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with the Life and Deathof HENR. Y
| Sirnamed HOT-SPVRRE. |

o A ttus Primus. Scona Prima.

Enter the King Lord lobn of Lancaffer, Earle
of weftmerland,with ethers.
|

Kf?fg.

O fhaken a5 we arc, fo wan with care,
Finde we a'time for frighted Peace to pant,
And breath thortwinded accents of new broils
lobe commene’d 1w Stronds a-farre remote :
.No morethe thirlty entrance of chis Soile,
| Shall daube herlippes with her owne childrens blood :
i| No more fhall trenching Warre channell her fields,
‘| Nor brisife hér Flowrets with the Armed hoofes
{1 Of hoftile paces. Thofe oppofed eyes,
{ Which like the Metcors of a troubled Heauen,
i} All of one Natirre, of one Subiftance bred,
'| Did lately miete in she inteftine fhocke,
And furious cloze of cinill Butchery,
Shall now in mutuall well-befeeming rankes
/| March all one way, and beno more oppos’d
Againlt Acquaintance, Kindred,and Allies.
| The edge of Warre, like an ill-fheathed knife,
No more fhgll cut his Mafter,: Therefore Friends,
As farre as to the Sepulcher of Chrift,
Whofe Souldier now vnder whofe blefled Croffe
We are impreflediand ingag’d to fighe,
| Forthwith a power of Englifh (hall we leuie,
Whofe armes were'moulded in their Mothers wombe,
To chace thefe Pagans in thoie holy Fields,
4 Ouer whofe Acres walk’d thofe blefled feete
{ Which fourceene hundred yeares ago were nail'd
{ For our aduantage on the birter Croffe,
| But this our purpofe is a tweluemeonth old,
And bootlefle *tis to tell you we will go :
Therefore we meete notnow. Then let me heare
Of you my gentle Coufin Weltmerland,
What yefternight our Councell did decree,
In forwarding this deere expedience.

weff. My Liege : This hafte was bot in queftion
And many himits of the Charge fet downe
But yefternight: when all athwart there came
A Poftfrom Wales,loaden with heauy Newes ;
Whofe worft was, That the Noble CHortimer,
Leading the men of Herefordihire to fight
Againft che icregular and wilde Glendower,
Was by the rude hands of that Welfhman taken,
And athoufand of his people butchered :

2

Fo SRR

Vpon whofe dead corpes there was fuch mifufe,
Such beaftly,thamelefle transformation, -
By thofe W elthwomen done, as may not be
(Withoutmuch fhame) re-told or fpokenof.

King. Itfecmes then, thatthe tidings of this broile,
Brake off our bufineffe for the Holy land;

#eff. This matcht with other like,my pracious Lord,
Farre more vneuen and vowelcome Newes
Came from the North, and thas it did report
Ou Holy-roede day, the gallant Hosfparre there,
Young Harry FPercy,and brave eArchibald,

That ever-valiant and approoued Scot,
At‘Ha/mea'cn met, where they did {fpend

A fad and bloody houre:

Asby difcharge of their Artillerie,

And fhape of likely-hood the newes was told:
For he that brought them, in the very heate
And pride of their contention, did take horle,
Vncertaine of theiffue any way,

King. Heereisa deereand teue induftrious friend,

Sitwalter Blunt,new lighted from his Horfle,

Strain’d withthe variation of each oy le,

Betwixtthat Holmeder and this Seat of oury :

And hehath broughtvs moeth and welcomes newes,
The Earle of Dowglus is difcomfitad, .

Ten thoufand bold Scots, two and iwenry Knights
Balk'din their owne blood did Sir Walierfes

On Holmedons Plaines. Of Prifoners, Hotfpurre tooke
ZMMordake Eatle of Fife, and eldeft fonpe

Tobeaten Domglas, and the Earle of drhod,

Of Marry,eAngus ,and Menteith.

And s not thisan honourable fpoyle ?

A gallant prize ? Ha Cofin,is it not? Infaith itis,

weft. A Conqueft fora Prince to boaft of,

King. Yea,therethou mak’ft me fad, & mak't mefin
Inenuy, that my Lord Northumberland ;
Should be the Father of fo bleft a Sonne :

A Sonne,who is the Theame of Honors tongue ;
Among’ita Groue, the very firaighteft Plant,
Who is fweet Fortunes Minion,and her Pride :
Whil' I by looking on the praife of him,

See Ryot and Difhonor ftaine the brow

Ofmy yong Harry. O thatit could be prov’d,
That fome Night-tripping-Faiery, had exchang'd
In Cradle-clothes, our Children where they lay,
And call’'d mine Perey, his Plantagens :
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Then would I haue his Harry,and he mine:
Batlet him from my thoughts. What thinke you Coze

Of this young Percies pnde ? The Prifoners
Which he in chis aduenture hath faptiz'd,
To his owne vfe he keepes, and fends me word
1 fhall haue none but Mordake Earle of Fife.

weff, Thisishis V:ch'lcs teaching, This is Worcefter
Maleuolent toyou inali Afpe&r :
Which makes him prune him{elfe,and briftle vp
The creft of Youth zgainft your Dignity.

I\mg But I haue {ent for him to anfwer this:
And for this caufe a.while we muft negle&
Our holy purpofe to Ieruialem,
Cofin, on Wednefday next,our Councell we will hold
At Wmdu r, and fo inforn‘c the Lords :
But come your {elfe with fpeed to vs againe,
For more is to be faid, and to be done,
Then outofanger can be vecered.

#Weft. Iwill my Liege, Exeunt
Scena Secunda.
Enter Henry Prince of Wales Sir Iohn Fal-
jf“ﬁ and Poivtz.,
Eal. Wow Hal, what time of doy isit Lad ?

Prince. Thouart {o fat-witted w:thc rinking of olde
Sacke, and vabuttening thee after Supper, and ﬂecpmn
vpon Benches in the afrernogue, that thou haft forgotien
to demand that truely, which thou wouldeft truly know.
What a diucll hatt chou to do with the time ofthc day ?
vnleffe houres were cups of Sacke, and minutes Capons
and clockes the tangues of Bawdes, and dialls the fignes
of I eapw.é;n,u‘u, "and the bleffed Sunne himfelfe a fare
hot Wench in Flame-coloured Taffata; 1 feenoreafon,
why thou fhouldefl bee fo fuperfluous, todemaund the
time of the diy.

Fal. Indeed you come neere me now Ha/, for we that
take Purfes,go by the Moone and {euen Starres, and not
by Pheoebus hcr:, ‘thatwa -;*" ing Knight fofaire.  And I
prythee {weet Wagge, when thou art King, as God faue
thy Grace, Maiefly I ﬁacu. i fay, for Grace thouwilte
haucnonc.

Prin. What, non e, :

Fal, No, not (o much as will ferue to be Prol ogue to
an Egge and Burter.

Prin, Well,how then? Come roundly roundly.

Fal,: Marry then,{weet Wagge, when thou art King,
let not vs thar are Squires of the Nights bodie, bee call’d
Theeues of the chy beautie. Letvs be Dmmm Forre-
Rers, Gentlemen of the Shade, Minionsof the Moone
‘and letmen fay, we be men of good Gouernment, being
gouerned as the Sea is, by our noble and chaft miftris the
Moone, vinder whofe countenance we fleale,

{ Prin. Thonfay'ft well, and it holds welltoo : forthe
fortune of vs that are the Moones men, doeth ebbe and
{ lowlike the Sea, beeing gouerned asthe Seais, by the
| Moone: as for proo‘c an a Parfe of Gold *noﬂ refo-
lutely fnarch’d on Monday night, andmoft diffolutely
fpmt on Tuefday Morning ; got with fweanno,[,ay by :
and {pent with crying, Brmg in:new, inaslowanebbe
as the foor of the dec‘er and by and by inas highaflow
astheridge of the ualiowcs
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Fal. Thoufay'} true Lad : and is not my Hofteffe of
the Tauerne a meft fweet Wench?

Prin. Asisthehony, my old Lad of the Caftle sand js |
not a Buffe Ierkina moft fweer robe of durance ?

Fal. How now? how now mad W: mgc ? What in thy
quips and thy quiddities? Wihat a plaguchaue Itodoe
with a Buffe-leckin?

Prin. Why, whata poxe hauc I to doe with my Ho-
ftefle of the Taverne?

Fale Well, thou haft call’d her to areck’ning many a
tiine and oft,

Prin. DidI euer call for thee to pay thy part ?

Fal. No,lle giuetheethy due tl:ou hatt paid al there.

Prin, Yea and elfewhere, fo-facre as my Coine would
firetch, and where it wnu:dnot 1 have vs'd my credir.

I‘l/ Yea,and fo vs'd it, that wereit heere apparant,
that thoaﬂrtHc;rc epparant. ButIprythee {fweet Wag,
{hall there be Gallowes ftanding 1n England when thcu
art King 7a drc’[ ‘tunon hustvl b’'d asitis, wich theru-

lie curbe of old Father Antickethe Law ? Doe not thou
when thou arta E&*.ngj 1ang a Theefe,

Priv, No,thouthalt.

Fal. ShallI? O rare! Ile be abraue Tudge,

Prin. Thouindgeft falfe already. 1 meane, thou fhale
houcrhcnmamgol the Theeues, and {o become a rare
Hangman.

Fal. Well Hal, well : and in fome {ore it iumpes with
my humour, aswelias waiting inthe Court, - I can tell
yoit.

Prin, For obtaining of fuites ?

Fal. Yeafor o‘ozziimw >f fuites, where ottlne Hang-
man hath to leane V\.fﬂULObL. am as Melanchol }y;\.sa
Gyb-Cat,oralugg’d Beare,

Prm. ()r an vid Lyon, ora Louvers Lute,

Fal, Yea,or the Déone ofa Lincolnfhire Bagpipe.

Prin. \/V at {ay’{t thou to a Hare, orthe Melancholly
of"\./!cartc Ditch?

Fal. Thouhaftthe moft vnfauoury fmiles, and art in-
deed the moﬁ comparatiue rafcalleft {weet yong Prince,
Bur Hal ] prythee troulile me no more with vanity,I wold
thou and | knew, wherca Commodity of good names
were to be lmngm.. anolde Lord of the Councell rated
me the other day inthe fireet abeut you fir; bue I mark’d
him not, and yet hee ralk’d very wif l!) bm I regarded
him nor,and yer he talke wifely,and in the fireet too.

Prin. Thoo didf well: for no man regardsit.

Fal, O,thouhaft damn.bleiteration, andart indeede
able to corrupt a Saint. Thonhaft done much harme vn-
tome Hall,God furg:ucdscc foric. Before I knew thee
Hal, Ii«nfw nothing:and now Iam(ifa man fhold 1pc1l.c
truly)licele better then one of the wicked. I muft giue o-
uer thislife,and I woll give it ouer : andIdonot, Jama
Villaine, ;J be damn’d for never a Kings fonne in Chri-
ftendome.

Prin. Wheve fhall we take a purfe tomorrow,Iacke?

Fal. Where thou wilt Lad, 1lemake one : and I doe
not,call me Villaine,and bafflle me.

Priny 1{ce agood amendment of lifein thee : From
Praying,te Purfe-taking,

Fal. Wb y,H:z[ tis my Vocation Fal: "Tisno finfora
man to labour in his Vocation.

Pointz. Now fhall wee know if Gads hillhave fera
Watch. Qyifmen were to be {auved by merit,what hole
in Hell were hat enough for him ? This is the moft omni-
potent Villaine, that euer eryed , Stand, to 2 true man.

Prin, Good morrow Ned,

Pomiz.,
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Poines, Good morrow {weet Hal, What faies Mon-
fieur Remorfe 2 What fayes Sir Tobn Sacke and Sugar :
lacke ? How agrees the Diuell and thee about thy Soule,
that thou {oldelt him on Good-Fridaylaft, fora Cupof
Madera,and a cold Capons legge?

Prin. Sir John ftands to his word, the divel fhall haue
his bargaine,for he was neueryer a Breaker of Prouerbs:
He will gine the dinell bis due.

Poin.Thenart thou damn’d for keeping thy word with
the diuell.

Prin, Elfehe had damn’d for cozening the diuell,

Poy. But my Lads, my Lads, to morrow morning, by
foure a clocke early at Gads hill, there are Pilgrimes go-
ing to Canterbury with rich Offcrings, and Traders ri-
ding to London with fat Purfes. 1 haue vizards for you
all ; you haue horfes for your felues :  Gads-hill lyes to
nightin Rochefter, I haue befpoke Supper to morrowin
Eaftcheape ; we may docit as fecure as{leepe: if you will
go, I will ftuffz your Purfes full of Crownes : if you will
not, tarry at home and be hang’d.

Fal. Heareye Yedward,ifI tarry at home and go not,
Ile hang you for going,

Poy. Youwillchops,

Fal. Hal,wilt thou make one? v

Prin, Who, Irob?IaTheefe? Not I. '

Fal. There’sneicher honefty, manhood,hor good fel-
lowthip in thee, nor thou cam’t not of theblood-royall,
ifthou dar’ft not fand for ten fhillings.

Prin, Well then,once in my dayes lle be amad-cap.

Fal, Why, that’s well {aid.

Prin. Well, come what will, lle tarry at home,

Fal, Tlebea Traitor then,when thou art King,

Prin. 1 care not.

Poyn. Sir Lobn,1 prytheeleaue the Prince & me alone,
I will lay him downc fuch reafons for this aduenture,that
he fhall go.

Fal, Well, maift thouhaue the Spirit of iperfwafion ;
and he the eares of profiting, that what thou fpeakeft ,
may moue ; and what he heares may be belecued,that the
true Prince,may(for recreation {ake)proue a falfe theefe;
for the poore abufes of the time,wanc countenance. Far-
well,you fhall finde me in Eaftcheape.

Prin. Farwell thelatter Spring. Farewell Alhollown
Summer.

Poy, Now,my good {weet Hony Lord, ride with vs
to morrow, 1haucaieft toexecute, thatl cannot man-
nage alone. Falftaffe, Harncy, Roffill, and Gads-hill, fhall
robbethofe men that wee haueslready way-layde, your
felfe and I, wil not bethere:and when they have the boo-
ty,ifyouand I donotrob them, cut thishead from my
thoulders.

Prin.But how fhal we pare with them in fecting forth?

Popn. Why,we wil fec forth before or after them,and
appdim them a place of meeting, wherin it is at our plea-
fure to faile 3 and then will they aduenture vppon the ex-
ploit them{elues, which they {hall hane no {ooner atchie-
ued, but wee’l fex vpon them,

Prin. 1,buttislike that they will know vs by our
hor{zs,by our habits,and by cuery other appointment to
be our felues,

Poy. Tuc our horfes they fhallnot fee, Ile tye them in

i the wood, ourvizards wee will change after wee leaue
| them : and firrah, Thaue Cafes of Buckram for the nonce,

to immaske our noted ocutward garments.
Prin. But I doubt they will be too hard for vs.

L

| Poin. Well,for two atthem, I know them tobee as

tive bred Cowards as euer turn’d backerand for the third
if he fight longer then he fees reafon,Ile forfwear Armes
The vertue of this Ieft will be, the incamprehcnﬁb]e]yc;
that this fac Rogue will tell vs,when we meete at Supper:
how thirty atleaft he fought with, what Wardes, whar
blowes, what extremities he endured;and in the reproofe
of this, lyes the ieft,

Prin. Well, Ile goe with thee, prouide vs all things
neceffary, and meete me tomorrow night in Eaﬂcheape
there ile fup. Farewell. 4

Poyn. Farewell,my Lord. Exst Poingz,

Pris. 1know you all, and will a-while vphold
The vnyoak’d humor of youridleneffe ;
Yecheerein will I imitate the Sunne,

Who doth permit the bafe contagious cloudes
To fmother vp his Beauty from the world,
That when he pleafe againe to be himfeife,
Being wanted,he may be more wondred at,
By breaking through the foule and vgly mifts
Of vapours, that did feeme to (trangle him.

If all the yeare were playing holidaies,

To fport, would be as tedious as to worke ;
But whenthey {eldome come, they wifht-for come
And nothing pleafeth but rare accidents,

So when this loofe behauiour Ithrow off,

And paythedebt I never promifed ;

By how much better then my word I am,

By fo much fhall Ifalfifie mens hopes,

Andlike bright Mettall on a fullen sround

My reformation glittering o’re my ?ault,

3

Shall fhew more goodly, and attraét more eyes,”
Then thar which hath no {oyle to et it off,

lle fo offend, to make offence a skill,
Redeeming time,when men thinke leaft T will,

Scoena T ertia,

Ewuter the King, Northumberland,Worceffer JHotfpurre,
S Walter Blunt, and others.

K:ngs My bloed hath beene too cold and temperate,
Vnape to ftirre ac thefeindignities,
And you haue found me ; for accordingly,
Youtread vpon my patience : But be fure,
I will from henceforth rather be my Selfe,
Mighty, and to befear'd, then my condition
Which hath beene fmooth as Oyle, foft as yong Downe,
And therefore loft that Title of refpe &,
Which the proud foule ne’re payes,buc to the proud,
wor. Our houfe (my Soucraigne Liege)little deferues
The fcourge of greatnefleto be vied oniit,
And that fame greatnefle too, which our owne hands
Haue holpe to make fo portly.
Nor. My Lord.
King. Worcefter getthee gone: for Ido fee
Danger and difobedience in thine eye.
O fir, your prefenceis too'bold and peremptory,
And Maieftie might neuer yet endure
The moody Frontier of a {eruant brow,
You have good leaue to Jeane vs, When weneed
Your vie and counfel], we fhall fend for you,
You were about to fpeake.
North, Yea, my good Lord,
Thofe
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'1 hofe Prifoners in yuux Hi ghnc{{c ccnunded
Which Harry Pércy heere at Holmodos vobke,
| Were (as he (ayes) not with tuch frength denied
As was deliuered to your Maic fty:
Who eizher through enuy,of mifprifion,
Was guilty of chis fault; and not my Sonne.

Hot, My Liege, 1 did deny no Prifoners.
But, I rememberwhenthe fight was done,
\’Vhen I was dry with Rage, ahd excrcameToyle,
Breathlefle;and Faint, leaning vpon my Sword,
Came there a certaine Lord, neat and trimly dreft;
Frefh as a Bride-groome; and his Chin new reapr;
lShew dlike a ﬁuL ble Land at Harueft home.
He was perfumed like a Milliner,
And twixe his Finger and his Thumbe, he held
APouncet-box : w-hich euerand anon
He gaue his Nofe, and took’t away 2gaine :
Who therewith angry, when it nexc came there,
TookeitinSnuffe: And (4l he fmil’d and talk’d’:
And as the Souldiers bare dead bodies by,
He call’d them vntavght Knaues, Vnm.\vmenv
T obring a {louenly vnham,fomc Coarfe
Becwixt the Winde,and his Nobility.
With many Holiday and Lady tearme
He queflion’dme : Among the reft, demanded
My Prifoners, in your Maiefies behalfe.
I [hen, all- frmrtmg,thh my wounds being cold,
(Tobe fo peftered with a Popingay)
Out of my Greefe, and my Impatience,
Anfwer'd (ucgkdmalv I know aot what,
He (hould, or fhonld not : For he made me mad,
Tofee hin: (hine {o briske, and fmell fo fweet,
And ralke fo like a Waiting-Gentlewoman,
Of Guns,& Drums,and Wounds: God {aue the marke;
And telling me, the Soueraign’ft thing on carth
Was Paumc ity, foran mwardb:uxfe :
Andthatit was greac pitty, {oit was,
That villanous Salt-perer thould be d:ga d
Out of the Bowels of the harmleffe Earch,
Which many a good Tall Fellow kad defiroy’d
So Cowardly. Andbut for thefe vile Gunnes,
He wouid himf{eife baue beene a Souldier.
This bald, vnioynted Chat of his (my Lord)
Made me to anfwer indirectly(as I faid.)
And I'befeechi you, let net thisreport
Come currans for an Accufation,
Betwixtmy Loue,and your high Maiefty.

Blunt, The circumftance confidered,good my Lord,
W hat euer Harry Percie then had faid, .
Tofucha perfon, 3 and in {uchaplace,

At fucha time, with all the refi retold,
May reafonably dyejand neuerrife
To do him WIONg orany. way impcac‘n
What then he faid, fo he vofay it now.,
King. Why yet doth deny hisPrifoners,
But with Prouifo ana Exception,
That we az ot owme charge, ﬂ‘mll ranfome fraighe
His Brother-in-Law, the foolifh: Adortimer,
Who (inmy 1oulf:)]mh wilfally betraid
The lines of thofe, that he did leade to Fighe,
Againftthe grear Magman, damn'd Glendower =
W hofe daughter (as we heare )the: Earle of March
Hath lately married. «Shall our Coffers then,
Be empncd to redecme 2 Traitor home ?
Shall we buy Treafon ¢ and indent with Feares,
Whenthey haue loft and forfeyted themfelues.
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No : onthe barren Mountaine let him freruc:
For I thall neuer hold thacmaamy Friend.s
Whofe tongue fhall aske me for one peny coft
Toiranfome home reuolced Mortimer. I
Hot, Reuvolted CHMortimser?
He neuer did fall off, my Soueraigne Liege,
But by the chance of Warre : to prouﬂhat true,
Needs nomore but one tongue, Forall thefe Wounds,
Thofe mouthed Wounds,which valias 1..!3 he tooke,
When on the gentle Setiernes {;Ggu bankey
In fingle Oppofuon hand'to hand,
He did confound the beft partof an houre
In chapgmg hardiment with great Glesdower
Three times they breach’d, a afid three times d1d they drink
Vpon agreement; of {wift Setternes flood ;
Who then affrighted with theirbloody lookcsﬁ
Ran fearefully among the trembling Rbcds
And hid his crlﬁ:e-nmd inthe hellow banke
Blood-ftained v“t..h thefe Valiant Co'nbatami. \
Neuer did bafe and rotten Policy
Colour her work: ng with fuch :-e.zdv wounds 3
Norneuer could the Noble (. Mortimer
Receiue fo many, and all willingly ¢
Then let him not be {land’red with Reuols,
King. Thou do’t bely him Percy, thou doft bely him;
He nenerdid encounter with Glendower :
Itcllthee, he durft as well haue met the diuell slone,
As Owen Glendower for an enemy.
Artthounot atham d? But Sirrah, henceforth
Let menot heare you fpeake of AMortimer,
Send me your Prifoners with the fpeedieft meanes,
Or you {hall heare in fuch a kinde from me
As will difpleafe ye. My Lord Northumberland,
We Licen{e your departure with your fonne,
Send vs your Prifonersyor you'l heare of it.  Exit King,
Hot. Andifthe divell come and roare for them
I will not {end themn. 1 will after &raighe
Andtell him (o : for I will eafe my heart,
Although it be with hazard of my bead.
Ner.What? drunke with choller?ftay & paufe awhdc
Heere comes your Vockle. Enter Waraﬁ':r.
Hoz. SptaL o of Mortimer ?
Yes, T will {peake of him, and let my foule
‘Wan: mtrc;, if I do not ioyne with him,
In his behalfe, Tle empty all thefe Veines,
And fhed my deere blood drop by dropi'th duft,
Buc I will lifs the downfall c#errimer
Ashigh i’th Ayresas this Vothankfull King,
As rhis Ingrate and Cankred Bullingbrooke.
Nor. Brothcr the King hath made your Nephew mad
wor. Who frooke this heate vp after I was gone ¢
Hot. He will (forfooth)haue all my Pri 110neLs :
And whea I vrg’d the ranfom once againe
Of my Wiues Brother,then bis cheeke look’d pale,
And on my face he torn'd aneye of death,
Trembling euen as the name ofMort:mer.
wor, I ¢annot blame him: was he not proclaim d
By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ?
Nor. He was: I heardthe Proclamation,
And then it was, when the ynhappy King
(Whofe wrongsin vs God pardon) did Tet forth
Vpon his Irifh Expd-uon -
From whence he intgreepted, did returne
Tobe depos’d, and fhor tly murthered.
Wor.And for,whaole death, we inthe worlds wide mouth
: Liue fcandaliz’d, and fouly fpoken'of,
-
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Hot, BucfoftIpray yousdid King Rickard then
Proclaime my brother Adorrimer, ‘
Heyreto the Crowne ?

Nor. Hedid, myfelfedid heare it.

Hot. Nay then I cannot blame his CoufinKing,
t That wifh’d him on the barren Mountaines ftaru’d.
Bucfhallit be, that you that fet the Crowne
Vponthe head of this forgetfull man,

And for his fake, wore the dr~tefted blot

Of murtherous fubornation? Shall it be,

That you a world of curfes vndergoe,

Being the Agents, or bafe {econd meanes,

The Cords, the Ladder, or the Hangman rather ?

O pardot, if that I defcend {o low,

To thew the Line; and the Predicament

Wherein you range vnder this fubrill King.

Shall it for (hame, be fpoken in thefe dayes,

Or fill vp Chronicles in time to come,

Thatmen of your Nobilicy and Power,

Did gagethem both in an vniuft behalfe

(As Both 6fyou, God parden it, haue dene)

Toput downe Richard, that fweet louely Rofe,

And plant this Thorne, this Canker Bullimgbrooke ?

And fhall it in more fhame be further fpoken,

That you dre fool’d, difcarded, and thooke off

By him, for whem thefe fhames ye vnderwent ?

No : yet time ferues, wherein you may 1edeeme

Your banifhd Honors, and reftore your felues

Into the good Thoughts of the world againe.

Reuvenge the geering and difdain’d contempt

Of thi$ proud King, who ftudies day and night

To anfwer all the Debt he owes vato you,

Euen witiy the bloody Payment of your deaths:

Therefore I fay
wor. Peace Coufin, fay no more.

And now T will voclaspe a Secret booke,

And to your quicke conceyuing Difcontents,

Ile reade you Matter, deepe and dangerous,

Asfull of perill and aduenturous Spirir,

{ Astoo're-walkea Current, roating loud

On the ynftedfaft fooring of a Speare.

Hot. 1fhe fallin, good nighe, or finke or {wimme:

Send danger from the Eaft vnto the Weft,

So Honor crofle it from the North to South,
And let them gedpple : The blood more Rirres
Torowzea Lyon,then to ftart a Hare.

Nor. Imagination of fome great exploit,
Driues him beyond the bounds of Patience.

Hot. By heauen, me thinkes it were an eafie leap,
Toplucke bright Honor from the pale-fac’d Moone,
Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, ;
Where Fadome-line could neuer touch the ground,
And plucke vp drowned Honor by the Lockes s
So hethat doth redeeme her thence, miche weare
Without Co-riuall, all her Dignities:

But out vpon this halfe-fac’d Fellowthip,

#or. He apprehendsa World of Figures here,
Bnt not the forme of what he fhould attend :
Good Coufin give meaudience for a-while,
Andlift ro me,

Hot. Tcry you mercy.

#er. Thofe fame Noble Scortes
That are your Prifoners.

Hez, Tlekeepethem all,
| By heanen, he fhall not haue a Scot of thems:
No, if 3 Scat would fade his Sonle;he thallnot,i

ol e it

Ile keepe them, by this Hand,.  »
Wor. Youftartaway,

And lend no eare vito my purpofes,

Thofe Prifoners you {hall keepe.

Hot. Nay, I will; that’s flac :

He faid, he would not ranfome Mortimer ;
Forbad my tongue rofpeake of Mortimer,

But I will finde him when helyes aflcepe,

And in his eare, lle holla Mortimer,

Nay, Ile haue a Scarling fhall be raughe to fpeake
Nothing but Mortsmer,and giue it him,

To keepe hisanger ftill inmotion,

War, Heare you Coufin:a word,

Hot, All Rudies heerel folemnly defie,

Sauc how to gall and pinch this Bullingbrooke,

And that fame Sword and Buckler Prince of Wales,
Butthat I thinke his Father loues him not,

And would be glad he met with fome mifchance,

I would haue poyfon’d him with a pot of Ale,

wor. Farewell Kinfinan: 1le talketo you
When you are better temper'd to attend.

Nor. Why whata Walpe-tongu'd & impatient foole
Artthou, to breakeinto this Womans mood,
Tying thine eare to no tongue but thine owne ?

Hot,Why look you, Y am whipt & fcourg’d with rods,
Netled, and ffung with Pifmires,when I heare
Of this vile Politician Bullingbraoke.
In Richards time : What de’ye call the place?
A plague vpon’t, it is in Gloufterihi. ¢ s
"Twas, where the madcap Duke his Vncle kept,
His Vncle Yorke,where Ifirft bow’d my knee
Vnro this King of Smiles, this Bullingbracke :
Whenyouand he came backe from Rauenfpurgh,

Ner, AtBarkley Cafile,

Hot. Youfaytrues
Why what 2 caudie deale of curtefie,
This fawning Grey-hound then did proffer me:
Looke when his infant Fortune came to age,
And gentle Harry Percy, and kinde Coufin =
O, the Diuell take {uch Covzeners, God forgiue me,
Good Vncle tell your tale, for I hane done,

wer. Nay,if youhauenot, too’t againe,
Wee'l Ray your leyfure.

Hoe. 1haue done infooth.

wor. Then once more to your Scottifh Prifoners.
Deliuer them vp without their ranfome firaighe,
And make the Dowglas fonne your onely meane
Forpowres in Scotland : which for diuers reafons
Which I thall fend you written, be affur'd
Will eafily be granted you, my Lord.

Your Sonnc in Scotland being thus impl y'd,
Shall fecretly into the bofome creepe

Of'thas fame noble Prelate, well belou'd,
The Archbifhop.

Hot, Of Yorke,is'tnot?

Wor. True, whobeares hard
His Brothers death at Briffew, the Lord Seroaps.

I {peakenot thisin eftimation,

As what I thinke might be, but what 1 know
Is ruminated,plotted,and fet downe,

And onely ftayes but to behold the face
Ofthat occafion that fhall bring iven,

Hoe. T{mellic: i
Vpon my life, it will do wond’rous well,

Ner. Beforethe game’s a-foot, thou flill let’ft flip,

Hoetr. Why,it cannot choofe but be a Noble plot,

And

R

£ ot




T he Firfl Part of K ing Henyy the Fourth.

33

e

And then the power oFScmland ‘and of Yorke

I'oioyne with Mortimer,, Ha.
Woer, Andfo they (hall.
Hot. Infsichicis exceedingly well aym’d,
Wor. And’tisnolittle reafonbids vs{peed,

To {aue our heads, by raifing of a Head :

Cor, beare our felues as euen as we can,

The King will alwayes thinke himin our debry

And thinke,we thinke our {elues vinfatisfied;

I'1ll he hath found a time to pay vs home,

And fee already, how he doth beginne

To make vs ﬁrznrfers to his Icolfcs of laue. 3
Het. He doas,hc does; wee'l be reueng’don him.
Wore Couﬁn,ﬁrewci!. No further go in this,

Then I by Letters thall diret ymu'cou'rfﬁ :

Whentime is ripe, which will be fodainly:

e (eale to Glendower, and loe, Mortimer,

Where you,and Dowglas,and cur powres at ongce,

As I will fathion it, fhall happily meete,

I'o beare our fortunes in our owne firong armes,

Which now we hold at much vncertainty.
Nor. Farewell good Brother, we thall thrive, 1wrufl.
Hot. Vncle,adien: Olet the houres be (hort,

Till ields;and blowes,and grones applaud our fport.exit

Aitus Secundus. Scena Tw s

Enter 2 Carrier with a Lanterne in bis band.

1.Car. Heigh-ho,an’tbenot foure by the day,Ile be
hang'd. Charles waine is ouer the new Chimney, and yet
our hor{enot packt. What Oftler?:

Off. Anon,anon,

1.Car. Iprethee Tom, beate Cuts Saddle, putafew
Flockes in the point : the poore Jade is wrung in the wi.
thers,out of all cefle.

Enter another Carrier,

2.Car. Peafe and Beanes are as danke here as a Dog,
and this is the next way to giue poore Iades the Bottes:
This houfe is turned vpfide downc (ince Robin the Oftler
dyed.

: 1.Car. Poore fellow neuer ioy’d fince the price of oats

rofe, it was the deach of him.

2. Car. 1 thinke this isthe moft villanous houfeinal
Londonrode for Fleas: I am ftung like a Tench:

1.{ar. LikeaTench? Thereisne’rea Kingin Chri-
ftendome,could be better bit;then I hauebeene fince the
firft Cocke.

2.Car, \Nhy, you will allow vs ne’re a} Jourden, and
then weleake in your Chimney : and your Chambcr-lyc
breeds Fleas like a Loach.

1.Car. What Oftler,come away,and be hangd:come
aWay,

2.Car. IhaneaGammon of Bacon,rand twarazes of
Ginger,to be delivered asfarre as C‘:armg-crof{é.

1.Car. TheTurkiesi inmy Pannier are quite {tarued.
WnAEOﬂ’Lr?Aplaﬂuu on thee,halt thou neuer an eye in
thy head ?Can’ft notheare ? And UWere notas good a
deed as drinke, tobreak anp te ofthee,I am a2 very Vil-
laine., Comeand behang’d, haft no faich in chee ?

Ennw .zur bil.

Gad. Good-motrow Carriers. What'sa clacke?

Car. Tthinkeitbecwo a clocke.

Gad. 1 pretheelend me thy Lanthorrie to fee my Gels

ding in the ftable.

v.Car. Nay foft I pray ye, I know a trick worthtwo
of that.

Gad, 1 pretheelend me thine,

2.Cav 1,when, canft tell# Lend meethy Lanthorne
(quoth.a) marry 1le fee thee h ang’d firft,

r.zd Sx:zammu Whae time do you mean to come
to | nndrm?

Car. Timeenough to goeto bed with aCandle, 1
warrant thee. Come neig hbour CMugges, wee'll call vp
the Gentlemen, they willalong with company, for they
hage great charge. Exeunt

Muter Chawberlaing.,

Gad. What ho, Chamberlaine ?

Cham, Athand quoth Pick-purfe,

7ad. That’seuenas fa!rc,as at hand quoth ¢he Cham-
bcﬁamc For thou varieft naniore from picking of Pur=

{es, then giuing direétion, doth fmm abounng Thou
lay 1t the plot, how,!

{ham. Goed mortow Maﬂer Gads-Hill, it ‘nolds cur-
rant that | told you yefternight. There's a Franklinin che
wilde of Kent, bath brought three hundred Markes wich
him in Gold: I heard nimtell i to ane of his:company laft
night at Supper; a kinde of Auditor, one that harh abun-
dance of charge too (God khowes what) theyare vp al-
ready, and callfor Eggesand Buceer,  They will away
prelently.

Gad. Sirra,ifthey mectenoct with §
Ile gtue thee Ih]a necle,

(’fmm. No, lle none of it : I prythee keep thatforthe
Hangman, for I know thoti worthipft S.Nicholas as tra-

.Nicholas Clmks

| ly as-a man of falfhood may.

Gad. Whattalkeft thou to me of the Hangman? ? If 1
hang, Ile make a fat payre of Gallowes. For, if | hang,
old Sir fo/m hangs with mce, -and thou know’ft hee’s no
Starueling, Tut there are other Troians that § dream’ft
not of, the whu.b (for fpost fakc) are contént to doe the
Profeffion fome grace jthat would (if matters fhould bee
look’d into) for their owne Credit {ake, make all Whole,
Iam ioyned with no Foot-land-Rakers; no Long-{taffe
(ix-penny frikers, none of thefe mad Muftachio-purple-
bu’d-Maltwaormes, but with Nobility, and Tranquilitie;
Bourgomalfters, and great Oneyers, fuch as canholde in,
fzch as will firike fooner then l:ypzalxc and fpeake fooner
then drinke, and drinke fooner then pray: and yer lye,
tor they pray continually vnto their Saint the Common-
wealrh ; or rather, not to pray to her, but prey on hersfor
they ride vp & downe an her,and make hir their Boots.

Cham. What,the Commonwealrh their Bootes? Wilj
{he hold OLC water in foule way?

Gad, She will,fhe will; Tuftice hath liquor’d her. We
{teate as in a Cafitle,cockiure : we haue the receit of Fern-
feede,we walke inuvifible,

(ham. Nay,1 thinke rather, you are more beholding
to the Night, then to the Fernfeed, for your walking in-
uifible,

Gad. Giueme thy hand.

Thoufhalt haue a fhare in our purpofe, .
AsTama true man.

Cham, Nay, rather letmee haue it, as you area falfe
Theefe.

Gad, Goetoo: Homy is 2 common 1ame to all men.
Bid the Oftlert urn? the Gelding out of the {table. Fare-
well,ye muddy Knaue, Exennt.
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Scana Secunda.

Enter Prince Poynes and Peto.

Poines. Come fhelter,fhelter, T haue remoued Falffafs |;
i butyetno Coward, Hal.

Hotfeyand e fretslike a gum’'d Veluet,
Prin. Stand clofe.
Exter Falftaffz,
Fal. Poines,Poines,and be hang’d Poimes.

Pris. Peaceye fat-kidney'd Rﬁfcall,fwhatab:awling 5

doft thou keepe.
Fal. What Peines, Hal?

Prin, Heis walk’d vp to the top of the hill,Ile gofeek |

him,

Fal. Tam accurfteorobin that Theefe company: that
Rafcall hath remoued myHor(e,and tied him I know not
‘where. If tranell but foure foot by the fquire furthera
foote, I fhall breake my winde. Well, I'doubt not but
todye a faire deathforall ¢his, if I feape hanging for kil-
ling that Rogue, Thavefor{worne his company heurely
‘any time this two and twenty yeare,& yet 1 am bewitcht
withthe Rogues company. Ifthe Rafcall have not giuen
e medicines to make me lone him,Ile behang'd;ic could
not be elfe :1 haue drunke Medicines,  Poines, Hal, a
Plagueypon you both. Bardolph, Peto : HeRarue ere
| tob afoote further. And’twerenotasgoodadeedeasto
drinke, to turne True-man, and to leaue thefe Rogues, I
am the verieft Varlec that ener chewed with 3 Tooth.
Eight yards of yneuen ground, is three{core & ten miles
afoot with me :and the fony-hearted Villaines keowe it
well enough, A plague vpon’t,when Theeues cannot be
true one to another. T hey whifthe.

Whew :a plague light vpon you all, Give my Horfe you
Rogues : gine me myHorle,and be hang’d.

Prin. Peaceyefat guttes, lye downe, lay thine care
clofetothe ground,and it if thou can hearethe tread of
Trauellers,

Fal. Haueyouaay Leauers to lift me vp again being
downe? lle not bearemine owne fleth {o far afoor again,
for all the coine in thy Fathers Exchequer What a plague
meane yeto colt me thus ?

Prin. Thou ly'ft,thouart not colted, thou art vncolred,

Fal, 1prethee good Prince Hal,help me to my horfe,
gooc Kings fonne.

Prin. OutyouRogue, {hallIbe your Oftler?

Falv Go hang thy felfein thine owne heire-apparant-
Garters: If I be tane, Ile peach for this: and [ have not
Ballads made on all, snd fung to filthy tunes, lec a Cup of
Sacke bemy poyfon: whenaieft is fo forward, & a foote
too, I hate it.

Eunter Gads.hill,

Gad, Stand.

Fal. Soldoagainftmy will,

Poix. O'tis our Setter, ] know his voyce :
Bardolfe, whatnewes ?

Bar. Cafeye,caleye; on withyour Vizards, there’s
| mony of the Kings comming downe thehill, *cis} going

tothe Kings Exchequer.

Fal.Youlie yourogue,'tis going to the Kings Tauern,
Gad, There’s enoughto make vs all.

Fals To hie hang’d.

The Finft Tgrz‘of-lﬁng He}m the Fourth, ey

- Ned and 1,will walke lower; if they fcape from your en.

. when thon need ft him, there thou fhalt finde him. Fare<
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| euery man to his bufinefe.

——

Prin. Youfoure fhall front them in the narrow Lape: |

counter,then they light on vs.
Pets. Buthow many be of them ?
Gad, Some cight orten,
Fal., Willthey not rob vs?
Prin, What,a Coward Sir fobs Paunch ?
Fal. Indeed Iam not Jokn of Gaunt your Grandfather;

Prin. Wee'lleauethatto the proofe.
Posm. Sirralacke, thy horfe flands behinde the hedg,

well,and ftand fafi.
Fal. Now cannot I ftrike him,if I thould be hang’d,
Prin. Ned, where are our difguifes ?
Poin, Heere hard by : Stand clofe.
Eal. Now my Mafters, happy man behis dole, fay1:

Enter Trasellers,

Tra. ComeNeighbor: the boy fhall leade our Horfes
downe the hill : Wee’l walke a-foot 2 while,and eafe our
Legges.

Theenes. Stay.

Tra. Icfubleffevs,

Fal. Strike: down with them, cut the yillains throats;
a whorfon Caterpillars : Bacon-fed Knaues, they hate vs
yourh ; downe with them, feece them,

Tra. O,we are vndone,both we and ours for euer,

Fal. Hang ye gorbellied knaues,are you vndone ? No
ye Fat Chuffes, I would your flore were heere. On Ba-
cons,on, what yeknaues ? Yong men muft liue, you are
Grand lurers,areye ¢ Wee'linre ye ifaith,

Heere they rob thems and binde them. Enter the
Prince and Poines,

Prin. The Thecues haue bound the True-men : Now
could thou and I rob the Theeues,and gomerily to Lon-
don, 1t would be argument for a Weeke, Laughter fora
Moneth,and a good ieft for euer.

Poynes. Stand clofe, I hearethem comming,

Enter Theeses againe.

Fal. Come my Malters, lez vs fhare,and then to hosfle
before day : and the Prince and Poynes bee not two ar-
rand Cowards, there’s no equity Ricring. There's no moe
valour in that Poynes,than in a wilde Ducke,

Prin, Your money. ‘

Poin,' Villaines.*
eAs they are [baring the Prince and Poynes fét ivpon thems,

They aBrun away sieaning the booty behind thesm.

Prince, Gotwith much eafe. Now merrily to Harfe:
The Thecues are fcattred,and poffef with fear {o ftrong-
ly, that they dare not meet each other : each takes his fel-
low foran Officer. Away good Ned, Falfaffe fweatesto
death,and Lards theleane earth as he walkes along:wert
not for laughing,I{kould pitey him,

Poin, How the Rogue roar’d, Exennt,

Scoena Lertia,

Enter Hotfpurrs [olws readinga Letter. _
Byt for mine owne part,my Lord, I'ceunldbee welcontentedto
beshere, in refpet? of the lone I beare your houfe.
He




| {ee fome more. The purpofe you vrdertake 55 dangeroms,

e

He could be contented : Why is he not then?in refpeét of
the loue he beares our houte, He fhewes in this,he loues
his owne Barne better then he loues our houfe., Letme

Why that’s certaine :*Tis dangerous to take a Colde, to
fleepe, o drinke : but [ te]l you (my Lord foole) out of
this Nettle, Danger; we'plucke this Flower, Safety. 7The
pHrpofe yor undertake s dangerous, the Friends you hase na-
med vicertaine, the Time it felfe vnforted, and your whole
Plot too light, for the conuterpoize of [ogreat an Oppefition.
Say youy (o, fay you fo : I fay vnto you againe, youarca
fhallow cowardly Hinde, and you Lye, What a lacke=
braine is this ? Lproteft, our plot isas good a plot as euer
was laid ; our Friend true and conftanc : A good Plotte,
good Friends,and full of expe&tation: An excellent plot,
very good Friends, What a Frofty-fpirited rogue s this?
Why, my Lord of Yorke commends the plot, and the
generall courfe of the action. By this hand,if | were now
by this Rafcall, I could braine him with his Ladies Fan.
Is there not my Father, my Vnckle, and my Selfe, Lord
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Edmaund Mortimer,my Lord of Yorke,and Owen Glendour?
Is there not befides, the Dowglas ? Haue I not all their let-
ters, to meete me in Armes by the ninth of the next Mo-
neth ? and are they not fome of them fet forward already?
What a Pagan Rafcall is this? AnInfidell. Ha, you {hall
{ee now in very fincerity of Feare and Cold heart, will he
tothe King, and lay open all our proceedings. O,1 could
diuide my felfe, and go to buffets, for mouing fuch a difh
of skim’d Milk with {o honourable an A&tion. Hang him,
let him tell the King we are prepared. I will fet forwards
to night.

Enter bis Lady.

How niow Kate,I muft leaue you within thefe two hours.
La, O my good Lord, why are you thus alone ¢

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin

A banifld woman from my Harries bed ?

Tell me (fweet Lord) what is’t thattakes from thee

Thy ftomacke,pleafure,and thy golden {leepe ¢

Why doft thou bend thine eyes vpon the earth ?

And ftart {o often whenthou fite’'f} alene ?
Why haft thou loft the frefh bload in thy cheekes ?
And giuen my Treafures and my rights of thee,
To thicke-ey’d mufing, and curft melancholly 2
In my faine-flambers, 1 by thee haue warche,
And heard thee murmore tales of Iron Warres :
Speake tearmes of manageto thy bounding Steed,
Cry courage to thefield. And thouhaft calk’d
Of Sallies, and Retires; Trenches, Tents,
Of Palizadoes, Frontiers,Parapets,
Of Bafiliskes, of Canon, Culuerin,
Of Prifoners ranfome, and of Souldiers flaine,
And all the current of a beaddy fight,
Thy {pirit withinthee hath beene fo at Warre,
And thus hath fo beftirr'd theein thy fleepe,
That beds of {weate hath food vpouthy Brow,
Like bubblesin a late-difturbed Streame 5
And in thy face (trange motions-haue appear’d,
Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath
On fome great {odaine hatt, Owhat portentsare thefe?
Some heauvie bufineffe hath my Lord in hand,
And I muft know.it: elfe he loues menot,

Het. Whatbo ; Is Gilliams with the Packet gone ?

Ser, Heis fny Logd,an houre agane.
Hot .Hath Burler brought thofe horfes fro the Sheriffe?

\
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Ser. Onehorfe,my Lord;he brought cuen now,

Hot, What Horfe ? A Roane,acrop care,is itnot,

Ser, Itismy Lord.

Hot. ThatRoane fhallbe my Throne. Well, T will
backe him ftraight. Efperance, bid Butler lead him forth
into the Parke,

La. Butheareyou,my Lord,

Hot, What fay’ft thou my Lady 2

La. Whatisit carriesyou away ¢

Hot., Why,my hotfe(my Loue)my horfe, y:

La. Out youmad-headed Ape, a Weazell hathnot
fuch a deale of Spleene, as youare toft with. Infooth Ile
know your bufinefle Harry, that T will. I feare my Bro-
ther Mortimer doth ftirre about his Title, and hath fent
for you to line his enterprize. But if you go

Hot, So farre afoot, I (ball be weary, Loue,

La. Come,come,you Paraquito, anfwer me directly
vnto this queftion, that I {hall aske. Indeede lle breake
thy little finger Harry,if thou wilt not tel me true,

Hit. Away,away you trifler: Loue, I loue thee not,
I care not for thee Kate : thisis no world
To play with Mammers,and to tilc with [ips.

| Wemuft haue bloodie Nofes,and crack’d Crownes,

And paffe them currant too. Gods me,my horfe.

What fay’ft thou Kate?what wold’ft thou haue with me ?
La. Doyenot loveme? Do yenotindeed?

Well, donot then, Forfince youloue me not,

I will not loue my felfe. Do you not loue me 2

Nay,tell me if thou {peak’@t inieft,or no,
Hot, Come, wiltthou fee meride?

And when I am 2 horlebacke, T will {weare

Iloue theeinfinitely. Buthearke you Kare,

I muft not haue you henceforth,queftion me,

Whether I go : nor reafon whereabout.

Whether I muft, I muft: and to conclude,

This Euening muft [ leaue thee,gentle Kare.

I know youwife,but yet no further wife

Then Harry Percies wife. Confiant youare,

But yet a woman: and for fecrecie,

No Lady clofer. For I will belceue

Thou wiltnot veter what thoudo’ft not know,

And {o farre wilc I truft thee,gentle Karte,

La, How{ofarre ?

Hot Not aninch further. Butharke you Katey o,
Whither I go, thither fhall you go too :
To day will I fet forth, ro morrow you.
Will this content you Kare ?

La. Tt muft of force.

Scena Quarta.

Enter Prince and Poines.

Prin. Ned,prethee come out of thag fat roome, & lend
me thy hand to laugh a lictle.

Poiness Whese hatt bene Hall?

Frin, With three or foure Logger-heads, amonglft 3.
or fourefcore Hogfheads. 1haue founded the verie bafe
ftring of humilicy, Sirra,1am fwornbrosher vo a leath of
Drawers,and can call them by their names,as Zom, Dicke,
and Francis. They take icalready vpon their conﬁdcflcc,
that though I be but Prince of Wales, yet Iam the King
of Curtefie:telling me flatly JTam no proud lack like Fal-
Paffe,but a Corinthian,a lad of mettle, 2 goed boy, and
whenlam King of England, [ (hall comwand al the good
Laddes in Eaff-cheape. They call drinking decpe, dy-
ing Scatlet ; and when you breath in your watering, then

¢ 3 they

Exennt
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{ me when thou wilt,and thoua (halc haue it,

§ cis - or Francis,on thurfday:or indeed Francis when thou
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they eryhem,and bid you play it off, To conclude, Iam |
fo good aproficient in one quarter of 2n houre,that I can
drinke with any Tinker in his owne Language duringmy
life. Trell thee AVed,thou haft loft much henor, that thou
wer'tnot withme in this adtion : but fweet Ved, to fwee-
ten which name of Ned,I gise thee this peniworth of Su-
gar, clapt cuennow into my hand by an vnder Skinker,
one thatneuer fpake other Englifh in his life, then Eight
Jbillings and Jix: pence, and, Yon are welceme : with this fhril
addition, eAnon,e"non fir, Score a Pint of Baflard in the
Halfe Moene o1 {fo. But Ned, to driue away time till Fal-
Jtaffe come, 1 prythee doethou fland in fome by-roome,
while I queftion my puny Drawer, to what end hee gaue
me the Sugar, and do neuer leaue calling Francis, that his
Tale tome may benothing bur, Anon : ftep afide, and Ile
fhew theea Prefident.

Poines. Frances.

Prin, Thouartperfet,

Poin. Francis.
Euter Drawer .

Fran, Auon,anon [ir ; looke downe into the Pomgar-
net, Ralfe,

* Prince, Come hither Frasncss.

Fran., My Lord.

Prin. How long haft thou to ferue, Francis?

Fran. Forfooth fice yeares,and as much a3 10 memm—e—

Pain. Francis.

Fran. Anon,anon fir.

Prin. Fiueyeares: Betlady along Leafe for the clin-
king of Pewter, ButFrancis, dareft thou be fo valiant, a5
to play the coward with thy Indenture, & thew itafaire
paire of heeles,and run from it ?

Fran, Ol ord fir, Ile be fworne vpon all the Books in
England,I could finde in my heart.

Poin, Francis.

Fran, Anon,anon fir,

Prin, How old art thou,Francss ?

Fran. Latme {ee, about Michaclmas next ] (halb e

Poin, Francis,

Fran. Anon fir, pray you ftay alittle,my Lord.

Prin. Nay butharke youFrancis, forthe Sugar thou
gaueft me,’twas a penyworth,was’c ot ?

Fran, O Lord fir, I would it had bene two.

pris. I will giue thee for ic athoufand pound :  Aske

Poin. Francis,

Fran. Anon,anon

Prin,Anon Francis? No Francis,but to morrow Fran-
wilt. ButFrancis.

Fraw. My Lord.

Pris, Wiltthou rob this Leatherne Terkin, Chriftall
button, Not-pated, Agatring, Puke ftocking, Caddice
garter, Smooth tongue,Spanith pouch, :

Fran. O Lord fir,who do you meane? -

Prin. Why then your browne Baftard is your onely
drinke : for looke you Francis,your whité Canuas doub-
lee will {ulley. In Barbary fir,it cannot come to fo much.
Fran, What{ir?

Poir,' Francis. , :
Priz. Away youRogue,doft thottheare them call ?

|
|
|
i
|

Heszve'they both call bim, the Drawer frands amaz.ed,
uot knowing which vy to go. L

Enter Uintuner.
What iftand’ft thou fili,and hear"t fuch a cal-

Vint,

ling ? Looketo the Guefts within: ' My Lord, OEJ‘;HSi::
Isbn with halfe a dozen mere,are at the dosre : {hall 1 let
themin?

Prig.Let thetnalone awhile, and then open the doore,
Poines,

1
i
b
3

Enter Poswes.

Poin.Anon,anon fir,

Prin. Sirra, Falffaffe and thereft of the Theeuves,are at
the doore,fhall we be merry ?

Poin. Asmerrie as Cricketsmy Lad.  Put harke yee,
What cunning match haue you made with this ieR of the
Drawer? Come,what’s the iffue ?

Prin.] am now of all humors,that haue fhewed them.
ielues humors, fince the old dayes of goodman 4dam, 1o
the pupill age of this prefent twelue a clock at midnight,
What’s a clocke Fraocis?

Iran. Anon,anonfir.

Prin, That euer this Fellow (hould haue fewer words
then a Parret, and yet the fonne of a Wosmnan, Hisindu-
Rry is vp-faires and down-fRaires, his eloquence the pat-
cell ofa reckoning. I am not yet of Percies mind,the Hot-
fpurre of the North, he that killes me fome fixe or Teauen
dozen of Scors at a Breakfaft, wafhes his hands,and fajes
to his wife ; Fie vpon this quiet life, T want worke. O
{weet Harry fayes fhe, how many haft thou kill’d to day?
Giue my Roane horfe a drench (fayes hee) 2nd anfweres,
fomefourteene,an houre after : a trifle,a trifle. 1 prethee
callin Falffaffe, Tle play Percy, andthar damn’d Brawne
{hall play Dame M ortimer his wife, Rino,fayes the drun-
kard. Callin Ribs,callin Tallow,

Enter Falfaffe.

Poin. WelcomeTacke, where haft thou beene?

Fal. A plagueofall Cowards I {a¢and a Vengeance
too, marry and Amen. Giue mea cup of Sacke Boy. Ere
Ileade thislife long, Ile fowe nether flockes, and mend
them too. A plague ofall cowards. Gite me aCup of
Sacke, Rogue. Isthereno Vertue exeant?

Prin. Didftthouneuer fee Tiran kiffe a difh of Butter,
pittifull hearted Titanchac melted at the fweere Tale'of
the Sunne ? If thoudidft,then behold that comipound,

Fal. YouRogue, heere’s Lime in this Sacke roosthere
is nothing but Roguery to be found in Villanous man;yet
a Coward isworfe thena Cup of Sack with lime. A’vil-
lanous Coward, go thy wayes old Iacke, die when thou
wilt,if manhood gocd manhood be not forgot vpon thef
face of che earth then amJ a fhotten Herring & therédines
not three good men vnhang’d in England, & oneof them
isfat,and growescld,Gad helpe the while,a bad world1
fay. I would I werea Weeauer,I could fing all manner of
fongs. A plague ofall-Coyvards,I fay il 4104

Prin. Hownow Woolfacke,what mnttef yon? @1

Fal. AKings Sonne? If] do not beaté thee out'of thy,
Kingdome with a dagger of Lath, and drive all thy Stb-!
ieéts afore thee like a flocke 'of Wilde-geefe, ‘Heheuer,
weare haire ob my facemore. You Princé of Wales? |

Prine Why you horfonround man?what’s the matter |

Fal. Areyounota Coward> Anfiber me to'that, and |
Poinestherfe'? 3 e A Ead 5

Prin. ¥efarch paunchy and yee'call hée Coward, Tle
ftab thee. it e Bt e

Fal. 1 call thee Coward ? Tle fee theé' damn’dereé T call |
the Coward: bur I would giuea thoufand pound I could
run as faft asthou canft,” You are firaight enoughinthe
fhoulders, you care ot who fees your backe : Callyou
thae
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that backing of your friends? a plague vpon fuch bac-

king : gine me them that will face me. Giuemea Cup

of Sack, I am a Rogue if I drunke to day.

Prince. O Villaine, thy Lippes are fcaree wip’d, fince
thou drunk’it laft,

Falff. All's one for that,

A plague of all Cowards flill,fay L.
Prince, What's the matcer ?
Falff. What’s the matter > here be foure of vs, hane

ta'nea thoufand pound this Morning,

Prince.. Where is it,Jack ? where isic?

Falff. Whereisit ? taken from vs, it is: a hundred
vpon poore foure of vs.

Prince. 'What,a hundred, man?

Falit,TamaRogue,if I were nocat halfe Sword with
adozen of them two hourestogether, 1have fcaped by
miracle, I am eighc times thruft through the Doubler,
foure through the Hofe, my Buckler cucr through and
through, my Sword hacke likea Hand-faw, ecce fignum.
I neuer dealt berter fince T'was a man: all would not doe.
A plagueof all Cowards: let them {peake; if they fpeake
more or leffe then truth,they are villaines, and the fonnes
of darkneffe.

Pringe. Speake firs,how was it ?

Gad. We foure (et vpon fome dozen.

Fzlff, Sixteene,at leaft,my Lord,

Gad. Andbound them,

Peto. No,no,they were not bound.

Falff. You Rogue, they were bound, cuery mian of
them, or Iam a lew elfe,an Ebrew lew,

Gad. Aswewerefharing,fome fixe or feuen frefh men
{fet vpon vs.

Falff. Andvnbound the reft, and then come in the
other,

Prince. What foughe yee with them all ?

Falft. All?2 T know not what yeecall all : bur if I
fought not with fiftic of them, I am a bunch of Radifh:
if there werenot two ot three and fiftie vpon poore olde
Tack , thenam I notwo-legg’d Creature,

Poin, Pray Heauen, you haue not murthered fome of
them:

Falft. Nay, that’s paft praying for, T haue pepper'd
two of them: Two I am{ure I haue payed, two Rogues
inBuckrom Sutes. [rell chee what, A4/, if I tell theea
Lye,{pit in my face,call me Horfe: thou knoweft my olde
word: here Ilay,and thus I bore my point; foure Rogues
in Buckrom let drive at me.

Prince. W hat,foure? thou fayd'ft but two,eucn now,

Falff, Foure Hal,] told thee foure,

Pom, ‘1,1, he {aid foure.

Falff. Thefe foure came all a-froae,anid mainely thruft
at me; I made no more adoe, but vooke all their feuen
points inmy Targuet,chus.

Prince.! Seuen ? whythiere were but foure,euen now,

Faiff. InBuckrom,

Poin, Lfoure in Buckrom Sutes.

Falft. Seuen,by thefe Hiles,or I am 2 Viillaine elfe.

Prin.. Prethee let himalone,we fhall haue more anon.

Falft. Docft thou heare me, Hal ?

Prin, Landmarkethee too, Jack.

Falff. Doe fo, for it is worth the liftning too :
nine in Buckrom,that I told thee of,

Prin. Sojtwo meore alreadie,

Falff. Their Points being broken,

Poin. Downe fellhis Hofe, ' 1

Falff. Began to giveme ground : but] followed'me

He drinkes.

thefe

S

B e )

27
clofe,came in foot and hand;and witha thought,feuen of
the cleuen I pay’d.

Prin. O monftrous! eleuen Buckrom men growne
outof two?

Falff. Butas the Deuill would haue it, three mif-be-
gotten Kuaves,in Kendall Greene, came at my Back, and
let drive at me; for it was fo darke,Ha/,that thou could'ft
not {ee thy Hand.

Prén. Thefe Lyes are like the Father that begets them,
grofle as 2 Mountaine,open,palpable. Why thou Clay-
brayn’d Guts,thou Knotty-pated Foole,thouHorlon ob-
fcene greafie Tallow Cartch.

FalfF, What,art thou mad? artthoumad ? is not the
truth,che truth ?

Prin, Why, how could’ft thou know thele men in
Kendall Greene, when it was {o darke, thou could’lt noc
fee thy Hand 2 Come,tell vs your reafoniwhat {ay’ft thou
tothis?

Poin, Come,your reafon Jack, yourreafon,

Falff, What,vpon compulfion ? No: were I at the
Strappado, or all the Racks in the World, T would not
tell you en compulfion, Giue youa reafon o compulfi-
on? It Reafons wereas plentie as Black-berries, Iwould
giuenomana Reafon vpon compuiﬁon)]‘g

Prin. 1le be no longer guiltie of this fiane, This fan-
guine Coward,this Bed-prefler,this Hor{.back-breaker,
this huge Hill of Flefh, :

Falff. AwwayyouStarueling,yon Elfe-skin,you dried
Neats rongue, Bulles-psfiell, youftacke-fith:O for breth
to viter. What is hike thee? You Tailors yard,youfheath
you Bow-cale,you vile ftanding tucke,

Prin, Well, breath a-while,and then to’'t againerand
when thoa haft tyr'd chy felfe in bafe comparifons, heare
me {peake but thus.

Poin, Markelacke,

Prin, Wetwo,faw you foure fet on foureliand bound
them,2nd were Mafters of their Wealch : mirk nowbow
a plaine Tale fhall put you downe. Then didWetwo, fer
on you foure,and with aword, outfac’d poufrom Jour!
prize,and haueit : yea,and can fhew it you in the Houle .
And Falftaffé,y ou caried your Guts away as nimbly,with
as quicke dexteritie,and roared for mercy, and fill ranne
and roar’d, as cuer I heard Bull.Calfe, What a Slaueart
thou, to hacke thy {word as thou haft done, and then fay
itwasin fight, What trick? what deuicer? whar QRarting
hole canft thou now find out,te hide thee from this open
and apparant {hame? AT

Poines. Come, let’s beare Tacke : What tricke haft,
thounow ¢ ‘

Fal. [knew yeas well as he that made ye. Why hearé
yemy Mafters, was it forme to kill the Heire apparane?
Should I turne vpon the trize Prince? Why,thou knowelt
1am as valiant as Hercales : but bewate Infinét, the Lion
will not touch the true Prince : Inftinét is a great marten
I was aCoward en Inflin& =1 {hall thinke the better: of
my felfe, and thee, during my life : T, foravalianc Lion,

and thou for a true Prince, But Lads; Iam glad you hauk }

the Mony. Hoftefle,clap to the doores: warchto night,

pray to morrow, Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Harts of Gold,

allthe good Titles of Fellow(hip cometo you. What,

fhall webe merry? fhall we haue a Play extempory.
Pram, Content,and the argument {hall be, thy runing

away, :

Fal.” Ko more of that Hall,and thou louefi me,'

Enter Hofleffe,
Hofts My Lord, the Prince?

P?"j‘”l
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Prin. How now my Lady the Hoftefle, what fay’t
thou to me ?

Hoffeffe. Marry,my Lord, thereisa Noble man of the
| Court at doore would {peake withyou: hee fayes,hee
comes from your Father,

Prin, Giue himas muchas will make him a Royall
man,and fend him backe againe to my Mother.

Falff. What manner of man s hee?

Hofteffe. An old man.

Fali?. What doth Gravitie out of his Bed at Midnight?
Shall 1 giue him his an{were?

Prin. Prethee doe lacke.

Falft. ’Faith,and Ile fend him packing. Exit,

Prince, Now Sirs : you fought fsire; fo did you
Peto, fo did you Bardol : youate Lyonstoo, you ranne
away vpon inftin¢t : you will not touch the true Prince;
no, fie.

Bard. ’Faith,T ranne when I faw others runne.

Prin. Tell mee now in earneft, how came Falffaffes
Sword fo hacke 2

Peto,«Why,he hacke it with his Dagger, and faid,hee
would {weare truth out of England,but hee would make
youbelecue it was done in fight,and perfwaded vsto doe
the like,

Bard, Yea,andtotickle our Nofes with Spear-grafe,
to make them bleed, and then to beflubber our garments
with it, and {weave it was the blood of true men. I did
that1did not this feuen yeeres before, I blufht to heare
his monftrous deuices,

Prin. O Villaine, choufioleft a Cup of Sacke eigh-
teene yeeres agoe, and wert taken with the manner, and
euer fince thou haft blufht extempore : thou hadft fire
and fword onthy fide;and yet thou ranft away ; what
inftinét hadft thou for it ?

Bard. My Lord, doe you fee thele Meteors ? doe you
behold thefe Exhalations ?

Prin, 1doe.

Bard, What thinke you they portend ?

. Prin. Hot Liuers,and cold Purfes.

Bard, Choler,my Lord,if rightly taken,

Prin. No,if rightly taken, Halter,

Enter Falftaffe.

Heere comes leane Jacke, heere comes bare-bone. How
now my {weet Creature of Bombaf}, how long is’tagoe,
Tacke (ince thou faw’ft thine owne Knee ?

Falff. My owne Knee? WhenI was about thy yeeres
( Hal) 1 was not an Eagles Talent in the Waftey I could
haue crept into any Aldermans Thumbe-Ring: a plague
of fighing and griefe, it blowes a man vp like a Bladder,
There’s villanous Newes abroad : heere was Sir Jobn
Braby fromyout Father ; you muft goe to the Coure .in
the Morning.: The fame mad fellow of the North,Percy 5
and hee of Wales, that gaue e4mamon the Baftinado,
and made L#eifer Cuckold, and fwore the Deuill his crue
{ Liege-man vpon the Croffe of a Welch-hooke; whata
plaguecall you bim?
| Poin. O,Glendower,

Falft. Owen,Oweny the fame, and bis Sonne in Law
Mortimeryand old Northumberland, and the {prightly
Scot of Scots; Dowglas, that runnes a Hoifesbackevpa
Hill perpendicular.

Prin, Hee that rides at high fpeede,and with a Pifloll
kills a Sparrow fiying,.

Falff. You haue hitit.

Prin. So did he neuer the Sparrow.

Falff. Well,that Rafcall hath good mettall in him,
hee will not runne.

Prin. Why,what a Rafcall art thou then,to prayfe him
fo for running ¢

Falft. AHorfe-backe {ye Cuckoe) but afoot hee will
not budge a foot.

Prin. Yes lacke,vpon infinét.

Falff. 1grantye,vpon inftin&: Well,hee is there too,
and one CMordake, and a thoufand blew-Cappes more,
worceffer is @olne away by Night : thy Fathers Beard is
turn’d white with the Newes ; you may bny Land now
as cheape as ffinking Mackrell.

Pris. Then’tis like,if there come a hot Sunne,and this
ciuill bufferting hold, wee fhall buy Maiden-hcads as
they buy Hob-nayles,by the Hundreds,

Faift, 3y the Mafle Lad,thou fay'ft true,it is like wee
fhall have good trading that way, Buttellme Hal, art
not thou horribleafear'd ? thou being Heire apparant,
could the World picke thee out three fuch Enemyes a-
gaine, as that Fiend Dowglas, that Spiric Percy,and thac
Deuill Glendower? Art not thou horrible afraid? Doth
not thy blood thrill at it?

Prin. Notawhit: Ilackefome of chy inftinét,

Falff. Well thou wilt be horrible chidde to morrow,
when thou commeft to thy Father: if thou doe loue me,
practife an anfwere, 7

Prin. Doethou ftand for my Father,and examine mee
vpon the particulars of my Life. -

Falft. Shall 1? content: This Chayre fhall bee my
State, this Daggermy Scepter, and this Cufhion my
Crowne.

Prin. Thy State is taken for a Ioyn’d-Stoole,thy Gol-
den Scepter fora Leaden Dagger, and thy precious rich
Crowne,for a pittifull bald Crowne,

Falff. Well,and thefire of Grace be not quite out of
thee,now fhalt thoube moued. Giue mea Cup of Sacke
to make mine eyes looke redde, that it may be thought I
haue wept, for 1 muft {peake in paifion, and I will doe it
in King Cambyfes vaine,

Prin, Well,heereis my Legge.

Falf. And heere is my fpeech: ffand afide Nobilitie,

Eofleffe. This is excellent fport,yfaith,

Falff. Wecpenot, fweet Queene, for trickling teares
arevaine,

Hoftefle. O the Father, how hee holdes bis counte-
nance? ’

Falft.For Gods fake Lords,conuey my truftfull Queen,
Forteares doe ftop the floud-gates of hereyes,

Hoffeffe. O rare,he doth it as like one of thefe harlotry
Players,as euer I {ee.

Falff. Peace good Pint.por,peace good Tickle-braine.
Harry, 1 doe not onely maruell where thou fpendeft thy
time ; but alfo, how thou art accompanied : For though
the Camomile,the more it is troden,thic fafter it growes;
yet Youth, the more icis wafted, the fooner ic. weares,
Thou artmy Sénne : | haue parcly thy Mdthers Word,
partly my Opinien ; but chicfely,a villanous tricke of
thine Eye,and a foolifh hanging of thy nether Lippe,that]
doth warrant me, If thenthoube Sonne ta mee, heere
lyeth the point : why, being Sonne tome; art thou fo
poynted at ¢ Shall the bleffed Sonne of Heauen prouca
Micher, and eate Black-berryes ¢ a queftion not to'bee
aske. Shall the Sonne of England preueaTheefe, and
take Purfes ? aqueftioncto beaske, There is & thing,
Harry,wliich thou haft often heard of and itis knowne to
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many in our Land, by the Name of Pitch: this Picch (as
ancient Writers doe report Jdoth defile;fo doth the com-
panie thou keepeft : for Harry,now I doe not {peake to
thee in Drinke,but in Teares; notin Pleafure,but in Paf~
fion ; notin\Words onely, buc in Woes al{o : .and yet
thereisa vertuous man, whom I haue often noted in thy
companie,but I know not hjs Name,
| Pris. What maonerof map, and it like. your Ma-
ieftie ? \E .
 Falff. A goodly portly man yfaith, and acorpulent,
of a chearefull Looke, a pleafing Eye, and a molt noble
Carriage, and as Ithinke,hisage fome fiftie; or(byrlady)
inclining to three{core ; and now I remember mee, his
Name is Falffaffe : if thatmansfhould be lewdly giuen,
hee deceiues mee ; for Harry, I fee Vertue in hiis Lookes.
If then the Tree may be knowne by the Fruit,as the Fruie
by the Tree,then peremptorily I {peake it thereis Vertue
in that Falffaffe : ‘him keepe with, the reft bapifh, And
tellmee now, thou naughtie Varle:, tell mee,where halt
thou beene this moneth 2
Prix. Do’ftthou [peake likeaKing ? doe thou ftand
formee, and Ile play my Facher.
Falst. Depofe me : if thou do'ft ic halfe (agrauely, (o
maieftically,both in word and matter,hang me vp by the
heeles for 2 Rabbet-{ucker ora Poulters Hare,

Prin. Well,heere I am fet.

Falff. Andheerel fland: iudge my Mafters.

Prin. Wow Harry,whence come you ?

Falff. My Noble Lord,from Eaft-cheape.

Priz. The complaints [ heare of thee,are grieuous.

Falit. Yfaith, my Lord, they are fal{e : Nay,lle tickle
ye fora young Prince,

Prin. Sweareft thou, vagracious Boy ? henceforth
ne're looke or me: thou art violently carryed away from
Grace ; thereis a Deuill haunes thee,in the likeneffe of a
fat old Man 3 a Tunne of Man is thy Companion: Why
do’} thou conuerfe with that Trunke of Humors , that
Boulting-Hutch of Beaftlinefle, that fwolne Parecli of
Dropfies,that huge Bombard of Sacke,that ftufc Cloake-
bagge of Gurs, that rofted Manning Tree Oxe with the
Pudding in his Belly, that reuerend Vice, thac grey Ini-
quitie, that Father Ruffian,that Vanitic in yeeres? where-
inis he good, but to tafte Sacke, and drinkeit? wherein
neat and cleanly,but to carue a Capon,and eatit? where-
in Cunning, but in Craft ? wherein Craftie, but in Villz-
nie ? wherein Villanous,but in all things ? wherein wor-
thy,but in nothing #

Falft, I wouldyour Grace would take me with you:
whom meanes your Grace ¢

Prince. That villanous abhominable mis.leader of
Youth, Faiifaffe, that old white-bearded Sathan.

Falff. My Lord,the man I know,

Prince, 1 know thou do'{t,

Falst. But'to fay, 1 know more harme in him then in
my felfe,were to fay more then 1 know, That hee is olde
(the more the pittie) his white hayres doe witnefle it:
but that heeis (fauing your reuerence) a Whore-ma-
fter, that Iveterly deny, If Sackeand Sugar bee a faule,
Heauen helpe the Wicked : if to be olde and merry,be a
finne,then many an olde Hofte that I know,isdamn'd:
if to be fat, beto be hated, then Pharashs leane Kincare
to be loued. No,my good Lord, banifh Pets, banilh
Bardolph, banifh Poines : but for fweete Jacke Falstaffe,
kinde Jacke Falitaffe,true Zacke Falstaffe,valiant Jacke Fal-

Falitaffe, banifhnot him thy Harryes companie, banifh
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| faffe,and therefore more valiang,being as hee is olde Jack_
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not him thy Harryes companies banifh plumpe Zacks,and
banifh all the Wotld.

Prince. 1doe, Iwill.

Enter Bardelph rowging.

Bard. O,my Lord, my Lord, the Sherife,withamoft
moft monftrous Watch,is at the doore.

Falff. Outyou Rogue,play out the Play:I haue mIJch :

to (ay inthe behalfe of that Falffaffe.
Enter the Hoffeffe.
Hosteffe. O, my Lord, my Lord.

Falff. Heigh,heigh, the Deuill rides vpon a Fiddle-
flicke : what’s the matter2

Houftefle. The Sherife and all the Watch are at the |
doore: they are come to fearch the Houfe, fhall I lec}

them in ;

Falff. Do'ftthou heare Hal , neuer call atrue peece of
Gold a Counterfeit: thou art effentially made, without
feeming fo. R

Prince, And thou a naturall Coward , without in-
ftin&.

Falff. 1 deny your «Maisr ; if you will deny the
Sherite,fo : if not,let himenter. If Ibecome nota Cart
as well as anotherman, a plague on my bringing vp : I
hope I fball as foone be firangled with a Halter, asanc.
ther,

Prince. Goe hide thee behinde the Arras, the reft
walke vp aboue. Now my Mafters, foratrue Face and
ood Confcience.

Falff. Both which Thaue had: but their date is ou,
and therefore lle hideme, Exit,

Prince, Callinthe Sherife.

o
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Enter Sherife and ths Carrier.

Prince. Now Mafter Sherife, what is your will with
mee ¢

She. Firft pardon me,my Lord. A Hueand Cry hath
followed certaine men vato this houfe.

Prince, WWhatmen?

She. One of them is well knowne,my gracious Lord,
a grofle fat man.

Car. As fatasButter,

Prince. The man,l doe affure you,is not heere,
For I my felfe at this time haue imploy’d him :
And Sherife,I will engage my word to thee,
That I will by to morrow Dinner time,
Send him to anfwere thee, or any man,
For any thing he fhall be charg’d withall :
And fo let me entreat you,leaue the houfe,

She. 1will,my Lord: thereare two Gentlemen
Haue in this Robberie loft three hundred Markes.

Prince, It maybe {o: if he haue robb’d thefe men,
He (hall be anfwerable: and fo farewell.

She. Good Nighs,my Noble Lord.

Prince. 1thinkeit is good Morrow,is itnot?

She. Indeede,my Lord, I thinke it betwoa Clocke,

Exit,

Prince. This oyly Rafcall is knowne as well as Poules:
goe call him forth. y

Peto. Falffaffe? fafk afleepe behinde the Arras, and
fnorting like a Horle. ,

Prince, Harke, how hard he fetches breath : fearchhis
Pockets. ' He

\
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He - fearcheth his\Pockets'," and. findeth [ Steeplesjand moffe-growne Towers. At your Sirth,
certaine Papers. Our Grandam Earth,bauing this diftemperature,
Prince. What haft thou found? In paffion fhooke,
Peto. Nothing but Papers, my Lord. Glend, Coufin: of many men
Prince, Let’s foe, whit be they # reade them. 1 doe not beare thefe Croffings : Giue meleaue
Peto. Ttem,a Capon. il.sii.d. | To'tell you once againe, that at iy Birth
Itém, Sawce. _ ‘ itihd. | The front of Heauen wastull of fieric fhapes,
i Item, Sacke, two Gallons, * ws.vilide | The Goates tanne from the Mouhtaines;and the Heards
Item,Anchoues and Sacke after Supper. fi.s.vid. | Were (irangely clamorous to the frighted fields:
'Ttem Bread. ob. | Thefefignes haue'markt me extraordinarie,

Prince. O monltrous, but one halfe penny-werth of | And all the courfes of my Life doe fhew,
Bread to this intollerable deale of Sacke 2 What thereis | Tamnorin'the Roll of common men.
clfe,keepe clofe,wee’le reade it at moreaduantage : there | Whereis the Living,clipt in with the Sea,
let him fleepe till day. Heto the Courc in the Morning: | That chides the Bankes ofEngland,Scotland,and Wales,
Weee muft all to the Warres,and thy place thallbe hono- | Which calls e Pupill,or hathread to me ?
rable. 1le procure this fat Rogue a Charge of Foot; | And bringhimout,that isbut Womans Sonne,
‘and 1 know his death will bea Match of Twelue-{core. | Canrtrace meinthe tedious wayes of Art,
' The Money (hallbe pay’d backe againe with aduantage, | Andhold me pace in deepe experiments.

Be with me betimes in the Morning : and {o good mor- Horfp. 1 thinke there’s no man {peakes better Welfh :
tow Peto. Ile to Dinner.
Peto, Good morrow,good my Lord, Exennt, Mort. Peace Coufin Percy, you will make him mad.

Giend. Ycan call Spirits from the vaflic Deepe.
Hotfp. Why fo can 1,01 {o can any man:
But will they come,when you doe call for them ?

AEZMJ" Tgrt;m;. SCC’I‘Z@ Tﬂmd, - Glend. Why I can teach thee,Coufin,to command the
: emll,
Hotfp. And T can teach thee, Coufin,ro fhame the Deuil,
By telling cruth, Tell truth, and fhame the Denill,
Enter Hotfpurre, Worcefter, Lord Mortimer, If thou haue power torayfe him bring kim hither,
Owen Glendower, And Ile be fworne,I haue power to fhame him hepce,
Oh,whiie you live, tell truth,and thame the Deuill.
Mort. Thefe promifes are faire,the parties {ure, Cllort, Come, come, no more of this voprofitable
And our induétion full of profperons hope. : Chat.
Estfp. Lotd CMortimer,and Coufin Glendower, Glend. Three times hath Henry Bullingbrooke made head
Will you fic downe ? Againft my Power: thrice from che Banks of Wye,
And Vnckle #orcefter 3y a plague vpon it, And fandy-bottom'd Seuerne, haue I hent him
1 haue forgot the Mappe. 1 Bootlefle home and Weather-beaten backe,
Glend. Nojshereitis: . Horfp. Home without Bootes,
Sit Coufin Percy,fit good Coufin Hotfparre - And intoule Weather too,
For by that Name,as oft as Lancaffer doth {peake ofyou, | How {capes he Agues inthe Deuils name?
His Checkes looke pale;and with arifing figh, Glend, Come, heere's the Mappe:
He wifheth you in Heauen. Shall wee diuide our Righr,
Hotfp. Andyouin Hell,as oft ashe heares Owen Glen= | According to our three-fold orderta'ne 2
dower fpoke of. Mort. The Arch-Deacon hath diuided it
Glend, 1cannotblamehim: At my Natiuitie, Into three Limits,very equally ¢
The front of Heauen was full of fieric (hapes, England, from Trent,and Seuerna.hitherto,
Of burning Creflets : and at my Birth, By South and Eaft,is to my part affign’d :
The frame and foundation of thie Earth All Weftward, Wales, beyond the Seuerne fthore,
Shak’d like a Coward. And all the fertile Land wichin that bound,

Hotfp. Why foit would haue done at the fame feafon, | To Owen Glendower : And deare Couze,to you
if your Mothers Cat had but kitten’d, though your felfe { The remnant Northward,lying off from Trent,
had neuer beene borne. , And our Indentures Tripartice are drawne ;

Glernd. 1 fay the Earth did fhake when T was borne, Which being fealed enterchangeably,

Hotfp. And] fay the Earth was not of my minde, (A Bufineffe that this Night may execute)
If you fuppofe, as fearing you,it fhooke. Tomorrow,Coufin Percy,you and I,

Glend, The Heauens were all on fire, the Earth did | Andmy good Lord of Worceftez,will fet forth,
tremble. To meete your Father,and the Scottith Power,

Hotfp. Oh, then the Earth thooke As is appointed vs at Shrewsbury.
To {ee the Heauens on fire, MyFather Glendower is not readie yer,
And not in feate of your Natiuitie. Nor thall wee neede his helpe thefe foureteene dayes:
Difeafed Nature oftentimes breakes forth : { Within that {pace,you may haue drawne together
In ftrange eruptions ; and che teeming Earth Your Tenants.Friends and neighbouring Gentlemen,
T's with a kinde of Collick pinche and vext, Glend. A {horter time fhall fend me to you,Lords:
By theimprifoning of vnruly Winde And in my Conduét thall vour Ladies come,
Within her Wowmbe: which for enlargement Griuing, From whom you now muft fleale,and take no leaue,

4 Shakes the old Beldame Earth,and tombles downe For there will be a World of Water fhed,
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| Vpon the paiting of your Wiues and you,
Hotfp. Mechinks my Moity,North from Burton here,
| In quantitie equals not on¢ of yours:

| See,how chis Riaer comes me cranking in

And cuts me fromethe beft of all my Land,

A huge halte Moone,a monfirous Cantle out,

| Ile haue the Currant in this place damn’d ¥p,
And here the fmug and Siluer Trent thall ruane,
Inanew Chanaell, faire and euenly :

It{hall not winde with fuch a deepe indent,
Torob me of {o rich a Boctome here,

Glend. Notwinde? it fhall,it muft,you fecit doth.

Mort, Yea,bur marke how he beares his courfe,
And runnes me vp,with like aduantageonthe other fide,
Gelding the oppofed Continent as much,

As on the other fide it takes from you.

Worc. Yea,butalittle Charge will trench him here,
And on this Nozth fide winne this Cape of Land
And then he runnes traight and euen,

Hotfp. Ilehaueit {o,a little Charge will doe i,

Glend, 1lenothaueitalter'd,

Hotft. Willnoryou?

Glend. No,noryouf(hallnor,

Hotfp. Whao (hall fay me nay 2

Glend. Why,that will I,

Hotfp. Let menotvnderfand you then, fpeake it in
Welih. '

Glend. 1can{peake Englifh,Lord,as well as you:
For I was trayn’d vpinthe Englifh Court ;
Where,being but young, 1 framed to the Harpe
Many an Englifh Dittie,louely well,

And gavethe Tongue a helpefull Ornament ;
A Vertuethat was neuer feene in yon,

Horfp. Marry,and Iam glad of it with all my heart,
I had rather be a Kitten,and cry mew,

Then one of thefe fame Meeter Ballad=mongers :
I had rather heare a Brazen Candleftick turn'd,
Oradry Wheele grate onthe Axle-tree,

And that would fet my teeth nothing an edge,
Notbing fo much,as mincing Poetrie;

"T1s Like the forc’t gate of a fhuffling Nagge,

Glend.. Come,you {hall haue Trent torn’d,

Horfp. Idoenot care: 1le gine thrice fo much Land
Toany well-deferuing friend ;

But in the way of Bargaine,marke ye me,
ile cauill on the ninth part of a hayre,
Azethe Indentures drawne? fhall we be gone ?
Glend. TheMoone thines faire,
You may away by Night :
Ile hafte the Writer; and wichall,
Breake with your Wiues,of your departure hence;
I am afraid my Daughter will runne madde,
Somuch fhe doteth on her A4ortimer, Exit,
- Mors. Fie, Coufin Perey, how you croffe my Fa-
ther.

Hotfp. Icannotchufc: fometime he angers me,
With telling me of the Moldwarpe and the Ant,

Of the Dreamer CMerfin, and his Prophecies;
And of a Dragon, and a finne-lefle Fith,

A clip-wing’d Griffin,and 2 moulten Rauen,
A couching Lyon,and a ramping Cat, _
And fuch a deale of skimble.skamble Stuff-,
As puts me from my Faith. I tell you what,
He held me laft Night,at leaft,nine howres,
Inreckning vp che feuerall Deuils Names,
That were his Lacqueyes ;

2
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Icty'd hum, and wetl, goe too,

Bot mark’d him nota word. O,he isas eedious
Asatyred Horfe, a rayling Wife,

Worlethen a {moakie Houfe, Ihad rather live
With Cheefe and Garlick ina Windmill farre,
Then feede on Cates,and hauehim talke to me,
In any Summer-Houfe in Chriftendome,

Mort. Infaith he was a worthy Gentleman,

Exceeding well read,and profited,

In firange Concealements :

Valiant as a Lyon,and wondrous affable,

And as bountifull, as Mynes of India.

Shall I tell you,Coufin,

He holds yourtemper ina high refpe&,

And curbes himfelfe, euen of his naturall fcope, ’
When you doe croffe his humor:’faich he does.
I warrane you,thac man is not aliae,

Might {o have tempted him,as you haue done,
Without the tafte of danger,and reproofe:
Buz doe not v it oft,ler me entreat you.

#wore. Infaith,my Lord,you are too wilfull blame,
And fince your comming hither, haue done enough,
To put him quite befides his patience.

Youmuft needes learne, Lord,to amend chis fanl:
Though fometimes it fhew Greatneffe,Courage,Bloed,
And that’s the deareft grace it renders youn;,

Yet oftentimes it doth prefent har(h Rage,

Defeét of Manners, want of Gouernment,
Pride,Havghtineffe,Opinton,and Difdaine :

The leaft of which,hauntinga Nobleman,

Lofeth mens hearts,and leaves behinde 2 ftayne
Vponthe beautie of all parts befides,

Beguiling them of commendation,

Hotfp. Well,Iam fchool’d
Good-manners be your fpeede;

Heere come your Wines,and let vs take our leaue,

Enter Glenidower,with the Ladses.

Mort. Thisis the deadly fpight,that angersme,
My Wife canfpeake no Englith,I no Welfh.
Glend.My Daughter weepes, (hee’le not part with you,
Shee'le be a Souldiertoo, thee’le to the Warres,
Mort. Good Father tell her,that the and my Aunt Percy
Shall follow 11 your Conduét {peedily,

..
Glendower [beakes to ber in wellb, and fbe an-
[weres bim in the fame.

Glend. Shee is defperate heere :
A peeuith felfe-will’d Hatlotry,
One that no perfwafion can doe good vpon,

The Lady fpeakes in wvellb.

More. 1vnderftand thy Lookes: that pretty Welfh
Which thou powr’ft down from chefe {welling Heauens,
Iamtooperfectin: and but for fhame,

In fuch a parley (hould I anfwere thee,

The Lady againe in welfp,

Mort. 1vnderftand thy Kiffes,and thoumine,
And that’s a feeling difputation:
Buc I will nenerbea Truane, Loue,
Till 1 bave learn'd thy Language: for thy tongue

Maf{c:ﬁ@
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Makes Wellh as fweer as Bitties highly penivd,
Sung by a faire Queene in a Summers Bowre,”
Wich rauifhing Diuifion to her Lute.

Glend. Nay if thou meleythen will the runse madde.

The Lady [peakes againe in wellb.

< Mert. O,1am Ignoranceie felfe inthis,
Glend. She bids you,

| On the wanton Ruthes lay you downe,

And reft your gentle Head vpon her Lappe;

And {he will fing the Song that pleai-ct'n you,

And on your Eye-lids Crowne the God of Sleepe,
Charming your blood with pleafing heauinefle ;
Making fuch difference betwixt Wakeand Sleepe,
Asisthe difference betwixt Day and Night,

The houre before the Heauenly Harneis’d Teeme

| Begins his Golden Progreffe in the Eaft.

e More. With all my heart Ile fir,and heare her fing:
By that time will our Booke,1 thinke,be drawne,

Glewd,- Doe'fo:

And thofe Mufitians that {hall play to you,
Hang in the Ayre a thoufand Leagues fromthence;
And fhraight'they (hall be here: fit,and attend.

Hotfp. Come Kare,thou art perfect inlying downe:
Come, quicke, quicke, that I may lay my Head in thy
Lappe.

Lady, Goe,ye giddy-Goofe.

The CMuficke playes.

Hotfp. Now I perceiue the Denill vaderftands Wellh,
And’tis no maruell he is fo bumorous :
Byrlady hee'sagood Mufirian.
Lady. Then would you benothing but Muficall,
For you are altogether gouerned by humors :
Lye fill ye Theefe,and heare the Lady fing in Wellh,
Hotfp. 1had rather heare (Lady) my Brach howle in
Irifh.
Lady. "Would t haue thy Head broken?
Hotfp. No.
Lady. Then be fhill.
Harfj: Neyther,tis a Womans faule,
Lwrdy. Now God helpe thee,
Hotfp. Tothe Wellh LadiesBed.
Lady. What's that ?
Hotfp. Peace,thee fings.

Heere the Lady fings a wsifb Song.

Hotfp. Come,lle haue your Song too,
Lady. Not mine,in good foath,
Horfp. Not yours,in good footh?
You fweare like 2 Comfic-makers Wife:
Not you,in good footh ; and,as true as1 live ;
And ,as God fhall mend me ; and,as furcasday
And gineft {uch Sarcenet furerie for thy Oathes,
As if thou neuer walk’ft further then Finsbury.
Sweare me,Kate hke a Lady,as thou are,
A good mouth-filling Qath: and leaue in footh,
And fuch proteft of Pepper Ginger-bread,
To Veluet-Guaids;and Sunday-Citizens,
{ Come, fing.
|  Lady. Twillnotfing. :
! Hofp. "Tis the nexr way to turne Taylor, orbe Red-
| breft reacher: and the Indentures be drawne, Ile away

L ezt
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within thefe two howress and” fo come in, when yee
will, Exit,

Glend. Come,come,Lord Adortimer.you are as flow,
As hot Lord Percyis on fire to goe.
By this our Booke is drawne : ‘wee’lebut feale,
And then to Horfe immediately,

Mors. Withall my hearr, Exeunt.

———

Sceena Secunda,

N

Enter the King, Prince of Wales,and others.

King. Lotds, give vs leaue:
The Prince of Wales,and I,
Muft haue fome private conference:
But be neere at hand,
For wee fhall prefertly have neede of you,

Exeunt Lords.

I know not whether Heauen will haue it {o,
For fome difpleafing feruice Ihave done;
That in his fecret Doome,out of my Blood,
Hee'le breede Reuengement,and a Scourge for me:
But thou do’ft inthy paffages of Life,
Makemebeleeue,that thou art onely mark'd
For the hot vengeance, and the Rod of heauen

| Topunith my Miftreadings. Tell me elle,

Could fuch inordinate and low defires,

| Suchpoore,fuch bare fuch lewd,fuch meane attempts,

Such barren pleafures, rude {ocietie,

Asthou art matche withall,and grafted too,

Accompanie the greatnefle of thy blood,

And hold their leuell with thy Princely hearr ?
Prince. Sopleale your Malelly, I would I could

Quit all offences with as cleate excufe,

Aswellas] am doubtlefle [ can purge

My felfe of many I am charg’d wichall ;

Yet fuch extenuarion let mebegge,

As in reproofe of many Tales deuis’d,

Which oft the Eare of Greatnefle necdes muft heare,

By {miling Pick-thankes, and bafe Newes-mongers ;

I may for fome things true,whercin my youth

{ Hath faultie wandred,and irregular,

Finde pardon onmy true fubmiffion,

King. Heauen pardon thee ;
Yet let me wonder, Harry,
At thy 2ffections,which doe hold a Wing
Quite fromthe flight of all thy anceftors.
Thy place in Councell thou haft rudely loft,
Which by thy younger Brother is fupply’de ;
And art almoft an alien to the hearts
Of all the Court and Princes of my blood.
The bope and expetation of thy time
Is ruin’d,and the Soule of every man
Prophetically doe fore-thinke thy fall.
Had I {o lauifh of my prefence beene,
So common hackney’d in the eyes of men,
So ftale and cheape to yulgar Company ;
Opinion,that did helpe me to the Crowne,
Had ftill kepe loyall to pofieffion,
And left me in reputeleffe banithment,
A fellow of no marke,nor likelyhood.
By being feldome feene,I could not Rire,
But likea Comet,I was wondred at,

' That




That mén would tell-thieir Children, This is hee :
Others would (ay;Where, Which is Ballingbraoke.
Andthen I ftole all Courtefic from Heauen,
And dreft my felfe in fuch Humilitie,
That I did plucke Allegeance from mens hearts,
Lowd Showts and Salucations from their mouthes,
Euen in the prefen¢e of the Crowned King.
Thus I did keepe my Perfon frefband new,
| My Prefencelikea Robe Pontificall,
Ne're feene,but wondred at : and fo my State,
Seldome but {umptuans, (hewed Iike a Feaft,
And wonne by rarenefle fuch Solemnitie.
| The skipping King hee ambled vpand downe,
With fhallow Iefters,and rafh Bauin Wits,
Soone kindled,and foone burnt,carded his State,
Mingled his Royaltie with Carping Foolcs,
Had hisigreat Name prephaned with their Scornes,
And gaue his Countenance,againft his Name,
"Tolaughat gybing Boyes,and ftand the puth
{ Of euery Beardlefle vaine Compararive;
Grew a Companicn to the common Streetes,
| Enfeoff'd himfelfe ro Popularitie:
| That being dayly fwallowed by mensEyes,
They furfered with Honey,and began to loathe
The tafte of Sweetnefle, whereof a little
More thena little,is by much too much.
So when he had occafion to be {eene,
He was but as the Cuckow is in lune,
Heardynot regarded: feene bur with fuch Eyes,
As ficke and blunted with Communitie,
Affoordno extraordinazie Gazey
Such as 18 bent on Sunne-like Maicftie,
When it thines {eldome in admiring Eyes :
But rather drowz’d,and bung their eye-lids downe,
Slept in bis Face, andrendred fuch afpeét
As Clondie'men vfe to doe to their adus: faries,
Being with his prefence glutted, gorg'd,and full.
And inthat very Line, Harry,(tandeft thou :
For thou haft loft thy Princely Priviledge,
Withvile participation. Not an Eye
But is awearie of thy commen fight, -
Saue mine,which hath defir’d to fee thee more :
Which now doth that I would not haueit doe,
Make blinde it felfe with foolifh tendernefle,
Prince. 1{hall hereafter,my thrice gracious Lord,
Be more my felfe.. .
King. Forall the World,
As thou art to this houre,was Richard then,
When I from France fet foot at Rauenfpurgh ;
Andeuen as I was then,is Percy now:
Now by my Scepter,and my Souleto boot,
He hath more worthy intereft to the State
Then thou,the fhadow of Succeffion ;
For of no Right,nor colour like to Right.
He doth fill fields;with Harneis in the Realme,
Turnes head againftithe Lyons armed Jawes 3
And being nomore in debi to yeeres,then chow,
Leadesancient Lords,and reuerent Bithops on
To bloody Bartailes,and to brufing Armes.
What neuer=dying Honor hath he got,
Againft renowned Dowglas 2 whofe high Deedes,
Whofe hot Incurfions,and great Name in Armes,
Holds from all Souldiers chiefe Maioritie,
And Milicarie Yidle Capirall.
Through all the Kingdomes that acknowledge Chrift,
Thrice hath the Hotfpsr CMars, in fwathing Clothes,
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This Infact Warrior, in his Enterprifes,
Difcomfited great Dowglas,ta'ne him once,

Enlarged him, and made a friend of him,

To fill the mouth of deepeDefiance vp,

And fhake the peace and {afetic of our Throne.

And what {ay you tothis ? Perey,Northumberlaxd,
The Arch-bithops Grace of Yorke, Dewglas, Mortimser,
Capitulace againft vs,and are vp. :

But wherefore doe I'tell thefe Newes to thee?

Why, Harry,doe I tell chee of tny Foes,
‘Whichart my neer’ft and deareft Enemie ?
Thou,thatart like enough,through vaffall Feare,

Bafe Inclinacion,and the ftart of Spleene,

To fight againft me voder Percies pay,

To dogge his heeles,and curclie ac his frownes,

To (hew how much thou art degenerare,

Prince. Doenotthinke fo, yoit {hall not finde it fos
And Heauen forgiue them, that fo much have fway’d
Your Maiefties good thorghts away from me:

1 will redeeme all this on Percies head, ;
Andinthe clofing of fome glorious day,

Be bold to tell you,that I am your Sonne,

When 1 will weare a Garment all of Blood,

And Raine my fauours in a bloedy Maske:

Which watht away,fhall fcowre my fhame with it,
And that (hall be the day,when ereit lighes,

That this fame Child of Honor and Renowne,
This gallant Horfpur this all-prayfed Knight,

And your vethought-of Harry chance to meet:
For euery Honor fitting on his Helme,

Would they were multitudes,and on my head
My (hames redoubled. For the time will come,
That I thall make this Northerne Youth exchange
His glorious Deedes for my Indignities:

Percy is but my Faltor,good my Lord,

To engrofie vp glorious Decdes on my behalfe:
And [ will call him to fo ftri¢taccount,

That he thall render enery Glory vp,

Yea,euen the fleighte worthip of histime,

Or I will teare the Reckoning from his Heare.
This, inthe Name of Heauen, promife here::
The which,if I performe,and doe furuiue,

I doe befeech your Maieflie,may falue

The long-growne Wounds of my intemperature:
If not,the end of Life cancells all Rands,

And I will dyeahundred thoufand Deaths,

Ete breake the fmalleft parcell of this Vow.

King. A hundred thoufand Rebels dye in this
Thon fhalt haue Charge,and foucraigne truft herein.

Enter Blunt.

How now good Blunt? thy Lookes are full of fpeed.
Blwnt. So hath the Bufinefle that T come to fpeake of.
Lord CMortimer of Scotland hath fent word,
ThatDowglas snd the Englifh Rebels met
The eleventh of this moneth,at Shrewsbury :
A mightie and a fearefull Head they are,
(If Promifes be kepe on cuery hand)
Aseuer offered foule play.in a State.
King. The Earl= of Weftmerland fet forthto day s
With him my fonne,Lotd Johm of Lancafler,

For this aduertifement is fiue dayes old.

OnWednefday nexe, Harry thou (halc fet forward

On Thurfday,wee our felues will march.

Our meeting is Bridgenorth; and Harry,you fhall march
t Through{
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| Through Glocefterfhire : by which account,

| Our Bufinefle valued fome twelue dayes hence,

| Our generall Forces at Bridgenorth (hall meete,

| Our Hands are full of Bufirieffe : lec’s away,
Aduantagefeedes him fat,while men delay, Exesnt,

Iy

o ——

Scena L ertia.

— e e e Sres

Enter Fal§taffe and Bardalph.

. Falst. Bardolph,am I not falne away vilely, fince this
laft aétion? doe I netbate? doe I not dwindle? Why
my sKinnd hangs abont me like anolde Ladies loofe
Gowne ; T.am withered like an olde-Apple Zobn. Well,
ile repent;and that fuddenly, while Iam in fome liking «
I {hall be out of heare fhertly, and then I fhall haue no
ftrength to repents  And I have not forgotten what the
fin-fide of a Church is madcof, I am a Pepper-Corne, a
Brewers Horfe,the in-fide of aChurch, Company,villa-
k nous Company hath beene the {poyle of me.

B Bard.Sic Jebu, you are fo fretfull, you cannot liue
long. -

Falff. Whythereisit: Come,fing meabawdy Song,
make me merry :  I'was as vertuoufly giuen, as 2 Gentle-
man need to be 3 vertuous enough, fwore littie dic’'d not
:aboue feuen times a2 weeke, went to a Bawdy-houfe not
aboue oncein a quarter of anhoure, payd Money that |
borrowed, three ot foute times ; liued well, and in good
compafle:-and now I lie out of all order, out of com-

affe.

Bard. \Why, youare fo fat, Sir Joby, that yonmuft
needes becout of all .compafle ; out of 2ll reaforable
compaflle Sir lobn,

Falff. Doethou amend thy Face,and Ife amend thy
Life : Thouartour Admirall, thou bearefl the Lanterne
in the Poope, but tis inthe Nofe of thee ; thou are the
Knight of the burning Lampe,

Bard. Why,Sir lohu,my Face doss you no harme,

Falff, No,lle be{worne: I make as good vfe of it, as
many a man doth of a Deaths-Head,or a AMemento diori.
[ neuer fee thy Face,but I thinke vpon Hell fire,and Dies
| that liued in Purple; for there he is inhis Robes burning,
burning. If thou wert any way giuen to vertue,I would
{weare:by thy Face ; my Oath (hould bee, By this Fire :
But thouart altogether giuen cuer; and were indeede,
but for the Light in thy Face,the Sunne of vtter Darke-
nefle. When thou ran’ft vp Gads-Hill in the Night, to
carch my Horfe,if I did noc thinke that thou hadft beene
an Jgnis fatsns,or a Ball of Wild-fire, there’s no Purchafe
in Money. O, thou art a perpetuall Triumph, an euer-
lafting Bone-fire-Lighe : thou haft faved me a thoufand
Markes in Linkes and Torches, walking with thee in the
Night betwixt Tauerne and Tauerne: But the Sack that
thou tiaft drunke me, would Haue bought me Lights as
‘good cheape,as the deareft Chandlers i Europe. I haue
maintain’d that Salamander of yours with fire, any time
{ this two and chirtie yeeres,Heauen reward me for it,
Bard, 1 would my Face were in your Belly,

Talit. So thould I be{uretobeheart-burn’d,

: Enter Hofteffe,
How now,Dame Partlet the Hen, haue you en quir'd yet
who pick’d my Pocket?

{
i
|
|

Hoftefle. Why Sit.lobs,what doe yourtkhinle,Six Zokn?
doe youshinke I keepe Thecues in my Houfe? T heue |
fearch’d, 1 haue enquired, fo haz my Husband, Man by |
Man, Boy by Boy, Seruant by Seruant : the tight of.3
hayre was neuer loftin my houfe before.

Falff. Yelye Hoftefle: Bardolph was fhau’d, and lofi
many a hayre ; and ilebefworne my Pocket was pick’d:
goeto,you are a Woman, goe, -

.

§
|
'
i
1

Hosteffe. WhoI2 1 deftethee : I.was geuer calldfo}

in mine owne houfe before, ,

Falff, Goeto,l know youwell enough.

Hoitefle. No,Sir.Jobn,you doe not know me,Sir Zoby -
Iknow you,Sis Zebn :- you owe me Money, Sir Jobn,and
now you picke a quarrell, to beguile me of it : 1 bought
you a dozen of Shirts to your Backe.

Falff. Doulas, filthy Doulas : I haue giuen them
away to Bakers Wiues,and they haue made Boulters of
them,

Hostefle. Now as T am a true Woman,Holland of eight
fhillings an Ell : Youowe Money here befides, Sir Jobn,
for your Dyet, and by-Drinkings, and Money lent you,
foure and twentie pounds,

Falff. Heehad hie part of it.Jet himn pay. -

Hoffeffe. Hee ? alas hee is poore , hee hath no-
thing.

Falff. How? Poore? Looke vpon his Face : What call
yeuRich? Lerthem coyne his Nofe et them coyne his
Cheekes, Ile ot pay a Denier, What,will your make a
Younker of me ? Shall T not take mine eafe in mine Inne,
buc fhall haue my Pocket pick’d 2 I have loft 2 Seale-
Ring of my Grand-fathers,worthfortie Marke,

Hoflefle. 1haue heard the Prince tell him, I know nat
how oft,that that Ring was Copper.

Fajff; How ? the Prince is 2 Tacke.s Sneake-Cuppe:
and if hee were heere, I would cudgell him like a Dogge,
if hee w:mld u(J:J 1O,

Enterthe Prince marching and Falffaffe meets
bim 4 Pf{f;’if{g on bis Trunchion
like a Fife.

Ealff. How naw Lad ? is the Winde in that Doore #
Muft we all march?

Bard. Yea,iwo and two,Newgate fafhion,

Hosteffe. My Lord,] pray you hedre me, 1

Prince. What fay’ft thou, Miftrefle Oumickly? How
doesthy Husband ? [ loue himwell, hee is amhonef
man, i

Hofte[le. Good, my Lord, heare mee.

Falff. Pretheéle: heralone, and lift vo mee.

Prince. What {ay’t thoo,/acke ?

Falff. The other Night 1 fell afleepe heere behind the
Arsas, and had my Pocket picke : this Houfe is turn’d
Bawdy-houfe, they picke Pockets.

Prince, What didft thou lofe, Jacke?

Falft. Wilt thoubeleeue me, Ha/? Three or foure Bonds
of fortie pound apeece, and a Seale-Ring of my Grand-
fathers.

Prince. A Trifle,fome eight-penny matter. '

Hof!. So1 told himymy Lord; and1 {aid,] heard your
Grace fay o : and (my Lord) hee fpeakes mofl vilely of
you, like a foule-mouth’d man as hee is, and f{aid, hee
would cudgell you.

Prince, What hee did not ?

_ Hoft. There's neycher Faich, Truch,notr Woman-hood
inme elfe.

Falft There’s

F .o
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ﬂ There's no more faich in thee then 4 ftirde Prunic

[ nor no more truth in thee, thenina drawne Fox:andfor
Wooman-hood,Mai i-mm;m may be the Deputies wife
| of the Ward tothee. Go yeunothing: go.

Ho/f. Say,what thing? what thmr
v« Falff. Whatthing? why a thing to thanke heaven on.

Hoft. Tamno tmnu to thanke hcmcn on,I wold thou
(houldft know it : I aman honeft mans wife : and fetring
thy Koighthood afide, thon arta knaveto call me {o,

-~ ] 1y
Falj?. ?x:t:cmg thy woman-hood afide,thouart a bealt
miav ath 1ic:.
HGJ,. ay,what beaft,thou knaue thou?

Fal, W h’lt bealt? Why an Grrer.
vin. An Otter,lr Jobn? W hy an Otter?
Fal. Why? Qi s neither A¢h nor flefh;amankn
not where to haue her.
foff. Thouartvaiuftmanin 'ay'ng {0 thou, or anie

T es
OWCS
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man knowes where to haue :‘*ﬂ)'ho 1 knaue thou,

Prince. Thoufay "R true Hoftefle ;and he flanders thee
mc "f “YOL ‘i*"

Elo/f. Sohe doth you,my Lord,
da}r, boufand po yund.

Prisce. Sirrah,do ¥ owe you wmmnand poun

Falff. A thoufand pound Hal? A Million. Thy loueis
worth a Million : thonow’t me thy loue,

Hoff. Naymy Lord,he call'd you ]
would cudgell you.

I‘u! L) d I, b B« /.1‘.,.;0 ?

Bar. Indeed Sir fobu, you faid for

Fal, Yeadfhelaid my l\m( was Copper.

Prince. 1fay’tis Copper, Dar’(tthou bee as good as
thy word now ?

Fal. Why Hel?thou know’(t.as thouartbut a man,I
dare : bur,asthowart a Prince, I feare thee, as I feare the
roaring of the .,}oqs Whelpe,

Prince. Aod why notasthe Lyon?

TheKingh limfelfe is to bee feared as the Lyon:
Do’ thouthinke Ile feare thee,as [ fearethy Facher?nay
if1 do, let my Girdlebreake.

Prins O,ifit{hould,. how would thy guttes fall about
thy knees. Lut {irra : There’s no roome for Faich, Truch,
nor Honefty,inthisbofome of thine: itisall fil’d vppe
with Guttes and Midriffe. - Charge an heneft Woman
with picking thy pocket? Wh yrhou horfon impudent
imbof Rafcall, if there were any thing in thy Pocket but
Taucrne Recknings, Ademorandums of Bawdie-houfes,
and one poore pcny-l' orth of Sugar-c andie to make thcc
mnﬂamndcd !itu} pocLeL were enrich’d with anie o-
ther iniuries but thefe, Iama Villaine : And yet you will
fland toit, you will not Pocket vp wrong. Art thounor

afham’d ?

Fal. Do’ftthou heare Hal? Thou knowit in the {tate

Innohmcy Adam fell: and what thould poore Lacke

Falftaffe do,in the dayes of Villany ? Thou fecft t, 1 hauve
more flefh thcn anocher man,and tharefore more fra ailty.
You confcffc then you pirkt my Pocket ¢

Prin. 1t apowrcs {o by the Story.

Fal. Hoftefle, I forgiue thees
Gomake ready Break rz& loue thy Husband,

and {ayde this other

aCH’CH.b himat

acke,and aid hee

' Iook\. to thy Seruants, and cherifth thy Guefts':

Thou fhalc find me tractable to any honeft re
’lhou feeft, T an pauﬁcd till,
Nay, I pretheebe gone,

afoms

; Exit Hoffefle.
Now Huzl,to the newes at Court for the Robbery, Lad?
How isthat anfwered?

The Ptf]’f Part of K ing Henry the Fourth.
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Prin. Omy {weet Beefe : \
I muft {tillbe good Angell to thee,
The Monieis p:xd barkccgainc‘ .
Fal. O,1do notlike that paying backe, ’tis a double |
Labour, ‘.

Prin, Iam good Frien ds with my Father,and may do

any thing,.

Fal. Rob me the Exchequer thefirft thing thou do’ft,
and do it with vowafh'd hands too.

!3 Rard. Do my Lord.

Prine 1haue procured thee Jacke,a Cha rge of Foot.

Fal. 1 wnnlc! ithad beene of Hoﬂc VVl*r’rc {hal Ifinde
onethat can fleale well 2 O, for a fine theefes of two and
twentie,ot thereabout : T am heynoufly vnprouvided. Wel
God be thanked for thefe Rebels, they offend none bue
the Vertueus. Ilaudth .Jz,[_,:jmlct.mm.

Bar: In/pf}
"ﬂy Lord.

} rin. Gobeartethis Letter to Lord Jobz of Lanicafter
To my Brother Jobn. Thisto my Lord of Weftmerland,
Go Pets, to hotfe : forthouand I,

Haue thirtic miles toride yct crf’ dinnert
facke,meer mpe to morrow in the x\.mi‘i H
At twoa clocke in the afternoone,

There (halt t‘i::: s knowthy Cha and therer
hmm,v and Order for their Furniture.
The Land is 'L tning, Percie ftands onhye,
Aund either :;:cy, or wemiftlower lye,

Fal. Rare words! brave world,
Hoftefle,my breakfalt, come :
Oh, I could with this Tauerne w

T”fi*i.,

|8
th
Lid

me.,

b

;

eceiue

remy dramme.
Exenunt ommes,

Jf"um

Quartus Scoena Prima.

Enter Harrie Hot[purre, WWorcefler,
and D L’W(g.‘ﬂf.

Het. Well faid, my Noble Scot, if fpeaking tructh

In this fine Age, were not thought flattetie,
Such atwribution fhould the Dowglas haue,
As not a Souldiour of this feafons ffampe,
Should go {o generall currant throughthe world,
By heauen I cannot flatter : Edefie <
The Tongues of Soothers, But a Brauer place
Inny hearts loue,hath no man then your Selfe.
Nay,taske me to my word: approueime Lord.

Dow, Thouartthe King of Honer :
No man {o porent breathes vpon the ground,
Buc I will Beard him,

Enter a Meffenger.

Hout. Do fo,and’tis well,
Ican but th:mkc you,
AMeff. Thefe Letters come from your Father.
Hoet, Lettersfrom bim?
Why comes he nethimfelfe [
Mef. He cannot come, my Lord,
Heis greeuousifickes :
Hot. How? baz hethe leyfure to be ficke now;
In fuch aiuftling time? Wholeades his power?
Vnder whofe Gonerament come they along?
fa

What Lettershaft there ?

.5 fc’_l” ]
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’!ff His Lettersb

_‘*”"_—\
cares his m mc.-,‘,cu I his mi "GL.

War. 1 ptmhcr tell. me,doth he keepe ‘;? Bed?
AMeff. He did, Jmy Lwd ,foure dag es ere | fet forth s
And at the nme of my mpa:'uxc thence, |
i-%f. was much fear’d by his Phy ylician,
Wer. 1wonld the ftate of time had firft beene whole,
Ere he by icknefle had beene vifited :
His health w Jas nenet
I)’ﬂ!‘[f" ‘i xr,'P
The
Ti Jc”rr.‘..nwlnr‘*f' cten to our ¢
Hewrites me here, that iny
And that his {uwm.wby deputation
Could not fo foone be ds: awne: nos did

better worth then now.
. |
ficknes doth infe&@ |

Now? drot -5?-: oW ?Il“ 1s
i
L}

ery Life-blead of our

’

1

hethinke it meet,

7o lay fo dangerous and deare a truft
On any Soule remou’d,but on his owne.
Yet doth he giue vs bold : {ement, ,
That with our fmall coninn&ion we fhould on,*
To feehow Fortune is iipos’d tovs s
For,as he writes;there is no quailin
Becaufe the King is certainely g vofle
Of all our *‘urnoﬁ‘s What fay youto it?

wor. Y our Fathers fick m“ SSTH mayme to ¥s.

E}r.iff}”« A 'JCK'ITL"HIE \.J’ﬁf" a Limme .\[()‘.;T, -\,‘hi 5

\nd yet,infa nimt 1s not his pr 17

I ng
1€5 MOorIc tﬂ-,s! wWe

want

e {hallfinde it.
Were it good,ro fetthe exaét wealth of all our Rates
All aconeCaft? To i'.: {orichamayne
On the nice hazard of one doubefull he oure,
Tt were not good : fortherein (hould we reade
The very Bottome,and the Soule of ‘Hope,
The very Lift,the very vemoft Bound
Of ail our fortunes, .

Dowg. Faith,and fo wee fhould,
Where now remaines a fweet reverfio n,
We may boldly i}'Cn\i vpon the hope
Of whatis to camc in:
A comfort of retyrement lines in this,

axw,/p A Randeuous,a Home to flye vnto,
If that che Deuill and Mifchance looke bi gge
Vpon the Maydenhead of our Affaires,

wor. Buty et I would your Father had beene here:’
The Qualicic and Heire of our-Attempe
Brookes no divifion : It will bethought
By fome,that kaow not why he is away,
That wifedome lovan'e,an% meere diflike
Oof ourprocecdlr< s,keptthe Earle from hence.
And thinke;how fuch an spprehenfion
May turne the tyde of fearefull Fa&tion,

For well you know,wee of the O’hmg fide
Muft keepe aloofe from {riét arbicrement,

And ftop all fight-| euery loope, from ‘whenice
The eye of rea uv may prie in vponvs
This abfence of yout F ‘ather drawes a C
'} hat (hewes the ignoranta kinde of
Be fo'cm*' dreatiit of,

Y ou ftrayne too fa

I rather of .1is abfence make this vie:
It lends a Luftre,and more ;*rr:at Opm:on,
A larger Dare to your great }:.ntc"puze,
Then if the Eatle were here : for men muﬂtmnl\e
| If we without his helpe,canmakea Head
| To pulh'agamf¥ che Kmndomc with his helpe,
F We 77 Jl'otéttutne it mnhe—mm} downe :
Yet all coesimsll ver all nuriavnts are whole,

a Curtaine,
fe

care,

e
e
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Dawq As heart can ;cmnlm :
Thete is not fucha word fpoke of ia Scotland
At this Dreameof Feare,

Euter Sir Richard Vernen.

Hotfp. My Coufi
Fern. Trav 30¢

The Earle of Wef

Vernon,welcome by my Soule,
my newes be worth ‘;’v\i:'i'"ﬂme Loxd, |
merland,{even thoufand ftrong
I's marching hither-wards, mth Prince Jobn.
Hotfp, No 1mme w}mt morep?
Vern. And further, Iﬂﬂ’!C]CdFﬂ d,
The K ing him{elfe in perfon hath (et fort! 1,
Or ﬂltllCl’— wards mm*dvu ip*‘emly
With ftrong and mightic p preparation.
Hotfp. He fhall be \’;cu ome too.
Whete is his Sonne,
The nimble-footed Mad-Cap,Prince
And his Comrades,

And bid it } vafle ?

1
N
1

of Wales,
that dafc the World afide,

Vernz. All furcith ty lin Armes,
All plum’d like Eftridges, that with the Winde

Bayted like Eagles,hauing lately bach’d
{7'*(.(13[\(' inGolden C OJC-.."JH\\ Imag
s full of fpirit as the Moneth of mdy
A:‘.J TOrge the Sunne at Mid-{; {ummer,
ton thifull Goates,wilde as young
[ faw young Harry with his Beuer on,
His Cufl "‘I‘.!Uf’""« s‘j"lﬂﬂ' VJ}'[Y‘WL‘
Rife fre ot the ground Tike hJFhLILd oM erchry,
And vat i with fuch eafe into nis Seat,
Asif ngell 4‘1 opt (}n-'.'me from the Clouds,
To turne and winde a fierie P ’J"j,za’
he World with L‘“}LJ.. le Hor
'Lirﬁf[f’ P‘Yﬂ g4 re, no 5‘\'?"(‘
W orie then the Sunnein M'\ ch:
This prayfe doch nourifh AE’Ur:'s' letthem come, \
They come like Sacrifices i their trimme
And to the fire-ey’d Maid of finoakie \'Q.’:irc,
All hot,and bleedin g will wee ofter them :
d CHars (hall on his Alcar fic
Vp to the eares in blood,
To bearethis rich rep rizall is fo nigh,
And yet not ours, Come,ler metake e my Hotfe,
Wheoistobeare me like a Ihundcr-i‘-oft,
Againft the bofome of the Prince of Wales.
Harry to Harvy,fhall not Horfe to Horfe
Mc’cze,and ne'repart,till one drop downea Coarfe 2
Oh,that Glendower were come,
V er. There 1smore newes
I learned in Worcefter,as I rode along,
He cannot draw his Po wer this fourelcenc daym,
Dowg. That’s the worlt Tidings ‘thac 1 heare of
yet.
Wor. 1by my faith,thar beares a frofty found.
Hotfp. What may thC Kings whole Battaile reach
vito ?
Ver. To thirty thoufand,
Hot. Fortylet it be,
My Father and Glendower being both away,
The powres C»er, ymay ferue (o great a day.
Come,letvstake 2 mufter {peedily : l
Doon ome(day :s neere; dye all *ye merrily.’
Dow. Talkenot of dying,]l am out of feare
Of death,or deaths hand, for this one halfe yeare.
Exennt Ompes,
'_S‘C!'ﬂﬂ

3
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Scena Secunda.

Enter Ealftaffe and Bardolph,

Falft, Bardolph,getthee before to Couentry, fill me 1
Bottle of Sack,out Souldicrs fhall march through:wee'le
to Sutton-cop-hill to Nighe, -

Bard. Will you giue me Money,Captaine?

Falft. Lay out,lay out.

‘Bard. This Bottle makesan Angell,

Falf. Andif it doc, take it for thy labour : and if it
make twentic, take themall, Ile anfwere the Coynage,
Bid my Licutenant Peto mecte me at the Townes end.

Bard, 1 will Capraine: farewell, Exit.

Falff. 1f I be not atham’d of my Souldiers, I ama

D

nably. Ihaue got, in exchange of a hundred and fiftie
Souldiers, three hundred and odde Pounds, Iprefleme
none but good Houfe-holders, Yeomens Sonnes:enquire
me out contradted Batchelers, {uch as had beene ask’d
twice on the Banes: fuch a Commoditie of warme flaues,
as had as lieue heare the Deuill, as 3 Drumme 5 fuch as
feare the report of a Caliuer,worfe thena firuck-Foole,
orahurt wilde-Ducke. I preft menone but fuch Toftes
and Bucter,with Hearts in their Bellyes no biggerthen
Pinnes heads, and they haue bought out their feruices :
And now, my whole Charge confifts of Ancients, Cor-
porals,Licutenants,Gentlemen of Companies, Slaues as
ragged as Lazars in the painted Cloth,where the Glue-
tons Dogges licked his Sores; and {uch, asindeed were
neuer Souldicrs, but dif-carded vniuft Seruingmen,youn-
ger Sonnes to younger Srothers, reuolted Tapfters and
Oftlers, Trade-falne, the Cankers of a calme World,and
long Peace, tenne times more dis-honorable ragged,
thenan old-fac’d Ancient ; and fuch haue I to fill vp the
roomes of them that haue boughz out their {eruices: that
youwould thinke, that I had 2 hundred and fiftie totter’d
Prodigalls,lately come from Swine-keeping,from eating
Draffe and Huskes, A mad fellow met me on the way,
and told me,I had vnloaded all the Gibbets,and preftthe
dead bodyes. No eye hath feene fuch skar-Crowes: lle
not march through Couentry with them,that’s flac. Nay,
and the Villaines march wide betwixt the Legges, as if
they had Gyues on ; forindeede, I had the moit of them
out of Prifon, There’s notaShirt and a halfe in all my
Company : and the halfe Shirt is two Napkins tacke to-
gether, and throwne ouer the (houlders like a Heralds
Coat,without {leeues ; and the Shirr, to {ay the truth,
folne frommy Hof of S. Albones, or the Red-Nofe
Inne-keeper of Dauintry. But that’s all one,they’ls finde
Linnen enough on cuery Hedge.

Enter the Prince and the Lord of Weftmerland.

Prince. How now blowne Jack ? how now Quilc ?

Falff. What Hal? How now mad Wag,what a Deuill
do'ft thou in Warwick(hire? My good Lord of Weft-
merland, I evy youmercy, I thought your Honour had al-
ready beene at Shrewsbury. :

Weft. ’Faith,Sir Jobn,'tis more then time thar 1 were
there, and you too :. but my Powers are there alreadie.
The King,I cantell you, lookes for vsall: wemuftaway
all to Night.

y i

(owc't-Gurnet : I haue mif-vs’d the Kings Prefle dam- -

Fa/f. Tut,neuer feare me,Lam as vigilantas Cat,to
ftesle Creame. aEH, : |

Prince. 1 thinke to fteale Creameindeed,for thy theft
hath alreadie made thee Butter : but tell me;Zack, whole |
fellowes are thefe that come after ?

Falf?. Mine, Hal,mine.

Prince. 1did neuer fee fuch pittifull Rafcals.

Falft. Tut,tut,good enough to tofle: foode for Pow-
der, foode for Powder: they’le fill a Pit,as well as better:
tufh man,mortall men,morcall men,

weftm, 1,butSir fohs, me thinkes they are exceeding
poore and bare,too beggarly.

Falff. Faith,for their pouertie,] know not where they
had that 3 and for their barenefle, Tam fure they neuer
learn’d that of me.

Prince.No,Ile be fiworne,vnleffe you call three fingers
on the Ribbes bare, Buc ficra,make hafte,Percy is already
inthe field.

Falf. What,is the King encamp’d ?

weflm, Hee is, Sit Jobn, I feare wee fhall ftay too
long.

Fga!/?. Well,to the latter end of a Fray, and the begin-
ning of » Feaft, fics a dullfighter, and a keene Gueft,

Exeunnt, &

Scena Tertia.

Enter Hotfpur worcefter, Dowglas,and
Vernon,

Hetfp. Wee'le fight with him to Night,
wore. Tt may not be.
Dowg. Yougiue himthegaduantage.
Uern. Notawhit,
Fotfp. Why fay youfo? lookes he not for {upply?
Verns So doewee.
Hotfp. Hisis certaine,ours is doubtfull,
#Wore, Good Coufin be aduis’d,firre not tonighe.
Vern. Doenot,my Lord,
Dowg. Youdoe not counfaile well :
Youfpeake it out of feare,and cold heart.
Uers. Doeme no {lander, Dowglas: by my Life,
And I dare well maintaine it with my Life,
If well-refpeéted Honor bid mz on,
I hold as little counfaile with weake feare,
As you,my Lord,orany Scot that this day liues,
Let it be feene to morrow inthe Bateell,
Which of vs feares.
Dewg. Yea,or tonight,
Uern, Content.
Hotfp. To night,fay L.
Uern. Come,come,it may not be.,
I wonder much,being mé of fuch great leading as you are
That you fore-{ee not what impediments
Drag backe our expedition : certaine Horfe
Gf my Coufin Fernons are not yet come vp,
Your Vinckle #arceffers Hotfe came but to day,
And now their pride and metrall is afleepe,
Their courage with hard labour tame and dull;
That not a Horfe is halfe the halfe of himfelfe.
Hotfp. So arethe Horfes of the Enemie
In generall iourney bated,and brought low = |
The better partof ours are full of reft. pl
f3 wor. The
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wore. Thenumber of the King exceedethiours
| For Gods fake,Coufin,Rtay till all come in, 2w

The Trampet [onnds a Pariey, Enter Sir
Walver Bluut,

Blune. 1 come with gracious offers fiomthe King,
If you vouchfafe me hearingand refpe&.

Hotfp. Welcome,Sir Walter Blunt -
‘And would to God you were of our determination.
Some of vs loug-you well : and euen thofe fome
Enuie your great deferuings,and good name,
Becaufe you are not of cur qualitie,
But ftand againft vs like an Enemie.

Blant.And Hesuen defend,bue #ill I'fhould fand fo,
Solong aseut of Limit, and true Rule,
You {tand againft anoynted Maicttie,
But to my Charge,
The King hath fent to know
The nature of your Griefes,and whereupon
You coniure from the Breft of Ciuill Peace,
Such bold Hoftilitie, teaching his dutious Land
: AudaciousCrueltie. If that the King
Haueany way your good Deferts forgot,
t Which he confefieth to be manifold,
He bids youname your Griefes,and with a]l {peed
You thall haue your defires,with interef3 ;
And Pardon abf{olute for your felfe, and thefe,
Hereinmis-led,by your fuggettion.
Hotfp. TheKing iskinde :
'And well wee kaow, the King
Knowes at what time to promife,when to pay.
My Father,my Vackle,and my felfe, _
' Did giue him that fame Royaitie be wearess
And when he was not fixe and twentie firong,
Sicke in the Worlds regard, wretched and low,
A poore ynminded Out-law, fneaking home,
My Father gaue him welcome to the (hore:
And when he heard him {weare,and vow to God,
He came but to be Duke of Lancafler,
To fue his Liveric,and begge his Peace,
With teares of Innocencie,and tearmes of Zeale;
My Father,in kinde heart and pitty mon’d,
Swore himaffiftance,and perform’d it too,
Now,when the Lords and Barons of the Realme
Perceiu’d Northamberland did leane to him,
The more and leflc came irf with Cap and Knee,
Met him in Boroughs,Cities, Villages,
Attended him on Bridges,ftood in Lanes,
Layd Gifts before him,proffer'd him their Oathes,
Gaue him their Heires,as Pages followed'him,
Euen at the heeles,in golden multitudes,
He prefently,as Greatnzffz knowes it felfe,
Steps mealictle higher then his Vow -
Madeto my Father,while his blood was poore,
Vponthenaked (hore at Ratenfpurgh: -
And now (forfooth) takes'on hin to reforme
Some certaine Edicts,and fome firait Decrees,
That lay too heauie on the Common-wealth;
} Cryes out vpon abofes,feemes to weepe
Ouer his Countrics Wrongs: and by this Face,
This feemitig Brow of Iuftice,did he wigne
TI'he hearts of all thathee did angle for,
Proceeded further, cut me off the Heads
Of all the Fauorites,that tlie abfent King
In depucation lefi behinde him heere,

: When hee was perfonall in che Iri'ﬂi Warre,
! p

Blunt. Tut,l came notto heare this.
Hotfp. Then to the point,
Infhort time after, hee depos’d theKing.
Soone after that,depriu’d him of his Life »
And in the neck of that,rask’t the whole State,
To make that worfe, fuffer'd his Kinfman CHarch,

. Who is,if enery Owner were plac'd,

Indeede his King,to be engag'd in Walés,

There,withont Ranfome,tolye forfeired s

Difgrac’d me in my happie Victories,

Sought to intrap me by intelligence,

Rated my Vnckle from the Councell-Boord,

In rage difmifs'd my Father from the Courr,

Broke Oath on Oath,committed Wrong on Wrong,

And in conclufion,droue vs to feeke our

This Head of fafetie; and wichall,to prie

Into his Title : the which wee finde

Too indiredt, for long continuance,
Blune, Shall Ireturne this anfwer to the King ?
Hot/p. Not {o, Sir wwalter,

Wee'le with-draw a while ¢

Goe to the King,and let there be impawn’d

Some {uretie for a fafe returne againe,

And in the Morning early (hall my Vinckle

Bring himour purpofe : and fo farewell,
Blune. 1would youwouldaccept of Grace and Loue,
Hot[p. And’tmay be,fo wee thall,

Blunt, Pray Heauen youdoe, Exeunt.

[ - L

Scena Quarta.

Enter the Arch-Bilbop of Yorke,and Siv Michell,

Arch.Hie,good Sir Miche!l beare this fealed Bricfe
With winged hafteto the Lord Marfhall,
T ois to my Coufin Scracpe, and all che reft
To whom they are direé&ted,
If you knew how much they doe import,
Youwould make hafte;
Sir Mick. My good Lotd, T gueffe their tenor,
<Arch. Like encugh youdoe,
To morrow,good Sir Mickell is day,
Wherein the fortune of ten thoufand men
Muft bide thetouch, For Sir,at Shrewsbury,
AsIam truly giuen to vnderfand,
TheXing,with mightie and quick-rayfed Power,
Meceres witli Lord Harry : ‘and | feare Siy Michell,
What with the ficknefle of Northumberland,
Whofe Power was in the firft proportion ;
And what with Owen Glesdowers abfence thence,
Who with them was rated firmely too,
And comes not in,ouer-rul’d by Prophecies,
I feare the Power of Percy is too weake,
To wagean inftant teyall with the King.
Sir Mych.“Why,my good Lord,you need ot feare,
There is Dowglas,and Lord CMertimer.
Arch. No (Mertimerisnot there,

Sir Mic.But there is Mordake,Pernon,Lord Harry Percy,

And thereismy Lord of Worcefter,
And a Head of gallant Warriors,
Noble Gentlemen, ' .
_..«Areb, And

mom—m )
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| eArch. Andfothereis, butyet the King hath drawne
The fpeciall bead of all the Land together:
The Prince of Wales, Lord Jobn ofiancaﬁcr,
The Noble Weltmerland, and warlike Blunt ;
And many moe Corrivals,and deare men
Of eftimation, and command in Armes.
Sir M. Doubtnot my Lord, he (hall be well oppos’d
eArch. 1hopeno lefle? Yetneedfull 'tis to feare,
And ro prenent the worft, Sic Michell peed }
For if Lord Percy thrine not, erg the King
Difmiffe his power, he meanesto vifit vs
For he hath heard of our Confederacie,
And, ’tis but Wifedome to make ftrong againft him
Therefore make haft, I muft go write againe

To other Friends : and fo farewell,Sit Michel.  Exennt,

Aitus Ouintus. Secena Prima.

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord lohu of Lancafter,
Earls of wefrmerland, S walter Blunt,
and Falffaffe.

King. How bloedily the Sunne begins to peere
Aboue yon busky hill : the day lookes pale
At his ditemperature,

Prin, TheSoutherne winde
Doth play the Trumpet to his purpofes,
And by his hollow whiftling in the Leaues,
Fortels a Tempeft,and a bluft’ring day.

King. Then with the lofers let it {ympathize,
For nothing can feeme foule to thofe that win.

The Trumpet founds,

Enter Worceffer,

King. How now my Lord of Worfter? *Tis not well
Thatyouand 1 fhould meet vpon {fuch tearmes,
As now wemeet. Youhaue deceiv’d onr truft,
And made vs doffe our eafic Robes of Peace,
To crufh our old limbes in vngentle Steele
This is not well, my Lord,chis is not well,
What fay you to it ? Will you againe voknit
{ This churlith knot of all-abhorred Warre?
And moue in that obedient Orbe againe,
‘| Where you did ginea faireand naturall light,
And be no more an exhall’d Meteor,
A prodigie‘of Feare, and a Porzent
Ofbreached Mifcheefe, to the vaborne Times?
Wor. Heare me,myLiege:
tFor mine owne part, I could be well content
To entertainethe Lagge.end of my life
With quiet houres : For I do proteft,
T'haue not fought the day ofthis diflikes’
King. Youhaue not fought it : how.comes it then?
Fal. Rebellion lay in his way,and he found ir.
Prin. Peace,Chewet, peace,
#wor. Ttpleas’d your Maiefly, to surne your lookes
Of Fauour, from my Selfe, and all our Houfe ;
| And yetTmuft remember youry Lord, - .,
We were the firft, and deareft of your Friends 3
| For you, my ftaffe of Office did I breake
In Richards time, and poafted day and night

l To meete you.on the way,and kiflc your hand,
20
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When yet youwere in place,and in account
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate,as I ;

It was my Selfe, my Brother, and his Sonne,
That brought youhome,and boldly did cut-dare
The danger of the time. You {wore to vs,
Andyou did {weare that Oath at Doncafter,
That you did nothing of purpofe’gain{t the State,
Nor claime no furtber, then youzrnew-falnerighe,
The feate of Gaunt, Dukedomeéof Eancafter,
Tothis, we {ware our aide : Butinfhore {pace,
It rain’d downe Fortune (howring on your head,
Andfuch afloud of Greatnefle fell on you,
What with our helpe,what with the abfent King,
What with the iniuries of wanton time,
Thefeeming fufterances that you had borne,

And the contrarious Windes that held che King

Solong icthe volucky Irifh Wagres,

That all in England did repute him dead :

Aad from this {warme of faire aduantages,

You tooke occafion to be quickly woo'd,

To gripe the generall fway into your hand,

Forgot your Oath to vs at Doncafter,

And being fed by vs, you vs’d vs {o, .

Asthat yngentle guli the Cuckowes Bird,

Vieth the Sparrow, did opprefle our Neft,

Grew by our Feeding,to fo great a bulke,

That euen ot Loue durft not come neere your fighs
For feare of [wallowing : But with nimble wing
We were inforc’d for fafery {ske, to fiye
Qur of your fight, and raife this prefent Head,
Whereby we {tand oppofed by fuch meanes
Asyou your{elfe, haue forg’d againft yout felfe,
By vokinde v{age, dangerous countenance,

And violation of all faith and troth
Sworne to vs in yonger enterprize,

Kin, Thelethingsindeede you haue articulated,

Proclaim’d at Market Crofles read in Churches,

To face the Garment of Rebellion
With {ome fine colour, that may pleafe the eye
Of fickle Changelings, and poore Difcontents,
Which gape, and rub the Elbow at the newes
Of hurly burly Innouation :

And neuer yet did Infurreétion want
Such water-colours, to impaint his caufe s
Nor moody Beggars,ftaruing for a time
Of pell-mell hauocke,2nd confufion.

Pris. Inboth our Armies, there is many a foule

Shall pay full dearely for this encounter, !

If once theyioyne intriall. Tell your Nephew,

The Prince of Wales doth ioyne with all the world
In praife of Henry Percie: By my Hopes,

This prefent enterprize fet off his head,

I donot thinke a brauer Gentleman,

More adtiue, valiant,or more valiantyong,

More daring,or more bold,is nowaliue,

To grace this [atter Age with Noble deeds.

For my part, ] may fpeakeitto my fhame,

I have a Truantbeene to Chinalry,

Andfo I heare; he doth account me too :

Yet this before my Fathers Maiefty,

I am contene that he {hall take the oddes
Ofhis great name and eftimation,
And will,to faue the blood en either fide,
Try fortune with him, in aSingle Fight.,
King. And Psinccof Wales (o dare we venter thee,
Albeit, confaddrations infinite

De
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Do make agalpft it : No good Worfter;no,
We loue our people well ; euen thefe weloue
That are mifled vpon your Coufins part :
And will theg take the offer of our Grace :
Bothhe, and they,and you ; yea,every man
Shall be my Friend againe, and Ile be his,
So tell your Coufin, and bring me word,
What he will do: But ifhe will not yeeld,
Rebuke and dread correction waite on vs,
And they fhall do theirOffice. So bee gone,
We willnotnow be troubled with reply,
We offer faire, takeit aduifedly,
Exit Worcefter.
Prin. Tr will not be accepted,on my life,
The Dowglas and the Hotfpurre both together,
Are confident againft the world in Armes,
King. Hence therefore, euery Leader to his charge,
For on their anfwer will we fet on them;
And God befriend vs, as our caufe isinft,
Manct Prince and Falftaffe.
Fal. Hal,ifthou fee me downein the bactell,
And beftride me, {0 ;’tis a point of friendfhip.
Prin.Nothing but a Coloffus can do thee that frendfhip
Say thy prayers,and farewell.
Fal. Iwoulditwere bed time Ha/,and all well,
Prin. Why,thou ow’ft heauen a death.
{ Falff, Tisnot due yer : T would bee loath to pay him
| before his day. Whatneede 1 bee fo forward with him,
{ that call’s not on me? Well, ’tis no matcer,Honor prickes
me on, But how if Honour pricke me off when I come
{ on? How then? Can Honour fettoo alegge? No : oran
arme ?No: Ortakeawaythe greefeofa wound? Ne.
Honour hath no skill inSurgerie,then ? No.What is He-
nour ? A word. What is that word Honour? Ayre: A
1 crim reckoning. Who hath it ? He that dy’de a Wednel-
day, Doth he fecle it? No. Doth hee heareit? No. 1sit
infenfible then? yea,to the dead. But wil itnot liue with
the lining? No. Why ? Detra@tion wil not fuffer it ther-
fore Ilenone of it. Honour isa meere Scutcheon, and fo
ends my Catechifine. Exit,

Exenut,

S —

Scena Secunda.

Enter Worcefler and Sir Richard Uernos.

wor. Ono,my Nephew muitnot know,Sir Richard,
The liberall kinde offer of the King. »
Per.’Twere beft he did.
Wor, Then weare all vadone,
Itis notpoffible, it cannot be,
The King would keepe his word inlouing vs,
He will {ufpe& vs fhll, and finde a time
To punifb this offencein others faules :
Suppofition,all our liaes, thall be ftucke full ofeyes ;
For Treafon is but trufted like the Foxe,
Who ne're fo tame, fo cherifhe,andlock’d vp,
Will have a wilde tricke of his Anceftors :
Looke how he can, ot fad or merrily,
Interpretation will mifquore our lookes,
And we fhall feede like Oxenaca fiall,
The better cherifhe, ftill the nearer death.
My Nephewes trefpafle may be well forgot,
Ithath theexcule of youch,and heate of blood,

Andan adopred name of Ptiniledge, A
A haire-brain’d Hotfparre, gouern'd by aSpleene:
Allhis offences liue vpon my head,
And onhis Fathers, We did traine himon,
And his corruption being tane from vs,
We as the Spring of all, thall pay for all :
Therefore good Coufin, let not Harry know
In any cafe,the offer of the King,

Per. Deliuer whae you will,Ile fay ’tis {o.
Heere comes your Cofin,

Ewter Hotfpurre,

Hot, My Vakleis return’d,
Deliuer vp my Lord of Weftmerland.,
Vnkle, what newe- ¢

Wer. TheKing will bid youbattell prefently,

Dow. Defie him by the Lord of W eftmerland.

Hot. Lord Dowglas : Go you and tel] him fo.

Dow. Marry and (hall,and verie willin gly.

- Exst Dowglas.

#or. There is no feeming mercy in the King.

Hot, Did youbegge any? God forbid.

#or. 1 toldhim gently of our greeuances,

Of his Oath-breaking : which hemended thus,

By now forfwearing that he is forfworne,

He cals vs Rebels, Traitors, and will {courge

With haughty armes, this hatefull name in s,
Enter Dowglas.

Dow. Arme Gentlemen, to Armes, for I haue thrown
Abraue defiance in King Henries teeth : ‘
And Weftmerland that was ingag’d did beare i,
Which cannot choofe but bring him quickly on.

Por. The Prince of Wales fiept forth before the king,
And Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight,

Hot. O, would the quarrell lay vpon our heads,
And that no man might draw fhort breath to day,
But Iand Harry Monmonth. Tell me,tell mee,
How (hew’d his Talking ? Seem’d it in contempt ?

Ver. No, by my Soule : I neuer in myife
Didheare a Challenge vrg’d more modefily,
Vnleflea Brother fhould a Brother dare
To gentle exercife,and proofe of Armes,

He gaue you ail the Duties of a Man,

Trinm’d vp your praifes with a Princely tongue,
Spoke your deferuings like a Chronicle,
Making you euer becter then his praife,

By (till difpraifing praife, valew’d with you :
And which became him like a Prince indeed,
He made a blufhing citall of himfelfe,

And chid his Trewant youth with fuch a Grace,
As ifhe maftred there a double fpiric

Of teaching, and oflearning inftantly ;

There did he paufe, Buclet me tell the World,
Ifhe out-live the enuie of this day,

England did neuer owe fo fweeta hope, °

So much mifconftrued in his Wantonne(fe,

Hot. Coufin, I thinke thou art enamored
Onhis Follies : never did I heare
Of any Prince fo wilde at Liberty.

Butbe he as he will, yet once ere nighe,

I will imbrace him witha Souldiers arme,

Thathe fhall fhrinke vader my curtefie. N
Arme,arme with fpeed. And Fellow’s,Soldiers,Friends,
Better confider what you haue to do,

That I that haue not well the gift of Tongue,

Can|
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%TO {pend that fhortnefle bafely,were toolong,
{ Iflife did ride vpona Dials poiat,
’\L‘hmmum ﬂtt’xr arrivall of an houre,
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Canlifc your

OGentlemen,

This Sword hath ended {hall it thee,
| Vnleffe thou yeeld Ll‘cc as a L—‘\noner.

I neuer had

T he Furft
blood vp with perfwafion,
Entera Lfi/e’f 7
Ay Lord,heere are Letters for you ‘

i C:&l:?’.*.-"..lf:udC tl CIMMNow.
the time oflife is {hort;

Mef, N
Hot,

ad

\nd if we liue, we live to treade on !s.zr‘.g'\.

when Prince

h\}c mwcdcn ), sdye with vs.

‘»‘.LL' »J.WI rﬁ-h ers f"}'f 7[ TU..‘ '\

Now for out Co n‘\:.n.act 5, the Armes is
When the inte 1( or bearing them 1s iuft, i
Mef. My I,orc.i niTpar g comeson space. |
Hest. Ithankehim, (‘X‘M he rm: me *}Gm my tale: 1

For I profeflecot t ‘,<\5 th i
Let each man do his be it f'\ 1d heere F draw aSwor f
Whofe worthytemper 1intend to (taine f
With the ‘;:ci"b.«_;c-.;:. that I can meete withall, |
Inche aduencure erillous day ;
Now Efpe : E
Sound o f Warre, }
Anciby Jwt Muficke, let vs all x:;.xbr.w.(:e : '
For heauen to ear m,f:m.c of vs neuer {hall, ;
A fecond time do {uch acu ?
|

P [,‘f e /

with bis power, ¢ f’,r wwn vutothebatrell, Then enter \

Dowglas /i*;pﬂ Sir wWalter Blunt, {

BluWhatist hy name,that in battel thus{ croffeft me? |
Whathenor deft thou { gd\c vpon my head ?

Dew. Know then my n 1me is Dor*r/m,

And I do haunt theein the bateell thus,

Becaufe

ome tell mc,tn;t thou art a King

Theyt ell thee true.

i

Bluut.

Dow. The ﬂ_or | of§ 'i'mcimmetou Vnatnboq, bt
Thy likenefle : for infle _i of thee King Harry,

V
him, {o

]}'/;;;. I was not borne to yeeld,thou ml';;h
dthou fhaltfinde a Kipg that will reuenge |
Lords Staffords death. ,
Frgnt, r'/;_,'].g 'L‘ atne, .’i‘éu ent f’“-fHJ’ V'*f s
_}Dm;'v’»,f: l‘],u\l[ﬂl"“ fought at Holmedot 1thiss
| tetur lpncd o’reaScot,
-t E 1 . 3

won,here breathles lie

v Se
Ly acot,

Dow. All'sdone,all’s

Hot. Where?

Dow. Heere.

Hot. ThisDewglas? No,I know this face full well :
\ gallantKnight be was, his name was Blunt,
1like the King himfelfe,

Dow, Al foole: go \‘.'l;Iltﬂ} foule whether it goe
A borrowed Title haft thou bou
Why didft thou tell me, thar thou wer'ta King 2
Hot. The Kin v'; ath many marchingin his Coats.
Dow. Now by )y my S .ﬁ"‘)‘-l) I will kil all his Coates,
1le murder all his Wardcobe peece by peece,
Vnrilll meerthe King.
Hor. Vp,and awa Y5
Oux Souldiers ftand full faively for the day.
Alarsine, and enter {'m’rm,t folas. i
Fal. Though] mul Lr.apc (hot-free at London,I fear®
the thot heere :here’s no fcoring, but vponithe pasefofs
who ate you 2 Six #alter Blunt, there’s Honour for yom':
here’s no vanity, I amas hot as molten Lead, and as hea-
uytoo; ~heatien keepe Lead out of meey 1 pcu*‘.: o more
wclghc then mine owne Bowelles, I haue led myrag of |

€s,

H-\r oo d, ere,

Exennt?,
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Mufhins  where they are pepper’d :there’s notthree of my

gr left aliue, and they for the Townesend, to D@w«u_
ing life. But who comes heere ?

' Enter the Prince,

Pri,What,ftand’ft thou idle here?Lend me thy {werd,

blemanlikes farke and @Rifte |
hooucs of vaunting enen‘icr ‘
leaths are varcueng d c?hv end methy fworv }

Vnder

sxrt -
';rr'\.‘; alé

Fal. O Hal,l *wrfmcc ojue me leaue to breach awhile:
- © T 1
[urke Gregory neucr didfoch'deeds in Armes, as I ! haue

donethisday, Ihau cp*;d Pcs'rcy [ haue made him {ure,
He is indeed,and Yui ng to kill thee::
Ipretl ‘Pcicmlrm h)yf,-oxd

F Nay IHal, if Percy bee alive, thou getft not my
Sword ; but take my Piftoll if thon wile.

Pris.

Prin. Giueit me: '\*:’lnt isitinthe Cafle ¢
Fal, 1 Hal, tis hor = There’s that w ill Sacke a Ciry.
'Zr"’,"/"‘}"”, fﬂ“‘zdg Ifleﬁf gpt’fﬁ’-

Prin, W toief er ddally now. ! &
T hrowes it at bim,
ce himy:

I
¢ 11 1is

“hat, isic a time

it hedo mnpﬂ';".
(willingly) let
e;  Ilikenocduch grinning
Ginem em“ng whichif I'c

Fal. If Percy be alige, I}
my wav,fo:ifhe do not,
:rbg‘\r‘. a

honouras S ,in”r

-«

himma doa

ai

l\.xfl

faute, {0 : if not,honaur comes vnlook'd for, andther’s an
end. Exit
! e e et S e
Scena I ertia.
i
i
eAlaram excur fions, enter the King the Prince,
Lord lobu uf aucafter, and Earle
u‘J’ri a-/ktr)?li fr‘ﬂﬂis
King. Tprethee Harry ““;i.ht{r;iw thy felfe, thoubleé-

deft too much: Lord lobn o] fLanc: :/ ey Lo you with
P.loh. Nat1,my Lord,vélefle I did bleedtoo.
Prin. 1 beleechs your Maiefty make vp;
you retirement do atnaze your mcnd s
fu d
My Lord of Weftmerland l("lL ¢ him tohis Tent
welt, Come my Lord, Ileleade youtoy Dur'*i ent.
Priu. Lead mem vLo.d> doi )u,I\CC’\i\UU helpe;
1 forbid a (hallew feratch (hould drive '
The Princeof Wales fromfuch a field asthis,
Where ftain’d Nobilitylyes troden on,
And Rebels Armes tr »Uumn inmaflacrés,
Ieh. Webreath too long: Come cofin-Weftmerland,
Our daty this way lics. for heauens {akecome.
Prin, iueh thanhalt deceiv’d mie Lancafier,
T did notthinkethee Lord éffuch a{pirits
Betore, 1louw’d thee as 2 Brother, Johng
But now, hdo refpect cheeasmy Soulé.
King. " 1faw him holdLord Percy at the point,
thlu[’ncnm ntenancethen I did looke fot
Of fuch an vngrowne W atriour.
Prin, Umxs Boy, lends mettall to
Enter D“yél
Dow. Anorher Fumg('li L‘
1 am the fiawg!,zy fatall to all thole
That weare t Lc).#* (r,hm 'S 00 :\é".?r‘i.

him.

ofo

And heaaer

Bna

5” hes

vs all. Exit,

like Hydra's heads:

W’i tartthou
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That counterfeir’f
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The Firft Part of King Hemythe Fourth.

| So many of his hadowes thau haft met,
And natthevery King, 1hanetwo Boyes
! oe‘c?}\c Percy and thy (elfc about theField :
But fecing thou fall'ft on me fo luckil ly,

l will aﬂ'v thee : [o defend thy felfe,
|  Dow, 1feare thouart another counterfeit
{ And yet infaith thou bear’} theelikea King:
Butmine I am {ure thou art,whoere thou be,
And thus I win thee. fm’;jw bt the K.being in danger,
! Enter Prince,

Prin. Hold wp they head wicbrot or thonart like
Neuer to hold itvp acg,:x'n:_ tt c‘apms
Ofwlmnm!mr!f Stafford, B lunt,are in my Armes;
Ttis the Prince of Wales r'n at :hrcz.tcns J]CC,
Who neuer promifeth, buthe meanes to pay.

They Fight, Dowglas flyeth.

{ Chbeerely My Lord: how fare’s your Grace ?
Sir Nicholas G [ey hath for fuccour fent,
And {o hath (Vifron : }e vo Clifto ufﬂ!m]t,

King. Stay,and breach awhile,
Thou haft redeem’d thy loft opinien,
And fhew’d thou mak’( fome tender of my life
In this faire refcue thou haft brought to mee,

Prin. O heayen, mc; did me tounmch iniury,

That euer {aid I hearkned to your death.

Ifit were fo, I'might haue lec alone

The infulting hand of Dowglas ouer you,

Which would haue bene as 1Pccdy inyourend,

As all the poyfonousl’ot.om in the world,

| And {au'd the Treacherouslabour Ufymar Sonne

K. Make vp to (Vsfios,llc to Siv Nicholas Lm;ch'. Exit

Enter Har”/rn -

Hot, IfImiftake not,thouart Harry Monmouth.

Prims -Thou fpeak’it asif I would deny iy name,

Hoe, My nawme is Harrie Percic.

Prin, Why tl henl feea very valiant rebel of that name,
Iam the Prince of Wales,and thinke no Percy,

To tharewithme in glory any more :
Two Starres kecpe not their motion in ene Sphere,
Nor can one Englaod brookea double reigne,

Of Harry Percy,and th

2]

1

e ———

e Prince of Wales.
Hot, Norifhallit Harry, for the houre is come
To end the one of vs; and wonld to heauen,
Thy namein Armes, were now as great as mine.
Prin. Ilemakeit greater,ere 1 pmﬂom thee,
And all the budding Honors on thy Creft,
Ile crop,tomake e'a Garla and for my head.
Het. I cannolonger brookethy Vanities.
‘ 'Enter Fgf"iaﬁ'
Fal. Well {aid Halstoiv Hal, Nay you fhall findeno
HBoyes pmy Héere, I cantell you
: Euter Dﬁlf’[/m‘ he figlots with Falftaffe who fals dows
a5 ifbe weve sead

I"{gﬁt.

The Prmfﬂ{: illeth Percie.
Hos. Oh Harry,thou hafkgob’d me of iy youth ¢
! I betrer brooke thelofle of brittle life;
Then tho{e proud Titles thov-hait wonne of me,
{ They wound ey thoghts wo :[c,mcn the {word my flefh:
{ But thought’sthe {lauc of Life,and Life, Times foole;
i And Time, that rakes ﬁuufy otull the world,
| Muft hauz aflopy O, I could Prophefie,
' Ba"c that the Earth,amd thelcald hand of death,
Ijeson my Fongue : No Percy,thouart duft
ﬁx d food for emm——
Prin, For Wormes,braue Perey Farewell great heart:
3 {l[-weau'd Ambirion, how much art thou thrunke?
that thiwbedic did containe a ipirit,
P, .

i

et ——

A Kingdome for it was toc *mala 2 bmmr’
ﬂ But now two paces of the vileft Earcht
\ Isroomeenough. This Earththat beares the dead

]
Beares not aliue {o ftout 2 Gentleman,

If thou wer’c{enfible of curtefie,
I (hould not make {o greara fhew of Zeale,
But let my fauours hide th’ mangled face,
And euen in thy behalfe,llet hanke my felfe
For doing thefe fayx ¢ Rites of Tendernefle,
Adleu,md take rny ;wraafe with theeto heauen,
Thy ignomy fleepe with thee in the graue,
But not remembred in thy Epitaph.
| What? Old Acquaintance? Could not all this flefh
‘ Keepeinalittle lifef Poore Tacke,farewell :
I could haue better fpar’d a better man,
O, I fhould haue a heauy miffe of thee,
If T were much in loue with Vaanity,
Death hathnot frrucke fo facaDecretoday,
| Thoughmany dearer in this bl oody Fray :
[ nmowc]l d will I fee thee by and by,
{ Tillthen,inblood,by Noble Pereie lye,
‘ ﬂlf?;&fﬁ’ rifeth vp
! Falff, Imbowell'd? Ifthou m\howe]i meeto day, Ile
| giue you leaue to powder me,and eat me too to morow,
fwna time to counterfet, or thm: hotte T Efﬂldgafﬂi Scot,
had paid ine {cot and lot too,Counterfeit? 1 sm no coun-
i rerfeit; to dys,‘stcbeauci_mr:rfmt, forbeeis bur the
| counterfeit of a man,who hath not the life of aman ; But
to counterfeit dying, when a aman thereby liveth,is to be
no counterfeit,but the true an I perfe@timage of life in-
deede, Tbci,crterp rcof Vitour, is Diiucdun in the
which better part, IiaucL acd my life, Tim i
this Gun-powder Percy though he be dea
{hould counterfeittoo, andrife? Iam afraid hee woul
prouc thebetter counterfeititherefore lle make him fure:
yea,and 1le fweare I kill'd him, Wi by may not hee rife as
well as T : Nothing confutes m e but’ cyes, and no-bodie
fees me. T l.efc* sre (irra, with 2 new woun d Inyourt an
come you along nre. T akes Hotflurre on bus .(usgg.
Euter Prince and Tobw . of L 1:*64/’(
Prin, Come Brother Jobn, full | brauely haf‘thouﬂr{hr
thy Maiden fword.
lobs, But {ofc,w'no haue we heere?
Did younot tell me this Fat man was dead ?
Frin. 1did, I{aw him dead,
Breathleffe,and bleeding on the ground: Art thou aliue ?
Orlsztt.‘nmﬁv charpmycs vpon our cye-fight ?
I prethee {peake, we will not truft our cycs
Without our eares, Thou art not what thou feem’ft.
Fal. No,that’s certaine : [ am nota double man : bug
if 1benot Iack@ Falftaffe,thenamIa hd ¢: Thereis Per
ey if your Father will do me any Honor, (o3 ifuot,let him
kull the next Perciehim{elfe. 1looke to beeither Earle or
Dulke,I can affure you,
Prin, Why.Perey Tkill'd my felfe, and fa3v thee dead,
Fal. Did'ftthou? Lord,Lord, how the world is giuen
to Lying? I gr auntyou I was downe and out of Breath,
and {o was he, but we rofe both at aninflant,and fou ght
-along houre by Shrewsburie clocke. jﬁmay bee belce-
ued {o rif not,let them cthat thould reward Valour,beare
\;ﬁnnf vpon their owne heads, Iletake’vonmy death
I‘»ﬁmhlm this wound in the Thi gh : if the man vvere a-
liwggsnd would deny it, I would make h: heactea peece
of my fword.
Zobn. Thisis the ftrangeft Tale thar ¢’re Theard.
Prin, Thisisthe frangel Fellow,Brother Zobs.
(.ume

Exit.
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. Come bring your luggage Nobly on your backe :
| For my partyif alye may do thee grace,
| He gil'd it with thehappieft tearmes T haue,
: e Retreat is founded,
The Trumpets found Retrzar,the day is ours;
Come Brother, let’s tothehigheft of chefield,
To {ee what Friends are Iiuing,who are dead. Exeunt
Fal, lle follow as they fay, for Reward. Heethattc-
wards me,beagenrewardhim. ' If T do grow greatagain,
Ile growlefle ?For [lepurge, and lcaue Sacke, and line
cleanly,as a Nobleman (hould do. ~

—

Scena Ouarta.
s~

T he Trumpets [onnd,
Enter the King, Prince ofWales, Lord Lobn of Lancaffer,
Earle of teftmeriand, with Worcefer &
Uernon Prifoners.

King. Thus euerdid Rebellion finde Rebuke,
Ill-{piriced Worcefter,did we not fend Grace, :
Parden,and tearmes of Louetoall of you 2
And would’ftthou turne our offers contrary ?
Mifufe the tenor of thy Kiofmans truft 2
Three Knights vpon our party flaine to day,

A Noble Earle,and many a creatureelfe,
Had beene alivethis houre,
If like a Chriftian thou had'ft truly borne
Betwixt out Armies; tiue Intelligence.
#or.  What 1 haue done, my fafecy yrg’d me to,

Exit
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And I embrace this fortune patiently,

“Since fiotto'bé atoyded, it fals onmee,

King, Beare Wotceller to.death,and Ternerntoo :

Ocher Offenders we will paufe vpony: !

Exit worcefter-and Uernon,

Howgoes theField? - = A el

Prin. TheNoble Scot Lord Dewglas, when hee faw
The fortune of the day quite turn’d from him,
TheNoble Percy flaine,and allhismen,
Vponthe foot of feare,fled with the reft ;
And falling from'a hill, he was fo bruiz’d
That the purfuers tooke him, Atvmy. Tent
The Dowglas is, and I befeech your Graces
1 may difpofe of him.

King. Withsall my hcart,

Prin. Then Biother Jobn of Lancafter,
To youthis honourable bounty fhall belong :
Go to the Dowglas,and deliner him
Vp to his pleafure, ranfomlefle and free :
His Valour thewne vpon our Crefts to day,
Hathtaughtvs how to cheri(h fuch high deeds,
Euenin the bofomé of our Aduerfaries.

King. Thenthis remaines : that we dinide our Power.
You Senne Johbn,and my Coufin Weltmerland
Towards Yorke {hall bend you,withyour deereft {peed
To meet Norchumberland,and the Prelate Serecpe,
Who(as we heare)are bufily in Armes. '
My Selfe, and you Sonne Harry will towards Wiles, * © .
To fight with Glendewer,and the Earle of March,
Rebellion in this Land (hall lofe his way,
Meeting the Checke of fuchanother day
And fince this Bufine(le {o faire is dene,

Let vs not leaue till all our owne be wonne, Exenunt: §

FINIS,

e o ——




