the {poil of the City until Night,
For with thefe born before us, inftead of Maces,
He will ride through the Streets, and at every Cotner
Have them kifs. Away. [ Exennt.
Alarm, and Retreat. Enter again Cade, and all bhis
Rabblement.
Cade. Up Fifb-ftreer, down St. Magnes Corner, Kkill and
knock down, throw them into 7hamses.
Sound a Parley.
What noife is this I hear 2
Dare any be {o bold to found Retreat or Parley,
When I command them kill 2
Enter Buckingham, and eld Clifford. .

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will difturb thees
Know, Cade, we come Ambafladors from the King
Uato the Commons, whom thou haft mifs-led,
And here pronounce free Pardon to them all,

That will forfake thee, and go home in peace. .

Clif. What fay ye, Country-men, will ye relent,
And yield te Mercy, whilft ’tis offered you,

Or let a Rabble lead you to your Deaths?2

Who laves the King, and will embrace his Pardon,
Fling:up his Cap, and fay, God fave his Majefty;
Who hatezh him, and honours not his Father,
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake,
Shake he his Wapon at 1§, and pafs by, e
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MAll. God fave the King ! God fave the King!

Cade.. W hat, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye o brave?
And you, bafe Peafants, do ye believe him 2 will you needs be
hang’d with you Pardons about your Necksé Hath my
Sword therefore broke through Zondor Gates, that you fhould
ieave me at the White- Hart in Sonthawark? I thought you would
pever have given out thefe Arms ’till you had recovered your
ancient Freedom; but you are all Recreants and Paftards,
and delight to live in Slavery to the Nobility. Let them
break your Backs with burthens, take your Houfes over your
Heads, ravith your Wives and Daughters before your Faces.
For me, I will make fhift for one, and fo God’s Curfe light
upon you all,

Ail. We’ll folow Cade.

We'll follow Cade.

Clif. Is Cade the Son of Henry the Fifth,
That thus you do exclaim you’'ll go with him?
Will he Condu& you through the heart of France,
And make the meaneft of you Earls and Dukes?
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to:
Nor knows he how to live, but by the Spoil,
Uhlefs by robbing of your Friends, and us.
Wer’t not a fhame, that whilft you live at jar,
The fearful French, whom you lite vanquifhed,
Should make a ftart o’er Seas, and vanquifh you?
Methinks already: in this civil broil,
1 {ee them Lording it in London Streets,
Crying Villiage unto all they meet.
Better ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry,
Than you fhould floop unto a Frenchman's Mercy.
To France, to Fraxce, and get what you hive loft;
Sparg England, for it is your Native Coaaft:,
Henry hath Mony, you are {troag and manly:
God on our fide, doubt not of Victery.

All. A Clifford! a Clifford!
We'll follow the King and Clifford.

Cade. Was ever Feather fo lightly blown to and fro, as
this multitude? The Name of Henry the Fifth hales them
to an hundred Mifchicefs, and makes them leave me defolate.

L g o f IR Nn 1
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I fee them lay their Heads together to furprize me. My
Sword make way for me, for here is no ftaying ; in de-
{pight of the Devils and Hell, have throagh the very midft
of you ; and Heavens anid Honour be witfiefs, that no wane
of Refolution in me, but only my Followers bafe and ig-
nominious Treafons make me betake me to my Heels.
Exit,
Buck. What, is he fled? Go fome and follow hin[x.
And he that brings his Heid unto the King,
Shall have a thoufand Crowns for his Reward.
[ Exennt fome of them.
Follow me, Soldiers; we'll devife a mean
To reconcile you all unto the King. [ Exeant omnes,
Sound Trumpets, Enter King Henry, Oneen Margaret;
and Somerfet on the Terras
K.Henry. Was ever King that joy'd an Earthly Threne,
And could command no more Content than 12
No fooner was I crept out of my Cradle,
But I was made a King at nine Months old:
Was never Subje& long'd to be a King,
As I do long and wifh to be a Subjeét.
Enter Buckingham and Clifford.
Buck, Health and glad Tidings to your Majefty.
K. Henry. W hy Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade furpriz’d?
Or is he but retird to make him ftreng?
Enter Multitndes with Halters abont  their Necks.
Ciif. Heis fled my Lord, and all his Powers do yield,
And humbly thus with Halters on their Necks,
Exped your Highnefs doom of Life or Death.
K.Henry, Then, Heaven, fet ope thy everlafting Gates,
To entertain my Vows of Thanks and Praife.
Soldicrs, this day have you redeem’d your Lives, :
And fhew’d how well you love your Prince and Country:
Continue ftill in this fo good a Mind,
Anod Henrys though he be unfortunate,
Affure your felves will never be unkind :
And [6 with Thanks and Pardon to you all,
T do difmifs you to your feveral Countiies,

Al God fave the King, God fave the King.
Enter
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Enter Meffenger.

Mef. Pleafe it your Grace to be advertifed,
The Duke of York is newly come from Zreland,
And with a puiffant and mighty Power
Of Gallow-glafles and ftout Kernes,

Is marching hitherward in proud Array;

And ftill proclaimeth, as he comes along,

Flis Arms are only to remove from thee

The Duke of Somer/fer, whom he terms a Traitor.

K. Henry. Thus ftands my State, ‘twixt Cade and York- id-
Like to a Ship, that having fcap’d a Tempett, [ftreft,
Is ftraightway calm’d and boarded with a Pyrate,
But now, is Cade driven back, his Mcn difpers’d,
Andnow is Tork_in Arms to fecond him.
I pray thee Buckingham, go and meet with him,
And ask him what’s the reafon of thefe Arms:
Tell him, I'll fend Duke Edmaund to the Tower,
And Somer/fet, we will commit thee thither,
Until his Army be difmift from him.

Som. My Lord,
I’ll yield my felf to Prifoa willingly,
Or unto Death, to do my Country good.

K. Henry. In any cafe be not too rough in terms,

For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard Language,

Buck. 1 will, my Lord, and doubt not o to deal,
As all things fhall redound unto your good.

K. Heanry. Come, Wife, let’s in, and learn to govern better,
For yet may England curfe my wretched Reign.  [Exeunt.
Enter Jack Cade.

Cade. Fy on Ambition; fy on my felf, that have aSword,
and yet am ready to famifh. Thefe five days have I hid
me in thefe Woods, and durft not peep our, for all the
Country is laid for me: But now am I fo bungry, that if I
might have a leafe of my Life for a thoufand Years, [ could
ﬂaS/ no longer. Wherefore on a Brick Wall have I climb’d
into this Garden, to fee if I can eat Grafs, or pick a Saller
another while, whichis ndt amifsto coola Man’s Stomach this
hor Weather ; and I think this word Sallet was born to do me
good, for many a time but for a Sallet, my Bram~pan had

Nn 2 been
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been cleft with a brown Bill; and many a time when 1 have
been dry, and bravely marching, it hath ferv’d- me-inftead of
a quart pot to drink in 5 and now the word Sallet mult fcrve
me to fied on.

Enter 1den.

Iden. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the Court,
And may enjoy fuch quict Walks as thefc,

This {mall inheritance my Father left me, -
Contenteth me, and’s worth a Monarchy.

I {eek not to ‘wax great by others warning,

Or gather Wealth I care pot with what Eavy

Sufficeth, that I have, maintains my State,

And fends the Poor well pleafed from my Gate,

Cade. Hlere’s the Lord of the Soil come to ftize me for a
Stray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave. Ah Villain,
thou wilt betray me, and get 1000 Crowns of the King,
by carrying my Head to him, but ['ll make thee eat Iron ke
an Oftridge, and {wallow my Swoid like a great Pin, ¢'er
thou and I part.

Iden. Why, rude Companion, whatfocer thou be,

I know thee not, why then fhould I betray thee ¢
Is’t not enough to break into my Gorden,

And like a Thief, to come to rob my Grounds,

Climbing my Walls in {pight of me the Owner,

But thou wilt brave me with thefe fawcy Terms?

Cade. Brave thee? Ay, by the beft Blood that ever was
broach’d, and beard thee too. Look on me well, I have eat
no Meat thefe five Days, yet come thou and thy five Men,
and if I do not leave you as dead as a door Nail, I pray
God I ‘may never ¢at Grals more.

Iden: -Nays it thall ne'er be faid, while England ftands,
That Alexander Iden, an Efquire of Kent,

Took odds,to combat a poor famifh’d Man.

Oppofe thy ftedfaft gazing Eyes to mine,

See if.thou canft out face me with thy Leoks:

Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the lefler:

Thy Hand is but a Finger to my Fift,

Thy Leg 2 Stick comp;red with this Truncheon,

My Foot fhall fight with all the ftrength thou haft,
And
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And if mine Arm be heaved in the Air,

Thy Grave is digg’d already. in the Earth:

As for more Words, whofe greatnefs anfwers Words,
Let this my Sword report what Speech forbears.

Cade. By my Valour; the moft compleat Chimpion that
ever T heard.  Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut not
out the burly bon’d Clown in Chines of Becf, €er thou
fleep in thy Sheath, T befeech Fove on my Kness thou
may’ft be turned into Hobnails.

Here they Fight.
O I am flain] Famine and no other hath flain me, let ten
thoufand Devils come againft me, and give me but the ten
Meals I have Ioft, and I’d defie them all. - Wither Gar-
den; and be henceforth a burying place to all that do dwell
in this Houfe, becaufe the unconquer’d Soul of Cade is
fled.

lden. 1s’t Cade that I have {lain, that monftreus Traitor?
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy Deed,

And hang thee o’er my Tomb when I am dead.
Ne'er thall this Blood be wiped from thy Poinr,
But thou fhalt wear it as a Herald’s Coat,

To emblaze the Honour which thy Mafter got.

Cade. Iden farewel, and be proud of thy Vi&ory: Tell
Kent from me, fhe hathloft her beft Man, and exhort all the
World to be Cowards; for I that never feai’d any, am van-
quithed by Famine, not by Valour. [ Dies,

Iden. How much thou wrong’{t me, Heay’n be my Judge;
Die, damned Wretch, the curfe of her that bare thee:

And as [ thruft thy Body is with my Sword,
So with I, I might thruft thy Soul to Hell.
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the Heels
Unto a Dunghill, which thall be thy Grave,
And there cut off thy moft ungracious Head, ™
W hich I'will bear in Triumph to the King,"

Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon. [ Exit.
Enter York, and his Army of Ixith, with Drum and
Colours.

Tork. From Ireland thus comes York to claim his Right,
And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry’s Head,
Nn3 Ring
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Ring Bells aloud, burn Bonfircs clear and bright,
To entertain great England’s lawful King.
Ah Sanéta Majeftas | who would not buy thee dear?
Let them obey that know not how to Rule,
This Hand was made to handle nought but Gold.
I cannot give due Action to my Words,
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it.
A Scepter fhall it have, have 1a Soul, |
On which I'll tofs the Flower-de-Luce of France,
Enter Buckingham.
Whom have we here? Buckingham to difturb me?
The King hath fenthim fure: I muft diffemble.
Buck, Tork, if thou meaneft well, I greet thee well.
York. Humphry of Buckingham, 1 accept thy greeting.
Art thou a Meflenger, or come of pleafure 2
Buck. A Meflenger from Henry, our dread Liege,
To know the reafon of thefe Arms in peace ?
Or why, thou being a Subject, as Iam,
Againft thy Oath, and true Allegiance {worn,
Should raife fo great a Power without his leave?
Or dare to bring thy Force {o near the Court?
York. Scarce can [ fpeak, my Choler is fo great.
Oh, 1 could hew up Rocks, and fight with Flint,
T am fo angry at thefe abject Terms.
And nowlike Ajax Telamonins,
On Sheep or Oxen could I fpend my Fury,
I am far better born than is the King:
More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts.
But I muft make fair Weather yet a while,
>Till Heury be more weak, and I more ftrong. L AJide,
O Buckingham ! I prethee pardon me,
"That I have given no Anfwer all this while 3
My Mindiwas troubled with deep Melancholy.
The caufe why I have brought this Army hither,
Is to remove proud Semerfer from the King,
Seditious to his Grace, and to the State.
~ Buck. That is too much Prefumption on thy part;
But if thy Arms be to no other end,
Tte King bath yielded unto thy Domand:
The
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The Duke of Semerfer is in the Tower.
York, Upon thine Honour, is he Prifoner 2
Buck. Upcn inine Henour he 1s Prifoner.
_ York. Then, Byckingham, 1 do difmifs my Powerr.
Soldiers, I thank yoeu all 5 difpecfe your felves;
Meet me to morrow in St. George’s Field,
You fhall have Pay, and every thing you wifh.
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Henry,
Commind my eldeft Son, nay all my Sons,
As pledges'of my Fealty and Love,
I'll fend them all as willing as I live;
Lands, Goods, Horfe, Armour, any thing I have
Is his to ufe, {o Somerfez may die.
Buck. York, I commend this kind Submiffion,
We twain will go into his Highnefs Tent.
Eunter King Heory and dsendants.
K. Henry. Buckingham, doth York intend no harm to us,
That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm?
York, Tn all fubmiffion and humility,
Tork doth prefent himfelf unte your Highnefs.
K. Henry. Thenywhat intend thefe Forces thou doft bring
Tork. To have the Traitor Semerfet from hence,
And fight againft that monftrous Rebel Cade,
Whom fince I heard to be difcomfited.
Enter 1den with Cade’s Head.
_ Iden. If one fo rude, and of {o mean Condition
May pafls into the prefence of a King;
Lo, I prefent your Grace a Traitor’s Head,
The Head of Cade, whom I in Combat {lew.
K. Henry. The Head of Cade ? great God ! how juftart thou$
O let me view his Vifage being dead,
That living wrought me fuch exceeding trouble.
Tell me, my Friend, art thou the Man that flew him?
Iden. 1 was, an’t like your Majefty. :
K. Henry. How art thou call’d? And what is thy Degree ¢
lden. Alexander Iden, that’s my Name,
A poor Efquire of Kenr, that loves the King. ;
Buck. So pleafe it you, my Lord, “twere not amifs
He were created Knight for his good Service.
N n 4 e _}{fﬂlj’o
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K. Henry. Iden, kneel downs rife up a Kright:
We give thee for Reward a thoufand Marks,
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us,

Iden, May Tden live to merit {uch a Boumy,
‘And never Jive but true unto his Liege,

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerfet,

K. Henry. See Buckingham, Somer[et comes with the Queen;
Go, bid her hide him quickly from the Duke.

Q. Mar. For thoufind Torks he thall not hide his Head,
But boldly ftand and frout him to his Face.

York. How now 2 Is Somerfet at liberty?2
Then, Tork, unloofe thy long imprifoned Thoughts,
And let thy Tongue be equal with thy Heart.
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfer ?
Falfe King, why haft thou broken Faith with me,
Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe?
King did 1 call thee? No, thou art no King :
Not fit to Govern, and rule Multitudes,
Which durft not, no nor canft not rule a Traitor,
That Head of thine doth not become a Crown:
Thy Hand is made to grafp a Palmer’s Staff,
And not to grace an awful Princely Scepter.
That Gold mulft round engirt thefe Brows of mine,
Whofe fmile and frown, like to Achilles Spear
Is able with the change to kill and cure.
Here is a ' Hand to hold a Scepter up,
And with the fame to a& controlling Laws:
Give place; by Heaven thou fhalt Rule no more
O’er him, whom Heaven created for thy Ruler.

Som. O monftrous Traitor ! I arreft thee York,
Of Capital T'reafon “againdt the King and Crown
Obey, audacious Traitor, kneel for Grace.

York. Would’ft have me kneel? Firft, let me ask of thee,
If they can brook, I bow a-Knee to Man! :
Sirrab, call in my Sons to be my Bail:
I know, ¢er they will let me go to Ward,
They’ll pawn their Swords for my Enfranchifement,

Q. Mar.
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Q. Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amain;
To fay, if that the Baftard Boys of Tork
Shall be the Surety for their Traitor Father,
Tork. O Blood befpotted Neapolitin,
Out-caft of Naples, England’s bloody Scourge ;
The Sons of Tork, thy Betters in their Birth,
Shall be their Father’s Bail, and bane to thofe
That for iny Surety will refufe the Boys.
Enter Edward azd Richard.
See where they come, I’ll warrant they’ll make it good,
Enter Clifford.
Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their Bail.
Clif. Health and all Happinefs to my Lord the King.
York. Ithankthee, Clifford. Say, what News with thee?
Nay, do not fright me with an angry Look:
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford, kneel again 3
For thy miftaking fo, we pardon thee.
Cliff. This is my King, York, I do not miftake,
But thou miftak’ft me much to think I do;
To Bedlam with him, is the Man grown mad? :
K. Henry. Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour
Makes him oppofe himfelf againft his King.
Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower,
And crop away that fatious Pate of his.
Q. Mar. He is arrefted, but will not obey :
His Sons, he fays, fhall give their Words for him.
York. Will you not, Sons?
E.Plan. Ay, Noble Father, if our Words will ferve.
R.Plan. And-if Words will not, then our Weapons fhall.
Clif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here 2
York. Look in a Glafs, and call thy Image fo.
I am the King, and thou a falfe-heart Traitors
Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears,
T hat with the very fhaking of their Chains
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking Curs
Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. :
Enter the Earls of Warwick ard Salisbury.
Ciif. Are thefe thy Bears? We’ll bait thy Bears to death,
And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, x
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If thou dar’ft bring them to the baiting.places
R. Plan. Oft have I feen a hot o’cr-weening Cur
Run back and bite, becaufe he was with-held,
Who being fuffer'd with the Bear’s fell Paw,
Hath clapt his Tail betwixe his Legs and cry'd s
And fuch a piece of Service will you do,
If you fuppofe your {elves to match Lord Warwick.
Clif. Hence, heap of Wrath, foul indigefted Lump,
As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape.
York, Nay, we fhall heat you thoroughly anon,
Cuf. Take heed leaft by your heat you burn your felves.
K, Henry. Why, Warwick, hath thy Knee forgot to bow?
O\d Salisbury, fhame to thy filver Hair,
Thou mad mifs-leader of thy Brain=~fick Son,
W hat, wilt thouon thy Death-bed play the Ruffian?
And {feek for Sorrow with thy Spectacles?
Oh where is Faith? Oh where is Loyalty?
If it be banifh’d from the frofty Head,
Where fhall it find a harbour in the Earth?2
Wilt thou go dig a Grave to find out War,
And fhame thine honourable Age with Blaod 2
Why art thou old, and want’ft Experience?
Or wherefore doft abufe it, if thou haft it2
For thame, in duty bend thy Knee to me,
T hat hows unto the Grave with milky Age,
Sal. My Lord, I have confidered with my felf,
The Title of this moft renowned Duke,
And in my Confcience do repute his Grace,
The rightful Heir to England’s Royal Seat.
K. Heury. Halt thou not fworn Allegiance unto me?
Sal. 1 have.
K. Henrye Canft thou difpenfe with Heaven for fuch an
Sal. 1t is great Sin to fwear unto a Sin; [Oath¢
But greater Sin to keep a finful Oath:
Who can be bound by any folemn Vow
To do 3 murd’rous Deed, to rob a Man,
To force a fpotlefs Virgin's Chaflicy,
To reave the Orphan of his Patrimony,
To wring the Widow from her cuftom’d Right,

And
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And have no other reafon for his wrang,
But that he was bound by a folemn Oath 2
Q. Mar. A fubtle Traitor needs no Sophifter.
K. Henry, Call Buckingbam, and bid him arm himfelf,
York. Call Buckingham, and all the Friends thou haft,
I am refolv’d for Death and Dignity.
Ciif. The firlt, I warrant thee; if Dreams prove trues .
War. You were beft go to Bed, and dream again,
To keep thee from the Tempeft of the Field.
0/d Clsf. 1 am relolvwd to-bear a greater Sterm,
Than any thou canft Conjure up to day:
And that Pil write upon thy Burgonet,
Might I but know thee by thy Houfe’s Badge.
War. Now by my Father’s Badge, old Newil’s Creft,
The rampant Bear chain’d to the ragged Staff,
This day I'll wear aloft my Burgonet,
As on a Mountain top, the Cedardhews,
That keeps his Leaves in {pight of any ftorm,
Even to affright thee with the view thereof.
Old Clif. And from thy Burgoner, I’ll rend thy Bear,
And tread it under foot with all contempt,
Defpight the Bearard, that proteCts the Bear.
7. Clif. And fo to Arms, vi&orious noble Father,
To quel the Rebels, and their Complices,
R.Plan. Fie, Charity for fhame, {peak not in {pight,
For you (hall fup with Jefu Chrift to night,
1. Clif. Foul Stigmatick, that’s more than thou canft tell.
R.Plan. 1f not 1n Heav’n, yowll furely fup in Hell,
[ Exennt,
Enter Warwick,
War. Clifford of Cumberland, 'tis Warwick calls ;
And if thou doft not hide thee from the Bear,
Now when the angry Trumpet founds Alarum,
And dy’ng Mers cries do fill the empty Air,
Clifford, I fay, come forth and fight with me,
Proud Northern Lord, Clifford of Cumberland,
Warwick is hoarfe with calling thee to Arms.
Enter York,
War. How now, my noble Lord? what all a-foot?

York,
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Tork. The deadly handed Clifford lew my Steed:
But match tomatch I have encountred him,
And madea prey for Carrion, Kites and Crows,
Even of the bonny Beaft he lov'd fo well.
Enter Clifford.
War. Of one or both of us the time is come.
York. Hold Warwick : feek thee out fome other Chafe,
For T my felf muft hunt this Deer to death.
War. Then nobly Tork, ’uis for a Crown thou fight'ft:
As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to day,
Tt grieves my Soul to leave thee unaffail’d. [ Exit War,
Clif. What feeft thou in me, Zork ?
‘Why doft thou paufe? v
Tork.-With thy brave bearing fhould I be in love,
But that thou art fo faft mine Enemy.
Clif. Nor fhould thy Prowefs want praife and efteem,
But that ’tis fhewn ignobly, and in Treafon,
Tork. So let it help me now againft thy Sword,
As I in Juftice, and true Right exprefs it.
Clif. My Soul and Body:on the A&ion both.
Tork. A dreadful lay, addrefs thee inftantly. :
Clif. La fin Corronne les oenvres, ‘ [ Dies,
York.,- Thus War hath given thee Peace, fot thou art ftill;
Peace with his Son), Heav’n, if it be thy will,
Enter young Clifford.
7. Clif. Shame and Confufion, all is on the rout,
Fear frames diforder, and diforder wounds
Where it (hould guard. O War! thou Son of Hell,
Wiom angry Heav'ns do make their Minilter,
Throw in the frezen bafoms of our Part,
Hot Coals of Vengeince.  Let no Soldiers flie,
He that is truly dedicate to War
Hath no Self-love; nor he 'that loves himfelf,
Hath not effentially, but by circumftance,
The name of Valour.,” O let the vile World end,
And the premifed Flames of the laft day,
Knit Earth and Heav'n together,
Now let the general Trumpet blow his blaft,
Particularities, and perey fourds ' ;
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To ceale. Waft thou ordained, O dear Father,

To lofe thy Youth in Peace, and to atchieve

The Silver Livery of advifed Age,

And in thy Reverence, and thy Chair-days, thus

To die in Ruffian Battel2 Even at this fight,

My Heart is turn’d to Stone; and while ’tis mine,

It fhall be Stony. York, not our old Men {pares :

No more will I their Babes, Tears Virginal,

Shall be to me, even as the Dew to Fire;

And Beauty, that the Tyrant ofc reclaims,

Shall to my flaming Wrath, be Oil and Flax.

Henceforth, I 'will not have to do with pity,

Meet I an Infant of the Houfe of York,

Into as many gobbits will I cut ir,

As wild Medea, young Abfirtus did.

In crueley, will I feek out my Fame,

Come thou new ruin of old Clifford’s Houfe:

As did e£neas old Anchifes bear,

So bear I thee upon my manly Shoulders ;

But then, e£neas bare a living load ;

Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of mine,
Enter Richard Plantagenet, and Somerfet 2o fizhe,

R. Plan. So, lye thou there: [ Somerfit: is kill’d.
For underneath an Ale-houfe palery i
The Calftle in St. dlbans, Somer|es
Hath made the Wizird famous in his Death:

Sword, hold thy temper; Heart, be wrathful ftill:

Priefts pray for Enemies, but Princes kill,

Fight. Excurfions. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret,
: dnd others,

Q, Mar. Away my Lord, you are flow,  for fhame a-
way.

K. Henry. Can we out-run the Heav'ns 2. Good Adarga-
ret {tay. ~

O. Mar. What are you made of 2 You'll not fight nor fly:
Now is it Manhood, Wifdom, and Defence,

To give the Enemy way, and to fecure us
By what we can, which can no more but fly.

Llarnm afar off.
if

k Exiz,
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If you be ta’en, we then thould fee the bottom
Of all our Fortunes; bur if we haply fcape,
As well we may, if not through your neglect,
. We fhall to London get, where you are lovd,
And where this breach now in eur Fortunes made
May readily be ftopt.
Enter Clifford.
Clif. But that my Heart’s on future mifchief fet,
1 would fpeak Blafphemy e’eér bid you fly;
But fly you muft: Uncurable difcomfit
Reigns in the Hearts of all our prefent Parts.
Away for your relief, and we will live
To fec their Day, and them our Fortune give.
Away my Lord, away. [ Exeunt,
Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richatd Plantagener, War-
wick, and Soldiersy with Drum and Colours,
York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him,
That Winter Lion, who in Rage forgets
Aged Contufions, and all bruth of time:
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth,
Repairs him with occafion. This happy day
Is not it felf, nor have we won one Foot,
If Salisbury be loft.
R.Plan. My noble Father,
Three times to day 1 hope him to his Horfe,
Three times beftrid him; thrice I led him off,
Perfwaded him from any further A& :
But ftill where danger was, ftill there I met him,
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houfe,,
So was his Will in his old feeble Body.,
But noble as he is, look where he comes.
" Enter Salisbury.
8al. Now, by my Sword, well haft thou fought to day;
By th’Mafs fo did we all. I thank you Richard.
God knows how Jong it is I have to live;
" And it hath pleas’d him that three times to day
. You have defended me from eminent Death.
Well Lords, we have not got that which we have,
*Tis not enough our Foes are this time fled,
Being oppofites of fuch repairing Nature.
York.
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York, 1 know our fafety is to follow them,
For, as I hear, the King is fled to London,
To call a prefent Court of Parliament.
Let us purfue him e’er the Writs go forth,
What fays Lord Warwick, fhall we after them?
War. After them! nay, before them, if we can:
Now by my Hand, Lords, *twas a glorious Day.
St. Alban’s Battel won by famous York,
Shall be eterniz’d in all Age to come.
Sound Drum and Trumpets, andto London all,
I  And more fuch Days as thefe to us befall. CExennt.

{hie
W
The End of the Thivd Volume.
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