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			Induction

			Wark­worth. Be­fore the castle.

			
				
					
							
							
							Enter Ru­mour, painted full of tongues.
						
					

					
							Ru­mour
							
							
								Open your ears; for which of you will stop
								

								The vent of hear­ing when loud Ru­mour speaks?
								

								I, from the ori­ent to the droop­ing west,
								

								Mak­ing the wind my post-horse, still un­fold
								

								The acts com­menced on this ball of earth:
								

								Upon my tongues con­tinu­al slanders ride,
								

								The which in every lan­guage I pro­nounce,
								

								Stuff­ing the ears of men with false re­ports.
								

								I speak of peace, while cov­ert enmity
								

								Un­der the smile of safety wounds the world:
								

								And who but Ru­mour, who but only I,
								

								Make fear­ful musters and pre­pared de­fence,
								

								Whiles the big year, swoln with some oth­er grief,
								

								Is thought with child by the stern tyr­ant war,
								

								And no such mat­ter? Ru­mour is a pipe
								

								Blown by sur­mises, jeal­ousies, con­jec­tures,
								

								And of so easy and so plain a stop
								

								That the blunt mon­ster with un­coun­ted heads,
								

								The still-dis­cord­ant waver­ing mul­ti­tude,
								

								Can play upon it. But what need I thus
								

								My well-known body to ana­tom­ize
								

								Among my house­hold? Why is Ru­mour here?
								

								I run be­fore King Harry’s vic­tory;
								

								Who in a bloody field by Shrews­bury
								

								Hath beaten down young Hot­spur and his troops,
								

								Quench­ing the flame of bold re­bel­lion
								

								Even with the rebels’ blood. But what mean I
								

								To speak so true at first? my of­fice is
								

								To noise abroad that Harry Mon­mouth fell
								

								Un­der the wrath of noble Hot­spur’s sword,
								

								And that the king be­fore the Douglas’ rage
								

								Stoop’d his anoin­ted head as low as death.
								

								This have I ru­mour’d through the peas­ant towns
								

								Between that roy­al field of Shrews­bury
								

								And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone,
								

								Where Hot­spur’s fath­er, old Northum­ber­land,
								

								Lies crafty-sick: the posts come tir­ing on,
								

								And not a man of them brings oth­er news
								

								Than they have learn’d of me: from Ru­mour’s tongues
								

								They bring smooth com­forts false, worse than true wrongs. Exit.
							

						
					

				
			

		
	
		
			
				Act
				I
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				The same.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Lord Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								Who keeps the gate here, ho?
						

						
								
								
								The Port­er opens the gate.
							
						

						
								
								Where is the earl?
						

						
								Port­er
								What shall I say you are?
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									Tell thou the earl
									

									That the Lord Bardolph doth at­tend him here.
								

							
						

						
								Port­er
								
								
									His lord­ship is walk’d forth in­to the orch­ard:
									

									Please it your hon­our, knock but at the gate,
									

									And he him­self wilt an­swer.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Northum­ber­land.
							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								Here comes the earl. Exit Port­er.
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									What news, Lord Bardolph? every minute now
									

									Should be the fath­er of some stratagem:
									

									The times are wild; con­ten­tion, like a horse
									

									Full of high feed­ing, madly hath broke loose
									

									And bears down all be­fore him.
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									Noble earl,
									

									I bring you cer­tain news from Shrews­bury.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								Good, an God will!
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									As good as heart can wish:
									

									The king is al­most wounded to the death;
									

									And, in the for­tune of my lord your son,
									

									Prince Harry slain out­right; and both the Blunts
									

									Kill’d by the hand of Douglas; young Prince John
									

									And West­mo­re­land and Stafford fled the field;
									

									And Harry Mon­mouth’s brawn, the hulk Sir John,
									

									Is pris­on­er to your son: O, such a day,
									

									So fought, so fol­low’d and so fairly won,
									

									Came not till now to dig­ni­fy the times,
									

									Since Caesar’s for­tunes!
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									How is this de­rived?
									

									Saw you the field? came you from Shrews­bury?
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									I spake with one, my lord, that came from thence,
									

									A gen­tle­man well bred and of good name,
									

									That freely render’d me these news for true.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Here comes my ser­vant Tra­vers, whom I sent
									

									On Tues­day last to listen after news.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Tra­vers.
							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									My lord, I over-rode him on the way;
									

									And he is fur­nish’d with no cer­tain­ties
									

									More than he haply may re­tail from me.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								Now, Tra­vers, what good tid­ings comes with you?
						

						
								Tra­vers
								
								
									My lord, Sir John Um­fre­vile turn’d me back
									

									With joy­ful tid­ings; and, be­ing bet­ter horsed,
									

									Out-rode me. After him came spur­ring hard
									

									A gen­tle­man, al­most for­spent with speed,
									

									That stopp’d by me to breathe his blood­ied horse.
									

									He ask’d the way to Chester; and of him
									

									I did de­mand what news from Shrews­bury:
									

									He told me that re­bel­lion had bad luck
									

									And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold.
									

									With that, he gave his able horse the head,
									

									And bend­ing for­ward struck his armed heels
									

									Against the pant­ing sides of his poor jade
									

									Up to the row­el-head, and start­ing so
									

									He seem’d in run­ning to de­vour the way,
									

									Stay­ing no longer ques­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Ha! Again:
									

									Said he young Harry Percy’s spur was cold?
									

									Of Hot­spur Cold­spur? that re­bel­lion
									

									Had met ill luck?
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									My lord, I’ll tell you what;
									

									If my young lord your son have not the day,
									

									Upon mine hon­our, for a silken point
									

									I’ll give my bar­ony: nev­er talk of it.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Why should that gen­tle­man that rode by Tra­vers
									

									Give then such in­stances of loss?
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									Who, he?
									

									He was some hild­ing fel­low that had stolen
									

									The horse he rode on, and, upon my life,
									

									Spoke at a ven­ture. Look, here comes more news.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mor­ton.
							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Yea, this man’s brow, like to a title-leaf,
									

									Fore­tells the nature of a tra­gic volume:
									

									So looks the strand where­on the im­per­i­ous flood
									

									Hath left a wit­ness’d usurp­a­tion.
									

									Say, Mor­ton, didst thou come from Shrews­bury?
								

							
						

						
								Mor­ton
								
								
									I ran from Shrews­bury, my noble lord;
									

									Where hate­ful death put on his ugli­est mask
									

									To fright our party.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									How doth my son and broth­er?
									

									Thou tremblest; 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 dead in look, so woe-be­gone,
									

									Drew Pri­am’s cur­tain in the dead of night,
									

									And would have told him half his Troy was burnt;
									

									But Pri­am found the fire ere he his tongue,
									

									And I my Percy’s death ere thou re­port’st it.
									

									This thou wouldst say, “Your son did thus and thus;
									

									Your broth­er thus: so fought the noble Douglas:”
									

									Stop­ping my greedy ear with their bold deeds:
									

									But in the end, to stop my ear in­deed,
									

									Thou hast a sigh to blow away this praise,
									

									End­ing with “Broth­er, son, and all are dead.”
								

							
						

						
								Mor­ton
								
								
									Douglas is liv­ing, and your broth­er, yet;
									

									But, for my lord your son—
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Why, he is dead.
									

									See what a ready tongue sus­pi­cion hath!
									

									He that but fears the thing he would not know
									

									Hath by in­stinct know­ledge from oth­ers’ eyes
									

									That what he fear’d is chanced. Yet speak, Mor­ton;
									

									Tell thou an earl his divin­a­tion lies,
									

									And I will take it as a sweet dis­grace
									

									And make thee rich for do­ing me such wrong.
								

							
						

						
								Mor­ton
								
								
									You are too great to be by me gain­said:
									

									Your spir­it is too true, your fears too cer­tain.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Yet, for all this, say not that Percy’s dead.
									

									I see a strange con­fes­sion in thine eye:
									

									Thou shakest 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 un­wel­come news
									

									Hath but a los­ing of­fice, and his tongue
									

									Sounds ever after as a sul­len bell,
									

									Re­mem­ber’d tolling a de­part­ing friend.
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								I can­not think, my lord, your son is dead.
						

						
								Mor­ton
								
								
									I am sorry I should force you to be­lieve
									

									That which I would to God I had not seen;
									

									But these mine eyes saw him in bloody state,
									

									Ren­der­ing faint quit­tance, wear­ied and out-breathed,
									

									To Harry Mon­mouth; whose swift wrath beat down
									

									The nev­er-daun­ted Percy to the earth,
									

									From whence with life he nev­er more sprung up.
									

									In few, his death, whose spir­it lent a fire
									

									Even to the dullest peas­ant in his camp,
									

									Be­ing bruited once, took fire and heat away
									

									From the best-tem­per’d cour­age in his troops;
									

									For from his met­al was his party steel’d;
									

									Which once in him abated, all the rest
									

									Turn’d on them­selves, like dull and heavy lead:
									

									And as the thing that’s heavy in it­self,
									

									Upon en­force­ment flies with greatest speed,
									

									So did our men, heavy in Hot­spur’s loss,
									

									Lend to this weight such light­ness with their fear
									

									That ar­rows fled not swifter to­ward their aim
									

									Than did our sol­diers, aim­ing at their safety,
									

									Fly from the field. Then was the noble Worcester
									

									Too soon ta’en pris­on­er; and that furi­ous Scot,
									

									The bloody Douglas, whose well-la­bour­ing sword
									

									Had three times slain the ap­pear­ance of the king,
									

									’Gan vail his stom­ach and did grace the shame
									

									Of those that turn’d their backs, and in his flight,
									

									Stum­bling in fear, was took. The sum of all
									

									Is that the king hath won, and hath sent out
									

									A speedy power to en­counter you, my lord,
									

									Un­der the con­duct of young Lan­caster
									

									And West­mo­re­land. This is the news at full.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									For this I shall have time enough to mourn.
									

									In pois­on there is phys­ic; and these news,
									

									Hav­ing been well, that would have made me sick,
									

									Be­ing sick, have in some meas­ure made me well:
									

									And as the wretch, whose fever-weak­en’d joints,
									

									Like strength­less hinges, buckle un­der life,
									

									Im­pa­tient of his fit, breaks like a fire
									

									Out of his keep­er’s arms, even so my limbs,
									

									Weak­en’d with grief, be­ing now en­raged with grief,
									

									Are thrice them­selves. Hence, there­fore, thou nice crutch!
									

									A scaly gaunt­let now with joints of steel
									

									Must glove this hand: and hence, thou sickly quoif!
									

									Thou art a guard too wan­ton for the head
									

									Which princes, flesh’d with con­quest, aim to hit.
									

									Now bind my brows with iron; and ap­proach
									

									The ragged’st hour that time and spite dare bring
									

									To frown upon the en­raged Northum­ber­land!
									

									Let heav­en kiss earth! now let not Nature’s hand
									

									Keep the wild flood con­fined! let or­der die!
									

									And let this world no longer be a stage
									

									To feed con­ten­tion in a linger­ing act;
									

									But let one spir­it of the first-born Cain
									

									Reign in all bos­oms, that, each heart be­ing set
									

									On bloody courses, the rude scene may end,
									

									And dark­ness be the bur­i­er of the dead!
								

							
						

						
								Tra­vers
								This strained pas­sion doth you wrong, my lord.
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								Sweet earl, di­vorce not wis­dom from your hon­our.
						

						
								Mor­ton
								
								
									The lives of all your lov­ing com­plices
									

									Lean on your health; the which, if you give o’er
									

									To stormy pas­sion, must per­force de­cay.
									

									You cast the event of war, my noble lord,
									

									And summ’d the ac­count of chance, be­fore you said
									

									“Let us make head.” It was your pre­sur­mise,
									

									That, in the dole of blows, your son might drop:
									

									You knew he walk’d o’er per­ils, on an edge,
									

									More likely to fall in than to get o’er;
									

									You were ad­vised his flesh was cap­able
									

									Of wounds and scars and that his for­ward spir­it
									

									Would lift him where most trade of danger ranged:
									

									Yet did you say “Go forth;” and none of this,
									

									Though strongly ap­pre­hen­ded, could re­strain
									

									The stiff-borne ac­tion: what hath then be­fallen,
									

									Or what hath this bold en­ter­prise brought forth,
									

									More than that be­ing which was like to be?
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									We all that are en­gaged to this loss
									

									Knew that we ven­tured on such dan­ger­ous seas
									

									That if we wrought our life ’twas ten to one;
									

									And yet we ven­tured, for the gain pro­posed
									

									Choked the re­spect of likely per­il fear’d;
									

									And since we are o’er­set, ven­ture again.
									

									Come, we will all put forth, body and goods.
								

							
						

						
								Mor­ton
								
								
									’Tis more than time: and, my most noble lord,
									

									I hear for cer­tain, and do speak the truth,
									

									The gentle Arch­bish­op of York is up
									

									With well-ap­poin­ted powers: he is a man
									

									Who with a double surety binds his fol­low­ers.
									

									My lord your son had only but the corpse,
									

									But shad­ows and the shows of men, to fight;
									

									For that same word, re­bel­lion, did di­vide
									

									The ac­tion of their bod­ies from their souls;
									

									And they did fight with queas­i­ness, con­strain’d,
									

									As men drink po­tions, that their weapons only
									

									Seem’d on our side; but, for their spir­its and souls,
									

									This word, re­bel­lion, it had froze them up,
									

									As fish are in a pond. But now the bish­op
									

									Turns in­sur­rec­tion to re­li­gion:
									

									Sup­posed sin­cere and holy in his thoughts,
									

									He’s fol­lowed both with body and with mind;
									

									And doth en­large his rising with the blood
									

									Of fair King Richard, scraped from Pom­fret stones;
									

									De­rives from heav­en his quar­rel and his cause;
									

									Tells them he doth be­stride a bleed­ing land,
									

									Gasp­ing for life un­der great Bol­ing­broke;
									

									And more and less do flock to fol­low him.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									I knew of this be­fore; but, to speak truth,
									

									This present grief had wiped it from my mind.
									

									Go in with me; and coun­sel every man
									

									The aptest way for safety and re­venge:
									

									Get posts and let­ters, and make friends with speed:
									

									Nev­er so few, and nev­er yet more need. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Lon­don. A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff, with his Page bear­ing his sword and buck­ler.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Sir­rah, you gi­ant, what says the doc­tor to my wa­ter?
						

						
								Page
								He said, sir, the wa­ter it­self was a good healthy wa­ter; but, for the party that owed it, he might have more dis­eases than he knew for.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me: the brain of this fool­ish-com­poun­ded clay, man, is not able to in­vent any­thing that tends to laughter, more than I in­vent or is in­ven­ted on me: I am not only witty in my­self, but the cause that wit is in oth­er men. I do here walk be­fore thee like a sow that hath over­whelmed all her lit­ter but one. If the prince put thee in­to my ser­vice for any oth­er reas­on than to set me off, why then I have no judg­ment. Thou whoreson man­drake, thou art fit­ter to be worn in my cap than to wait at my heels. I was nev­er manned with an agate till now: but I will in­set you neither in gold nor sil­ver, but in vile ap­par­el, and send you back again to your mas­ter, for a jew­el—the ju­venal, the prince your mas­ter, whose chin is not yet fledged. I will soon­er have a beard grow in the palm of my hand than he shall get one on his cheek; and yet he will not stick to say his face is a face-roy­al: God may fin­ish it when he will, ’tis not a hair amiss yet: he may keep it still at a face-roy­al, for a barber shall nev­er earn six­pence out of it; and yet he’ll be crow­ing as if he had writ man ever since his fath­er was a bach­el­or. He may keep his own grace, but he’s al­most out of mine, I can as­sure him. What said Mas­ter Domble­don about the sat­in for my short cloak and my slops?
						

						
								Page
								He said, sir, you should pro­cure him bet­ter as­sur­ance than Bardolph: he would not take his band and yours; he liked not the se­cur­ity.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let him be damned, like the glut­ton! pray God his tongue be hot­ter! A whoreson Achitophel! a ras­cally yea-for­sooth knave! to bear a gen­tle­man in hand, and then stand upon se­cur­ity! The whoreson smooth-pates do now wear noth­ing but high shoes, and bunches of keys at their girdles; and if a man is through with them in hon­est tak­ing up, then they must stand upon se­cur­ity. I had as lief they would put rats­bane in my mouth as of­fer to stop it with se­cur­ity. I looked a’ should have sent me two and twenty yards of sat­in, as I am a true knight, and he sends me se­cur­ity. Well, he may sleep in se­cur­ity; for he hath the horn of abund­ance, and the light­ness of his wife shines through it: and yet can­not he see, though he have his own lanthorn to light him. Where’s Bardolph?
						

						
								Page
								He’s gone in­to Smith­field to buy your wor­ship a horse.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I bought him in Paul’s, and he’ll buy me a horse in Smith­field: an I could get me but a wife in the stews, I were manned, horsed, and wived.
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Lord Chief-Justice and Ser­vant.
							
						

						
								Page
								Sir, here comes the no­ble­man that com­mit­ted the Prince for strik­ing him about Bardolph.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Wait close; I will not see him.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								What’s he that goes there?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Fal­staff, an’t please your lord­ship.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								He that was in ques­tion for the rob­bery?
						

						
								Ser­vant
								He, my lord: but he hath since done good ser­vice at Shrews­bury; and, as I hear, is now go­ing with some charge to the Lord John of Lan­caster.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								What, to York? Call him back again.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Sir John Fal­staff!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Boy, tell him I am deaf.
						

						
								Page
								You must speak louder; my mas­ter is deaf.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								I am sure he is, to the hear­ing of any thing good. Go, pluck him by the el­bow; I must speak with him.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Sir John!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What! a young knave, and beg­ging! Is there not wars? is there not em­ploy­ment? doth not the king lack sub­jects? do not the rebels need sol­diers? Though it be a shame to be on any side but one, it is worse shame to beg than to be on the worst side, were it worse than the name of re­bel­lion can tell how to make it.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								You mis­take me, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Why, sir, did I say you were an hon­est man? set­ting my knight­hood and my sol­dier­ship aside, I had lied in my throat, if I had said so.
						

						
								Ser­vant
								I pray you, sir, then set your knight­hood and our sol­dier­ship aside; and give me leave to tell you, you lie in your throat, if you say I am any oth­er than an hon­est man.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I give thee leave to tell me so! I lay aside that which grows to me! if thou get­test any leave of me, hang me; if thou takest leave, thou wert bet­ter be hanged. You hunt counter: hence! avaunt!
						

						
								Ser­vant
								Sir, my lord would speak with you.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Sir John Fal­staff, a word with you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My good lord! God give your lord­ship good time of day. I am glad to see your lord­ship abroad: I heard say your lord­ship was sick: I hope your lord­ship goes abroad by ad­vice. Your lord­ship, though not clean past your youth, hath yet some smack of age in you, some rel­ish of the salt­ness of time; and I must humbly be­seech your lord­ship to have a rev­er­ent care of your health.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Sir John, I sent for you be­fore your ex­ped­i­tion to Shrews­bury.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								An’t please your lord­ship, I hear his majesty is re­turned with some dis­com­fort from Wales.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								I talk not of his majesty: you would not come when I sent for you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								And I hear, moreover, his high­ness is fallen in­to this same whoreson apo­plexy.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Well, God mend him! I pray you, let me speak with you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								This apo­plexy is, as I take it, a kind of leth­argy, an’t please your lord­ship; a kind of sleep­ing in the blood, a whoreson tingling.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								What tell you me of it? be it as it is.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								It hath its ori­gin­al from much grief, from study and per­turb­a­tion of the brain: I have read the cause of his ef­fects in Ga­len: it is a kind of deaf­ness.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								I think you are fallen in­to the dis­ease; for you hear not what I say to you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Very well, my lord, very well: rather, an’t please you, it is the dis­ease of not listen­ing, the mal­ady of not mark­ing, that I am troubled with­al.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								To pun­ish you by the heels would amend the at­ten­tion of your ears; and I care not if I do be­come your phys­i­cian.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I am as poor as Job, my lord, but not so pa­tient: your lord­ship may min­is­ter the po­tion of im­pris­on­ment to me in re­spect of poverty; but how should I be your pa­tient to fol­low your pre­scrip­tions, the wise may make some dram of a scruple, or in­deed a scruple it­self.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								I sent for you, when there were mat­ters against you for your life, to come speak with me.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								As I was then ad­vised by my learned coun­sel in the laws of this land-ser­vice, I did not come.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Well, the truth is, Sir John, you live in great in­famy.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								He that buckles him in my belt can­not live in less.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Your means are very slender, and your waste is great.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I would it were oth­er­wise; I would my means were great­er, and my waist slen­der­er.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								You have misled the youth­ful prince.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								The young prince hath misled me: I am the fel­low with the great belly, and he my dog.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Well, I am loath to gall a new-healed wound: your day’s ser­vice at Shrews­bury hath a little gil­ded over your night’s ex­ploit on Gad’s-hill: you may thank the un­quiet time for your quiet o’er-post­ing that ac­tion.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My lord?
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								But since all is well, keep it so: wake not a sleep­ing wolf.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								To wake a wolf is as bad as to smell a fox.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								What! you are as a candle, the bet­ter part burnt out.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								A was­sail candle, my lord, all tal­low: if I did say of wax, my growth would ap­prove the truth.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								There is not a white hair on your face but should have his ef­fect of grav­ity.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								His ef­fect of gravy, gravy, gravy.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								You fol­low the young prince up and down, like his ill an­gel.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Not so, my lord; your ill an­gel is light; but I hope he that looks upon me will take me without weigh­ing: and yet, in some re­spects, I grant, I can­not go: I can­not tell. Vir­tue is of so little re­gard in these cost­er­mon­ger times that true valour is turned bear-herd: preg­nancy is made a tap­ster, and hath his quick wit wasted in giv­ing reck­on­ings: all the oth­er gifts ap­per­tin­ent to man, as the malice of this age shapes them, are not worth a goose­berry. You that are old con­sider not the ca­pa­cit­ies of us that are young; you do meas­ure the heat of our liv­ers with the bit­ter­ness of your galls: and we that are in the vaward of our youth, I must con­fess, are wags too.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Do you set down your name in the scroll of youth, that are writ­ten down old with all the char­ac­ters of age? Have you not a moist eye? a dry hand? a yel­low cheek? a white beard? a de­creas­ing leg? an in­creas­ing belly? is not your voice broken? your wind short? your chin double? your wit single? and every part about you blas­ted with an­tiquity? and will you yet call your­self young? Fie, fie, fie, Sir John!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My lord, I was born about three of the clock in the af­ter­noon, with a white head and some­thing a round belly. For my voice, I have lost it with hal­lo­ing and singing of an­thems. To ap­prove my youth fur­ther, I will not: the truth is, I am only old in judg­ment and un­der­stand­ing; and he that will caper with me for a thou­sand marks, let him lend me the money, 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 chequed him for it, and the young li­on re­pents; marry, not in ashes and sack­cloth, but in new silk and old sack.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Well, God send the prince a bet­ter com­pan­ion!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								God send the com­pan­ion a bet­ter prince! I can­not rid my hands of him.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Well, the king hath severed you and Prince Harry: I hear you are go­ing with Lord John of Lan­caster against the Arch­bish­op and the Earl of Northum­ber­land.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Yea; I thank your pretty sweet wit for it. But look you pray, all you that kiss my lady Peace at home, that our armies join not in a hot day; for, by the Lord, I take but two shirts out with me, and I mean not to sweat ex­traordin­ar­ily: if it be a hot day, and I bran­dish any thing but a bottle, I would I might nev­er spit white again. There is not a dan­ger­ous ac­tion can peep out his head but I am thrust upon it: well, I can­not last ever: but it was al­way yet the trick of our Eng­lish na­tion, if they have a good thing, to make it too com­mon. If ye will needs say I am an old man, you should give me rest. I would to God my name were not so ter­rible to the en­emy as it is: I were bet­ter to be eaten to death with a rust than to be scoured to noth­ing with per­petu­al mo­tion.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Well, be hon­est, be hon­est; and God bless your ex­ped­i­tion!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Will your lord­ship lend me a thou­sand pound to fur­nish me forth?
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Not a penny, not a penny; you are too im­pa­tient to bear crosses. Fare you well: com­mend me to my cous­in West­mo­re­land. Ex­eunt Chief-Justice and Ser­vant.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								If I do, fil­lip me with a three-man beetle. A man can no more sep­ar­ate age and cov­et­ous­ness than a’ can part young limbs and lech­ery: but the gout galls the one, and the pox pinches the oth­er; and so both the de­grees pre­vent my curses. Boy!
						

						
								Page
								Sir?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What money is in my purse?
						

						
								Page
								Sev­en groats and two pence.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I can get no rem­edy against this con­sump­tion of the purse: bor­row­ing only lingers and lingers it out, but the dis­ease is in­cur­able. Go bear this let­ter to my Lord of Lan­caster; this to the prince; this to the Earl of West­mo­re­land; and this to old Mis­tress Ur­sula, whom I have weekly sworn to marry since I per­ceived the first white hair on my 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 my great toe. ’Tis no mat­ter if I do halt; I have the wars for my col­our, and my pen­sion shall seem the more reas­on­able. A good wit will make use of any thing: I will turn dis­eases to com­mod­ity. Exit.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				York. The Arch­bish­op’s palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Arch­bish­op, the Lords Hast­ings, Mow­bray, and Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Thus have you heard our cause and known our means;
									

									And, my most noble friends, I pray you all,
									

									Speak plainly your opin­ions of our hopes:
									

									And first, lord mar­shal, what say you to it?
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									I well al­low the oc­ca­sion of our arms;
									

									But gladly would be bet­ter sat­is­fied
									

									How in our means we should ad­vance ourselves
									

									To look with fore­head bold and big enough
									

									Upon the power and puis­sance of the king.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Our present musters grow upon the file
									

									To five and twenty thou­sand men of choice;
									

									And our sup­plies live largely in the hope
									

									Of great Northum­ber­land, whose bos­om burns
									

									With an in­censed fire of in­jur­ies.
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									The ques­tion then, Lord Hast­ings, stan­de­th thus;
									

									Wheth­er our present five and twenty thou­sand
									

									May hold up head without Northum­ber­land?
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								With him, we may.
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									Yea, marry, there’s the point:
									

									But if without him we be thought too feeble,
									

									My judg­ment is, we should not step too far
									

									Till we had his as­sist­ance by the hand;
									

									For in a theme so bloody-faced as this
									

									Con­jec­ture, ex­pect­a­tion, and sur­mise
									

									Of aids in­cer­tain should not be ad­mit­ted.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									’Tis very true, Lord Bardolph; for in­deed
									

									It was young Hot­spur’s case at Shrews­bury.
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									It was, my lord; who lined him­self with hope,
									

									Eat­ing the air on prom­ise of sup­ply,
									

									Flat­ter­ing him­self in pro­ject of a power
									

									Much smal­ler than the smal­lest of his thoughts:
									

									And so, with great ima­gin­a­tion
									

									Prop­er to mad­men, led his powers to death
									

									And wink­ing leap’d in­to de­struc­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									But, by your leave, it nev­er yet did hurt
									

									To lay down like­li­hoods and forms of hope.
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								
								
									Yes, if this present qual­ity of war,
									

									In­deed the in­stant ac­tion: a cause on foot
									

									Lives so in hope as in an early spring
									

									We see the ap­pear­ing buds; which to prove fruit,
									

									Hope gives not so much war­rant as des­pair
									

									That frosts will bite them. When we mean to build,
									

									We first sur­vey the plot, then draw the mod­el;
									

									And when we see the fig­ure of the house,
									

									Then must we rate the cost of the erec­tion;
									

									Which if we find out­weighs abil­ity,
									

									What do we then but draw anew the mod­el
									

									In few­er of­fices, or at last de­sist
									

									To build at all? Much more, in this great work,
									

									Which is al­most to pluck a king­dom down
									

									And set an­oth­er up, should we sur­vey
									

									The plot of situ­ation and the mod­el,
									

									Con­sent upon a sure found­a­tion,
									

									Ques­tion sur­vey­ors, know our own es­tate,
									

									How able such a work to un­der­go,
									

									To weigh against his op­pos­ite; or else
									

									We for­ti­fy in pa­per and in fig­ures,
									

									Us­ing the names of men in­stead of men:
									

									Like one that draws the mod­el of a house
									

									Bey­ond his power to build it; who, half through,
									

									Gives o’er and leaves his part-cre­ated cost
									

									A na­ked sub­ject to the weep­ing clouds
									

									And waste for churl­ish winter’s tyranny.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Grant that our hopes, yet likely of fair birth,
									

									Should be still-born, and that we now pos­sess’d
									

									The ut­most man of ex­pect­a­tion,
									

									I think we are a body strong enough,
									

									Even as we are, to equal with the king.
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								What, is the king but five and twenty thou­sand?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									To us no more; nay, not so much, Lord Bardolph.
									

									For his di­vi­sions, as the times do brawl,
									

									Are in three heads: one power against the French,
									

									And one against Glendower; per­force a third
									

									Must take up us: so is the un­firm king
									

									In three di­vided; and his cof­fers sound
									

									With hol­low poverty and empti­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									That he should draw his sev­er­al strengths to­geth­er
									

									And come against us in full puis­sance,
									

									Need not be dreaded.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									If he should do so,
									

									He leaves his back un­arm’d, the French and Welsh
									

									Bay­ing him at the heels: nev­er fear that.
								

							
						

						
								Lord Bardolph
								Who is it like should lead his forces hith­er?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									The Duke of Lan­caster and West­mo­re­land;
									

									Against the Welsh, him­self and Harry Mon­mouth:
									

									But who is sub­sti­tuted ’gainst the French,
									

									I have no cer­tain no­tice.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Let us on,
									

									And pub­lish the oc­ca­sion of our arms.
									

									The com­mon­wealth is sick of their own choice;
									

									Their over-greedy love hath sur­feited:
									

									An hab­it­a­tion giddy and un­sure
									

									Hath he that buil­de­th on the vul­gar heart.
									

									O thou fond many, with what loud ap­plause
									

									Didst thou beat heav­en with bless­ing Bol­ing­broke,
									

									Be­fore he was what thou wouldst have him be!
									

									And be­ing now trimm’d in thine own de­sires,
									

									Thou, beastly feed­er, art so full of him,
									

									That thou pro­vokest thy­self to cast him up.
									

									So, so, thou com­mon dog, didst thou dis­gorge
									

									Thy glut­ton bos­om of the roy­al Richard;
									

									And now thou wouldst eat thy dead vomit up,
									

									And howl’st to find it. What trust is in these times?
									

									They that, when Richard lived, would have him die,
									

									Are now be­come en­am­our’d on his grave:
									

									Thou, that threw’st dust upon his goodly head
									

									When through proud Lon­don he came sigh­ing on
									

									After the ad­mired heels of Bol­ing­broke,
									

									Cri­est now “O earth, yield us that king again,
									

									And take thou this!” O thoughts of men ac­cursed!
									

									Past and to come seems best; things present worst.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								Shall we go draw our num­bers and set on?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								We are time’s sub­jects, and time bids be gone. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				II
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Lon­don. A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Host­ess, Fang and his Boy with her, and Snare fol­low­ing.
							
						

						
								Host­ess
								Mas­ter Fang, have you entered the ac­tion?
						

						
								Fang
								It is entered.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Where’s your yeo­man? Is’t a lusty yeo­man? will a’ stand to’t?
						

						
								Fang
								Sir­rah, where’s Snare?
						

						
								Host­ess
								O Lord, ay! good Mas­ter Snare.
						

						
								Snare
								Here, here.
						

						
								Fang
								Snare, we must ar­rest Sir John Fal­staff.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Yea, good Mas­ter Snare; I have entered him and all.
						

						
								Snare
								It may chance cost some of us our lives, for he will stab.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Alas the day! take heed of him; he stabbed me in mine own house, and that most beastly: in good faith, he cares not what mis­chief he does, if his weapon be out: he will foin like any dev­il; he will spare neither man, wo­man, nor child.
						

						
								Fang
								If I can close with him, I care not for his thrust.
						

						
								Host­ess
								No, nor I neither: I’ll be at your el­bow.
						

						
								Fang
								An I but fist him once; an a’ come but with­in my vice—
						

						
								Host­ess
								I am un­done by his go­ing; I war­rant you, he’s an in­fin­it­ive thing upon my score. Good Mas­ter Fang, hold him sure: good Mas­ter Snare, let him not ’scape. A’ comes con­tinu­antly to Pie-corner—sav­ing your man­hoods—to buy a saddle; and he is in­dited to din­ner to the Lub­ber’s-head in Lum­bert street, to Mas­ter Smooth’s the silk­man: I pray ye, since my ex­ion is entered and my case so openly known to the world, let him be brought in to his an­swer. A hun­dred mark is a long one for a poor lone wo­man to bear: and I have borne, and borne, and borne, and have been fubbed off, and fubbed off, and fubbed off, from this day to that day, that it is a shame to be thought on. There is no hon­esty in such deal­ing; un­less a wo­man should be made an ass and a beast, to bear every knave’s wrong. Yon­der he comes; and that er­rant malm­sey-nose knave, Bardolph, with him. Do your of­fices, do your of­fices: Mas­ter Fang and Mas­ter Snare, do me, do me, do me your of­fices.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff, Page, and Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								How now! whose mare’s dead? what’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Fang
								Sir John, I ar­rest you at the suit of Mis­tress Quickly.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Away, var­lets! Draw, Bardolph: cut me off the vil­lain’s head: throw the quean in the chan­nel.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Throw me in the chan­nel! I’ll throw thee in the chan­nel. Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou bas­tardly rogue! Murder, murder! Ah, thou honey-suckle vil­lain! wilt thou kill God’s of­ficers and the king’s? Ah, thou honey-seed rogue! thou art a honey-seed, a man-queller, and a wo­man-queller.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Keep them off, Bardolph.
						

						
								Fang
								A res­cue! a res­cue!
						

						
								Host­ess
								Good people, bring a res­cue or two. Thou wo’t, wo’t thou? thou wo’t, wo’t ta? do, do, thou rogue! do, thou hemp-seed!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Away, you scul­lion! you ram­pal­lion! You fust­il­ari­an! I’ll tickle your cata­strophe.
						

						
								
								
								Enter the Lord Chief-Justice, and his men.
							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								What is the mat­ter? keep the peace here, ho!
						

						
								Host­ess
								Good my lord, be good to me. I be­seech you, stand to me.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									How now, Sir John! what are you brawl­ing here?
									

									Doth this be­come your place, your time and busi­ness?
									

									You should have been well on your way to York.
									

									Stand from him, fel­low: where­fore hang’st upon him?
								

							
						

						
								Host­ess
								O most wor­ship­ful lord, an’t please your grace, I am a poor wid­ow of East­cheap, and he is ar­res­ted at my suit.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								For what sum?
						

						
								Host­ess
								It is more than for some, my lord; it is for all, all I have. He hath eaten me out of house and home; he hath put all my sub­stance in­to that fat belly of his: but I will have some of it out again, or I will ride thee o’ nights like the mare.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I think I am as like to ride the mare, if I have any vant­age of ground to get up.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								How comes this, Sir John? Fie! what man of good tem­per would en­dure this tem­pest of ex­clam­a­tion? Are you not ashamed to en­force a poor wid­ow to so rough a course to come by her own?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What is the gross sum that I owe thee?
						

						
								Host­ess
								Marry, if thou wert an hon­est man, thy­self and the money too. Thou didst swear to me upon a par­cel-gilt gob­let, sit­ting in my Dol­phin-cham­ber, at the round table, by a sea-coal fire, upon Wed­nes­day in Wheeson week, when the prince broke thy head for lik­ing his fath­er to a singing-man of Wind­sor, thou didst swear to me then, as I was wash­ing thy wound, to marry me and make me my lady thy wife. Canst thou deny it? Did not good­wife Keech, the butcher’s wife, come in then and call me gos­sip Quickly? com­ing in to bor­row a mess of vin­eg­ar; telling us she had a good dish of prawns; whereby thou didst de­sire to eat some; whereby I told thee they were ill for a green wound? And didst thou not, when she was gone down stairs, de­sire me to be no more so fa­mili­ar­ity with such poor people; say­ing that ere long they should call me madam? And didst thou not kiss me and bid me fetch thee thirty shil­lings? I put thee now to 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 the eld­est son is like you: she hath been in good case, and the truth is, poverty hath dis­trac­ted her. But for these fool­ish of­ficers, I be­seech you I may have re­dress against them.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Sir John, Sir John, I am well ac­quain­ted with your man­ner of wrench­ing the true cause the false way. It is not a con­fid­ent brow, nor the throng of words that come with such more than im­pudent sau­ci­ness from you, can thrust me from a level con­sid­er­a­tion: you have, as it ap­pears to me, prac­tised upon the easy-yield­ing spir­it of this wo­man, and made her serve your uses both in purse and in per­son.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Yea, in truth, my lord.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Pray thee, peace. Pay her the debt you owe her, and un­pay the vil­lany you have done her: the one you may do with ster­ling money, and the oth­er with cur­rent re­pent­ance.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My lord, I will not un­der­go this sneap without reply. You call hon­our­able bold­ness im­pudent sau­ci­ness: if a man will make cour­tesy and say noth­ing, he is vir­tu­ous: no, my lord, my humble duty re­membered, I will not be your suit­or. I say to you, I do de­sire de­liv­er­ance from these of­ficers, be­ing upon hasty em­ploy­ment in the king’s af­fairs.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								You speak as hav­ing power to do wrong: but an­swer in the ef­fect of your repu­ta­tion, and sat­is­fy this poor wo­man.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Come hith­er, host­ess.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Gower.
							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Now, Mas­ter Gower, what news?
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									The king, my lord, and Harry Prince of Wales
									

									Are near at hand: the rest the pa­per tells.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								As I am a gen­tle­man.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Faith, you said so be­fore.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								As I am a gen­tle­man. Come, no more words of it.
						

						
								Host­ess
								By this heav­enly ground I tread on, I must be fain to pawn both my plate and the tapestry of my din­ing-cham­bers.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Glasses, glasses, 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 thou­sand of these bed-hangings and these fly-bit­ten tapestries. Let it be ten pound, if thou canst. Come, an ’twere not for thy hu­mours, there’s not a bet­ter wench in Eng­land. Go, wash thy face, and draw the ac­tion. Come, thou must not be in this hu­mour with me; dost not know me? come, come, I know thou wast set on to this.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Pray thee, Sir John, let it be but twenty nobles: i’ faith, I am loath to pawn my plate, so God save me, la!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let it alone; I’ll make oth­er shift: you’ll be a fool still.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Well, you shall have it, though I pawn my gown. I hope you’ll come to sup­per. You’ll pay me all to­geth­er?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Will I live? To Bardolph. Go, with her, with her; hook on, hook on.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Will you have Doll Tearsheet meet you at sup­per?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No more words; let’s have her. Ex­eunt Host­ess, Bardolph, Of­ficers and Boy.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								I have heard bet­ter news.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What’s the news, my lord?
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Where lay the king last night?
						

						
								Gower
								At Basing­s­toke, my lord.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I hope, my lord, all’s well: what is the news, my lord?
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Come all his forces back?
						

						
								Gower
								
								
									No; fif­teen hun­dred foot, five hun­dred horse,
									

									Are march’d up to my lord of Lan­caster,
									

									Against Northum­ber­land and the Arch­bish­op.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Comes the king back from Wales, my noble lord?
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									You shall have let­ters of me presently:
									

									Come, go along with me, good Mas­ter Gower.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My lord!
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								What’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mas­ter Gower, shall I en­treat you with me to din­ner?
						

						
								Gower
								I must wait upon my good lord here; I thank you, good Sir John.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Sir John, you loiter here too long, be­ing you are to take sol­diers up in counties as you go.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Will you sup with me, Mas­ter Gower?
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								What fool­ish mas­ter taught you these man­ners, Sir John?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mas­ter Gower, if they be­come me not, he was a fool that taught them me. This is the right fen­cing grace, my lord; tap for tap, and so part fair.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Now the Lord light­en thee! thou art a great fool. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Lon­don. An­oth­er street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Prince Henry and Poins.
							
						

						
								Prince
								Be­fore God, I am ex­ceed­ing weary.
						

						
								Poins
								Is’t come to that? I had thought wear­i­ness durst not have at­tached one of so high blood.
						

						
								Prince
								Faith, it does me; though it dis­col­ours the com­plex­ion of my great­ness to ac­know­ledge it. Doth it not show vilely in me to de­sire small beer?
						

						
								Poins
								Why, a prince should not be so loosely stud­ied as to re­mem­ber so weak a com­pos­i­tion.
						

						
								Prince
								Be­like then my ap­pet­ite was not princely got; for, by my troth, I do now re­mem­ber the poor creature, small beer. But, in­deed, these humble con­sid­er­a­tions make me out of love with my great­ness. What a dis­grace is it to me to re­mem­ber thy name! or to know thy face to-mor­row! or to take note how many pair of silk stock­ings thou hast, viz. these, and those that were thy peach-col­oured ones! or to bear the in­vent­ory of thy shirts, as, one for su­per­fluity, and an­oth­er for use! But that the ten­nis-court-keep­er knows bet­ter than I; for it is a low ebb of lin­en with thee when thou keep­est not rack­et there; as thou hast not done a great while, be­cause the rest of thy low coun­tries have made a shift to eat up thy hol­land: and God knows, wheth­er those that bawl out the ru­ins of thy lin­en shall in­her­it his king­dom: but the mid­wives say the chil­dren are not in the fault; whereupon the world in­creases, and kindreds are migh­tily strengthened.
						

						
								Poins
								How ill it fol­lows, after you have la­boured so hard, you should talk so idly! Tell me, how many good young princes would do so, their fath­ers be­ing so sick as yours at this time is?
						

						
								Prince
								Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins
						

						
								Poins
								Yes, faith; and let it be an ex­cel­lent good thing.
						

						
								Prince
								It shall serve among wits of no high­er breed­ing than thine.
						

						
								Poins
								Go to; I stand the push of your one thing that you will tell.
						

						
								Prince
								Marry, I tell thee, it is not meet that I should be sad, now my fath­er is sick: al­beit I could tell thee, as to one it pleases me, for fault of a bet­ter, to call my friend, I could be sad, and sad in­deed too.
						

						
								Poins
								Very hardly upon such a sub­ject.
						

						
								Prince
								By this hand, thou thinkest me as far in the dev­il’s book as thou and Fal­staff for ob­dur­acy and per­sist­ency: let the end try the man. But I tell thee, my heart bleeds in­wardly that my fath­er is so sick: and keep­ing such vile com­pany as thou art hath in reas­on taken from me all os­ten­ta­tion of sor­row.
						

						
								Poins
								The reas­on?
						

						
								Prince
								What wouldst thou think of me, if I should weep?
						

						
								Poins
								I would think thee a most princely hy­po­crite.
						

						
								Prince
								It would be every man’s thought; and thou art a blessed fel­low to think as every man thinks: nev­er a man’s thought in the world keeps the road-way bet­ter than thine: every man would think me an hy­po­crite in­deed. And what ac­cites your most wor­ship­ful thought to think so?
						

						
								Poins
								Why, be­cause you have been so lewd and so much en­graffed to Fal­staff.
						

						
								Prince
								And to thee.
						

						
								Poins
								By this light, I am well spoke on; I can hear it with my own ears: the worst that they can say of me is that I am a second broth­er and that I am a prop­er fel­low of my hands; and those two things, I con­fess, I can­not help. By the mass, here comes Bardolph.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bardolph and Page.
							
						

						
								Prince
								And the boy that I gave Fal­staff: a’ had him from me Chris­ti­an; and look, if the fat vil­lain have not trans­formed him ape.
						

						
								Bardolph
								God save your grace!
						

						
								Prince
								And yours, most noble Bardolph!
						

						
								Bardolph
								Come, you vir­tu­ous ass, you bash­ful fool, must you be blush­ing? where­fore blush you now? What a maid­enly man-at-arms are you be­come! Is’t such a mat­ter to get a pottle-pot’s maid­en­head?
						

						
								Page
								A’ calls me e’en now, my lord, through a red lat­tice, and I could dis­cern no part of his face from the win­dow: at last I spied his eyes, and me­thought he had made two holes in the ale-wife’s new pet­ti­coat and so peeped through.
						

						
								Prince
								Has not the boy profited?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Away, you whoreson up­right rab­bit, away!
						

						
								Page
								Away, you ras­cally Althaea’s dream, away!
						

						
								Prince
								In­struct us, boy; what dream, boy?
						

						
								Page
								Marry, my lord, Althaea dreamed she was de­livered of a fire-brand; and there­fore I call him her dream.
						

						
								Prince
								A crown’s worth of good in­ter­pret­a­tion: there ’tis, boy.
						

						
								Poins
								O, that this good blos­som could be kept from cankers! Well, there is six­pence to pre­serve thee.
						

						
								Bardolph
								An you do not make him hanged among you, the gal­lows shall have wrong.
						

						
								Prince
								And how doth thy mas­ter, Bardolph?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Well, my lord. He heard of your grace’s com­ing to town: there’s a let­ter for you.
						

						
								Poins
								De­livered with good re­spect. And how doth the mar­tlemas, your mas­ter?
						

						
								Bardolph
								In bod­ily health, sir.
						

						
								Poins
								Marry, the im­mor­tal part needs a phys­i­cian; but that moves not him: though that be sick, it dies not.
						

						
								Prince
								I do al­low this wen to be as fa­mil­i­ar with me as my dog; and he holds his place; for look you how be writes.
						

						
								Poins
								Reads. “John Fal­staff, knight,”—every man must know that, as oft as he has oc­ca­sion to name him­self: even like those that are kin to the king; for they nev­er prick their fin­ger but they say, “There’s some of the king’s blood spilt.” “How comes that?” says he, that takes upon him not to con­ceive. The an­swer is as ready as a bor­row­er’s cap, “I am the king’s poor cous­in, sir.”
						

						
								Prince
								Nay, they will be kin to us, or they will fetch it from Japh­et. But to the let­ter.
						

						
								Poins
								
								
									Reads.
								

								
									“Sir John Fal­staff, knight, to the son of the king, nearest his fath­er, Harry Prince of Wales, greet­ing.”

								

								Why, this is a cer­ti­fic­ate.

							
						

						
								Prince
								Peace!
						

						
								Poins
								
								Reads. “I will im­it­ate the hon­our­able Ro­mans in brev­ity:” he sure means brev­ity in breath, short-win­ded.

								
									“I com­mend me to thee, I com­mend thee, and I leave thee. Be not too fa­mil­i­ar with Poins; for he mis­uses thy fa­vours so much, that he swears thou art to marry his sis­ter Nell. Re­pent at idle times as thou may­est; and so, farewell.

									
										“Thine, by yea and no, which is as much as to say, as thou usest him,

										“Jack Fal­staff with my fa­mil­i­ars,

										John with my broth­ers and sis­ters,

										and

										Sir John with all Europe.”

									
								

								My lord, I’ll steep this let­ter in sack and make him eat it.

							
						

						
								Prince
								That’s to make him eat twenty of his words. But do you use me thus, Ned? must I marry your sis­ter?
						

						
								Poins
								God send the wench no worse for­tune! But I nev­er said so.
						

						
								Prince
								Well, thus we play the fools with the time, and the spir­its of the wise sit in the clouds and mock us. Is your mas­ter here in Lon­don?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Yea, my lord.
						

						
								Prince
								Where sups he? doth the old boar feed in the old frank?
						

						
								Bardolph
								At the old place, my lord, in East­cheap.
						

						
								Prince
								What com­pany?
						

						
								Page
								Eph­esians, my lord, of the old church.
						

						
								Prince
								Sup any wo­men with him?
						

						
								Page
								None, my lord, but old Mis­tress Quickly and Mis­tress Doll Tearsheet.
						

						
								Prince
								What pa­gan may that be?
						

						
								Page
								A prop­er gen­tle­wo­man, sir, and a kins­wo­man of my mas­ter’s.
						

						
								Prince
								Even such kin as the par­ish heifers are to the town bull. Shall we steal upon them, Ned, at sup­per?
						

						
								Poins
								I am your shad­ow, my lord; I’ll fol­low you.
						

						
								Prince
								Sir­rah, you boy, and Bardolph, no word to your mas­ter that I am yet come to town: there’s for your si­lence.
						

						
								Bardolph
								I have no tongue, sir.
						

						
								Page
								And for mine, sir, I will gov­ern it.
						

						
								Prince
								Fare you well; go. Ex­eunt Bardolph and Page. This Doll Tearsheet should be some road.
						

						
								Poins
								I war­rant you, as com­mon as the way between Saint Al­ban’s and Lon­don.
						

						
								Prince
								How might we see Fal­staff be­stow him­self to-night in his true col­ours, and not ourselves be seen?
						

						
								Poins
								Put on two leath­ern jer­kins and ap­rons, and wait upon him at his table as draw­ers.
						

						
								Prince
								From a God to a bull? a heavy de­cen­sion! it was Jove’s case. From a prince to a pren­tice? a low trans­form­a­tion! that shall be mine; for in every thing the pur­pose must weigh with the folly. Fol­low me, Ned. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Wark­worth. Be­fore the castle.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Northum­ber­land, Lady Northum­ber­land, and Lady Percy.
							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									I pray thee, lov­ing wife, and gentle daugh­ter,
									

									Give even way un­to my rough af­fairs:
									

									Put not you on the vis­age of the times
									

									And be like them to Percy trouble­some.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Northum­ber­land
								
								
									I have giv­en over, I will speak no more:
									

									Do what you will; your wis­dom be your guide.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Alas, sweet wife, my hon­our is at pawn;
									

									And, but my go­ing, noth­ing can re­deem it.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Percy
								
								
									O yet, for God’s sake, go not to these wars!
									

									The time was, fath­er, that you broke your word,
									

									When you were more en­dear’d to it than now;
									

									When your own Percy, when my heart’s dear Harry,
									

									Threw many a north­ward look to see his fath­er
									

									Bring up his powers; but he did long in vain.
									

									Who then per­suaded you to stay at home?
									

									There were two hon­ours lost, yours and your son’s.
									

									For yours, the God of heav­en bright­en it!
									

									For his, it stuck upon him as the sun
									

									In the grey vault of heav­en, and by his light
									

									Did all the chiv­alry of Eng­land move
									

									To do brave acts: he was in­deed the glass
									

									Wherein the noble youth did dress them­selves:
									

									He had no legs that prac­tised not his gait;
									

									And speak­ing thick, which nature made his blem­ish,
									

									Be­came the ac­cents of the vali­ant;
									

									For those that could speak low and tardily
									

									Would turn their own per­fec­tion to ab­use,
									

									To seem like him: so that in speech, in gait,
									

									In diet, in af­fec­tions of de­light,
									

									In mil­it­ary rules, hu­mours of blood,
									

									He was the mark and glass, copy and book,
									

									That fash­ion’d oth­ers. And him, O won­drous him!
									

									O mir­acle of men! him did you leave,
									

									Second to none, un­seconded by you,
									

									To look upon the hideous god of war
									

									In dis­ad­vant­age; to abide a field
									

									Where noth­ing but the sound of Hot­spur’s name
									

									Did seem de­fens­ible: so you left him.
									

									Nev­er, O nev­er, do his ghost the wrong
									

									To hold your hon­our more pre­cise and nice
									

									With oth­ers than with him! let them alone:
									

									The mar­shal and the arch­bish­op are strong:
									

									Had my sweet Harry had but half their num­bers,
									

									To-day might I, hanging on Hot­spur’s neck,
									

									Have talk’d of Mon­mouth’s grave.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Be­shrew your heart,
									

									Fair daugh­ter, you do draw my spir­its from me
									

									With new lament­ing an­cient over­sights.
									

									But I must go and meet with danger there,
									

									Or it will seek me in an­oth­er place
									

									And find me worse provided.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Northum­ber­land
								
								
									O, fly to Scot­land,
									

									Till that the nobles and the armed com­mons
									

									Have of their puis­sance made a little taste.
								

							
						

						
								Lady Percy
								
								
									If they get ground and vant­age of the king,
									

									Then join you with them, like a rib of steel,
									

									To make strength stronger; but, for all our loves,
									

									First let them try them­selves. So did your son;
									

									He was so suf­fer’d: so came I a wid­ow;
									

									And nev­er shall have length of life enough
									

									To rain upon re­mem­brance with mine eyes,
									

									That it may grow and sprout as high as heav­en,
									

									For re­cord­a­tion to my noble hus­band.
								

							
						

						
								Northum­ber­land
								
								
									Come, come, go in with me. ’Tis with my mind
									

									As with the tide swell’d up un­to his height,
									

									That makes a still-stand, run­ning neither way:
									

									Fain would I go to meet the arch­bish­op,
									

									But many thou­sand reas­ons hold me back.
									

									I will re­solve for Scot­land: there am I,
									

									Till time and vant­age crave my com­pany. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Lon­don. The Boar’s-head Tav­ern in East­cheap.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter two Draw­ers.
							
						

						
								First Draw­er
								What the dev­il hast thou brought there? apple-johns? thou know­est Sir John can­not en­dure an apple-john.
						

						
								Second Draw­er
								Mass, thou say­est true. The prince once set a dish of apple-johns be­fore him, and told him there were five more Sir Johns, and, put­ting off his hat, said “I will now take my leave of these six dry, round, old, withered knights.” It angered him to the heart: but he hath for­got that.
						

						
								First Draw­er
								Why, then, cov­er, and set them down: and see if thou canst find out Sneak’s noise; Mis­tress Tearsheet would fain hear some mu­sic. Dis­patch: the room where they supped is too hot; they’ll come in straight.
						

						
								Second Draw­er
								Sir­rah, here will be the prince and Mas­ter Poins anon; and they will put on two of our jer­kins and ap­rons; and Sir John must not know of it: Bardolph hath brought word.
						

						
								First Draw­er
								By the mass, here will be old Utis: it will be an ex­cel­lent stratagem.
						

						
								Second Draw­er
								I’ll see if I can find out Sneak. Exit.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Host­ess and Doll Tearsheet.
							
						

						
								Host­ess
								I’ faith, sweet­heart, me­thinks now you are in an ex­cel­lent good tem­per­al­ity: your pulsidge beats as ex­traordin­ar­ily as heart would de­sire; and your col­our, I war­rant you, is as red as any rose, in good truth, la! But, i’ faith, you have drunk too much ca­nar­ies; and that’s a mar­vel­lous search­ing wine, and it per­fumes the blood ere one can say “What’s this?” How do you now?
						

						
								Doll
								Bet­ter than I was: hem!
						

						
								Host­ess
								Why, that’s well said; a good heart’s worth gold. Lo, here comes Sir John.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Singing. “When Ar­thur first in court,”—Empty the jordan. Exit First Draw­er.—Singing. “And was a worthy king.” How now, Mis­tress Doll!
						

						
								Host­ess
								Sick of a calm; yea, good faith.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								So is all her sect; an they be once in a calm, they are sick.
						

						
								Doll
								You muddy ras­cal, is that all the com­fort you give me?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								You make fat ras­cals, Mis­tress Doll.
						

						
								Doll
								I make them! glut­tony and dis­eases make them; I make them not.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								If the cook help to make the glut­tony, you help to make the dis­eases, Doll: we catch of you, Doll, we catch of you; grant that, my poor vir­tue grant that.
						

						
								Doll
								Yea, joy, our chains and our jew­els.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								“Your broaches, pearls, and ouches:” for to serve bravely is to come halt­ing off, you know: to come off the breach with his pike bent bravely, and to sur­gery bravely; to ven­ture upon the charged cham­bers bravely—
						

						
								Doll
								Hang your­self, you muddy con­ger, hang your­self!
						

						
								Host­ess
								By my troth, this is the old fash­ion; you two nev­er meet but you fall to some dis­cord: you are both, i’ good truth, as rheum­at­ic as two dry toasts; you can­not one bear with an­oth­er’s con­firm­it­ies. What the good-year! one must bear, and that must be you: you are the weak­er ves­sel, as they say, the emp­ti­er ves­sel.
						

						
								Doll
								Can a weak empty ves­sel bear such a huge full hogshead? there’s a whole mer­chant’s ven­ture of Bourdeaux stuff in him; you have not seen a hulk bet­ter stuffed in the hold. Come, I’ll be friends with thee, Jack: thou art go­ing to the wars; and wheth­er I shall ever see thee again or no, there is nobody cares.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter First Draw­er.
							
						

						
								First Draw­er
								Sir, An­cient Pis­tol’s be­low, and would speak with you.
						

						
								Doll
								Hang him, swag­ger­ing ras­cal! let him not come hith­er: it is the foul-mouthed’st rogue in Eng­land.
						

						
								Host­ess
								If he swag­ger, let him not come here: no, by my faith; I must live among my neigh­bours; I’ll no swag­ger­ers: I am in good name and fame with the very best: shut the door; there comes no swag­ger­ers here: I have not lived all this while, to have swag­ger­ing now: shut the door, I pray you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Dost thou hear, host­ess?
						

						
								Host­ess
								Pray ye, pa­ci­fy your­self, Sir John: there comes no swag­ger­ers here.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Dost thou hear? it is mine an­cient.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Tilly-fally, Sir John, ne’er tell me: your an­cient swag­ger­er comes not in my doors. I was be­fore Mas­ter Tis­ick, the de­buty, t’oth­er day; and, as he said to me, ’twas no longer ago than Wed­nes­day last, “I’ good faith, neigh­bour Quickly,” says he; Mas­ter Dumbe, our min­is­ter, was by then; “neigh­bour Quickly,” says he, “re­ceive those that are civil; for,” said he, “you are in an ill name:” now a’ said so, I can tell whereupon; “for,” says he, “you are an hon­est wo­man, and well thought on; there­fore take heed what guests you re­ceive: re­ceive,” says he, “no swag­ger­ing com­pan­ions.” There comes none here: you would bless you to hear what he said: no, I’ll no swag­ger­ers.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								He’s no swag­ger­er, host­ess; a tame cheat­er, i’ faith; you may stroke him as gently as a puppy grey­hound: he’ll not swag­ger with a Bar­bary hen, if her feath­ers turn back in any show of res­ist­ance. Call him up, draw­er. Exit First Draw­er.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Cheat­er, call you him? I will bar no hon­est man my house, nor no cheat­er: but I do not love swag­ger­ing, by my troth; I am the worse, when one says swag­ger: feel, mas­ters, how I shake; look you, I war­rant you.
						

						
								Doll
								So you do, host­ess.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Do I? yea, in very truth, do I, an ’twere an as­pen leaf: I can­not abide swag­ger­ers.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Pis­tol, Bardolph, and Page.
							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								God save you, Sir John!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Wel­come, An­cient Pis­tol. Here, Pis­tol, I charge you with a cup of sack: do you dis­charge upon mine host­ess.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								I will dis­charge upon her, Sir John, with two bul­lets.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								She is Pis­tol-proof, sir; you shall hardly of­fend her.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Come, I’ll drink no proofs nor no bul­lets: I’ll drink no more than will do me good, for no man’s pleas­ure, I.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Then to you, Mis­tress Dorothy; I will charge you.
						

						
								Doll
								Charge me! I scorn you, scurvy com­pan­ion. What! you poor, base, ras­cally, cheat­ing, lack-lin­en mate! Away, you mouldy rogue, away! I am meat for your mas­ter.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								I know you, Mis­tress Dorothy.
						

						
								Doll
								Away, you cut-purse ras­cal! you filthy bung, away! by this wine, I’ll thrust my knife in your mouldy chaps, an you play the saucy cuttle with me. Away, you bottle-ale ras­cal! you bas­ket-hilt stale jug­gler, you! Since when, I pray you, sir? God’s light, with two points on your shoulder? much!
						

						
								Pis­tol
								God let me not live, but I will murder your ruff for this.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No more, Pis­tol; I would not have you go off here: dis­charge your­self of our com­pany, Pis­tol.
						

						
								Host­ess
								No, Good Cap­tain Pis­tol; not here, sweet cap­tain.
						

						
								Doll
								Cap­tain! thou ab­om­in­able damned cheat­er, art thou not ashamed to be called cap­tain? An cap­tains were of my mind, they would truncheon you out, for tak­ing their names upon you be­fore you have earned them. You a cap­tain! you slave, for what? for tear­ing a poor whore’s ruff in a bawdy-house? He a cap­tain! hang him, rogue! he lives upon mouldy stewed prunes and dried cakes. A cap­tain! God’s light, these vil­lains will make the word as odi­ous as the word “oc­cupy;” which was an ex­cel­lent good word be­fore it was ill sor­ted: there­fore cap­tains had need look to’t.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Pray thee, go down, good an­cient.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Hark thee hith­er, Mis­tress Doll.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Not I: I tell thee what, Cor­por­al Bardolph, I could tear her: I’ll be re­venged of her.
						

						
								Page
								Pray thee, go down.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								I’ll see her damned first; to Pluto’s damned lake, by this hand, to the in­fernal deep, with Ere­bus and tor­tures vile also. Hold hook and line, say I. Down, down, dogs! down, fait­ors! Have we not Hiren here?
						

						
								Host­ess
								Good Cap­tain Peesel, be quiet; ’tis very late, i’ faith: I be­seek you now, ag­grav­ate your chol­er.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									These be good hu­mours, in­deed! Shall pack-horses
									

									And hol­low pamper’d jades of Asia,
									

									Which can­not go but thirty mile a-day,
									

									Com­pare with Caesars, and with Can­ni­bals,
									

									And Tro­jan Greeks? nay, rather damn them with
									

									King Cer­ber­us; and let the welkin roar.
									

									Shall we fall foul for toys?
								

							
						

						
								Host­ess
								By my troth, cap­tain, these are very bit­ter words.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Be gone, good an­cient: this will grow to ab­rawl anon.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Die men like dogs! give crowns like pins! Have we not Her­en here?
						

						
								Host­ess
								O’ my word, cap­tain, there’s none such here. What the good-year! do you think I would deny her? For God’s sake, be quiet.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Then feed, and be fat, my fair Calipol­is.
									

									Come, give’s some sack.
									

									“Si for­tune me tor­mente, sper­ato me con­tento.”
									

									Fear we broad­sides? no, let the fiend give fire:
									

									Give me some sack: and, sweet­heart, lie thou there. Lay­ing down his sword.
									

									Come we to full points here; and are etcet­er­as noth­ing?
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Pis­tol, I would be quiet.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif: what! we have seen the sev­en stars.
						

						
								Doll
								For God’s sake, thrust him down stairs: I can­not en­dure such a fus­ti­an ras­cal.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Thrust him down stairs! know we not Gal­lo­way nags?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove-groat shil­ling: nay, an a’ do noth­ing but speak noth­ing, a’ shall be noth­ing here.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Come, get you down stairs.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									What! shall we have in­cision? shall we im­brue? Snatch­ing up his sword.
									

									Then death rock me asleep, abridge my dole­ful days!
									

									Why, then, let griev­ous, ghastly, gap­ing wounds
									

									Un­twine the Sis­ters Three! Come, At­ro­pos, I say!
								

							
						

						
								Host­ess
								Here’s goodly stuff to­ward!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Give me my rapi­er, boy.
						

						
								Doll
								I pray thee, Jack, I pray thee, do not draw.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Get you down stairs. Draw­ing, and driv­ing Pis­tol out.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Here’s a goodly tu­mult! I’ll for­swear keep­ing house, afore I’ll be in these tir­rits and frights. So; murder, I war­rant now. Alas, alas! put up your na­ked weapons, put up your na­ked weapons. Ex­eunt Pis­tol and Bardolph.
						

						
								Doll
								I pray thee, Jack, be quiet; the ras­cal’s gone. Ah, you whoreson little vali­ant vil­lain, you!
						

						
								Host­ess
								He you not hurt i’ the groin? me­thought a’ made a shrewd thrust at your belly.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Bardolph.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Have you turned him out o’ doors?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Yea, sir. The ras­cal’s drunk: you have hurt him, sir, i’ the shoulder.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								A ras­cal! to brave me!
						

						
								Doll
								Ah, you sweet little rogue, you! alas, poor ape, how thou sweatest! come, let me wipe thy face; come on, you whoreson chops: ah, rogue! i’ faith, I love thee: thou art as val­or­ous as Hec­tor of Troy, worth five of Agamem­non, and ten times bet­ter than the Nine Wor­thies: ah, vil­lain!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								A ras­cally slave! I will toss the rogue in a blanket.
						

						
								Doll
								Do, an thou darest for thy heart: an thou dost, I’ll can­vass thee between a pair of sheets.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Mu­sic.
							
						

						
								Page
								The mu­sic is come, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let them play. Play, sirs. Sit on my knee, Doll. A ras­cal brag­ging slave! the rogue fled from me like quick­sil­ver.
						

						
								Doll
								I’ faith, and thou fol­lowedst him like a church. Thou whoreson little tidy Bartho­lomew boar-pig, when wilt thou leave fight­ing o’ days and foin­ing o’ nights, and be­gin to patch up thine old body for heav­en?
						

						
								
								
								Enter, be­hind, Prince Henry and Poins, dis­guised.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Peace, good Doll! do not speak like a death’s-head; do not bid me re­mem­ber mine end.
						

						
								Doll
								Sir­rah, what hu­mour’s the prince of?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								A good shal­low young fel­low: a’ would have made a good pantler, a’ would ha’ chipp’d bread well.
						

						
								Doll
								They say Poins has a good wit.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								He a good wit? hang him, ba­boon! his wit’s as thick as Tewks­bury mus­tard; there’s no more con­ceit in him than is in a mal­let.
						

						
								Doll
								Why does the prince love him so, then?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Be­cause their legs are both of a big­ness, and a’ plays at quoits well, and eats con­ger and fen­nel, and drinks off candles’ ends for flap-dragons, and rides the wild-mare with the boys, and jumps upon joined-stools, and swears with a good grace, and wears his boots very smooth, like un­to the sign of the leg, and breeds no bate with telling of dis­creet stor­ies; and such oth­er gam­bol fac­ulties a’ has, that show a weak mind and an able body, for the which the prince ad­mits him: for the prince him­self is such an­oth­er; the weight of a hair will turn the scales between their avoir­dupois.
						

						
								Prince
								Would not this nave of a wheel have his ears cut off?
						

						
								Poins
								Let’s beat him be­fore his whore.
						

						
								Prince
								Look, wheth­er the withered eld­er hath not his poll clawed like a par­rot.
						

						
								Poins
								Is it not strange that de­sire should so many years out­live per­form­ance?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Kiss me, Doll.
						

						
								Prince
								Sat­urn and Venus this year in con­junc­tion! what says the al­man­ac to that?
						

						
								Poins
								And, look, wheth­er the fiery Tri­gon, his man, be not lisp­ing to his mas­ter’s old tables, his note-book, his coun­sel-keep­er.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Thou dost give me flat­ter­ing busses.
						

						
								Doll
								By my troth, I kiss thee with a most con­stant heart.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I am old, I am old.
						

						
								Doll
								I love thee bet­ter than I love e’er a scurvy young boy of them all.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What stuff wilt have a kirtle of? I shall re­ceive money o’ Thursday: shalt have a cap to-mor­row. A merry song, come: it grows late; we’ll to bed. Thou’lt for­get me when I am gone.
						

						
								Doll
								By my troth, thou’lt set me a-weep­ing, an thou say­est so: prove that ever I dress my­self hand­some till thy re­turn: well, harken at the end.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Some sack, Fran­cis.
						

						
								Prince Henry

							Poins
								Anon, anon, sir. Com­ing for­ward.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Ha! a bas­tard son of the king’s? And art not thou Poins his broth­er?
						

						
								Prince
								Why, thou globe of sin­ful con­tin­ents, what a life dost thou lead!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								A bet­ter than thou: I am a gen­tle­man; thou art a draw­er.
						

						
								Prince
								Very true, sir; and I come to draw you out by the ears.
						

						
								Host­ess
								O, the Lord pre­serve thy good grace! by my troth, wel­come to Lon­don. Now, the Lord bless that sweet face of thine! O, Jesu, are you come from Wales?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Thou whoreson mad com­pound of majesty, by this light flesh and cor­rupt blood, thou art wel­come.
						

						
								Doll
								How, you fat fool! I scorn you.
						

						
								Poins
								My lord, he will drive you out of your re­venge and turn all to a mer­ri­ment, if you take not the heat.
						

						
								Prince
								You whoreson candle-mine, you, how vilely did you speak of me even now be­fore this hon­est, vir­tu­ous, civil gen­tle­wo­man!
						

						
								Host­ess
								God’s bless­ing of your good heart! and so she is, by my troth.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Didst thou hear me?
						

						
								Prince
								Yea, and you knew me, as you did when you ran away by Gad’s-hill: you knew I was at your back, and spoke it on pur­pose to try my pa­tience.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No, no, no; not so; I did not think thou wast with­in hear­ing.
						

						
								Prince
								I shall drive you then to con­fess the wil­ful ab­use; and then I know how to handle you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No ab­use, Hal, o’ mine hon­our; no ab­use.
						

						
								Prince
								Not to dis­praise me, and call me pantler and bread-chip­per and I know not what?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No ab­use, Hal.
						

						
								Poins
								No ab­use?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No ab­use, Ned, i’ the world; hon­est Ned, none. I dis­praised him be­fore the wicked, that the wicked might not fall in love with him; in which do­ing, I have done the part of a care­ful friend and a true sub­ject, and thy fath­er is to give me thanks for it. No ab­use, Hal: none, Ned, none: no, faith, boys, none.
						

						
								Prince
								See now, wheth­er pure fear and en­tire cow­ardice doth not make thee wrong this vir­tu­ous gen­tle­wo­man to close with us? is she of the wicked? is thine host­ess here of the wicked? or is thy boy of the wicked? or hon­est Bardolph, whose zeal burns in his nose, of the wicked?
						

						
								Poins
								An­swer, thou dead elm, an­swer.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								The fiend hath pricked down Bardolph ir­re­cov­er­able; and his face is Lu­ci­fer’s privy-kit­chen, where he doth noth­ing but roast malt-worms. For the boy, there is a good an­gel about him; but the dev­il out­bids him too.
						

						
								Prince
								For the wo­men?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								For one of them, she is in hell already, and burns poor souls. For the oth­er, I owe her money, and wheth­er she be damned for that, I know not.
						

						
								Host­ess
								No, I war­rant you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No, I think thou art not; I think thou art quit for that. Marry, there is an­oth­er in­dict­ment upon thee, for suf­fer­ing flesh to be eaten in thy house, con­trary to the law; for the which I think thou wilt howl.
						

						
								Host­ess
								All victu­allers do so; what’s a joint of mut­ton or two in a whole Lent?
						

						
								Prince
								You, gen­tle­wo­man—
						

						
								Doll
								What says your grace?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								His grace says that which his flesh rebels against. Knock­ing with­in.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Who knocks so loud at door? Look to the door there, Fran­cis.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Peto.
							
						

						
								Prince
								Peto, how now! what news?
						

						
								Peto
								
								
									The king your fath­er is at West­min­ster;
									

									And there are twenty weak and wear­ied posts
									

									Come from the north: and, as I came along,
									

									I met and over­took a dozen cap­tains,
									

									Bare-headed, sweat­ing, knock­ing at the tav­erns,
									

									And ask­ing every one for Sir John Fal­staff.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									By heav­en, Poins, I feel me much to blame,
									

									So idly to pro­fane the pre­cious time,
									

									When tem­pest of com­mo­tion, like the south
									

									Borne with black va­pour, doth be­gin to melt
									

									And drop upon our bare un­armed heads.
									

									Give me my sword and cloak. Fal­staff, good night. Ex­eunt Prince Henry, Poins, Peto, and Bardolph.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the night, and we must hence and leave it un­picked. Knock­ing with­in. More knock­ing at the door!
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Bardolph.
							
						

						
								
								How now! what’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Bardolph
								You must away to court, sir, presently; a dozen cap­tains stay at door for you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								To the Page. Pay the mu­si­cians, sir­rah. Farewell, host­ess; farewell, Doll. You see, my good wenches, how men of mer­it are sought after: the un­deserv­er may sleep, when the man of ac­tion is called on. Farewell good wenches: if I be not sent away post, I will see you again ere I go.
						

						
								Doll
								I can­not speak; if my heart be not read to burst—well, sweet Jack, have a care of thy­self.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Farewell, farewell. Ex­eunt Fal­staff and Bardolph.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Well, fare thee well: I have known thee these twenty-nine years, come peascod-time; but an hon­ester and truer-hearted man—well, fare thee well.
						

						
								Bardolph
								With­in. Mis­tress Tearsheet!
						

						
								Host­ess
								What’s the mat­ter?
						

						
								Bardolph
								With­in. Bid Mis­tress Tearsheet come to my mas­ter.
						

						
								Host­ess
								O, run, Doll, run; run, good Doll: come. She comes blubbered. Yea, will you come, Doll? Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				III
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				West­min­ster. The palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the King in his night­gown, with a Page.
							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Go call the Earls of Sur­rey and of War­wick;
									

									But, ere they come, bid them o’er-read these let­ters,
									

									And well con­sider of them: make good speed. Exit Page.
									

									How many thou­sand of my poorest sub­jects
									

									Are at this hour asleep! O sleep, O gentle sleep,
									

									Nature’s soft nurse, how have I frighted thee,
									

									That thou no more wilt weigh my eye­lids down
									

									And steep my senses in for­get­ful­ness?
									

									Why rather, sleep, li­est thou in smoky cribs,
									

									Upon un­easy pal­lets stretch­ing thee
									

									And hush’d with buzz­ing night-flies to thy slum­ber,
									

									Than in the per­fumed cham­bers of the great,
									

									Un­der the can­op­ies of costly state,
									

									And lull’d with sound of sweetest melody?
									

									O thou dull god, why li­est thou with the vile
									

									In loath­some beds, and leavest the kingly couch
									

									A watch-case or a com­mon ’lar­um-bell?
									

									Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast
									

									Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains
									

									In cradle of the rude im­per­i­ous surge
									

									And in the vis­it­a­tion of the winds,
									

									Who take the ruf­fi­an bil­lows by the top,
									

									Curl­ing their mon­strous heads and hanging them
									

									With deaf­en­ing clam­our 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 calmest and most stillest night,
									

									With all ap­pli­ances and means to boot,
									

									Deny it to a king? Then happy low, lie down!
									

									Un­easy lies the head that wears a crown.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter War­wick and Sur­rey.
							
						

						
								War­wick
								Many good mor­rows to your majesty!
						

						
								King
								Is it good mor­row, lords?
						

						
								War­wick
								’Tis one o’clock, and past.
						

						
								King
								
								
									Why, then, good mor­row to you all, my lords.
									

									Have you read o’er the let­ters that I sent you?
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								We have, my liege.
						

						
								King
								
								
									Then you per­ceive the body of our king­dom
									

									How foul it is; what rank dis­eases grow,
									

									And with what danger, near the heart of it.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									It is but as a body yet dis­tem­per’d;
									

									Which to his former strength may be re­stored
									

									With good ad­vice and little medi­cine:
									

									My Lord Northum­ber­land will soon be cool’d.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									O God! that one might read the book of fate,
									

									And see the re­volu­tion of the times
									

									Make moun­tains level, and the con­tin­ent,
									

									Weary of sol­id firm­ness, melt it­self
									

									In­to the sea! and, oth­er times, to see
									

									The beachy girdle of the ocean
									

									Too wide for Nep­tune’s hips; how chances mock,
									

									And changes fill the cup of al­ter­a­tion
									

									With divers li­quors! O, if this were seen,
									

									The hap­pi­est youth, view­ing his pro­gress through,
									

									What per­ils past, what crosses to en­sue,
									

									Would shut the book, and sit him down and die.
									

									’Tis not ten years gone
									

									Since Richard and Northum­ber­land, 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 my soul,
									

									Who like a broth­er toil’d in my af­fairs
									

									And laid his love and life un­der my foot,
									

									Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard
									

									Gave him de­fi­ance. But which of you was by—
									

									You, cous­in Nevil, as I may re­mem­ber—To War­wick.
									

									When Richard, with his eye brim­ful of tears,
									

									Then check’d and rated by Northum­ber­land,
									

									Did speak these words, now proved a proph­ecy?
									

									“Northum­ber­land, thou lad­der by the which
									

									My cous­in Bol­ing­broke as­cends my throne;”
									

									Though then, God knows, I had no such in­tent,
									

									But that ne­ces­sity so bow’d the state
									

									That I and great­ness were com­pell’d to kiss:
									

									“The time shall come,” thus did he fol­low it,
									

									“The time will come, that foul sin, gath­er­ing head,
									

									Shall break in­to cor­rup­tion:” so went on,
									

									Fore­tell­ing this same time’s con­di­tion
									

									And the di­vi­sion of our amity.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									There is a his­tory in all men’s lives,
									

									Fig­ur­ing the nature of the times de­ceased;
									

									The which ob­served, a man may proph­esy,
									

									With a near aim, of the main chance of things
									

									As yet not come to life, which in their seeds
									

									And weak be­gin­nings lie in­treas­ured.
									

									Such things be­come the hatch and brood of time;
									

									And by the ne­ces­sary form of this
									

									King Richard might cre­ate a per­fect guess
									

									That great Northum­ber­land, then false to him,
									

									Would of that seed grow to a great­er false­ness;
									

									Which should not find a ground to root upon,
									

									Un­less on you.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Are these things then ne­ces­sit­ies?
									

									Then let us meet them like ne­ces­sit­ies:
									

									And that same word even now cries out on us:
									

									They say the bish­op and Northum­ber­land
									

									Are fifty thou­sand strong.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									It can­not be, my lord;
									

									Ru­mour doth double, like the voice and echo,
									

									The num­bers of the fear’d. Please it your grace
									

									To go to bed. Upon my soul, my lord,
									

									The powers that you already have sent forth
									

									Shall bring this prize in very eas­ily.
									

									To com­fort you the more, I have re­ceived
									

									A cer­tain in­stance that Glendower is dead.
									

									Your majesty hath been this fort­night ill,
									

									And these un­season’d hours per­force must add
									

									Un­to your sick­ness.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									I will take your coun­sel:
									

									And were these in­ward wars once out of hand,
									

									We would, dear lords, un­to the Holy Land. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				Gloucester­shire. Be­fore Justice Shal­low’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Shal­low and Si­lence, meet­ing; Mouldy, Shad­ow, Wart, Feeble, Bullcalf, a Ser­vant or two with them.
							
						

						
								Shal­low
								Come on, come on, come on, sir; give me your hand, sir, give me your hand, sir: an early stir­rer, by the rood! And how doth my good cous­in Si­lence?
						

						
								Si­lence
								Good mor­row, good cous­in Shal­low.
						

						
								Shal­low
								And how doth my cous­in, your bed­fel­low? and your fairest daugh­ter and mine, my god-daugh­ter El­len?
						

						
								Si­lence
								Alas, a black ousel, cous­in Shal­low!
						

						
								Shal­low
								By yea and nay, sir, I dare say my cous­in Wil­li­am is be­come a good schol­ar: he is at Ox­ford still, is he not?
						

						
								Si­lence
								In­deed, sir, to my cost.
						

						
								Shal­low
								A’ must, then, to the inns o’ court shortly. I was once of Clem­ent’s Inn, where I think they will talk of mad Shal­low yet.
						

						
								Si­lence
								You were called “lusty Shal­low” then, cous­in.
						

						
								Shal­low
								By the mass, I was called any thing; and I would have done any thing in­deed too, and roundly too. There was I, and little John Doit of Stafford­shire, and black George Barnes, and Fran­cis Pick­bone, and Will Squele, a Cots­wold man; you had not four such swinge-buck­lers in all the inns o’ court again: and I may say to you, we knew where the bona-ro­bas were and had the best of them all at com­mand­ment. Then was Jack Fal­staff, now Sir John, a boy, and page to Thomas Mow­bray, Duke of Nor­folk.
						

						
								Si­lence
								This Sir John, cous­in, that comes hith­er anon about sol­diers?
						

						
								Shal­low
								The same Sir John, the very same. I see him break Skogan’s head at the court-gate, when a’ was a crack not thus high: and the very same day did I fight with one Sampson Stock­fish, a fruit­er­er, be­hind Gray’s Inn. Jesu, Jesu, the mad days that I have spent! and to see how many of my old ac­quaint­ance are dead!
						

						
								Si­lence
								We shall all fol­low, cous­in.
						

						
								Shad­ow
								Cer­tain, ’tis cer­tain; very sure, very sure: death, as the Psalm­ist saith, is cer­tain to all; all shall die. How a good yoke of bul­locks at Stam­ford fair?
						

						
								Si­lence
								By my troth, I was not there.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Death is cer­tain. Is old Double of your town liv­ing yet?
						

						
								Si­lence
								Dead, sir.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Jesu, Jesu, dead! a’ drew a good bow; and dead! a’ shot a fine shoot: John a Gaunt loved him well, and bet­ted much money on his head. Dead! a’ would have clapped i’ the 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?
						

						
								Si­lence
								There­after as they be: a score of good ewes may be worth ten pounds.
						

						
								Shal­low
								And is old Double dead?
						

						
								Si­lence
								Here come two of Sir John Fal­staff’s men, as I think.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bardolph and one with him.
							
						

						
								Bardolph
								Good mor­row, hon­est gen­tle­men: I be­seech you, which is Justice Shal­low?
						

						
								Shal­low
								I am Robert Shal­low, sir; a poor es­quire of this county, and one of the king’s justices of the peace: What is your good pleas­ure with me?
						

						
								Bardolph
								My cap­tain, sir, com­mends him to you; my cap­tain, Sir John Fal­staff, a tall gen­tle­man, by heav­en, and a most gal­lant lead­er.
						

						
								Shal­low
								He greets me well, sir. I knew him a good backs­word man. How doth the good knight? may I ask how my lady his wife doth?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Sir, par­don; a sol­dier is bet­ter ac­com­mod­ated than with a wife.
						

						
								Shal­low
								It is well said, in faith, sir; and it is well said in­deed too. Bet­ter ac­com­mod­ated! it is good; yea, in­deed, is it: good phrases are surely, and ever were, very com­mend­able. Ac­com­mod­ated! it comes of “ac­com­modo:” very good; a good phrase.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Par­don me, sir; I have heard the word. Phrase call you it? by this good day, I know not the phrase; but I will main­tain the word with my sword to be a sol­dier-like word, and a word of ex­ceed­ing good com­mand, by heav­en. Ac­com­mod­ated; that is, when a man is, as they say, ac­com­mod­ated; or when a man is, be­ing, whereby a’ may be thought to be ac­com­mod­ated; which is an ex­cel­lent thing.
						

						
								Shal­low
								It is very just.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff.
							
						

						
								
								Look, here comes good Sir John. Give me your good hand, give me your wor­ship’s good hand: by my troth, you like well and bear your years very well: wel­come, good Sir John.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I am glad to see you well, good Mas­ter Robert Shal­low: Mas­ter Sure­card, as I think?
						

						
								Shal­low
								No, Sir John; it is my cous­in Si­lence, in com­mis­sion with me.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Good Mas­ter Si­lence, it well be­fits you should be of the peace.
						

						
								Si­lence
								Your good wor­ship is wel­come.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Fie! this is hot weath­er, gen­tle­men. Have you provided me here half a dozen suf­fi­cient men?
						

						
								Shal­low
								Marry, have we, sir. Will you sit?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let me see them, I be­seech you.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Where’s the roll? where’s the roll? where’s the roll? Let me see, let me see, let me see. So, so, so, so, so, so, so: yea, marry, sir: Ral­ph Mouldy! Let them ap­pear as I call; let them do so, let them do so. Let me see; where is Mouldy?
						

						
								Mouldy
								Here, an’t please you.
						

						
								Shal­low
								What think you, Sir John? a good-limbed fel­low; young, strong, and of good friends.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Is thy name Mouldy?
						

						
								Mouldy
								Yea, an’t please you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								’Tis the more time thou wert used.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Ha, ha, ha! most ex­cel­lent, i’ faith! Things that are mouldy lack use: very sin­gu­lar good! in faith, well said, Sir John, very well said.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Prick him.
						

						
								Mouldy
								I was pricked well enough be­fore, an you could have let me alone: my old dame will be un­done now for one to do her hus­bandry and her drudgery: you need not to have pricked me; there are oth­er men fit­ter to go out than I.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Go to: peace, Mouldy; you shall go. Mouldy, it is time you were spent.
						

						
								Mouldy
								Spent!
						

						
								Shal­low
								Peace, fel­low, peace; stand aside: know you where you are? For the oth­er, Sir John: let me see: Si­mon Shad­ow!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Yea, marry, let me have him to sit un­der: he’s like to be a cold sol­dier.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Where’s Shad­ow?
						

						
								Shad­ow
								Here, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Shad­ow, whose son art thou?
						

						
								Shad­ow
								My moth­er’s son, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Thy moth­er’s son! like enough, and thy fath­er’s shad­ow: so the son of the fe­male is the shad­ow of the male: it is of­ten so, in­deed; but much of the fath­er’s sub­stance!
						

						
								Shal­low
								Do you like him, Sir John?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Shad­ow will serve for sum­mer; prick him, for we have a num­ber of shad­ows to fill up the muster-book.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Thomas Wart!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Where’s he?
						

						
								Wart
								Here, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Is thy name Wart?
						

						
								Wart
								Yea, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Thou art a very ragged wart.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Shall I prick him down, Sir John?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								It were su­per­flu­ous; for his ap­par­el is built upon his back and the whole frame stands upon pins: prick him no more.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Ha, ha, ha! you can do it, sir; you can do it: I com­mend you well. Fran­cis Feeble!
						

						
								Feeble
								Here, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What trade art thou, Feeble?
						

						
								Feeble
								A wo­man’s tail­or, sir.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Shall I prick him, sir?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								You may: but if he had been a man’s tail­or, he’d ha’ pricked you. Wilt thou make as many holes in an en­emy’s battle as thou hast done in a wo­man’s pet­ti­coat?
						

						
								Feeble
								I will do my good will, sir: you can have no more.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well said, good wo­man’s tail­or! well said, cour­ageous Feeble! thou wilt be as vali­ant as the wrath­ful dove or most mag­nan­im­ous mouse. Prick the wo­man’s tail­or: well, Mas­ter Shal­low; deep, Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Feeble
								I would Wart might have gone, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I would thou wert a man’s tail­or, that thou mightst mend him and make him fit to go. I can­not put him to a private sol­dier that is the lead­er of so many thou­sands: let that suf­fice, most for­cible Feeble.
						

						
								Feeble
								It shall suf­fice, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I am bound to thee, rev­er­end Feeble. Who is next?
						

						
								Shal­low
								Peter Bullcalf o’ the green!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Yea, marry, let’s see Bullcalf.
						

						
								Bullcalf
								Here, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								’Fore God, a likely fel­low! Come, prick me Bullcalf till he roar again.
						

						
								Bullcalf
								O Lord! good my lord cap­tain—
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What, dost thou roar be­fore thou art pricked?
						

						
								Bullcalf
								O Lord, sir! I am a dis­eased man.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What dis­ease hast thou?
						

						
								Bullcalf
								A whoreson cold, sir, a cough, sir, which I caught with ringing in the king’s af­fairs upon his coron­a­tion-day, sir.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Come, thou shalt go to the wars in a gown; we wilt have away thy cold; and I will take such or­der that my friends shall ring for thee. Is here all?
						

						
								Shal­low
								Here is two more called than your num­ber; you must have but four here, sir: and so, I pray you, go in with me to din­ner.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Come, I will go drink with you, but I can­not tarry din­ner. I am glad to see you, by my troth, Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Shal­low
								O, Sir John, do you re­mem­ber since we lay all night in the wind­mill in Saint George’s field?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								No more of that, good Mas­ter Shal­low, no more of that.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Ha! ’twas a merry night. And is Jane Night­work alive?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								She lives, Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Shal­low
								She nev­er could away with me.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Nev­er, nev­er; she would al­ways say she could not abide Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Shal­low
								By the mass, I could an­ger her to the heart. She was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold her own well?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Old, old, Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Nay, she must be old; she can­not choose but be old; cer­tain she’s old; and had Robin Night­work by old Night­work be­fore I came to Clem­ent’s Inn.
						

						
								Bullcalf
								That’s fifty-five year ago.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Ha, cous­in Si­lence, that thou hadst seen that that this knight and I have seen! Ha, Sir John, said I well?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								We have heard the chimes at mid­night, Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Shal­low
								That we have, that we have, that we have; in faith, Sir John, we have: our watch-word was “Hem boys!” Come, let’s to din­ner; come, let’s to din­ner: Je­sus, the days that we have seen! Come, come. Ex­eunt Fal­staff and Justices.
						

						
								Bullcalf
								Good Mas­ter Cor­por­ate Bardolph, stand my friend; and here’s four Harry ten shil­lings in French crowns for you. In very truth, sir, I had as lief be hanged, sir, as go: and yet, for mine own part, sir, I do not care; but rather, be­cause I am un­will­ing, and, for mine own part, have a de­sire to stay with my friends; else, sir, I did not care, for mine own part, so much.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Go to; stand aside.
						

						
								Mouldy
								And, good mas­ter cor­por­al cap­tain, for my old dame’s sake, stand my friend: she has nobody to do any thing about her when I am gone; and she is old, and can­not help her­self: You shall have forty, sir.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Go to; stand aside.
						

						
								Feeble
								By my troth, I care not; a man can die but once: we owe God a death: I’ll ne’er bear a base mind: an’t be my des­tiny, so; an’t be not, so: no man is too good to serve’s prince; and let it go which way it will, he that dies this year is quit for the next.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Well said; thou’rt a good fel­low.
						

						
								Feeble
								Faith, I’ll bear no base mind.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Fal­staff and the Justices.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Come, sir, which men shall I have?
						

						
								Shal­low
								Four of which you please.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Sir, a word with you: I have three pound to free Mouldy and Bullcalf.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Go to; well.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Come, Sir John, which four will you have?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Do you choose for me.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Marry, then, Mouldy, Bullcalf, Feeble and Shad­ow.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mouldy and Bullcalf: for you, Mouldy, stay at home till you are past ser­vice: and for your part, Bullcalf, grow till you come un­to it: I will none of you.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Sir John, Sir John, do not your­self wrong: they are your like­li­est men, and I would have you served with the best.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Will you tell me, Mas­ter Shal­low, how to choose a man? Care I for the limb, the thewes, the stature, bulk, and big as­semb­lance of a man! Give me the spir­it, Mas­ter Shal­low. Here’s Wart; you see what a ragged ap­pear­ance it is: a’ shall charge you and dis­charge you with the mo­tion of a pew­ter­er’s ham­mer, come off and on swifter than he that gib­bets on the brew­er’s buck­et. And this same half-faced fel­low, Shad­ow; give me this man: he presents no mark to the en­emy; the foe­man may with as great aim level at the edge of a pen­knife. And for a re­treat; how swiftly will this Feeble the wo­man’s tail­or run off! O, give me the spare men, and spare me the great ones. Put me a caliv­er in­to Wart’s hand, Bardolph.
						

						
								Bardolph
								Hold, Wart, tra­verse; thus, thus, thus.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Come, man­age me your caliv­er. So: very well: go to: very good, ex­ceed­ing good. O, give me al­ways a little, lean, old, chapt, bald shot. Well said, i’ faith, Wart; thou’rt a good scab: hold, there’s a test­er for thee.
						

						
								Shal­low
								He is not his craft’s mas­ter; he doth not do it right. I re­mem­ber at Mile-end Green, when I lay at Clem­ent’s Inn—I was then Sir Dagon­et in Ar­thur’s show—there was a little quiver fel­low, and a’ would man­age you his piece thus; and a’ would about and about, and come you in and come you in: “rah, tah, tah,” would a’ say; “bounce” would a’ say; and away again would a’ go, and again would a’ come: I shall ne’er see such a fel­low.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								These fel­lows will do well, Mas­ter Shal­low. God keep you, Mas­ter Si­lence: I will not use many words with you. Fare you well, gen­tle­men both: I thank you: I must a dozen mile to-night. Bardolph, give the sol­diers coats.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Sir John, the Lord bless you! God prosper your af­fairs! God send us peace! At your re­turn vis­it our house; let our old ac­quaint­ance be re­newed: perad­ven­ture I will with ye to the court.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								’Fore God, I would you would, Mas­ter Shal­low.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Go to; I have spoke at a word. God keep you.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Fare you well, gentle gen­tle­men. Ex­eunt Justices. On, Bardolph; lead the men away. Ex­eunt Bardolph, Re­cruits, etc. As I re­turn, I will fetch off these justices: I do see the bot­tom of Justice Shal­low. Lord, Lord, how sub­ject we old men are to this vice of ly­ing! This same starved justice hath done noth­ing but prate to me of the wild­ness of his youth, and the feats he hath done about Turn­bull Street; and every third word a lie, duer paid to the hear­er than the Turk’s trib­ute. I do re­mem­ber him at Clem­ent’s Inn like a man made after sup­per of a cheese-par­ing: when a’ was na­ked, he was, for all the world, like a forked radish, with a head fant­ast­ic­ally carved upon it with a knife: a’ was so for­lorn, that his di­men­sions to any thick sight were in­vin­cible: a’ was the very geni­us of fam­ine; yet lech­er­ous as a mon­key, and the whores called him man­drake: a’ came ever in the rear­ward of the fash­ion, and sung those tunes to the over-scutched huswives that he heard the car­men whistle, and swear they were his fan­cies or his good-nights. And now is this Vice’s dag­ger be­come a squire, and talks as fa­mil­iarly of John a Gaunt as if he had been sworn broth­er to him; and I’ll be sworn a’ ne’er saw him but once in the Tilt-yard; and then he burst his head for crowding among the mar­shal’s men. I saw it, and told John a Gaunt he beat his own name; for you might have thrust him and all his ap­par­el in­to an eel-skin; the case of a treble haut­boy was a man­sion for him, a court: and now has he land and beefs. Well, I’ll be ac­quain­ted with him, if I re­turn; and it shall go hard but I will make him a philo­soph­er’s two stones to me: if the young dace be a bait for the old pike, I see no reas­on in the law of nature but I may snap at him. Let time shape, and there an end. Exit.
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				IV
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				York­shire. Gaultree Forest.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the Arch­bish­op of York, Mow­bray, Hast­ings, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								What is this forest call’d?
						

						
								Hast­ings
								’Tis Gaultree Forest, an’t shall please your grace.
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Here stand, my lords; and send dis­cover­ers forth
									

									To know the num­bers of our en­emies.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								We have sent forth already.
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									’Tis well done.
									

									My friends and brethren in these great af­fairs,
									

									I must ac­quaint you that I have re­ceived
									

									New-dated let­ters from Northum­ber­land;
									

									Their cold in­tent, ten­our and sub­stance, thus:
									

									Here doth he wish his per­son, with such powers
									

									As might hold sort­ance with his qual­ity,
									

									The which he could not levy; whereupon
									

									He is re­tired, to ripe his grow­ing for­tunes,
									

									To Scot­land: and con­cludes in hearty pray­ers
									

									That your at­tempts may over­live the haz­ard
									

									And fear­ful melt­ing of their op­pos­ite.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground
									

									And dash them­selves to pieces.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter a Mes­sen­ger.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								Now, what news?
						

						
								Mes­sen­ger
								
								
									West of this forest, scarcely off a mile,
									

									In goodly form comes on the en­emy;
									

									And, by the ground they hide, I judge their num­ber
									

									Upon or near the rate of thirty thou­sand.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									The just pro­por­tion that we gave them out
									

									Let us sway on and face them in the field.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								What well-ap­poin­ted lead­er fronts us here?
						

						
								
								
								Enter West­mo­re­land.
							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								I think it is my Lord of West­mo­re­land.
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									Health and fair greet­ing from our gen­er­al,
									

									The prince, Lord John and Duke of Lan­caster.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Say on, my Lord of West­mo­re­land, in peace:
									

									What doth con­cern your com­ing?
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									Then, my lord,
									

									Un­to your grace do I in chief ad­dress
									

									The sub­stance of my speech. If that re­bel­lion
									

									Came like it­self, in base and ab­ject routs,
									

									Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rags,
									

									And coun­ten­anced by boys and beg­gary,
									

									I say, if damn’d com­mo­tion so ap­pear’d,
									

									In his true, nat­ive and most prop­er shape,
									

									You, rev­er­end fath­er, and these noble lords
									

									Had not been here, to dress the ugly form
									

									Of base and bloody in­sur­rec­tion
									

									With your fair hon­ours. You, lord arch­bish­op,
									

									Whose see is by a civil peace main­tained,
									

									Whose beard the sil­ver hand of peace hath touch’d,
									

									Whose learn­ing and good let­ters peace hath tu­tor’d,
									

									Whose white in­vest­ments fig­ure in­no­cence,
									

									The dove and very blessed spir­it of peace,
									

									Where­fore do you so ill trans­late your­self
									

									Out of the speech of peace that bears such grace,
									

									In­to the harsh and bois­ter­ous tongue of war;
									

									Turn­ing your books to graves, your ink to blood,
									

									Your pens to lances and your tongue di­vine
									

									To a trum­pet and a point of war?
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Where­fore do I this? so the ques­tion stands.
									

									Briefly to this end: we are all dis­eased,
									

									And with our sur­feit­ing and wan­ton hours
									

									Have brought ourselves in­to a burn­ing fever,
									

									And we must bleed for it; of which dis­ease
									

									Our late king, Richard, be­ing in­fec­ted, died.
									

									But, my most noble Lord of West­mo­re­land,
									

									I take not on me here as a phys­i­cian,
									

									Nor do I as an en­emy to peace
									

									Troop in the throngs of mil­it­ary men;
									

									But rather show awhile like fear­ful war,
									

									To diet rank minds sick of hap­pi­ness
									

									And purge the ob­struc­tions which be­gin to stop
									

									Our very veins of life. Hear me more plainly.
									

									I have in equal bal­ance justly weigh’d
									

									What wrongs our arms may do, what wrongs we suf­fer,
									

									And find our griefs heav­ier than our of­fences.
									

									We see which way the stream of time doth run,
									

									And are en­forced from our most quiet there
									

									By the rough tor­rent of oc­ca­sion;
									

									And have the sum­mary of all our griefs,
									

									When time shall serve, to show in art­icles;
									

									Which long ere this we of­fer’d to the king,
									

									And might by no suit gain our audi­ence:
									

									When we are wrong’d and would un­fold our griefs,
									

									We are denied ac­cess un­to his per­son
									

									Even by those men that most have done us wrong.
									

									The dangers of the days but newly gone,
									

									Whose memory is writ­ten on the earth
									

									With yet ap­pear­ing blood, and the ex­amples
									

									Of every minute’s in­stance, present now,
									

									Hath put us in these ill-be­seem­ing arms,
									

									Not to break peace or any branch of it,
									

									But to es­tab­lish here a peace in­deed,
									

									Con­cur­ring both in name and qual­ity.
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									When ever yet was your ap­peal denied?
									

									Wherein have you been galled by the king?
									

									What peer hath been sub­orn’d to grate on you,
									

									That you should seal this law­less bloody book
									

									Of forged re­bel­lion with a seal di­vine
									

									And con­sec­rate com­mo­tion’s bit­ter edge?
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									My broth­er gen­er­al, the com­mon­wealth,
									

									To broth­er born an house­hold cruelty,
									

									I make my quar­rel in par­tic­u­lar.
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									There is no need of any such re­dress;
									

									Or if there were, it not be­longs to you.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									Why not to him in part, and to us all
									

									That feel the bruises of the days be­fore,
									

									And suf­fer the con­di­tion of these times
									

									To lay a heavy and un­equal hand
									

									Upon our hon­ours?
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									O, my good Lord Mow­bray,
									

									Con­strue the times to their ne­ces­sit­ies,
									

									And you shall say in­deed, it is the time,
									

									And not the king, that doth you in­jur­ies.
									

									Yet for your part, it not ap­pears to me
									

									Either from the king or in the present time
									

									That you should have an inch of any ground
									

									To build a grief on: were you not re­stored
									

									To all the Duke of Nor­folk’s si­gnor­ies,
									

									Your noble and right well re­mem­ber’d fath­er’s?
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									What thing, in hon­our, had my fath­er lost,
									

									That need to be re­vived and breathed in me?
									

									The king that loved him, as the state stood then,
									

									Was force per­force com­pell’d to ban­ish him:
									

									And then that Harry Bol­ing­broke and he,
									

									Be­ing moun­ted and both roused in their seats,
									

									Their neigh­ing cours­ers dar­ing of the spur,
									

									Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down,
									

									Their eyes of fire spark­ing through sights of steel
									

									And the loud trum­pet blow­ing them to­geth­er,
									

									Then, then, when there was noth­ing could have stay’d
									

									My fath­er from the 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 him­self and all their lives
									

									That by in­dict­ment and by dint of sword
									

									Have since mis­car­ried un­der Bol­ing­broke.
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									You speak, Lord Mow­bray, now you know not what.
									

									The Earl of Here­ford was re­puted then
									

									In Eng­land the most vali­ant gen­tle­men:
									

									Who knows on whom for­tune would then have smiled?
									

									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
									

									Cried hate upon him; and all their pray­ers and love
									

									Were set on Here­ford, whom they doted on
									

									And bless’d and graced in­deed, more than the king.
									

									But this is mere di­gres­sion from my pur­pose.
									

									Here come I from our princely gen­er­al
									

									To know your griefs; to tell you from his grace
									

									That he will give you audi­ence; and wherein
									

									It shall ap­pear that your de­mands are just,
									

									You shall en­joy them, every thing set off
									

									That might so much as think you en­emies.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									But he hath forced us to com­pel this of­fer;
									

									And it pro­ceeds from policy, not love.
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									Mow­bray, you over­ween to take it so;
									

									This of­fer comes from mercy, not from fear:
									

									For, lo! with­in a ken our army lies,
									

									Upon mine hon­our, all too con­fid­ent
									

									To give ad­mit­tance to a thought of fear.
									

									Our battle is more full of names than yours,
									

									Our men more per­fect in the use of arms,
									

									Our ar­mour all as strong, our cause the best;
									

									Then reas­on will our heart should be as good:
									

									Say you not then our of­fer is com­pell’d.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								Well, by my will we shall ad­mit no par­ley.
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									That ar­gues but the shame of your of­fence:
									

									A rot­ten case abides no hand­ling.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Hath the Prince John a full com­mis­sion,
									

									In very ample vir­tue of his fath­er,
									

									To hear and ab­so­lutely to de­term­ine
									

									Of what con­di­tions we shall stand upon?
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									That is in­ten­ded in the gen­er­al’s name:
									

									I muse you make so slight a ques­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Then take, my Lord of West­mo­re­land, this sched­ule,
									

									For this con­tains our gen­er­al griev­ances:
									

									Each sev­er­al art­icle herein re­dress’d,
									

									All mem­bers of our cause, both here and hence,
									

									That are in­sinew’d to this ac­tion,
									

									Ac­quit­ted by a true sub­stan­tial form
									

									And present ex­e­cu­tion of our wills
									

									To us and to our pur­poses con­fined,
									

									We come with­in our aw­ful banks again
									

									And knit our powers to the arm of peace.
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									This will I show the gen­er­al. Please you, lords,
									

									In sight of both our battles we may meet;
									

									And either end in peace, which God so frame!
									

									Or to the place of dif­fer­ence call the swords
									

									Which must de­cide it.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								My lord, we will do so. Exit West­mo­re­land.
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									There is a thing with­in my bos­om tells me
									

									That no con­di­tions of our peace can stand.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Fear you not that: if we can make our peace
									

									Upon such large terms and so ab­so­lute
									

									As our con­di­tions shall con­sist upon,
									

									Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky moun­tains.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									Yea, but our valu­ation shall be such
									

									That every slight and false-de­rived cause,
									

									Yea, every idle, nice and wan­ton reas­on
									

									Shall to the king taste of this ac­tion;
									

									That, were our roy­al faiths mar­tyrs in love,
									

									We shall be win­now’d with so rough a wind
									

									That even our corn shall seem as light as chaff
									

									And good from bad find no par­ti­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									No, no, my lord. Note this; the king is weary
									

									Of 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 wipe his tables clean
									

									And keep no tell-tale to his memory
									

									That may re­peat and his­tory his loss
									

									To new re­mem­brance; for full well he knows
									

									He can­not so pre­cisely weed this land
									

									As his mis­doubts present oc­ca­sion:
									

									His foes are so en­rooted with his friends
									

									That, pluck­ing to un­fix an en­emy,
									

									He doth un­fasten so and shake a friend:
									

									So that this land, like an of­fens­ive wife
									

									That hath en­raged him on to of­fer strokes,
									

									As he is strik­ing, holds his in­fant up
									

									And hangs re­solved cor­rec­tion in the arm
									

									That was up­rear’d to ex­e­cu­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Be­sides, the king hath wasted all his rods
									

									On late of­fend­ers, that he now doth lack
									

									The very in­stru­ments of chas­tise­ment:
									

									So that his power, like to a fang­less li­on,
									

									May of­fer, but not hold.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									’Tis very true:
									

									And there­fore be as­sured, my good lord mar­shal,
									

									If we do now make our atone­ment well,
									

									Our peace will, like a broken limb united,
									

									Grow stronger for the break­ing.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									Be it so.
									

									Here is re­turn’d my Lord of West­mo­re­land.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter West­mo­re­land.
							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									The prince is here at hand: pleaseth your lord­ship
									

									To meet his grace just dis­tance ’tween our armies.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								Your grace of York, in God’s name then, set for­ward.
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								Be­fore, and greet his grace: my lord, we come. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				An­oth­er part of the forest.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter, from one side, Mow­bray, at­ten­ded; af­ter­wards the Arch­bish­op, Hast­ings, and oth­ers: from the oth­er side, Prince John of Lan­caster, and West­mo­re­land; Of­ficers, and oth­ers with them.
							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									You are well en­counter’d here, my cous­in Mow­bray:
									

									Good day to you, gentle lord arch­bish­op;
									

									And so to you, Lord Hast­ings, and to all.
									

									My Lord of York, it bet­ter show’d with you
									

									When that your flock, as­sembled 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 mon­arch’s heart,
									

									And ripens in the sun­shine of his fa­vour,
									

									Would he ab­use the coun­ten­ance of the king,
									

									Alack, what mis­chiefs might he set abroach
									

									In shad­ow of such great­ness! With you, lord bish­op,
									

									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 par­lia­ment;
									

									To us the ima­gined voice of God him­self;
									

									The very open­er and in­tel­li­gen­cer
									

									Between the grace, the sanc­tit­ies of heav­en
									

									And our dull work­ings. O, who shall be­lieve
									

									But you mis­use the rev­er­ence of your place,
									

									Em­ploy the coun­ten­ance and grace of heav­en,
									

									As a false fa­vour­ite doth his prince’s name,
									

									In deeds dis­hon­our­able? You have ta’en up,
									

									Un­der the coun­ter­feited zeal of God,
									

									The sub­jects of his sub­sti­tute, my fath­er,
									

									And both against the peace of heav­en and him
									

									Have here up-swarm’d them.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Good my Lord of Lan­caster,
									

									I am not here against your fath­er’s peace;
									

									But, as I told my lord of West­mo­re­land,
									

									The time mis­order’d doth, in com­mon sense,
									

									Crowd us and crush us to this mon­strous form,
									

									To hold our safety up. I sent your grace
									

									The par­cels and par­tic­u­lars of our grief,
									

									The which hath been with scorn shoved from the court,
									

									Where­on this Hy­dra son of war is born;
									

									Whose dan­ger­ous eyes may well be charm’d asleep
									

									With grant of our most just and right de­sires,
									

									And true obed­i­ence, of this mad­ness cured,
									

									Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									If not, we ready are to try our for­tunes
									

									To the last man.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									And though we here fall down,
									

									We have sup­plies to second our at­tempt:
									

									If they mis­carry, theirs shall second them;
									

									And so suc­cess of mis­chief shall be born
									

									And heir from heir shall hold this quar­rel up
									

									Whiles Eng­land shall have gen­er­a­tion.
								

							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									You are too shal­low, Hast­ings, much too shal­low,
									

									To sound the bot­tom of the after-times.
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									Pleaseth your grace to an­swer them dir­ectly
									

									How far forth you do like their art­icles.
								

							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									I like them all, and do al­low them well,
									

									And swear here, by the hon­our of my blood,
									

									My fath­er’s pur­poses have been mis­took,
									

									And some about him have too lav­ishly
									

									Wres­ted his mean­ing and au­thor­ity.
									

									My lord, these griefs shall be with speed re­dress’d;
									

									Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please you,
									

									Dis­charge your powers un­to their sev­er­al counties,
									

									As we will ours: and here between the armies
									

									Let’s drink to­geth­er friendly and em­brace,
									

									That all their eyes may bear those tokens home
									

									Of our re­stored love and amity.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								I take your princely word for these re­dresses.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									I give it you, and will main­tain my word:
									

									And thereupon I drink un­to your grace.
								

							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									Go, cap­tain, and de­liv­er to the army
									

									This news of peace: let them have pay, and part:
									

									I know it will well please them. Hie thee, cap­tain. Exit Of­ficer.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								To you, my noble Lord of West­mo­re­land.
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									I pledge your grace; and, if you knew what pains
									

									I have be­stow’d to breed this present peace,
									

									You would drink freely: but my love to ye
									

									Shall show it­self more openly here­after.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								I do not doubt you.
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									I am glad of it.
									

									Health to my lord and gentle cous­in, Mow­bray.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								
								
									You wish me health in very happy sea­son;
									

									For I am, on the sud­den, some­thing ill.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Against ill chances men are ever merry;
									

									But heav­i­ness fore­runs the good event.
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									There­fore be merry, coz; since sud­den sor­row
									

									Serves to say thus, “some good thing comes to-mor­row.”
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								Be­lieve me, I am passing light in spir­it.
						

						
								Mow­bray
								So much the worse, if your own rule be true. Shouts with­in.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								The word of peace is render’d: hark, how they shout!
						

						
								Mow­bray
								This had been cheer­ful after vic­tory.
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									A peace is of the nature of a con­quest;
									

									For then both parties nobly are sub­dued,
									

									And neither party loser.
								

							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									Go, my lord,
									

									And let our army be dis­charged too. Exit West­mo­re­land.
									

									And, good my lord, so please you, let our trains
									

									March by us, that we may per­use the men
									

									We should have coped with­al.
								

							
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								
								
									Go, good Lord Hast­ings,
									

									And, ere they be dis­miss’d, let them march by. Exit Hast­ings.
								

							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								I trust, lords, we shall lie to-night to­geth­er.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter West­mo­re­land.
							
						

						
								
								Now, cous­in, where­fore stands our army still?
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									The lead­ers, hav­ing charge from you to stand,
									

									Will not go off un­til they hear you speak.
								

							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								They know their du­ties.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Hast­ings.
							
						

						
								Hast­ings
								
								
									My lord, our army is dis­persed already:
									

									Like youth­ful steers un­yoked, they take their courses
									

									East, west, north, south; or, like a school broke up,
									

									Each hur­ries to­ward his home and sport­ing-place.
								

							
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									Good tid­ings, my Lord Hast­ings; for the which
									

									I do ar­rest thee, trait­or, of high treas­on:
									

									And you, lord arch­bish­op, and you, Lord Mow­bray,
									

									Of cap­it­ol treas­on I at­tach you both.
								

							
						

						
								Mow­bray
								Is this pro­ceed­ing just and hon­our­able?
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								Is your as­sembly so?
						

						
								Arch­bish­op
								Will you thus break your faith?
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									I pawn’d thee none:
									

									I prom­ised you re­dress of these same griev­ances
									

									Where­of you did com­plain; which, by mine hon­our,
									

									I will per­form with a most Chris­ti­an care.
									

									But for you, rebels, look to taste the due
									

									Meet for re­bel­lion and such acts as yours.
									

									Most shal­lowly did you these arms com­mence,
									

									Fondly brought here and fool­ishly sent hence.
									

									Strike up our drums, pur­sue the scat­ter’d stray:
									

									God, and not we, hath safely fought to-day.
									

									Some guard these trait­ors to the block of death,
									

									Treas­on’s true bed and yield­er up of breath. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				An­oth­er part of the forest.

				
					
						
								
								
								Alar­um. Ex­cur­sions. Enter Fal­staff and Colevile, meet­ing.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What’s your name, sir? of what con­di­tion are you, and of what place, I pray?
						

						
								Colevile
								I am a knight, sir; and my name is Colevile of the dale.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well, then, Colevile is your name, a knight is your de­gree, and your place the dale: Colevile shall be still your name, a trait­or your de­gree, and the dun­geon your place, a place deep enough; so shall you be still Colevile of the dale.
						

						
								Colevile
								Are not you Sir John Fal­staff?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								As good a man as he, sir, whoe’er I am. Do ye yield, sir? or shall I sweat for you? If I do sweat, they are the drops of thy lov­ers, and they weep for thy death: there­fore rouse up fear and trem­bling, and do ob­serv­ance to my mercy.
						

						
								Colevile
								I think you are Sir John Fal­staff, and in that thought yield me.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I have a whole school of tongues in this belly of mine, and not a tongue of them all speaks any oth­er word but my name. An I had but a belly of any in­dif­fer­ence, I were simply the most act­ive fel­low in Europe: my womb, my womb, my womb, un­does me. Here comes our gen­er­al.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Prince John of Lan­caster, West­mo­re­land, Blunt, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									The heat is past; fol­low no fur­ther now:
									

									Call in the powers, good cous­in West­mo­re­land. Exit West­mo­re­land.
									

									Now, Fal­staff, where have you been all this while?
									

									When every thing is ended, then you come:
									

									These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life,
									

									One time or oth­er break some gal­lows’ back.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I would be sorry, my lord, but it should be thus: I nev­er knew yet but re­buke and cheque was the re­ward of valour. Do you think me a swal­low, an ar­row, or a bul­let? have I, in my poor and old mo­tion, the ex­ped­i­tion of thought? I have speeded hith­er with the very ex­tremest inch of pos­sib­il­ity; I have foundered nine score and odd posts: and here, travel-tain­ted as I am, have in my pure and im­macu­late valour, taken Sir John Colevile of the dale, a most furi­ous knight and val­or­ous en­emy. But what of that? he saw me, and yiel­ded; that I may justly say, with the hook-nosed fel­low of Rome, “I came, saw, and over­came.”
						

						
								Lan­caster
								It was more of his cour­tesy than your de­serving.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I know not: here he is, and here I yield him: and I be­seech your grace, let it be booked with the rest of this day’s deeds; or, by the Lord, I will have it in a par­tic­u­lar bal­lad else, with mine own pic­ture on the top on’t, Colevile kiss­ing my foot: to the which course if I be en­forced, if you do not all show like gilt two­pences to me, and I in the clear sky of fame o’er­shine you as much as the full moon doth the cinders of the ele­ment, which show like pins’ heads to her, be­lieve not the word of the noble: there­fore let me have right, and let desert mount.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								Thine’s too heavy to mount.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let it shine, then.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								Thine’s too thick to shine.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let it do some­thing, my good lord, that may do me good, and call it what you will.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								Is thy name Colevile?
						

						
								Colevile
								It is, my lord.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								A fam­ous rebel art thou, Colevile.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								And a fam­ous true sub­ject took him.
						

						
								Colevile
								
								
									I am, my lord, but as my bet­ters are
									

									That led me hith­er: had they been ruled by me,
									

									You should have won them dear­er than you have.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I know not how they sold them­selves: but thou, like a kind fel­low, gavest thy­self away gratis; and I thank thee for thee.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter West­mo­re­land.
							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								Now, have you left pur­suit?
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								Re­treat is made and ex­e­cu­tion stay’d.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									Send Colevile with his con­fed­er­ates
									

									To York, to present ex­e­cu­tion:
									

									Blunt, lead him hence; and see you guard him sure. Ex­eunt Blunt and oth­ers with Colevile.
									

									And now dis­patch we to­ward the court, my lords:
									

									I hear the king my fath­er is sore sick:
									

									Our news shall go be­fore us to his majesty,
									

									Which, cous­in, you shall bear to com­fort him,
									

									And we with sober speed will fol­low you.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								
								
									My lord, I be­seech you, give me leave to go
									

									Through Gloucester­shire: and, when you come to court,
									

									Stand my good lord, pray, in your good re­port.
								

							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									Fare you well, Fal­staff: I, in my con­di­tion,
									

									Shall bet­ter speak of you than you de­serve. Ex­eunt all but Fal­staff.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I would you had but the wit: ’twere bet­ter than your duke­dom. Good faith, this same young sober-blooded boy doth not love me; nor a man can­not make him laugh; but that’s no mar­vel, he drinks no wine. There’s nev­er none of these de­mure boys come to any proof; for thin drink doth so over-cool their blood, and mak­ing many fish-meals, that they fall in­to a kind of male green-sick­ness; and then when they marry, they get wenches: they are gen­er­ally fools and cow­ards; which some of us should be too, but for in­flam­ma­tion. A good sher­ris sack hath a two-fold op­er­a­tion in it. It as­cends me in­to the brain; dries me there all the fool­ish and dull and curdy va­pours which en­viron it; makes it ap­pre­hens­ive, quick, for­get­ive, full of nimble fiery and de­lect­able shapes, which, de­livered o’er to the voice, the tongue, which is the birth, be­comes ex­cel­lent wit. The second prop­erty of your ex­cel­lent sher­ris is, the warm­ing of the blood; which, be­fore cold and settled, left the liv­er white and pale, which is the badge of pusil­lan­im­ity and cow­ardice; but the sher­ris warms it and makes it course from the in­wards to the parts ex­treme: it il­lu­mineth the face, which as a beacon gives warn­ing to all the rest of this little king­dom, man, to arm; and then the vi­tal com­mon­ers and in­land petty spir­its muster me all to their cap­tain, the heart, who, great and puffed up with this ret­in­ue, doth any deed of cour­age; and this valour comes of sher­ris. So that skill in the weapon is noth­ing without sack, for that sets it a-work; and learn­ing a mere hoard of gold kept by a dev­il, till sack com­mences it and sets it in act and use. Here­of comes it that Prince Harry is vali­ant; for the cold blood he did nat­ur­ally in­her­it of his fath­er, he hath, like lean, sterile and bare land, ma­nured, hus­ban­ded and tilled with ex­cel­lent en­deav­our of drink­ing good and good store of fer­tile sher­ris, that he is be­come very hot and vali­ant. If I had a thou­sand sons, the first hu­mane prin­ciple I would teach them should be, to for­swear thin pota­tions and to ad­dict them­selves to sack.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Bardolph.
							
						

						
								
								How now, Bardolph?
						

						
								Bardolph
								The army is dis­charged all and gone.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Let them go. I’ll through Gloucester­shire; and there will I vis­it Mas­ter Robert Shal­low, es­quire: I have him already tem­per­ing between my fin­ger and my thumb, and shortly will I seal with him. Come away. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				West­min­ster. The Jer­u­s­alem Cham­ber.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter the King, the Princes Thomas of Clar­ence and Humphrey of Gloucester, War­wick, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Now, lords, if God doth give suc­cess­ful end
									

									To this de­bate that blee­de­th at our doors,
									

									We will our youth lead on to high­er fields
									

									And draw no swords but what are sanc­ti­fied.
									

									Our navy is ad­dress’d, our power col­lec­ted,
									

									Our sub­sti­tutes in ab­sence well in­ves­ted,
									

									And every thing lies level to our wish:
									

									Only, we want a little per­son­al strength;
									

									And pause us, till these rebels, now afoot,
									

									Come un­der­neath the yoke of gov­ern­ment.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									Both which we doubt not but your majesty
									

									Shall soon en­joy.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Humphrey, my son of Gloucester,
									

									Where is the prince your broth­er?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								I think he’s gone to hunt, my lord, at Wind­sor.
						

						
								King
								And how ac­com­pan­ied?
						

						
								Gloucester
								I do not know, my lord.
						

						
								King
								Is not his broth­er, Thomas of Clar­ence, with him?
						

						
								Gloucester
								No, my good lord; he is in pres­ence here.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								What would my lord and fath­er?
						

						
								King
								
								
									Noth­ing but well to thee, Thomas of Clar­ence.
									

									How chance thou art not with the prince thy broth­er?
									

									He loves thee, and thou dost neg­lect him, Thomas;
									

									Thou hast a bet­ter place in his af­fec­tion
									

									Than all thy broth­ers: cher­ish it, my boy,
									

									And noble of­fices thou mayst ef­fect
									

									Of me­di­ation, after I am dead,
									

									Between his great­ness and thy oth­er brethren:
									

									There­fore omit him not; blunt not his love,
									

									Nor lose the good ad­vant­age of his grace
									

									By seem­ing cold or care­less of his will;
									

									For he is gra­cious, if he be ob­served:
									

									He hath a tear for pity and a hand
									

									Open as day for melt­ing char­ity:
									

									Yet not­with­stand­ing, be­ing in­censed, he’s flint,
									

									As hu­mor­ous as winter and as sud­den
									

									As flaws con­gealed in the spring of day.
									

									His tem­per, there­fore, must be well ob­served:
									

									Chide him for faults, and do it rev­er­ently,
									

									When you per­ceive his blood in­clined to mirth;
									

									But, be­ing moody, give him line and scope,
									

									Till that his pas­sions, like a whale on ground,
									

									Con­found them­selves 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,
									

									Mingled with venom of sug­ges­tion—
									

									As, force per­force, the age will pour it in—
									

									Shall nev­er leak, though it do work as strong
									

									As acon­itum or rash gun­powder.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								I shall ob­serve him with all care and love.
						

						
								King
								Why art thou not at Wind­sor with him, Thomas?
						

						
								Clar­ence
								He is not there to-day; he dines in Lon­don.
						

						
								King
								And how ac­com­pan­ied? canst thou tell that?
						

						
								Clar­ence
								With Poins, and oth­er his con­tinu­al fol­low­ers.
						

						
								King
								
								
									Most sub­ject is the fat­test soil to weeds;
									

									And he, the noble im­age of my youth,
									

									Is over­spread with them: there­fore my grief
									

									Stretches it­self bey­ond the hour of death:
									

									The blood weeps from my heart when I do shape
									

									In forms ima­gin­ary the un­guided days
									

									And rot­ten times that you shall look upon
									

									When I am sleep­ing with my an­cest­ors.
									

									For when his head­strong ri­ot hath no curb,
									

									When rage and hot blood are his coun­sel­lors,
									

									When means and lav­ish man­ners meet to­geth­er,
									

									O, with what wings shall his af­fec­tions fly
									

									To­wards front­ing per­il and op­posed de­cay!
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									My gra­cious lord, you look bey­ond him quite:
									

									The prince but stud­ies his com­pan­ions
									

									Like a strange tongue, wherein, to gain the lan­guage,
									

									’Tis need­ful that the most im­mod­est word
									

									Be look’d upon and learn’d; which once at­tain’d,
									

									Your high­ness knows, comes to no fur­ther use
									

									But to be known and hated. So, like gross terms,
									

									The prince will in the per­fect­ness of time
									

									Cast off his fol­low­ers; and their memory
									

									Shall as a pat­tern or a meas­ure live,
									

									By which his grace must mete the lives of oth­ers,
									

									Turn­ing past evils to ad­vant­ages.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									’Tis sel­dom when the bee doth leave her comb
									

									In the dead car­ri­on.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter West­mo­re­land.
							
						

						
								
								Who’s here? West­mo­re­land?
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								
								
									Health to my sov­er­eign, and new hap­pi­ness
									

									Ad­ded to that that I am to de­liv­er!
									

									Prince John your son doth kiss your grace’s hand:
									

									Mow­bray, the Bish­op Scroop, Hast­ings and all
									

									Are brought to the cor­rec­tion of your law;
									

									There is not now a rebel’s sword un­sheathed
									

									But Peace puts forth her olive every where.
									

									The man­ner how this ac­tion hath been borne
									

									Here at more leis­ure may your high­ness read,
									

									With every course in his par­tic­u­lar.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									O West­mo­re­land, thou art a sum­mer bird,
									

									Which ever in the haunch of winter sings
									

									The lift­ing up of day.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Har­court.
							
						

						
								
								Look, here’s more news.
						

						
								Har­court
								
								
									From en­emies heav­en keep your majesty;
									

									And, when they stand against you, may they fall
									

									As those that I am come to tell you of!
									

									The Earl Northum­ber­land and the Lord Bardolph,
									

									With a great power of Eng­lish and of Scots,
									

									Are by the sher­iff of York­shire over­thrown:
									

									The man­ner and true or­der of the fight
									

									This pack­et, please it you, con­tains at large.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									And where­fore should these good news make me sick?
									

									Will For­tune nev­er come with both hands full,
									

									But write her fair words still in foulest let­ters?
									

									She either gives a stom­ach and no food;
									

									Such are the poor, in health; or else a feast
									

									And takes away the stom­ach; such are the rich,
									

									That have abund­ance and en­joy it not.
									

									I should re­joice now at this happy news;
									

									And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy:
									

									O me! come near me; now I am much ill.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Com­fort, your majesty!
						

						
								Clar­ence
								O my roy­al fath­er!
						

						
								West­mo­re­land
								My sov­er­eign lord, cheer up your­self, look up.
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									Be pa­tient, princes; you do know, these fits
									

									Are with his high­ness very or­din­ary.
									

									Stand from him, give him air; he’ll straight be well.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									No, no, he can­not long hold out these pangs:
									

									The in­cess­ant care and la­bour of his mind
									

									Hath wrought the mure that should con­fine it in
									

									So thin that life looks through and will break out.
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									The people fear me; for they do ob­serve
									

									Un­fath­er’d heirs and loathly births of nature:
									

									The sea­sons change their man­ners, as the year
									

									Had found some months asleep and leap’d them over.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									The river hath thrice flow’d, no ebb between;
									

									And the old folk, time’s dot­ing chron­icles,
									

									Say it did so a little time be­fore
									

									That our great-grand­sire, Ed­ward, sick’d and died.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								Speak lower, princes, for the king re­cov­ers.
						

						
								Gloucester
								This apo­plexy will cer­tain be his end.
						

						
								King
								
								
									I pray you, take me up, and bear me hence
									

									In­to some oth­er cham­ber: softly, pray. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				An­oth­er cham­ber.

				
					
						
								
								
								The King ly­ing on a bed: Clar­ence, Gloucester, War­wick, and oth­ers in at­tend­ance.
							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends;
									

									Un­less some dull and fa­vour­able hand
									

									Will whis­per mu­sic to my weary spir­it.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								Call for the mu­sic in the oth­er room.
						

						
								King
								Set me the crown upon my pil­low here.
						

						
								Clar­ence
								His eye is hol­low, and he changes much.
						

						
								War­wick
								Less noise, less noise!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Prince Henry.
							
						

						
								Prince
								Who saw the Duke of Clar­ence?
						

						
								Clar­ence
								I am here, broth­er, full of heav­i­ness.
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									How now! rain with­in doors, and none abroad!
									

									How doth the king?
								

							
						

						
								Gloucester
								Ex­ceed­ing ill.
						

						
								Prince
								Heard he the good news yet? Tell it him.
						

						
								Gloucester
								He al­ter’d much upon the hear­ing it.
						

						
								Prince
								If he be sick with joy, he’ll re­cov­er without phys­ic.
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									Not so much noise, my lords: sweet prince, speak low;
									

									The king your fath­er is dis­posed to sleep.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								Let us with­draw in­to the oth­er room.
						

						
								War­wick
								Will’t please your grace to go along with us?
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									No; I will sit and watch here by the king. Ex­eunt all but the Prince.
									

									Why doth the crown lie there upon his pil­low,
									

									Be­ing so trouble­some a bed­fel­low?
									

									O pol­ish’d per­turb­a­tion! golden care!
									

									That keep’st the ports of slum­ber open wide
									

									To many a watch­ful night! sleep with it now!
									

									Yet not so sound and half so deeply sweet
									

									As he whose brow with homely big­gen bound
									

									Snores out the watch of night. O majesty!
									

									When thou dost pinch thy bear­er, thou dost sit
									

									Like a rich ar­mour worn in heat of day,
									

									That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath
									

									There lies a downy feath­er which stirs not:
									

									Did he sus­pire, that light and weight­less down
									

									Per­force must move. My gra­cious lord! my fath­er!
									

									This sleep is sound in­deed; this is a sleep
									

									That from this golden rigol hath di­vorced
									

									So many Eng­lish kings. Thy due from me
									

									Is tears and heavy sor­rows of the blood,
									

									Which nature, love, and fi­li­al ten­der­ness,
									

									Shall, O dear fath­er, pay thee plenteously:
									

									My due from thee is this im­per­i­al crown,
									

									Which, as im­me­di­ate as thy place and blood,
									

									De­rives it­self to me. Lo, here it sits,
									

									Which God shall guard: and put the world’s whole strength
									

									In­to one gi­ant arm, it shall not force
									

									This lin­eal hon­our from me: this from thee
									

									Will I to mine leave, as ’tis left to me. Exit.
								

							
						

						
								King
								War­wick! Gloucester! Clar­ence!
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter War­wick, Gloucester, Clar­ence, and the rest.
							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								Doth the king call?
						

						
								War­wick
								What would your majesty? How fares your grace?
						

						
								King
								Why did you leave me here alone, my lords?
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									We left the prince my broth­er here, my liege,
									

									Who un­der­took to sit and watch by you.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									The Prince of Wales! Where is he? let me see him:
									

									He is not here.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								This door is open; he is gone this way.
						

						
								Gloucester
								He came not through the cham­ber where we stay’d.
						

						
								King
								Where is the crown? who took it from my pil­low?
						

						
								War­wick
								When we with­drew, my liege, we left it here.
						

						
								King
								
								
									The prince hath ta’en it hence: go, seek him out.
									

									Is he so hasty that he doth sup­pose
									

									My sleep my death?
									

									Find him, my Lord of War­wick; chide him hith­er. Exit War­wick.
									

									This part of his con­joins with my dis­ease,
									

									And helps to end me. See, sons, what things you are!
									

									How quickly nature falls in­to re­volt
									

									When gold be­comes 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 en­gross’d and piled up
									

									The canker’d heaps of strange-achieved gold;
									

									For this they have been thought­ful to in­vest
									

									Their sons with arts and mar­tial ex­er­cises:
									

									When, like the bee, cull­ing from every flower
									

									The vir­tu­ous sweets,
									

									Our thighs pack’d with wax, our mouths with honey,
									

									We bring it to the hive, and, like the bees,
									

									Are murdered for our pains. This bit­ter taste
									

									Yield his en­gross­ments to the end­ing fath­er.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter War­wick.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Now, where is he that will not stay so long
									

									Till his friend sick­ness hath de­term­ined me?
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									My lord, I found the prince in the next room,
									

									Wash­ing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks,
									

									With such a deep de­mean­our in great sor­row
									

									That tyranny, which nev­er quaff’d but blood,
									

									Would, by be­hold­ing him, have wash’d his knife
									

									With gentle eye-drops. He is com­ing hith­er.
								

							
						

						
								King
								But where­fore did he take away the crown?
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Prince Henry.
							
						

						
								
								
								
									Lo, where he comes. Come hith­er to me, Harry.
									

									De­part the cham­ber, leave us here alone. Ex­eunt War­wick and the rest.
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								I nev­er thought to hear you speak again.
						

						
								King
								
								
									Thy wish was fath­er, Harry, to that thought:
									

									I stay too long by thee, I weary thee.
									

									Dost thou so hun­ger for mine empty chair
									

									That thou wilt needs in­vest thee with my hon­ours
									

									Be­fore thy hour be ripe? O fool­ish youth!
									

									Thou seek’st the great­ness that will o’er­whelm thee.
									

									Stay but a little; for my cloud of dig­nity
									

									Is held from fall­ing with so weak a wind
									

									That it will quickly drop: my day is dim.
									

									Thou hast stolen that which after some few hours
									

									Were thine without of­fence; and at my death
									

									Thou hast seal’d up my ex­pect­a­tion:
									

									Thy life did mani­fest thou lovedst me not,
									

									And thou wilt have me die as­sured of it.
									

									Thou hid­est a thou­sand dag­gers in thy thoughts,
									

									Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart,
									

									To stab at half an hour of my life.
									

									What! canst thou not for­bear me half an hour?
									

									Then get thee gone and dig my grave thy­self,
									

									And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear
									

									That thou art crowned, not that I am dead.
									

									Let all the tears that should be­dew my hearse
									

									Be drops of balm to sanc­ti­fy thy head:
									

									Only com­pound me with for­got­ten dust;
									

									Give that which gave thee life un­to the worms.
									

									Pluck down my of­ficers, break my de­crees;
									

									For now a time is come to mock at form:
									

									Harry the Fifth is crown’d: up, van­ity!
									

									Down, roy­al state! all you sage coun­sel­lors, hence!
									

									And to the Eng­lish court as­semble now,
									

									From every re­gion, apes of idle­ness!
									

									Now, neigh­bour con­fines, purge you of your scum:
									

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

									Rev­el the night, rob, murder, and com­mit
									

									The old­est sins the new­est kind of ways?
									

									Be happy, he will trouble you no more;
									

									Eng­land shall double gild his treble guilt,
									

									Eng­land shall give him of­fice, hon­our, might;
									

									For the fifth Harry from curb’d li­cense plucks
									

									The muzzle of re­straint, and the wild dog
									

									Shall flesh his tooth on every in­no­cent.
									

									O my poor king­dom, sick with civil blows!
									

									When that my care could not with­hold thy ri­ots,
									

									What wilt thou do when ri­ot is thy care?
									

									O, thou wilt be a wil­der­ness again,
									

									Peopled with wolves, thy old in­hab­it­ants!
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									O, par­don me, my liege! but for my tears,
									

									The moist im­ped­i­ments un­to my speech,
									

									I had fore­stall’d this dear and deep re­buke
									

									Ere you with grief had spoke and I had heard
									

									The course of it so far. There is your crown;
									

									And He that wears the crown im­mor­tally
									

									Long guard it yours! If I af­fect it more
									

									Than as your hon­our and as your renown,
									

									Let me no more from this obed­i­ence rise,
									

									Which my most in­ward true and du­teous spir­it
									

									Teacheth, this pros­trate and ex­ter­i­or bend­ing.
									

									God wit­ness with me, when I here came in,
									

									And found no course of breath with­in your majesty,
									

									How cold it struck my heart! If I do feign,
									

									O, let me in my present wild­ness die
									

									And nev­er live to show the in­cred­u­lous world
									

									The noble change that I have pur­posed!
									

									Com­ing to look on you, think­ing you dead,
									

									And dead al­most, my liege, to think you were,
									

									I spake un­to this crown as hav­ing sense,
									

									And thus up­braided it: “The care on thee de­pend­ing
									

									Hath fed upon the body of my fath­er;
									

									There­fore, thou best of gold art worst of gold:
									

									Oth­er, less fine in car­at, is more pre­cious,
									

									Pre­serving life in medi­cine pot­able;
									

									But thou, most fine, most hon­our’d, most renown’d,
									

									Hast eat thy bear­er up.” Thus, my most roy­al liege,
									

									Ac­cus­ing it, I put it on my head,
									

									To try with it, as with an en­emy
									

									That had be­fore my face murder’d my fath­er,
									

									The quar­rel of a true in­her­it­or.
									

									But if it did in­fect my blood with joy,
									

									Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride;
									

									If any rebel or vain spir­it of mine
									

									Did with the least af­fec­tion of a wel­come
									

									Give en­ter­tain­ment to the might of it,
									

									Let God for ever keep it from my head
									

									And make me as the poorest vas­sal is
									

									That doth with awe and ter­ror kneel to it!
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									O my son,
									

									God put it in thy mind to take it hence,
									

									That thou mightst win the more thy fath­er’s love,
									

									Plead­ing so wisely in ex­cuse of it!
									

									Come hith­er, Harry, sit thou by my bed;
									

									And hear, I think, the very latest coun­sel
									

									That ever I shall breathe. God knows, my son,
									

									By what by-paths and in­dir­ect crook’d ways
									

									I met this crown; and I my­self know well
									

									How trouble­some it sat upon my head.
									

									To thee it shall des­cend with bet­ter quiet,
									

									Bet­ter opin­ion, bet­ter con­firm­a­tion;
									

									For all the soil of the achieve­ment goes
									

									With me in­to the earth. It seem’d in me
									

									But as an hon­our snatch’d with bois­ter­ous hand,
									

									And I had many liv­ing to up­braid
									

									My gain of it by their as­sist­ances;
									

									Which daily grew to quar­rel and to blood­shed,
									

									Wound­ing sup­posed peace: all these bold fears
									

									Thou see’st with per­il I have answered;
									

									For all my reign hath been but as a scene
									

									Act­ing that ar­gu­ment: and now my death
									

									Changes the mode; for what in me was pur­chased,
									

									Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort;
									

									So thou the gar­land wear’st suc­cess­ively.
									

									Yet, though thou stand’st more sure than I could do,
									

									Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green;
									

									And all my friends, which thou must make thy friends,
									

									Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en out;
									

									By whose fell work­ing I was first ad­vanced
									

									And by whose power I well might lodge a fear
									

									To be again dis­placed: which to avoid,
									

									I cut them off; and had a pur­pose now
									

									To lead out many to the Holy Land,
									

									Lest rest and ly­ing still might make them look
									

									Too near un­to my state. There­fore, my Harry,
									

									Be it thy course to busy giddy minds
									

									With for­eign quar­rels; that ac­tion, hence borne out,
									

									May waste the memory of the former days.
									

									More would I, but my lungs are wasted so
									

									That strength of speech is ut­terly denied me.
									

									How I came by the crown, O God for­give;
									

									And grant it may with thee in true peace live!
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								
								
									My gra­cious liege,
									

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

									Then plain and right must my pos­ses­sion be:
									

									Which I with more than with a com­mon pain
									

									’Gainst all the world will right­fully main­tain.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lord John of Lan­caster.
							
						

						
								King
								Look, look, here comes my John of Lan­caster.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								Health, peace, and hap­pi­ness to my roy­al fath­er!
						

						
								King
								
								
									Thou bring’st me hap­pi­ness and peace, son John;
									

									But health, alack, with youth­ful wings is flown
									

									From this bare with­er’d trunk: upon thy sight
									

									My worldly busi­ness makes a peri­od.
									

									Where is my Lord of War­wick?
								

							
						

						
								Prince
								My Lord of War­wick!
						

						
								
								
								Enter War­wick, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								King
								
								
									Doth any name par­tic­u­lar be­long
									

									Un­to the lodging where I first did swoon?
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								’Tis call’d Jer­u­s­alem, my noble lord.
						

						
								King
								
								
									Laud be to God! even there my life must end.
									

									It hath been proph­esied to me many years,
									

									I should not die but in Jer­u­s­alem;
									

									Which vainly I sup­posed the Holy Land:
									

									But bear me to that cham­ber; there I’ll lie;
									

									In that Jer­u­s­alem shall Harry die. Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			
				Act
				V
			

			
				
					Scene
					I
				

				Gloucester­shire. Shal­low’s house.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Shal­low, Fal­staff, Bardolph, and Page.
							
						

						
								Shal­low
								By cock and pie, sir, you shall not away to-night. What, Davy, I say!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								You must ex­cuse me, Mas­ter Robert Shal­low.
						

						
								Shal­low
								I will not ex­cuse you; you shall not be ex­cused; ex­cuses shall not be ad­mit­ted; there is no ex­cuse shall serve; you shall not be ex­cused. Why, Davy!
						

						
								
								
								Enter Davy.
							
						

						
								Davy
								Here, sir.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Davy, Davy, Davy, Davy, let me see, Davy; let me see, Davy; let me see: yea, marry, Wil­li­am cook, bid him come hith­er. Sir John, you shall not be ex­cused.
						

						
								Davy
								Marry, sir, thus; those pre­cepts can­not be served: and, again, sir, shall we sow the head­land with wheat?
						

						
								Shal­low
								With red wheat, Davy. But for Wil­li­am cook: are there no young pi­geons?
						

						
								Davy
								Yes, sir. Here is now the smith’s note for shoe­ing and plough-irons.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Let it be cast and paid. Sir John, you shall not be ex­cused.
						

						
								Davy
								Now, sir, a new link to the buck­et must need be had: and, sir, do you mean to stop any of Wil­li­am’s wages, about the sack he lost the oth­er day at Hinckley fair?
						

						
								Shal­low
								A’ shall an­swer it. Some pi­geons, Davy, a couple of short-legged hens, a joint of mut­ton, and any pretty little tiny kick­shaws, tell Wil­li­am cook.
						

						
								Davy
								Doth the man of war stay all night, sir?
						

						
								Shal­low
								Yea, Davy. I will use him well: a friend i’ the court is bet­ter than a penny in purse. Use his men well, Davy; for they are ar­rant knaves, and will back­bite.
						

						
								Davy
								No worse than they are back­bit­ten, sir; for they have mar­vel­lous foul lin­en.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Well con­ceited, Davy: about thy busi­ness, Davy.
						

						
								Davy
								I be­seech you, sir, to coun­ten­ance Wil­li­am Vi­sor of Won­cot against Clem­ent Perkes of the hill.
						

						
								Shal­low
								There is many com­plaints, Davy, against that Vi­sor: that Vi­sor is an ar­rant knave, on my know­ledge.
						

						
								Davy
								I grant your wor­ship that he is a knave, sir; but yet, God for­bid, sir, but a knave should have some coun­ten­ance at his friend’s re­quest. An hon­est man, sir, is able to speak for him­self, when a knave is not. I have served your wor­ship truly, sir, this eight years; and if I can­not once or twice in a quarter bear out a knave against an hon­est man, I have but a very little cred­it with your wor­ship. The knave is mine hon­est friend, sir; there­fore, I be­seech your wor­ship, let him be coun­ten­anced.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Go to; I say he shall have no wrong. Look about, Davy. Exit Davy. Where are you, Sir John? Come, come, come, off with your boots. Give me your hand, Mas­ter Bardolph.
						

						
								Bardolph
								I am glad to see your wor­ship.
						

						
								Shal­low
								I thank thee with all my heart, kind Mas­ter Bardolph: and wel­come, my tall fel­low to the Page. Come, Sir John.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I’ll fol­low you, good Mas­ter Robert Shal­low. Exit Shal­low. Bardolph, look to our horses. Ex­eunt Bardolph and Page. If I were sawed in­to quant­it­ies, I should make four dozen of such bearded her­mits’ staves as Mas­ter Shal­low. It is a won­der­ful thing to see the semblable co­her­ence of his men’s spir­its and his: they, by ob­serving of him, do bear them­selves like 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. If I had a suit to Mas­ter Shal­low, I would hu­mour his men with the im­puta­tion of be­ing near their mas­ter: if to his men, I would curry with Mas­ter Shal­low that no man could bet­ter com­mand his ser­vants. It is cer­tain that either wise bear­ing or ig­nor­ant car­riage is caught, as men take dis­eases, one of an­oth­er: there­fore let men take heed of their com­pany. I will de­vise mat­ter enough out of this Shal­low to keep Prince Harry in con­tinu­al laughter the wear­ing out of six fash­ions, which is four terms, or two ac­tions, and a’ shall laugh without in­ter­val­lums. O, it is much that a lie with a slight oath and a jest with a sad brow will do with a fel­low that nev­er had the ache in his shoulders! O, you shall see him laugh till his face be like a wet cloak ill laid up!
						

						
								Shal­low
								With­in. Sir John!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I come, Mas­ter Shal­low; I come, Mas­ter Shal­low. Exit.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					II
				

				West­min­ster. The palace.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter War­wick and the Lord Chief-Justice, meet­ing.
							
						

						
								War­wick
								How now, my lord chief-justice! whith­er away?
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								How doth the king?
						

						
								War­wick
								Ex­ceed­ing well; his cares are now all ended.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								I hope, not dead.
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									He’s walk’d the way of nature;
									

									And to our pur­poses he lives no more.
								

							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									I would his majesty had call’d me with him:
									

									The ser­vice that I truly did his life
									

									Hath left me open to all in­jur­ies.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								In­deed I think the young king loves you not.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									I know he doth not, and do arm my­self
									

									To wel­come the con­di­tion of the time,
									

									Which can­not look more hideously upon me
									

									Than I have drawn it in my fantasy.
								

							
						

						
								
								
								Enter Lan­caster, Clar­ence, Gloucester, West­mo­re­land, and oth­ers.
							
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									Here come the heavy is­sue of dead Harry:
									

									O that the liv­ing Harry had the tem­per
									

									Of him, the worst of these three gen­tle­men!
									

									How many nobles then should hold their places,
									

									That must strike sail to spir­its of vile sort!
								

							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								O God, I fear all will be over­turn’d!
						

						
								Lan­caster
								Good mor­row, cous­in War­wick, good mor­row.
						

						
								Gloucester

							Clar­ence
								Good mor­row, cous­in.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								We meet like men that had for­got to speak.
						

						
								War­wick
								
								
									We do re­mem­ber; but our ar­gu­ment
									

									Is all too heavy to ad­mit much talk.
								

							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								Well, peace be with him that hath made us heavy!
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Peace be with us, lest we be heav­ier!
						

						
								Gloucester
								
								
									O, good my lord, you have lost a friend in­deed;
									

									And I dare swear you bor­row not that face
									

									Of seem­ing sor­row, it is sure your own.
								

							
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									Though no man be as­sured what grace to find,
									

									You stand in cold­est ex­pect­a­tion:
									

									I am the sor­ri­er; would ’twere oth­er­wise.
								

							
						

						
								Clar­ence
								
								
									Well, you must now speak Sir John Fal­staff fair;
									

									Which swims against your stream of qual­ity.
								

							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									Sweet princes, what I did, I did in hon­our,
									

									Led by the im­par­tial con­duct of my soul;
									

									And nev­er shall you see that I will beg
									

									A ragged and fore­stall’d re­mis­sion.
									

									If truth and up­right in­no­cency fail me,
									

									I’ll to the king my mas­ter that is dead,
									

									And tell him who hath sent me after him.
								

							
						

						
								War­wick
								Here comes the prince.
						

						
								
								
								Enter King Henry the Fifth, at­ten­ded.
							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Good mor­row; and God save your majesty!
						

						
								King
								
								
									This new and gor­geous gar­ment, majesty,
									

									Sits not so easy on me as you think.
									

									Broth­ers, you mix your sad­ness with some fear:
									

									This is the Eng­lish, not the Turk­ish court;
									

									Not Amurath an Amurath suc­ceeds,
									

									But Harry Harry. Yet be sad, good broth­ers,
									

									For, by my faith, it very well be­comes you:
									

									Sor­row so roy­ally in you ap­pears
									

									That I will deeply put the fash­ion on
									

									And wear it in my heart: why then, be sad;
									

									But en­ter­tain no more of it, good broth­ers,
									

									Than a joint bur­den laid upon us all.
									

									For me, by heav­en, I bid you be as­sured,
									

									I’ll be your fath­er and your broth­er too;
									

									Let me but bear your love, I “ll bear your cares:
									

									Yet weep that Harry’s dead; and so will I;
									

									But Harry lives, that shall con­vert those tears
									

									By num­ber in­to hours of hap­pi­ness.
								

							
						

						
								Princes
								We hope no oth­er from your majesty.
						

						
								King
								
								
									You all look strangely on me: and you most;
									

									You are, I think, as­sured I love you not.
								

							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									I am as­sured, if I be meas­ured rightly,
									

									Your majesty hath no just cause to hate me.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									No!
									

									How might a prince of my great hopes for­get
									

									So great in­dig­nit­ies you laid upon me?
									

									What! rate, re­buke, and roughly send to pris­on
									

									The im­me­di­ate heir of Eng­land! Was this easy?
									

									May this be wash’d in Lethe, and for­got­ten?
								

							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									I then did use the per­son of your fath­er;
									

									The im­age of his power lay then in me:
									

									And, in the ad­min­is­tra­tion of his law,
									

									Whiles I was busy for the com­mon­wealth,
									

									Your high­ness pleased to for­get my place,
									

									The majesty and power of law and justice,
									

									The im­age of the king whom I presen­ted,
									

									And struck me in my very seat of judg­ment;
									

									Where­on, as an of­fend­er to your fath­er,
									

									I gave bold way to my au­thor­ity
									

									And did com­mit you. If the deed were ill,
									

									Be you con­ten­ted, wear­ing now the gar­land,
									

									To have a son set your de­crees at nought,
									

									To pluck down justice from your aw­ful bench,
									

									To trip the course of law and blunt the sword
									

									That guards the peace and safety of your per­son;
									

									Nay, more, to spurn at your most roy­al im­age
									

									And mock 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 much pro­faned,
									

									See your most dread­ful laws so loosely slighted,
									

									Be­hold your­self so by a son dis­dain’d;
									

									And then ima­gine me tak­ing your part
									

									And in your power soft si­len­cing your son:
									

									After this cold con­sid­er­ance, sen­tence me;
									

									And, as you are a king, speak in your state
									

									What I have done that mis­be­came my place,
									

									My per­son, or my liege’s sov­er­eignty.
								

							
						

						
								King
								
								
									You are right, justice, and you weigh this well;
									

									There­fore still bear the bal­ance and the sword:
									

									And I do wish your hon­ours may in­crease,
									

									Till you do live to see a son of mine
									

									Of­fend you and obey you, as I did.
									

									So shall I live to speak my fath­er’s words:
									

									“Happy am I, that have a man so bold,
									

									That dares do justice on my prop­er son;
									

									And not less happy, hav­ing such a son,
									

									That would de­liv­er up his great­ness so
									

									In­to the hands of justice.” You did com­mit me:
									

									For which, I do com­mit in­to your hand
									

									The un­stained sword that you have used to bear;
									

									With this re­mem­brance, that you use the same
									

									With the like bold, just and im­par­tial spir­it
									

									As you have done ’gainst me. There is my hand.
									

									You shall be as a fath­er to my youth:
									

									My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear,
									

									And I will stoop and humble my in­tents
									

									To your well-prac­tised wise dir­ec­tions.
									

									And, princes all, be­lieve me, I be­seech you;
									

									My fath­er is gone wild in­to his grave,
									

									For in his tomb lie my af­fec­tions;
									

									And with his spir­it sadly I sur­vive,
									

									To mock the ex­pect­a­tion of the world,
									

									To frus­trate proph­ecies and to raze out
									

									Rot­ten opin­ion, who hath writ me down
									

									After my seem­ing. The tide of blood in me
									

									Hath proudly flow’d in van­ity till now:
									

									Now doth it turn and ebb back to the sea,
									

									Where it shall mingle with the state of floods
									

									And flow hence­forth in form­al majesty.
									

									Now call we our high court of par­lia­ment:
									

									And let us choose such limbs 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 fa­mil­i­ar to us;
									

									In which you, fath­er, shall have fore­most hand.
									

									Our coron­a­tion done, we will ac­cite,
									

									As I be­fore re­mem­ber’d, all our state:
									

									And, God con­sign­ing to my good in­tents,
									

									No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say,
									

									God shorten Harry’s happy life one day! Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					III
				

				Gloucester­shire. Shal­low’s orch­ard.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff, Shal­low, Si­lence, Davy, Bardolph, and the Page.
							
						

						
								Shal­low
								Nay, you shall see my orch­ard, where, in an ar­bour, we will eat a last year’s pip­pin of my own graff­ing, with a dish of caraways, and so forth: come, cous­in Si­lence: and then to bed.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								’Fore God, you have here a goodly dwell­ing and a rich.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Bar­ren, bar­ren, bar­ren; beg­gars all, beg­gars all, Sir John: marry, good air. Spread, Davy; spread, Davy: well said, Davy.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								This Davy serves you for good uses; he is your serving-man and your hus­band.
						

						
								Shal­low
								A good var­let, a good var­let, a very good var­let, Sir John: by the mass, I have drunk too much sack at sup­per: a good var­let. Now sit down, now sit down: come, cous­in.
						

						
								Si­lence
								
								Ah, sir­rah! quoth-a, we shall

								
									
										Do noth­ing but eat, and make good cheer, singing
										

										And praise God for the merry year;
										

										When flesh is cheap and fe­males dear,
										

										And lusty lads roam here and there
										

										So mer­rily,
										

										And ever among so mer­rily.
									

								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								There’s a merry heart! Good Mas­ter Si­lence, I’ll give you a health for that anon.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Give Mas­ter Bardolph some wine, Davy.
						

						
								Davy
								Sweet sir, sit; I’ll be with you anon; most sweet sir, sit. Mas­ter page, good mas­ter page, sit. Pro­face! What you want in meat, we’ll have in drink: but you must bear; the heart’s all. Exit.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Be merry, Mas­ter Bardolph; and, my little sol­dier there, be merry.
						

						
								Si­lence
								
								
									
										Be merry, be merry, my wife has all; singing
										

										For wo­men are shrews, both short and tall:
										

										’Tis merry in hall when beards wag all,
										

										And wel­come merry Shrove-tide.
										

										Be merry, be merry.
									

								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I did not think Mas­ter Si­lence had been a man of this mettle.
						

						
								Si­lence
								Who, I? I have been merry twice and once ere now.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Davy.
							
						

						
								Davy
								There’s a dish of leath­er-coats for you. To Bardolph.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Davy!
						

						
								Davy
								Your wor­ship! I’ll be with you straight to Bardolph. A cup of wine, sir?
						

						
								Si­lence
								
								
									
										A cup of wine that’s brisk and fine, singing
										

										And drink un­to the leman mine;
										

										And a merry heart lives long-a.
									

								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Well said, Mas­ter Si­lence.
						

						
								Si­lence
								An we shall be merry, now comes in the sweet o’ the night.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Health and long life to you, Mas­ter Si­lence.
						

						
								Si­lence
								
								
									
										Fill the cup, and let it come; singing
										

										I’ll pledge you a mile to the bot­tom.
									

								

							
						

						
								Shal­low
								Hon­est Bardolph, wel­come: if thou wantest any thing, and wilt not call, be­shrew thy heart. Wel­come, my little tiny thief to the Page, and wel­come in­deed too. I’ll drink to Mas­ter Bardolph, and to all the ca­valer­os about Lon­don.
						

						
								Davy
								I hove to see Lon­don once ere I die.
						

						
								Bardolph
								An I might see you there, Davy—
						

						
								Shal­low
								By the mass, you’ll crack a quart to­geth­er, ha! will you not, Mas­ter Bardolph?
						

						
								Bardolph
								Yea, sir, in a pottle-pot.
						

						
								Shal­low
								By God’s lig­gens, I thank thee: the knave will stick by thee, I can as­sure thee that. A’ will not out; he is true bred.
						

						
								Bardolph
								And I’ll stick by him, sir.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Why, there spoke a king. Lack noth­ing: be merry. Knock­ing with­in. Look who’s at door there, ho! who knocks? Exit Davy.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Why, now you have done me right. To Si­lence, see­ing him take off a bump­er.
						

						
								Si­lence
								
								
									
										Do me right, singing
										

										And dub me knight:
										

										Sa­mingo.
									

								

								Is’t not so?

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								’Tis so.
						

						
								Si­lence
								Is’t so? Why then, say an old man can do some­what.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Davy.
							
						

						
								Davy
								An’t please your wor­ship, there’s one Pis­tol come from the court with news.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								From the court! let him come in.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Pis­tol.
							
						

						
								
								How now, Pis­tol!
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Sir John, God save you!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What wind blew you hith­er, Pis­tol?
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Not the ill wind which blows no man to good. Sweet knight, thou art now one of the greatest men in this realm.
						

						
								Si­lence
								By’r lady, I think a’ be, but good­man Puff of Bar­son.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Puff!
									

									Puff in thy teeth, most rec­re­ant cow­ard base!
									

									Sir John, I am thy Pis­tol and thy friend,
									

									And hel­ter-skel­ter have I rode to thee,
									

									And tid­ings do I bring and lucky joys
									

									And golden times and happy news of price.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I pray thee now, de­liv­er them like a man of this world.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									A foutre for the world and world­lings base!
									

									I speak of Africa and golden joys.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								
								
									O base As­syr­i­an knight, what is thy news?
									

									Let King Coph­etua know the truth there­of.
								

							
						

						
								Si­lence
								
								
									
										And Robin Hood, Scar­let, and John. Singing.
									

								

							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Shall dunghill curs con­front the Hel­ic­ons?
									

									And shall good news be baffled?
									

									Then, Pis­tol, lay thy head in Fur­ies’ lap.
								

							
						

						
								Si­lence
								Hon­est gen­tle­man, I know not your breed­ing.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Why then, lament there­fore.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Give me par­don, sir: if, sir, you come with news from the court, I take it there’s but two ways, either to ut­ter them, or to con­ceal them. I am, sir, un­der the king, in some au­thor­ity.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Un­der which king, Be­so­ni­an? speak, or die.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Un­der King Harry.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Harry the Fourth? or Fifth?
						

						
								Shal­low
								Harry the Fourth.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									A foutre for thine of­fice!
									

									Sir John, thy tender lamb­kin now is king;
									

									Harry the Fifth’s the man. I speak the truth:
									

									When Pis­tol lies, do this; and fig me, like
									

									The brag­ging Span­iard.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								What, is the old king dead?
						

						
								Pis­tol
								As nail in door: the things I speak are just.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Away, Bardolph! saddle my horse. Mas­ter Robert Shal­low, choose what of­fice thou wilt in the land, ’tis thine. Pis­tol, I will double-charge thee with dig­nit­ies.
						

						
								Bardolph
								
								
									O joy­ful day!
									

									I would not take a knight­hood for my for­tune.
								

							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								What! I do bring good news.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Carry Mas­ter Si­lence to bed. Mas­ter Shal­low, my Lord Shal­low—be what thou wilt; I am for­tune’s stew­ard—get on thy boots: we’ll ride all night. O sweet Pis­tol! Away, Bardolph! Exit Bardolph. Come, Pis­tol, ut­ter more to me; and with­al de­vise some­thing to do thy­self good. Boot, boot, Mas­ter Shal­low: I know the young king is sick for me. Let us take any man’s horses; the laws of Eng­land are at my com­mand­ment. Blessed are they that have been my friends; and woe to my lord chief-justice!
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									Let vul­tures vile seize on his lungs also!
									

									“Where is the life that late I led?” say they:
									

									Why, here it is; wel­come these pleas­ant days! Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					IV
				

				Lon­don. A street.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter Beadles, drag­ging in Host­ess Quickly and Doll Tearsheet.
							
						

						
								Host­ess
								No, thou ar­rant knave; I would to God that I might die, that I might have thee hanged: thou hast drawn my shoulder out of joint.
						

						
								First Beadle
								The con­stables have de­livered her over to me; and she shall have whip­ping-cheer enough, I war­rant her: there hath been a man or two lately killed about her.
						

						
								Doll
								Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie. Come on; I’ll tell thee what, thou damned tripe-vis­aged ras­cal, an the child I now go with do mis­carry, thou wert bet­ter thou hadst struck thy moth­er, thou pa­per-faced vil­lain.
						

						
								Host­ess
								O the Lord, that Sir John were come! he would make this a bloody day to some­body. But I pray God the fruit of her womb mis­carry!
						

						
								First Beadle
								If it do, you shall have a dozen of cush­ions again; you have but el­ev­en now. Come, I charge you both go with me; for the man is dead that you and Pis­tol beat amongst you.
						

						
								Doll
								I’ll tell you what, you thin man in a censer, I will have you as soundly swinged for this—you blue-bottle rogue, you filthy fam­ished cor­rec­tion­er, if you be not swinged, I’ll for­swear half-kirtles.
						

						
								First Beadle
								Come, come, you she knight-er­rant, come.
						

						
								Host­ess
								O God, that right should thus over­come might! Well, of suf­fer­ance comes ease.
						

						
								Doll
								Come, you rogue, come; bring me to a justice.
						

						
								Host­ess
								Ay, come, you starved blood-hound.
						

						
								Doll
								Good­man death, good­man bones!
						

						
								Host­ess
								Thou atomy, thou!
						

						
								Doll
								Come, you thin thing; come you ras­cal.
						

						
								First Beadle
								Very well. Ex­eunt.
						

					
				

			
			
				
					Scene
					V
				

				A pub­lic place near West­min­ster Ab­bey.

				
					
						
								
								
								Enter two Grooms, strew­ing rushes.
							
						

						
								First Groom
								More rushes, more rushes.
						

						
								Second Groom
								The trum­pets have soun­ded twice.
						

						
								First Groom
								’Twill be two o’clock ere they come from the coron­a­tion: dis­patch, dis­patch. Ex­eunt.
						

						
								
								
								Enter Fal­staff, Shal­low, Pis­tol, Bardolph, and Page.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Stand here by me, Mas­ter Robert Shal­low; I will make the king do you grace: I will leer upon him as a’ comes by; and do but mark the coun­ten­ance that he will give me.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								God bless thy lungs, good knight.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Come here, Pis­tol; stand be­hind me. O, if I had had time to have made new liv­er­ies, I would have be­stowed the thou­sand pound I bor­rowed of you. But ’tis no mat­ter; this poor show doth bet­ter: this doth in­fer the zeal I had to see him.
						

						
								Shal­low
								It doth so.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								It shows my earn­est­ness of af­fec­tion—
						

						
								Shal­low
								It doth so.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My de­vo­tion—
						

						
								Shal­low
								It doth, it doth, it doth.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								As it were, to ride day and night; and not to de­lib­er­ate, not to re­mem­ber, not to have pa­tience to shift me—
						

						
								Shal­low
								It is best, cer­tain.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								But to stand stained with travel, and sweat­ing with de­sire to see him; think­ing of noth­ing else, put­ting all af­fairs else in ob­li­vi­on, as if there were noth­ing else to be done but to see him.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								’Tis “sem­per idem,” for “ob­sque hoc ni­hil est:” ’tis all in every part.
						

						
								Shal­low
								’Tis so, in­deed.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								
								
									My knight, I will in­flame thy noble liv­er,
									

									And make thee rage.
									

									Thy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts,
									

									Is in base dur­ance and con­ta­gious pris­on;
									

									Haled thith­er
									

									By most mech­an­ic­al and dirty hand:
									

									Rouse up re­venge from ebon den with fell
									

									Alecto’s snake,
									

									For Doll is in. Pis­tol speaks nought but truth.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								I will de­liv­er her. Shouts with­in, and the trum­pets sound.
						

						
								Pis­tol
								There roar’d the sea, and trum­pet-clangor sounds.
						

						
								
								
								Enter the King and his train, the Lord Chief-Justice among them.
							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								God save thy grace, King Hal! my roy­al Hal!
						

						
								Pis­tol
								The heav­ens thee guard and keep, most roy­al imp of fame!
						

						
								Fal­staff
								God save thee, my sweet boy!
						

						
								King
								My lord chief-justice, speak to that vain man.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								Have you your wits? know you what ’tis to speak?
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My king! my Jove! I speak to thee, my heart!
						

						
								King
								
								
									I know thee not, old man: fall to thy pray­ers;
									

									How ill white hairs be­come a fool and jester!
									

									I have long dream’d of such a kind of man,
									

									So sur­feit-swell’d, so old and so pro­fane;
									

									But, be­ing awaked, I do des­pise my dream.
									

									Make less thy body hence, and more thy grace;
									

									Leave gor­mand­iz­ing; know the grave doth gape
									

									For thee thrice wider than for oth­er men.
									

									Reply not to me with a fool-born jest:
									

									Pre­sume not that I am the thing I was;
									

									For God doth know, so shall the world per­ceive,
									

									That I have turn’d away my former self;
									

									So will I those that kept me com­pany.
									

									When thou dost hear I am as I have been,
									

									Ap­proach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast,
									

									The tu­tor and the feed­er of my ri­ots:
									

									Till then, I ban­ish thee, on pain of death,
									

									As I have done the rest of my mis­lead­ers,
									

									Not to come near our per­son by ten mile.
									

									For com­pet­ence of life I will al­low you,
									

									That lack of means en­force you not to evil:
									

									And, as we hear you do re­form yourselves,
									

									We will, ac­cord­ing to your strengths and qual­it­ies,
									

									Give you ad­vance­ment. Be it your charge, my lord,
									

									To see per­form’d the ten­our of our word. Set on. Ex­eunt King, etc.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Mas­ter Shal­low, I owe you a thou­sand pound.
						

						
								Shal­low
								Yea, marry, Sir John; which I be­seech you to let me have home with me.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								That can hardly be, Mas­ter Shal­low. Do not you grieve at this; I shall be sent for in private to him: look you, he must seem thus to the world: fear not your ad­vance­ments; I will be the man yet that shall make you great.
						

						
								Shal­low
								I can­not well per­ceive how, un­less you should give me your doublet and stuff me out with straw. I be­seech you, good Sir John, let me have five hun­dred of my thou­sand.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Sir, I will be as good as my word: this that you heard was but a col­our.
						

						
								Shal­low
								A col­our that I fear you will die in, Sir John.
						

						
								Fal­staff
								Fear no col­ours: go with me to din­ner: come, Lieu­ten­ant Pis­tol; come, Bardolph: I shall be sent for soon at night.
						

						
								
								
								Re-enter Prince John, the Lord Chief-Justice; Of­ficers with them.
							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									Go, carry Sir John Fal­staff to the Fleet:
									

									Take all his com­pany along with him.
								

							
						

						
								Fal­staff
								My lord, my lord—
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								
								
									I can­not now speak: I will hear you soon.
									

									Take them away.
								

							
						

						
								Pis­tol
								Si for­tune me tor­menta, spero con­tenta. Ex­eunt all but Prince John and the Chief-Justice.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									I like this fair pro­ceed­ing of the king’s:
									

									He hath in­tent his wonted fol­low­ers
									

									Shall all be very well provided for;
									

									But all are ban­ish’d till their con­ver­sa­tions
									

									Ap­pear more wise and mod­est to the world.
								

							
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								And so they are.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								The king hath call’d his par­lia­ment, my lord.
						

						
								Chief-Justice
								He hath.
						

						
								Lan­caster
								
								
									I will lay odds that, ere this year ex­pire,
									

									We bear our civil swords and nat­ive fire
									

									As far as France: I beard a bird so sing,
									

									Whose mu­sic, to my think­ing, pleased the king.
									

									Come, will you hence? Ex­eunt.
								

							
						

					
				

			
		
	
		
			Epilogue

			
				
					
							
							
							Spoken by a Dan­cer.
						
					

					
							
							
							First my fear; then my cour­tesy; last my speech. My fear is, your dis­pleas­ure; my cour­tesy, my duty; and my speech, to beg your par­dons. If you look for a good speech now, you undo me: for what I have to say is of mine own mak­ing; and what in­deed I should say will, I doubt, prove mine own mar­ring. But to the pur­pose, and so to the ven­ture. Be it known to you, as it is very well, I was lately here in the end of a dis­pleas­ing play, to pray your pa­tience for it and to prom­ise you a bet­ter. I meant in­deed to pay you with this; which, if like an ill ven­ture it come un­luck­ily home, I break, and you, my gentle cred­it­ors, lose. Here I prom­ised you I would be and here I com­mit my body to your mer­cies: bate me some and I will pay you some and, as most debt­ors do, prom­ise you in­fin­itely.

							If my tongue can­not en­treat you to ac­quit me, will you com­mand me to use my legs? and yet that were but light pay­ment, to dance out of your debt. But a good con­science will make any pos­sible sat­is­fac­tion, and so would I. All the gen­tle­wo­men here have for­giv­en me: if the gen­tle­men will not, then the gen­tle­men do not agree with the gen­tle­wo­men, which was nev­er seen be­fore in such an as­sembly.

							One word more, I be­seech you. If you be not too much cloyed with fat meat, our humble au­thor will con­tin­ue the story, with Sir John in it, and make you merry with fair Kath­ar­ine of France: where, for any thing I know, Fal­staff shall die of a sweat, un­less already a’ be killed with your hard opin­ions; for Old­castle died a mar­tyr, and this is not the man. My tongue is weary; when my legs are too, I will bid you good night: and so kneel down be­fore you; but, in­deed, to pray for the queen.
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