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Engl and and France

ACT I. SCENE 1

KING JOHN s pal ace

Enter KING JOHN, QUEEN ELI NOR, PEMBROKE, ESSEX

SALI SBURY, and ot hers, with CHATI LLON

KING JOHN. Now, say, Chatillon, what would France with us?
CHATI LLON. Thus, after greeting, speaks the King of France
In nmy behaviour to the nmjesty,
The borrowed maj esty, of England here.
ELI NOR. A strange begi nning- 'borrowed najesty'!
KING JOHN. Sil ence, good nother; hear the enbassy.
CHATI LLON. Philip of France, in right and true behal f
O thy deceased brother Geffrey's son
Arthur Pl antagenet, lays nost |lawful claim
To this fair island and the territories,
To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Mine,
Desiring thee to lay aside the sword
Whi ch sways usurpingly these several titles,
And put the same into young Arthur's hand,
Thy nephew and right royal sovereign.
KING JOHN. What follows if we disallow of this?
CHATI LLON. The proud control of fierce and bl oody war,
To enforce these rights so forcibly wthheld.
KING JOHN. Here have we war for war, and blood for bl ood,
Control nent for control nent- so answer France.

CHATI LLON. Then take my king's defiance from nmy nout h-



The farthest linmt of ny enbassy.
KING JOHN. Bear nmine to him and so depart in peace;

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France;

For ere thou canst report | will be there,

The thunder of ny cannon shall be heard.

So hence! Be thou the trunpet of our wath

And sull en presage of your own decay.

An honour abl e conduct |et him have-

Penbr oke, look to '"t. Farewell, Chatillon.

Exeunt CHATILLON and PEMBROKE

ELI NOR. VWhat now, ny son! Have | not ever said

How t hat anbitious Constance would not cease

Till she had kindled France and all the world

Upon the right and party of her son?

This m ght have been prevented and made whol e

Wth very easy argunents of |ove

Whi ch now t he manage of two ki ngdons nust

Wth fearful bloody issue arbitrate.
KING JOHN. Qur strong possession and our right for us!
ELI NOR. Your strong possession nuch nore than your right,

O else it nust go wong with you and ne;

So nmuch ny consci ence whispers in your ear

Whi ch none but heaven and you and | shall hear

Enter a SHERI FF

ESSEX. My liege, here is the strangest controversy
Cone fromthe country to be judg' d by you
That e'er | heard. Shall | produce the nen?

KING JOHN. Let them approach. Exit SHERI FF
Qur abbeys and our priories shall pay

This expedition's charge



Ent er ROBERT FAULCONBRI DGE and PHI LI P, his bastard

br ot her

What nmen are you?

BASTARD. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman
Born in Northanptonshire, and el dest son
As | suppose, to Robert Faul conbridge-

A sol dier by the honour-giving hand
O Coeur-de-lion knighted in the field.

KING JOHN. What art thou?

ROBERT. The son and heir to that same Faul conbri dge.

KING JOHN. Is that the elder, and art thou the heir?
You cane not of one nother then, it seens.

BASTARD. Most certain of one nother, mghty King-
That is well known- and, as | think, one father
But for the certain know edge of that truth
| put you o'er to heaven and to my nother
O that | doubt, as all nen's children nay.

ELINOR. Qut on thee, rude nan! Thou dost shane thy nother,
And wound her honour with this diffidence.

BASTARD. |, madan? No, | have no reason for it-

That is nmy brother's plea, and none of mine;
The which if he can prove, 'a pops me out

At least fromfair five hundred pound a year
Heaven guard ny nother's honour and ny | and!

KING JOHN. A good blunt fell ow. Wy, being younger born
Doth he lay claimto thine inheritance?

BASTARD. | know not why, except to get the |and.

But once he slander'd nme with bastardy;
But whe'er | be as true begot or no,

That still | lay upon nmy nother's head
But that | amas well begot, ny liege-

Fair fall the bones that took the pains for ne!-



Conpare our faces and be judge yourself.

If old Sir Robert did beget us both

And were our father, and this son Iike him

Oold Sir Robert, father, on ny knee

| give heaven thanks | was not like to thee!
KING JOHN. Why, what a nadcap hath heaven |l ent us here
ELINOR. He hath a trick of Coeur-de-lion's face;

The accent of his tongue affecteth him

Do you not read sone tokens of ny son

In the large conposition of this man?
KING JOHN. M ne eye hath well exanined his parts

And finds them perfect R chard. Sirrah, speak

What doth nove you to claimyour brother's |and?
BASTARD. Because he hath a half-face, like ny father.

Wth half that face would he have all mny |and:

A half-fac'd groat five hundred pound a year
ROBERT. My gracious |iege, when that ny father liv'd,

Your brother did enploy ny father nuch-
BASTARD. Well, sir, by this you cannot get ny |and:

Your tale nust be how he enploy'd ny nother.
ROBERT. And once dispatch'd himin an enbassy

To Gernany, there with the Enperor

To treat of high affairs touching that tine.

Th' advantage of his absence took the King,

And in the neantinme sojourn'd at ny father's;

Where how he did prevail | shanme to speak-

But truth is truth: large |l engths of seas and shores

Bet ween ny father and ny nother |ay,

As | have heard ny father speak hinself,

When this same lusty gentl eman was got.

Upon his death-bed he by will bequeath'd

His lands to me, and took it on his death

That this nmy nother's son was none of his;



And if he were, he cane into the world
Full fourteen weeks before the course of tine.
Then, good ny liege, let me have what is mne,
My father's land, as was ny father's wll.
KING JOHN. Sirrah, your brother is legitimte:
Your father's wife did after wedl ock bear him
And if she did play false, the fault was hers;
Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands
That marry wives. Tell me, how if ny brother
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son
Had of your father claimd this son for his?
In sooth, good friend, your father m ght have kept
This calf, bred fromhis cow, fromall the world;
In sooth, he might; then, if he were ny brother's,
My brother might not claimhinm nor your father,
Bei ng none of his, refuse him This concl udes:
My nother's son did get your father's heir;
Your father's heir nust have your father's |and.
ROBERT. Shall then my father's will be of no force
To di spossess that child which is not his?
BASTARD. OF no nore force to di spossess me, sir,
Than was his will to get nme, as | think
ELI NOR. Whet her hadst thou rather be a Faul conbridge,
And like thy brother, to enjoy thy I and,
O the reputed son of Coeur-de-lion
Lord of thy presence and no | and beside?
BASTARD. Madam an if my brother had ny shape
And | had his, Sir Robert's his, like him
And if my legs were two such riding-rods,
My arns such eel-skins stuff'd, my face so thin
That in mine ear | durst not stick a rose
Lest men should say 'Look where three-farthings goes!

And, to his shape, were heir to all this |and-



Wuld | mght never stir fromoff this place,
I would give it every foot to have this face!
I would not be Sir Nob in any case.
ELINOR | like thee well. WIt thou forsake thy fortune,
Bequeath thy land to himand foll ow ne?
I am a soldier and now bound to France.
BASTARD. Brother, take you nmy land, |'Il take nmy chance.
Your face hath got five hundred pound a year
Yet sell your face for fivepence and 'tis dear
Madam |'Il follow you unto the death.
ELI NOR. Nay, | would have you go before me thither
BASTARD. Qur country nanners give our betters way.
KING JOHN. What is thy nanme?
BASTARD. Philip, nmy liege, so is my name begun
Philip, good old Sir Robert's wife's eldest son.
KING JOHN. From henceforth bear his name whose formthou bearest:
Kneel thou down Philip, but rise nore great-
Arise Sir R chard and Pl ant agenet .
BASTARD. Brother by th' nother's side, give ne your hand;
My father gave nme honour, yours gave | and.
Now bl essed be the hour, by night or day,
When | was got, Sir Robert was away!
ELI NOR. The very spirit of Plantagenet!
I amthy grandam Richard: call me so.
BASTARD. Madam by chance, but not by truth; what though?
Somet hi ng about, a little fromthe right,
In at the wi ndow, or else o' er the hatch
Who dares not stir by day nust wal k by night;
And have is have, however men do catch
Near or far off, well won is still well shot;
And | am 1, howe'er | was begot.
KING JOHN. Go, Faul conbridge; now hast thou thy desire:

A | andl ess kni ght makes thee a | anded squire.



Cone, nmadam and cone, Richard, we nust speed
For France, for France, for it is nore than need.
BASTARD. Brother, adieu. Good fortune cone to thee!

For thou wast got i' th' way of honesty.
Exeunt all but the BASTARD

A foot of honour better than | was;

But many a many foot of |and the worse.

Well, now can | nake any Joan a | ady.

"CGood den, Sir Richard!'-'God-a-nercy, fellow

And if his nane be George, I'll call himPeter

For new nade honour doth forget men's nanes:

"Tis too respective and too soci abl e

For your conversion. Now your traveller

He and his toothpick at nmy worship's ness-

And when ny knightly stomach is suffic'd,

Way then | suck ny teeth and catechi ze

My picked man of countries: 'My dear sir,

Thus | eaning on mne el bow | begin

"l shall beseech you'-That is question now

And then conmes answer |ike an Absey book

"Osir,' says answer 'at your best command,

At your enploynent, at your service, sir!

"No, sir,' says question 'Il, sweet sir, at yours.

And so, ere answer knows what question woul d,

Saving in dial ogue of conplinent,

And tal king of the Al ps and Apenni nes,

The Pyrenean and the river Po-

It draws toward supper in conclusion so.

But this is worshipful society,

And fits the mounting spirit like nyself;

For he is but a bastard to the tine

That doth not smack of observation-

And so am |, whether | smack or no;



And not alone in habit and device,

Exterior form outward accoutrenent,

But fromthe inward notion to deliver

Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age's tooth;
Whi ch, though | will not practise to deceive,
Yet, to avoid deceit, | mean to |earn;

For it shall strew the footsteps of ny rising.
But who cones in such haste in riding-robes?
What woman-post is this? Hath she no husband

That will take pains to blow a horn before her?

Enter LADY FAULCONBRI DGE, and JAMES GURNEY

Ome, '"tis ny nother! How now, good | ady!
What brings you here to court so hastily?
LADY FAULCONBRI DGE. Where is that slave, thy brother?
Where is he
That holds in chase mine honour up and down?
BASTARD. My brother Robert, old Sir Robert's son?
Col brand the giant, that same m ghty nman?

Is it Sir Robert's son that you seek so0?

LADY FAULCONBRIDGE. Sir Robert's son! Ay, thou unreverend boy,

Sir Robert's son! Wiy scorn'st thou at Sir Robert?
He is Sir Robert's son, and so art thou.
BASTARD. James Gurney, wilt thou give us | eave awhile?
GURNEY. Good | eave, good Philip.
BASTARD. Phili p-Sparrow Janes,

There's toys abroad-anon 1'Il tell thee nore.

Madam | was not old Sir Robert's son;
Sir Robert mght have eat his part in nme
Upon Good Friday, and ne'er broke his fast.

Sir Robert could do: well-marry, to confess-

Exit GURNEY



Coul d he get me? Sir Robert could not do it:
We know hi s handi work. Therefore, good nother,
To whom am | behol ding for these |inbs?

Sir Robert never holp to nake this |eg.

LADY FAULCONBRI DGE. Hast thou conspired with thy brother too,
That for thine own gain shoul dst defend m ne honour?
What means this scorn, thou nost untoward knave?

BASTARD. Kni ght, knight, good nother, Basilisco-like.
What! | am dubb'd; | have it on ny shoul der
But, nother, | amnot Sir Robert's son
| have disclaimd Sir Robert and ny | and;
Legitimati on, nane, and all is gone.

Then, good ny nother, let ne know ny father-
Sone proper man, | hope. Wo was it, nother?

LADY FAULCONBRI DGE. Hast thou denied thyself a Faul conbridge?

BASTARD. As faithfully as | deny the devil.

LADY FAULCONBRI DGE. King Ri chard Coeur-de-lion was thy father
By I ong and vehenment suit | was seduc'd
To nmake room for himin ny husband' s bed.

Heaven lay not ny transgression to ny charge!
Thou art the issue of ny dear offence,
Whi ch was so strongly urg'd past ny defence.

BASTARD. Now, by this light, were | to get again,
Madam | woul d not wi sh a better father.

Sone sins do bear their privilege on earth,

And so doth yours: your fault was not your folly;
Needs must you |ay your heart at his dispose,
Subj ected tribute to conmandi ng | ove,

Agai nst whose fury and unmatched force

The awel ess lion could not wage the fight

Nor keep his princely heart from Ri chard's hand.
He that perforce robs lions of their hearts

May easily win a woman's. Ay, ny nother,



Wth all my heart | thank thee for ny father!

Who lives and dares but say thou didst not well

When | was got, I'lIl send his soul to hell.

Cone, lady, | will show thee to ny Kkin;

And they shall say when Richard ne begot,

If thou hadst said himnay, it had been sin.

Who says it was, he lies; | say 'twas not. Exeunt

ACT I'I. SCENE 1

France. Before Angiers

Enter, on one side, AUSTRI A and forces; on the other,
KING PHI LI P OF FRANCE, LEW S the Dauphin,

CONSTANCE, ARTHUR, and forces

KING PH LI P. Before Angiers well net, brave Austria.
Arthur, that great forerunner of thy bl ood,
Richard, that robb'd the lion of his heart
And fought the holy wars in Pal estine,

By this brave duke cane early to his grave;
And for amends to his posterity,

At our inportance hither is he cone

To spread his colours, boy, in thy behalf;

And to rebuke the usurpation

O thy unnatural uncle, English John.

Enbrace him |ove him give himwel come hither.

ARTHUR. God shall forgive you Coeur-de-lion's death
The rather that you give his offspring life,
Shadowi ng their right under your w ngs of war.
| give you welcone with a powerl ess hand,

But with a heart full of unstained |ove;
Wl cone before the gates of Angiers, Duke.

KING PH LI P. A nobl e boy! Who would not do thee right?



AUSTRI A. Upon thy cheek lay | this zeal ous kiss
As seal to this indenture of ny |ove
That to ny hone | will no nore return
Till Angiers and the right thou hast in France,
Together with that pale, that white-fac'd shore
Whose foot spurns back the ocean's roaring tides
And coops fromother |ands her islanders-

Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main
That water-wal |l ed bulwark, still secure

And confident from foreign purposes-

Even till that utnost corner of the west

Salute thee for her king. Till then, fair boy,
WIIl | not think of home, but follow arnmns.

CONSTANCE. O, take his nother's thanks, a wi dow s thanks,
Till your strong hand shall help to give himstrength
To nake a nore requital to your |ove!

AUSTRI A. The peace of heaven is theirs that lift their swords
In such a just and charitabl e war.

KING PHI LI P. Well then, to work! Qur cannon shall be bent
Agai nst the brows of this resisting town;

Call for our chiefest nmen of discipline,

To cull the plots of best advantages.

We'll lay before this town our royal bones,
Wade to the market-place in Frenchnen's bl ood,
But we will rmake it subject to this boy.

CONSTANCE. Stay for an answer to your enbassy,
Lest unadvis'd you stain your swords w th bl ood;
My Lord Chatillon may from Engl and bring
That right in peace which here we urge in war,
And then we shall repent each drop of bl ood

That hot rash haste so indirectly shed.

Ent er CHATI LLON



KING PH LI P. A wonder, |ady! Lo, upon thy w sh
Qur nessenger Chatillon is arriv'd.
What Engl and says, say briefly, gentle |ord,
We coldly pause for thee. Chatillon, speak
CHATI LLON. Then turn your forces fromthis paltry siege
And stir them up against a nightier task
Engl and, inpatient of your just denmands,
Hath put hinself in arns. The adverse wi nds,
Whose | eisure | have stay'd, have given himtinme
To land his legions all as soon as I;
Hi s marches are expedient to this town,
Hi s forces strong, his soldiers confident.
Wth himalong is come the nother-queen,
An Ate, stirring himto blood and strife;
Wth her the Lady Bl anch of Spain;
Wth thema bastard of the king' s deceas'd;
And all th' unsettled hunmours of the |and-
Rash, inconsiderate, fiery voluntaries,
Wth | adies' faces and fierce dragons' spleens-
Have sold their fortunes at their native hones,
Bearing their birthrights proudly on their backs,
To make a hazard of new fortunes here.
In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits
Than now t he English bottons have waft o'er
D d never float upon the swelling tide
To do offence and scathe in Christendom [ Drum beat s]
The interruption of their churlish drumns
Cuts off nore circunstance: they are at hand,
To parley or to fight, therefore prepare.
KING PHI LI P. How much unlook'd for is this expedition
AUSTRI A. By how nuch unexpected, by so nuch

We nust awake endeavour for defence,



For courage nmounteth with occasion

Let them be wel come then; we are prepar'd.

Enter KING JOHN, ELINOR, BLANCH, the BASTARD,

PEMBRCKE, and ot hers

KING JOHN. Peace be to France, if France in peace pernit
Qur just and lineal entrance to our own!
If not, bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven
Wil es we, God's wathful agent, do correct
Their proud contenpt that beats Hi s peace to heaven
KING PH LI P. Peace be to England, if that war return
From France to England, there to live in peace!
Engl and we I ove, and for that England' s sake
Wth burden of our arnour here we sweat.
This toil of ours should be a work of thine;
But thou fromloving England art so far
That thou hast under-w ought his | awful king,
Cut off the sequence of posterity,
Qutfaced infant state, and done a rape
Upon the maiden virtue of the crown.
Look here upon thy brother Geffrey's face:
These eyes, these brows, were noul ded out of his;
This little abstract doth contain that |arge
Which died in Geffrey, and the hand of time
Shall draw this brief into as huge a vol une.
That CGeffrey was thy el der brother born
And this his son; England was Geffrey's right,
And this is Geffrey's. In the nane of God,
How comes it then that thou art call'd a king,
When living blood doth in these tenples beat
Whi ch owe the crown that thou o' er-nmasterest?

KING JOHN. From whom hast thou this great conmm ssion, France,



To draw ny answer fromthy articles?
KING PH LI P. Fromthat supernal judge that stirs good thoughts
In any breast of strong authority
To look into the blots and stains of right.
That judge hath nade ne guardian to this boy,
Under whose warrant | inpeach thy w ong,
And by whose help | nean to chastise it.
KING JOHN. Al ack, thou dost usurp authority.
KING PH LI P. Excuse it is to beat usurping down.
ELINOR. Who is it thou dost call usurper, France?
CONSTANCE. Let ne make answer: thy usurping son
ELINOR Qut, insolent! Thy bastard shall be king,
That thou rmayst be a queen and check the worl d!
CONSTANCE. My bed was ever to thy son as true
As thine was to thy husband; and this boy
Liker in feature to his father Geffrey
Than thou and John in manners-being as Eke
As rain to water, or devil to his dam
My boy a bastard! By ny soul, | think
H s father never was so true begot;
It cannot be, an if thou wert his nother
ELI NOR. There's a good nother, boy, that blots thy father
CONSTANCE. There's a good grandam boy, that woul d bl ot thee.
AUSTRI A. Peace!
BASTARD. Hear the crier
AUSTRI A. VWat the devil art thou?
BASTARD. One that will play the devil, sir, with you,
An 'a may catch your hide and you al one
You are the hare of whomthe proverb goes,
Whose val our plucks dead lions by the beard;
I"l1'l snmoke your skin-coat an | catch you right;
Sirrah, look to "t; i' faith |l will, i' faith.

BLANCH. O well did he becone that |lion's robe



That did disrobe the Iion of that robe!
BASTARD. It lies as sightly on the back of him
As great Alcides' shows upon an ass;
But, ass, I'll take that burden from your back,
O lay on that shall make your shoul ders crack.
AUSTRI A. VWhat cracker is this same that deafs our ears
Wth this abundance of superfl uous breath?
King Philip, deternine what we shall do straight.
KING PH LI P. Wonen and fools, break off your conference.
King John, this is the very sumof all:
Engl and and Irel and, Anjou, Touraine, Mine,
In right of Arthur, do I claimof thee;
WIlt thou resign themand |ay down thy arns?
KING JOHN. My life as soon. | do defy thee, France.
Arthur of Britaine, yield thee to ny hand,
And out of ny dear love I'll give thee nore
Than e'er the coward hand of France can win.
Submit thee, boy.
ELI NOR. Cone to thy grandam child.
CONSTANCE. Do, child, go to it grandam child;
G ve grandam ki ngdom and it grandam w ||
Gve it a plum a cherry, and a fig.
There's a good grandam
ARTHUR. Good ny not her, peace!
I would that | were low laid in nmy grave:
| amnot worth this coil that's nade for ne.
ELINOR. Hi s nother shames hi mso, poor boy, he weeps.
CONSTANCE. Now shame upon you, whe'er she does or no!
H s grandami s wongs, and not his nother's shanes,
Draws those heaven-noving pearls from his poor eyes,
Whi ch heaven shall take in nature of a fee;
Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be brib'd

To do himjustice and revenge on you.



ELI NOR. Thou nonstrous sl anderer of heaven and earth!
CONSTANCE. Thou nonstrous injurer of heaven and earth,
Call not nme slanderer! Thou and thine usurp
The doni nations, royalties, and rights,
O this oppressed boy; this is thy el dest son's son
Infortunate in nothing but in thee.
Thy sins are visited in this poor child;
The canon of the lawis laid on him
Bei ng but the second generation
Renoved fromthy sin-conceiving wonb.
KING JOHN. Bedl am have done
CONSTANCE. | have but this to say-
That he is not only plagued for her sin,
But God hath nade her sin and her the pl ague
On this renmoved issue, plagued for her
And with her plague; her sin his injury,
Her injury the beadle to her sin;
Al'l punish'd in the person of this child,
And all for her-a plague upon her
ELI NOR. Thou unadvi sed scold, | can produce
Awll that bars the title of thy son
CONSTANCE. Ay, who doubts that? Awll, a wicked will;
A worman's will; a cank'red grandamis will!
KING PH LI P. Peace, |ady! pause, or be nore tenperate.
It ill beseens this presence to cry aim
To these ill-tuned repetitions.
Sone trunpet sunmon hither to the walls
These nen of Angiers; |let us hear them speak

Whose title they adnit, Arthur's or John's.

Trunpet sounds. Enter citizens upon the walls

CITIZEN. Who is it that hath warn'd us to the walls?



KING PH LIP. 'Tis France, for Engl and.
KING JOHN. England for itself.
You nen of Angiers, and ny |oving subjects-
KING PH LI P. You loving men of Angiers, Arthur's subjects,
Qur trunpet call'd you to this gentle parle-
KING JOHN. For our advantage; therefore hear us first.
These flags of France, that are advanced here
Bef ore the eye and prospect of your town,
Have hither march'd to your endamagenent;
The cannons have their bowels full of wath,
And ready nounted are they to spit forth
Their iron indignation 'gainst your walls;
Al'l preparation for a bloody siege
And mercil ess proceedi ng by these French
Confront your city's eyes, your w nking gates;
And but for our approach those sl eeping stones
That as a wai st doth girdle you about
By the conpul sion of their ordinance
By this tine fromtheir fixed beds of line
Had been dishabited, and wi de havoc made
For bl oody power to rush upon your peace.
But on the sight of us your |lawful king,
Who painfully with nuch expedi ent march
Have brought a countercheck before your gates,
To save unscratch'd your city's threat' ned cheeks-
Behol d, the French amaz'd vouchsafe a parl e;
And now, instead of bullets wapp'd in fire,
To nmake a shaking fever in your walls,
They shoot but cal mwords folded up in snoke,
To nake a faithless error in your cars;
Whi ch trust accordingly, kind citizens,
And |l et us in-your King, whose |labour'd spirits,

Forwearied in this action of sw ft speed,



Craves harbourage within your city walls.
KING PHI LI P. When | have said, make answer to us both.
Lo, in this right hand, whose protection
I's nost divinely vow d upon the right
O himit holds, stands young Pl antagenet,
Son to the elder brother of this man,
And king o' er himand all that he enjoys;
For this down-trodden equity we tread
In warlike march these greens before your town,
Bei ng no further eneny to you
Than the constraint of hospitable zea
In the relief of this oppressed child
Rel i gi ously provokes. Be pleased then
To pay that duty which you truly owe
To himthat owes it, nanely, this young prince;
And then our arms, like to a nuzzl ed bear
Save in aspect, hath all offence seal'd up
Qur cannons' nalice vainly shall be spent
Agai nst th' invul nerable clouds of heaven
And with a blessed and unvex'd retire,
Wth unhack' d swords and hel nmets all unbruis'd,
We will bear hone that lusty bl ood again
Whi ch here we cane to spout agai nst your town,
And | eave your children, w ves, and you, in peace.
But if you fondly pass our proffer'd offer
"Tis not the roundure of your old-fac'd walls
Can hide you from our nessengers of war,
Though all these English and their discipline
Were harbour'd in their rude circunference
Then tell us, shall your city call us lord
In that behal f which we have challeng'd it;
O shall we give the signal to our rage,

And stalk in blood to our possession?



CITIZEN. In brief: we are the King of England s subjects;
For him and in his right, we hold this town.
KING JOHN. Acknow edge then the King, and let nme in.
CI TI ZEN. That can we not; but he that proves the King,
To himwill we prove loyal. Till that tine
Have we ranmm d up our gates against the world.
KING JOHN. Doth not the crown of England prove the King?
And if not that, | bring you w tnesses:
Twi ce fifteen thousand hearts of England' s breed-
BASTARD. Bastards and el se.
KING JOHN. To verify our title with their Eves.
KING PH LI P. As many and as wel | -born bl oods as those-
BASTARD. Sone bastards too.
KING PHILIP. Stand in his face to contradict his claim
CITIZEN. Till you conpound whose right is worthiest,
We for the worthiest hold the right from both.
KING JOHN. Then God forgive the sin of all those souls
That to their everlasting residence,
Bef ore the dew of evening fall shall fleet
In dreadful trial of our kingdom s king!
KING PHI LI P. Amen, Anen! Munt, chevaliers; to arns!
BASTARD. Saint CGeorge, that swing'd the dragon, and e'er since
Sits on's horse back at m ne hostess' door
Teach us sone fence! [To AUSTRIA] Sirrah, were | at hone,
At your den, sirrah, with your |ioness,
I would set an ox-head to your lion's hide,
And make a nonster of you
AUSTRI A. Peace! no nore.
BASTARD. O trenble, for you hear the lion roar!
KING JOHN. Up higher to the plain, where we'll set forth
In best appointnent all our reginents.
BASTARD. Speed then to take advantage of the field.

KING PH LIP. It shall be so; and at the other hil



Conmand the rest to stand. God and our right! Exeunt

Here, after excursions, enter the HERALD OF FRANCE,

with trunpets, to the gates

FRENCH HERALD. You men of Angiers, open w de your gates
And | et young Arthur, Duke of Britaine, in,
Who by the hand of France this day hath nade
Much work for tears in many an English nother,
Whose sons |lie scattered on the bl eedi ng ground;
Many a wi dow s husband grovelling |ies,
Col dly enmbraci ng the discol oured earth;
And victory with little |oss doth play
Upon the danci ng banners of the French,
Who are at hand, triunphantly displayed,
To enter conquerors, and to proclaim

Arthur of Britaine England's King and yours.

Enter ENGLI SH HERALD, with trunpet

ENGLI SH HERALD. Rejoice, you nen of Angiers, ring your bells:
Ki ng John, your king and Engl and's, doth approach,
Conmander of this hot malicious day.

Their arnours that nmarch'd hence so silver-bright
Hither return all gilt with Frenchnmen's bl ood.
There stuck no plune in any English crest

That is renoved by a staff of France;

Qur colours do return in those sane hands

That did display them when we first march'd forth;
And like a jolly troop of huntsnmen cone

Qur lusty English, all with purpled hands,

Dy'd in the dying slaughter of their foes.

Open your gates and give the victors way.

CI TI ZEN. Heralds, fromoff our towrs we night behold



Fromfirst to last the onset and retire

O both your arm es, whose equality

By our best eyes cannot be censured.

Bl ood hat h bought bl ood, and bl ows have answer'd bl ows;
Strength match'd with strength, and power confronted power;
Both are alike, and both alike we |ike.

One nust prove greatest. Wile they weigh so even

W hold our town for neither, yet for both.

Enter the two KINGS, with their powers, at several doors

KING JOHN. France, hast thou yet nmore blood to cast away?
Say, shall the current of our right run on?
Whose passage, vex'd with thy inpedinent,
Shal | | eave his native channel and o' erswel |
Wth course disturb'd even thy confining shores,
Unl ess thou let his silver water keep
A peaceful progress to the ocean
KING PH LI P. Engl and, thou hast not sav'd one drop of blood
In this hot trial nore than we of France;
Rat her, lost nore. And by this hand | swear,
That sways the earth this climate overl ooks,
Before we will lay down our just-borne arns,
W'l put thee down, 'gainst whomthese arns we bear
O add a royal nunber to the dead,
Gracing the scroll that tells of this war's |oss
Wth slaughter coupled to the nane of kings.
BASTARD. Ha, mmjesty! how high thy glory towrs
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire!
O now doth Death line his dead chaps with steel
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs;
And now he feasts, nousing the flesh of nen,

In undeternin'd differences of kings.



Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus?

Cry '"havoc!' kings; back to the stained field,

You equal potents, fiery kindled spirits!

Then | et confusion of one part confirm

The other's peace. Till then, blows, blood, and death!

KING JOHN. Whose party do the townsnen yet admit?

KING PHI LI P. Speak, citizens, for England; who's your king?

CI TI ZEN. The Ki ng of England, when we know the King.
KING PH LI P. Know himin us that here hold up his right.
KING JOHN. In us that are our own great deputy

And bear possession of our person here,

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you.
CI TIZEN. A greater pow r than we denies all this;

And till it be undoubted, we do | ock

Qur former scruple in our strong-barr'd gates;

King'd of our fears, until our fears, resolv'd,

Be by sone certain king purg'd and depos'd.
BASTARD. By heaven, these scroyles of Angiers flout you

And stand securely on their battlenments

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point

At your industrious scenes and acts of death.

Your royal presences be rul'd by ne:

Do |ike the nutines of Jerusal em

Be friends awhile, and both conjointly bend

Your sharpest deeds of malice on this town.

By east and west |let France and Engl and nount

Their battering cannon, charged to the nouths,

Till their soul-fearing clanours have brawl'd down

The flinty ribs of this contenptuous city.

I'd play incessantly upon these jades,

Even till unfenced desol ation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, dissever your united strengths

ki ngs,



And part your ningled col ours once again,

Turn face to face and bl oody point to point;
Then in a nonent Fortune shall cull forth

Qut of one side her happy m nion

To whomin favour she shall give the day,

And kiss himwith a glorious victory.

How li ke you this wild counsel, mighty states?
Smacks it not something of the policy?

KING JOHN. Now, by the sky that hangs above our heads,
I like it well. France, shall we knit our pow rs
And lay this Angiers even with the ground;

Then after fight who shall be king of it?

BASTARD. An if thou hast the nettle of a king,
Being wong'd as we are by this peevish town,
Turn thou the nmouth of thy artillery,

As we will ours, against these saucy walls;

And when that we have dash'd themto the ground
Why then defy each other, and pell-nell

Make wor k upon oursel ves, for heaven or hell.

KING PH LIP. Let it be so. Say, where will you assault?

KING JOHN. W& fromthe west will send destruction
Into this city's bosom

AUSTRIA. | fromthe north

KING PHI LI P. Qur thunder fromthe south
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.

BASTARD. [Aside] O prudent disciplinel Fromnorth to south,
Austria and France shoot in each other's nouth.

"Il stir themto it.-Conme, away, away!

CI TI ZEN. Hear us, great kings: vouchsafe awhile to stay,
And | shall show you peace and fair-fac'd | eague;
Wn you this city w thout stroke or wound;

Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds

That here cone sacrifices for the field.



Persever not, but hear me, mghty kings.
KING JOHN. Speak on with favour; we are bent to hear
CI TI ZEN. That daughter there of Spain, the Lady Bl anch
Is niece to England; | ook upon the years
O Lewi s the Dauphin and that |ovely maid.
If lusty |Iove should go in quest of beauty,
Where should he find it fairer than in Bl anch?
If zeal ous | ove should go in search of virtue,
Where should he find it purer than in Blanch?
If Iove anbitious sought a match of birth,
Whose veins bound richer blood than Lady Bl anch?
Such as she is, in beauty, virtue, birth,
I s the young Dauphin every way conplete-
If not conplete of, say he is not she;
And she again wants nothing, to nane want,
If want it be not that she is not he.
He is the half part of a blessed man,
Left to be finished by such as she;
And she a fair divided excellence
Whose ful ness of perfection lies in him
O two such silver currents, when they join,
Do glorify the banks that bound themi n;
And two such shores to two such streans nmade one,
Two such controlling bounds, shall you be, Kings,
To these two princes, if you marry them
This union shall do nore than battery can
To our fast-closed gates; for at this match
Wth swifter spleen than powder can enforce,
The mout h of passage shall we fling w de ope
And give you entrance; but without this natch,
The sea enraged is not half so deaf,
Li ons nore confident, nountains and rocks

More free fromnotion-no, not Death hinself



In nortal fury half so perenptory
As we to keep this city.
BASTARD. Here's a stay
That shakes the rotten carcass of old Death
Qut of his rags! Here's a |large nmouth, indeed,
That spits forth death and nountai ns, rocks and seas;
Tal ks as faniliarly of roaring lions
As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs!
What cannoneer begot this |usty bl ood?
He speaks plain cannon-fire, and snoke and bounce;
He gives the bastinado with his tongue;
Qur ears are cudgell'd; not a word of his
But buffets better than a fist of France.
Zounds! | was never so bethunmp'd with words
Since | first call'd nmy brother's father dad.
ELINOR Son, list to this conjunction, nake this match;
Gve with our niece a dowy |arge enough;
For by this knot thou shalt so surely tie
Thy now unsur'd assurance to the crown
That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe
The bloomthat promiseth a nmighty fruit.
| see a yielding in the | ooks of France;
Mark how t hey whisper. Urge themwhile their souls
Are capabl e of this anbition,
Lest zeal, now nelted by the windy breath
O soft petitions, pity, and renorse,
Cool and congeal again to what it was.
Cl TI ZEN. Whay answer not the double najesties
This friendly treaty of our threat'ned town?
KING PH LI P. Speak England first, that hath been forward first
To speak unto this city: what say you?
KING JOHN. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely son

Can in this book of beauty read 'I |ove,



Her dowy shall weigh equal with a queen

For Anjou, and fair Touraine, Muine, Poictiers,

And all that we upon this side the sea-

Except this city now by us besieg' d-

Find liable to our crown and dignity,

Shall gild her bridal bed, and nake her rich

In titles, honours, and pronotions,

As she in beauty, education, blood,

Hol ds hand with any princess of the world.
KING PH LI P. What say'st thou, boy? Look in the lady's face.
LEWS. | do, ny lord, and in her eye | find

A wonder, or a wondrous mracle,

The shadow of nyself formd in her eye

Whi ch, being but the shadow of your son

Becones a sun, and makes your son a shadow.

| do protest | never lov'd nyself

Till now infixed |I beheld nyself

Drawn in the flattering table of her eye.

[ Whi spers with BLANCH|

BASTARD. [Aside] Drawn in the flattering table of her eye,

Hang'd in the frowning winkle of her brow,

And quarter'd in her heart-he doth espy

H nself love's traitor. This is pity now,

That hang'd and drawn and quarter'd there should be

In such a love so vile a lout as he.
BLANCH. My uncle's will in this respect is mne.

If he see aught in you that makes himlike,

That anythi ng he sees which noves his liking

I can with ease translate it to my wll;

O if you will, to speak nore properly,

I will enforce it eas'ly to ny |ove

Further I will not flatter you, nmy lord,

That all | see in you is worthy | ove,



Than this: that nothing do | see in you-
Though churlish thoughts thensel ves should be your judge-
That | can find should nerit any hate.
KING JOHN. What say these young ones? What say you, ny niece?
BLANCH. That she is bound in honour still to do
What you in wisdomstill vouchsafe to say.
KING JOHN. Speak then, Prince Dauphin; can you love this |ady?
LEWS. Nay, ask ne if | can refrain fromlove
For | do |l ove her nost unfeignedly.
KING JOHN. Then do | give Vol quessen, Tourai ne, Mine,
Poi ctiers, and Anjou, these five provinces,
Wth her to thee; and this addition nore,
Full thirty thousand marks of English coin.
Philip of France, if thou be pleas'd wthal
Conmand thy son and daughter to join hands.
KING PH LIP. It Iikes us well; young princes, close your hands.
AUSTRI A. And your lips too; for I amwell assur'd
That | did so when | was first assur'd.
KING PH LI P. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates,
Let in that amty which you have nade
For at Saint Mary's chapel presently
The rites of marriage shall be sol emi z'd.
Is not the Lady Constance in this troop?
I know she is not; for this match nade up
Her presence woul d have interrupted nuch.
Wiere is she and her son? Tell me, who knows.
LEWS. She is sad and passionate at your Hi ghness' tent.
KING PHI LIP. And, by ny faith, this | eague that we have nade
W1l give her sadness very little cure.
Br ot her of Engl and, how nmay we content
This wi dow |l ady? In her right we cane;
VWhi ch we, God knows, have turn'd another way,

To our own vant age.



KING JOHN. W& will heal up all
For we'll create young Arthur Duke of Britaine,
And Earl of Richnond; and this rich fair town
We nake himlord of. Call the Lady Constance;
Sone speedy nessenger bid her repair
To our solemity. | trust we shall,
If not fill up the measure of her wll,
Yet in sone neasure satisfy her so
That we shall stop her excl amation.
Go we as well as haste will suffer us
To this unl ook'd-for, unprepared ponp.

Exeunt all but the BASTARD

BASTARD. Mad world! nmad kings! nad conposition
John, to stop Arthur's tide in the whole,
Hath willingly departed with a part;
And France, whose arnmour conscience buckl ed on
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field
As God's own soldier, rounded in the ear
Wth that same purpose-changer, that sly devil,
That broker that still breaks the pate of faith,
That daily break-vow, he that wins of all,
O kings, of beggars, old nmen, young nen, maids,
Who having no external thing to | ose
But the word 'nmaid,' cheats the poor naid of that;
That snooth-fac'd gentlenman, tickling commodity,
Commodity, the bias of the world-
The world, who of itself is peised well,
Made to run even upon even ground,
Till this advantage, this vile-draw ng bi as,
This sway of notion, this comuodity,
Makes it take head fromall indifferency,
Fromall direction, purpose, course, intent-

And this sane bias, this commodity,



This bawd, this broker, this all-changi ng word,
Clapp'd on the outward eye of fickle France,
Hath drawn himfromhis own deternin'd aid,
From a resol v' d and honourabl e war,

To a nost base and vil e-concl uded peace.

And why rail | on this commodity?

But for because he hath not woo'd ne yet;
Not that | have the power to clutch ny hand
When his fair angels would salute ny palm
But for ny hand, as unattenpted yet,

Li ke a poor beggar raileth on the rich

Well, whiles | ama beggar, | wll rail

And say there is no sin but to be rich

And being rich, ny virtue then shall be

To say there is no vice but beggary.

Si nce kings break faith upon commodity,
Gain, be ny lord, for I will worship thee

ACT II'l1. SCENE 1.

France. The FRENCH KI NG S canp

Ent er CONSTANCE, ARTHUR, and SALI SBURY

CONSTANCE. Gone to be narried! Gone to swear a peace!
Fal se blood to false blood join' d! Gone to be friends!
Shall Lew s have Bl anch, and Bl anch those provinces?
It is not so; thou hast nisspoke, m sheard;

Be well advis'd, tell o'er thy tale again.
It cannot be; thou dost but say 'tis so;

| trust | may not trust thee, for thy word
I's but the vain breath of a comon nan:
Believe ne | do not believe thee, man;

| have a king's oath to the contrary.



Thou shalt be punish'd for thus frighting ne,
For | am sick and capable of fears
Qppress'd with wongs, and therefore full of fears;
A wi dow, husbandl ess, subject to fears;
A woman, naturally born to fears
And though thou now confess thou didst but jest,
Wth ny vex'd spirits | cannot take a truce,
But they will quake and trenble all this day.
What dost thou nean by shaking of thy head?
Why dost thou | ook so sadly on ny son?
What neans that hand upon that breast of thine?
Why hol ds thine eye that | anentabl e rheum
Li ke a proud river peering o' er his bounds?
Be these sad signs confirmers of thy words?
Then speak again-not all thy forner tale,
But this one word, whether thy tale be true.
SALI SBURY. As true as | believe you think them fal se
That give you cause to prove ny saying true.
CONSTANCE. O, if thou teach me to believe this sorrow,
Teach thou this sorrow how to make ne die;
And let belief and life encounter so
As doth the fury of two desperate nen
VWhich in the very neeting fall and die!
Lewis marry Bl anch! O boy, then where art thou?
France friend with Engl and; what becones of ne?
Fel | ow, be gone: | cannot brook thy sight;
This news hath nade thee a nobst ugly nan.
SALI SBURY. What ot her harm have |, good | ady, done
But spoke the harmthat is by others done?
CONSTANCE. Which harmwithin itself so heinous is
As it makes harnful all that speak of it.
ARTHUR. | do beseech you, madam be content.

CONSTANCE. |f thou that bid' st me be content wert grim



Ugly, and sland rous to thy nother's wonb,
Ful I of unpl easing blots and sightless stains,
Lane, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious,
Patch'd with foul noles and eye-offendi ng marks,
I would not care, | then would be content;
For then | should not |ove thee; no, nor thou
Beconme thy great birth, nor deserve a crown.
But thou art fair, and at thy birth, dear boy,
Nature and Fortune join'd to nake thee great:
O Nature's gifts thou mayst with lilies boast,
And with the half-blown rose; but Fortune, O
She is corrupted, chang' d, and won fromthee;
Sh' adulterates hourly with thine uncle John
And with her gol den hand hath pluck'd on France
To tread down fair respect of sovereignty,
And made his majesty the bawd to theirs.
France is a bawd to Fortune and Ki ng John-
That strunpet Fortune, that usurping John
Tell ne, thou fellow, is not France forsworn?
Envenom himwi th words, or get thee gone
And | eave those woes al one which | al one
Am bound t o under - bear
SALI SBURY. Pardon ne, nmadam
I may not go without you to the kings.
CONSTANCE. Thou mayst, thou shalt; | will not go with thee;
I will instruct nmy sorrows to be proud,
For grief is proud, and nakes his owner stoop.
To ne, and to the state of my great grief,
Let kings assenble; for my grief's so great
That no supporter but the huge firmearth
Can hold it up. [ Seats herself on the ground]
Here | and sorrows sit;

Here is ny throne, bid kings cone bowto it.



Enter KING JOHN, KING PHI LI P, LEWS, BLANCH

ELI NOR, the BASTARD, AUSTRI A, and attendants

KING PH LIP. 'Tis true, fair daughter, and this bl essed day
Ever in France shall be kept festival
To solemi ze this day the glorious sun
Stays in his course and plays the al chenist,
Turning with splendour of his precious eye
The neagre cloddy earth to glittering gold.

The yearly course that brings this day about
Shall never see it but a holiday.

CONSTANCE. [Rising] A w cked day, and not a holy day!
What hath this day deserv'd? what hath it done
That it in golden letters should be set
Anong the high tides in the cal endar?

Nay, rather turn this day out of the week,

This day of shane, oppression, perjury,;

O, if it nust stand still, let wives with child
Pray that their burdens may not fall this day,
Lest that their hopes prodigiously be cross'd;
But on this day | et seanen fear no weck;

No bargains break that are not this day made
This day, all things begun cone to ill end,

Yea, faith itself to hollow fal sehood change!

KING PH LI P. By heaven, |ady, you shall have no cause
To curse the fair proceedings of this day.

Have | not pawn'd to you ny mmjesty?

CONSTANCE. You have beguil'd me with a counterfeit
Resenbl i ng maj esty, which, being touch'd and tri ed,
Proves val uel ess; you are forsworn, forsworn;

You cane in arns to spill mine enenies' blood,

But now in arns you strengthen it with yours.



The grappling vigour and rough frown of war

Is cold in amty and pai nted peace,

And our oppression hath nade up this | eague.

Arm arm you heavens, agai nst these perjur'd kings!

A wi dow cries: Be husband to ne, heavens!

Let not the hours of this ungodly day

Wear out the day in peace; but, ere sunset,

Set arnmed discord 'twi xt these perjur'd Kkings!

Hear nme, O, hear ne!

AUSTRI A. Lady Constance, peace!
CONSTANCE. War! war! no peace! Peace is to ne a war.

O Lynopges! O Austria! thou dost shane

That bl oody spoil. Thou slave, thou wetch, thou coward!

Thou little valiant, great in villainy!

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side!

Thou Fortune's chanpi on that dost never fight

But when her hunorous |adyship is by

To teach thee safety! Thou art perjur'd too,

And sooth'st up greatness. What a fool art thou

A ramping fool, to brag and stanp and swear

Upon ny party! Thou col d- bl ooded sl ave,

Hast thou not spoke l|ike thunder on ny side,

Been sworn ny sol dier, bidding ne depend

Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength,

And dost thou now fall over to nmy foes?

Thou wear a lion's hide! Doff it for shane,

And hang a cal f's-skin on those recreant |inbs.
AUSTRIA. O that a man shoul d speak those words to ne!
BASTARD. And hang a cal f's-skin on those recreant |inbs.
AUSTRI A. Thou dar'st not say so, villain, for thy life.
BASTARD. And hang a cal f's-skin on those recreant |inbs.

KING JOHN. W like not this: thou dost forget thyself.



Ent er PANDULPH

KING PH LI P. Here cones the holy | egate of the Pope.
PANDULPH. Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven
To thee, King John, ny holy errand is.
| Pandul ph, of fair MIlan cardinal
And from Pope | nnocent the | egate here,
Do in his nanme religiously denmand
Why thou agai nst the Church, our holy nother,
So wilfully dost spurn; and force perforce
Keep St ephen Langton, chosen Archbi shop
O Canterbury, fromthat holy see?
This, in our foresaid holy father's nane,
Pope Innocent, | do demand of thee.
KING JOHN. What earthly nane to interrogatories
Can task the free breath of a sacred king?
Thou canst not, Cardinal, devise a nane
So slight, unworthy, and ridicul ous,
To charge nme to an answer, as the Pope.
Tell himthis tale, and fromthe nouth of England
Add thus much nore, that no Italian priest
Shall tithe or toll in our doninions;
But as we under heaven are suprene head,
So, under Hi mthat great suprenacy,
Where we do reign we will al one uphold,
W thout th' assistance of a nortal hand.
So tell the Pope, all reverence set apart
To himand his usurp'd authority.
KING PH LI P. Brother of England, you blasphene in this.
KING JOHN. Though you and all the kings of Christendom
Are led so grossly by this nmeddling priest,
Dreadi ng the curse that noney nmay buy out,

And by the nerit of vile gold, dross, dust,



Purchase corrupted pardon of a man,

Who in that sale sells pardon from hinself-

Though you and all the rest, so grossly |ed,

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish

Yet | al one, alone do ne oppose

Agai nst the Pope, and count his friends ny foes.
PANDULPH. Then by the |lawful power that | have

Thou shalt stand curs'd and excommuni cat e;

And bl essed shall he be that doth revolt

From his all egiance to an heretic;

And neritorious shall that hand be call'd,

Canoni zed, and worshipp'd as a saint,

That takes away by any secret course

Thy hateful life.
CONSTANCE. O lawful let it be

That | have roomwi th Ronme to curse awhil e!

Good father Cardinal, cry thou 'anen

To ny keen curses; for w thout nmy wong

There is no tongue hath power to curse himright.
PANDULPH. There's | aw and warrant, |ady, for my curse.
CONSTANCE. And for mine too; when |aw can do no right,

Let it be lawful that |aw bar no wong;

Law cannot give ny child his kingdom here,

For he that hol ds his kingdom holds the | aw

Therefore, since lawitself is perfect wong,

How can the law forbid ny tongue to curse?
PANDULPH. Philip of France, on peril of a curse,

Let go the hand of that arch-heretic,

And raise the power of France upon his head,

Unl ess he do subnit hinmself to Rone.
ELI NOR. Look'st thou pale, France? Do not let go thy hand.
CONSTANCE. Look to that, devil, lest that France repent

And by di sjoi ning hands hell |ose a soul



AUSTRIA. King Philip, listen to the Cardinal
BASTARD. And hang a calf's-skin on his recreant |inbs.
AUSTRI A. Well, ruffian, | nmust pocket up these wongs,
Because-
BASTARD. Your breeches best may carry them
KING JOHN. Philip, what say'st thou to the Cardinal ?
CONSTANCE. What shoul d he say, but as the Cardinal ?
LEWS. Bethink you, father; for the difference
I s purchase of a heavy curse from Rone
O the light loss of England for a friend.
Forgo the easier
BLANCH. That's the curse of Rome.
CONSTANCE. O Lewis, stand fast! The devil tenpts thee here
In likeness of a new untrinmed bride.
BLANCH. The Lady Constance speaks not from her faith,
But from her need.
CONSTANCE. O, if thou grant ny need,
Which only lives but by the death of faith
That need nust needs infer this principle-
That faith would live again by death of need
O then, tread down ny need, and faith nounts up
Keep ny need up, and faith is trodden down!
KING JOHN. The King is nov'd, and answers not to this.
CONSTANCE. O be remov'd fromhim and answer wel |
AUSTRIA. Do so, King Philip; hang no nore in doubt.
BASTARD. Hang not hing but a calf's-skin, nost sweet |out.
KING PH LIP. I am perplex'd and know not what to say.
PANDULPH. What canst thou say but will perplex thee nore,
If thou stand exconmuni cate and curs'd?
KING PH LI P. Good reverend father, nmake my person yours,
And tell ne how you woul d bestow yourself.
This royal hand and mine are newWy knit,

And the conjunction of our inward souls



Married in | eague, coupled and |ink'd together

Wth all religious strength of sacred vows;

The | atest breath that gave the sound of words

Was deep-sworn faith, peace, amity, true |ove,

Bet ween our ki ngdons and our royal selves;

And even before this truce, but new before,

No | onger than we well could wash our hands,

To clap this royal bargain up of peace

Heaven knows, they were besnmear'd and overstain'd

Wth slaughter's pencil, where revenge did paint

The fearful difference of incensed kings.

And shall these hands, so lately purg'd of blood,

So newy join'd in love, so strong in both,

Unyoke this seizure and this kind regreet?

Play fast and | oose with faith? so jest with heaven

Make such unconstant children of ourselves,

As now again to snatch our palmfrom palm

Unswear faith sworn, and on the nmarriage-bed

O sniling peace to march a bl oody host,

And make a riot on the gentle brow

O true sincerity? O holy sir,

My reverend father, let it not be so!

Qut of your grace, devise, ordain, inpose

Sone gentle order; and then we shall be bl est

To do your pleasure, and continue friends.
PANDULPH. All formis form ess, order orderless,

Save what is opposite to England' s |ove.

Therefore, to arns! be chanpion of our church

O let the church, our nother, breathe her curse-

A nother's curse-on her revolting son

France, thou nayst hold a serpent by the tongue,

A chafed lion by the nortal paw,

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth,



Than keep in peace that hand which thou dost hol d.
KING PH LIP. I may disjoin my hand, but not ny faith.
PANDULPH. So nak'st thou faith an eneny to faith;

And like. a civil war set'st oath to oath.

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O let thy vow

First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform d,

That is, to be the chanpion of our Church

What since thou swor'st is sworn agai nst thyself

And may not be perforned by thyself,

For that which thou hast sworn to do aniss

Is not amiss when it is truly done;

And bei ng not done, where doing tends to ill,

The truth is then nost done not doing it;

The better act of purposes m stook

Is to mistake again; though indirect,

Yet indirection thereby grows direct,

And fal sehood cures, as fire cools fire

Wthin the scorched veins of one new burn'd.

It is religion that doth make vows kept;

But thou hast sworn against religion

By what thou swear'st against the thing thou swear'st,

And mek' st an oath the surety for thy truth

Agai nst an oath; the truth thou art unsure

To swear swears only not to be forsworn;

El se what a nockery should it be to swear!

But thou dost swear only to be forsworn;

And nost forsworn to keep what thou dost swear.

Therefore thy later vows against thy first

Is in thyself rebellion to thyself;

And better conquest never canst thou nake

Than armthy constant and thy nobler parts

Agai nst these giddy | oose suggesti ons;

Upon which better part our pray'rs cone in,



If thou vouchsafe them But if not, then know

The peril of our curses fight on thee

So heavy as thou shalt not shake them off,

But in despair die under the black weight.

AUSTRI A. Rebellion, flat rebellion!
BASTARD. WII't not be?

WIl not a calf's-skin stop that nmouth of thine?
LEWS. Father, to arns!

BLANCH. Upon thy weddi ng-day?

Agai nst the blood that thou hast married?

What, shall our feast be kept with slaughtered nen?

Shal | braying trunpets and |oud churlish druns,

Cl anours of hell, be nmeasures to our ponp?

O husband, hear ne! ay, alack, how new

I's "husband' in nmy nouth! even for that nane,

Which till this time ny tongue did ne'er pronounce,

Upon ny knee | beg, go not to arns

Agai nst m ne uncl e.

CONSTANCE. O, upon ny knee,

Made hard with kneeling, | do pray to thee,

Thou virtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom

For et hought by heaven!

BLANCH. Now shall | see thy love. \Wat notive may

Be stronger with thee than the nane of wife?
CONSTANCE. That whi ch uphol deth hi mthat thee uphol ds,

Hi s honour. O, thine honour, Lew s, thine honour!
LEWS. | nuse your Majesty doth seem so cold,

When such profound respects do pull you on.
PANDULPH. | will denounce a curse upon his head.
KING PH LI P. Thou shalt not need. England, | will fall fromthee.
CONSTANCE. O fair return of banish'd nmajesty!

ELINOCR. O foul revolt of French inconstancy!

KING JOHN. France, thou shalt rue this hour within this hour.



BASTARD. A d Time the clock-setter, that bald sexton Tineg,
Isit as he will? Well then, France shall rue.

BLANCH. The sun's o'ercast with blood. Fair day, adieu!
Which is the side that | nmust go wthal ?
I amw th both: each arny hath a hand,
And in their rage, | having hold of both,

They whirl asunder and di smenber ne.

Husband, | cannot pray that thou mayst win;
Uncle, | needs nust pray that thou nmayst | ose;
Father, | may not wi sh the fortune thine;

Grandam | will not wish thy wishes thrive.
Whoever wins, on that side shall | |ose:
Assured | oss before the match be play'd.
LEWS. Lady, with ne, with me thy fortune |ies.
BLANCH. There where ny fortune lives, there ny life dies.
KING JOHN. Cousin, go draw our puissance together.
Exit BASTARD
France, | amburn'd up with inflam ng wath,
A rage whose heat hath this condition
That not hing can allay, nothing but blood,
The bl ood, and dearest-valu'd blood, of France.
KING PHI LI P. Thy rage shall burn thee up, and thou shalt turn
To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire.
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy.
KING JOHN. No nore than he that threats. To arnms let's hie!
Exeunt severally

SCENE 2.

France. Plains near Angiers

Al aruns, excursions. Enter the BASTARD with AUSTRI A' S head

BASTARD. Now, by ny life, this day grows wondrous hot;



Some airy devil hovers in the sky
And pours down m schief. Austria's head lie there,

Whil e Philip breathes.

Enter KING JOHN, ARTHUR, and HUBERT

KING JOHN. Hubert, keep this boy. Philip, nake up:
My nother is assailed in our tent,
And ta'en, | fear.
BASTARD. My lord, | rescued her
Her Hi ghness is in safety, fear you not;
But on, ny liege, for very little pains
WIl bring this |abour to an happy end. Exeunt

SCENE 3.

France. Plains near Angiers

Al aruns, excursions, retreat. Enter KING JOHN, ELI NOR

ARTHUR, the BASTARD, HUBERT, and LORDS

KING JOHN. [To ELINOR] So shall it be; your Grace shall stay
behi nd,
So strongly guarded. [To ARTHUR] Cousin, |ook not sad;
Thy grandam | oves thee, and thy uncle wll
As dear be to thee as thy father was.
ARTHUR. O, this will nake nmy nother die with grief!
KING JOHN. [To the BASTARD| Cousin, away for England! haste
bef ore,
And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags
O hoardi ng abbots; inprisoned angels
Set at liberty; the fat ribs of peace
Must by the hungry now be fed upon

Use our commi ssion in his utnost force.



BASTARD. Bel |,

book, and candl e, shall not drive ne back,

When gold and silver becks nme to come on.

| | eave your

H ghness. Grandam | wll pray,

If ever | renmenber to be holy,

For your fair safety. So, | kiss your hand.

ELI NOR. Far ewel

KI NG JOHN. Coz,

ELI NOR. Cone hi

I, gentle cousin.

farewel |

ther, little kinsnman; hark, a word.

KING JOHN. Cone hither, Hubert. O ny gentle Hubert,

We owe thee nmuch! Wthin this wall of flesh

There is a soul counts thee her creditor

And with advantage neans to pay thy |ove;

And, ny good

friend, thy voluntary oath

Lives in this bosom dearly cherished

Gve ne thy hand. | had a thing to say-

But I will fi

t it with sone better tine.

By heaven, Hubert, | am al nost ashanid

To say what good respect | have of thee.

HUBERT. | am nuch bounden to your Majesty.

KI NG JOHN. Good fri end,

But thou sha

Yet it shal

t have; and creep tine ne' er so slow,

come for ne to do thee good

| had a thing to say-but let it go:

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day,

Attended with the pleasures of the world,

Is all too wanton and too full of gawds

To give ne audience. If the mdnight bel

Did with his

iron tongue and brazen nouth

Sound on into the drowsy race of night;

If this sane were a churchyard where we stand,

And thou possessed with a thousand w ongs;

O if that surly spirit, nelancholy,

Exit BASTARD

thou hast no cause to say so yet,



Had bak'd thy bl ood and nmade it heavy-thi ck,
Whi ch else runs tickling up and down the veins,
Maki ng that idiot, |aughter, keep nen's eyes
And strain their cheeks to idle nerrinent,
A passion hateful to ny purposes;
O if that thou coul dst see nme w thout eyes,
Hear ne without thine cars, and nake reply
W thout a tongue, using conceit alone,
W thout eyes, ears, and harnful sound of words-
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day,
I would into thy bosom pour ny thoughts.
But, ah, I will not! Yet | |ove thee well;
And, by ny troth, | think thou lov'st me well.

HUBERT. So well that what you bid ne undert ake,
Though that my death were adjunct to ny act,
By heaven, | would do it.

KING JOHN. Do not | know t hou woul dst?
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye
On yon young boy. 1'Il tell thee what, ny friend,
He is a very serpent in nmy way;
And wheresoe'er this foot of mne doth tread,
He |ies before me. Dost thou understand ne?
Thou art his keeper.

HUBERT. And |I'1l keep him so
That he shall not offend your Majesty.

KI NG JOHN. Deat h.

HUBERT. My | ord?

KI NG JOHN. A grave.

HUBERT. He shall not Iive.

KI NG JOHN. Enough!
I could be merry now. Hubert, | |ove thee.
Vell, 1'll not say what | intend for thee.

Renenber. Madam fare you well;



I'"l'l send those powers o'er to your Mjesty.
ELINOR My blessing go with thee!
KING JOHN. [To ARTHUR] For Engl and, cousin, go;
Hubert shall be your nan, attend on you
Wth all true duty. On toward Cal ais, ho! Exeunt

SCENE 4.

France. The FRENCH KI NG s canp

Enter KING PH LI P, LEWS, PANDULPH, and attendants

KING PH LIP. So by a roaring tenpest on the flood
A whol e arnado of convicted sail
I's scattered and disjoin'd from fell owship.
PANDULPH. Courage and confort! Al shall yet go well.
KING PH LI P. What can go well, when we have run so ill.
Are we not beaten? Is not Angiers |ost?
Arthur ta'en prisoner? Divers dear friends slain?
And bl oody Engl and i nto Engl and gone,
O erbearing interruption, spite of France?
LEWS. he hath won, that hath he fortified;
So hot a speed with such advice dispos'd,
Such tenperate order in so fierce a cause,
Dot h want exanpl e; who hath read or heard
O any kindred action like to this?
KING PH LI P. Wll could | bear that England had this praise,

So we could find sonme pattern of our shane.

Ent er CONSTANCE

Look who conmes here! a grave unto a soul;
Holding th' eternal spirit, against her wll,
In the vile prison of afflicted breath.

| prithee, lady, go away with ne.



CONSTANCE. Lo now now see the issue of your peace!
KING PH LI P. Patience, good | ady! Confort, gentle Constance!
CONSTANCE. No, | defy all counsel, all redress,

But that which ends all counsel, true redress-

Deat h, death; O ami able | ovely death!

Thou odoriferous stench! sound rottenness!

Arise forth fromthe couch of |asting night,

Thou hate and terror to prosperity,

And | will kiss thy detestable bones,

And put ny eyeballs in thy vaulty brows,

And ring these fingers with thy househol d worns,

And stop this gap of breath with ful some dust,

And be a carrion nonster |ike thyself.

Cone, grin on nme, and I will think thou sml"st,

And buss thee as thy wife. Msery's |ove,

O cone to ne!

KING PH LIP. Ofair affliction, peace!

CONSTANCE. No, no, | will not, having breath to cry.
O that nmy tongue were in the thunder's nouth!
Then with a passion would | shake the world,

And rouse fromsleep that fell anatony
Whi ch cannot hear a lady's feeble voice,
Whi ch scorns a nodern invocation

PANDULPH. Lady, you utter nadness and not sorrow

CONSTANCE. Thou art not holy to belie nme so.
I amnot mad: this hair | tear is mne;

My nane is Constance; | was Ceffrey's wfe;
Young Arthur is my son, and he is |ost.

I amnot mad-1 would to heaven | were!

For then "tis like | should forget nyself.
O if I could, what grief should | forget!
Preach sonme phil osophy to nmake ne nmad

And thou shalt be canoniz'd, Cardinal



For, being not mad, but sensible of grief,
My reasonabl e part produces reason
How | may be deliver'd of these woes,
And teaches me to kill or hang nyself.
If I were mad | should forget ny son,
O madly think a babe of clouts were he.
| amnot mad; too well, too well | feel
The different plague of each calamty.
KING PH LI P. Bind up those tresses. O what love | note
In the fair nultitude of those her hairs!
Where but by a chance a silver drop hath fall'n,
Even to that drop ten thousand wiry friends
Do gl ue thenselves in sociable grief,
Li ke true, inseparable, faithful |oves,
Sticking together in calanmty.
CONSTANCE. To England, if you will.
KING PH LI P. Bind up your hairs.
CONSTANCE. Yes, that | will; and wherefore will | do it?
| tore themfromtheir bonds, and cried al oud
'O that these hands could so redeem ny son,
As they have given these hairs their |iberty!’
But now | envy at their liberty,
And will again commit themto their bonds,
Because ny poor child is a prisoner.
And, father Cardinal, | have heard you say
That we shall see and know our friends in heaven;
If that be true, | shall see ny boy again;
For since the birth of Cain, the first male child,
To himthat did but yesterday suspire,
There was not such a graci ous creature born.
But now wi |l canker sorrow eat ny bud
And chase the native beauty from his cheek,

And he will | ook as hollow as a ghost,



As dimand neagre as an ague's fit;

And so he'll die; and, rising so again,

When | shall neet himin the court of heaven

I shall not know him Therefore never, never

Must | behold my pretty Arthur nore.
PANDULPH. You hol d too heinous a respect of grief.
CONSTANCE. He talks to ne that never had a son
KING PH LI P. You are as fond of grief as of your child.
CONSTANCE. Grief fills the roomup of ny absent child,

Lies in his bed, wal ks up and down with ne,

Puts on his pretty | ooks, repeats his words,

Renenbers ne of all his gracious parts,

Stuffs out his vacant garnents with his form

Then have | reason to be fond of grief.

Fare you well; had you such a loss as |

| could give better confort than you do.

I will not keep this formupon ny head

[ Tearing
When there is such disorder in nmy wt.
O Lord! ny boy, nmy Arthur, ny fair son
MW life, nmy joy, ny food, ny ail the world!
My wi dowconfort, and my sorrows' cure
KING PH LIP. |I fear some outrage, and I'Il follow her.

LEWS. There's nothing in this world can nmake ne joy.
Life is as tedious as a twice-told tale
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy nman;
And bitter shane hath spoil'd the sweet world's taste,
That it yields nought but shane and bitterness.
PANDULPH. Before the curing of a strong di sease,
Even in the instant of repair and health,
The fit is strongest; evils that take |eave
On their departure nost of all show evil;

What have you lost by losing of this day?

her hair]



LEWS. Al days of glory, joy, and happiness.
PANDULPH. If you had won it, certainly you had.

No, no; when Fortune neans to nmen nost good,

She | ooks upon themwith a threat' ning eye.

"Tis strange to think how nmuch King John hath | ost

In this which he accounts so clearly won.

Are not you griev'd that Arthur is his prisoner?
LEWS. As heartily as he is glad he hath him
PANDULPH. Your mind is all as youthful as your bl ood.

Now hear nme speak with a prophetic spirit;

For even the breath of what | mean to speak

Shal | bl ow each dust, each straw, each little rub

Qut of the path which shall directly |ead

Thy foot to England' s throne. And therefore mark:

John hath seiz'd Arthur; and it cannot be

That, whiles warmlife plays in that infant's veins,

The m splac'd John should entertain an hour

One ninute, nay, one quiet breath of rest.

A sceptre snatch'd with an unruly hand

Must be boi sterously maintain'd as gain'd,

And he that stands upon a slipp'ry place

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay himup

That John may stand then, Arthur needs nust fall

So be it, for it cannot be but so.

LEWS. But what shall | gain by young Arthur's fall?
PANDULPH. You, in the right of Lady Blanch your wife,

May then neke all the claimthat Arthur did.

LEWS. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did.
PANDULPH. How green you are and fresh in this old world!

John lays you plots; the tines conspire with you

For he that steeps his safety in true bl ood

Shall find but bl oody safety and untrue.

This act, so evilly borne, shall cool the hearts



O all his people and freeze up their zeal,
That none so small advantage shall step forth
To check his reign but they will cherish it;
No natural exhalation in the sky,
No scope of nature, no distenper'd day,
No conmmon wi nd, no custoned event,
But they will pluck away his natural cause
And call them neteors, prodigies, and signs,
Abortives, presages, and tongues of heaven,
Pl ai nl y denounci ng vengeance upon John.
LEWS. May be he will not touch young Arthur's life,
But hold hinself safe in his prisonnent.
PANDULPH. O, Sir, when he shall hear of your approach,
If that young Arthur be not gone already,
Even at that news he dies; and then the hearts
O all his people shall revolt from him
And kiss the lips of unacquai nted change,
And pick strong natter of revolt and wrath
Qut of the bloody fingers' ends of john.
Met hinks | see this hurly all on foot;
And, O, what better matter breeds for you
Than | have nam d! The bastard Faul conbri dge
I's now in England ransacki ng the Church,
O fending charity; if but a dozen French
Were there in arns, they would be as a can
To train ten thousand English to their side;
O as a little snow, tunbled about,
Anon becones a nountain. O nobl e Dauphi n,
Go with me to the King. 'Tis wonderful
What may be wrought out of their discontent,
Now that their souls are topful of offence.
For England go; | will whet on the King.

LEWS. Strong reasons nakes strong actions. Let us go;



If you say ay, the King will not say no. Exeunt

ACT 1V. SCENE 1.

Engl and. A castle

Ent er HUBERT and EXECUTI ONERS

HUBERT. Heat ne these irons hot; and | ook thou stand
Wthin the arras. Wien | strike ny foot
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth
And bind the boy which you shall find with me
Fast to the chair. Be heedful; hence, and watch.
EXECUTI ONER. | hope your warrant will bear out the deed.
HUBERT. Uncl eanly scrupl es! Fear not you. Look to't.
Exeunt EXECUTI ONERS

Young | ad, cone forth; | have to say with you.

Ent er ARTHUR

ARTHUR. Good norrow, Hubert.
HUBERT. Good norrow, little Prince.
ARTHUR. As little prince, having so great a tide
To be nore prince, as may be. You are sad.
HUBERT. Indeed |I have been nerrier.
ARTHUR. Mercy on ne!
Met hi nks no body should be sad but I;
Yet, | remenber, when | was in France,
Young gentl enmen woul d be as sad as ni ght,
Only for wantonness. By ny christendom
So | were out of prison and kept sheep,
I should be as nerry as the day is |ong;
And so | would be here but that | doubt

My uncle practises nore harmto ne;



He is afraid of ne, and | of him
Is it nmy fault that | was Geffrey's son?
No, indeed, ist not; and | would to heaven
I were your son, so you would |ove ne, Hubert.
HUBERT. [Aside] |If | talk to him with his innocent prate
He will awake my nmercy, which |lies dead;
Therefore | will be sudden and di spatch.
ARTHUR. Are you sick, Hubert? You | ook pal e to-day;
In sooth, I would you were a little sick,
That | might sit all night and watch with you.
I warrant | love you nore than you do ne.
HUBERT. [Aside] H's words do take possession of nmy bosom -
Read here, young Arthur. [ Showi ng a paper]
[Aside] How now, foolish rheum
Turni ng dispiteous torture out of door!
I nust be brief, lest resolution drop
Qut at mine eyes in tender wormani sh tears. -
Can you not read it? Is it not fair wit?
ARTHUR. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect.
Must you with hot irons burn out both nine eyes?
HUBERT. Young boy, | nust.
ARTHUR. And will you?
HUBERT. And | will.
ARTHUR. Have you the heart? Wien your head did but ache,
I knit nmy handkerchi ef about your brows-
The best | had, a princess wought it ne-
And | did never ask it you again;
And with nmy hand at nidnight held your head;
And, like the watchful nminutes to the hour,
Still and anon cheer'd up the heavy tine,
Sayi ng ' What | ack you?' and 'Were lies your grief?
O 'What good love may | performfor you?

Many a poor man's son woul d have |lyen still,



And ne'er have spoke a loving word to you
But you at your sick service had a prince
Nay, you may think my | ove was crafty |ove,
And call it cunning. Do, an if you wll.
I f heaven be pleas'd that you nust use ne ill,
Why, then you nust. WIIl you put out m ne eyes,
These eyes that never did nor never shal
So nuch as frown on you?
HUBERT. | have sworn to do it;
And with hot irons nust | burn them out.

ARTHUR. Ah, none but in this iron age would do it!
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot,
Approachi ng near these eyes would drink nmy tears
And quench his fiery indignation
Even in the matter of m ne innocence;

Nay, after that, consune away in rust

But for containing fire to harmm ne eye

Are you nore stubborn-hard than hamrer'd iron?

An if an angel should have cone to ne

And told nme Hubert should put out mne eyes,

I would not have believ'd himno tongue but Hubert's.

HUBERT. [Stanps] Cone forth.

Re-enter EXECUTI ONERS, Wth cord, irons, etc.

Do as | bid you do.

ARTHUR. O, save ne, Hubert, save nme! My eyes are out
Even with the fierce | ooks of these bl oody nen.
HUBERT. G ve ne the iron, | say, and bind himhere.
ARTHUR. Al as, what need you be so boist'rous rough?
I will not struggle, | will stand stone-still.
For heaven sake, Hubert, let me not be bound!

Nay, hear ne, Hubert! Drive these nen away,



And | will sit as quiet as a | anb;
I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word,
Nor | ook upon the iron angrily;
Thrust but these nmen away, and |'Il forgive you
What ever torment you do put ne to.
HUBERT. Go, stand within; let me alone with him
EXECUTI ONER. | am best pleas'd to be from such a deed
Exeunt EXECUTI ONERS
ARTHUR. Al as, | then have chid away ny friend!
He hath a stern | ook but a gentle heart.
Let him cone back, that his conpassi on may
Gve life to yours.
HUBERT. Cone, boy, prepare yourself.
ARTHUR. |s there no renedy?
HUBERT. None, but to | ose your eyes.
ARTHUR. O heaven, that there were but a note in yours,
A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wandering hair,
Any annoyance in that precious sense!
Then, feeling what small things are boisterous there,
Your vile intent nmust needs seem horri bl e.
HUBERT. Is this your pronise? Go to, hold your tongue.
ARTHUR. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes.
Let nme not hold ny tongue, let ne not, Hubert;
O, Hubert, if you will, cut out ny tongue,
So | may keep mine eyes. O spare nine eyes,
Though to no use but still to I ook on you
Lo, by ny troth, the instrunent is cold
And woul d not harm ne.
HUBERT. | can heat it, boy.
ARTHUR. No, in good sooth; the fire is dead with grief,
Being create for confort, to be us'd

I n undeserved extrenmes. See el se yourself:



There is no malice in this burning coal
The breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out,
And strew d repentant ashes on his head.

HUBERT. But with nmy breath | can revive it, boy.

ARTHUR. An if you do, you will but make it blush
And gl ow wi th shame of your proceedings, Hubert.
Nay, it perchance will sparkle in your eyes,
And, like a dog that is conpell'd to fight,
Snatch at his master that doth tarre himon
Al'l things that you should use to do ne wong
Deny their office; only you do | ack
That mercy which fierce fire and iron extends,
Creatures of note for nercy-I|acking uses.

HUBERT. Well, see to live; | will not touch thine eye
For all the treasure that thine uncle owes
Yet | amsworn, and | did purpose, boy,
Wth this same very iron to burn them out.

ARTHUR. O, now you |l ook |ike Hubert! Al this while
You were disguis'd.

HUBERT. Peace; no nore. Adieu
Your uncle nust not know but you are dead:
I"1'l fill these dogged spies with fal se reports
And, pretty child, sleep doubtless and secure
That Hubert, for the wealth of all the world,
WIIl not offend thee.

ARTHUR. O heaven! | thank you, Hubert.

HUBERT. Silence; no nore. Go closely in with ne.
Much danger do | undergo for thee. Exeunt

SCENE 2.

Engl and. KING JCOHN S pal ace

Enter KING JOHN, PEMBROKE, SALI SBURY, and ot her LORDS



KING JOHN. Here once again we sit, once again crown' d,
And | ook' d upon, | hope, with cheerful eyes.
PEMBROKE. This once again, but that your Hi ghness pleas'd,
Was once superfluous: you were crown' d before,
And that high royalty was ne' er pluck'd off,
The faiths of men ne'er stained with revolt;
Fresh expectation troubled not the |and
Wth any | ong' d-for change or better state.
SALI SBURY. Therefore, to be possess'd with doubl e ponp,
To guard a title that was rich before,
To gild refined gold, to paint the lily,
To throw a perfune on the violet,
To snmooth the ice, or add another hue
Unto the rainbow, or with taper-1light
To seek the beauteous eye of heaven to garnish
I's wasteful and ridicul ous excess.
PEMBROKE. But that your royal pleasure nust be done,
This act is as an ancient tale newtold
And, in the |l ast repeating, troubl esone,
Bei ng urged at a tinme unseasonabl e.
SALI SBURY. In this the antique and well-noted face
O plain old formis nuch disfigured,
And like a shifted wind unto a sai
It makes the course of thoughts to fetch about,
Startles and frights consideration
Makes sound opi nion sick, and truth suspected,
For putting on so new a fashion'd robe.
PEMBROKE. When wor knmen strive to do better than well
They do confound their skill in covetousness;
And oftentines excusing of a fault
Dot h nake the fault the worse by th' excuse

As patches set upon a little breach



Discredit nore in hiding of the fault
Than did the fault before it was so patch'd.

SALI SBURY. To this effect, before you were new crown'd,
We breath'd our counsel; but it pleas'd your Hi ghness
To overbear it; and we are all well pleas'd,
Since all and every part of what we would
Dot h nake a stand at what your Hi ghness wll.

KING JOHN. Sone reasons of this double coronation
| have possess'd you with, and think them strong;
And nore, nore strong, when lesser is ny fear,
| shall indue you with. Meantinme but ask
What you woul d have reformd that is not well
And well shall you perceive how willingly
I will both hear and grant you your requests.

PEMBROKE. Then |, as one that amthe tongue of these,
To sound the purposes of all their hearts,

Both for nyself and them but, chief of all
Your safety, for the which nyself and them
Bend their best studies, heartily request

Th' enfranchi sement of Arthur, whose restraint
Dot h nove the murnmuring |Iips of discontent

To break into this dangerous argunent:

If what in rest you have in right you hold,
Why then your fears-which, as they say, attend
The steps of wong-should nove you to nmew up
Your tender kinsman, and to choke his days
Wth barbarous ignorance, and deny his youth
The rich advantage of good exercise?

That the tinme's enenmies may not have this

To grace occasions, let it be our suit

That you have bid us ask his |iberty;

Whi ch for our goods we do no further ask

Than wher eupon our weal, on you dependi ng,



Counts it your weal he have his liberty.
KING JOHN. Let it be so. | do commit his youth

To your direction

Ent er HUBERT

[Aside] Hubert, what news with you?
PEMBROKE. This is the man should do the bl oody deed:
He show d his warrant to a friend of nine;
The i mage of a w cked hei nous fault
Lives in his eye; that close aspect of his
Dot h show the nood of a nuch troubl ed breast,
And | do fearfully believe 'tis done
What we so fear'd he had a charge to do
SALI SBURY. The col our of the King doth cone and go
Bet ween hi s purpose and his conscience,
Li ke heralds 'tw xt two dreadful battles set.
Hi s passion is so ripe it needs nust break
PEMBROKE. And when it breaks, | fear will issue thence
The foul corruption of a sweet child' s death.
KING JOHN. W cannot hold nortality's strong hand.
Good lords, although my will to give is living,
The suit which you denmand is gone and dead:
He tells us Arthur is deceas'd to-night.
SALI SBURY. | ndeed, we fear'd his sickness was past cure.
PEMBROKE. | ndeed, we heard how near his death he was,
Before the child hinmself felt he was sick
Thi s nust be answer'd either here or hence.
KING JOHN. Wiy do you bend such sol etm brows on ne?
Think you | bear the shears of destiny?
Have | commandnment on the pul se of life?
SALI SBURY. It is apparent foul -play; and 'tis shane

That greatness should so grossly offer it.



So thrive it in your gane! and so, farewell
PEMBROKE. Stay yet, Lord Salisbury, 1'll go with thee

And find th' inheritance of this poor child,

Hs little kingdomof a forced grave.

That bl ood which ow d the breadth of all this isle

Three foot of it doth hold-bad world the while!

This must not be thus borne: this will break out

To all our sorrows, and ere long | doubt. Exeunt LORDS
KING JOHN. They burn in indignation. | repent.

There is no sure foundati on set on bl ood,

No certain life achiev'd by others' death.

Ent er a MESSENGER

A fearful eye thou hast; where is that bl ood
That | have seen inhabit in those cheeks?
So foul a sky clears not without a storm
Pour down thy weat her-how goes all in France?

MESSENGER. From France to Engl and. Never such a powr
For any foreign preparation
Was levied in the body of a |and.

The copy of your speed is learn' d by them
For when you should be told they do prepare,
The tidings cones that they are all arriv'd.

KING JOHN. O where hath our intelligence been drunk?
Where hath it slept? Wiere is ny nother's care,
That such an arny could be drawn in France,

And she not hear of it?

MESSENGER. My |iege, her ear
Is stopp'd with dust: the first of April died
Your noble nother; and as | hear, ny |ord,

The Lady Constance in a frenzy died

Three days before; but this fromrunour's tongue



| idly heard-if true or false | know not.

KING JOHN. Wt hhold thy speed, dreadful occasion!
O make a |l eague with ne, till | have pleas'd
My di scontented peers! What! nother dead!

How wi I dly then wal ks ny estate in France!
Under whose conduct cane those pow rs of France
That thou for truth giv'st out are | anded here?
MESSENGER. Under the Dauphi n.
KING JOHN. Thou hast nade ne gi ddy

Wth these in tidings.

Enter the BASTARD and PETER OF POVFRET

Now! \What says the world

To your proceedings? Do not seek to stuff

My head with nore ill news, for it is fun.
BASTARD. But if you be afear'd to hear the worst,

Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head.
KING JOHN. Bear with me, cousin, for I was amaz'd

Under the tide; but now | breathe again

Al oft the flood, and can give audi ence

To any tongue, speak it of what it wll.
BASTARD. How | have sped anobng the cl ergynen

The sums | have coll ected shall express.

But as | travell'd hither through the |and,

I find the people strangely fantasied,

Possess'd with runmours, full of idle dreans.

Not knowi ng what they fear, but full of fear;

And here's a prophet that | brought with nme

Fromforth the streets of Ponfret, whom| found

Wth many hundreds treading on his heels;

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-soundi ng rhynes,

That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon,



Your Hi ghness shoul d deliver up your crown.
KING JOHN. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst thou so?
PETER. Foreknowing that the truth will fall out so.
KING JOHN. Hubert, away with him inprison him
And on that day at noon whereon he says
I shall yield up ny crown | et him be hang'd.
Deliver himto safety; and return,
For | rmust use thee.
Exit HUBERT with PETER
O ny gentl e cousin,
Hear' st thou the news abroad, who are arriv'd?
BASTARD. The French, ny lord; nmen's nouths are full of it;
Besides, | nmet Lord Bigot and Lord Salisbury,
Wth eyes as red as newenkindled fire,
And ot hers nore, going to seek the grave
O Arthur, whomthey say is kill'd to-night
On your suggesti on.
KING JOHN. Gentl e kinsman, go
And thrust thyself into their conpanies.
I have a way to will their |oves again;
Bring them before ne.
BASTARD. | WII seek them out.
KING JOHN. Nay, but make haste; the better foot before.
O let me have no subject enem es
When adverse foreigners affright ny towns
Wth dreadful ponp of stout invasion!
Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels,
And fly like thought fromthemto ne again.
BASTARD. The spirit of the time shall teach ne speed.
KING JOHN. Spoke like a sprightful noble gentleman.
Exit BASTARD
Go after him for he perhaps shall need

Sone nmessenger betw xt nme and the peers;



And be thou he.
MESSENGER. Wth all ny heart, ny liege. Exi t

KING JOHN. My not her dead!

Re- ent er HUBERT

HUBERT. My lord, they say five noons were seen to-night;
Four fixed, and the fifth did whirl about
The other four in wondrous notion.
KI NG JOHN. Fi ve noons!
HUBERT. A d nmen and beldans in the streets
Do prophesy upon it dangerously;
Young Arthur's death is comon in their nouths;
And when they talk of him they shake their heads,
And whi sper one another in the ear
And he that speaks doth gripe the hearer's wist,
Whi | st he that hears nakes fearful action
Wth winkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes.
| saw a snmith stand with his hamer, thus,
The whilst his iron did on the anvil cool
Wth open nmouth swallowing a tailor's news;
Who, with his shears and neasure in his hand,
St andi ng on slippers, which his ninble haste
Had fal sely thrust upon contrary feet,
Told of a many thousand warlike French
That were enbattailed and rank'd in Kent.
Anot her | ean unwash'd artificer
Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur's death.
KING JOHN. Why seek'st thou to possess ne with these fears?
Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur's death?
Thy hand hath nurd'red him | had a m ghty cause
To wi sh hi mdead, but thou hadst none to kill him

HUBERT. No had, ny lord! Wy, did you not provoke ne?



KING JOHN. It is the curse of kings to be attended
By slaves that take their humours for a warrant
To break within the bl oody house of life,

And on the wi nking of authority

To understand a |l aw;, to know the neaning

O dangerous maj esty, when perchance it frowns
More upon hurmour than advis'd respect.

HUBERT. Here is your hand and seal for what | did.

KING JOHN. O, when the |ast account 'tw xt heaven and earth
Is to be nade, then shall this hand and sea
Wtness against us to dammation
How oft the sight of neans to do ill deeds
Make deeds ill done! Hadst not thou been by,

A fellow by the hand of nature mark'd,
Quoted and sign'd to do a deed of shane,
This murder had not come into nmy mind

But, taking note of thy abhorr'd aspect,
Finding thee fit for bloody villainy,

Apt, liable to be enploy'd in danger

| faintly broke with thee of Arthur's death;
And thou, to be endeared to a king,

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince.

HUBERT. My | ord-

KING JOHN. Hadst thou but shook thy head or made pause,
When | spake darkly what | purposed,

O turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face,

As bid me tell ny tale in express words,

Deep shane had struck nme dunmb, nade ne break off,
And those thy fears might have wought fears in ne.
But thou didst understand ne by ny signs,

And didst in signs again parley with sin;

Yea, w thout stop, didst let thy heart consent,

And consequently thy rude hand to act



The deed which both our tongues held vile to nane.
Qut of ny sight, and never see me nore!
My nobl es | eave ne; and ny state is braved,
Even at ny gates, with ranks of foreign pow rs;
Nay, in the body of the fleshly Iand,
Thi s kingdom this confine of blood and breath,
Hostility and civil tunult reigns
Bet ween ny consci ence and ny cousin's death.
HUBERT. Arm you agai nst your other enenies,
I'"l'l nmake a peace between your soul and you
Young Arthur is alive. This hand of m ne
Is yet a nmaiden and an i nnocent hand,
Not painted with the crinson spots of bl ood.
Wthin this bosom never ent'red yet
The dreadful notion of a nurderous thought
And you have slander'd nature in nmy form
Whi ch, howsoever rude exteriorly,
Is yet the cover of a fairer mnd
Than to be butcher of an innocent child.
KING JOHN. Doth Arthur live? O haste thee to the peers,
Throw this report on their incensed rage
And nake themtanme to their obedi ence!
Forgi ve the comment that ny passi on nade
Upon thy feature; for ny rage was blind,
And foul inmaginary eyes of bl ood
Presented thee nore hideous than thou art.
O, answer not; but to ny closet bring
The angry lords with all expedient haste.
| conjure thee but slowmy; run nore fast. Exeunt

SCENE 3.

Engl and. Before the castle



Enter ARTHUR, on the walls

ARTHUR. The wall is high, and yet will | |eap down.
Good ground, be pitiful and hurt ne not!
There's few or none do know ne; if they did,
Thi s ship-boy's senblance hath disguis'd ne quite.
| amafraid; and yet |I'll venture it.
If I get down and do not break ny |inbs
I"lI'l find a thousand shifts to get away.
As good to die and go, as die and stay.
O me! ny uncle's spirit is in these stones.

Heaven take ny soul, and Engl and keep ny bones!

Enter PEMBROKE, SALI SBURY, and Bl GOT

SALI SBURY. Lords, | will neet himat Saint Edrmundsbury;
It is our safety, and we nust enbrace
This gentle offer of the perilous tine.
PEMBROKE. Who brought that letter fromthe Cardinal ?
SALI SBURY. The Count Melun, a noble lord of France,
Whose private with ne of the Dauphin's |ove
I's much nore general than these lines inport.
Bl GOT. To-norrow norning let us nmeet himthen
SALI SBURY. O rather then set forward; for "twll be

Two | ong days' journey, lords, or ere we neet.

Ent er t he BASTARD

BASTARD. Once nore to-day well net, distenper'd |ords!
The King by me requests your presence straight.

SALI SBURY. The King hath di spossess'd hinsel f of us.
W will not line his thin bestained cl oak

Wth our pure honours, nor attend the foot

[ Leaps down]

[ Di es]



That | eaves the print of blood where'er it walks.
Return and tell himso. W know the worst.
BASTARD. Whate' er you think, good words, | think, were best.
SALI SBURY. Qur griefs, and not our nanners, reason NoOw.
BASTARD. But there is little reason in your grief;
Therefore 'twere reason you had nanners now.
PEMBROKE. Sir, sir, inpatience hath his privilege.
BASTARD. 'Tis true-to hurt his naster, no nman el se.
SALI SBURY. This is the prison. What is he lies here?
PEMBROKE. O death, made proud with pure and princely beauty!
The earth had not a hole to hide this deed.
SALI SBURY. Murder, as hating what hinself hath done,
Doth lay it open to urge on revenge.
BI GOI. O, when he doomid this beauty to a grave,
Found it too precious-princely for a grave.
SALI SBURY. Sir Richard, what think you? Have you behel d,
O have you read or heard, or could you think?
O do you al nost think, although you see,
That you do see? Could thought, without this object,
Form such another? This is the very top
The height, the crest, or crest unto the crest,
O murder's arns; this is the bloodiest shane,
The wi | dest savagery, the vilest stroke,
That ever wall-ey'd wath or staring rage
Presented to the tears of soft renorse
PEMBROKE. All murders past do stand excus'd in this;
And this, so sole and so unnatchabl e,
Shall give a holiness, a purity,
To the yet unbegotten sin of tines,
And prove a deadly bl oodshed but a jest,
Exanpl ed by this hei nous spectacl e.
BASTARD. It is a dammed and a bl oody work;

The gracel ess action of a heavy hand,



If that it be the work of any hand.

SALI SBURY. If that it be the work of any hand!
We had a kind of |ight what woul d ensue.
It is the shameful work of Hubert's hand;
The practice and the purpose of the King;
From whose obedi ence | forbid ny soul
Kneeling before this ruin of sweet life,
And breathing to his breathless excell ence
The incense of a vow, a holy vow,
Never to taste the pleasures of the world,
Never to be infected with delight,
Nor conversant wi th ease and idl eness,
Till | have set a glory to this hand
By giving it the worship of revenge.

PEMBROKE. and BI GOT. Qur souls religiously confirmthy words.

Ent er HUBERT

HUBERT. Lords, | amhot with haste in seeking you
Arthur doth live; the King hath sent for you
SALI SBURY. O, he is bold, and bl ushes not at deat h!
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone!
HUBERT. | amno villain.
SALI SBURY. Must | rob the | aw? [ Drawi ng his sword]
BASTARD. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again.
SALI SBURY. Not till | sheathe it in a nurderer's skin.
HUBERT. Stand back, Lord Salisbury, stand back, | say;
By heaven, | think my sword's as sharp as yours.
| woul d not have you, lord, forget yourself,
Nor tempt the danger of my true defence
Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget
Your worth, your greatness and nobility.

Bl GOI. Qut, dunghill! Dar'st thou brave a nobl eman?



HUBERT. Not for ny life; but yet | dare defend
My innocent |ife against an enperor.
SALI SBURY. Thou art a nurderer.
HUBERT. Do not prove ne so.
Yet | am none. Whose tongue soe' er speaks fal se,
Not truly speaks; who speaks not truly, lies.
PEMBROKE. Cut himto pieces.
BASTARD. Keep the peace, | say.
SALI SBURY. Stand by, or | shall gall you, Faul conbridge.
BASTARD. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury.
If thou but frown on ne, or stir thy foot,
O teach thy hasty spleen to do ne shane,
I"lIl strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betine;
O I'lIl so maul you and your toasting-iron
That you shall think the devil is conme from hell
Bl GOT. What wilt thou do, renowned Faul conbri dge?
Second a villain and a nurderer?
HUBERT. Lord Bigot, | am none.
BI GOT. Who kill'd this prince?
HUBERT. 'Tis not an hour since I left himwell.
I honour'd him | lov'd him and will weep
My date of life out for his sweet life's |oss.
SALI SBURY. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes,
For villainy is not wi thout such rheum
And he, long traded in it, nmakes it seem
Li ke rivers of renorse and innocency.
Away with nme, all you whose soul s abhor
Th' uncl eanly savours of a sl aughter-house;
For | amstifled with this snell of sin.
Bl GOT. Away toward Bury, to the Dauphin there
PEMBROKE. There tell the King he may inquire us out.
Exeunt

BASTARD. Here's a good world! Knew you of this fair work?

LORDS



Beyond the infinite and boundl ess reach
O mercy, if thou didst this deed of death,
Art thou damm'd, Hubert.
HUBERT. Do but hear ne, sir.
BASTARD. Ha! I'Il tell thee what:
Thou'rt damm'd as bl ack-nay, nothing is so bl ack-
Thou art nore deep damm'd than Prince Lucifer
There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child.
HUBERT. Upon ny soul -
BASTARD. |f thou didst but consent
To this nost cruel act, do but despair;
And if thou want'st a cord, the snmallest thread
That ever spider twi sted fromher wonb
W1l serve to strangle thee; a rush will be a beam
To hang thee on; or woul dst thou drown thyself,
Put but alittle water in a spoon
And it shall be as all the ocean
Enough to stifle such a villain up
| do suspect thee very grievously.
HUBERT. If | in act, consent, or sin of thought,
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath
Whi ch was enbounded in this beauteous clay,
Let hell want pains enough to torture ne!
I left himwell.
BASTARD. Go, bear himin thine arns.
I am amaz' d, nethinks, and | ose ny way
Anmong the thorns and dangers of this world.
How easy dost thou take all England up
Fromforth this norsel of dead royalty
The life, the right, and truth of all this realm
Is fled to heaven; and Engl and now is left

To tug and scanble, and to part by th' teeth



The unowed interest of proud-swelling state.
Now for the bare-pick'd bone of mgjesty

Dot h dogged war bristle his angry crest

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace;
Now powers from hone and di scontents at hone
Meet in one line; and vast confusion waits,
As doth a raven on a sick-fall'n beast,

The i mri nent decay of wested ponp.

Now happy he whose cl oak and cincture can
Hol d out this tenpest. Bear away that child,
And follow ne with speed. I'lIl to the King;
A thousand businesses are brief in hand,

And heaven itself doth frown upon the |and. Exeunt

ACT V. SCENE 1.

Engl and. KI NG JOHN S pal ace

Enter KING JOHN, PANDULPH, and attendants

KING JOHN. Thus have | yielded up into your hand
The circle of ny glory.

PANDULPH. [G ves back the crown] Take again
Fromthis ny hand, as hol ding of the Pope,
Your sovereign greatness and authority.

KING JOHN. Now keep your holy word; go neet the French
And from his Holiness use all your power
To stop their marches fore we are infland.
Qur discontented counties do revolt;
Qur people quarrel wi th obedi ence,
Swearing all egiance and the | ove of soul
To stranger blood, to foreign royalty.
Thi s inundati on of m stenp'red hunour

Rests by you only to be qualified.



Then pause not; for the present time's so sick
That present nmed' cine nust be minist'red
O overthrow incurabl e ensues.
PANDULPH. It was ny breath that blew this tenpest up,
Upon your stubborn usage of the Pope;
But since you are a gentle convertite,
My tongue shall hush again this storm of war
And make fair weather in your blust'ring |and.
On this Ascension-day, renenber well,
Upon your oath of service to the Pope,
Go | to make the French |lay down their arns.
KING JOHN. Is this Ascension-day? Did not the prophet
Say that before Ascension-day at noon
My crown | should give off? Even so | have.
| did suppose it should be on constraint;

But, heaven be thank'd, it is but voluntary.

Ent er t he BASTARD

BASTARD. All Kent hath yielded; nothing there holds out
But Dover Castle. London hath receiv'd,
Li ke a kind host, the Dauphin and his powers.
Your nobles will not hear you, but are gone
To offer service to your eneny;
And wi | d amazenent hurries up and down
The little nunber of your doubtful friends.
KING JOHN. Wuld not ny lords return to me again
After they heard young Arthur was alive?
BASTARD. They found hi mdead, and cast into the streets,
An empty casket, where the jewel of life
By sone dam'd hand was robbed and ta'en away.
KING JOHN. That villain Hubert told ne he did live.

BASTARD. So, on ny soul, he did, for aught he knew.



But wherefore do you droop? Wiy | ook you sad?
Be great in act, as you have been in thought;
Let not the world see fear and sad di strust
Govern the notion of a kingly eye.
Be stirring as the tine; be fire with fire;
Threaten the threat' ner, and outface the brow
O bragging horror; so shall inferior eyes,
That borrow their behaviours fromthe great,
G ow great by your exanple and put on
The dauntless spirit of resolution.
Away, and glister like the god of war
When he intendeth to becone the field,
Show bol dness and aspiring confidence.
What, shall they seek the lion in his den,
And fright himthere, and make himtrenbl e there?
O let it not be said! Forage, and run
To neet displeasure farther fromthe doors
And grapple with himere he cone so nigh.
KING JOHN. The | egate of the Pope hath been with ne,
And | have nade a happy peace with him
And he hath promis'd to disniss the powers
Led by the Dauphin.
BASTARD. O ingl orious | eague!
Shall we, upon the footing of our |and,
Send fair-play orders, and nake conproni se,
I nsi nuation, parley, and base truce,
To arms invasive? Shall a beardl ess boy,
A cock'red sil ken wanton, brave our fields
And flesh his spirit in a warlike soil,
Mocking the air with colours idly spread,
And find no check? Let us, ny liege, to arns.
Perchance the Cardinal cannot nmake your peace;

O, if he do, let it at |east be said



They saw we had a purpose of defence.
KING JOHN. Have thou the ordering of this present tine.
BASTARD. Away, then, with good courage!
Yet, | know
Qur party may well neet a prouder foe. Exeunt

SCENE 2.

Engl and. The DAUPHI N S canp at Sai nt Ednundsbury

Enter, in arns, LEWS, SALISBURY, NELUN,

PEMBRCKE, BI GOT, and sol diers

LEWS. My Lord Melun, let this be copied out
And keep it safe for our renmenbrance;
Return the precedent to these |ords again,
That, having our fair order witten down,
Both they and we, perusing o' er these notes,
May know wherefore we took the sacranent,
And keep our faiths firm and inviolable.

SALI SBURY. Upon our sides it never shall be broken
And, nobl e Dauphin, albeit we swear
A voluntary zeal and an unurg'd faith
To your proceedi ngs; yet, believe ne, Prince,
I amnot glad that such a sore of tine
Shoul d seek a plaster by contemm'd revolt,
And heal the inveterate canker of one wound
By making many. O it grieves ny soul
That | rnust draw this nmetal from ny side
To be a widow maker! O and there
Wher e honour abl e rescue and defence
Cries out upon the nanme of Salisbury!
But such is the infection of the tine

That, for the health and physic of our right,



We cannot deal but with the very hand

O stern injustice and confused w ong.

And is't not pity, Ony grieved friends!

That we, the sons and children of this isle,
Were born to see so sad an hour as this;
Wherein we step after a stranger-nmarch

Upon her gentle bosom and fill up

Her enemies' ranks-1 nust w thdraw and weep
Upon the spot of this enforced cause-

To grace the gentry of a land renote

And fol |l ow unacquai nted col ours here?

What, here? O nation, that thou coul dst renove!
That Neptune's arms, who clippeth thee about,
Wyul d bear thee fromthe know edge of thyself
And grappl e thee unto a pagan shore,

Where these two Christian armies night conbine
The bl ood of malice in a vein of |eague,

And not to spend it so unnei ghbourly!

LEWS. A noble tenper dost thou show in this;
And great affections westling in thy bosom
Dot h nmake an eart hquake of nobility.

O what a noble conbat hast thou fought

Bet ween conpul sion and a brave respect!

Let nme wipe off this honourable dew

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks.
My heart hath nelted at a |ady's tears,

Bei ng an ordi nary inundati on;

But this effusion of such nmanly drops,

This show r, blown up by tenpest of the soul,
Startles mne eyes and nakes ne nore anmaz'd
Than had | seen the vaulty top of heaven
Figur'd quite o' er with burning neteors.

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury,



And with a great heart heave away this storm
Conmend these waters to those baby eyes

That never saw the giant world enrag'd,

Nor net with fortune other than at feasts,

Ful I of warm bl ood, of mrth, of gossiping.

Cone, cone; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep
Into the purse of rich prosperity

As Lewis hinself. So, nobles, shall you all

That knit your sinews to the strength of nine.

Ent er PANDULPH

And even there, nethinks, an angel spake:
Look where the holy | egate cones apace,
To give us warrant fromthe hand of heaven
And on our actions set the nane of right
Wth holy breath.

PANDULPH. Hail, noble prince of France!
The next is this: King John hath reconcil'd
Hi nself to Rone; his spirit is conme in,
That so stood out against the holy Church
The great netropolis and see of Rone.
Therefore thy threat' ning col ours now wi nd up
And tane the savage spirit of wild war,
That, like a lion fostered up at hand,
It may lie gently at the foot of peace
And be no further harnful than in show.

LEWS. Your Grace shall pardon ne, | will not back:
I amtoo high-born to be properti ed,
To be a secondary at control
O useful serving-man and instrunent
To any sovereign state throughout the world.

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars



Between this chastis'd kingdom and nysel f

And brought in matter that should feed this fire;

And now 'tis far too huge to be bl own out

Wth that same weak wind which enkindled it.

You taught me how to know the face of right,

Acquainted ne with interest to this |and,

Yea, thrust this enterprise into ny heart;

And cone ye now to tell ne John hath nade

Hi s peace with Rone? What is that peace to ne?

I, by the honour of ny marriage- bed,

After young Arthur, claimthis land for nine;

And, now it is half-conquer'd, nust | back

Because that John hath made his peace with Rome?

Am | Rone's slave? Wat penny hath Rone borne,

What nen provi ded, what nunition sent,

To underprop this action? Is 't not |

That undergo this charge? Who el se but |

And such as to ny claimare liable,

Sweat in this business and maintain this war?

Have | not heard these islanders shout out

"Vive le roi!' as | have bank'd their towns?

Have | not here the best cards for the gane

To will this easy match, play'd for a crown?

And shall | now give o' er the yiel ded set?

No, no, on ny soul, it never shall be said.
PANDULPH. You | ook but on the outside of this work.
LEWS. CQutside or inside, | will not return

Till my attenpt so nuch be glorified

As to ny anpl e hope was pronised

Before | drew this gallant head of war,

And cull'd these fiery spirits fromthe world

To outl ook conquest, and to will renown

Even in the jaws of danger and of death.



[ Trunpet sounds]

What |usty trunpet thus doth sumon us?

Enter the BASTARD, attended

BASTARD. According to the fair play of the world,
Let nme have audi ence: | amsent to speak
My holy lord of Mlan, fromthe King
| come, to learn how you have dealt for him
And, as you answer, | do know the scope
And warrant linmited unto nmy tongue.
PANDULPH. The Dauphin is too w | ful-opposite,
And will not tenporize with ny entreaties
He flatly says he'll not lay down his arns.
BASTARD. By all the blood that ever fury breath'd,
The youth says well. Now hear our English King;
For thus his royalty doth speak in ne.
He is prepar'd, and reason too he shoul d.
Thi s api sh and unmannerly approach,
Thi s harness'd masque and unadvi sed reve
Thi s unhair'd sauci ness and boyi sh troops,
The King doth snmile at; and is well prepar'd
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigny arns,
Fromout the circle of his territories.
That hand whi ch had the strength, even at your door
To cudgel you and make you take the hatch
To dive |ike buckets in conceal ed wells,
To crouch in litter of your stable planks,
To lie like pawns lock'd up in chests and trunks,
To hug with swine, to seek sweet safety out
In vaults and prisons, and to thrill and shake
Even at the crying of your nation's crow,

Thi nking this voice an armed Engli shman-



Shal | that victorious hand be feebled here
That in your chanbers gave you chasti senent?
No. Know the gallant nonarch is in arns

And like an eagle o' er his aery towrs

To souse annoyance that cones near his nest.
And you degenerate, you ingrate revolts,

You bl oody Neroes, ripping up the wonb

O your dear nother England, blush for shane;
For your own | adies and pal e-vi sag' d nuai ds,
Li ke Amazons, cone tripping after druns,
Their thinbles into armed gauntl ets change,
Their needles to |l ances, and their gentle hearts
To fierce and bl oody inclination.

LEWS. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in peace;
We grant thou canst outscold us. Fare thee well;
We hold our time too precious to be spent
Wth such a brabbler.

PANDULPH. G ve ne | eave to speak

BASTARD. No, | will speak

LEWS. W will attend to neither
Strike up the druns; and | et the tongue of war,
Pl ead for our interest and our being here.

BASTARD. | ndeed, your druns, being beaten, will cry out;
And so shall you, being beaten. Do but start
And echo with the clanour of thy drum
And even at hand a drumis ready brac'd
That shall reverberate all as loud as thine:
Sound but another, and another shall,

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin's ear

And nock the deep-mouth'd thunder; for at hand-
Not trusting to this halting | egate here,
VWhom he hath us'd rather for sport than need-

Is warlike John; and in his forehead sits



A bare-ribb'd death, whose office is this day
To feast upon whol e thousands of the French.
LEWS. Strike up our drums to find this danger out.
BASTARD. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not doubt.
Exeunt

SCENE 3.

Engl and. The field of battle

Al aruns. Enter KING JOHN and HUBERT

KING JOHN. How goes the day with us? O tell nme, Hubert.
HUBERT. Badly, | fear. How fares your Majesty?
KING JOHN. This fever that hath troubled ne so | ong

Li es heavy on ne. O ny heart is sick!

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. My | ord, your valiant kinsnman, Faul conbridge,
Desires your Majesty to leave the field
And send himword by nme which way you go.
KING JOHN. Tell him toward Swinstead, to the abbey there.
MESSENGER. Be of good confort; for the great supply
That was expected by the Dauphin here
Are weck'd three nights ago on Goodw n Sands;
This news was brought to R chard but even now.
The French fight coldly, and retire thensel ves.
KING JOHN. Ay ne, this tyrant fever burns nme up
And will not let me wel come this good news.
Set on toward Swinstead; to ny litter straight;
Weakness possesseth ne, and | am faint. Exeunt

SCENE 4.



Engl and. Another part of the battlefield

Ent er SALI SBURY, PEMBROKE, and Bl GOT

SALI SBURY. | did not think the King so stor'd with friends.
PEMBROKE. Up once again; put spirit in the French

If they miscarry, we miscarry too.
SALI SBURY. That ni sbegotten devil, Faul conbridge,

In spite of spite, alone upholds the day.

PEMBROKE. They say King John, sore sick, hath left the field.

Ent er MELUN, wounded

MELUN. Lead nme to the revolts of England here.
SALI SBURY. Wien we were happy we had ot her nanes.
PEMBROKE. It is the Count Melun
SALI SBURY. Wunded to deat h.
MELUN. Fly, noble English, you are bought and sol d;
Unt hread the rude eye of rebellion
And wel come hone agai n discarded faith.
Seek out King John, and fall before his feet;
For if the French be lords of this |oud day,
He nmeans to reconpense the pains you take
By cutting off your heads. Thus hath he sworn,
And | with him and many noe with ne,
Upon the altar at Saint Ednundsbury;
Even on that altar where we swore to you
Dear amity and everlasting | ove.
SALI SBURY. May this be possible? May this be true?
MELUN. Have | not hi deous death within ny view,
Ret ai ning but a quantity of life,
Whi ch bl eeds away even as a form of wax
Resol veth fromhis figure 'gainst the fire?

What in the world shoul d make me now decei ve



Since | nust |ose the use of all deceit?
Way should | then be false, since it is true
That | nust die here, and live hence by truth?
| say again, if Lewis do will the day,
He is forsworn if e'er those eyes of yours
Behol d another day break in the east;
But even this night, whose black contagi ous breath
Al ready snokes about the burning crest
O the old, feeble, and day-wearied sun,
Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire,
Paying the fine of rated treachery
Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives.
If Lewis by your assistance win the day.
Conmend me to one Hubert, with your King;
The | ove of himand this respect besides,
For that ny grandsire was an Engli shman-
Awakes mny conscience to confess all this.
In Iieu whereof, | pray you, bear ne hence
Fromforth the noise and runour of the field,
Where | may think the remmant of my thoughts
In peace, and part this body and ny sou
Wth contenpl ation and devout desires.

SALI SBURY. W do believe thee; and beshrew ny sou
But | do love the favour and the form
O this nost fair occasion, by the which
W will untread the steps of damed fli ght,
And like a bated and retired fl ood,
Leavi ng our rankness and irregul ar course,
Stoop low within those bounds we have o' erl ook’ d,
And calmy run on in obedi ence
Even to our ocean, to great King John.
My armshall give thee help to bear thee hence;

For | do see the cruel pangs of death



Right in thine eye. Away, ny friends! New flight,
And happy newness, that intends old right.
Exeunt, |eading off

SCENE 5.

Engl and. The French canp

Enter LEWS and his train

LEWS. The sun of heaven, nethought, was loath to set,
But stay'd and nmade the western wel ki n bl ush,
When English neasure backward their own ground
In faint retire. O bravely canme we off,
When with a volley of our needl ess shot,
After such bloody toil, we bid good night;
And wound our tott'ring colours clearly up

Last in the field and al nbst | ords of it!

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. Where is ny prince, the Dauphin?
LEWS. Here; what news?
MESSENGER. The Count Melun is slain; the English |ords
By his persuasion are again fall'n off,
And your supply, which you have wi sh'd so | ong,
Are cast away and sunk on Goodwi n Sands.
LEWS. Ah, foul shrewd news! Beshrew thy very heart!
| did not think to be so sad to-night
As this hath nade nme. Who was he that said
King John did fly an hour or two before
The stunbling night did part our weary pow rs?
MESSENGER. Whoever spoke it, it is true, ny lord.

LEW S. keep good quarter and good care to-night;

MELUN



The day shall not be up so soon as
To try the fair adventure of to-norrow

SCENE 6.

An open place wear Sw nstead Abbey

Enter the BASTARD and HUBERT, severally

HUBERT. Who's there? Speak, ho! speak quickly, or | shoot.

BASTARD. A friend. Wat art thou?
HUBERT. O the part of Engl and.
BASTARD. Whi t her dost thou go?
HUBERT. What's that to thee? Wy may | not denand
O thine affairs as well as thou of mnine?
BASTARD. Hubert, | think
HUBERT. Thou hast a perfect thought.
I will upon all hazards well believe
Thou art ny friend that know st ny tongue so well.
Who art thou?
BASTARD. Who thou wilt. And if thou pl ease,
Thou mayst befriend me so nuch as to think
I cone one way of the Plantagenets.
HUBERT. Unki nd renenbrance! thou and eyel ess ni ght
Have done ne shane. Brave sol dier, pardon ne
That any accent breaking fromthy tongue
Shoul d scape the true acquai ntance of mne ear
BASTARD. Cone, cone; sans conpliment, what news abroad?
HUBERT. Why, here walk |I in the black brow of night
To find you out.
BASTARD. Brief, then; and what's the news?
HUBERT. O ny sweet sir, news fitting to the night,
Bl ack, fearful, confortless, and horrible.

BASTARD. Show me the very wound of this ill news;

Exeunt



I amno woman, |'Il not swoon at it.
HUBERT. The King, | fear, is poison'd by a nonk;
I left himal nost speechl ess and broke out
To acquaint you with this evil, that you night
The better armyou to the sudden tinme
Than if you had at |eisure known of this.
BASTARD. How did he take it; who did taste to hin®
HUBERT. A nonk, | tell you; a resolved villain,
Whose bowel s suddenly burst out. The King
Yet speaks, and peradventure may recover
BASTARD. Who didst thou | eave to tend his Mjesty?
HUBERT. Wy, know you not? The lords are all cone back
And brought Prince Henry in their conpany;
At whose request the King hath pardon'd t hem
And they are all about his Majesty.
BASTARD. Wt hhold thine indignation, nighty heaven
And tenpt us not to bear above our power!
I"lIl tell thee, Hubert, half ny power this night,
Passing these flats, are taken by the tide-
These Lincol n Washes have devoured them
Mysel f, well-nounted, hardly have escap’d.
Away, before! conduct nme to the King;
| doubt he will be dead or ere | cone.

SCENE 7.

The orchard at Swi nstead Abbey

Ent er PRI NCE HENRY, SALI SBURY, and BI GOT

PRINCE HENRY. It is too late; the |life of all his blood
I's touch'd corruptibly, and his pure brain.
Whi ch sone suppose the soul's frail dwelling-house,

Doth by the idle comments that it nakes

Exeunt



Foretell the ending of nortality.

Ent er PEMBROKE

PEMBROKE. Hi s Hi ghness yet doth speak, and hol ds beli ef
That, being brought into the open air,
It would allay the burning quality
O that fell poison which assaileth him
PRI NCE HENRY. Let him be brought into the orchard here.
Doth he still rage? Exit BI GOT
PEMBROKE. He is nore patient
Than when you left hinm even now he sung.
PRI NCE HENRY. O vanity of sickness! Fierce extrenes
In their continuance will not feel thenselves.
Deat h, having prey'd upon the outward parts,
Leaves theminvisible, and his siege is now
Agai nst the nmind, the which he pricks and wounds
Wth many | egions of strange fantasies,
VWhich, in their throng and press to that |ast hold,
Conf ound thensel ves. 'Tis strange that death should sing.
I amthe cygnet to this pale faint swan
Who chants a doleful hymm to his own death,
And fromthe organ-pipe of frailty sings
Hi s soul and body to their lasting rest.
SALI SBURY. Be of good confort, Prince; for you are born
To set a formupon that indigest

Whi ch he hath left so shapel ess and so rude.

Re-enter BI GOT and attendants, who bring in

KING JOHN in a chair

KING JOHN. Ay, marry, now ny soul hath el bowroom
It would not out at wi ndows nor at doors.

There is so hot a sumer in nmy bosom



That all my bowels crunble up to dust.
I ama scribbled formdrawn with a pen
Upon a parchnment, and against this fire
Do | shrink up.
PRI NCE HENRY. How fares your Mjesty?
KING JOHN. Poison'd-ill-fare! Dead, forsook, cast off;
And none of you will bid the winter cone
To thrust his icy fingers in ny maw,
Nor let ny kingdom s rivers take their course
Through ny burn'd bosom nor entreat the north
To make his bl eak winds kiss ny parched |ips
And confort me with cold. | do not ask you nuch;
| beg cold confort; and you are so strait
And so ingrateful you deny ne that.
PRI NCE HENRY. O that there were sone virtue in ny tears,
That might relieve you!
KING JOHN. The salt in themis hot.
Wthin me is a hell; and there the poison
Is as a fiend confin'd to tyrannize

On unreprievabl e condemmed bl ood.

Ent er t he BASTARD

BASTARD. O | amscalded with ny violent notion
And spl een of speed to see your Mjesty!

KING JOHN. O cousin, thou art conme to set nine eye!
The tackle of nmy heart is crack'd and burnt,
And all the shrouds wherewith my life should sail
Are turned to one thread, one little hair;
My heart hath one poor string to stay it by,
VWi ch holds but till thy news be uttered;
And then all this thou seest is but a clod

And nodul e of confounded royalty.



BASTARD. The Dauphin is preparing hitherward,
Wiere God He knows how we shall answer him
For in a night the best part of ny powr,
As | upon advantage did renove,
Were in the Washes all unwarily
Devoured by the unexpected fl ood. [ The KI NG di es]
SALI SBURY. You breathe these dead news in as dead an ear
My liege! ny lord! But now a king-now thus.
PRI NCE HENRY. Even so nust | run on, and even so stop
What surety of the world, what hope, what stay,
When this was now a king, and now is clay?
BASTARD. Art thou gone so? | do but stay behind
To do the office for thee of revenge,
And then ny soul shall wait on thee to heaven
As it on earth hath been thy servant still.
Now, now, you stars that nove in your right spheres
Where be your pow rs? Show now your nended faiths
And instantly return with nme again
To push destruction and perpetual shane
Qut of the weak door of our fainting |and.
Straight let us seek, or straight we shall be sought;
The Dauphin rages at our very heels.
SALI SBURY. It seens you know not, then, so nuch as we:
The Cardinal Pandul ph is within at rest,
Who hal f an hour since came fromthe Dauphin,
And brings fromhimsuch offers of our peace
As we with honour and respect may take,
Wth purpose presently to |leave this war.
BASTARD. He will the rather do it when he sees
Qurselves well sinewed to our defence
SALI SBURY. Nay, 'tis in a manner done already;
For many carriages he hath dispatch'd

To the sea-side, and put his cause and quarre



To the disposing of the Cardinal;
Wth whom yoursel f, nyself, and other |ords,
If you think neet, this afternoon will post
To consummate this business happily.
BASTARD. Let it be so. And you, ny noble Prince,
Wth other princes that nay best be spar'd,
Shall wait upon your father's funeral.
PRI NCE HENRY. At Worcester must his body be interr'd;
For so he will'd it.
BASTARD. Thither shall it, then;
And happily may your sweet self put on
The lineal state and glory of the |and!
To whom with all submi ssion, on ny knee
I do bequeath my faithful services
And true subjection everlastingly.
SALI SBURY. And the |ike tender of our |ove we make,
To rest without a spot for evernore.
PRI NCE HENRY. | have a kind soul that would give you thanks,
And knows not how to do it but with tears.
BASTARD. O, let us pay the tine but needful woe,
Since it hath been beforehand with our griefs.
Thi s Engl and never did, nor never shall,
Lie at the proud foot of a conqueror,
But when it first did help to wound itself.
Now t hese her princes are cone home again,
Conme the three corners of the world in arnmns,
And we shall shock them Nought shall neke us rue,
If England to itself do rest but true. Exeunt

THE END



