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LORDS, Attendants, Porter, Drawers, Beadl es,
G oons, Servants,
Speaker of the Epil ogue

SCENE: Engl and
| NDUCTI ON
| NDUCTI ON.
War kwort h. Before NORTHUVBERLAND S Castl e

Enter RUMOUR, painted full of tongues

RUMOUR. Open your ears; for which of you wll stop
The vent of hearing when | oud Runour speaks?
I, fromthe orient to the drooping west,
Maki ng the wind ny post-horse, still unfold
The acts commenced on this ball of earth.

Upon ny tongues continual slanders ride,

The which in every | anguage | pronounce,
Stuffing the ears of men with fal se reports.

| speak of peace while covert emity,

Under the smle of safety, wounds the worl d;
And who but Rumour, who but only I,

Make fearful nusters and prepar'd defence,
Wil es the big year, swoln with sone other grief,
I's thought with child by the stern tyrant war,
And no such matter? Runour is a pipe

Bl own by surm ses, jeal ousies, conjectures,
And of so easy and so plain a stop

That the blunt nonster w th uncounted heads,
The still-discordant wav'ring nultitude,

Can play upon it. But what need | thus

My wel | -known body to anatom ze

Among ny househol d? Way i s Runour here?

| run before King Harry's victory,

Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury,

Hat h beaten down young Hot spur and his troops,
Quenching the flanme of bold rebellion

Even with the rebels' blood. But what nean |
To speak so true at first? My office is

To noi se abroad that Harry Monnouth fel

Under the wath of noble Hotspur's sword,

And that the King before the Douglas' rage
Stoop'd his anointed head as | ow as deat h.
This have | runour'd through the peasant towns
Bet ween that royal field of Shrewsbury
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And this wormeaten hold of ragged stone,
Where Hotspur's father, old Northunberl and,
Lies crafty-sick. The posts cone tiring on,
And not a man of them brings other news

Than they have | earnt of ne. From Runour's tongues
They bring snmooth conforts fal se, worse than true

Wr ongs.

ACT | . SCENE |.
War kwort h. Before NORTHUVBERLAND S Castl e

Enter LORD BARDOLPH

LORD BARDOLPH. Who keeps the gate here, ho?

The PORTER opens the gate

Where is the Earl?
PORTER. What shall | say you are?
LORD BARDOLPH. Tell thou the Ear

That the Lord Bardol ph doth attend him here.
PORTER His lordship is walk'd forth into the

or char d.
Pl ease it your honour knock but at the gate,
And he hinself will answer.

Ent er NORTHUMBERLAND

LORD BARDOLPH. Here cones the Earl.
Exit PORTER
NORTHUVBERLAND. What news, Lord Bardol ph? Every
m nut e now
Shoul d be the father of sone stratagem
The tinmes are wild; contention, |like a horse
Ful |l of high feeding, madly hath broke | oose
And bears down all before him
LORD BARDCOLPH. Nobl e Earl,
| bring you certain news from Shrewsbury.
NORTHUVBERLAND. Good, an God will'!
LORD BARDOLPH. As good as heart can w sh.
The King is al nbst wounded to the death;
And, in the fortune of ny lord your son,
Prince Harry slain outright; and both the Blunts
Kill'd by the hand of Dougl as; young Prince John,
And Westnorel and, and Stafford, fled the field;
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And Harry Monnouth's brawn, the hulk Sir John,
Is prisoner to your son. O such a day,
So fought, so followed, and so fairly won
Canme not till nowto dignify the tines,
Since Cxsar's fortunes!
NORTHUMBERLAND. How is this deriv'd?
Saw you the field? Canme you from Shrewsbury?
LORD BARDOLPH. | spake wth one, ny lord, that cane
from thence;
A gentleman well bred and of good nane,
That freely rend' red ne these news for true.

Ent er TRAVERS

NORTHUVBERLAND. Here comes ny servant Travers, whom
| sent
On Tuesday last to listen after news.

LORD BARDOLPH. My lord, | over-rode himon the way;
And he is furnish'd with no certainties
More than he haply may retail from ne.

NORTHUMBERLAND. Now, Travers, what good tidi ngs

comes with you?

TRAVERS. My lord, Sir John Unfrevile turn'd ne back
Wth joyful tidings; and, being better hors'd,
Qut-rode ne. After himcane spurring hard
A gentl eman, al nost forspent with speed,

That stopp'd by ne to breathe his bl oodi ed horse.
He ask'd the way to Chester; and of him

| did demand what news from Shrewsbury.

He told nme that rebellion had bad | uck,

And that young Harry Percy's spur was col d.
Wth that he gave his able horse the head
And, bending forward, struck his arned heels
Agai nst the panting sides of his poor jade
Up to the rowel -head; and starting so,

He seemid in running to devour the way,
Staying no | onger question.

NORTHUMBERLAND. Ha! Agai n:

Said he young Harry Percy's spur was col d?
O Hot spur, Coldspur? that rebellion
Had nmet ill |uck?

LORD BARDOLPH. My lord, I'Il tell you what:

If nmy young | ord your son have not the day,
Upon m ne honour, for a silken point
"Il give ny barony. Never talk of it.
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NORTHUMBERLAND. Why shoul d that gentl enman that rode
by Travers
G ve then such instances of | o0ss?
LORD BARDOLPH. \Who- he?
He was sonme hilding fellow that had stol'n
The horse he rode on and, upon ny life,
Spoke at a venture. Look, here cones nbre news.

Ent er Mbrton

NORTHUMBERLAND. Yea, this man's brow, like to a
title-Ieaf,

Foretells the nature of a tragic vol une.
So | ooks the strand whereon the inperious flood
Hath | eft a wi tness'd usurpation.
Say, Morton, didst thou cone from Shrewsbury?

MORTON. | ran from Shrewsbury, ny noble |ord,
Where hateful death put on his ugliest nask
To fright our party.

NORTHUVBERLAND. How doth my son and brot her?
Thou trenbl est; and the whiteness in thy cheek
Is apter than thy tongue to tell thy errand.
Even such a man, so faint, so spiritless,
So dull, so dread in | ook, so woe-begone,
Drew Priam s curtain in the dead of night
And woul d have told himhalf his Troy was burnt;
But Priamfound the fire ere he his tongue,
And | ny Percy's death ere thou report'st it.
This thou woul dst say: 'Your son did thus and

t hus;

Your brother thus; so fought the nobl e Douglas'-
Stopping ny greedy ear with their bold deeds;
But in the end, to stop ny ear indeed,

Thou hast a sigh to blow away this prai se,
Ending with 'Brother, son, and all, are dead.'
MORTON. Douglas is living, and your brother, yet;

But for ny lord your son-
NORTHUMBERLAND. Wy, he is dead.
See what a ready tongue suspicion hath!
He that but fears the thing he would not know
Hat h by instinct know edge from ot hers' eyes
That what he fear'd is chanced. Yet speak, Mrton;
Tell thou an earl his divination |ies,
And | will take it as a sweet disgrace
And rmake thee rich for doing nme such w ong.
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MORTON. You are too great to be by ne gainsai d;
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Yet, for all this, say not that
Percy' s dead.
| see a strange confession in thine eye;
Thou shak' st thy head, and hold' st it fear or sin
To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so:
The tongue offends not that reports his death;
And he doth sin that doth belie the dead,
Not he which says the dead is not alive.
Yet the first bringer of unwel cone news
Hath but a losing office, and his tongue
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell,
Renmenb' red tolling a departing friend.
LORD BARDOLPH. | cannot think, ny lord, your son is
dead.
MORTON. | amsorry | should force you to believe
That which | would to God | had not seen;
But these mine eyes saw hi min bl oody state,
Rend' ring faint quittance, wearied and out -
breat h' d,
To Harry Monnouth, whose swift wath beat down
The never-daunted Percy to the earth,
From whence with |ife he never nobre sprung up.
In few, his death- whose spirit lent a fire
Even to the dull est peasant in his canp-
Bei ng bruited once, took fire and heat away
Fromthe best-tenper'd courage in his troops;
For fromhis nmetal was his party steel ed;
Whi ch once in him abated, an the rest
Turn'd on thenselves, like dull and heavy | ead.
And as the thing that's heavy in itself
Upon enforcenent flies with greatest speed,
So did our nmen, heavy in Hotspur's |oss,
Lend to this weight such lightness with their fear
That arrows fled not swifter toward their aim
Than did our soldiers, aimng at their safety,
Fly fromthe field. Then was that noble Wrcester
Too soon ta'en prisoner; and that furious Scot,
The bl oody Dougl as, whose wel |l -1 abouring sword
Had three tines slain th' appearance of the King,
Gan vail his stonach and did grace the shane
O those that turn'd their backs, and in his
flight,
Stunbling in fear, was took. The sum of al
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Is that the King hath won, and hath sent out

A speedy power to encounter you, ny |lord,

Under the conduct of young Lancaster

And Westnorel and. This is the news at full.
NORTHUVBERLAND. For this | shall have tine enough

t o nmourn.
I n poison there is physic; and these news,
Havi ng been well, that would have nmade ne sick,

Bei ng sick, have in sone neasure nade ne well;

And as the wetch whose fever-weak' ned joints,

Li ke strengthl ess hinges, buckle under life,

I npatient of his fit, breaks like a fire

Qut of his keeper's arns, even so ny |inbs,

Weak' ned with grief, being now enrag'd with grief,

Are thrice thensel ves. Hence, therefore, thou
nice crutch

A scaly gauntlet now wth joints of steel

Must gl ove this hand; and hence, thou sickly coif!

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head

Whi ch princes, flesh'd with conquest, aimto hit.

Now bind my brows with iron; and approach

The ragged' st hour that tinme and spite dare bring

To frown upon th' enrag'd Northunberl and!

Let heaven kiss earth! Now |l et not Nature's hand

Keep the wild flood confin'd! Let order die!

And let this world no | onger be a stage

To feed contention in a ling' ring act;

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain

Reign in all bosons, that, each heart being set

On bl oody courses, the rude scene nay end

And dar kness be the burier of the dead!

LORD BARDCOLPH. This strai ned passion doth you
wrong, ny |ord.
MORTON. Sweet Earl, divorce not wi sdom from your

honour .

The lives of all your |oving conplices

Lean on your health; the which, if you give 0'er

To storny passion, nust perforce decay.

You cast th' event of war, ny noble |ord,

And summi d the account of chance before you said

"Let us neke head.' It was your pre-surm se

That in the dole of blows your son m ght drop.

You knew he wal k'd o'er perils on an edge,

Mre likely to fall in than to get o' er;

You were advis'd his flesh was capabl e
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O wounds and scars, and that his forward spirit
Wuld Iift himwhere nost trade of danger rang' d;
Yet did you say 'Go forth'; and none of this,
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain

The stiff-borne action. What hath then befall'n,
O what hath this bold enterprise brought forth
More than that being which was |ike to be?

LORD BARDOLPH. W all that are engaged to this |oss
Knew t hat we ventured on such dangerous seas
That if we wought out life "twas ten to one;
And yet we ventur'd, for the gain propos'd
Chok'd the respect of likely peril fear'd;

And since we are o' erset, venture again.
Come, we will put forth, body and goods.

MORTON. 'Tis nore than tine. And, ny nost noble

| ord,
| hear for certain, and dare speak the truth:
The gentl e Archbi shop of York is up
Wth well-appointed powrs. He is a man
Who with a double surety binds his foll owers.
My lord your son had only but the corpse,
But shadows and the shows of nen, to fight;
For that sanme word 'rebellion' did divide
The action of their bodies fromtheir souls;
And they did fight wth queasiness, constrain'd,
As nmen drink potions; that their weapons only
Seemi d on our side, but for their spirits and
soul s
This word '"rebellion'- it had froze them up,
As fish are in a pond. But now the Bi shop
Turns insurrection to religion.
Suppos' d sincere and holy in his thoughts,
He's follow d both with body and with m nd;
And doth enlarge his rising with the bl ood
O fair King Richard, scrap'd from Ponfret stones;
Derives from heaven his quarrel and his cause;
Tells them he doth bestride a bl eeding | and,
Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke;
And nore and less do flock to follow him
NORTHUMBERLAND. | knew of this before; but, to
speak truth,
This present grief had wip'd it fromny m nd.
G in with nme; and counsel every man
The aptest way for safety and revenge.
Get posts and letters, and make friends with
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speed-
Never so few, and never yet nore
need. Exeunt
SCENE I1.
London. A street
Enter SIR JOHN FALSTAFF, with his PAGE bearing
hi s

sword and buckl er

FALSTAFF. Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor
to ny water?
PAGE. He said, sir, the water itself was a good
heal t hy wat er; but
for the party that owed it, he m ght have noe
di seases than he
knew f or.
FALSTAFF. Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at
me. The brain of
this foolish-conpounded clay, man, is not able to
I nvent anyt hi ng

that intends to laughter, nore than | invent or
I's invented on

me. | amnot only witty in nyself, but the cause
that wit is in

other men. | do here wal k before thee |ike a sow
that hath

overwhelmd all her litter but one. If the Prince
put thee into

nmy service for any other reason than to set ne
of f, why then |

have no judgnent. Thou whoreson mandrake, thou
art fitter to be

worn in ny cap than to wait at nmy heels. | was
never mann'd with

an agate till now, but I will inset you neither
I n gold nor

silver, but in vile apparel, and send you back
again to your

master, for a jewel- the juvenal, the Prince your
mast er, whose

chin is not yet fledge. I will sooner have a
beard grow in the

pal m of ny hand than he shall get one off his
cheek; and yet he
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wll not stick to say his face is a face-royal
God may finish it

when he will, '"tis not a hair am ss yet. He may
keep it still at

a face-royal, for a barber shall never earn
si xpence out of it;
and yet he'll be crowing as if he had wit man
ever since his
father was a bachelor. He may keep his own grace,
but he's al nost
out of mne, | can assure him Wat said Mster
Donmel t on about
the satin for ny short cloak and ny sl ops?
PAGE. He said, sir, you should procure himbetter
assurance than
Bar dol ph. He woul d not take his band and yours;
he |i ked not the
security.
FALSTAFF. Let himbe dam'd, |like the G utton; pray
God hi s tongue
be hotter! A whoreson Achitophel! A rascal-yea-
forsooth knave, to
bear a gentleman in hand, and then stand upon
security! The
whor eson snoot h- pates do now wear not hi ng but
hi gh shoes, and
bunches of keys at their girdles; and if a man is
t hrough with
themin honest taking-up, then they nust stand
upon security. |
had as |ief they would put ratsbane in ny nouth
as offer to stop
It with security. | look'd "a should have sent ne
two and twenty
yards of satin, as | ama true knight, and he
sends me security.
Vell, he may sleep in security; for he hath the
hor n of
abundance, and the |ightness of his w fe shines
through it; and
yet cannot he see, though he have his own
| anthorn to |ight him
Wher e' s Bar dol ph?
PAGE. He's gone into Smthfield to buy your worship
hor se.
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FALSTAFF. | bought himin Paul's, and he'll buy ne
a horse in
Smthfield. An | could get nme but a wife in the
stews, | were
mann' d, hors'd, and w v'd.

Enter the LORD CH EF JUSTI CE and SERVANT

PAGE. Sir, here cones the nobleman that commtted
t he
Prince for striking himabout Bardol ph.
FALSTAFF. Wait close; | wll not see him
CH EF JUSTICE. What's he that goes there?
SERVANT. Falstaff, an't please your | ordship.
CH EF JUSTICE. He that was in question for the
robb' ry?
SERVANT. He, ny lord; but he hath since done good
servi ce at
Shrewsbury, and, as | hear, is now going wth
some charge to the
Lord John of Lancaster.
CH EF JUSTICE. What, to York? Call him back again.
SERVANT. Sir John Fal staff!
FALSTAFF. Boy, tell himI| am deaf.
PAGE. You nust speak | ouder; nmy master is deaf.
CH EF JUSTICE. | amsure he is, to the hearing of
anyt hi ng good.
Go, pluck himby the elbow, | nust speak with him
SERVANT. Sir John!
FALSTAFF. What! a young knave, and begging! Is
there not wars? Is
there not enploynent? Doth not the King |Iack
subj ects? Do not the
rebel s need soldiers? Though it be a shane to be
on any side but
one, it is worse shane to beg than to be on the
wor st side, were
It worse than the nanme of rebellion can tell how
to make it.
SERVANT. You m stake ne, sir.
FALSTAFF. Wiy, sir, did | say you were an honest
man? Setting ny
kni ght hood and ny soldiership aside, | had lied
in nmy throat if |
had sai d so.
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SERVANT. | pray you, sir, then set your knighthood
and your
sol di ership aside; and give ne |leave to tell you
you in your
throat, if you say I amany other than an honest
man.
FALSTAFF. | give thee leave to tell ne so! | lay
asi de that which
grows to ne! If thou get'st any |eave of ne, hang
me; if thou
tak' st | eave, thou wert better be hang' d. You
hunt counter.
Hence! Avaunt!
SERVANT. Sir, ny lord would speak with you.
CH EF JUSTICE. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you.
FALSTAFF. My good |lord! God give your |ordship good
time of day. |

amglad to see your lordship abroad. | heard say
your | ordship
was sick; | hope your |ordship goes abroad by

advi ce. Your
| ordshi p, though not clean past your youth, hath
yet sone snack
of age in you, sone relish of the saltness of
time; and | nost
hunmbl y beseech your |ordship to have a reverend
care of your
heal t h.
CH EF JUSTICE. Sir John, | sent for you before your
expedition to
Shrewsbury.
FALSTAFF. An't please your lordship, | hear his
Maj esty is return'd
with sone disconfort from Wl es.
CH EF JUSTICE. |I talk not of his My esty. You would
not conme when |
sent for you.
FALSTAFF. And | hear, noreover, his Hi ghness is
fall'n into this
sane whor eson apopl exy.
CH EF JUSTICE. Well God nend hinml | pray you let ne
speak with you.
FALSTAFF. This apoplexy, as | take it, is a kind of
| et hargy, an't
pl ease your |lordship, a kind of sleeping in the
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bl ood, a whor eson

tingling.
CH EF JUSTICE. What tell you ne of it? Be it as it
I S.
FALSTAFF. It hath it original frommuch grief, from
study, and
perturbation of the brain. | have read the cause

of his effects
in Galen; it is a kind of deafness.
CH EF JUSTICE. | think you are fall'n into the
di sease, for you
hear not what | say to you.
FALSTAFF. Very well, ny lord, very well. Rather
an't please you, it
Is the disease of not listening, the mal ady of
not marking, that
| amtroubled wthal.
CH EF JUSTICE. To punish you by the heels would
anend the attention
of your ears; and | care not if | do becone your
physi ci an.
FALSTAFF. | am as poor as Job, ny lord, but not so
patient. Your
| ordship may mnister the potion of inprisonnent
to nme in respect
of poverty; but how | should be your patient to
fol |l ow your
prescriptions, the wise may nmake sone dram of a
scrupl e, or
I ndeed a scruple itself.
CH EF JUSTICE. | sent for you, when there were
matters agai nst you
for your life, to cone speak with ne.
FALSTAFF. As | was then advis'd by ny | earned
counsel in the |aws
of this land-service, | did not cone.
CH EF JUSTICE. Well, the truth is, Sir John, you
live in great
I nf any.
FALSTAFF. He that buckles hinself in ny belt cannot
live in |ess.
CHI EF JUSTI CE. Your neans are very sl ender, and
your waste is
great .
FALSTAFF. | would it were otherwise; | would ny
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means were greater
and ny wai st sl enderer.
CHI EF JUSTI CE. You have msled the youthful Prince.
FALSTAFF. The young Prince hath msled nme. | amthe
fellowwth the
great belly, and he ny dog.
CH EF JUSTICE. Well, | amloath to gall a new
heal ' d wound. Your
day's service at Shrewsbury hath a little gil ded
over your
night's exploit on Gadshill. You may thank th
unqui et tinme for
your quiet o'erposting that action.
FALSTAFF. My | ord-
CHI EF JUSTICE. But since all is well, keep it so:
wake not a
sl eepi ng wol f.
FALSTAFF. To wake a wolf is as bad as snell a fox.
CH EF JUSTICE. What! you are as a candle, the
better part burnt
out .
FALSTAFF. A wassail candle, ny lord- all tallow if
| did say of
wax, my growth woul d approve the truth.
CH EF JUSTICE. There is not a white hair in your
face but shoul d
have his effect of gravity.
FALSTAFF. H s effect of gravy, gravy,
CH EF JUSTICE. You follow the young Prince up and
down, like his
i1l angel.
FALSTAFF. Not so, ny lord. Your ill angel is Iight;
but hope he
that | ooks upon ne wll take nme w thout wei ghing.
And yet in sone
respects, | grant, | cannot go- | cannot tell.
Virtue is of so
little regard in these costernongers' tines that
true valour is
turn'd berod; pregnancy is nade a tapster, and
his quick wt
wasted in giving reckonings; all the other gifts
appertinent to
man, as the malice of this age shapes them are
not worth a
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gooseberry. You that are old consider not the
capacities of us

t hat are young; you do neasure the heat of our
livers with the

bitterness of your galls; and we that are in the
vaward of our

yout h, nust confess, are wags too.

CH EF JUSTICE. Do you set down your name in the

scroll of youth,

that are witten down old with all the characters
of age? Have

you not a noist eye, a dry hand, a yell ow cheek,
a white beard, a

decreasing leg, an increasing belly? Is not your
voi ce broken,

your wi nd short, your chin double, your wt
si ngl e, and every

part about you blasted with antiquity? And w ||
you yet cal

yourself young? Fie, fie, fie, Sir John!

FALSTAFF. My lord, | was born about three of the

clock in the

afternoon, with a white head and sonething a
round belly. For ny

voice- | have lost it with hallooing and singing
of anthens. To

approve ny youth further, I will not. The truth
is, | amonly old

I n judgnent and understandi ng; and he that w ||
caper with ne for
a thousand marks, let himlend ne the noney, and
have at him For
the box of the ear that the Prince gave you- he
gave it like a
rude prince, and you took it like a sensible
lord. I have check'd
himfor it; and the young lion repents- marry,
not in ashes and
sackcl oth, but in new silk and ol d sack.
CH EF JUSTICE. Well, God send the Prince a better
conpani on!
FALSTAFF. God send the conpanion a better prince!
cannot rid ny
hands of him
CH EF JUSTICE. Well, the King hath sever'd you. |

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/hiv2.html (16 of 105)4/11/2005 8:26:46 AM



William Shakespaeare: Henry IV, Part I1.

hear you are

going with Lord John of Lancaster against the

Ar chbi shop and the

Earl of Northunber!l and.
FALSTAFF. Yea; | thank your pretty sweet wit for

It. But |ook you

pray, all you that kiss nmy Lady Peace at hone,
that our arm es

join not in a hot day; for, by the Lord, | take
but two shirts

out with ne, and | nean not to sweat
extraordinarily. If it be a

hot day, and | brandi sh anything but a bottle, I
would I m ght

never spit white again.
action can peep

There i s not

a danger ous

out his head but | amthrust upon it. Well, |
cannot | ast ever;

but it was alway yet the trick of our English
nation, if they

have a good thing, to nake it too common. If ye
w Il needs say |

am an old man, you should give ne rest. | would

to God ny nane

were not so terrible to the eneny as it is. |

were better to be

eaten to death with a rust than to be scoured to

nothing with

per petual notion.
CH EF JUSTICE. Wll, be honest,
bl ess your
expedi tion!
FALSTAFF. W1 I vyour
pound to furnish ne
forth?

CH EF JUSTI CE. Not a penny,
too inpatient to
bear crosses.
cousi n
West nor el and.

and SERVANT
FALSTAFF. |If | do,
beetl e. A man can no

Fare you wel | .

be honest; and CGod

| ordship I end nme a thousand

not a penny; you are

Commend ne to ny

Exeunt CHI EF JUSTI CE

fillip me with a three-man

nore separate age and covet ousness than 'a can
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part young | i nbs
and | echery; but the gout galls the one, and the
pox pinches the
ot her; and so both the degrees prevent ny curses.
Boy!
PAGE. Sir?
FALSTAFF. What noney is in nmy purse?
PAGE. Seven groats and two pence.
FALSTAFF. | can get no renedy agai nst this
consunption of the
purse; borrowing only lingers and lingers it out,
but the disease
Is incurable. Go bear this letter to ny Lord of
Lancaster; this
to the Prince; this to the Earl of Wstnorel and;
and this to old
M stress Usula, whom!| have weekly sworn to
marry since |
perceiv'd the first white hair of nmy chin. About
It; you know
where to find me. [Exit PAGE] A pox of this
gout! or, a gout of
this pox! for the one or the other plays the
rogue with ny great
toe. '"Tis no matter if | do halt; | have the wars
for ny col our,
and ny pension shall seemthe nore reasonable. A
good wit wll
make use of anything. | will turn diseases to
comuodi ty.
Exi t
SCENE I'11.
Yor k. The ARCHBI SHOP' S pal ace

Enter the ARCHBI SHOP, THOVAS MOABRAY t he
EARL
MARSHAL, LORD HASTI NGS, and LORD BARDCLPH

ARCHBI SHOP. Thus have you heard our cause and known
our means;
And, ny nost noble friends, | pray you all
Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes-
And first, Lord Marshal, what say you to it?
MOABRAY. | well allow the occasion of our ams;
But gladly would be better satisfied
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How, in our neans, we should advance oursel ves
To look with forehead bold and bi g enough
Upon the power and pui ssance of the King.
HASTI NGS. Qur present nusters grow upon the file
To five and twenty thousand nmen of choice;
And our supplies live largely in the hope
Of great Northunberl and, whose bosom burns
Wth an incensed fire of injuries.
LORD BARDOLPH. The question then, Lord Hasti ngs,
standet h t hus:
Whet her our present five and twenty thousand
May hold up head w t hout Northunberl and?
HASTI NGS. Wth him we may.
LORD BARDOLPH. Yea, marry, there's the point;
But if w thout himwe be thought too feeble,
My judgnent is we should not step too far
Till we had his assistance by the hand;
For, in a thenme so bloody-fac'd as this,
Conj ecture, expectation, and surm se
O aids incertain, should not be admtted.
ARCHBI SHOP. 'Tis very true, Lord Bardol ph; for
I ndeed
It was young Hotspur's case at Shrewsbury.
LORD BARDCLPH. It was, ny lord; who lin'd hinself
wi th hope,
Eating the air and prom se of supply,
Flatt'ring hinself in project of a power
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts;
And so, with great inagination
Proper to madnen, |led his powers to death,
And, wi nking, |eapt into destruction.
HASTI NGS. But, by your |eave, it never yet did hurt
To lay down |ikelihoods and fornms of hope.
LORD BARDOLPH. Yes, if this present quality of war-
I ndeed the instant action, a cause on foot-
Lives so in hope, as in an early spring
We see th' appearing buds; which to prove fruit
Hope gives not so nuch warrant, as despair
That frosts will bite them Wen we nean to build,
We first survey the plot, then draw the nodel;
And when we see the figure of the house,
Then we nmust rate the cost of the erection;
VWhich if we find outweighs ability,
What do we then but draw anew the nodel
In fewer offices, or at |east desist
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To build at all? Miuch nore, in this great work-
Which is alnost to pluck a ki ngdom down
And set another up- should we survey
The plot of situation and the nodel,
Consent upon a sure foundation,
Question surveyors, know our own estate
How abl e such a work to undergo-
To wei gh against his opposite; or else
We fortify in paper and in figures,
Usi ng the nanes of nen instead of nen;
Li ke one that draws the nodel of a house
Beyond his power to build it; who, half through,
G ves o' er and | eaves his part-created cost
A naked subject to the weeping clouds
And waste for churlish winter's tyranny.
HASTI NGS. Grant that our hopes- yet likely of fair
birt h-
Shoul d be still-born, and that we now possess'd
The utnbst man of expectati on,
| think we are so a body strong enough,
Even as we are, to equal with the King.
LORD BARDOLPH. What, is the King but five and
twenty thousand?
HASTI NGS. To us no nore; nay, not so nuch, Lord
Bar dol ph
For his divisions, as the tines do braw,
Are in three heads: one power against the French,
And one agai nst d endower; perforce a third
Must take up us. So is the unfirmKing
In three divided; and his coffers sound
Wth holl ow poverty and enpti ness.
ARCHBI SHOP. That he shoul d draw his several
strengt hs toget her
And cone against us in full puissance
Need not be dreaded.
HASTI NGS. If he should do so,
He | eaves his back unarm d, the French and Wel sh
Baying at his heels. Never fear that.
LORD BARDOLPH. Who is it |ike should Iead his
forces hither?
HASTI NGS. The Duke of Lancaster and West norel and;
Agai nst the Welsh, hinself and Harry Mnnout h;
But who is substituted against the French
| have no certain notice.
ARCHBI SHOP. Let us on,
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And publish the occasion of our arnmns.
The commonwealth is sick of their own choi ce;
Their over-greedy | ove hath surfeited.
An habitation giddy and unsure
Hat h he that buildeth on the vul gar heart.
O thou fond many, wth what |oud appl ause
Di dst thou beat heaven with bl essing Bolingbroke
Bef ore he was what thou woul dst have hi m be!
And being now trinmd in thine own desires,
Thou, beastly feeder, art so full of him
That thou provok'st thyself to cast himup.
So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge
Thy glutton bosom of the royal Richard;
And now t hou woul dst eat thy dead vomt up,
And how'st to find it. What trust is in these
times?
They that, when Richard liv'd, would have himdie
Are now becone enanour'd on his grave.
Thou that threw st dust upon his goodly head,
When t hrough proud London he canme sighing on
After th' admred heels of Bolingbroke,
Criest now 'O earth, yield us that king again,
And take thou this!' O thoughts of nen accurs'd!
Past and to cone seens best; things present,
wor st .
MOABRAY. Shall we go draw our nunbers, and set on?
HASTI NGS. We are tine's subjects, and tinme bids be

gone.
Exeunt
ACT |I1. SCENE |I.
London. A street
Enter HOSTESS with two officers, FANG and
SNARE

HOSTESS. Master Fang, have you ent'red the action?

FANG It is ent'red.

HOSTESS. Where's your yeoman? Is't a lusty yeonman?
WIlIl '"a stand

to't?

FANG Sirrah, where's Snare?

HOSTESS. O Lord, ay! good Master Snare.

SNARE. Here, here.

FANG. Snare, we nust arrest Sir John Fal staff.

HOSTESS. Yea, good Master Snare; | have ent'red him
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and al | .
SNARE. It may chance cost sone of our lives, for he
will stab.
HOSTESS. Al as the day! take heed of him he stabb'd
me in mne own
house, and that nost beastly. In good faith, 'a
cares not what
m schi ef he does, if his weapon be out; he wl|
foin |like any

devil; he will spare neither man, wonan, nor

chil d.

FANG If | can close with him | care not for his
t hrust.

HOSTESS. No, nor | neither; I'lIl be at your el bow.

FANG. An | but fist himonce; an 'a cone but within
ny vice!

HOSTESS. | am undone by his going; | warrant you,
he's an

infinitive thing upon ny score. Good Master Fang,
hol d hi m sure.

Good Master Snare, |let himnot scape. 'A cones
continuantly to

Pi e-corner- saving your nmanhoods- to buy a
saddl e; and he is

indited to dinner to the Lubber's Head in Lunbert
Street, to

Master Snmooth's the silkman. | pray you, since ny
exion is

ent'red, and ny case so openly known to the
worl d, |let himbe

brought in to his answer. A hundred mark is a
| ong one for a poor

| one wonan to bear; and | have borne, and borne,
and borne; and

have been fubb'd off, and fubb'd off, and fubb'd
off, fromthis

day to that day, that it is a shane to be thought
on. There is no

honesty in such dealing; unless a wonan shoul d be
made an ass and

a beast, to bear every knave's wong.

Enter SIR JOHN FALSTAFF, PAGE, and
BARDOL PH
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Yonder he cones; and that arrant nal nsey-nose
knave, Bardol ph,
with him Do your offices, do your offices,
Mast er Fang and
Master Snare; do ne, do nme, do ne your offices.
FALSTAFF. How now whose nmare's dead? Wiat's the
matter?
FANG Sir John, | arrest you at the suit of
M stress Quickly.
FALSTAFF. Away, varlets! Draw, Bardol ph. Cut ne off

the villian's
head. Throw the quean in the channel.
HOSTESS. Throw ne in the channel! 'l throw t hee

I n the channel .
WIlt thou? wilt thou? thou bastardly rogue!
Mur der, nurder! Ah,
t hou honeysuckle villain! wlt thou kill God's
of ficers and the
King' s? Ah, thou honey-seed rogue! thou art a
honey-seed; a
man- quel | er and a woman- quel | er
FALSTAFF. Keep them of f, Bardol ph.
FANG A rescue! a rescue!
HOSTESS. Good people, bring a rescue or two. Thou
wot, wot thou!
thou wot, wot ta? Do, do, thou rogue! do, thou
henp- seed!
PAGE. Away, you scullion! you ranpallian! you
fustilarian!
I"I'l tickle your catastrophe.

Enter the LORD CH EF JUSTI CE and his men

CH EF JUSTICE. What is the matter? Keep the peace
here, ho!
HOSTESS. Good ny lord, be good to ne. | beseech
you, stand to ne.
CH EF JUSTI CE. How now, Sir John! what, are you
brawl i ng here?
Doth this becone your place, your tine, and
busi ness?
You shoul d have been well on your way to York.
Stand fromhim fellow wherefore hang'st thou
upon hi nf?
HOSTESS. O My nost worshi pful lord, an't pl ease
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your Grace, | ama
poor w dow of Eastcheap, and he is arrested at ny
suit.
CHI EF JUSTI CE. For what sunf
HOSTESS. It is nmore than for some, nmy lord; it is
for all- all I
have. He hath eaten nme out of house and hone; he
hath put all ny
substance into that fat belly of his. But | wll
have sonme of it

out again, or | wll ride thee a nights like a
mar e.
FALSTAFF. | think | amas like to ride the mare, if
| have any

vant age of ground to get up.
CH EF JUSTI CE. How cones this, Sir John? Fiel \Wuat
man of good
tenper woul d endure this tenpest of exclanmation?
Are you not
ashanmed to enforce a poor widow to so rough a
course to cone by
her own?
FALSTAFF. What is the gross sumthat | owe thee?
HOSTESS. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thyself
and the noney
too. Thou didst swear to ne upon a parcel-gilt
goblet, sitting in
nmy Dol phin chanber, at the round table, by a sea-
coal fire, upon
Wednesday i n Wheeson week, when the Prince broke
t hy head for
liking his father to singing-man of Wndsor- thou
di dst swear to
me then, as | was washing thy wound, to marry ne
and make ne ny
lady thy wife. Canst thou deny it? D d not
goodw fe Keech, the
butcher's wife, cone in then and call ne gossip
Qui ckl y? Com ng
in to borrow a ness of vinegar, telling us she
had a good di sh of
prawns, whereby thou didst desire to eat sone,
whereby | told
thee they were ill for green wound? And di dst
t hou not, when she
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was gone down stairs, desire ne to be no nore so
famliarity with

such poor people, saying that ere |ong they
shoul d call nme madan?

And didst thou not kiss ne, and bid ne fetch the

thirty

shillings? | put thee nowto thy book-oath. Deny
it, if thou

canst.

FALSTAFF. My lord, this is a poor mad soul, and she
says up and
down the town that her eldest son is |ike you.
She hath been in
good case, and, the truth is, poverty hath
di stracted her. But
for these foolish officers, | beseech you | may
have redress
agai nst them
CH EF JUSTICE. Sir John, Sir John, I am well
acquai nted with your
manner of wrenching the true cause the fal se way.
It is not a
confident brow, nor the throng of words that cone
Wi th such nore
t han i npudent sauci ness fromyou, can thrust ne
froma | eve
consi deration. You have, as it appears to ne,
practis'd upon the
easy yielding spirit of this woman, and nade her
serve your uses
both in purse and in person.
HOSTESS. Yea, in truth, ny |ord.
CH EF JUSTICE. Pray thee, peace. Pay her the debt
you owe her, and
unpay the villainy you have done with her; the
one you may do
with sterling noney, and the other with current
repent ance.
FALSTAFF. My lord, | wll not undergo this sneap
W t hout reply. You
cal | honourabl e bol dness i npudent sauciness; if a
man w || make
curtsy and say nothing, he is virtuous. No, ny
| ord, ny hunble
duty renmenb'red, | wll not be your suitor. | say
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to you | do
desire deliverance fromthese officers, being
upon hasty
enpl oynent in the King's affairs.
CHI EF JUSTI CE. You speak as having power to do
wrong; but answer in
th' effect of your reputation, and satisfy the
poor woman.
FALSTAFF. Come hither, hostess.

Ent er GONER

CHI EF JUSTI CE. Now, Master Gower, what news?
GONER. The King, ny lord, and Harry Prince of Wl es
Are near at hand. The rest the paper tells.
[Gves a letter]
FALSTAFF. As | am a gentl eman!
HOSTESS. Faith, you said so before.
FALSTAFF. As | am a gentleman! Conme, no nore words
of it.
HOSTESS. By this heavenly ground | tread on, | nust
be fain to pawn
both ny plate and the tapestry of ny dining-
chanbers.
FALSTAFF. d asses, gl asses, is the only drinking;
and for thy
walls, a pretty slight drollery, or the story of
the Prodigal, or
the German hunting, in water-work, is worth a
t housand of these
bed- hangers and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let
It be ten pound,
I f thou canst. Cone, and 'twere not for thy
humours, there's not
a better wench in England. Go, wash thy face, and
draw t he
action. Conme, thou nust not be in this hunour
wi th nme; dost not

know ne? Conme, cone, | know thou wast set on to
t his.
HOSTESS. Pray thee, Sir John, let it be but twenty
nobl es;

i' faith, I amloath to pawn ny plate, so God
save ne, | al
FALSTAFF. Let it alone; |I'lIl nmke other shift.
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You'll be a fool
still.
HOSTESS. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn ny
gown.
| hope you'll conme to supper. you'll pay ne all
t oget her?
FALSTAFF. WII | live? [To BARDOLPH Go, with

her, with her; hook
on, hook on.
HOSTESS. WI Il you have Doll Tearsheet neet you at
supper ?
FALSTAFF. No nore words; let's have her.
Exeunt HOSTESS, BARDOLPH
and OFFI CERS
CHI EF JUSTICE. | have heard better news.
FALSTAFF. What's the news, ny |ord?
CH EF JUSTICE. Where |lay the King to-night?
GOWNER. At Basi ngstoke, ny | ord.
FALSTAFF. | hope, ny lord, all's well. Wat is the
news, ny |ord?
CH EF JUSTICE. Cone all his forces back?
GONER. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horse,
Are march'd up to ny Lord of Lancaster,
Agai nst Nort hunberl and and t he Archbi shop.
FALSTAFF. Cones the King back from Wl es, ny noble
| or d?
CH EF JUSTICE. You shall have letters of ne
presently.
Cone, go along with ne, good Master Gower.
FALSTAFF. My | ord!
CH EF JUSTICE. What's the matter?
FALSTAFF. Master Gower, shall | entreat you with ne
to di nner?
GONER. | nust wait upon ny good |ord here, | thank
you, good Sir
John.
CH EF JUSTICE. Sir John, you loiter here too |ong,
being you are to
take soldiers up in counties as you go.
FALSTAFF. WIIl you sup with ne, Master Gower?
CHI EF JUSTI CE. What foolish nmaster taught you these
manners, Sir
John?
FALSTAFF. Master Gower, if they beconme ne not, he
was a fool that
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taught themne. This is the right fencing grace,
nmy lord; tap for

tap, and so part fair.

CH EF JUSTICE. Now, the Lord lighten thee! Thou art
a great fool.
Exeunt
SCENE I1.
London. Anot her street

Ent er PRI NCE HENRY and PO NS

PRI NCE. Before God, | am exceedi ng weary.
PONS. Is't cone to that? | had thought weariness
durst not have
attach' d one of so high bl ood.
PRINCE. Faith, it does ne; though it discolours the
conpl exi on of
nmy greatness to acknow edge it. Doth it not show
vilely in ne to
desire smal | beer?
PO NS. Wiy, a prince should not be so | oosely
studied as to
remenber so weak a conposition.
PRI NCE. Belike then nmy appetite was not-princely

got; for, by ny

troth, I do now renmenber the poor creature, snall
beer. But

I ndeed t hese hunbl e consi derations nmake ne out of
| ove with ny

greatness. \Wat a disgrace is it to ne to
remenber thy nanme, or

to know thy face to-norrow, or to take note how
many pair of silk

st ockings thou hast- viz., these, and those that
were thy

peach-col our'd ones- or to bear the inventory of
thy shirts- as,

one for superfluity, and another for use! But
t hat the

tenni s-court-keeper knows better than I; for it
Is a | ow ebb of

linen with thee when thou keepest not racket
there; as thou hast

not done a great while, because the rest of thy
| ow countries
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have made a shift to eat up thy holland. And God
knows whet her

those that bawl out of the ruins of thy |linen
shall inherit his

ki ngdomy but the m dw ves say the children are
not in the fault;

wher eupon the world increases, and kindreds are
m ghtily

st rengt hened.

PONS. Howill it follows, after you have | aboured

so hard, you

should talk so idly! Tell me, how many good young
princes woul d

do so, their fathers being so sick as yours at
this tine is?

PRINCE. Shall | tell thee one thing, Poins?
PONS. Yes, faith; and let it be an excellent good
t hi ng.

PRINCE. It shall serve anbng wits of no higher
breedi ng than thine.
PONS. Go to; | stand the push of your one thing
that you w |
tell.
PRINCE. Marry, | tell thee it is not neet that I
shoul d be sad, now
ny father is sick; albeit |I could tell to thee-
as to one it
pl eases ne, for fault of a better, to call ny
friend- | could be
sad and sad i ndeed too.
PO NS. Very hardly upon such a subject.
PRINCE. By this hand, thou thinkest ne as far in
the devil's book
as thou and Fal staff for obduracy and
persi stency: let the end
try the man. But | tell thee ny heart bl eeds
I nwardly that ny
father is so sick; and keeping such vil e conpany
as thou art hath
In reason taken fromne all ostentation of sorrow
PO NS. The reason?
PRI NCE. What woul dst thou think of me if | should
weep?
PONS. | would think thee a nost princely hypocrite.
PRINCE. It would be every man's thought; and thou
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art a bl essed
fellow to think as every man thinks. Never a
man's thought in the
wor | d keeps the road-way better than thine. Every
man woul d t hi nk
me an hypocrite indeed. And what accites your
nost wor shi pfu
t hought to think so?
PO NS. Wiy, because you have been so | ewd and so
much engraffed to
Fal st af f.
PRI NCE. And to thee.
PONS. By this light, I amwell spoke on; | can
hear it with m ne
own ears. The worst that they can say of ne is
that | ama second
brother and that | ama proper fellow of ny
hands; and those two
things, | confess, | cannot help. By the namss,
here cones
Bar dol ph.

Ent er BARDOLPH and PAGE

PRI NCE. And the boy that | gave Falstaff. 'A had
him from e
Christian; and look if the fat villain have not
transformd him
ape.
BARDOLPH. God save your G ace!
PRI NCE. And yours, nost nobl e Bardol ph!
PO NS. Cone, you virtuous ass, you bashful fool,
must you be
bl ushi ng? Wherefore blush you now? Wiat a
mai denly man- at - ar ns
are you becone! Is't such a matter to get a
pottle-pot's
mai denhead?
PAGE. "Acalls ne e en now, ny lord, through a red
| attice, and I
could discern no part of his face fromthe
wi ndow. At |ast |
spied his eyes; and net hought he had nade two
holes in the
alewi fe's new petticoat, and so peep'd through.
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PRI NCE. Has not the boy profited?

BARDOLPH. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, away!

PAGE. Away, you rascally Althaea' s dream away!

PRI NCE. |Instruct us, boy; what dream boy?

PAGE. Marry, ny lord, Al thaea dreant she was
delivered of a

firebrand; and therefore |I call himher dream

PRINCE. A crown's worth of good interpretation.

There '"tis, boy.

[ G ving
a crown]
PONS. Othat this blossomcould be kept from
canker s!
Wll, there is sixpence to preserve thee.

BARDOLPH. An you do not make hi m be hang'd anpng
you, the gallows
shall have wrong.
PRI NCE. And how doth thy master, Bardol ph?
BARDOLPH. Well, ny lord. He heard of your G ace's
comng to town.
There's a letter for you.
PONS. Deliver'd with good respect. And how doth
the martl emas,
your master?
BARDOLPH. In bodily health, sir.
PONS. Marry, the imortal part needs a physician;
but that noves
not him Though that be sick, it dies not.

PRINCE. | do allowthis well to be as famliar wth
nme as ny dog;
and he holds his place, for | ook you how he
wites.

PONS. [Reads] 'John Falstaff, knight'- Every man
must know t hat
as oft as he has occasion to nanme hinself, even
| i ke those that
are kin to the King; for they never prick their
finger but they
say 'There's sonme of the King's blood spilt.'
' How cones t hat ?'
says he that takes upon himnot to conceive. The
answer is as
ready as a borrower's cap: 'l amthe King' s poor
cousin, sir.'
PRINCE. Nay, they will be kin to us, or they wll
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fetch it from

Japhet. But the letter: [Reads] 'Sir John
Fal staff, knight, to

the son of the King nearest his father, Harry
Prince of Wales,

greeting.'
PONS. Wiy, this is a certificate.
PRINCE. Peace! [Reads] 'I wll imtate the
honour abl e Romans in
brevity."'-
PO NS. He sure neans brevity in breath, short-
wi nded.
PRINCE. [Reads] 'I commend ne to thee, | commend
t hee, and |

| eave thee. Be not too famliar with Poins; for
he m suses thy
favours so nuch that he swears thou art to marry
his sister Nell.
Repent at idle tines as thou mayst, and so
farewel | .
Thi ne, by yea and no- which is as nuch as to
say as
t hou usest him JACK FALSTAFF with ny
famliars,
JOHN with ny brothers and sisters, and SIR
JOHN wi th
al | Europe.'
PONS. My lord, I'll steep this letter in sack and
make himeat it.
PRINCE. That's to make himeat twenty of his words.
But do you use
me thus, Ned? Must | marry your sister?
PO NS. God send the wench no worse fortune! But |
never said so.
PRINCE. Well, thus we play the fools with the tineg,
and the spirits
of the wwse sit in the clouds and nock us. Is
your master here in
London?
BARDOLPH. Yea, ny |ord.
PRI NCE. Where sups he? Doth the old boar feed in
the old frank?
BARDOLPH. At the old place, ny lord, in Eastcheap.
PRI NCE. What conpany?
PAGE. Ephesians, ny lord, of the old church.
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PRI NCE. Sup any wonen with hinf
PAGE. None, ny lord, but old Mstress Quickly and
M stress Dol |
Tear sheet.
PRI NCE. What pagan may that be?
PAGE. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a ki nswoman of
my nmaster's.
PRI NCE. Even such kin as the parish heifers are to
the town bull.
Shall we steal upon them Ned, at supper?
PONS. | amyour shadow, ny lord; 1'll follow you.
PRINCE. Sirrah, you boy, and Bardol ph, no word to
your master that
| amyet cone to town. There's for your silence.
BARDOLPH. | have no tongue, sir.
PAGE. And for mne, sir, I wll govern it.
PRI NCE. Fare you well; go. Exeunt
BARDOLPH and PAGE
This Doll Tearsheet should be sone road.

PONS. | warrant you, as common as the way between
Sai nt Al bans and
London.
PRI NCE. How m ght we see Fal staff bestow hinself to-
night in his

true colours, and not ourselves be seen?
PONS. Put on two | eathern jerkins and aprons, and
wai t upon hi m at
his table as drawers.
PRINCE. Froma god to a bull? A heavy descensi on!
It was Jove's
case. Froma prince to a prentice? A low
transformati on! That
shall be mne; for in everything the purpose nust
wei gh with the
folly. Follow ne, Ned.
Exeunt
SCENE I'11.
War kworth. Before the castle

Ent er NORTHUMBERLAND, LADY NORTHUVBERLAND,
and LADY PERCY

NORTHUMBERLAND. | pray thee, loving wfe, and

gentl e daughter,
G ve even way unto ny rough affairs;
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Put not you on the visage of the tines
And be, like them to Percy troubl esone.
LADY NORTHUVBERLAND. | have given over, | wll
speak no nore.
Do what you will; your w sdom be your gui de.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Al as, sweet wife, ny honour is at
pawn;
And but ny going nothing can redeemit.
LADY PERCY. O vyet, for God's sake, go not to these
war s!
The tine was, father, that you broke your word,
When you were nore endear'd to it than now
When your own Percy, when ny heart's dear Harry,
Threw many a northward | ook to see his father
Bring up his powers; but he did long in vain.
Who then persuaded you to stay at hone?
There were two honours | ost, yours and your son's.
For yours, the God of heaven brighten it!
For his, it stuck upon himas the sun
In the grey vault of heaven; and by his |ight
Did all the chivalry of England nove
To do brave acts. He was indeed the gl ass
Wherein the noble youth did dress thensel ves.
He had no legs that practis'd not his gait;
And speaki ng thick, which nature nmade his bl em sh
Becane the accents of the valiant;
For those who could speak low and tardily
Wul d turn their own perfection to abuse
To seemlike him so that in speech, in gait,
In diet, in affections of delight,
In mlitary rules, hunmours of bl ood,
He was the mark and gl ass, copy and book,
That fashion'd others. And him O wondrous him
Omracle of nen!- himdid you | eave-
Second to none, unseconded by you-
To | ook upon the hideous god of war
I n di sadvantage, to abide a field
Where not hi ng but the sound of Hotspur's nane
Did seem defensible. So you left him
Never, O never, do his ghost the wong
To hol d your honour nore precise and nice
Wth others than with hinl Let them al one.
The Marshal and the Archbi shop are strong.
Had ny sweet Harry had but half their nunbers,
To-day m ght |, hanging on Hotspur's neck,
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Have tal k'd of Monnouth's grave.
NORTHUMBERLAND. Beshrew your heart,

Fai r daughter, you do draw ny spirits fromne

Wth new | anenting anci ent oversights.

But | nust go and neet with danger there,

O it will seek ne in another place,

And find nme worse provided.
LADY NORTHUMBERLAND. O fly to Scotl and

Till that the nobles and the arnmed conmons

Have of their puissance nade a little taste.
LADY PERCY. If they get ground and vantage of the

Ki ng,

Then join you with them like a rib of steel,

To make strength stronger; but, for all our |oves,

First let themtry thenselves. So did your son

He was so suff'red; so cane | a w dow,

And never shall have length of |ife enough

To rain upon renenbrance with m ne eyes,

That it may grow and sprout as high as heaven,

For recordation to my nobl e husband.
NCRTHUMBERLAND. Cone, conme, go in with nme. '"Tis

with ny mnd
As with the tide swell'd up unto his height,
That nmakes a still-stand, running neither way.

Fain would I go to neet the Archbi shop,
But many thousand reasons hol d nme back.
| will resolve for Scotland. There am |,
Till tinme and vantage crave ny
conpany. Exeunt
SCENE 1 V.
London. The Boar's Head Tavern in Eastcheap

Enter FRANCI S and anot her DRAVER

FRANCI S. What the devil hast thou brought there-
appl e-j ohns? Thou
knowest Sir John cannot endure an appl e-j ohn.
SECOND DRAVER. Mass, thou say'st true. The Prince
once set a dish
of appl e-johns before him and told himthere
were five nore Sir
Johns; and, putting off his hat, said 'l will now
take ny | eave
of these six dry, round, old, withered knights.'
It ang'red him
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to the heart; but he hath forgot that.
FRANCI S. Wiy, then, cover and set them down; and
see if thou canst
find out Sneak's noise; Mstress Tearsheet woul d
fain hear sone
nmusi c.

Enter third DRAVER

THI RD DRAVER. Di spatch! The room where they supp'd
Is too hot;
they'Il cone in straight.
FRANCI S. Sirrah, here will be the Prince and Master
Poi ns anon; and
they will put on two of our jerkins and aprons;
and Sir John nust
not know of it. Bardol ph hath brought word.
THI RD DRAVER. By the mass, here will be old uds; it

wll be an
excel l ent stratagem
SECOND DRAVER. |'1l see if |I can find out Sneak.

Exeunt second and
t hi rd DRAVEERS

Enter HOSTESS and DOLL TEARSHEET

HOSTESS. |' faith, sweetheart, nethinks now you are
I n an excel |l ent
good tenperality. Your pul sidge beats as
extraordinarily as heart
woul d desire; and your colour, | warrant you, is
as red as any
rose, in good truth, la! But,
drunk too much
canaries; and that's a marvel |l ous searchi ng w ne,
and it perfunes
the bl ood ere one can say 'Wiat's this?" How do
you now?
DOLL. Better than | was- hem
HOSTESS. Wiy, that's well said; a good heart's
worth gol d.
Lo, here comes Sir John.

faith, you have

Ent er FALSTAFF

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/hiv2.html (36 of 105)4/11/2005 8:26:46 AM



William Shakespaeare: Henry IV, Part I1.

FALSTAFF. [Singing] 'Wen Arthur first in court'-
Enpty the
jordan. [Exit FRANCIS]- [Singing] 'And was a
wort hy king' - How
now, M stress Dol l!
HOSTESS. Sick of a calm yea, good faith.
FALSTAFF. So is all her sect; and they be once in a
calm they are
si ck.
DOLL. A pox damm you, you nuddy rascal! Is that al
the confort you
gi ve ne?
FALSTAFF. You nmeke fat rascals, Mstress Dol l.
DOLL. | make them d uttony and di seases make them
| make t hem
not .
FALSTAFF. If the cook help to nmake the gl uttony,
you help to make
the di seases, Doll. W catch of you, Doll, we
catch of you; grant
that, ny poor virtue, grant that.
DOLL. Yea, joy, our chains and our jewels.
FALSTAFF. ' Your brooches, pearls, and ouches.' For
to serve bravely
Is to cone halting off; you know, to cone off the
breach with his
pi ke bent bravely, and to surgery bravely; to
venture upon the
charg' d chanbers bravel y-
DOLL. Hang yourself, you nuddy conger, hang
your sel f!
HOSTESS. By ny troth, this is the old fashion; you
two never neet
but you fall to sone discord. You are both, i’
good truth, as
rheumati c as two dry toasts; you cannot one bear
with another's
confirmties. What the good-year! one nust bear,
and that nust be
you. You are the weaker vessel, as as they say,
the enptier
vessel .
DOLL. Can a weak enpty vessel bear such a huge ful
hogs- head?
There's a whole nerchant's venture of Bourdeaux
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stuff in him vyou

have not seen a hulk better stuff'd in the hold.
Come, 1'Il1l be

friends with thee, Jack. Thou art going to the
war s; and whet her

| shall ever see thee again or no, there is
nobody cares.

Re-enter FRANCI S

FRANCIS. Sir, Ancient Pistol's below and would
speak with you.
DOLL. Hang him swaggering rascal! Let himnot cone
hither; it is
t he foul -nout h' dst rogue in Engl and.
HOSTESS. |If he swagger, |et himnot cone here. No,

by ny faith! |
must |ive anong ny nei ghbours; 1'll no
swaggerers. | amin good

nane and fame with the very best. Shut the door.
There conmes no

swaggerers here; | have not liv'd all this while
to have
swaggeri ng now. Shut the door, | pray you.

FALSTAFF. Dost thou hear, hostess?
HOSTESS. Pray ye, pacify yourself, Sir John; there
cComes no
swaggerers here.
FALSTAFF. Dost thou hear? It is mne ancient.
HOSTESS. Tilly-fally, Sir John, ne'er tell ne; and
your anci ent
swagg' rer cones not in ny doors. | was before
Master Tisick, the
debuty, t' other day; and, as he said to ne-
"twas no | onger ago
t han Wednesday | ast, i' good faith!- 'Neighbour
Qui ckly,"' says
he- Master Dunbe, our mnister, was by then-
' Nei ghbour Qui ckly,"

says he 'receive those that are civil, for' said
he 'you are in
an ill name." Now 'a said so, | can tel

wher eupon. ' For' says he
"you are an honest woman and wel | thought on,
t heref ore take heed
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what guests you receive. Receive' says he 'no
swaggeri ng
conpani ons.' There conmes none here. You would

bl ess you to hear

what he said. No, I'll no swagg'rers.
FALSTAFF. He's no swagg'rer, hostess; a tane
cheater, i' faith; you
may stroke himas gently as a puppy greyhound.
He' || not swagger

with a Barbary hen, if her feathers turn back in
any show of
resi stance. Call himup, drawer.
Exi t
FRANCI S
HOSTESS. Cheater, call you hin? I will bar no
honest man ny house,
nor no cheater; but | do not | ove swaggering, by
my troth. | am
t he worse when one says 'swagger.' Feel, nmsters,
how | shake;
| ook you, | warrant you.
DOLL. So you do, hostess.
HOSTESS. Do |? Yea, in very truth, do I, an 'twere
an aspen |eaf. |
cannot abi de swagg' rers.

Enter PI STOL, BARDOLPH, and PAGE

Pl STOL. God save you, Sir John!

FALSTAFF. Wel cone, Ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, I
charge you with

a cup of sack; do you discharge upon m ne hostess.

PISTOL. | will discharge upon her, Sir John, with
two bullets.

FALSTAFF. She is pistol-proof, sir; you shall not
hardly of fend

her .
HOSTESS. Cone, |'ll drink no proofs nor no bullets.
"1l drink no
nore than will do ne good, for no man's pl easure,

| .

PI STOL. Then to you, M stress Dorothy; | wll
charge you

DOLL. Charge ne! | scorn you, scurvy conpanion.
What! you poor,
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base, rascally, cheating, |ack-linen mate! Away,
you noul dy
rogue, away! | amneat for your nmaster.
PI STOL. | know you, M stress Dor ot hy.
DOLL. Away, you cut-purse rascal! you filthy bung,
away! By this
wine, I'll thrust ny knife in your noul dy chaps,
an you play the
saucy cuttle with nme. Away, you bottle-ale
rascal! you
basket-hilt stale juggler, you! Since when, |
pray you, sir?
God's light, with two points on your shoul der?
Much!
PISTOL. God let nme not live but I will rnurder your
ruff for this.
FALSTAFF. No nore, Pistol; | would not have you go
of f here.
Di scharge yoursel f of our conpany, Pistol.
HOSTESS. No, good Captain Pistol; not here, sweet
capt ai n.
DOLL. Captain! Thou abom nabl e damm'd cheater, art
t hou not ashaned
to be called captain? An captains were of ny
m nd, they would
truncheon you out, for taking their nanes upon
you before you
have earn'd them You a captain! you slave, for
what ? For tearing
a poor whore's ruff in a bawdy-house? He a
captai n! hang him
rogue! He lives upon nouldy stew d prunes and
dried cakes. A
captain! God's light, these villains wll make
the word as odi ous
as the word 'occupy'; which was an excel | ent good
word before it
was ill sorted. Therefore captains had need | ook
to't.
BARDOLPH. Pray thee go down, good ancient.
FALSTAFF. Hark thee hither, M stress Doll.

PISTOL. Not I! | tell thee what, Corporal Bardol ph,
| could tear
her; 1'll be reveng' d of her.

PAGE. Pray thee go down.
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PISTOL. I'lI|l see her damm'd first; to Pluto's

dam'd | ake, by this

hand, to th' infernal deep, with Erebus and

tortures vile al so.

Hol d hook and |ine, say I. Down, down, dogs!

down, faitors! Have
we not H ren here?

HOSTESS. Good Captain Peesel, be quiet; '"tis very

late, i' faith; |
beseek you now, aggravate your choler.
Pl STOL. These be good hunours, indeed! Shal
packhor ses,
And hol | ow panper' d j ades of Asi a,
Whi ch cannot go but thirty mle a day,
Conpare with Caesars, and with Canni bal s,

And Troiant Greeks? Nay, rather damn themw th

King Cerberus; and let the wel kin roar.
Shall we fall foul for toys?

HOSTESS. By ny troth, Captain, these are very

bitter words.
BARDOLPH. Be gone, good ancient; this wll
a brawl anon.

grow to

PISTOL. Die nen |ike dogs! Gve crowns |ike pins!

Have we not Hiren
her e?

HOSTESS. O ny word, Captain, there's none such

here. What the

good-year! do you think | would deny her? For

God' s sake, be
qui et .

PI STOL. Then feed and be fat, ny fair Calipolis.

Cone, give's sone sack.

"Si fortune ne tornente sperato ne contento.'
Fear we broadsides? No, let the fiend give fire.

[ Layi ng down

G ve ne sone sack; and, sweetheart, lie thou
t here.
hi s swor d]
Conme we to full points here, and are etceteras
not hi ngs?
FALSTAFF. Pistol, | would be quiet.

PI STOL. Sweet knight, | kiss thy neaf. What!

have seen the seven
stars.

DOLL. For God's sake thrust him down stairs;
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cannot endure such a
fustian rascal.
PI STOL. Thrust himdown stairs! Know we not
Gal | oway nags?
FALSTAFF. Quoit hi m down, Bardol ph, |ike a shove-

groat shilling.

Nay, an 'a do nothing but speak nothing, 'a shall
be not hi ng

her e.

BARDOLPH. Cone, get you down stairs.
PI STOL. What! shall we have incision? Shall we
| mbrue?
[ Snat chi ng up
hi s swor d]
Then death rock ne asl eep, abridge ny dol ef ul
days!
Why, then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds
Untw ne the Sisters Three! Cone, Atropos, | say!
HOSTESS. Here's goodly stuff toward!
FALSTAFF. G ve me ny rapier, boy.
DOLL. | pray thee, Jack, | pray thee, do not draw.
FALSTAFF. Get you down stairs.
[ Drawi ng and dri vi ng
Pl STOL out ]
HOSTESS. Here's a goodly tumult! 1'Il forswear
keepi ng house afore
"Il be in these tirrits and frights. So; mnurder,
| warrant now.
Al as, al as! put up your naked weapons, put up
your naked weapons.
Exeunt PI STOL
and BARDCLPH
DOLL. | pray thee, Jack, be quiet; the rascal's
gone. Ah, you
whoreson little valiant villain, youl
HOSTESS. Are you not hurt i' th' groin? Methought
‘a made a shrewd
thrust at your belly.

Re- ent er BARDOLPH
FALSTAFF. Have you turn'd himout a doors?
BARDOLPH. Yea, sir. The rascal's drunk. You have

hurt him sir, i
th' shoul der.
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FALSTAFF. A rascal! to brave ne!
DOLL. Ah, you sweet little rogue, you! Alas, poor
ape, how thou
sweat'st! Conme, let nme wipe thy face. Cone on,
you whor eson
chops. Ah, rogue! i' faith, | love thee. Thou art
as val orous as
Hector of Troy, worth five of Aganmenmnon, and ten
tinmes better
than the Nine Worthies. Ah, villain!
FALSTAFF. A rascally slave! | will toss the rogue
I n a bl anket.
DOLL. Do, an thou dar'st for thy heart. An thou
dost, |I'Il canvass
t hee between a pair of sheets.

Ent er nusi ci ans

PAGE. The nusic is cone, sir.
FALSTAFF. Let themplay. Play, sirs. Sit on ny
knee, Don. A rascal
braggi ng sl ave! The rogue fled fromne |ike quick-
silver.
DOLL. |I' faith, and thou follow dst himlike a
church. Thou
whoreson little tidy Barthol omew boar-pig, when
wilt thou | eave
fighting a days and foining a nights, and begin
to patch up thine
ol d body for heaven?

Enter, behind, PRI NCE HENRY and PO NS
di sgui sed as drawers

FALSTAFF. Peace, good Doll! Do not speak |like a
deat h' s- head; do
not bid nme renmenber m ne end.
DOLL. Sirrah, what hunour's the Prince of?
FALSTAFF. A good shall ow young fellow. 'A would
have made a good
pantler; 'a would ha' chipp'd bread well.
DOLL. They say Poins has a good wt.
FALSTAFF. He a good wit! hang him baboon! Hi's
wt's as thick as
Tewksbury nustard; there's no nore conceit in him
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than is in a
mal | et .
DOLL. Wiy does the Prince |ove himso, then?
FALSTAFF. Because their |l egs are both of a bigness,
and 'a plays at
quoits well, and eats conger and fennel, and
drinks off candl es'
ends for flap-dragons, and rides the wild mare
wi th the boys, and
j unps upon join'd-stools, and swears with a good
grace, and wears
his boots very snooth, |like unto the sign of the
Leg, and breeds
no bate with telling of discreet stories; and
such ot her ganbol
faculties 'a has, that show a weak m nd and an
abl e body, for the
which the Prince admts him For the Prince
himsel f is such
anot her; the weight of a hair will turn the
scal es between their
avoi rdupoi s.
PRI NCE. Wuld not this nave of a wheel have his
ears cut off?
PO NS. Let's beat himbefore his whore.
PRI NCE. Look whe'er the wither'd elder hath not his
poll claw d
li ke a parrot.
PONS. Is it not strange that desire should so many
years outlive
per f or mance?
FALSTAFF. Kiss ne, Doll.
PRI NCE. Saturn and Venus this year in conjunction!
What says th'
al mnac to that?
PO NS. And | ook whether the fiery Trigon, his man,
be not |isping
to his master's old tables, his note-book, his
counsel - keeper.
FALSTAFF. Thou dost give ne flattering busses.
DOLL. By my troth, | kiss thee with a nbst constant

heart .
FALSTAFF. | amold, | am ol d.
DOLL. | love thee better than | |love e'er a scurvy

young boy of
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them all.
FALSTAFF. What stuff wilt have a kirtle of? | shall
recei ve noney a
Thursday. Shalt have a cap to-norrow. A nerry
song, cone. 'A

grows |late; we'll to bed. Thou't forget nme when
am gone.
DOLL. By ny troth, thou't set ne a-weeping, an thou
say' st so.
Prove that ever | dress nyself handsone till thy

return. Well,
hearken a' th' end.
FALSTAFF. Sone sack, Francis.
PRINCE & PO NS. Anon, anon, sir.
[ Advanci ng]
FALSTAFF. Ha! a bastard son of the King s? And art
t hou not Poi ns
hi s brot her?
PRI NCE. Why, thou gl obe of sinful continents, what
a life dost thou
| ead!
FALSTAFF. A better than thou. | ama gentl eman:
thou art a drawer.
PRINCE. Very true, sir, and | cone to draw you out
by the ears.
HOSTESS. O the Lord preserve thy Gace! By ny
troth, welcone to
London. Now the Lord bless that sweet face of
thine. O Jesu, are
you conme from Wal es?
FALSTAFF. Thou whoreson mad conpound of nmjesty, by
this |ight
fl esh and corrupt blood, thou art wel cone.
[ Leani ng his band
upon DCLL]
DOLL. How, you fat fool! | scorn you.
PONS. My lord, he will drive you out of your
revenge and turn all
to a nerrinent, if you take not the heat.
PRI NCE. YQU whoreson candl e-m ne, you, how vilely
di d you speak of
nme even now before this honest, virtuous, civil
gent | ewonan!
HOSTESS. God's bl essing of your good heart! and so
she is, by ny
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troth.
FALSTAFF. Didst thou hear ne?
PRI NCE. Yea; and you knew nme, as you did when you
ran away by
Gadshill. You knew | was at your back, and spoke
It on purpose to
try ny patience.
FALSTAFF. No, no, no; not so; | did not think thou
wast W thin
heari ng.
PRINCE. | shall drive you then to confess the
wi | ful abuse, and
then I know how to handl e you.
FALSTAFF. No abuse, Hal, o' m ne honour; no abuse.
PRINCE. Not- to dispraise ne, and call ne pander,
and
br ead- chi pper, and | know not what!
FALSTAFF. No abuse, Hal .
PO NS. No abuse!
FALSTAFF. No abuse, Ned, i' th' world; honest Ned,
none. |
di sprais'd himbefore the wi cked- that the w cked
m ght not fall
in love with thee; in which doing, | have done
the part of a
careful friend and a true subject; and thy father
IS to give ne
thanks for it. No abuse, Hal; none, Ned, none;
no, faith, boys,
none.
PRI NCE. See now, whether pure fear and entire
cowar di ce doth not
make thee wong this virtuous gentlewonman to
close with us? Is
she of the wi cked? Is thine hostess here of the
wi cked? O is thy
boy of the w cked? O honest Bardol ph, whose zeal
burns in his
nose, of the w cked?
PO NS. Answer, thou dead elm answer.
FALSTAFF. The fiend hath prick'd down Bardol ph
i rrecoverabl e; and
his face is Lucifer's privy-kitchen, where he
dot h not hi ng but
roast malt-worns. For the boy- there is a good
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angel about him
but the devil outbids himtoo.
PRI NCE. For the wonen?
FALSTAFF. For one of them she's in hell already,
and burns poor
souls. For th' other- | owe her noney; and
whet her she be damm'd
for that, | know not.
HOSTESS. No, | warrant you.
FALSTAFF. No, | think thou art not; | think thou
art quit for that.
Marry, there is another indictnent upon thee for
suffering flesh
to be eaten in thy house, contrary to the | aw,
for the which I
think thou wilt how .
HOSTESS. All vict'lers do so. Wiat's a joint of
mutton or two in a
whol e Lent ?
PRI NCE. You, gentl ewoman-
DOLL. What says your G ace?
FALSTAFF. H s Grace says that which his flesh
rebel s agai nst.

[ Knocki ng

wi t hi n]
HOSTESS. Who knocks so | oud at door? Look to th'
door there,
Franci s.

Enter PETO

PRI NCE. Peto, how now What news?

PETO. The King your father is at Wstm nster;
And there are twenty weak and weari ed posts
Cone fromthe north; and as | cane al ong
| met and overtook a dozen capt ai ns,
Bar e- headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns,
And asking every one for Sir John Fal staff.

PRI NCE. By heaven, Poins, | feel nme nuch to bl ane
So idly to profane the precious tine,
When tenpest of commotion, |ike the south,

Borne with bl ack vapour, doth begin to nelt
And drop upon our bare unarned heads.
Gve ne ny sword and cl oak. Fal staff, good ni ght.
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Exeunt PRI NCE, PO NS, PETQ
and BARDCLPH

FALSTAFF. Now cones in the sweetest norsel of the
ni ght, and we
must hence, and |leave it unpick'd. [Knocking
within] Mre
knocki ng at the door!

Re- ent er BARDOLPH

How now What's the matter?
BARDOLPH. You nust away to court, sir, presently;
A dozen captains stay at door for you.
FALSTAFF. [To the PAGE]. Pay the nusicians,
sirrah. - Farewell,
hostess; farewell, Doll. You see, ny good
wenches, how nen of
nmerit are sought after; the undeserver nay sl eep,
when the man of

action is call'd on. Farewell, good wenches. I|f |
be not sent
away post, | will see you again ere | go.
DOLL. | cannot speak. |If ny heart be not ready to
bur st !
Vel |, sweet Jack, have a care of thyself.

FALSTAFF. Farewell, farewell.
Exeunt FALSTAFF
and BARDCLPH
HOSTESS. Wl |, fare thee well. | have known thee
t hese twenty-nine
years, cone peascod-tine; but an honester and
truer-hearted man
-well fare thee well.
BARDOLPH. [ Wthin] M stress Tearsheet!
HOSTESS. What's the matter?
BARDOLPH. [ Wthin] Bid Mstress Tearsheet cone
to ny master.
HOSTESS. O, run Doll, run, run, good Cone. [To
BARDOLPH]  She
conmes bl ubber'd.- Yea, will you cone,
Dol | ? Exeunt
ACT Il1l1. SCENE I.
West m nster. The pal ace
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Enter the KINGin his nightgown, with a
page

KING Go call the Earls of Surrey and of Warw ck;
But, ere they conme, bid themo' er-read these

letters
And wel | consider of them Make good
speed. Exit page

How many t housands of ny poorest subjects
Are at this hour asleep! O sleep, Ogentle sleep,
Nature's soft nurse, how have | frightened thee,
That thou no nore will weigh ny eyelids down,
And steep ny senses in forgetful ness?
Wiy rather, sleep, liest thou in snoky cribs,
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee,
And hush'd with buzzing night-flies to thy

sl unber,
Than in the perfum d chanbers of the great,
Under the canopies of costly state,
And lull'd with sound of sweetest nel ody?
O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile
In | oat hsone beds, and |l eav'st the kingly couch
A wat ch-case or a common 'l arumbell?
WIlt thou upon the high and gi ddy nast
Seal up the ship-boy's eyes, and rock his brains
In cradle of the rude inperious surge,
And in the visitation of the w nds,
Who take the ruffian billows by the top,
Curling their nonstrous heads, and hangi ng t hem
Wth deafing clanmour in the slippery clouds,
That with the hurly death itself awakes?
Canst thou, O partial sleep, give thy repose
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude;
And in the cal nest and nost stillest night,
Wth all appliances and neans to boot,
Deny it to a king? Then, happy low, |ie down!
Uneasy |ies the head that wears a crown.

Enter WARW CK and Surrey

WARW CK. Many good norrows to your Mjesty!

KING Is it good norrow, |ords?

WARW CK. 'Tis one o'clock, and past.

KING Wy then, good norrowto you all, ny |ords.
Have you read o'er the letters that | sent you?
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WARW CK. We have, ny |iege.
KING Then you perceive the body of our kingdom
How foul it is; what rank di seases grow,
And wi th what danger, near the heart of it.
WARWCK. It is but as a body yet distenpered,
VWhich to his fornmer strength may be restored
Wth good advice and little nedicine.
My Lord Northunberland will soon be cool'd.
KING O God! that one m ght read the book of fate,
And see the revolution of the tines
Make nountains |level, and the continent,
Weary of solid firmess, nelt itself
Into the sea; and other tines to see
The beachy girdle of the ocean
Too wi de for Neptune's hips; how chances nock,
And changes fill the cup of alteration
Wth divers liquors! O if this were seen,
The happi est youth, view ng his progress through,
What perils past, what crosses to ensue,
Wul d shut the book and sit himdown and die.
"Tis not ten years gone
Since Richard and Northunberl and, great friends,
Did feast together, and in two years after
Were they at wars. It is but eight years since
This Percy was the man nearest ny soul;
Who |ike a brother toil'd in nmy affairs
And laid his love and life under ny foot;
Yea, for ny sake, even to the eyes of Richard
Gave hi m defiance. But which of you was by-
[ To WVARW CK] You, cousin Nevil, as | may
remenber -
Wien Richard, with his eye brimfull of tears,
Then check' d and rated by Northunberl and,
Di d speak these words, now prov'd a prophecy?
"Nort hunber | and, thou | adder by the which
My cousin Bol i ngbroke ascends ny throne'-
Though then, God knows, | had no such intent
But that necessity so bow d the state
That | and greatness were conpell'd to kiss-
"The tinme shall come'- thus did he followit-
"The time will conme that foul sin, gathering head,
Shal | break into corruption' so went on,
Foretelling this sane tine's condition
And the division of our amty.
WARW CK. There is a history in all nmen's |ives,
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Figuring the natures of the tines deceas'd,
The which observ'd, a man may prophesy,
Wth a near aim of the nmain chance of things
As yet not cone to life, who in their seeds
And weak beginning lie intreasured.
Such things becone the hatch and brood of tineg;
And, by the necessary formof this,
King Richard m ght create a perfect guess
That great Northunberland, then false to him
Wul d of that seed grow to a greater fal seness;
Wi ch should not find a ground to root upon
Unl ess on you.

KING Are these things then necessities?
Then | et us neet themlike necessities;
And that same word even now cries out on us.
They say the Bishop and Nort hunberl and
Are fifty thousand strong.

WARW CK. It cannot be, ny |ord.
Runmour doth double, like the voice and echo,
The nunbers of the feared. Please it your G ace
To go to bed. Upon ny soul, ny |ord,
The powers that you already have sent forth
Shall bring this prize in very easily.
To confort you the nore, | have receiv'd
A certain instance that d endower is dead.
Your Majesty hath been this fortnight ill;
And these unseasoned hours perforce nust ad
Unt o your sickness.

KING | will take your counsel.
And, were these inward wars once out of hand,
W woul d, dear lords, unto the Holy

Land. Exeunt
SCENE II.
A oucestershire. Before Justice, SHALLOWN S house

Enter SHALLOW and SI LENCE, neeting; MOULDY,

SHADOW
WART, FEEBLE, BULLCALF, and servants behi nd

SHALLOW Cone on, come on, cone on; give nme your
hand, sir; give ne
your hand, sir. An early stirrer, by the rood!
And how dot h ny
good cousin Silence?
SI LENCE. Good norrow, good cousin Shal | ow.
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SHALLOW And how doth ny cousin, your bed-fellow?

and your fairest
daughter and m ne, ny god-daughter Ellen?
SI LENCE. Al as, a black ousel, cousin Shall ow

SHALLOW By yea and no, sir. | dare say ny cousin

Wlliamis becone

a good scholar; he is at Ox<ford still, is he not?

SI LENCE. |ndeed, sir, to nmy cost.
SHALLOW 'A nust, then, to the Inns o' Court
shortly. | was once of

Cement's Inn; where | think they will talk of

mad Shal | ow yet.

SILENCE. You were call'd "lusty Shallow then

cousi n.
SHALLOW By the mass, | was call'd anyt hing;
woul d have done

anyt hi ng i ndeed too, and roundly too. There was

I, and little

John Doit of Staffordshire, and bl ack George

Bar nes, and Franci s

Pi ckbone, and WII| Squele a Cotsole man- you had

not four such

sw nge- bucklers in all the Inns of Court again.

And | may say to

you we knew where the bona-robas were, and had

t he best of them
all at commandnent. Then was Jack Fal staff,
Sir John, boy,

and page to Thonmas Mowbray, Duke of Norfol k.
SI LENCE. This Sir John, cousin, that cones hither

anon about
sol di ers?
SHALLOW The sanme Sir John, the very sane.
hi m br eak

Scoggin's head at the court gate, when 'a was a

crack not thus

hi gh; and the very sane day did | fight with one

Sanpson
Stockfish, a fruiterer, behind Gay's Inn.
Jesu, the nad

days that | have spent! and to see how many of ny

ol d
acquai ntance are dead!
SILENCE. W shall all follow cousin.
SHALLOW Certain, 'tis certain; very sure,
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sure. Death, as the
Psal m st saith, is certainto all; all shall die.
How a good yoke
of bullocks at Stanford fair?
SILENCE. By ny troth, | was not there.
SHALLOW Death is certain. |Is old Double of your
town living yet?
SI LENCE. Dead, sir.
SHALLOW Jesu, Jesu, dead! drew a good bow, and
dead! 'A shot a
fine shoot. John a Gaunt |oved himwell, and
betted nmuch noney on
his head. Dead! 'A would have clapp'd i’ th'
clout at twelve
score, and carried you a forehand shaft a
fourteen and fourteen
and a half, that it would have done a man's heart
good to see.
How a score of ewes now?
SI LENCE. Thereafter as they be- a score of good
ewes may be worth
ten pounds.
SHALLOW And is old Doubl e dead?

Enter BARDOLPH, and one with him

SILENCE. Here cone two of Sir John Fal staffs nen,
as | think.
SHALLOW Good norrow, honest gentl enen.
BARDOLPH. | beseech you, which is Justice Shall ow?
SHALLOW | am Robert Shallow, sir, a poor esquire
of this county,
and one of the King's justices of the peace. Wat
I s your good
pl easure with nme?
BARDOLPH. My captain, sir, commends himto you; ny
captain, Sir
John Falstaff- a tall gentleman, by heaven, and a
nost gal | ant
| eader .
SHALLOW He greets nme well, sir; | knew hima good
back- sword man.
How doth the good knight? May | ask how ny | ady
his wfe doth?
BARDOLPH. Sir, pardon; a soldier is better
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accommodated than with a

w fe.

SHALLOW It is well said, in faith, sir; and it is

wel | said indeed

too. 'Better acconmopdated!' It is good; yea,
I ndeed, is it. Good

phrases are surely, and ever were, very
conmendabl e.

" Accommopdated!' It cones of accommopdo. Very good;
a good phrase.
BARDOLPH. Pardon, sir; | have heard the word.

‘Phrase' call you it?

By this day, | know not the phrase; but | wll
mai ntain the word

with ny sword to be a soldier-like word, and a
word of exceedi ng

good command, by heaven. Accommobdated: that is,
when a man is, as

t hey say, accommopdat ed; or, when a nman i s being-
whereby 'a may be

t hought to be accommodat ed; which is an excell ent
t hi ng.

Ent er FALSTAFF

SHALLOW It is very just. Look, here cones good Sir
John. G ve ne
your good hand, give ne your worship's good hand.
By ny troth,
you |ike well and bear your years very well.
Wel cone, good Sir
John.
FALSTAFF. | amglad to see you well, good Master
Robert Shal | ow.
Master Surecard, as | think?
SHALLOW No, Sir John; it is ny cousin Silence, in
comm ssion with
ne.
FALSTAFF. Good Master Silence, it well befits you
shoul d be of the
peace.
SI LENCE. Your good worship is wel cone.
FALSTAFF. Fie! this is hot weather. Gentlenen, have
you provi ded ne
here half a dozen sufficient nen?
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SHALLOW Marry, have we, sir. WIIl you sit?
FALSTAFF. Let ne see them | beseech you.
SHALLOW Where's the roll? Wiere's the roll?
Where's the roll ? Let
nme see, let ne see, let ne see. So, so, so, so,-
SO, SO- yea,
marry, sir. Rafe Moul dy! Let them appear as |
call; let themdo
so, let themdo so. Let ne see; where is Muldy?
MOULDY. Here, an't pl ease you.
SHALLOW What think you, Sir John? A good-linb'd
fell ow, young,
strong, and of good friends.
FALSTAFF. |Is thy name Moul dy?
MOULDY. Yea, an't please you
FALSTAFF. 'Tis the nore tinme thou wert us'd.
SHALLOW Ha, ha, ha! nost excellent, i' faith!
Things that are
nmoul dy | ack use. Very singular good! In faith,
wel | said, Sir
John; very well said.
FALSTAFF. Prick him
MOULDY. | was prick'd well enough before, an you
could have let ne
alone. My old dane wll be undone now for one to
do her husbandry
and her drudgery. You need not to have prick'd
me; there are
other nmen fitter to go out than |
FALSTAFF. Go to; peace, Muldy; you shall go.
Moul dy, it is tine
you were spent.
MOULDY. Spent!
SHALLOW Peace, fellow, peace; stand aside; know
you where you are?
For th' other, Sir John- let nme see. Sinon Shadow
FALSTAFF. Yea, marry, let nme have himto sit under.
He's |like to be
a cold sol dier.
SHALLOW Where's Shadow?
SHADOW Here, sir.
FALSTAFF. Shadow, whose son art thou?
SHADOWN My nother's son, sir.
FALSTAFF. Thy nother's son! Like enough; and thy
father's shadow.
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So the son of the female is the shadow of the

male. It is often

so i ndeed; but nuch of the father's substance!
SHALLOW Do you like him Sir John?
FALSTAFF. Shadow will serve for sunmmer. Prick him

for we have a

nunber of shadows fill up the nuster-book.

SHALLOW Thonmas Wart!
FALSTAFF. Where's he?

WART. Here, sir.

FALSTAFF. Is thy name Wart?
WART. Yea, sSir.

FALSTAFF. Thou art a very ragged wart.
SHALLOW Shall | prick him Sir John?

FALSTAFF. It were superfl uous;
built upon his

for his apparel is

back, and the whole franme stands upon pins. Prick

hi m no nor e.

SHALLOW Ha, ha, ha! You can do it, sir; you can do

it. I comrend
you wel |l . Francis Feebl e!
FEEBLE. Here, sir.
FALSTAFF. What trade art thou, Feeble?
FEEBLE. A woman's tailor, sir.
SHALLOW Shall | prick him sir?

FALSTAFF. You may; but if he had been a man's

tailor, he'd ha

prick'd you. WIt thou make as many holes in an

eneny's battle as

t hou hast done in a wonan's petticoat?

FEEBLE. | will do ny good will
no nore.

sir; you can have

FALSTAFF. Wl | said, good wonan's tailor! well

sai d, courageous

Feeble! Thou wlt be as valiant as the w at hf ul

dove or nost

magnani nous nouse. Prick the woman's tail or-

wel |, Master

Shal | ow, deep, Master Shall ow.

FEEBLE. | would Wart m ght have gone, sir.
FALSTAFF. | would thou wert a man's tailor, that

t hou m ghtst nend
hi m and make himfit to go.
private

cannot put himto a

soldier, that is the | eader of so nmany thousands.
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Let that
suffice, nost forcible Feeble.
FEEBLE. It shall suffice, sir.
FALSTAFF. | am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Wo
I S next?
SHALLOW Peter Bullcalf o' th' green!
FALSTAFF. Yea, marry, let's see Bullcalf.
BULLCALF. Here, sir.
FALSTAFF. Fore God, a likely fellow Cone, prick ne
Bullcal f til
he roar again.
BULLCALF. O Lord! good ny lord captain-
FALSTAFF. What, dost thou roar before thou art
prick' d?
BULLCALF. O Lord, sir! | am a di seased nan.
FALSTAFF. What di sease hast thou?
BULLCALF. A whoreson cold, sir, a cough, sir, which

| caught with
ringing in the King's affairs upon his coronation
day, sir.
FALSTAFF. Cone, thou shalt go to the wars in a
gown. W will have

away thy cold; and I wll take such order that
thy friends shal
ring for thee. |Is here all?
SHALLOW Here is two nore call'd than your nunber.
You nust have
but four here, sir; and so, | pray you, go in
with nme to dinner.
FALSTAFF. Cone, | will go drink with you, but I
cannot tarry
dinner. | amglad to see you, by ny troth, Master
Shal | ow.
SHALLOW O, Sir John, do you renenber since we |ay
all night in the

windm |l in Saint CGeorge's Field?
FALSTAFF. No nore of that, Master Shallow, no nore
of that.

SHALLOW Ha, 'twas a nerry night. And is Jane
Ni ghtwork alive?
FALSTAFF. She lives, Mster Shall ow.
SHALLOW She never could away with ne.
FALSTAFF. Never, never; she would al ways say she
coul d not abide
Mast er Shal | ow.
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SHALLOW By the mass, | could anger her to th'
heart. She was then
a bona-roba. Doth she hold her own well?
FALSTAFF. A d, old, Master Shall ow.
SHALLOW Nay, she nmust be ol d; she cannot choose
but be ol d;
certain she's old; and had Robin N ghtwork, by
ol d N ghtwork,
before | cane to Cenment's |nn.
SILENCE. That's fifty-five year ago.
SHALLOW Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen
that that this
kni ght and | have seen! Ha, Sir John, said | well?
FALSTAFF. W have heard the chines at m dni ght,
Mast er Shal | ow.
SHALLOW That we have, that we have, that we have;
in faith, Sir
John, we have. Qur watchword was 'Hem boys!'
Conme, let's to
di nner; cone, let's to dinner. Jesus, the days
t hat we have seen!
Cone, cone.
Exeunt FALSTAFF and
t he JUSTI CES
BULLCALF. Good Master Corporate Bardol ph, stand ny
friend; and

here's four Harry ten shillings in French crowns
for you. In very

truth, sir, I had as lief be hang'd, sir, as go.
And yet, for

m ne own part, sir, | do not care; but rather
because | am

unwi I Il ing and, for mne own part, have a desire
to stay wth ny

friends; else, sir, | did not care for mne own

part so nuch.
BARDOLPH. Go to; stand asi de.
MOULDY. And, good Master Corporal Captain, for ny
ol d dane's sake,
stand ny friend. She has nobody to do anything
about her when
am gone; and she is old, and cannot help herself.
You shal |l have
forty, sir.
BARDOLPH. Go to; stand asi de.
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FEEBLE. By ny troth, | care not; a man can die but
once; we owe God
a death. I'll ne'er bear a base mnd. An't be ny
destiny, so;
an't be not, so. No man's too good to serve 's
Prince; and, |et

it go which way it will, he that dies this year
Is quit for the
next .
BARDOLPH. Wel| said; th'art a good fellow.
FEEBLE. Faith, |I'll bear no base m nd.

Re- ent er FALSTAFF and t he JUSTI CES

FALSTAFF. Cone, sir, which nen shall | have?
SHALLOW Four of which you pl ease.
BARDOLPH. Sir, a word with you. | have three pound
to free Moul dy
and Bul |l cal f.
FALSTAFF. Go to; well.
SHALLOW Cone, Sir John, which four will you have?
FALSTAFF. Do you choose for ne.
SHALLOW Marry, then- Mouldy, Bullcalf, Feeble, and
Shadow.
FALSTAFF. Moul dy and Bullcalf: for you, Moul dy,
stay at home till
you are past service; and for your part,
Bul |l cal f, grow you cone
unto it. I wll none of you.
SHALLOW Sir John, Sir John, do not yourself wong.
They are your
i keliest nmen, and | would have you serv'd with
t he best.
FALSTAFF. WIIl you tell ne, Master Shallow, how to
choose a man?
Care | for the linb, the thews, the stature,
bul k, and big
assenbl ance of a man! G ve ne the spirit, Master
Shal | ow. Here's
Wart; you see what a ragged appearance it is. '"A
shal | charge you
and di scharge you with the notion of a pewterer's
hanmmer, cone
off and on swifter than he that gibbets on the
brewer's bucket.
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And this sane half-fac'd fell ow, Shadow give ne
this man. He
presents no mark to the eneny; the foeman may
with as great aim
| evel at the edge of a penknife. And, for a
retreat- how swftly
will this Feeble, the woman's tailor, run off! QO
give ne the
spare nmen, and spare ne the great ones. Put ne a
caliver into
Wart's hand, Bardol ph.
BARDOLPH. Hol d, Wart. Traverse- thus, thus, thus.
FALSTAFF. Cone, nmanage ne your caliver. So- very

well. Go to; very

good; exceeding good. O give ne always a little,
| ean, ol d,

chopt, bald shot. Well said, i' faith, \Wart;

th'art a good scab.
Hol d, there's a tester for thee.
SHALLOW He is not his craft's nmaster, he doth not

do it right. |
remenber at MIle-end G een, when | |ay at
Clenment's Inn- | was

then Sir Dagonet in Arthur's show there was a
little quiver

fellow, and 'a woul d manage you hi s piece thus;
and 'a would

about and about, and cone you in and cone you in.
' Rah, tabh,

tah!" would 'a say; 'Bounce!' would 'a say; and
away agai n woul d

‘a go, and again would 'a cone. | shall ne'er see
such a fellow

FALSTAFF. These fellows will do well. Master

Shal | ow, God keep you!

Master Silence, | will not use many words with
you: Fare you
well! Gentlenen both, | thank you. | nust a dozen

mle to-night.
Bar dol ph, give the soldiers coats.
SHALLOW Sir John, the Lord bl ess you; God prosper
your affairs;
God send us peace! At your return, visit our
house; let our old
acquai ntance be renewed. Peradventure | wll with

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/hiv2.html (60 of 105)4/11/2005 8:26:46 AM



William Shakespaeare: Henry IV, Part I1.

ye to the
court.
FALSTAFF. Fore God, would you woul d.
SHALLOW Go to; | have spoke at a word. God keep
you.
FALSTAFF. Fare you well, gentle gentlenen. [Exeunt
JUSTICES] On,
Bar dol ph; | ead the nmen away. [Exeunt all but
FALSTAFF] As |
return, | will fetch off these justices. | do see
t he bottom of
justice Shallow. Lord, Lord, how subject we old
men are to this
vice of lying! This same starv'd justice hath
done not hi ng but
prate to me of the wildness of his youth and the
feats he hath
done about Turnbull Street; and every third word
alie, duer paid

to the hearer than the Turk's tribute. | do
renmenber hi m at
Clement's Inn, like a man nade after supper of a

cheese- pari ng.

Wen 'a was naked, he was for all the world |ike
a fork'd radi sh,

with a head fantastically carved upon it with a
knife. 'A was so

forlorn that his dinensions to any thick sight
were invisible. "A

was the very genius of fam ne; yet |echerous as a
nonkey, and the

whores call'd himnmandrake. 'A cane ever in the
rearward of the

fashi on, and sung those tunes to the overscutch'd
huswi f es t hat

he heard the carnen whistle, and sware they were
his fancies or

hi s good-nights. And now is this Vice's dagger
becone a squire,

and talks as famliarly of John a Gaunt as if he
had been sworn

brother to him and I'Il be sworn 'a ne'er saw
hi m but once in

the Tiltyard; and then he burst his head for
crowdi ng anong the
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marshal's nen. | sawit, and told John a Gaunt he
beat his own

name; for you m ght have thrust himand all his
apparel into an

eel -skin; the case of a treble hautboy was a
mansion for him a

court- and now has he | and and beeves. Well, 1"l
be acquai nt ed

with himif | return; and 't shall go hard but
"1l make hima

phi |l osopher's two stones to ne. |If the young dace
be a bait for

the old pike, | see no reason in the | aw of
nature but | may snap

at him Let tinme shape, and there an
end. Exi t

ACT I'V. SCENE I.
Yorkshire. Wthin the Forest of Gaultree

Enter the ARCHBI SHOP OF YORK, MOVBRAY,
HASTI NGS, and ot hers

ARCHBI SHOP. What is this forest call'd
HASTINGS. 'Tis Gaultree Forest, an't shall please
your G ace.
ARCHBI SHOP. Here stand, ny lords, and send
di scoverers forth
To know t he nunbers of our enem es.
HASTI NGS. We have sent forth already.
ARCHBI SHOP. 'Tis well done.
My friends and brethren in these great affairs,
| must acquaint you that | have receiv'd
New- dated | etters from Northunberl and,
Their cold intent, tenour, and substance, thus:
Here doth he wi sh his person, with such powers
As m ght hold sortance with his quality,
The which he could not |evy; whereupon
He is retir'd, to ripe his growi ng fortunes,
To Scotl and; and concludes in hearty prayers
That your attenpts may overlive the hazard
And fearful neeting of their opposite.
MOWBRAY. Thus do the hopes we have in himtouch
gr ound
And dash thensel ves to pieces.
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Ent er A MESSENGER

HASTI NGS. Now, what news?

MESSENGER. West of this forest, scarcely off a mle,
In goodly formconmes on the eneny;
And, by the ground they hide, | judge their nunber
Upon or near the rate of thirty thousand.

MOABRAY. The just proportion that we gave them out.
Let us sway on and face themin the field.

Ent er VWESTMORELAND

ARCHBI SHOP. \What wel | - appoi nted | eader fronts us
her e?
MOWBRAY. | think it is my Lord of Westnorel and.
VESTMORELAND. Heal th and fair greeting from our
gener al ,
The Prince, Lord John and Duke of Lancaster.
ARCHBI SHOP. Say on, ny Lord of Westnoreland, in
peace,
What dot h concern your com ng.
VWESTMORELAND. Then, ny | ord,
Unto your Grace do | in chief address
The substance of ny speech. |If that rebellion
Canme like itself, in base and abject routs,
Led on by bl oody youth, guarded with rags,
And countenanc' d by boys and beggary-
| say, if damm'd comoti on so appear'd
In his true, native, and nost proper shape,
You, reverend father, and these noble |ords,
Had not been here to dress the ugly form
O base and bl oody insurrection
Wth your fair honours. You, Lord Archbishop,
Whose see is by a civil peace nmaintain'd,
Whose beard the silver hand of peace hath touch'd,
Whose | earning and good |l etters peace hath
tutor'd,
Whose white investnents figure innocence,
The dove, and very bl essed spirit of peace-
Wherefore you do so ill translate yourself
Qut of the speech of peace, that bears such grace,
Into the harsh and boi st'rous tongue of war;
Turni ng your books to graves, your ink to blood,
Your pens to | ances, and your tongue divine
To a | oud trunpet and a point of war?
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ARCHBI SHOP. Wherefore do | this? So the question
st ands.
Briefly to this end: we are all diseas'd
And with our surfeiting and wanton hours
Have brought ourselves into a burning fever,
And we nust bleed for it; of which disease
Qur late King, Richard, being infected, died.
But, ny nost noble Lord of Westnorel and,
| take not on ne here as a physician;
Nor do | as an eneny to peace
Troop in the throngs of mlitary nen;
But rather show awhile |ike fearful war
To diet rank m nds sick of happiness,
And purge th' obstructions which begin to stop
Qur very veins of life. Hear nme nore plainly.
| have in equal balance justly weigh'd
What wrongs our arns nmay do, what w ongs we
suffer,
And find our griefs heavier than our offences.
W see which way the stream of tinme doth run
And are enforc'd fromour nost quiet there
By the rough torrent of occasion;
And have the summary of all our griefs,
When tine shall serve, to showin articles;
Which long ere this we offer'd to the King,
And m ght by no suit gain our audience:
When we are wong' d, and woul d unfold our griefs,
We are deni ed access unto his person,
Even by those nen that nost have done us w ong.
The dangers of the days but newly gone,
Whose nenory is witten on the earth
Wth yet appearing bl ood, and the exanples
O every mnute's instance, present now,
Hath put us in these ill-beseem ng arns;
Not to break peace, or any branch of it,
But to establish here a peace indeed,
Concurring both in nanme and quality.
VESTMORELAND. Wen ever yet was your appeal deni ed;
Wher ei n have you been galled by the King;
What peer hath been suborn'd to grate on you
That you shoul d seal this |aw ess bl oody book
O forg'd rebellion with a seal divine,
And consecrate commotion's bitter edge?
ARCHBI SHOP. My brother general, the commonwealth,
To brother horn an househol d cruelty,
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| make ny quarrel in particular.
VWESTMORELAND. There is no need of any such redress;
O if there were, it not belongs to you.
MOABRAY. Way not to himin part, and to us al
That feel the bruises of the days before,
And suffer the condition of these tines
To lay a heavy and unequal hand
Upon our honours?
VESTMORELAND. O ny good Lord Mowbr ay,
Construe the tinmes to their necessities,
And you shall say, indeed, it is the tine,
And not the King, that doth you injuries.
Yet, for your part, it not appears to ne,
Either fromthe King or in the present tine,
That you shoul d have an inch of any ground
To build a grief on. Wre you not restor'd
To all the Duke of Norfolk's signiories,
Your noble and right well-renmenb'red father's?
MOABRAY. VWhat thing, in honour, had ny father | ost
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in nme?
The King that lov'd him as the state stood then,
Was force perforce conpell'd to banish him
And then that Henry Bol i ngbroke and he,
Bei ng nmounted and both roused in their seats,
Thei r nei ghing coursers daring of the spur,
Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down,
Their eyes of fire sparkling through sights of
st eel
And the | oud trunpet bl ow ng them together-
Then, then, when there was nothing could have
stay'd
My father fromthe breast of Bolingbroke,
O when the King did throw his warder down-
His own |life hung upon the staff he threw
Then threw he down hinself, and all their |ives
That by indictnment and by dint of sword
Have since m scarried under Bolingbroke.
VESTMORELAND. You speak, Lord Mowbray, now you know
not what.
The Earl of Hereford was reputed then
In Engl and the nost valiant gentl eman.
Who knows on whom fortune would then have sm|'d?
But if your father had been victor there,
He ne'er had borne it out of Coventry;
For all the country, in a general voice,
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Cried hate upon him and all their prayers and
| ove
Were set on Hereford, whomthey doted on,
And bl ess'd and grac'd indeed nore than the King.
But this is nere digression fromny purpose.
Here come | fromour princely genera
To know your griefs; to tell you fromhis G ace
That he will give you audi ence; and wherein
It shall appear that your demands are just,
You shall enjoy them everything set off
That m ght so nuch as think you enem es.
MOABRAY. But he hath forc'd us to conpel this offer
And it proceeds frompolicy, not |ove.
VESTMORELAND. NMbwbray. you overween to take it so.
This offer cones fromnercy, not fromfear;
For, lo! wiwthin a ken our arny |ies-
Upon m ne honour, all too confident
To give admttance to a thought of fear.
Qur battle is nore full of nanmes than yours,
Qur men nore perfect in the use of arns,
Qur arnmour all as strong, our cause the best;
Then reason will our hearts should be as good.
Say you not, then, our offer is conpell’d.
MOABRAY. Well, by ny will we shall admt no parl ey.
VWESTMORELAND. That argues but the shame of your
of f ence:
A rotten case abi des no handli ng.
HASTI NGS. Hath the Prince John a full comm ssion,
In very anple virtue of his father
To hear and absolutely to determ ne
O what conditions we shall stand upon?
VWESTMORELAND. That is intended in the general's
nane.
I nmuse you nmake so slight a question.
ARCHBI SHOP. Then take, nmy Lord of Westnorel and,
t hi s schedul e,
For this contains our general grievances.
Each several article herein redress'd,
Al'l menbers of our cause, both here and hence,
That are insinewed to this action,
Acquitted by a true substantial form
And present execution of our wills
To us and to our purposes confin'd-
We conme within our awful banks agai n,
And knit our powers to the arm of peace.
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VESTMORELAND. This will | show the general. Please
you, | ords,
In sight of both our battles we nay neet;
And either end in peace- which God so frane!-
O to the place of diff'rence call the swords
Whi ch nmust decide it.
ARCHBI SHOP. My lord, we will do so. Exit
VESTMOREL AND
MOABRAY. There is a thing within ny bosomtells ne
That no conditions of our peace can stand.
HASTI NGS. Fear you not that: if we can make our
peace
Upon such large terns and so absol ute
As our conditions shall consist upon,
Qur peace shall stand as firmas rocky nountains.
MOABRAY. Yea, but our valuation shall be such
That every slight and fal se-derived cause,
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason,
Shall to the King taste of this action;
That, were our royal faiths martyrs in | ove,
W shall be winnowd wth so rough a wi nd
That even our corn shall seemas light as chaff,
And good frombad find no partition.
ARCHBI SHOP. No, no, ny lord. Note this: the King is
weary
O dainty and such picking grievances;
For he hath found to end one doubt by death
Revives two greater in the heirs of life;
And therefore will he wi pe his tables clean,
And keep no tell-tale to his nenory
That may repeat and history his |os
To new renenbrance. For full well he knows
He cannot so precisely weed this | and
As his m sdoubts present occasion:
H s foes are so enrooted with his friends
That, plucking to unfix an eneny,
He doth unfasten so and shake a friend.
So that this land, like an offensive wife
That hath enrag'd himon to offer strokes,
As he is striking, holds his infant up,
And hangs resolv'd correction in the arm
That was uprear'd to execution.
HASTI NGS. Besides, the King hath wasted all his rods
On |ate offenders, that he now doth | ack
The very instrunments of chasti senent;
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So that his power, like to a fangless I|ion,
May offer, but not hold.
ARCHBI SHOP. 'Tis very true;
And therefore be assur'd, ny good Lord Marshal,
If we do now make our atonenment well,
Qur peace wll, like a broken linb united,
G ow stronger for the breaking.
MOABRAY. Be it so.
Here is return'd ny Lord of Westnorel and.

Re- ent er WESTMORELAND

VESTMORELAND. The Prince is here at hand. Pl easeth

your | ordship
To nmeet his Grace just distance 'tween our arm es?

MOABRAY. Your Grace of York, in God' s nane then,
set forward.

ARCHBI SHOP. Before, and greet his G ace. My lord,
we cone.

Exeunt
SCENE I1.
Anot her part of the forest

Enter, fromone side, MOABRAY, attended;
afterwards, the
ARCHBI SHOP, HASTI NGS, and others; fromthe
ot her si de,
PRI NCE JOHN of LANCASTER, WESTMORELAND, OFFI CERS
and ot hers

PRI NCE JOHN. You are well encount'red here, ny
cousi n Mowbr ay.

Good day to you, gentle Lord Archbi shop;
And so to you, Lord Hastings, and to all.
My Lord of York, it better showd with you
When that your flock, assenbled by the bell,
Encircled you to hear with reverence
Your exposition on the holy text
Than now to see you here an iron man,
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum
Turning the word to sword, and life to death.
That man that sits within a nonarch's heart
And ripens in the sunshine of his favour,
Wul d he abuse the countenance of the king,
Al ack, what m schiefs mght he set abroach
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I n shadow of such greatness! Wth you, Lord
Bi shop,
It is even so. Who hath not heard it spoken
How deep you were within the books of God?
To us the speaker in His parlianent,
To us th' imagin'd voice of God hinself,
The very opener and intelligencer
Bet ween the grace, the sanctities of heaven,
And our dull workings. O who shall believe
But you m suse the reverence of your place,
Enpl oy the countenance and grace of heav'n
As a false favourite doth his prince's nane,
I n deeds di shonourabl e? You have ta'en up,
Under the counterfeited zeal of God,
The subjects of H's substitute, ny father,
And bot h agai nst the peace of heaven and him
Have here up-swarnm d them
ARCHBI SHOP. Good ny Lord of Lancaster,
| am not here against your father's peace;
But, as | told nmy Lord of Westnorel and,
The tine msord red doth, in comobn sense,
Crowd us and crush us to this nonstrous form
To hold our safety up. | sent your G ace
The parcels and particul ars of our grief,
The which hath been with scorn shov'd fromthe
court,
Whereon this hydra son of war is born;
Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm d asl eep
Wth grant of our nost just and right desires;
And true obedi ence, of this nmadness cur'd,
Stoop tanely to the foot of mgjesty.
MOABRAY. |If not, we ready are to try our fortunes
To the | ast man.
HASTI NGS. And t hough we here fall down,
W have supplies to second our attenpt.
If they mscarry, theirs shall second them
And so success of m schief shall be born,
And heir fromheir shall hold this quarrel up
Wi | es Engl and shall have generati on.
PRI NCE JOHN. YQU are too shallow, Hastings, nmuch to
shal | ow,
To sound the bottomof the after-tines.
VWESTMORELAND. Pl easeth your Grace to answer them
directly
How far forth you do like their articles.
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PRINCE JOHN. | |ike themall and do all ow them wel | ;
And swear here, by the honour of ny bl ood,
My father's purposes have been n st ook;
And sone about him have too |avishly
Wested his nmeaning and authority.
My lord, these griefs shall be wth speed
redress' d;
Upon ny soul, they shall. |If this may pl ease you,
Di scharge your powers unto their several counties,
As we will ours; and here, between the arnies,
Let's drink together friendly and enbrace,
That all their eyes may bear those tokens hone
O our restored love and amity.
ARCHBI SHOP. | take your princely word for these
redr esses.
PRINCE JOHN. | give it you, and wll maintain ny
wor d;
And thereupon | drink unto your G ace.
HASTI NGS. Go, Captain, and deliver to the arny
This news of peace. Let them have pay, and part.
| know it wll please them Hi e thee, Captain.
Exi t
Oficer
ARCHBI SHOP. To you, ny noble Lord of Westnorel and.
VESTMORELAND. | pl edge your Grace; and if you knew
what pai ns
| have bestow d to breed this present peace,
You would drink freely; but ny love to ye
Shall show itself nore openly hereafter.
ARCHBI SHOP. | do not doubt you.
VWESTMORELAND. | amglad of it.
Health to ny lord and gentl e cousin, Mowbray.
MOABRAY. You wi sh ne health in very happy season
For | amon the sudden sonething ill.
ARCHBI SHOP. Against ill chances nmen are ever nerry;
But heavi ness foreruns the good event.
VESTMORELAND. Therefore be nerry, coz; since sudden

sSorrow
Serves to say thus, 'Sone good thing cones to-
norr ow. '
ARCHBI SHOP. Believe ne, | ampassing light in
spirit.
MOABRAY. So nuch the worse, if your own rul e be
true.

[ Shout s
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Wi t hi n]
PRI NCE JOHN. The word of peace is rend red. Hark,
how t hey shout!
MOWBRAY. This had been cheerful after victory.
ARCHBI SHOP. A peace is of the nature of a conquest;
For then both parties nobly are subdu'd,
And neither party |oser.
PRI NCE JOHN. Go, ny |ord,
And | et our arny be discharged too.
Exi t
VESTMOREL AND
And, good ny lord, so please you let our trains
March by us, that we nay peruse the nen
We shoul d have cop'd w thal.
ARCHBI SHOP. Go, good Lord Hasti ngs,
And, ere they be dismss'd, |let them march by.

Exi t
HASTI NGS
PRINCE JOHN. | trust, lords, we shall |ie to-night
t oget her.

Re- ent er WESTMORELAND

Now, cousin, wherefore stands our arny still?
WESTMORELAND. The | eaders, having charge from you
to stand,
WIIl not go off until they hear you speak.
PRI NCE JOHN. They know their duties.

Re- ent er HASTI NGS

HASTI NGS. My lord, our arny is dispers'd already.
Li ke yout hful steers unyok'd, they take their
cour ses
East, west, north, south; or |like a school broke
up,
Each hurries toward his honme and sporting-pl ace.
VESTMORELAND. Good tidings, ny Lord Hastings; for
t he whi ch
| do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason;
And you, Lord Archbi shop, and you, Lord Mowbray,
O capital treason | attach you both.
MOABRAY. |s this proceeding just and honourabl e?
VWESTMORELAND. |s your assenbly so?
ARCHBI SHOP. W Il you thus break your faith?
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PRINCE JOHN. | pawn'd thee none:
| promis'd you redress of these sanme grievances
Wher eof you did conpl ain; which, by m ne honour,
Il wll performw th a nost Christian care.
But for you, rebels- ook to taste the due
Meet for rebellion and such acts as yours.
Most shallowly did you these arns commence,
Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence.
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatt'red stray.
God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day.
Sonme guard these traitors to the block of death,
Treason's true bed and yi el der-up of
br eat h. Exeunt
SCENE 111.
Anot her part of the forest

Al arum excursions. Enter FALSTAFF and
COLVI LLE, neeting

FALSTAFF. What's your nane, sir? O what condition
are you, and of
what place, | pray?
COVILLE. | ama knight sir; and ny nane is
Colville of the Dale.
FALSTAFF. Well then, Colville is your nane, a
kni ght is your
degree, and your place the Dale. Colville shal
still be your
nanme, a traitor your degree, and the dungeon your
pl ace- a pl ace
deep enough; so shall you be still Colville of
t he Dal e.
COLVI LLE. Are not you Sir John Falstaff?
FALSTAFF. As good a man as he, sir, whoe'er | am
Do you vyield,
sir, or shall I sweat for you? If |I do sweat,
they are the drops
of thy lovers, and they weep for thy death;
t heref ore rouse up
fear and trenbling, and do observance to ny nercy.
COLVILLE. 1| think you are Sir John Falstaff, and in
t hat t hought
yield ne.
FALSTAFF. | have a whol e school of tongues in this
belly of m ne;
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and not a tongue of them all speaks any ot her
word but ny nane.

An | had but a belly of any indifferency, | were
sinply the nost

active fellow in Europe. My wonb, ny wonb, ny
wonb undoes ne.

Her e comes our general.

Ent er PRI NCE JOHN OF LANCASTER,
WESTMORELAND,
BLUNT, and ot hers

PRINCE JOHN. The heat is past; follow no further
NOW.
Call in the powers, good cousin Westnorel and.
Exi t
WESTMORELAND
Now, Fal staff, where have you been all this while?
When everything is ended, then you cone.
These tardy tricks of yours will, on ny life,
One tinme or other break sone gall ows' back.
FALSTAFF. | would be sorry, ny lord, but it should
be thus: | never
knew yet but rebuke and check was the reward of
val our. Do you
think me a swallow, an arrow, or a bullet? Have
|, in my poor and
old notion, the expedition of thought? |I have
speeded hither with
the very extrenmest inch of possibility; | have
found' red nine
score and odd posts; and here, travel tainted as
| am have, in
nmy pure and i mmacul ate val our, taken Sir John
Colville of the
Dal e, a nost furious kni ght and val orous eneny.
But what of that?
He saw ne, and yielded; that | nmay justly say
wi th the hook-nos'd
fell ow of Rone-|I canme, saw, and overcane.
PRINCE JOHN. It was nore of his courtesy than your
deser vi ng.
FALSTAFF. | know not. Here he is, and here | yield
him and |
beseech your Grace, let it be book'd with the
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rest of this day's
deeds; or, by the Lord, | wll have it in a
particul ar ball ad
else, with mne own picture on the top on't,
Col vill e kissing ny
foot; to the which course if | be enforc'd, if
you do not all
show i ke gilt twopences to ne, and |, in the
cl ear sky of fane,
o' ershine you as nmuch as the full noon doth the
ci nders of the
el ement, which show |i ke pins' heads to her,
bel i eve not the word
of the noble. Therefore |let nme have right, and
| et desert nount.
PRINCE JOHN. Thine's too heavy to nount.
FALSTAFF. Let it shine, then.
PRI NCE JOHN. Thine's too thick to shine.
FALSTAFF. Let it do sonething, mnmy good |ord, that
may do nme good,
and call it what you wll.
PRINCE JOHN. |Is thy nanme Colville?
COVILLE. It is, ny lord.
PRI NCE JOHN. A fanous rebel art thou, Colville.
FALSTAFF. And a fanous true subject took him
COLVILLE. I am ny lord, but as nmy betters are
That |l ed ne hither. Had they been rul'd by ne,
You shoul d have won them dearer than you have.
FALSTAFF. | know not how they sold thensel ves; but
thou, like a
kind fellow, gavest thyself away gratis; and |
t hank thee for
t hee.

Re- ent er WESTMORELAND

PRI NCE JOHN. Now, have you left pursuit?
VESTMORELAND. Retreat is nade, and execution stay'd.
PRINCE JOHN. Send Colville, wth his confederates,

To York, to present execution.

Blunt, |ead himhence; and see you guard hi m sure.

Exeunt BLUNT
and ot hers
And now di spatch we toward the court, ny | ords.
| hear the King ny father is sore sick.
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Qur news shall go before us to his Mjesty,
Wi ch, cousin, you shall bear to confort him

And we with sober speed will follow you.
FALSTAFF. My lord, | beseech you, give ne | eave to
go through

A oucestershire; and, when you cone to court,
stand ny good | ord,
pray, in your good report.

PRI NCE JOHN. Fare you well, Falstaff. I, in ny
condi ti on,
Shal | better speak of you than you deserve.
Exeunt all

but FALSTAFF
FALSTAFF. | would you had but the wit; 'twere

better than your

dukedom Good faith, this same young sober -
bl ooded boy dot h not

| ove nme; nor a man cannot nmake hi m | augh- but
that's no marvel;

he drinks no wine. There's never none of these
denure boys cone

to any proof; for thin drink doth so over-cool
t heir bl ood, and

maki ng many fish-neals, that they fall into a
kind of mal e

green-si ckness; and then, when they nmarry, they
get wenches. They

are generally fools and cowards-whi ch sone of us
shoul d be t oo,

but for inflanmation. A good sherris-sack hath a
two-fol d

operation in it. It ascends ne into the brain;
dries ne there al

the foolish and dull and crudy vapours which
environ it; makes it

appr ehensi ve, quick, forgetive, full of ninble,
fiery, and

del ect abl e shapes; which delivered o'er to the
voi ce, the tongue,

which is the birth, beconmes excellent wit. The
second property of

your excellent sherris is the warm ng of the
bl ood; whi ch before,

cold and settled, left the liver white and pale,
which is the
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badge of pusillanimty and cowardi ce; but the
sherris warns it,

and nakes it course fromthe inwards to the parts
extrenmes. It

i1lum neth the face, which, as a beacon, gives
warning to all the

rest of this little kingdom nman, to arn and
then the vital

commoners and inland petty spirits nuster ne all
to their

captain, the heart, who, great and puff'd up with
this retinue,

dot h any deed of courage- and this val our cones
of sherris. So

that skill in the weapon is nothing w thout sack,
for that sets

it a-work; and |learning, a nere hoard of gold
kept by a devil

till sack commences it and sets it in act and
use. Hereof cones

It that Prince Harry is valiant; for the cold

bl ood he did

naturally inherit of his father, he hath, |ike
| ean, sterile, and

bare | and, manured, husbanded, and till'd, with
excel | ent

endeavour of drinking good and good store of
fertile sherris,

that he is becone very hot and valiant. If | had
a thousand sons,

the first humane principle I would teach them
should be to

forswear thin potations and to addict thenselves
to sack.

Ent er BARDOLPH

How now, Bar dol ph!
BARDOLPH. The arny is discharged all and gone.

FALSTAFF. Let themgo. 1'Ill through
G oucestershire, and there wll
| visit Master Robert Shallow, Esquire. | have

hi m al r eady
tenp' ring between ny finger and ny thunb, and
shortly wll | seal
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wth him Cone
away. Exeunt
SCENE | V.
West m nster. The Jerusal em Chanber

Enter the KING PRI NCE THOVAS OF
CLARENCE
PRI NCE HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER, WARW CK, and
ot her s

KING Now, lords, if God doth give successful end
To this debate that bl eedeth at our doors,
W will our youth lead on to higher fields,
And draw no swords but what are sanctified.
Qur navy is address'd, our power connected,
Qur substitutes in absence well invested,
And everything lies level to our w sh.
Only we want a little personal strength;
And pause us till these rebels, now afoot,
Conme underneath the yoke of governnent.
WARW CK. Both which we doubt not but your Mjesty
Shal | soon enj oy.
KI NG Hunphrey, ny son of d oucester,
Were is the Prince your brother?
PRI NCE HUMPHREY. | think he's gone to hunt, ny
| ord, at W ndsor.
KING And how acconpani ed?
PRI NCE HUMPHREY. | do not know, ny | ord.
KING |Is not his brother, Thomas of C arence, with
hi n?
PRI NCE HUMPHREY. No, ny good lord, he is in
presence here.
CLARENCE. What would ny lord and father?
KING Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of C arence.
How chance thou art not with the Prince thy
br ot her ?
He | oves thee, and thou dost neglect him Thonas.
Thou hast a better place in his affection
Than all thy brothers; cherish it, ny boy,
And nobl e offices thou mayst effect
O nediation, after | am dead,
Bet ween his greatness and thy other brethren.
Therefore omt himnot; blunt not his |ove,
Nor | ose the good advantage of his grace
By seem ng cold or careless of his will;
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For he is gracious if he be observ'd.

He hath a tear for pity and a hand

Open as day for nelting charity;

Yet notw t hstandi ng, being incens'd, he is flint;
As hunorous as winter, and as sudden

As flaws congealed in the spring of day.

Hi s tenper, therefore, nust be well observ'd.
Chide himfor faults, and do it reverently,

When you perceive his blood inclin'd to mrth;
But, bei ng noody, give himline and scope

Till that his passions, |ike a whale on ground,
Confound thensel ves with working. Learn this,
Thomas,

And thou shalt prove a shelter to thy friends,
A hoop of gold to bind thy brothers in,
That the united vessel of their blood,
M ngl ed with venom of suggesti on-
As, force perforce, the age wll pour it in-
Shal | never |eak, though it do work as strong
As aconitum or rash gunpowder.
CLARENCE. | shall observe himwth all care and
| ove.
KING Wy art thou not at Wndsor wwth him Thomas?
CLARENCE. He is not there to-day; he dines in
London.
KI NG And how acconpani ed? Canst thou tell that?
CLARENCE. Wth Poins, and other his continual
foll oners.
KING Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds;
And he, the noble inmage of ny youth,
Is overspread with them therefore nmy grief
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death.
The bl ood weeps fromny heart when | do shape,
In fornms i magi nary, th'ungui ded days
And rotten tines that you shall | ook upon
When | am sl eeping with ny ancestors.
For when his headstrong riot hath no curb,
When rage and hot bl ood are his counsellors
When neans and | avi sh manners neet together,
O with what wings shall his affections fly
Towards fronting peril and oppos'd decay!
WARW CK. My gracious lord, you | ook beyond him
qui te.
The Prince but studies his conpanions
Li ke a strange tongue, wherein, to gain the
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| anguage,

"Tis needful that the nobst imobdest word
Be | ook’ d upon and |l earnt; which once attain'd,
Your Hi ghness knows, cones to no further use
But to be known and hated. So, |ike gross terns,
The Prince will, in the perfectness of tine,
Cast off his followers; and their nenory
Shall as a pattern or a neasure live
By which his Gace nust nete the |ives of other,
Turni ng past evils to advant ages.

KING 'Tis seldomwhen the bee doth | eave her conb
In the dead carrion.

Ent er VWESTMORELAND

Who' s here? West nor el and?
VESTMORELAND. Health to my sovereign, and new
happi ness
Added to that that amto deliver!
Prince John, your son, doth kiss your G ace's
hand.
Mowbr ay, the Bi shop Scroop, Hastings, and all,
Are brought to the correction of your |aw
There is not now a rebel's sword unsheat h' d,
But Peace puts forth her olive everywhere.
The manner how this action hath been borne
Here at nore | eisure may your Highness read,
Wth every course in his particular.
KING O Westnoreland, thou art a sumer bird,
Whi ch ever in the haunch of w nter sings
The lifting up of day.

Ent er HARCOURT

Look here's nore news.

HARCOURT. From enem es heaven keep your Majesty;
And, when they stand agai nst you, may they fall
As those that | amcone to tell you of!

The Earl Northunberl and and the Lord Bardol ph,
Wth a great power of English and of Scots,
Are by the shrieve of Yorkshire overthrown.
The manner and true order of the fight

Thi s packet, please it you, contains at |arge.

KING And wherefore should these good news nake ne

si ck?
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W11l Fortune never conme with both hands full,
But wite her fair words still in foulest letters?
She either gives a stonmach and no food-
Such are the poor, in health- or else a feast,
And takes away the stonmach- such are the rich
That have abundance and enjoy it not.
| should rejoice now at this happy news;
And now ny sight fails, and ny brain is giddy.
O ne! cone near ne now | ammuch ill.

PRI NCE HUMPHREY. Confort, your Mjesty!

CLARENCE. O ny royal father!

VWESTMORELAND. My sovereign |ord, cheer up yourself,

| ook up.

WARW CK. Be patient, Princes; you do know these fits
Are with his Hi ghness very ordinary.
Stand fromhim give himair; he'll straight be

wel | .
CLARENCE. No, no; he cannot | ong hold out these
pangs.
Th' incessant care and | abour of his m nd
Hat h wought the nmure that should confine it in
So thin that life | ooks through, and will break
out.
PRI NCE HUMPHREY. The people fear ne; for they do
observe

Unfather'd heirs and loathly births of nature.
The seasons change their manners, as the year
Had found sone nonths asl eep, and | eapt them over.
CLARENCE. The river hath thrice flow d, no ebb
bet ween;
And the old folk, Tinme's doting chronicles,
Say it did so alittle tinme before
That our great grandsire, Edward, sick'd and died.
WARW CK. Speak | ower, Princes, for the King
recovers.
PRI NCE HUMPHREY. Thi s apoplexy wll certain be his
end.
KING | pray you take nme up, and bear ne hence
I nto sone other chanmber. Softly,
pray. Exeunt
SCENE V.
West m nster. Anot her chanber

The KING | ying on a bed; CLARENCE, G.OUCESTER,
WARW CK, and others in attendance
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KING Let there be no noise nade, ny gentle friends;
Unl ess sone dull and favourabl e hand
W Il whisper nusic to ny weary spirit.
WARW CK. Call for the nusic in the other room
KING Set ne the crown upon ny pillow here.
CLARENCE. His eye is hollow, and he changes nuch.
WARW CK. Less noi se! |ess noi se!

Ent er PRI NCE HENRY

PRI NCE. Who saw t he Duke of C arence?

CLARENCE. | am here, brother, full of heaviness.

PRI NCE. How now Rain within doors, and none abr oad!

How dot h the King?

PRI NCE HUMPHREY. Exceeding ill.

PRI NCE. Heard he the good news yet? Tell it him

PRI NCE HUMPHREY. He alt'red nuch upon the hearing
it.

PRINCE. If he be sick with joy, he'll recover
W t hout physi c.

WARW CK. Not so nmuch noise, ny lords. Sweet Prince,
speak | ow;

The King your father is dispos'd to sleep.
CLARENCE. Let us withdraw into the other room
WARW CK. WIIl't please your Grace to go along with

us?
PRINCE. No; | will sit and watch here by the King.
Exeunt all but
t he PRI NCE

Way doth the crown lie there upon his pillow,

Bei ng so troubl esone a bedfel | ow?

O polish'd perturbation! gol den care!

That keep'st the ports of slunber open w de

To many a watchful night! Sleep with it now

Yet not so sound and half so deeply sweet

As he whose brow with honely biggen bound

Snores out the watch of night. O nmajesty!

When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit

Like a rich arnour worn in heat of day

That scald' st with safety. By his gates of breath

There lies a downy feather which stirs not.

Did he suspire, that |ight and wei ghtl ess down

Perforce nust nove. My gracious |ord! ny father!

This sleep is sound indeed; this is a sleep
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That fromthis golden rigol hath divorc'd

So many English kings. Thy due from ne

Is tears and heavy sorrows of the bl ood

Whi ch nature, love, and filial tenderness,

Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously.

My due fromthee is this inperial crown,

Wi ch, as imediate fromthy place and bl ood,

Derives itself to ne. [Putting on the crown] Lo
where it sits-

Whi ch God shall guard; and put the world' s whole
strength

Into one giant arm it shall not force

This lineal honour fromne. This fromthee

WIl | to mine leave as '"tis left to
me. Exi t

KING Warw ck! d oucester! C arence!

Re-enter WARW CK, GLOUCESTER, CLARENCE

CLARENCE. Doth the King call?
WARW CK. What woul d your Majesty? How fares your
G ace?
KING Wy did you | eave ne here alone, ny |ords?
CLARENCE. W left the Prince ny brother here, ny
| i ege,
Who undertook to sit and watch by you.
KING The Prince of Wales! Were is he? Let ne see
hi m
He is not here.
WARW CK. This door is open; he is gone this way.
PRI NCE HUMPHREY. He cane not through the chanber
where we stay'd.
KING Were is the crown? Who took it from ny

pill ow?

WARW CK. When we withdrew, ny liege, we left it
her e.

KING The Prince hath ta'en it hence. Go, seek him
out.

Is he so hasty that he doth suppose
My sl eep ny death?
Find him ny lord of Warw ck; chide himhither.
Exi t
WARW CK
This part of his conjoins with ny disease
And hel ps to end ne. See, sons, what things you
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ar e!

How qui ckly nature falls into revolt

When gol d becones her object!

For this the foolish over-careful fathers

Have broke their sleep with thoughts,

Their brains with care, their bones with industry;
For this they have engrossed and pil'd up

The cank'red heaps of strange-achi eved gol d;

For this they have been thoughtful to invest

Their sons with arts and martial exercises;

When, like the bee, tolling fromevery fl ower

The virtuous sweets,

Qur thighs with wax, our nmouths w th honey pack'd,
W bring it to the hive, and, |ike the bees,

Are nmurd'red for our pains. This bitter taste
Yields his engrossnents to the ending father.

Re- ent er WARW CK

Now where is he that will not stay so |ong
Till his friend sickness hath determn'd ne?

WARWCK. My lord, | found the Prince in the next
room

Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks,
Wth such a deep deneanour in great sorrow,
That tyranny, which never quaff'd but bl ood,
Woul d, by behol ding him have wash'd his knife
Wth gentle eye-drops. He is conming hither.

KING But wherefore did he take away the crown?

t he

Re-ent er PRI NCE HENRY

Lo where he cones. Cone hither to ne, Harry.
Depart the chanber, |eave us here al one.
Exeunt all but the KING and

PRI NCE

PRINCE. | never thought to hear you speak agai n.
KING Thy w sh was father, Harry, to that thought.

| stay too long by thee, | weary thee.

Dost thou so hunger for mne enpty chair

That thou wilt needs invest thee with ny honours
Before thy hour be ripe? O foolish youth!

Thou seek' st the greatness that will overwhel m

t hee.

Stay but a little, for ny cloud of dignity

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/hiv2.html (83 of 105)4/11/2005 8:26:46 AM



William Shakespaeare: Henry IV, Part I1.

Is held fromfalling with so weak a w nd

That it wll quickly drop; ny day is dim

Thou hast stol'n that which, after sone few hours,

Were thine without offense; and at ny death

Thou hast seal'd up ny expectation.

Thy life did manifest thou | ov' dst ne not,

And thou wilt have nme die assur'd of it.

Thou hid'st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts,

Whi ch thou hast whetted on thy stony heart,

To stab at half an hour of ny life.

What, canst thou not forbear me half an hour?

Then get thee gone, and dig ny grave thyself;

And bid the nmerry bells ring to thine ear

That thou art crowned, not that | am dead.

Let all the tears that should bedew ny hearse

Be drops of balmto sanctify thy head,

Only conmpound ne with forgotten dust;

G ve that which gave thee |ife unto the worns.

Pluck down ny officers, break ny decrees;

For now a tine is cone to nock at form

Harry the Fifth is crown'd. Up, vanity:

Down, royal state. Al you sage counsell ors,

hence.

And to the English court assenbl e now,

From every regi on, apes of idleness.

Now, nei ghbour confines, purge you of your scum

Have you a ruffian that will swear, drink, dance,

Revel the night, rob, nurder, and commt

The ol dest sins the newest kind of ways?

Be happy, he will trouble you no nore.

Engl and shall double gild his treble guilt;

Engl and shall give himoffice, honour, m ght;

For the fifth Harry fromcurb'd Iicense plucks

The nuzzle of restraint, and the wild dog

Shall flesh his tooth on every innocent.

O ny poor kingdom sick with civil bl ows!

When that ny care could not withhold thy riots,

What wilt thou do when riot is thy care?

O thou wlt be a w | derness again.

Peopl ed with wol ves, thy old inhabitants!
PRINCE. O pardon ne, ny liege! But for ny tears,

The noi st i npedi ments unto ny speech,

| had forestall'd this dear and deep rebuke

Ere you with grief had spoke and | had heard

The course of it so far. There is your crown,
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And he that wears the crown imortally
Long guard it yours! [Kneeling] If | affect it
nor e
Than as your honour and as your renown,
Let nme no nore fromthis obedi ence ri se,
VWhi ch nmy nost inward true and duteous spirit
Teacheth this prostrate and exterior bendi ng!
God witness with ne, when | here cane in
And found no course of breath within your Majesty,
How cold it struck my heart! If | do feign,
O let me in nmy present wldness die,
And never live to show th' incredul ous world
The nobl e change that | have purposed!
Com ng to | ook on you, thinking you dead-
And dead al nost, ny liege, to think you were-
| spake unto this crown as havi ng sense,
And thus upbraided it: 'The care on thee dependi ng
Hat h fed upon the body of ny father;
Therefore thou best of gold art worst of gold.
QO her, less fine in carat, is nore precious,
Preserving life in ned' cine potable;
But thou, nost fine, nost honour'd, nobst renown'd,
Hast eat thy bearer up.' Thus, ny nost royal
| i ege,
Accusing it, | put it on ny head,
To try with it- as with an eneny
That had before nmy face nurd'red ny father-
The quarrel of a true inheritor.
But if it did infect ny blood with joy,
O swell ny thoughts to any strain of pride;
If any rebel or vain spirit of mne
Did wwth the | east affection of a wel cone
G ve entertainnment to the mght of it,
Let God for ever keep it fromny head,
And make ne as the poorest vassal is,
That doth with awe and terror kneel to it!
KING O ny son,
God put it inthy mnd to take it hence,
That thou mghtst win the nore thy father's | ove,
Pl eading so wisely in excuse of it!
Conme hither, Harry; sit thou by ny bed,
And hear, | think, the very | atest counsel
That ever | shall breathe. God knows, ny son,
By what by-paths and indirect crook'd ways
| met this crown; and | nyself know well
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do,

How troubl esone it sat upon ny head:

To thee it shall descend with better quiet,
Better opinion, better confirmtion;

For all the soil of the achievenent goes

Wth ne into the earth. It seemid in ne

But as an honour snatch'd with boist'rous hand;
And | had many living to upbraid

My gain of it by their assistances;

Which daily grew to quarrel and to bl oodshed,
Woundi ng supposed peace. All these bold fears
Thou seest with peril | have answered;

For all ny reign hath been but as a scene
Acting that argunment. And now ny death

Changes the nood; for what in nme was purchas'd
Falls upon thee in a nore fairer sort;

So thou the garland wear'st successively.

Yet, though thou stand'st nore sure than I could

Thou art not firmenough, since griefs are green;
And all ny friends, which thou nust make thy

friends,

out,

Have but their stings and teeth newy ta' en out;
By whose fell working | was first advanc'd,

And by whose power | well mght |odge a fear

To be again displac'd; which to avoid,

| cut themoff; and had a purpose now

To |l ead out many to the Holy Land,

Lest rest and lying still m ght nake them | ook
Too near unto ny state. Therefore, ny Harry,

Be it thy course to busy giddy m nds

Wth foreign quarrels, that action, hence borne

May waste the nenory of the forner days.
More would |, but ny lungs are wasted so
That strength of speech is utterly denied ne.
How | canme by the crown, O God, forgive;
And grant it may with thee in true peace |ivel

PRI NCE. My gracious |iege,

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it ne;

Then plain and right nmust ny possession be;
VWhich | with nore than with a common pain
"Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain.

Enter PRI NCE JOHN OF LANCASTER, WARW CK,

LORDS, and ot hers
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KING Look, |ook, here cones ny John of Lancaster.
PRI NCE JOHN. Heal th, peace, and happi ness, to ny
royal father!
KING Thou bring' st ne happi ness and peace, son
John;
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown
Fromthis bare wither'd trunk. Upon thy sight
My worl dly business nakes a period.
Where is ny Lord of Warw ck?
PRINCE. My Lord of \Warw ck!
KING Doth any nane particul ar bel ong
Unto the | odging where | first did swoon?
WARWCK. 'Tis call'd Jerusalem ny noble | ord.
KING Laud be to God! Even there ny life nust end.
It hath been prophesied to ne many years,
| should not die but in Jerusalem
Which vainly | suppos'd the Holy Land.

But bear ne to that chanber; there I'IIl lie;
In that Jerusal emshall Harry
di e. Exeunt

ACT V. SCENE |.
d oucestershire. SHALLOW S house

Enter SHALLOW FALSTAFF, BARDOLPH, and PAGE

SHALLOW By cock and pie, sir, you shall not away
t o- ni ght.
What, Davy, | say!
FALSTAFF. You nust excuse me, Master Robert Shall ow.
SHALLOW | will not excuse you; you shall not be
excus' d; excuses
shall not be admtted; there is no excuse shan
serve; you shal
not be excus'd. Wiy, Davy!

Ent er DAVY

DAVY. Here, sir.
SHALLOW Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy; |let ne see, Davy;
| et ne see,
Davy; let ne see- yea, marry, WIIiam cook, bid
hi m cone hit her.
Sir John, you shall not be excus'd.
DAVY. Marry, sir, thus: those precepts cannot be
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served; and,
again, sir- shall we sow the headl and wi th wheat ?
SHALLOW Wth red wheat, Davy. But for WIIliam
cook- are there no
young pi geons?
DAVY. Yes, sir. Here is nowthe smth's note for
shoei ng and
pl ough-irons.
SHALLOW Let it be cast, and paid. Sir John, you
shall not be

excused.
DAVY. Now, sir, a newlink to the bucket nust needs
be had; and,

sir, do you nean to stop any of WIlliams wages
about the sack he
| ost the other day at Hinckley fair?
SHALLOW ' A shall answer it. Sone pigeons, Davy, a
coupl e of
short-legg' d hens, a joint of nutton, and any
pretty little tiny
ki ckshaws, tell WIIiam cook.
DAVY. Doth the man of war stay all night, sir?
SHALLOW Yea, Davy; | wll use himwell. A friend
1" th' court is
better than a penny in purse. Use his nmen well,
Davy; for they

are arrant knaves and w || backbite.
DAVY. No worse than they are backbitten, sir; for
t hey have
mar vel | ous foul 1inen.
SHALLOW Wel |l conceited, Davy- about thy business,
Davy.
DAVY. | beseech you, sir, to countenance WIIiam

Vi sor of Woncot
agai nst Cl enent Perkes o' th' hill.
SHALLOW There, is many conpl aints, Davy, agai nst
that Visor. That
Visor is an arrant knave, on ny know edge.
DAVY. | grant your worship that he is a knave, sir;
but yet God
forbid, sir, but a knave should have sone
count enance at his
friend's request. An honest man, sir, is able to
speak for
hi msel f, when a knave is not. | have serv'd your
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worship truly,

sir, this eight years; an | cannot once or twce
in a quarter

bear out a knave agai nst an honest man, | have
but a very little

credit with your worship. The knave is m ne
honest friend, sir;

therefore, | beseech you, let himbe countenanc'd.
SHALLOW Go to; | say he shall have no wong. Look
about ,

DAVY. [Exit DAVY] Were are you, Sir John? Cone,
conme, cone, off
with your boots. G ve ne your hand, Master
Bar dol ph
BARDOLPH. | am gl ad to see your worship.
SHALLOW | thank thee with all ny heart, kind
Mast er Bar dol ph
[To the PAGE] And welcone, ny tall fell ow Cone,
Sir John.
FALSTAFF. ['ll follow you, good Master Robert
Shal | ow.
[Exit SHALLOWA Bardol ph, | ook to our horses.
[ Exeunt BARDOLPH
and PAGE] If | were sawed into quantities, |
shoul d make four
dozen of such bearded hermts' staves as Master
Shallow. It is a
wonderful thing to see the senbl abl e coherence of
his nmen's
spirits and his. They, by observing of him do
bear thensel ves
i ke foolish justices: he, by conversing with
them is turned
into a justice-like serving-man. Their spirits
are so married in
conjunction with the participation of society
that they flock
together in consent, like so many wild geese. I|f
| had a suit to
Master Shallow, | would hunmour his men with the
| mput ati on of
bei ng near their master; if to his nmen, | would
curry with Master
Shal |l ow that no man could better command his
servants. It is
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certain that either w se bearing or ignorant
carriage i s caught,

as nmen take di seases, one of another; therefore
| et men take heed

of their conpany. | wll devise matter enough out

of this Shall ow
to keep Prince Harry in continual |aughter the
wearing out of six
fashions, which is four terns, or two actions;
and 'a shall |augh
wthout intervalluns. O it is nmuch that a lie
with a slight
oath, and a jest with a sad broww ||l do with a
fell ow that never
had the ache in his shoulders! O vyou shall see
himlaugh till
his face be like a wet cloak ill laid up!
SHALLOW [Wthin] Sir John!
FALSTAFF. | cone, Master Shallow, | cone, Master
Shal | ow.

SCENE I1.
West m nster. The pal ace

Enter, severally, WARWCK, and the
LORD CHI EF JUSTI CE

WARW CK. How now, ny Lord Chief Justice; whither

away ?

CH EF JUSTI CE. How doth the King?

WARW CK. Exceeding well; his cares are now all
ended.

CH EF JUSTICE. | hope, not dead.
WARW CK. He's wal k'd the way of nature;
And to our purposes he lives no nore.
CH EF JUSTICE. | would his Majesty had call'd ne
with him
The service that | truly did his life
Hath I eft ne open to all injuries.
WARW CK. I ndeed, | think the young king | oves you
not .

CHI EF JUSTICE. | know he doth not, and do arm nysel f

To wel cone the condition of the tine,
Wi ch cannot | ook nore hi deously upon ne
Than | have drawn it in ny fantasy.
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Ent er LANCASTER, CLARENCE, GLOUCESTER,
WESTMORELAND, and ot hers

WARW CK. Here cones the heavy issue of dead Harry.
Othat the living Harry had the tenper
O he, the worst of these three gentl enen!
How many nobl es then should hold their places
That nust strike sail to spirits of vile sort!
CH EF JUSTICE. O God, | fear all will be overturn'd.
PRI NCE JOHN. Good norrow, cousin Warw ck, good
nor r ow.
GLOUCESTER & CLARENCE. Good norrow, cousin.
PRINCE JOHN. We neet |ike nmen that had forgot to
speak.
WARW CK. We do renenber; but our argunent
Is all too heavy to admt nuch talk.
PRINCE JOHN. Well, peace be with himthat hath made
us heavy!
CHI EF JUSTI CE. Peace be with us, |est we be heavier!
PRI NCE HUMPHREY. O good ny |lord, you have lost a
friend indeed;
And | dare swear you borrow not that face
Of seeming sorrow it IS sure your own.
PRI NCE JOHN. Though no man be assur'd what grace to
find,
You stand in col dest expectation.
| amthe sorrier; would 'twere otherw se.
CLARENCE. Well, you nmust now speak Sir John
Fal staff fair;
Whi ch swi ns agai nst your stream of quality.
CH EF JUSTICE. Sweet Princes, what | did, | did in

honour
Led by th' inpartial conduct of ny soul;
And never shall you see that | wll beg

A ragged and forestall'd rem ssion.

[f truth and upright innocency fail ne,

["l'l to the King ny master that is dead,

And tell himwho hath sent ne after him
WARW CK. Here cones the Prince.

Enter KI NG HENRY THE FI FTH, attended

CH EF JUSTI CE. Good norrow, and God save your
Maj est y!
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KING This new and gorgeous garnent, nmajesty,
Sits not so easy on ne as you think.
Brot hers, you m x your sadness with sone fear.
This is the English, not the Turkish court;
Not Amurath an Anurath succeeds,
But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good brothers,
For, by ny faith, it very well becones you.
Sorrow so royally in you appears
That | will deeply put the fashion on,
And wear it in ny heart. Wiy, then, be sad;
But entertain no nore of it, good brothers,
Than a joint burden |aid upon us all.

For nme, by heaven, | bid you be assur'd,
"Il be your father and your brother too;
Let nme but bear your love, I'I|l bear your cares.

Yet weep that Harry's dead, and so will |
But Harry lives that shall convert those tears
By nunber into hours of happi ness.

BROTHERS. We hope no otherw se from your Majesty.

KING You all |ook strangely on nme; and you nost.
You are, | think, assur'd | |ove you not.
CH EF JUSTICE. | amassur'd, if | be neasur'd
rightly,
Your Majesty hath no just cause to hate ne.
KING No?

How mi ght a prince of ny great hopes forget

So great indignities you laid upon ne?

What, rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison,

Th' immedi ate heir of England! Was this easy?

May this be wash'd in Lethe and forgotten?

CH EF JUSTICE. | then did use the person of your

f at her;

The i mage of his power lay then in ne;

And in th' admnistration of his |aw,

Whiles | was busy for the comonweal t h,

Your Hi ghness pleased to forget ny pl ace,

The maj esty and power of |aw and justice,

The i mage of the King whom | presented,

And struck nme in ny very seat of judgnent;

Wer eon, as an offender to your father,

| gave bold way to nmy authority

And did commt you. If the deed were ill,

Be you contented, wearing now the garl and,

To have a son set your decrees at nought,

To pluck down justice fromyour awful bench,
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To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword
That guards the peace and safety of your person;
Nay, nore, to spurn at your nbst royal imge,
And nock your workings in a second body.
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours;
Be now the father, and propose a son;
Hear your own dignity so nuch profan'd,
See your nost dreadful |laws so | oosely slighted,
Behol d yourself so by a son disdain'd;
And then i magi ne ne taking your part
And, in your power, soft silencing your son.
After this cold considerance, sentence ne;
And, as you are a king, speak in your state
What | have done that m sbecane ny pl ace,
My person, or ny liege's sovereignty.

KING You are right, Justice, and you weigh this

wel | ;

Therefore still bear the bal ance and the sword;
And | do wi sh your honours nmay increase
Till you do live to see a son of m ne
O fend you, and obey you, as | did.
So shall | live to speak ny father's words:
'Happy am | that have a man so bol d
That dares do justice on ny proper son
And not | ess happy, having such a son
That woul d deliver up his greatness so
Into the hands of justice.' You did commt ne;
For which I do commt into your hand
Th' unstai ned sword that you have us'd to bear;
Wth this renmenbrance- that you use the sane
Wth the like bold, just, and inpartial spirit
As you have done 'gainst ne. There is ny hand.
You shall be as a father to ny youth;
My voice shall sound as you do pronpt nine ear;
And | wll stoop and hunble ny intents
To your well-practis'd wi se directions.
And, Princes all, believe ne, | beseech you,
My father is gone wild into his grave,
For in his tonb lie ny affections;
And with his spirits sadly |I survive,
To nock the expectation of the world,
To frustrate prophecies, and to raze out
Rotten opinion, who hath wit ne down
After ny seem ng. The tide of blood in ne
Hath proudly flowd in vanity till now.
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Now doth it turn and ebb back to the sea,
Were it shall mngle with the state of fl oods,
And fl ow henceforth in formal mgjesty.
Now call we our high court of parlianent;
And | et us choose such |inbs of noble counsel,
That the great body of our state may go
In equal rank with the best govern'd nation;
That war, or peace, or both at once, may be
As things acquainted and famliar to us;
In which you, father, shall have forenpst hand.
Qur coronation done, we will accite,
As | before renmenb'red, all our state;
And- God consigning to nmy good intents-
No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say,
God shorten Harry's happy life one
day. Exeunt
SCENE I'I'I.
G oucestershire. SHALLOW S orchard

Ent er FALSTAFF, SHALLOW SI LENCE, BARDOLPH
t he PACGE, and DAVY

SHALLOW Nay, you shall see ny orchard, where, in
an ar bour, we
wll eat a last year's pippin of mne own
graffing, with a dish
of caraways, and so forth. Cone, cousin Silence.
And then to bed.
FALSTAFF. Fore God, you have here a goodly dwelling
and rich.
SHALLOW Barren, barren, barren; beggars all,
beggars all, Sir John
-marry, good air. Spread, Davy, spread, Davy;
wel | said, Davy.
FALSTAFF. This Davy serves you for good uses; he is
your
servi ng-man and your husband.
SHALLOW A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good
varlet, Sir
John. By the nmass, | have drunk too nmuch sack at
supper. A good
varlet. Now sit down, now sit down; cone, cousin.
SILENCE. Ah, sirrah! quoth-a- we
shal | [ Si ngi ng]
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Do not hi ng but eat and nmake good cheer,
And praise God for the nerry year;
When flesh is cheap and fenal es dear,
And lusty | ads roam here and there,
So nerrily,
And ever anong so nerrily.

FALSTAFF. There's a nerry heart! Good Master
Silence, I'll give you
a health for that anon.
SHALLOW G ve Master Bardol ph sone w ne, Davy.
DAVY. Sweet sir, sit; |I'll be with you anon; nost
sweet sir, sit.
Mast er Page, good Master Page, sit. Proface! Wat
you want in
meat, we'll have in drink. But you must bear; the
heart's all.

SHALLOW Be nerry, Master Bardol ph; and, ny little
sol di er there,
be nerry.
SI LENCE. [ Si ngi ng]

Be nerry, be nmerry, ny wife has all;
For wonmen are shrews, both short and tall;
"Tis merry in hall when beards wag an;
And wel cone nerry Shrove-ti de.
Be nerry, be nerry.

FALSTAFF. | did not think Master Silence had been a
man of this
mettl e.
SILENCE. Wo, 1? | have been nerry tw ce and once

ere now.

Re- ent er DAVY

DAVY. [To BARDOLPH There's a dish of | eather-
coats for you
SHALLOW Davy!
DAVY. Your worship! I'lIl be with you straight. [To
BARDOL PH]
A cup of wine, sir?
SILENCE. [ Si ngi ng]
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A cup of wine that's brisk and fine,
And drink unto the | enan m ne;
And a nerry heart lives |ong-a.

FALSTAFF. Well said, Master Silence.

SILENCE. An we shall be nerry, now cones in the
sweet o' th' night.

FALSTAFF. Health and long life to you, WMaster
Si | ence!

SI LENCE. [ Si ngi ng]

Fill the cup, and let it cone,
"Il pledge you a mle to th' bottom

SHALLOW Honest Bardol ph, wel cone; if thou want' st
anyt hi ng and

wilt not call, beshrew thy heart. Wl cone, ny
little tiny thief
and wel cone indeed too. I'll drink to Master

Bar dol ph, and to all
t he cabi |l eros about London.
DAVY. | hope to see London once ere | die.
BARDOLPH. An | m ght see you there, Davy!

SHALLOW By the mass, you' R crack a quart together-

ha! wll you
not, Master Bardol ph?
BARDOLPH. Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot.
SHALLOW By God's liggens, | thank thee. The knave
will stick by

thee, | can assure thee that. "A will not out,
"a; 'tis true
br ed.
BARDOLPH. And I'Il stick by him sir.
SHALLOW Wy, there spoke a king. Lack nothing; be
nerry.

[ One knocks at door] Look who's at door there,
ho! Who knocks?

DAVY
FALSTAFF. [To SILENCE, who has drunk a bunper]
Why, now you have
done ne right.
SI LENCE. [ Si ngi ng]

Do ne right,
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And dub ne kni ght.
Sam ngo.

Is't not so?
FALSTAFF. 'Tis so.
SILENCE. Is't so? Wiy then, say an old man can do
somewhat .

Re- ent er DAVY

DAVY. An't please your worship, there's one Pistol
come fromthe
court with news.
FALSTAFF. Fromthe court? Let himcone in.

Enter Pl STCOL

How now, Pistol?
PI STOL. Sir John, God save you!
FALSTAFF. What wi nd bl ew you hither, Pistol?
PI STOL. Not the ill wi nd which blows no man to
good. Sweet knight,
thou art now one of the greatest nmen in this

real m

SILENCE. By'r lady, | think '"a be, but goodman Puff
of Barson.

Pl STOL. Puff!

Puff in thy teeth, nost recreant coward base!
Sir John, | amthy Pistol and thy friend,
And helter-skelter have | rode to thee;
And tidings do | bring, and |ucky joys,
And gol den tines, and happy news of price.
FALSTAFF. | pray thee now, deliver themlike a man
of this world.
PISTOL. A foutra for the world and worl dlings base!
| speak of Africa and gol den j oys.
FALSTAFF. O base Assyrian knight, what is thy news?
Let King Cophetua know the truth thereof.
SILENCE. [Singing] And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and
John.
PI STOL. Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons?
And shall good news be baffled?
Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies' |ap.
SHALLOW Honest gentlenman, | know not your breeding.
Pl STOL. Wy, then, |anent therefore.
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SHALLOW G ve ne pardon, sir. If, sir, you cone
with news fromthe
court, | take it there's but two ways- either to
utter them or
conceal them | am sir, under the King, in sone
aut hority.
Pl STOL. Under which king, Bezonian? Speak, or die.
SHALLOW Under King Harry.
PISTOL. Harry the Fourth- or Fifth?
SHALLOW Harry the Fourth.
PI STOL. A foutra for thine office!
Sir John, thy tender |anbkin nowis King;
Harry the Fifth's the man. | speak the truth.
When Pistol lies, do this; and fig ne, like
The braggi ng Spani ard.
FALSTAFF. What, is the old king dead?
PI STOL. As nail in door. The things | speak are
j ust.
FALSTAFF. Away, Bardol ph! saddl e ny horse. Master
Robert Shal | ow,
choose what office thou wilt in the | and,
thine. Pistol, |
w || doubl e-charge thee with dignities.
BARDOLPH. O j oyful day!
I woul d not take a knighthood for ny fortune.
PI STOL. What, | do bring good news?
FALSTAFF. Carry Master Silence to bed. Master
Shal | ow, ny Lord

tis

Shal | ow, be what thou wilt- | am Fortune's
steward. Get on thy
boots; we'll ride all night. O sweet Pistol!

Away, Bar dol ph!

[ Exit BARDOLPH Cone, Pistol, utter nore to ne;
and wi t hal

devi se sonething to do thyself good. Boot, boot,
Mast er Shal | ow

I know the young King is sick for ne. Let us take
any nman's

horses: the |aws of England are at ny
commandnent. Bl essed are

they that have been ny friends; and woe to ny
Lord Chief Justi ce!

Pl STOL. Let vultures vile seize on his |ungs al so!
"Where is the life that late | |ed? say they.
Wiy, here it is; welcone these pleasant
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days! Exeunt
SCENE | V.
London. A street

Ent er BEADLES, dragging in HOSTESS QU CKLY
and
DOLL TEARSHEET

HOSTESS. No, thou arrant knave; | would to God that
| mght die,
that | m ght have thee hang'd. Thou hast drawn ny
shoul der out of
j oint.
FI RST BEADLE. The const abl es have delivered her
over to ne; and she

shal | have whi ppi ng-cheer enough, | warrant her.
There hath been
a man or two lately kill'd about her.

DOLL. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Conme on; |'IlI
tell thee what,
thou damm'd tripe-visag'd rascal, an the child |
now go with do
m scarry, thou wert better thou hadst struck thy
not her, thou
paper-fac'd villain.
HOSTESS. O the Lord, that Sir John were cone! He
woul d make this a
bl oody day to sonebody. But | pray God the fruit
of her wonb
m scarry!
FI RST BEADLE. If it do, you shall have a dozen of
cushi ons agai n;
you have but el even now. Cone, | charge you both
go with ne; for
the man is dead that you and Pistol beat anobngst

you.
DOLL. I'Il tell you what, you thin man in a censer,
| wll have you

as soundly swing'd for this- you blue-bottle
rogue, you filthy
fam sh'd correctioner, if you be not sw ng'd,
["11 forswear
hal f-kirtles.
FI RST BEADLE. Cone, cone, you she kni ght-errant,
cone.
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HOSTESS. O God, that right should thus overcone

m ght!
Well, of sufferance cones ease.

DOLL. Cone, you rogue, cone; bring ne to a justice.

HOSTESS. Ay, cone, you starv'd bl oodhound.

DOLL. Goodnan deat h, goodman bones!

HOSTESS. Thou at ony, thou!

DOLL. Cone, you thin thing! conme, you rascal!

FI RST BEADLE. Very
wel | . Exeunt

SCENE V.
West m nster. Near the Abbey

Enter GROOMS, strew ng rushes

FI RST GROOM More rushes, nore rushes!
SECOND GROOM The trunpets have sounded tw ce.
TH RD GROOM 'Twill be two o' clock ere they cone
fromthe
coronation. D spatch,
di spat ch. Exeunt

Trunpets sound, and the KING and his train
pass
over the stage. After them enter FALSTAFF,
SHALLOW
Pl STOL, BARDOLPH, and page

FALSTAFF. Stand here by ne, Master Robert Shall ow,
| will make the
King do you grace. | will leer upon him as 'a
cones by; and do
but mark the countenance that he will give ne.
Pl STOL. God bl ess thy lungs, good knight!
FALSTAFF. Conme here, Pistol; stand behind ne. [To
SHALLOWN O if
| had had to have nade new liveries, | would have
best owed t he
t housand pound | borrowed of you. But 'tis no
matter; this poor
show doth better; this doth infer the zeal | had
to see him
SHALLOW |t doth so.
FALSTAFF. It shows ny earnestness of affection-
SHALLOW |t doth so.
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FALSTAFF. My devoti on-
SHALLOW It doth, it doth, it doth.
FALSTAFF. As it were, to ride day and ni ght; and
not to deli berate,
not to renmenber, not to have patience to shift ne-
SHALLOW |t is best, certain.
FALSTAFF. But to stand stained with travel, and
sweating with
desire to see him thinking of nothing el se,
putting all affairs
else in oblivion, as if there were nothing el se
to be done but to

see him
PISTOL. 'Tis 'senper idemi for 'obsque hoc nihi
est.” '"Tis all in
every part.
SHALLOW 'Tis so, indeed.
PISTOL. My knight, I wll inflame thy noble liver

And make t hee rage.
Thy Doll, and Hel en of thy noble thoughts,
s in base durance and contagi ous prison;
Hal ' d thither
By nost nechanical and dirty hand.
Rouse up revenge fromebon den with fell Alecto's
shake,
For Doll is in. Pistol speaks nought but truth.
FALSTAFF. | w Il deliver her.
[ Shouts,within, and the
trunpets sound]
PI STOL. There roar'd the sea, and trunpet-cl angor
sounds.

Enter the KING and his train, the LORD CH EF
JUSTI CE
anong t hem

FALSTAFF. God save thy Grace, King Hal; ny royal
Hal !

Pl STOL. The heavens thee guard and keep, nost royal
I mp of fane!

FALSTAFF. God save thee, ny sweet boy!

KING M Lord Chief Justice, speak to that vain man.

CH EF JUSTI CE. Have you your wts? Know you what
"tis you speak?

FALSTAFF. My king! ny Jove! | speak to thee, ny
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heart!
KING | know thee not, old man. Fall to thy prayers.
How ill white hairs becone a fool and jester!

| have long dreant of such a kind of man,
So surfeit-swell'd, so old, and so profane;
But being awak'd, | do despise ny dream
Make | ess thy body hence, and nore thy grace;
Leave gormandi zi ng; know t he grave doth gape
For thee thrice wider than for other nen-
Reply not to me with a fool -born jest;
Presune not that | amthe thing | was,
For God doth know, so shall the world perceive,
That | have turn'd away ny forner self;
So wll | those that kept ne conpany.
When thou dost hear | amas | have been,
Approach ne, and thou shalt be as thou wast,
The tutor and the feeder of ny riots.
Till then | banish thee, on pain of death,
As | have done the rest of ny m sl eaders,
Not to come near our person by ten mle.
For conpetence of life I will allow you,
That | ack of neans enforce you not to evils;
And, as we hear you do reformyourselves,
W will, according to your strengths and
qualities,
G ve you advancenent. Be it your charge, ny lord,
To see performid the tenour of our word.
Set on. Exeunt the KI NG
and his train
FALSTAFF. Master Shallow, | owe you a thousand
pounds.
SHALLOW Yea, marry, Sir John; which | beseech you
to |l et ne have
home with ne.
FALSTAFF. That can hardly be, Mster Shallow Do
not you grieve at
this; | shall be sent for in private to him Look
you, he nust
seemthus to the world. Fear not your
advancenents; | wll be the
man yet that shall make you great.
SHALLOW | cannot perceive how, unless you give ne
your doubl et
and stuff nme out with straw. | beseech you, good
Sir John, let ne
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have five hundred of ny thousand.
FALSTAFF. Sir, | wll be as good as ny word. This
t hat you heard
was but a col our.
SHALLOW A colour that | fear you will die in, Sir
John.
FALSTAFF. Fear no colours; go with ne to dinner.
Cone, Lieutenant
Pi stol; cone, Bardol ph. | shall be sent for soon
at night.

Re-enter PRI NCE JOHN, the LORD CH EF
JUSTI CE,
wth officers

CH EF JUSTICE. Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the
Fl eet ;
Take all his conmpany along with him
FALSTAFF. My lord, ny |ord-
CHI EF JUSTICE. | cannot now speak. | will hear you
soon.
Take t hem away.
PISTOL. Si fortuna ne tornenta, spero ne contenta.
Exeunt all but PRINCE JOHN and the LORD
CHI EF JUSTI CE
PRINCE JOHN. | like this fair proceeding of the
King's.
He hath intent his wonted fol |l owers
Shall all be very well provided for;
But all are banish'd till their conversations
Appear nore w se and nodest to the worl d.
CH EF JUSTICE. And so they are.
PRI NCE JOHN. The King hath call'd his parlianent,

ny |ord.
CHI EF JUSTI CE. He hath.
PRINCE JOHN. | will lay odds that, ere this year
expire,
We bear our civil swords and native fire
As far as France. | heard a bird so sing,

Whose nusic, to nmy thinking, pleas'd the King.
Come, will you
hence? Exeunt
EPI LOGUE
EPI LOGUE
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First nmy fear, then ny curtsy, last ny speech. MW
fear, is your
di spl easure; ny curtsy, ny duty; and ny speech, to
beg your pardons.
I f you | ook for a good speech now, you undo ne; for
what | have to say
Is of mne own nmaking; and what, indeed, | should say
will, | doubt,
prove mne own marring. But to the purpose, and so to
t he venture.
Be it known to you, as it is very well, | was lately
here in the end
of a displeasing play, to pray your patience for it
and to prom se you

a better. | neant, indeed, to pay you with this;
which if |ike an

i1l venture it conme unluckily hone, | break, and you,
nmy gentle

creditors, lose. Here | proms'd you |l would be, and
here I commit
nmy body to your nercies. Bate ne sone, and | wll pay
you sone, and,
as nost debtors do, promse you infinitely; and so |
kneel down before
you- but, indeed, to pray for the Queen.

If nmy tongue cannot entreat you to acquit nme, wl
you conmand ne to
use ny |l egs? And yet that were but |ight paynent-to
dance out of
your debt. But a good conscience will nmake any
possi bl e
satisfaction, and so would |I. Al the gentl ewonen
here have forgiven
nme. If the gentlenmen will not, then the gentlenen do
not agree with
t he gentl ewonen, which was never seen before in such
an assenbly.

One word nore, | beseech you. If you be not too
much cloy'd with fat
nmeat, our hunble author will continue the story, wth
Sir John in

it, and nake you nerry with fair Katherine of France;
where, for

anything I know, Falstaff shall die of a sweat,

unl ess al ready 'a be

http://darkwing.uoregon.edu/%7Erbear/shake/hiv2.html (104 of 105)4/11/2005 8:26:47 AM



William Shakespaeare: Henry IV, Part 11.

killed with your hard opinions; for Odcastle died a
martyr and this
Is not the man. My tongue is weary; when ny |legs are
too, I will bid
you good ni ght.

.2 Renascence Editions
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