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SCENE:
Engl and and France
PROLOGUE

PROLOGUE.

Ent er CHORUS

CHORUS. O for a Miuse of fire, that would ascend
The brightest heaven of invention,
A kingdom for a stage, princes to act,
And nonarchs to behold the swelling scene!
Then should the warlike Harry, like hinself,

Assume the port of Mars; and at his heels,



Leash'd in |ike hounds, should fam ne, sword, and fire,
Crouch for enploynent. But pardon, gentles all
The flat unraised spirits that hath dar'd
On this unworthy scaffold to bring forth
So great an object. Can this cockpit hold
The vasty fields of France? O nmay we cram
Wthin this wooden O the very casques
That did affright the air at Agincourt?
O, pardon! since a crooked figure may
Attest inlittle place a nmillion
And let us, ciphers to this great acconpt,
On your inmginary forces work.
Suppose within the girdle of these walls
Are now confin'd two m ghty nonar chi es,
Whose hi gh upreared and abutting fronts
The peril ous narrow ocean parts asunder
Pi ece out our inperfections with your thoughts:
Into a thousand parts divide one nan,
And meke i magi nary pui ssance;
Thi nk, when we tal k of horses, that you see them
Printing their proud hoofs i' th' receiving earth;
For 'tis your thoughts that now must deck our Kings,
Carry them here and there, junping o'er tines,
Turning th' acconplishnent of nmany years
Into an hour-glass; for the which supply,
Admt nme Chorus to this history;
Who prol ogue-1like, your hunble patience pray
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play.
ACT I. SCENE I.
London. An ante-chanber in the KING S pal ace
Enter the ARCHBI SHOP OF CANTERBURY and the

Bl SHOP OF ELY



CANTERBURY. My lord, I'Il tell you: that self bill is urgd
VWhich in th' eleventh year of the last king' s reign
Was |i ke, and had i ndeed agai nst us pass'd
But that the scanbling and unquiet time
Did push it out of farther question

ELY. But how, ny lord, shall we resist it now?

CANTERBURY. It nust be thought on. If it pass against us,
We | ose the better half of our possession
For all the tenporal |ands which nen devout
By testanent have given to the church
Wuld they strip fromus; being valu' d thus-

As much as would maintain, to the King's honour
Full fifteen earls and fifteen hundred knights,
Si x thousand and two hundred good esquires;

And, to relief of lazars and weak age,

O indigent faint souls, past corporal toil,

A hundred al ns-houses right well supplied;

And to the coffers of the King, beside,

A thousand pounds by th' year: thus runs the bill.

ELY. This would drink deep

CANTERBURY. 'T would drink the cup and all

ELY. But what prevention?

CANTERBURY. The King is full of grace and fair regard.

ELY. And a true lover of the holy Church

CANTERBURY. The courses of his youth promis'd it not.
The breath no sooner left his father's body
But that his wldness, nortified in him
Seemid to die too; yea, at that very nonent
Consi deration |ike an angel cane
And whi pp'd th' offendi ng Adam out of him
Leaving his body as a paradise
T envelop and contain celestial spirits.

Never was such a sudden schol ar made;



Never cane reformation in a flood

Wth such a heady currance, scouring faults;
Nor never Hydra-headed wil ful nes

So soon did lose his seat, and all at once,
As in this king.

ELY. W are blessed in the change.

CANTERBURY. Hear himbut reason in divinity,
And, all-admiring, with an inward w sh
You woul d desire the King were nmade a prel ate;
Hear hi m debate of commonwealth affairs,

You would say it hath been all in all his study;
Li st his discourse of war, and you shall hear

A fearful battle rend red you in nusic.

Turn himto any cause of policy,

The Gordian knot of it he will unloose,

Familiar as his garter; that, when he speaks,
The air, a charter'd libertine, is still,

And the nute wonder lurketh in nen's ears

To steal his sweet and honey'd sentences;

So that the art and practic part of life

Must be the mistress to this theoric;

Which is a wonder how his Grace should glean it,
Since his addiction was to courses vain,

Hi s conpanies unletter'd, rude, and shall ow

H's hours fill'd up with riots, banquets, sports;
And never noted in himany study,

Any retirenent, any sequestration

From open haunts and popul arity.

ELY. The strawberry grows underneath the nettle,
And whol esone berries thrive and ripen best
Nei ghbour'd by fruit of baser quality;

And so the Prince obscur'd his contenplation

Under the veil of wildness; which, no doubt,



Gew like the summer grass, fastest by night,
Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty.

CANTERBURY. |t nust be so; for niracles are ceas'd;
And therefore we nmust needs adnmit the neans
How t hi ngs are perfected.

ELY. But, ny good |ord,

How now for mitigation of this bil
Ug d by the Conmmpbns? Doth his Mjesty
Incline toit, or no?

CANTERBURY. He seens indifferent
O rather swaying nore upon our part
Than cherishing th' exhibiters against us;

For | have made an offer to his Mjesty-
Upon our spiritual convocation

And in regard of causes now in hand,

Which | have open'd to his Gace at |arge,
As touching France- to give a greater sum
Than ever at one tine the clergy yet

Did to his predecessors part wthal

ELY. How did this offer seemreceiv'd, ny lord?

CANTERBURY. Wth good acceptance of his Mjesty;
Save that there was not tinme enough to hear
As | perceiv'd his Gace would fain have done
The several s and unhi dden passages
O his true tides to some certain dukedorns,

And generally to the crown and seat of France,
Deriv'd from Edward, his great-grandfather

ELY. What was th' inpediment that broke this off?

CANTERBURY. The French ambassador upon that instant
Crav' d audi ence; and the hour, | think, is come
To give himhearing: is it four o'clock?

ELY. It is.

CANTERBURY. Then go we in, to know his enbassy;



Which | could with a ready guess decl are,
Bef ore the Frenchman speak a word of it.
ELY. I'lIl wait upon you, and | long to hear it.

SCENE I1.

London. The Presence Chanber in the KING S pal ace

Exeunt

Enter the KING GLOUCESTER, BEDFORD, EXETER, WARW CK,

WESTMORELAND, and attendants

KI NG HENRY. Were is ny gracious Lord of Canterbury?
EXETER. Not here in presence.

KI NG HENRY. Send for him good uncle.

WESTMORELAND. Shall we call in th' anbassador, ny |iege?

KI NG HENRY. Not yet, ny cousin; we would be resolv'd,
Before we hear him of sonme things of weight

That task our thoughts, concerning us and France.

Enter the ARCHBI SHOP OF CANTERBURY and

the Bl SHOP OF ELY

CANTERBURY. God and his angel s guard your sacred throne,

And maeke you | ong become it!

KI NG HENRY. Sure, we thank you.
My learned lord, we pray you to proceed,
And justly and religiously unfold
Wiy the |aw Salique, that they have in France,
O should or should not bar us in our claim
And God forbid, ny dear and faithful [ord,
That you should fashion, west, or bow your reading,
O nicely charge your understandi ng soul
Wth opening titles mscreate whose right
Suits not in native colours with the truth;

For God doth know how many, now in health,



Shall drop their blood in approbation
O what your reverence shall incite us to.
Theref ore take heed how you inpawn our person
How you awake our sl eeping sword of war-
W charge you, in the name of God, take heed;
For never two such ki ngdons did contend
Wthout nuch fall of blood; whose guiltless drops
Are every one a woe, a sore conplaint,
" Gai nst hi m whose wrongs gives edge unto the swords
That makes such waste in brief nortality.
Under this conjuration speak, nmy |ord
For we will hear, note, and believe in heart,
That what you speak is in your conscience wash'd
As pure as sin with baptism
CANTERBURY. Then hear ne, gracious sovereign, and you peers,
That owe yoursel ves, your lives, and services,
To this inperial throne. There is no bar
To nmake agai nst your Hi ghness' claimto France
But this, which they produce from Pharanond:
"In terram Salicam nulieres ne succedant'-
"No worman shall succeed in Salique |and
Whi ch Salique |and the French unjustly gl oze
To be the real mof France, and Pharanond
The founder of this |aw and femal e bar
Yet their own authors faithfully affirm
That the land Salique is in Germany,
Between the fl oods of Sala and of El be;
Where Charles the Great, having subdu'd the Saxons,
There left behind and settled certain French
Who, holding in disdain the German wonen
For some di shonest manners of their life,
Establish'd then this law. to wit, no fenale

Shoul d be inheritrix in Salique |and;



Which Salique, as | said, 'tw xt Elbe and Sal a,
Is at this day in Germany call'd Meisen.

Then doth it well appear the Salique | aw

Was not devised for the real mof France;

Nor did the French possess the Salique |and
Until four hundred one and twenty years

After defunction of King Pharanond,

Idly suppos'd the founder of this |aw

Who died within the year of our redenption

Four hundred twenty-six; and Charles the G eat
Subdu' d the Saxons, and did seat the French
Beyond the river Sala, in the year

Ei ght hundred five. Besides, their witers say,
Ki ng Pepin, which deposed Childeric,

Did, as heir general, being descended

O Blithild, which was daughter to King d othair,
Make claimand title to the crown of France.
Hugh Capet al so, who usurp'd the crown

O Charles the Duke of Lorraine, sole heir male
O the true line and stock of Charles the Geat,
To find his title with sone shows of truth-
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught -
Convey'd hinself as th' heir to th' Lady Lingare,
Daughter to Charl emain, who was the son

To Lewis the Enperor, and Lewis the son

O Charles the Geat. Also King Lewis the Tenth,
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet,

Coul d not keep quiet in his conscience,

Wearing the crowm of France, till satisfied
That fair Queen Isabel, his grandnother,

Was |ineal of the Lady Ernengare,

Daughter to Charles the foresaid Duke of Lorraine;

By the which marriage the line of Charles the G eat



Was re-united to the Crown of France.
So that, as clear as is the sumer's sun
King Pepin's title, and Hugh Capet's claim
King Lewis his satisfaction, all appear
To hold in right and tide of the femnale;
So do the kings of France unto this day,
Howbeit they would hold up this Salique | aw
To bar your Hi ghness clainmng fromthe fenal g;
And rat her choose to hide themin a net
Than anply to inbar their crooked tides
Usurp'd fromyou and your progenitors.
KING HENRY. May | with right and consci ence nake this clainf
CANTERBURY. The sin upon ny head, dread sovereign
For in the book of Numbers is it wit,
Wien the man dies, let the inheritance
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious |ord,
Stand for your own, unw nd your bl oody flag,
Look back into your mghty ancestors.
Go, ny dread lord, to your great-grandsire's tonb,
From whom you cl ainm invoke his warlike spirit,
And your great-uncle's, Edward the Bl ack Prince,
Who on the French ground play'd a tragedy,
Maki ng defeat on the fun power of France,
VWil es his nost mghty father on a hil
Stood smiling to behold his lion's whelp
Forage in bl ood of French nobility.
O nobl e English, that could entertain
Wth half their forces the full pride of France,
And | et another half stand | aughing by,
Al out of work and cold for action!
ELY. Awake renenbrance of these valiant dead,
And with your puissant armrenew their feats.

You are their heir; you sit upon their throne;



The bl ood and courage that renowned them
Runs in your veins; and ny thrice-puissant |iege
Is in the very May-norn of his youth
Ri pe for exploits and mighty enterprises.
EXETER Your brother kings and nmonarchs of the earth
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself,
As did the fornmer lions of your bl ood.
WESTMORELAND. They know your Grace hath cause and neans and m ght -
So hat h your Hi ghness; never King of England
Had nobl es richer and nore | oyal subjects,
Whose hearts have left their bodies here in England
And lie pavilion'd in the fields of France.
CANTERBURY. O, let their bodies follow, mny dear liege,
Wth blood and sword and fire to win your right!
In aid whereof we of the spiritualty
W1l raise your Hi ghness such a m ghty sum
As never did the clergy at one tinme
Bring in to any of your ancestors.
KI NG HENRY. W nust not only armt' invade the French
But |ay down our proportions to defend
Agai nst the Scot, who will nmake road upon us
Wth all advantages.
CANTERBURY. They of those marches, graci ous sovereign
Shall be a wall sufficient to defend
Qur inland fromthe pilfering borderers.
KI NG HENRY. W do not nean the coursing snatchers only,
But fear the main intendnent of the Scot,
Who hat h been still a giddy nei ghbour to us;
For you shall read that ny great-grandfather
Never went with his forces into France
But that the Scot on his unfurnish'd ki ngdom
Cane pouring, like the tide into a breach

Wth anple and brimful ness of his force,



Galling the gleaned | and with hot assays,

Grdling with grievous siege castles and towns;

That Engl and, being enpty of defence,

Hat h shook and trenbled at th' ill nei ghbourhood.
CANTERBURY. She hath been then nore fear'd than harmd, ny liege;

For hear her but exanpled by herself:

When all her chivalry hath been in France,

And she a nmourni ng wi dow of her nobl es,

She hath herself not only well defended

But taken and i npounded as a stray

The King of Scots; whom she did send to France,

To fill King Edward's fane with prisoner kings,

And make her chronicle as rich with praise

As is the ooze and bottom of the sea

Wth sunken weck and suml ess treasuri es.

WESTMORELAND. But there's a saying, very old and true:

"I'f that you will France win,

Then with Scotland first begin.

For once the eagle England being in prey,
To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot
Cones sneaking, and so sucks her princely eggs,
Pl ayi ng the nouse in absence of the cat,
To tear and havoc nore than she can eat.

EXETER. 1t follows, then, the cat nust stay at hone;
Yet that is but a crush'd necessity,
Since we have | ocks to safeguard necessaries
And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves.
While that the armed hand doth fight abroad,
Th' advi sed head defends itself at hone;
For governnent, though high, and |l ow, and |ower,

Put into parts, doth keep in one consent,



Congreeing in a full and natural close,
Li ke rmusi c.

CANTERBURY. Therefore doth heaven divide
The state of man in divers functions,
Setting endeavour in continual notion;
To which is fixed as an aimor but
bedi ence; for so work the honey bees,
Creatures that by a rule in nature teach
The act of order to a peopl ed ki ngdom
They have a king, and officers of sorts,
Where sone |ike nagistrates correct at hone;
O hers like nmerchants venture trade abroad;
O hers like soldiers, armed in their stings,
Make boot upon the sunmer's vel vet buds,
VWhich pillage they with nerry march bring hone
To the tent-royal of their enperor;
Who, busied in his nmajesty, surveys
The singi ng masons buil ding roofs of gold,
The civil citizens kneading up the honey,
The poor mechanic porters crowding in
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate,
The sad-ey'd justice, with his surly hum
Delivering o' er to executors pale
The | azy yawning drone. | this infer,
That many things, having full reference
To one consent, nmay work contrariously;
As many arrows | oosed several ways
Cone to one nmark, as many ways neet in one town,
As many fresh streanms neet in one salt sea
As many lines close in the dial's centre;
So many a thousand actions, once afoot,
End in one purpose, and be all well hone

Wthout defeat. Therefore to France, ny |iege.



Di vi de your happy England into four;
Wher eof take you one quarter into France,
And you withal shall nake all Gallia shake.
If we, with thrice such powers |eft at hone,
Cannot defend our own doors fromthe dog,
Let us be worried, and our nation |ose
The nane of hardi ness and policy.
KING HENRY. Call in the nessengers sent fromthe Dauphin.
Exeunt some attendants
Now are we well resolv'd; and, by God's help
And yours, the noble sinews of our power,
France being ours, we'll bend it to our awe,
O break it all to pieces; or there we'll sit,
Ruling in large and anpl e enpery
O er France and all her al nost kingly dukedons,
O lay these bones in an unworthy urn,
Tonbl ess, with no renenbrance over them
Ei ther our history shall with full nouth
Speak freely of our acts, or else our grave,
Li ke Turkish nute, shall have a tonguel ess nouth,

Not worshipp'd with a waxen epitaph.

Ent er AMBASSADORS of France

Now are we well prepar'd to know the pleasure

O our fair cousin Dauphin; for we hear

Your greeting is fromhim not fromthe King.
AMBASSADOR. May't please your Majesty to give us |eave

Freely to render what we have in charge;

O shall we sparingly show you far of

The Dauphi n's nmeani ng and our enbassy?
KING HENRY. W are no tyrant, but a Christian king,

Unt o whose grace our passion is as subject



As are our wetches fett'red in our prisons;
Therefore with frank and with uncurbed pl ai nness
Tell us the Dauphin's nind.

AMBASSADOR. Thus then, in few
Your Highness, lately sending into France,

Did claimsone certain dukedons in the right

O your great predecessor, King Edward the Third.
In answer of which claim the Prince our master
Says that you savour too nuch of your youth,

And bids you be advis'd there's nought in France
That can be with a ninble galliard won;

You cannot revel into dukedons there.

He therefore sends you, neeter for your spirit,
This tun of treasure; and, in lieu of this,
Desires you let the dukedons that you claim
Hear no nore of you. This the Dauphin speaks.

KI NG HENRY. What treasure, uncle?

EXETER Tennis-balls, ny liege.

KI NG HENRY. W are glad the Dauphin is so pleasant with us;
Hi s present and your pains we thank you for.
Wien we have match'd our rackets to these balls,
W will in France, by God's grace, play a set
Shall strike his father's crown into the hazard.
Tell himhe hath made a match with such a wangl er
That all the courts of France will be disturb'd
Wth chaces. And we understand himwell,

How he comes o'er us with our w | der days,

Not neasuring what use we nade of them

We never valu'd this poor seat of Engl and;
And therefore, living hence, did give ourself
To barbarous licence; as 'tis ever common
That nen are nerriest when they are from hone.

But tell the Dauphin I will keep ny state,



Be Iike a king, and show ny sail of greatness,
When | do rouse ne in my throne of France;
For that | have laid by ny majesty
And pl odded i ke a nan for working-days;
But | will rise there with so full a glory
That | will dazzle all the eyes of France,
Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to | ook on us.
And tell the pleasant Prince this nock of his
Hath turn'd his balls to gun-stones, and his sou
Shal | stand sore charged for the wasteful vengeance
That shall fly with them for many a thousand w dows
Shall this his nock nock of their dear husbands;
Mock nothers fromtheir sons, nock castles down;
And sone are yet ungotten and unborn
That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin's scorn
But this lies all within the will of God,
To whom | do appeal; and in whose nane,
Tell you the Dauphin, | amcom ng on
To venge nme as | may and to put forth
My rightful hand in a well-hallow d cause
So get you hence in peace; and tell the Dauphin
H's jest will savour but of shallow wt,
When t housands weep nore than did laugh at it.
Convey themw th safe conduct. Fare you well.
Exeunt AMBASSADCRS

EXETER. This was a merry nessage

KI NG HENRY. W hope to nake the sender blush at it.
Therefore, ny lords, omt no happy hour
That may give furth'rance to our expedition
For we have now no thought in us but France,
Save those to God, that run before our business.
Therefore |l et our proportions for these wars

Be soon collected, and all things thought upon



That may with reasonabl e swiftness ad

More feathers to our wings; for, God before,

We' || chide this Dauphin at his father's door

Therefore let every man now task his thought

That this fair action may on foot be brought. Exeunt

ACT 1I. PROLOGUE.

Fl ouri sh. Enter CHORUS

CHORUS. Now all the youth of England are on fire,
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe |ies;
Now thrive the arnmourers, and honour's thought
Reigns solely in the breast of every man;
They sell the pasture now to buy the horse,
Following the nmirror of all Christian kings
Wth wi nged heels, as English Mercuries.
For now sits Expectation in the air,
And hides a sword fromhilts unto the point
Wth crowns inperial, crows, and coronets,
Pronmis'd to Harry and his foll owers
The French, advis'd by good intelligence
O this nost dreadful preparation,
Shake in their fear and with pale policy
Seek to divert the English purposes.
O Engl and! nodel to thy inward greatness,
Like little body with a m ghty heart,
What mi ghtst thou do that honour would thee do,
Were all thy children kind and natural
But see thy fault! France hath in thee found out
A nest of hollow bosons, which he fills
Wth treacherous crowns; and three corrupted nen-
One, Richard Earl of Canbridge, and the second,

Henry Lord Scroop of Masham and the third,



Sir Thomas Grey, knight, of Northunberl and,
Have, for the gilt of France- O guilt indeed!-
Confirm d conspiracy with fearful France

And by their hands this grace of kings nust die-
If hell and treason hold their pronises,

Ere he take ship for France- and in Sout hanpton
Li nger your patience on, and we'll digest

Th' abuse of distance, force a play.

The sumis paid, the traitors are agreed,

The King is set from London, and the scene

I's now transported, gentles, to Southanpton;
There is the play-house now, there nust you sit,
And thence to France shall we convey you safe
And bring you back, charming the narrow seas

To give you gentle pass; for, if we may,

W'l | not offend one stonach with our play.

But, till the King cone forth, and not till then,

Unt o Sout hanpton do we shift our scene. Exi t
SCENE | .

London. Before the Boar's Head Tavern, Eastcheap

Enter CORPORAL NYM and LI EUTENANT BARDOLPH

BARDOLPH. Well nmet, Corporal Nym

NYM Good norrow, Lieutenant Bardol ph

BARDOLPH. \What, are Ancient Pistol and you friends yet?

NYM For ny part, | care not; | say little, but when time shal
serve, there shall be smles- but that shall be as it may. | dare
not fight; but | will wink and hold out nmine iron. It is a sinple
one; but what though? It will toast cheese, and it will endure
cold as another man's sword will; and there's an end.

BARDOLPH. | will bestow a breakfast to nake you friends; and we'll

be all three sworn brothers to France. Let't be so, good Corpora



Ny m

NYM Faith, | will live solong as | may, that's the certain of it;
and when | cannot live any longer, | will do as | may. That is ny
rest, that is the rendezvous of it.

BARDOLPH. It is certain, Corporal, that he is married to Nell
Qui ckly; and certainly she did you wong, for you were
troth-plight to her.

NYM | cannot tell; things nmust be as they may. Men nay sl eep, and
they may have their throats about themat that time;, and some say
kni ves have edges. It nust be as it nay; though patience be a
tired mare, yet she will plod. There nust be conclusions. Wll, |

cannot tell.

Enter PISTOL and HOSTESS

BARDCOLPH. Here cones Ancient Pistol and his wife. Good Corporal, be
patient here.

NYM How now, nine host Pistol!

PI STOL. Base tike, call'st thou me host?

Now by this hand, | swear | scorn the term
Nor shall ny Nell keep | odgers.

HOSTESS. No, by ny troth, not long; for we cannot | odge and board a
dozen or fourteen gentlewonen that |ive honestly by the prick of
their needles, but it will be thought we keep a bawdy-house
straight. [Nymdraws] O well-a-day, Lady, if he be not drawn! Now
we shall see wilful adultery and nmurder conmitted.

BARDCOLPH. Good Lieutenant, good Corporal, offer nothing here.

NYM Pi sh!

PI STOL. Pish for thee, Iceland dog! thou prick-ear'd cur of
| cel and!

HOSTESS. Good Corporal Nym show thy val our, and put up your sword.

NYM WIIl you shog off? | woul d have you sol us.

PI STOL. " Sol us,' egregious dog? O viper vilel

The 'solus' in thy nost nervail ous face;



The '"solus' in thy teeth, and in thy throat,

And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, perdy;
And, which is worse, within thy nasty nouth!

| do retort the '"solus' in thy bowels;

For | can take, and Pistol's cock is up,

And flashing fire will follow

NYM | am not Barbason: you cannot conjure ne. | have an hunour to

knock you indifferently well. If you grow foul with ne, Pistol,
will scour you with ny rapier, as | may, in fair terns; if you
woul d wal k off | would prick your guts a little, in good terns,
as | may, and thaes the hunmour of it.
PI STOL. O braggart vile and damed furious w ght!
The grave doth gape and doting death is near;
Ther ef ore exhal e. [PI STOL draws]
BARDCOLPH. Hear ne, hear me what | say: he that strikes the first
stroke I'll run himup to the hilts, as | ama sol dier.
[ Dr aws]
PI STOL. An oath of mckle mght; and fury shall abate.
[PISTOL and Nym sheathe their swords]
Gve ne thy fist, thy fore-foot to nme give;
Thy spirits are nost tall.
NYM | will cut thy throat one tinme or other, in fair terns; that
is the hunmour of it.
PI STOL. ' Coupl e a gorge!’
That is the word. | thee defy again.
O hound of Crete, think'st thou ny spouse to get?
No; to the spital go,
And fromthe powd'ring tub of infany
Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid' s kind,
Dol I Tearsheet she by name, and her espouse.
I have, and | will hold, the quondam Quickly
For the only she; and- pauca, there's enough.

Go to.



Enter the Boy

BOY. M ne host Pistol, you must cone to nmy master; and your
hostess- he is very sick, and would to bed. Good Bardol ph, put
thy face between his sheets, and do the office of a warni ng-pan
Faith, he's very ill.

BARDOLPH. Away, you rogue.

HOSTESS. By ny troth, he'll yield the crow a puddi ng one of these
days: the King has kill'd his heart. Good husband, cone hone
presently. Exeunt HOSTESS and BOY

BARDOLPH. Comne, shall | make you two friends? W nust to France
toget her; why the devil should we keep knives to cut one
another's throats?

PI STOL. Let floods o' erswell, and fiends for food how on!

NYM You'll pay nme the eight shillings I won of you at betting?

PI STOL. Base is the slave that pays.

NYM That now | will have; that's the hunour of it.

PI STOL. As manhood shall conpound: push hone.

[PISTOL and Nym draw]

BARDOLPH. By this sword, he that makes the first thrust I'Il kill
him by this sword, | wll.

PI STOL. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have their course

[ Sheat hes his sword]

BARDCLPH. Corporal Nym an thou wilt be friends, be friends; an
thou wilt not, why then be enemes with ne too. Prithee put up

NYM | shall have ny eight shillings I won of you at betting?

PI STOL. A noble shalt thou have, and present pay;

And liquor likewise will | give to thee,

And friendship shall conbine, and brotherhood.
I"1'l live by Nymand Nymshall |ive by ne.

Is not this just? For | shall sutler be

Unto the canp, and profits will accrue.



G ve ne thy hand.
NYM [ Sheathing his sword] | shall have ny noble?
PI STOL. In cash nost justly paid.

NYM [ Shaki ng hands] Well, then, that's the hunour of't.

Re- ent er HOSTESS

HOSTESS. As ever you cone of wonen, cone in quickly to Sir John
Ah, poor heart! he is so shak'd of a burning quotidian tertian
that it is nost |amentable to behold. Sweet nmen, conme to him

NYM The King hath run bad hunours on the knight; that's the even
of it.

PI STOL. Nym thou hast spoke the right;

His heart is fracted and corroborate.

NYM The King is a good king, but it nmust be as it may; he passes
sone hunours and careers.

PI STOL. Let us condole the knight; for, lanbkins, we will Iive.

Exeunt
SCENE 1 1.

Sout hanpt on. A counci | - chanber

Ent er EXETER, BEDFORD, and WESTMORELAND

BEDFORD. Fore God, his Grace is bold, to trust these traitors.
EXETER. They shall be apprehended by and by.
WESTMORELAND. How snooth and even they do bear thensel ves,
As if allegiance in their bosons sat,
Crowned with faith and constant |oyalty!
BEDFORD. The King hath note of all that they intend,
By interception which they dream not of.
EXETER Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow,
VWhom he hath dull'd and cloy'd with gracious favours-
That he should, for a foreign purse, so sel

Hi s sovereign's life to death and treachery!



Trunpets sound. Enter the KING SCROCOP

CAMBRI DGE, GREY, and attendants

KI NG HENRY. Now sits the wind fair, and we will aboard.
My Lord of Canbridge, and ny kind Lord of Masham
And you, mny gentle knight, give ne your thoughts.
Think you not that the powrs we bear with us
W1l cut their passage through the force of France,
Doi ng the execution and the act
For which we have in head assenbl ed then?

SCROOP. No doubt, mny liege, if each man do his best.

KI NG HENRY. | doubt not that, since we are well persuaded
We carry not a heart with us from hence
That grows not in a fair consent with ours;

Nor | eave not one behind that doth not w sh
Success and conquest to attend on us.

CAMBRI DGE. Never was nonarch better fear'd and lov'd
Than is your Majesty. There's not, | think, a subject
That sits in heart-grief and uneasi nes
Under the sweet shade of your governnent.

GREY. True: those that were your father's enem es
Have steep'd their galls in honey, and do serve you
Wth hearts create of duty and of zeal

KI NG HENRY. W therefore have great cause of thankful ness,
And shall forget the office of our hand
Sooner than quittance of desert and nerit
According to the weight and wort hi ness.

SCROOP. So service shall with steeled sinews toil
And | abour shall refresh itself w th hope,

To do your Grace incessant services
KI NG HENRY. W judge no |l ess. Uncle of Exeter,

Enl arge the man conmitted yesterday



That rail'd against our person. W consider
It was excess of wine that set himon;
And on his nore advice we pardon him

SCROOP. That's nercy, but too much security.

Let hi m be punish'd, sovereign, |est exanple
Breed, by his sufferance, nore of such a kind.

KING HENRY. O, let us yet be merciful!

CAMBRI DGE. So may your Highness, and yet punish too.

GREY. Sir,

You show great nmercy if you give himlife,
After the taste of nuch correction.

KI NG HENRY. Al as, your too much | ove and care of ne
Are heavy orisons 'gainst this poor wetch!
If little faults proceedi ng on di st enper
Shall not be wink'd at, how shall we stretch our eye
When capital crimes, chew d, swallow d, and digested,
Appear before us? W' |l yet enlarge that man,
Though Canbri dge, Scroop, and Gey, in their dear care
And tender preservation of our person,
Woul d have hi m punish'd. And now to our French causes:
Who are the | ate conmi ssioners?

CAMBRI DGE. | one, ny |ord.
Your Hi ghness bade ne ask for it to-day.

SCROOP. So did you e, ny liege.

GREY. And |, ny royal sovereign.

KI NG HENRY. Then, Richard Earl of Canbridge, there is yours;
There yours, Lord Scroop of Masham and, Sir Knight,
G ey of Northumberland, this sane is yours.

Read them and know | know your wort hiness.

My Lord of Westnorel and, and uncle Exeter,

W wi |l aboard to-night. Wy, how now, gentlenen?
What see you in those papers, that you | ose

So nmuch conpl exi on? Look ye how t hey change!



Their cheeks are paper. Wy, what read you there
That have so cowarded and chas'd your bl ood
Qut of appearance?
CAMBRIDGE. | do confess ny fault,
And do submit ne to your H ghness' nercy.
GREY, SCROOP. To which we all appeal
KI NG HENRY. The nercy that was quick in us but late
By your own counsel is suppress'd and kill'd.
You nust not dare, for shane, to tal k of nercy;
For your own reasons turn into your bosons
As dogs upon their nmasters, worrying you
See you, ny princes and ny nobl e peers,
These English nonsters! My Lord of Canbridge here-
You know how apt our |ove was to accord
To furnish himw th an appertinents
Bel onging to his honour; and this man
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir’'d,
And sworn unto the practices of France
To kill us here in Hanpton; to the which
This knight, no | ess for bounty bound to us
Than Canbridge is, hath |ikew se sworn. But, O
What shall | say to thee, Lord Scroop, thou cruel
I ngrateful, savage, and inhuman creature?
Thou that didst bear the key of all ny counsels,
That knew st the very bottom of ny soul
That al nost m ghtst have coin'd ne into gold,
Woul dst thou have practis'd on nme for thy use-
May it be possible that foreign hire
Coul d out of thee extract one spark of evi
That m ght annoy nmy finger? 'Tis so strange
That, though the truth of it stands off as gross
As bl ack and white, my eye will scarcely see it.

Treason and nurder ever kept together



As two yoke-devils sworn to either's purpose,
Wirking so grossly in a natural cause

That adnmiration did not whoop at them

But thou, 'gainst all proportion, didst bring in
Wnder to wait on treason and on nurder

And what soever cunning fiend it was

That w ought upon thee so preposterously

Hath got the voice in hell for excellence;

And ot her devils that suggest by treasons

Do botch and bungl e up dammati on

Wth patches, colours, and with fornms, being fetch'd
Fromglist'ring senblances of piety;

But he that tenper'd thee bade thee stand up
Gave thee no instance why thou shoul dst do treason,
Unl ess to dub thee with the name of traitor

If that sane denon that hath gull'd thee thus
Should with his lion gait wal k the whole world,
He might return to vasty Tartar back

And tell the legions 'I can never wn

A soul so easy as that Englishman's.

O, how hast thou with jeal ousy infected

The sweetness of affiance! Show men dutiful ?
Why, so didst thou. Seemthey grave and | earned?
Wiy, so didst thou. Come they of noble fanmly?
Why, so didst thou. Seemthey religious?

Why, so didst thou. O are they spare in diet,
Free fromgross passion or of mirth or anger
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the bl ood,
Garni sh'd and deck'd in nodest conpl enment,

Not working with the eye without the ear

And but in purged judgment trusting neither?
Such and so finely bolted didst thou seem

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of bl ot



To mark the full-fraught man and best i ndued
Wth some suspicion. | will weep for thee;
For this revolt of thine, nethinks, is like
Anot her fall of nman. Their faults are open
Arrest themto the answer of the |aw
And God acquit themof their practices
EXETER | arrest thee of high treason, by the nane of Richard Earl
of Canbri dge.
| arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Henry Lord Scroop
of Masham
| arrest thee of high treason, by the name of Thomas G ey,
kni ght, of Northunberl and.
SCROOP. Qur purposes God justly hath discover'd,
And | repent ny fault nore than ny death;
Whi ch | beseech your Hi ghness to forgive,
Al t hough my body pay the price of it.
CAMBRI DGE. For ne, the gold of France did not seduce,
Although | did admt it as a notive
The sooner to effect what | intended;
But God be thanked for prevention,
Which | in sufferance heartily will rejoice,
Beseechi ng God and you to pardon ne.
GREY. Never did faithful subject nore rejoice
At the discovery of npbst dangerous treason
Than | do at this hour joy o' er nyself,
Prevented froma damed enterprise
My fault, but not ny body, pardon, sovereign
KI NG HENRY. God quit you in his nercy! Hear your sentence.
You have conspir'd against our royal person
Join"d with an eneny proclainmd, and fromhis coffers
Recei v' d the gol den earnest of our death;
Wherein you woul d have sold your king to slaughter

Hi s princes and his peers to servitude,



Hi s subjects to oppression and contenpt,
And hi s whol e ki ngdom i nto desol ati on.
Touchi ng our person seek we no revenge;
But we our kingdom s safety nust so tender
Whose ruin you have sought, that to her |aws
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence,
Poor m serable wetches, to your death;
The taste whereof God of his nercy give
You patience to endure, and true repentance
O all your dear offences. Bear them hence.
Exeunt CAMBRI DGE, SCROOP, and GREY, guarded
Now, |ords, for France; the enterprise whereof
Shall be to you as us like glorious.
We doubt not of a fair and | ucky war,
Since God so graciously hath brought to |ight
Thi s dangerous treason, lurking in our way
To hi nder our beginnings; we doubt not now
But every rub is snoothed on our way.
Then, forth, dear countrymen; |let us deliver
Qur pui ssance into the hand of Cod,
Putting it straight in expedition
Cheerly to sea; the signs of war advance;
No king of England, if not king of France!
Fl ourish. Exeunt
SCENE 111.

East cheap. Before the Boar's Head tavern

Enter PISTOL, HOSTESS, NYM BARDOLPH, and Boy

HOSTESS. Prithee, honey-sweet husband, let nme bring thee to
St ai nes.
PISTOL. No; for ny manly heart doth earn

Bar dol ph, be blithe; Nym rouse thy vaunting veins;



Boy, bristle thy courage up. For Falstaff he is dead,
And we nust earn therefore

BARDOLPH. Would | were with him wheresone'er he is, either in
heaven or in hell!

HOSTESS. Nay, sure, he's not in hell: he's in Arthur's bosom if
ever man went to Arthur's bosom 'A nade a finer end, and went
away an it had been any christomchild; 'a parted ev'n just
bet ween twel ve and one, ev'n at the turning o' th' tide; for
after | saw himfunble with the sheets, and play with flowers
and smile upon his fingers' end, | knew there was but one way;
for his nose was as sharp as a pen, and 'a babbl'd of green
fields. 'How now, Sir John!' quoth I 'Wat, man, be o' good
cheer.' So "a cried out 'CGod, God, God!' three or four tines. Now
I, to confort him bid him'a should not think of God; |I hop'd
there was no need to trouble hinmself with any such thoughts yet.
So 'a bade ne lay nore clothes on his feet; | put nmy hand into
the bed and felt them and they were as cold as any stone; then
felt to his knees, and so upward and upward, and all was as cold
as any stone.

NYM They say he cried out of sack

HOSTESS. Ay, that 'a did.

BARDOLPH. And of wonen

HOSTESS. Nay, that 'a did not.

BOY. Yes, that 'a did, and said they were devils incarnate

HOSTESS. ' A coul d never abide carnation; 'twas a col our he never
l'i ked.

BOY. 'A said once the devil would have hi m about wonen.

HOSTESS. 'A did in some sort, indeed, handl e wonen; but then he was
rheumatic, and talk'd of the Wore of Babyl on

BOY. Do you not renenber 'a saw a fl ea stick upon Bardol ph's nose
and 'a said it was a black soul burning in hell?

BARDCOLPH. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain'd that fire: that's

all the riches | got in his service



NYM Shall we shog? The King will be gone from Sout hanpt on.
PI STOL. Cone, let's away. My love, give me thy I|ips.
Look to ny chattles and nmy noveabl es;
Let senses rule. The word is 'Pitch and Pay.
Trust none;
For oaths are straws, nen's faiths are wafer-cakes,
And Hol df ast is the only dog, ny duck
Therefore, Caveto be thy counsellor
Go, clear thy crystals. Yoke-fellows in arns,
Let us to France, |ike horse-Ileeches, ny boys,
To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck
BOY. And that's but unwhol esone food, they say.
PI STOL. Touch her soft nouth and march.
BARDCOLPH. Farewel |, hostess. [ Ki ssing her]
NYM | cannot kiss, that is the hunour of it; but adieu
PI STOL. Let housew fery appear; keep close, | thee command.
HOSTESS. Farewel | ; adi eu. Exeunt
SCENE | V.

France. The KING S pal ace

Fl ouri sh. Enter the FRENCH KI NG the DAUPHI N,
the DUKES OF BERRI and BRI TAI NE, the CONSTABLE
and ot hers
FRENCH KI NG. Thus comes the English with full power upon us;
And nmore than carefully it us concerns
To answer royally in our defences.
Therefore the Dukes of Berri and of Britaine,
O Brabant and of Ol eans, shall nmake forth,
And you, Prince Dauphin, with all swift dispatch
To line and new repair our towns of war
Wth men of courage and with neans defendant;
For Engl and his approaches nakes as fierce

As waters to the sucking of a gulf.



It fits us, then, to be as provident
As fear may teach us, out of |ate exanples
Left by the fatal and negl ected English
Upon our fields.

DAUPH N. My nost redoubted father
It is nost nmeet we armus 'gainst the foe;
For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom
Though war nor no known quarrel were in question
But that defences, nusters, preparations,
Shoul d be maintain'd, assenbled, and coll ected,
As were a war in expectation
Therefore, | say, 'tis nmeet we all go forth
To view the sick and feeble parts of France;
And let us do it with no show of fear-
No, with no nore than if we heard that England
Were busied with a Witsun norris-dance;
For, ny good liege, she is so idly king' d,
Her sceptre so fantastically borne
By a vain, giddy, shallow, hunorous youth,
That fear attends her not.

CONSTABLE. O peace, Prince Dauphin!
You are too nmuch mistaken in this King.
Question your Gace the | ate anbassadors
Wth what great state he heard their enbassy,
How wel | supplied with noble counsellors,
How nodest in exception, and wtha
How terrible in constant resolution
And you shall find his vanities forespent
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus,
Covering discretion with a coat of folly;
As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots
That shall first spring and be nost delicate.

DAUPHI N. Well, '"tis not so, ny Lord H gh Constable;



But though we think it so, it is no matter.
In cases of defence '"tis best to weigh
The eneny nore mghty than he seens;
So the proportions of defence are fill'd;
Whi ch of a weak and niggardly projection
Doth like a miser spoil his coat with scanting
Alittle cloth.

FRENCH KI NG Think we King Harry strong;
And, Princes, look you strongly armto neet him
The ki ndred of him hath been flesh'd upon us;
And he is bred out of that bloody strain
That haunted us in our familiar paths.
W tness our too nuch nenorabl e shame
When Cressy battle fatally was struck,
And all our princes capdv'd by the hand
O that black name, Edward, Black Prince of \Wales;
Wil es that his nountain sire- on nountain standing,
Up inthe air, crown'd with the gol den sun-
Saw his heroical seed, and snmil'd to see him
Mangl e the work of nature, and deface
The patterns that by God and by French fathers
Had twenty years been made. This is a stern
O that victorious stock; and let us fear

The native mghtiness and fate of him

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. Anbassadors from Harry King of Engl and
Do crave adnittance to your Myjesty.
FRENCH KING. We'll give them present audi ence. Go and bring them
Exeunt MESSENGER and certain LORDS
You see this chase is hotly foll owed, friends.

DAUPHI N. Turn head and stop pursuit; for coward dogs



Most spend their nouths when what they seemto threaten
Runs far before them Good my sovereign

Take up the English short, and |let them know

O what a nmonarchy you are the head.

Self-love, ny liege, is not so vile a sin

As sel f-negl ecti ng.

Re-enter LORDS, with EXETER and train

FRENCH KI NG. From our brother of England?
EXETER. From him and thus he greets your Mjesty:
He wills you, in the nane of God Al m ghty,
That you divest yourself, and | ay apart
The borrowed glories that by gift of heaven
By | aw of nature and of nations, 'longs
To himand to his heirs- nanely, the crown,
And all wide-stretched honours that pertain,
By custom and the ordi nance of tines,
Unto the crown of France. That you may know
"Tis no sinister nor no awkward cl aim
Pick'd fromthe worm hol es of |ong-vanish' d days,
Nor fromthe dust of old oblivion rak'd,
He sends you this nost nmenorable |ine, [ G ves a paper]
In every branch truly denonstrative
W1 ling you overl ook this pedigree.
And when you find himevenly deriv'd
From his nost fanid of fanbus ancestors,
Edward the Third, he bids you then resign
Your crown and kingdom indirectly held
Fromhim the native and true chall enger
FRENCH KING. O el se what follows?
EXETER Bl oody constraint; for if you hide the crown

Even in your hearts, there will he rake for it.



Therefore in fierce tenpest is he conming,
In thunder and in earthquake, |ike a Jove,
That if requiring fail, he will conpel;
And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord,
Deliver up the crown; and to take nercy
On the poor souls for whomthis hungry war
Opens his vasty jaws; and on your head
Turning the wi dows' tears, the orphans' cries,
The dead nen's bl ood, the privy naidens' groans,
For husbands, fathers, and betrothed | overs,
That shall be swallowed in this controversy.
This is his claim his threat'ning, and ny nessage;
Unl ess the Dauphin be in presence here,
To whom expressly | bring greeting too.
FRENCH KING. For us, we will consider of this further
To-norrow shall you bear our full intent
Back to our brother of England.
DAUPHI N. For the Dauphin:
| stand here for him Wat to himfrom Engl and?
EXETER. Scorn and defiance, slight regard, contenpt,
And anyt hing that may not mi sbecone
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at.
Thus says ny king: an if your father's Hi ghness
Do not, in grant of all denands at |arge,
Sweeten the bitter nmock you sent his Myjesty,
He'll call you to so hot an answer of it
That caves and wonby vaul tages of France
Shal | chide your trespass and return your nock
In second accent of his ordinance.
DAUPHI N. Say, if ny father render fair return,
It is against my will; for | desire
Not hi ng but odds with England. To that end,

As matching to his youth and vanity,



| did present himwith the Paris balls.
EXETER. He'll make your Paris Louvre shake for it,
Were it the mistress court of mghty Europe;
And be assur'd you'll find a difference,
As we his subjects have in wonder found,
Bet ween t he promi se of his greener days
And these he nasters now. Now he weighs tine
Even to the utnost grain; that you shall read
In your owmn |osses, if he stay in France.
FRENCH KI NG To-norrow shall you know our nmind at full
EXETER. Dispatch us with all speed, |lest that our king
Cone here hinself to question our delay;
For he is footed in this land al ready.
FRENCH KI NG You shall be soon dispatch'd with fair conditions.
A night is but snall breath and little pause
To answer matters of this consequence. Fl ouri sh. Exeunt

ACT 111. PROLOGUE.

Fl ouri sh. Enter CHORUS

CHORUS. Thus with imagin'd wing our swift scene flies,
In notion of no less celerity
Than that of thought. Suppose that you have seen
The wel | -appoi nted King at Hanpton pier
Enbark his royalty; and his brave fl eet
Wth silken streaners the young Phorbus fanning.
Play with your fancies; and in them behol d
Upon the henpen tackl e ship-boys clinbing;
Hear the shrill whistle which doth order give
To sounds confus'd; behold the threaden sails,
Borne with th' invisible and creeping w nd,
Draw t he huge bottonms through the furrowed sea

Breasting the lofty surge. O do but think



You stand upon the rivage and behold

A city on th' inconstant billows dancing;

For so appears this fleet ngjestical,

Hol di ng due course to Harfleur. Follow, follow

G appl e your mnds to sternage of this navy

And | eave your England as dead midnight still,
GQuarded with grandsires, babies, and old wonen,

Ei ther past or not arriv'd to pith and pui ssance;
For who is he whose chin is but enrich'd

Wth one appearing hair that will not follow
These cull'd and choi ce-drawn cavaliers to France?
Work, work your thoughts, and therein see a siege;
Behol d the ordnance on their carri ages,

Wth fatal nouths gaping on girded Harfl eur.
Suppose th' anbassador fromthe French cones back;
Tells Harry that the King doth offer him

Kat heri ne his daughter, and with her to dowy
Sone petty and unprofitable dukedons.

The offer likes not; and the ninble gunner

Wth linstock now the devilish cannon touches,

[Alarum and chanbers go off]

And down goes an before them Still be kind,
And eke out our performance with your m nd. Exi t
SCENE | .

France. Before Harfl eur

Alarum Enter the KING EXETER, BEDFORD, CGLOUCESTER,

and soldiers with scaling-|adders

KING Once nore unto the breach, dear friends, once nore;
O close the wall up with our English dead.
In peace there's nothing so becones a man

As nodest stillness and humility;



But when the blast of war blows in our ears,

Then inmtate the action of the tiger:

Stiffen the sinews, sumon up the bl ood,

Di sgui se fair nature with hard-favour'd rage;

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect;

Let it pry through the portage of the head

Li ke the brass cannon: let the brow o' erwhelmit

As fearfully as doth a galled rock

O erhang and jutty his confounded base,

Swill'd with the wild and wasteful ocean.

Now set the teeth and stretch the nostril w de;

Hol d hard the breath, and bend up every spirit

To his full height. On, on, you nobl est Engli sh,

Whose blood is fet fromfathers of war-proof-

Fathers that |ike so nmany Al exanders

Have in these parts frommnorn till even fought,

And sheath'd their swords for |ack of argunent.

Di shonour not your nothers; now attest

That those whomyou call'd fathers did beget you.

Be copy now to nmen of grosser bl ood,

And teach them how to war. And you, good yeonen,

Whose |inbs were made in England, show us here

The mettle of your pasture; let us swear

That you are worth your breeding- which | doubt not;

For there is none of you so nean and base

That hath not noble lustre in your eyes.

| see you stand |ike greyhounds in the slips,

Straining upon the start. The gane's afoot:

Fol I ow your spirit; and upon this charge

Cry 'God for Harry, England, and Saint George!'
[ Exeunt. Alarum and chambers go of f]

SCENE 1 1.

Before Harfl eur



Enter NYM BARDCLPH, PISTOL, and BOY

BARDOLPH. On, on, on, on, on! to the breach, to the breach

NYM Pray thee, Corporal, stay; the knocks are too hot, and for
m ne own part | have not a case of lives. The hunmour of it is too
hot; that is the very plain-song of it.

PI STOL. The plain-song is nost just; for hunmours do abound:

Knocks go and cone; God's vassals drop and die;
And sword and shield
In bloody field

Doth win imortal fane.

BOY. Wwuld | were in an al ehouse in London! |I wouid give all ny

fame for a pot of ale and safety.

PI STOL. And |
If wishes would prevail with ne,
My purpose should not fail with me,
But thither would | hie.
BOY. As duly, but not as truly,

As bird doth sing on bough

Ent er FLUELLEN

FLUELLEN. Up to the breach, you dogs!

Avaunt, you cullions! [Driving them forward]
PI STOL. Be nerciful, great duke, to nen of nould.

Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage;

Abate thy rage, great duke.

Good bawcock, bate thy rage. Use lenity, sweet chuck

NYM These be good hunmours. Your honour wi ns bad hurnours.



Exeunt all but BOY

BOY. As young as | am | have observ'd these three swashers. | am
boy to themall three; but all they three, though they would
serve ne, could not be man to ne; for indeed three such antics do
not amount to a man. For Bardol ph, he is white-liver'd and
red-fac'd; by the neans whereof 'a faces it out, but fights not.
For Pistol, he hath a killing tongue and a quiet sword; by the
means whereof 'a breaks words and keeps whol e weapons. For Nym
he hath heard that nen of few words are the best nen, and
therefore he scorns to say his prayers lest 'a should be thought
a coward; but his few bad words are match'd with as few good
deeds; for 'a never broke any man's head but his own, and that
was agai nst a post when he was drunk. They will steal anything,
and call it purchase. Bardol ph stole a lute-case, bore it twelve
| eagues, and sold it for three hal fpence. Nym and Bardol ph are
sworn brothers in filching, and in Calais they stole a
fire-shovel; | knew by that piece of service the men would carry
coals. They would have me as famliar with nen's pockets as their
gl oves or their handkerchers; which nmakes nmuch agai nst ny
manhood, if | should take from another's pocket to put into nine;
for it is plain pocketing up of wongs. | nust |eave them and
seek sonme better service; their villainy goes agai nst nmy weak

stomach, and therefore | nust cast it up. Exi t

Re-enter FLUELLEN, GOWER fol | owi ng

GOVNER. Captain Fluellen, you must cone presently to the mnes; the
Duke of d oucester would speak with you

FLUELLEN. To the mines! Tell you the Duke it is not so good to cone
to the nmines; for, look you, the mnes is not according to the
di sciplines of the war; the concavities of it is not sufficient.
For, look you, th' athversary- you may di scuss unto the Duke,

| ook you- is digt hinmself four yard under the countermn nes; by



Cheshu, | think "a will plowup all, if there is not better
directions.

GOVNER. The Duke of d oucester, to whomthe order of the siege is
given, is altogether directed by an Irishman- a very vall ant
gentleman, i' faith.

FLUELLEN. It is Captain Macnorris, is it not?

GOVER. | think it be.

FLUELLEN. By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the world: | wll verify
as much in his beard; he has no nore directions in the true

di sciplines of the wars, |ook you, of the Roman disciplines, than

is a puppy-dog.

Enter MACMORRI S and CAPTAI N JAMY

GOVER. Here 'a cones; and the Scots captain, Captain Jamy, with
hi m

FLUELLEN. Captain Jany is a marvellous fal orous gentleman, that is
certain, and of great expedition and know edge in th' aunchient
wars, upon ny particular know edge of his directions. By Cheshu
he will maintain his argunent as well as any nmilitary nman in the
world, in the disciplines of the pristine wars of the Romans.

JAMY. | say gud day, Captain Fluellen

FLUELLEN. God-den to your worship, good Captain Janes.

GOVNER. How now, Captain Macnorris! Have you quit the mines? Have
the pioneers given o' er?

MACMORRI S. By Chrish, la, tish ill done! The work ish give over
the tronpet sound the retreat. By ny hand, | swear, and ny
father's soul, the work ish ill done; it ish give over; | would
have bl owed up the town, so Chrish save ne, la, in an hour. O
tish ill done, tish ill done; by ny hand, tish ill done!

FLUELLEN. Captain Macnorris, | beseech you now, will you voutsafe
me, |ook you, a few disputations with you, as partly touching or

concerning the disciplines of the war, the Roman wars, in the way



of argunment, |ook you, and friendly conmunication; partly to
satisfy nmy opinion, and partly for the satisfaction, |ook you, of
my mind, as touching the direction of the mlitary discipline,
that is the point.

JAMY. It sall be vary gud, gud feith, gud captains bath; and | sal
quit you with gud leve, as | may pick occasion; that sall I,
marry.

MACMORRIS. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish save ne. The day
is hot, and the weather, and the wars, and the King, and the
Dukes; it is no tine to discourse. The town is beseech'd, and the
trunpet call us to the breach; and we tal k and, be Chrish, do
nothing. 'Tis shame for us all, so God sa' nme, 'tis shanme to
stand still; it is shane, by ny hand; and there is throats to be
cut, and works to be done; and there ish nothing done, so Chrish
sa' me, la.

JAMY. By the ness, ere theise eyes of mne take thenselves to

sl omber, ay'll de gud service, or I'Il ligi' th'" grund for it;
ay, or go to death. And I'Il pay't as valorously as | may, that
sall | suerly do, that is the breff and the long. Marry, | wad

full fain heard some question 'tween you tway.

FLUELLEN. Captain Macnorris, | think, |ook you, under your
correction, there is not nany of your nation-

MACMORRI S. O ny nation? What ish nmy nation? Ish a villain, and a
bastard, and a knave, and a rascal. Wat ish ny nation? Wo talks
of nmy nation?

FLUELLEN. Look you, if you take the matter otherw se than is neant,
Captain Macnorris, peradventure | shall think you do not use ne
with that affability as in discretion you ought to use ne, | ook
you; being as good a man as yourself, both in the disciplines of
war and in the derivation of ny birth, and in other
particularities.

MACMORRI S. | do not know you so good a nman as nyself; so

Chrish save ne, | will cut off your head.



GOVNER. Gentlenmen both, you will mistake each other
JAMY. Ah! that's a foul fault. [ A parl ey sounded]
GOVER. The town sounds a parl ey.

FLUELLEN. Captain Macnorris, when there is nore better opportunity

to be required, look you, | will be so bold as to tell you I know
the disciplines of war; and there is an end. Exeunt
SCENE I11.

Before the gates of Harfleur

Enter the GOVERNOR and some citizens on the walls. Enter
the KING and all his train before the gates
KI NG HENRY. How yet resolves the Governor of the town?
This is the latest parle we will adnit;
Therefore to our best mercy give yoursel ves
O, like to nen proud of destruction
Defy us to our worst; for, as | ama soldier
A name that in ny thoughts becones nme best,
If | begin the batt'ry once again,
I will not |eave the half-achieved Harfl eur
Till in her ashes she lie buried.
The gates of nercy shall be all shut up
And the flesh'd soldier, rough and hard of heart,
In liberty of bloody hand shall range
Wth conscience wide as hell, nmowing |ike grass
Your fresh fair virgins and your flow ring infants.
VWhat is it then to ne if inpious war,
Array'd in flanes, like to the prince of fiends,
Do, with his smirch'd conplexion, all fell feats
Enlink'd to waste and desol ati on?
What is't to ne when you yoursel ves are cause
If your pure maidens fall into the hand
O hot and forcing violation?

What rein can hold licentious w ckednes



When down the hill he holds his fierce career?
We nmay as bootl ess spend our vain command
Upon th' enraged soldiers in their spoil
As send precepts to the Leviathan
To conme ashore. Therefore, you nmen of Harfl eur
Take pity of your town and of your people
Wil es yet ny soldiers are in ny conmand;
Whil es yet the cool and tenperate wi nd of grace
O erblows the filthy and contagi ous cl ouds
O heady nurder, spoil, and villainy.
If not- why, in a nonent |ook to see
The blind and bl oody with foul hand
Defile the | ocks of your shrill-shrieking daughters;
Your fathers taken by the silver beards,
And their nost reverend heads dash'd to the walls;
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes,
Whiles the mad nothers with their how s confus'd
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewy
At Herod's bl oody-hunting sl aughternen.
What say you? WII you yield, and this avoid?
O, guilty in defence, be thus destroy'd?
GOVERNCOR. Qur expectation hath this day an end
The Dauphin, whom of succours we entreated,
Returns us that his powers are yet not ready
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, great King,
W yield our town and lives to thy soft mercy.
Enter our gates; dispose of us and ours;
For we no | onger are defensible.
KI NG HENRY. Open your gates. [Exit GOVERNOR] Cone, uncle Exeter,
Go you and enter Harfleur; there remain,
And fortify it strongly 'gainst the French
Use nmercy to themall. For us, dear uncle,

The wi nter com ng on, and sickness grow ng



Upon our soldiers, we will retire to Cal ais.
To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest;
To-norrow for the march are we addrest.
[Flourish. The KING and his train enter the town]
SCENE | V.

Rouen. The FRENCH KI NG S pal ace

Ent er KATHERI NE and ALl CE

KATHERINE. Alice, tu as ete en Angleterre, et tu parles bien le
| angage.

ALI CE. Un peu, madane.

KATHERI NE. Je te prie, menseignez; il faut que j'apprenne a
parl er. Conment appel ez-vous la main en Angl ai s?

ALICE. La main? Elle est appel ee de hand.

KATHERI NE. De hand. Et |es doigts?

ALI CE. Les doigts? Ma foi, j'oublie les doigts; nmais je ne
souvi endrai. Les doigts? Je pense qu'ils sont appeles de fingres;
oui, de fingres.

KATHERI NE. La nmain, de hand; les doigts, de fingres. Je pense que
je suis le bon ecolier; j'ai gagne deux nots d' Anglais vitenent.
Conment appel ez-vous | es ongl es?

ALI CE. Les ongles? Nous | es appel ons de nails.

KATHERI NE. De nails. Ecoutez; dites-noi si je parle bien: de hand,
de fingres, et de nails.

ALICE. C est bien dit, madanme; il est fort bon Anglais.

KATHERINE. Dites-noi |' Anglais pour |e bras.

ALI CE. De arm nmmdane.

KATHERI NE. Et | e coude?

ALI CE. D el bow.

KATHERINE. D el bow. Je nien fais la repetition de tous |les nots que
vous m avez appris des a present.

ALICE. Il est trop difficile, madane, conme je pense.



KATHERI NE. Excusez-noi, Alice; ecoutez: d' hand, de fingre, de
nails, d arma, de bil bow.

ALI CE. D el bow, nadane.

KATHERI NE. O Seigneur Dieu, je men oublie! D el bow
Conment appel ez-vous le col ?

ALI CE. De nick, nadane.

KATHERI NE. De nick. Et |e nenton?

ALI CE. De chin.

KATHERI NE. De sin. Le col, de nick; le nenton, de sin.

ALI CE. Qui. Sauf votre honneur, en verite, vous prononcez |es nots
aussi droit que les natifs d Angleterre.

KATHERI NE. Je ne doute point d apprendre, par |la grace de Dieu, et
en peu de tenps.

ALI CE. N avez-vous pas deja oublie ce que je vous ai enseigne?

KATHERI NE. Non, je reciterai a vous pronptenent: d'hand, de fingre,
de mail s-

ALI CE. De nails, nmadane.

KATHERI NE. De nails, de arm de il bow.

ALI CE. Sauf votre honneur, d'el bow

KATHERI NE. Ainsi dis-je; d' elbow de nick, et de sin. Conment
appel ez-vous le pied et |la robe?

ALI CE. Le foot, nmadane; et |e count.

KATHERI NE. Le foot et le count. O Seigneur Dieu! ils sont nots de
son mauvai s, corruptible, gros, et inmpudique, et non pour |es
dames d' honneur d'user: je ne voudrais prononcer ces nots devant
| es seigneurs de France pour tout |e nonde. Foh! le foot et le
count! Neanmoins, je reciterai une autre fois ma | econ ensenbl e:
d' hand, de fingre, de nails, d arm d'elbow, de nick, de sin, de
foot, |e count.

ALl CE. Excellent, madane!

KATHERI NE. C est assez pour une fois: allons-nous a diner

Exeunt

SCENE V.



The FRENCH KI NG S pal ace

Enter the KING OF FRANCE, the DAUPHI N, DUKE OF

BRI TAI NE, the CONSTABLE OF FRANCE, and others

FRENCH KING. 'Tis certain he hath pass'd the river Somme.
CONSTABLE. And if he be not fought withal, ny |ord,
Let us not live in France; let us quit an,
And gi ve our vineyards to a barbarous peopl e.
DAUPHI N. O Dieu vivant! Shall a few sprays of us,
The enptying of our fathers' |uxury,
Qur scions, put in wild and savage stock,
Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds,
And overl ook their grafters?
BRI TAI NE. Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman bast ards!
Mort Dieu, ma vie! if they march al ong
Unfought withal, but I will sell ny dukedom
To buy a slobb'ry and a dirty farm
In that nook-shotten isle of Al bion.
CONSTABLE. Dieu de batailles! where have they this nettle?
Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull;
On whom as in despite, the sun | ooks pal e,
Killing their fruit with frows? Can sodden wat er,
A drench for sur-rein'd jades, their barley-broth,
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat?
And shall our quick blood, spirited with w ne,
Seem frosty? O for honour of our |and,
Let us not hang like roping icicles
Upon our houses' thatch, whiles a nore frosty people
Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields-
Poor we call themin their native |ords!
DAUPHI N. By faith and honour,

Qur nmadans nock at us and plainly say



Qur nettle is bred out, and they will give
Their bodies to the lust of English youth
To newstore France with bastard warriors.
BRI TAINE. They bid us to the English danci ng-school s
And teach lavoltas high and swift corantos,
Saying our grace is only in our heels
And that we are nost |ofty runaways.
FRENCH KI NG. Were is Mntjoy the heral d? Speed hi m hence;
Let himgreet England with our sharp defiance.
Up, Princes, and, with spirit of honour edged
More sharper than your swords, hie to the field:
Charl es Del abreth, Hi gh Constable of France;
You Dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berri,
Al engon, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy;
Jaques Chatillon, Ranbures, Vaudenont,
Beaunont, G andpre, Roussi, and Fauconbri dge,
Foi x, Lestrake, Bouciqualt, and Charol ois;
H gh dukes, great princes, barons, |ords, and knights,
For your great seats now quit you of great shanes.
Bar Harry Engl and, that sweeps through our |and
Wth pennons painted in the blood of Harfleur.
Rush on his host as doth the melted snow
Upon the valleys, whose | ow vassal seat
The Al ps doth spit and void his rheum upon;
Go down upon him you have power enough,
And in a captive chariot into Rouen
Bri ng hi mour prisoner.
CONSTABLE. Thi s becones the great.
Sorry am | his nunbers are so few,
H s soldiers sick and fam sh'd in their march;
For | am sure, when he shall see our arny,
He'l'l drop his heart into the sink of fear,

And for achi evenent offer us his ransom



FRENCH KI NG. Therefore, Lord Constable, haste on Mntj oy,
And let himsay to England that we send
To know what willing ransomhe will give.
Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Rouen.
DAUPHI N. Not so, | do beseech your Majesty.
FRENCH KI NG. Be patient, for you shall remain with us.
Now forth, Lord Constable and Princes all,
And qui ckly bring us word of England s fall. Exeunt
SCENE VI .

The English canp in Picardy

Enter CAPTAINS, English and Wl sh, GOWER and FLUELLEN

GOVNER. How now, Captain Fluellen! Cone you fromthe bridge?

FLUELLEN. | assure you there is very excellent services comitted
at the bridge.

GOVER. |s the Duke of Exeter safe?

FLUELLEN. The Duke of Exeter is as magnani nous as Agamennon; and a
man that | |ove and honour with ny soul, and ny heart, and ny
duty, and ny live, and ny living, and ny utternost power. He is
not- God be praised and bl essed!- any hurt in the world, but
keeps the bridge nost valiantly, with excellent discipline. There
is an aunchient Lieutenant there at the bridge- | think in ny
very conscience he is as valiant a man as Mark Antony; and he is
man of no estimation in the world; but | did see himdo as
gal l ant servi ce.

GONER. VWat do you call hinf

FLUELLEN. He is call'd Aunchient Pistol.

GONER. | know hi m not.

Enter PI STCL

FLUELLEN. Here is the nman.

PI STOL. Captain, | thee beseech to do nme favours.



The Duke of Exeter doth |ove thee well.

FLUELLEN. Ay, | praise CGod; and | have nerited some love at his
hands.

PI STOL. Bardol ph, a soldier, firmand sound of heart,

And of buxom val our, hath by cruel fate

And gi ddy Fortune's furious fickle wheel
That goddess bl i nd,

That stands upon the rolling restless stone-

FLUELLEN. By your patience, Aunchient Pistol. Fortune is painted
blind, with a nuffler afore her eyes, to signify to you that
Fortune is blind; and she is painted also with a wheel, to
signify to you, which is the noral of it, that she is turning,
and inconstant, and nutability, and variation; and her foot, |ook
you, is fixed upon a spherical stone, which rolls, and rolls, and
rolls. In good truth, the poet nakes a nbst excellent description
of it: Fortune is an excellent noral.

PI STOL. Fortune is Bardol ph's foe, and frowns on him
For he hath stol'n a pax, and hanged nust 'a be-

A dammed deat h!

Let gallows gape for dog; let man go free,

And |l et not henp his wi ndpi pe suffocate.

But Exeter hath given the doom of death

For pax of little price.

Therefore, go speak- the Duke will hear thy voice;

And | et not Bardol ph's vital thread be cut

Wth edge of penny cord and vile reproach

Speak, Captain, for his life, and I will thee requite.

FLUELLEN. Aunchient Pistol, | do partly understand your neaning.

PI STOL. Why then, rejoice therefore.

FLUELLEN. Certainly, Aunchient, it is not a thing to rejoice at;
for if, look you, he were ny brother, | would desire the Duke to
use his good pleasure, and put himto execution; for discipline

ought to be used.



PI STOL. Die and be damm'd! and figo for thy friendship!

FLUELLEN. It is well.

PI STOL. The fig of Spain! Exi t
FLUELLEN. Very good.

GONER. Wy, this is an arrant counterfeit rascal; | renenber him

now a bawd, a cutpurse.

FLUELLEN. "1l assure you, 'a utt'red as prave words at the pridge
as you shall see in a sumer's day. But it is very well; what he
has spoke to nme, that is well, | warrant you, when tine is serve

GONER. Wy, 'tis a gull a fool a rogue, that now and then goes to
the wars to grace hinmself, at his return into London, under the
formof a soldier. And such fellows are perfect in the great
commanders' nanes; and they will learn you by rote where services
were done- at such and such a sconce, at such a breach, at such a
convoy; who cane off bravely, who was shot, who disgrac'd, what
terms the eneny stood on; and this they con perfectly in the
phrase of war, which they trick up with newtuned oaths; and what
a beard of the General's cut and a horrid suit of the canp wll
do anong foaning bottles and ale-wash'd wits is wonderful to be
t hought on. But you nust learn to know such sl anders of the age,
or else you nay be marvel | ously m stook

FLUELLEN. | tell you what, Captain Gower, | do perceive he is not
the man that he would gl adly nake show to the world he is; if I
find a hole in his coat | will tell himny mnd. [Drumwithin]
Hark you, the King is coming; and | nust speak with himfromthe

pri dge.

Drum and col ours. Enter the KING and his poor sol diers,

and GLOUCESTER

God pl ess your Majesty!
KI NG HENRY. How now, Fluellen! Cam st thou fromthe bridge?

FLUELLEN. Ay, so please your Mjesty. The Duke of Exeter has very



gallantly maintain'd the pridge; the French is gone off, |ook
you, and there is gallant and nost prave passages. Marry, th

at hversary was have possession of the pridge; but he is enforced
to retire, and the Duke of Exeter is nmaster of the pridge; | can
tell your Mpjesty the Duke is a prave man

KI NG HENRY. What nen have you | ost, Fluellen

FLUELLEN. The perdition of th' athversary hath been very great,
reasonabl e great; marry, for my part, | think the Duke hath | ost
never a man, but one that is like to be executed for robbing a
church- one Bardol ph, if your Mjesty know the man; his face is
al | bubukl es, and whel ks, and knobs, and flanmes o' fire; and his
lips blows at his nose, and it is like a coal of fire, sonetines
plue and sonetines red; but his nose is executed and his fire's
out.

KI NG HENRY. We woul d have all such offenders so cut off. And we
gi ve express charge that in our marches through the country there
be nothing conmpell'd fromthe vill ages, nothing taken but paid
for, none of the French upbraided or abused in disdainfu
| anguage; for when lenity and cruelty play for a kingdomthe

gentler gamester is the soonest w nner.

Tucket. Enter MONTJOY

MONTJOY. You know ne by ny habit.

KI NG HENRY. Well then, | know thee; what shall | know of thee?

MONTJOY. My master's nind.

KI NG HENRY. Unfold it.

MONTJOY. Thus says ny king. Say thou to Harry of England: Though we
seem d dead we did but sleep; advantage is a better soldier than
rashness. Tell himwe could have rebuk'd himat Harfleur, but
that we thought not good to bruise an injury till it were ful
ri pe. Now we speak upon our cue, and our voice is inperial

Engl and shall repent his folly, see his weakness, and admre our



suf ferance. Bid himtherefore consider of his ransom which nust
proportion the | osses we have borne, the subjects we have |ost,
the di sgrace we have digested; which, in weight to re-answer, his
pettiness woul d bow under. For our |osses his exchequer is too
poor; for th' effusion of our blood, the nuster of his kingdom
too faint a nunber; and for our disgrace, his own person kneeling
at our feet but a weak and worthl ess satisfaction. To this add
defiance; and tell him for conclusion, he hath betrayed his
foll owers, whose condemmation is pronounc'd. So far ny king and
master; so nuch ny office

KI NG HENRY. What is thy nane? | know thy quality.

MONTJOY. Montj oy.

KI NG HENRY. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee back,
And tell thy king | do not seek himnow,
But could be willing to nmarch on to Calais
Wt hout inpeachnent; for, to say the sooth-
Though "tis no wi sdomto confess so nuch
Unto an eneny of craft and vantage-
My people are with sickness rmuch enfeebl ed;
My nunbers | essen' d; and those few | have
Al nost no better than so many French
Who when they were in health, | tell thee, herald,
I thought upon one pair of English |egs
Did march three Frenchnen. Yet forgive ne, God,
That | do brag thus; this your air of France
Hath bl own that vice in nme; | nust repent.
Go, therefore, tell thy nmaster here | am
My ransomis this frail and worthl ess trunk;
My arny but a weak and sickly guard;
Yet, God before, tell himwe will come on,
Though France hinmsel f and such anot her nei ghbour
Stand in our way. There's for thy | abour, Montjoy.

Go, bid thy naster well advise hinself.



If we may pass, we will; if we be hind' red,

We shall your tawny ground with your red bl ood

Di scol our; and so, Montjoy, fare you well.

The sum of all our answer is but this:

W woul d not seek a battle as we are;

Nor as we are, we say, we will not shun it.

So tell your master.
MONTJOY. | shall deliver so. Thanks to your Hi ghness. Exi t
GLOUCESTER. | hope they will not conme upon us now.
KING HENRY. W are in God's hand, brother, not in theirs.

March to the bridge, it now draws toward night;

Beyond the river we'll encanp oursel ves,
And on to-norrow bid them march away. Exeunt
SCENE VI |

The French canp near Agi ncourt

Enter the CONSTABLE OF FRANCE, the LORD RAMBURES, the

DUKE OF ORLEANS, the DAUPHI N, with others

CONSTABLE. Tut! | have the best armour of the world.
Wuld it were day!

ORLEANS. You have an excellent arnour; but |let nmy horse have his
due.

CONSTABLE. It is the best horse of Europe.

ORLEANS. WII it never be norning?

DAUPHI N. My Lord of Orleans and my Lord Hi gh Constable, you tal k of
horse and ar nour?

ORLEANS. You are as well provided of both as any prince in the
wor | d.

DAUPHI N. What a long night is this! I will not change ny horse wth
any that treads but on four pasterns. Ca, ha! he bounds fromthe
earth as if his entrails were hairs; |le cheval volant, the

Pegasus, chez les narines de feu! Wien | bestride himl soar, |



ama hawk. He trots the air; the earth sings when he touches it;
the basest horn of his hoof is nore nusical than the pipe of
Her nes.

ORLEANS. He's of the col our of the nutneg.

DAUPHI N. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a beast for Perseus:
he is pure air and fire; and the dull elenents of earth and water
never appear in him but only in patient stillness while his
rider nmounts him he is indeed a horse, and all other jades you
may call beasts.

CONSTABLE. Indeed, ny lord, it is a nost absolute and excell ent
hor se.

DAUPHI N. It is the prince of palfreys; his neigh is |like the
bi ddi ng of a nonarch, and his countenance enforces homage.

ORLEANS. No nore, cousin.

DAUPHI N. Nay, the man hath no wit that cannot, fromthe rising of
the lark to the |l odging of the lanb, vary deserved praise on ny
palfrey. It is a thene as fluent as the sea: turn the sands into
el oquent tongues, and ny horse is argunent for themall: 'tis a
subj ect for a sovereign to reason on, and for a sovereign's
sovereign to ride on; and for the world- famliar to us and
unknown- to lay apart their particular functions and wonder at
him | once wit a sonnet in his praise and began thus: 'Wnder
of nature'-

ORLEANS. | have heard a sonnet begin so to one's m stress.

DAUPHI N. Then did they initate that which | conpos'd to my courser
for my horse is ny mstress.

ORLEANS. Your mistress bears well

DAUPHI N. Me well; which is the prescript praise and perfection of a
good and particul ar mstress.

CONSTABLE. Nay, for nethought yesterday your mistress shrewdly
shook your back.

DAUPHI N. So perhaps did yours.

CONSTABLE. M ne was not bridl ed.



DAUPHI N. O then belike she was old and gentle; and you rode like a
kern of Ireland, your French hose off and in your strait
strossers.

CONSTABLE. You have good judgment in horsemanshi p.

DAUPHI N. Be warn'd by me, then: they that ride so, and ride not
warily, fall into foul bogs. | had rather have ny horse to ny
nm stress.

CONSTABLE. | had as lief have ny m stress a jade.

DAUPHI N. | tell thee, Constable, ny mstress wears his own hair.

CONSTABLE. | could nake as true a boast as that, if | had a sowto
my mstress.

DAUPHI N. 'Le chien est retourne a son propre vonissenent, et la
truie lavee au bourbier.' Thou mak'st use of anything.

CONSTABLE. Yet do | not use ny horse for ny mistress, or any such
proverb so little kin to the purpose.

RAMBURES. My Lord Constable, the arnour that | saw in your tent
to-night- are those stars or suns upon it?

CONSTABLE. Stars, ny lord.

DAUPHI N. Some of themw Il fall to-morrow, | hope.

CONSTABLE. And yet ny sky shan not want.

DAUPHI N. That may be, for you bear a many superfluously, and 'twere
nmor e honour some were away.

CONSTABLE. Ev'n as your horse bears your praises, who would trot as
wel |l were sonme of your brags di snounted.

DAUPHIN. Would | were able to load himwith his desert! WII it
never be day? | will trot to-nmorrow a mle, and ny way shall be
paved with English faces.

CONSTABLE. | will not say so, for fear | should be fac'd out of ny
way; but | would it were nmorning, for I would fain be about the
ears of the English.

RAMBURES. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty prisoners?

CONSTABLE. You nust first go yourself to hazard ere you have them

DAUPHI N. '"Tis midnight; 1'll go armnyself. Exi t



ORLEANS. The Dauphin | ongs for norning.

RAMBURES. He longs to eat the English.

CONSTABLE. | think he will eat all he kills.

ORLEANS. By the white hand of ny |ady, he's a gallant prince.

CONSTABLE. Swear by her foot, that she may tread out the oath.

ORLEANS. He is sinply the nost active gentleman of France.

CONSTABLE. Doing is activity, and he will still be doing.

ORLEANS. He never did harmthat | heard of.

CONSTABLE. Nor will do none to-norrow. he will keep that good nane
still.

ORLEANS. | know himto be valiant.

CONSTABLE. | was told that by one that knows himbetter than you.

ORLEANS. What's he?

CONSTABLE. Marry, he told me so hinself; and he said he car'd not
who knew it.

ORLEANS. He needs not; it is no hidden virtue in him

CONSTABLE. By ny faith, sir, but it is; never anybody saw it but

his | ackey.

"Tis a hooded val our, and when it appears it will bate.

ORLEANS. [Ill-wind never said well.

CONSTABLE. | will cap that proverb with 'There is flattery in
friendship.'

ORLEANS. And | will take up that with 'Gve the devil his due.’

CONSTABLE. Wl |l plac'd! There stands your friend for the devil;
have at the very eye of that proverb with 'A pox of the devil!'

ORLEANS. You are the better at proverbs by how much 'A fool's bolt
is soon shot.'

CONSTABLE. You have shot over.

ORLEANS. 'Tis not the first tine you were overshot.

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. My Lord Hi gh Constable, the English [ie within fifteen



hundred paces of your tents.

CONSTABLE. Who hath neasur'd the ground?

MESSENGER. The Lord Grandpre.

CONSTABLE. A valiant and nost expert gentleman. Wuld it were day!
Al as, poor Harry of England! he |longs not for the dawning as we
do.

ORLEANS. What a wretched and peevish fellowis this King of
Engl and, to nope with his fat-brain'd followers so far out of his
know edge!

CONSTABLE. |f the English had any apprehension, they would run
away.

ORLEANS. That they lack; for if their heads had any intellectua
armour, they could never wear such heavy head- pi eces.

RAMBURES. That island of England breeds very valiant creatures;
their nmastiffs are of unnatchabl e courage

ORLEANS. Foolish curs, that run winking into the nmouth of a Russian
bear, and have their heads crush'd like rotten apples! You may as
well say that's a valiant flea that dare eat his breakfast on the
lip of a lion.

CONSTABLE. Just, just! and the men do synpathise with the nmastiffs
in robustious and rough comng on, leaving their wits with their
wi ves; and then give them great neals of beef and iron and steel
they will eat Iike wolves and fight |ike devils.

ORLEANS. Ay, but these English are shrewdly out of beef.

CONSTABLE. Then shall we find to-norrow they have only stomachs to
eat, and none to fight. Nowis it time to arm Conme, shall we
about it?

ORLEANS. It is now two o' clock; but let ne see- by ten
We shall have each a hundred Engli shnen. Exeunt

ACT V. PROLOGUE.

Ent er CHORUS



CHORUS. Now entertain conjecture of a tinme
When creeping nurmur and the poring dark
Fills the wi de vessel of the universe.
From canp to canp, through the foul wonb of night,
The hum of either arny stilly sounds,
That the fix'd sentinels al npost receive
The secret whispers of each other's watch.
Fire answers fire, and through their paly flanes
Each battle sees the other's unber'd face;
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs
Piercing the night's dull ear; and fromthe tents
The arnourers acconplishing the knights,
Wth busy hamrers closing rivets up
G ve dreadful note of preparation
The country cocks do crow, the clocks do ton
And the third hour of drowsy norning nane.
Proud of their nunbers and secure in soul
The confident and over-lusty French
Do the lowrated English play at dice;
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night
Who like a foul and ugly witch doth linp
So tediously away. The poor condemmed Engli sh
Li ke sacrifices, by their watchful fires
Sit patiently and inly rumnate
The norning's danger; and their gesture sad
I nvesting | ank-1ean cheeks and war-worn coats
Presenteth them unto the gazi ng noon
So many horrid ghosts. O now, who will behold
The royal captain of this ruin'd band
Wal king fromwatch to watch, fromtent to tent
Let himcry 'Praise and glory on his head!
For forth he goes and visits all his host;

Bi ds them good norrow with a nodest snile,



And calls them brothers, friends, and countrynen.

Upon his royal face there is no note

How dread an arny hath enrounded him

Nor doth he dedi cate one jot of col our

Unto the weary and al |l -watched ni ght;

But freshly | ooks, and over-bears attaint

Wth cheerful senblance and sweet nmjesty;

That every wretch, pining and pal e before,

Behol ding him plucks confort from his | ooks;

A largess universal, |ike the sun

Hs |liberal eye doth give to every one,

Thawi ng cold fear, that nean and gentle al

Behol d, as may unwort hi ness define,

Alittle touch of Harry in the night.

And so our scene nust to the battle fly;

Where- O for pity!- we shall nuch disgrace

Wth four or five nost vile and ragged foils,

Right ill-dispos'd in braw ridicul ous,

The name of Agincourt. Yet sit and see,

M nding true things by what their nock'ries be. Exi t
SCENE | .

France. The English canp at Agi ncourt

Enter the KING BEDFORD, and GLOUCESTER

KI NG HENRY. d oucester, 'tis true that we are in great danger
The greater therefore should our courage be.
Good norrow, brother Bedford. God Al mi ghty!
There is some soul of goodness in things evil,
Woul d nen observingly distil it out;
For our bad nei ghbour nekes us early stirrers,
Whi ch is both healthful and good husbandry.

Besi des, they are our outward consci ences



And preachers to us all, adnonishing
That we should dress us fairly for our end.
Thus may we gat her honey fromthe weed,

And make a noral of the devil hinself.

Ent er ERPI NGHAM

Good norrow, old Sir Thomas Erpi ngham
A good soft pillow for that good white head
Were better than a churlish turf of France.
ERPI NGHAM Not so, my liege; this lodging |ikes nme better
Sincel may say "Now lie | like a king.
KING HENRY. 'Tis good for nen to |love their present pains
Upon exanple; so the spirit is eased;
And when the mind is quick' ned, out of doubt
The organs, though defunct and dead before,
Break up their drowsy grave and newly nove
Wth casted slough and fresh |l egerity.
Lend ne thy cloak, Sir Thonas. Brothers both,
Conmend me to the princes in our canp;
Do ny good norrow to them and anon
Desire themall to nmy pavilion.
GLOUCESTER. W shall, ny liege
ERPI NGHAM Shall | attend your G ace?
KI NG HENRY. No, ny good kni ght:
Go with my brothers to ny lords of Engl and;
I and my bosom nust debate awhil e,
And then | would no ot her conpany.
ERPI NGHAM The Lord in heaven bl ess thee, noble Harry!
Exeunt all but the KING

KI NG HENRY. Cod-a-nercy, old heart! thou speak'st cheerfully.

Enter PI STCL



PI STOL. Qui va | a?
KI NG HENRY. A friend.
PI STOL. Discuss unto me: art thou officer,
O art thou base, common, and popul ar?
KING HENRY. | am a gentleman of a conpany.
PI STOL. Trail'st thou the puissant pike?
KI NG HENRY. Even so. Wat are you?
PI STOL. As good a gentl eman as the Enperor.
KI NG HENRY. Then you are a better than the King.
PI STOL. The King's a bawcock and a heart of gold,
Alad of life, an inp of faneg;
O parents good, of fist nobst valiant.
I kiss his dirty shoe, and from heart-string
I love the lovely bully. What is thy nane?
KI NG HENRY. Harry | e Roy.
PI STOL. Le Roy! a Cornish nane; art thou of Cornish crew?
KI NG HENRY. No, | am a Wl shman.
PI STOL. Know st thou Fluellen?
KI NG HENRY. Yes.
PISTOL. Tell himlI'Il knock his | eek about his pate
Upon Saint Davy's day.
KI NG HENRY. Do not you wear your dagger in your cap that day, |est
he knock that about yours.
PISTOL. Art thou his friend?
KI NG HENRY. And his kinsman too.
PI STOL. The figo for thee, then!
KI NG HENRY. | thank you; God be with you!
PISTOL. My nane is Pistol call'd. Exi t

KING HENRY. It sorts well with your fierceness.

Enter FLUELLEN and GOVER



GOVNER. Captain Fluellen!

FLUELLEN. So! in the nane of Jesu Christ, speak fewer. It is the
greatest admiration in the universal world, when the true and
aunchient prerogatifes and laws of the wars is not kept: if you
woul d take the pains but to exam ne the wars of Ponpey the G eat,
you shall find, | warrant you, that there is no tiddle-taddl e nor
pi bbl e- pabbl e in Ponpey's canp; | warrant you, you shall find the
cerenonies of the wars, and the cares of it, and the fornms of it,
and the sobriety of it, and the nodesty of it, to be otherwi se.

GONER. Wy, the eneny is loud; you hear himall night.

FLUELLEN. If the eneny is an ass, and a fool, and a prating
coxconb, is it nmeet, think you, that we should al so, |ook you, be
an ass, and a fool, and a prating coxconb? In your own
consci ence, now?

GONER. | will speak |ower.

FLUELLEN. | pray you and beseech you that you will.

Exeunt GOWER and FLUELLEN

KI NG HENRY. Though it appear a little out of fashion,

There is nmuch care and valour in this Wl shman.

Enter three soldiers: JOHN BATES, ALEXANDER COURT,

and M CHAEL W LLI AMS

COURT. Brother John Bates, is not that the norning which breaks
yonder ?

BATES. | think it be; but we have no great cause to desire the
approach of day.

W LLI AVS. W see yonder the beginning of the day, but | think we
shal |l never see the end of it. Who goes there?

KI NG HENRY. A friend.

W LLI AVS. Under what captain serve you?

KI NG HENRY. Under Sir Thomas Er pi ngham

W LLI AVMS. A good old commander and a nost kind gentleman. | pray



you, what thinks he of our estate?

KI NG HENRY. Even as nmen w eck'd upon a sand, that |ook to be wash'd
of f the next tide.

BATES. He hath not told his thought to the King?

KING HENRY. No; nor it is not neet he should. For though I speak it
to you, | think the King is but a man as | am the violet snells
to himas it doth to ne; the elenment shows to himas it doth to
me; all his senses have but human conditions; his cerenpnies laid
by, in his nakedness he appears but a man; and though his
af fections are higher nounted than ours, yet, when they stoop,
they stoop with the like wing. Therefore, when he sees reason of
fears, as we do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the sane relish
as ours are; yet, in reason, no nman shoul d possess himw th any
appearance of fear, lest he, by showing it, should dishearten his
arny.

BATES. He may show what outward courage he will; but | believe, as

cold a night as '"tis, he could wish hinself in Thanes up to the
neck; and so | would he were, and | by him at all adventures, so
we were quit here.

KING HENRY. By ny troth, I will speak ny conscience of the King: |
think he woul d not wi sh hinself anywhere but where he is.

BATES. Then | would he were here alone; so should he be sure to be
ransoned, and a many poor nen's |ives saved.

KING HENRY. | dare say you love himnot so ill to wish himhere
al one, howsoever you speak this, to feel other nmen's m nds;
met hi nks | could not die anywhere so contented as in the King' s
conmpany, his cause being just and his quarrel honourable.

W LLI AMS. That's nore than we know.

BATES. Ay, or nore than we should seek after; for we know enough if
we know we are the King's subjects. |If his cause be wong, our
obedi ence to the King wi pes the crine of it out of us.

WLLIAVS. But if the cause be not good, the King hinmself hath a

heavy reckoning to nmake when all those | egs and arns and heads,



chopp'd off in a battle, shall join together at the latter day
and cry all 'We died at such a place'- sonme swearing, sone crying
for a surgeon, sonme upon their wives |eft poor behind them sone
upon the debts they owe, sonme upon their children rawy left. |
am afeard there are fewdie well that die in a battle; for how
can they charitably di spose of anything when blood is their
argument? Now, if these nmen do not die well, it will be a black
matter for the King that led themto it; who to di sobey were
agai nst all proportion of subjection.

KING HENRY. So, if a son that is by his father sent about
mer chandi se do sinfully mscarry upon the sea, the inputation of
his wi ckedness, by your rule, should be inposed upon his father
that sent him or if a servant, under his master's conmand
transporting a sum of noney, be assailed by robbers and die in
many irreconcil'd iniquities, you may call the business of the
master the author of the servant's damation. But this is not so:
the King is not bound to answer the particul ar endings of his
sol diers, the father of his son, nor the master of his servant;
for they purpose not their death when they purpose their
services. Besides, there is no king, be his cause never so
spotless, if it conme to the arbitrenent of swords, can try it out
with all unspotted sol diers: some peradventure have on themthe
guilt of prenmeditated and contrived nmurder; some, of beguiling
virgins with the broken seals of perjury; sonme, naking the wars
their bulwark, that have before gored the gentle bosom of peace
with pillage and robbery. Now, if these nen have defeated the | aw
and outrun native punishnent, though they can outstrip nmen they
have no wings to fly fromGod: war is H s beadle, war is His
vengeance; so that here nen are punish'd for before-breach of the
King's laws in now the King's quarrel. Were they feared the
death they have borne |life away; and where they would be safe
they perish. Then if they die unprovided, no nore is the King

guilty of their dammation than he was before guilty of those



inmpieties for the which they are now visited. Every subject's
duty is the King's; but every subject's soul is his own.

Theref ore should every soldier in the wars do as every sick nman
in his bed- wash every note out of his conscience; and dying so,
death is to himadvantage; or not dying, the tinme was bl essedly

| ost wherein such preparation was gai ned; and in himthat escapes
it were not sin to think that, nmaking God so free an offer, He
let himoutlive that day to see His greatness, and to teach
others how they shoul d prepare.

WLLIAVS. '"Tis certain, every man that dies ill, the ill upon his
own head- the King is not to answer for it.

BATES. | do not desire he should answer for ne, and yet | determ ne
to fight lustily for him

KING HENRY. | nyself heard the King say he would not be ransonid.

W LLIAVS. Ay, he said so, to nake us fight cheerfully; but when our
throats are cut he may be ransom d, and we ne'er the w ser

KING HENRY. If | live to see it, | will never trust his word after

W LLI AVS. You pay himthen! That's a perilous shot out of an
el der-gun, that a poor and a private displeasure can do against a
monar ch! You may as well go about to turn the sun to ice with
fanning in his face with a peacock's feather. You'll never trust
his word after! Cone, 'tis a foolish saying.

KI NG HENRY. Your reproof is sonmething too round; | should be angry
with you, if the tine were convenient.

WLLIAVS. Let it be a quarrel between us if you live.

KING HENRY. | enbrace it.

W LLI AVMS. How shall | know t hee agai n?

KING HENRY. G ve nme any gage of thine, and I will wear it in ny
bonnet; then if ever thou dar'st acknow edge it, | will make it
my quarr el

W LLI AMS. Here's ny glove; give ne another of thine.

KI NG HENRY. There.

WLLIAVS. This will | also wear in nmy cap; if ever thou cone to ne



and say, after to-norrow, 'This is ny glove,' by this hand | wll
take thee a box on the ear.
KING HENRY. |f ever | live to see it, | will challenge it.
W LLI AVMS. Thou dar'st as well be hang'd
KING HENRY. Well, | will do it, though | take thee in the King's
conpany.
W LLI AMS. Keep thy word. Fare thee well.
BATES. Be friends, you English fools, be friends; we have
French quarrels enow, if you could tell how to reckon
KI NG HENRY. | ndeed, the French nmay lay twenty French crowns to one
they will beat us, for they bear themon their shoul ders; but it
is no English treason to cut French crowns, and to-norrow the
King himself will be a clipper.
Exeunt sol diers
Upon the King! Let us our lives, our souls,
Qur debts, our careful wves
Qur children, and our sins, lay on the King!
We nust bear all. O hard condition
Twi n-born with greatness, subject to the breath
O every fool, whose sense no nore can feel
But his owmn winging! Wiat infinite heart's ease
Must ki ngs negl ect that private nmen enjoy!
And what have kings that privates have not too,
Save cerenpny- save general cerenony?
And what art thou, thou idol Cerenobny?
What kind of god art thou, that suffer'st nore
O nortal griefs than do thy worshi ppers?
VWhat are thy rents? What are thy comnings-in?
O Cerenony, show ne but thy worth!
What is thy soul of adoration?
Art thou aught el se but place, degree, and form
Creating awe and fear in other nmen?

Wherein thou art | ess happy being fear'd



Than they in fearing.

What drink'st thou oft, instead of homage sweet,
But poison'd flattery? O be sick, great greatness,
And bid thy cerenony give thee cure!

Thinks thou the fiery fever will go out

Wth titles bl own from adul ation?

WIIl it give place to flexure and | ow bendi ng?
Canst thou, when thou command' st the beggar's knee,
Conmand the health of it? No, thou proud dream
That play'st so subtly with a king's repose.

I ama king that find thee; and | know

"Tis not the balm the sceptre, and the ball,
The sword, the mace, the crown inperial

The intertissued robe of gold and pearl

The farced tide running fore the king,

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of ponp

That beats upon the high shore of this world-
No, not all these, thrice gorgeous cerenony,

Not all these, laid in bed majestical

Can sl eep so soundly as the wretched sl ave

Who, with a body fill'd and vacant nind,

Gets himto rest, cranmd with distressful bread
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell;

But, like a lackey, fromthe rise to set

Sweats in the eye of Pheebus, and all night

Sl eeps in Elysium next day, after dawn,

Doth rise and hel p Hyperion to his horse;

And follows so the ever-running year

Wth profitable | abour, to his grave.

And but for cerenobny, such a wretch,

Wnding up days with toil and nights with sleep
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king.

The slave, a nenber of the country's peace,



Enjoys it; but in gross brain little wots
What watch the king keeps to nmaintain the peace

Whose hours the peasant best advant ages.

Ent er ERPI NGHAM

ERPI NGHAM My | ord, your nobles, jealous of your absence,
Seek t hrough your canp to find you.

KING Good old knight,

Collect themall together at my tent:
"1l be before thee.

ERPI NGHAM | shall do't, ny lord.

KING O God of battles, steel ny soldiers' hearts,
Possess themnot with fear! Take from them now
The sense of reck'ning, if th' opposed numbers
Pluck their hearts fromthem Not to-day, O Lord,
O not to-day, think not upon the fault
My father nmade in conpassing the crown!
| Richard's body have interred new,

And on it have bestowed nore contrite tears
Than fromit issued forced drops of bl ood;

Fi ve hundred poor | have in yearly pay,

Wio twice a day their wither'd hands hold up
Towar d heaven, to pardon bl ood; and | have built
Two chantries, where the sad and sol enn priests
Sing still for Richard' s soul. More will | do;
Though all that I can do is nothing worth,

Since that ny penitence conmes after all,

I mpl oring pardon.

Ent er GLOUCESTER

GLOUCESTER. My |i ege!



KI NG HENRY. My brother d oucester's voice? Ay;

I know thy errand, | will go with thee;
The day, ny friends, and all things, stay for ne. Exeunt
SCENE | I .

The French canp

Enter the DAUPHI N, ORLEANS, RAMBURES, and ot hers

ORLEANS. The sun doth gild our armour; up, ny |ords!
DAUPHI N. Montez a cheval! My horse! Varlet, |aquais! Hal
ORLEANS. O brave spirit!

DAUPHI N. Via!l Les eaux et la terre-

ORLEANS. Rien puis? L'air et le feu.

DAUPHI N. Ciel! cousin Ol eans.

Ent er CONSTABLE

Now, ny Lord Constabl e!
CONSTABLE. Hark how our steeds for present service neigh!
DAUPHI N. Mount them and make incision in their hides,
That their hot blood may spin in English eyes,
And dout them with superfluous courage, hal
RAMBURES. What, will you have them weep our horses' bl ood?

How shall we then behold their natural tears?

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. The English are enbattl'd, you French peers.
CONSTABLE. To horse, you gallant Princes! straight to horse!
Do but behold yon poor and starved band,
And your fair show shall suck away their souls,
Leavi ng them but the shal es and husks of nen.
There is not work enough for all our hands;

Scarce bl ood enough in all their sickly veins



To give each naked curtle-axe a stain

That our French gallants shall to-day draw out,
And sheathe for |ack of sport. Let us but blow on them
The vapour of our valour will o'erturn them
"Tis positive 'gainst all exceptions, |ords,
That our superfluous | ackeys and our peasants-
Who i n unnecessary action swarm

About our squares of battle- were enow

To purge this field of, such a hilding foe;
Though we upon this nountain's basis by

Took stand for idle speculation-

But that our honours nust not. What's to say?
Avery little little let us do,

And all is done. Then let the trunpets sound
The tucket sonance and the note to nount;

For our approach shall so nuch dare the field

That Engl and shall couch down in fear and yield.

Ent er GRANDPRE

GRANDPRE. Why do you stay so long, ny |lords of France?
Yond island carrions, desperate of their bones,
II'l-favouredly become the norning field;

Their ragged curtains poorly are let |oose,

And our air shakes them passing scornfully;

Big Mars seens bankrupt in their beggar'd host,

And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps.

The horsemen sit |ike fixed candl esticks

Wth torch-staves in their hand; and their poor jades
Lob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips,
The gum down-roping fromtheir pal e-dead eyes

And in their pale dull nouths the gimmal'd bit

Lies foul with chaw d grass, still and notionl ess;



And their executors, the knavish crows,

Fly o'er them all inpatient for their hour.

Description cannot suit itself in words

To denonstrate the life of such a battle

Inlife so lifeless as it shows itself.
CONSTABLE. They have said their prayers and they stay for death.
DAUPHI N. Shall we go send them dinners and fresh suits,

And give their fasting horses provender,

And after fight with then?
CONSTABLE. | stay but for ny guidon. To the field!

I will the banner froma trunpet take,

And use it for ny haste. Conme, cone, away!

The sun is high, and we outwear the day. Exeunt

SCENE 111.

The English canp

Enter GLOUCESTER, BEDFORD, EXETER, ERPI NGHAM with

all his host; SALI SBURY and WESTMORELAND

GLOUCESTER. Where is the King?
BEDFORD. The King hinself is rode to viewtheir battle.
WESTMORELAND. O fighting nmen they have full three-score thousand.
EXETER. There's five to one; besides, they all are fresh.
SALI SBURY. God's armstrike with us! '"tis a fearful odds.

God bye you, Princes all; I'll to my charge.

If we no nore neet till we neet in heaven,

Then joyfully, nmy noble Lord of Bedford,

My dear Lord d oucester, and ny good Lord Exeter,

And ny kind kinsman- warriors all, adieu!
BEDFORD. Farewel |, good Salisbury; and good |uck go with thee!
EXETER. Farewel |, kind lord. Fight valiantly to-day;

And yet | do thee wong to nind thee of it,

For thou art framid of the firmtruth of val our.



Exit SALI SBURY
BEDFORD. He is as full of val our as of ki ndness;

Princely in both.

Enter the KING
VESTMORELAND. O that we now had here
But one ten thousand of those nen in Engl and
That do no work to-day!
KING What's he that w shes so?
My cousin Westnorel and? No, ny fair cousin;
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow
To do our country loss; and if to live,
The fewer nen, the greater share of honour
God's will! | pray thee, wi sh not one nan nore.
By Jove, | amnot covetous for gold,
Nor care | who doth feed upon ny cost;
It yearns ne not if nen my garnments wear
Such outward things dwell not in nmy desires.
But if it be a sin to covet honour
I amthe nost offending soul alive.
No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from Engl and.
God's peace! | would not | ose so great an honour
As one man nore nethinks would share from me
For the best hope | have. O do not wi sh one nore!
Rat her proclaimit, Westnorel and, through ny host,
That he which hath no stomach to this fight,
Let himdepart; his passport shall be nade,
And crowns for convoy put into his purse
We would not die in that man's conpany
That fears his fellowship to die with us
This day is call'd the feast of Crispian.
He that outlives this day, and cones safe hone,

WIl stand a tip-toe when this day is nanid,



And rouse himat the name of Crispian.

He that shall live this day, and see old age,
W1l yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours,
And say 'To-norrow is Saint Crispian.'

Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars,
And say ' These wounds | had on Crispian's day.'
ad nen forget; yet all shall be forgot,

But he'll renmenber, with advantages,

What feats he did that day. Then shall our nanes,
Familiar in his nouth as househol d words-

Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter,

Warwi ck and Tal bot, Salisbury and d oucester-

Be in their flowing cups freshly remenb' red.

This story shall the good man teach his son;

And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by,

Fromthis day to the ending of the world,

But we in it shall be renenbered-

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;

For he to-day that sheds his blood with nme

Shall be ny brother; be he ne'er so vile,

This day shall gentle his condition;

And gentl enmen in Engl and now a- bed

Shal | think thenselves accurs'd they were not here,
And hol d their manhoods cheap whil es any speaks

That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day.

Re- ent er SALI SBURY

SALI SBURY. My sovereign lord, bestow yourself with speed:
The French are bravely in their battles set,
And will with all expedi ence charge on us.

KING HENRY. Al things are ready, if our ninds be so.

WESTMORELAND. Perish the man whose mnd is backward now



KI NG HENRY. Thou dost not w sh nore help from Engl and, coz?

WESTMORELAND. God's will, ny liege! would you and | al one,
Wthout nore help, could fight this royal battle!

KI NG HENRY. Wy, now t hou hast unwi sh'd five thousand nen;
Which likes me better than to wish us one.

You know your places. God be with you all!

Tucket. Enter MONTJOY

MONTJOY. Once nore | cone to know of thee, King Harry,
If for thy ransomthou wilt now conpound,
Bef ore thy nost assured overthrow,
For certainly thou art so near the gulf
Thou needs nust be englutted. Besides, in nercy,
The constabl e desires thee thou wilt m nd
Thy followers of repentance, that their souls
May rmeke a peaceful and a sweet retire
From of f these fields, where, wetches, their poor bodies
Must lie and fester.

KI NG HENRY. Vo hath sent thee now?

MONTJOY. The Constabl e of France.

KING HENRY. | pray thee bear ny fornmer answer back:
Bid them achi eve nme, and then sell ny bones.
Good God! why should they nock poor fellows thus?
The man that once did sell the lion's skin
Wiile the beast liv'd was kill'd with hunting him
A many of our bodies shall no doubt
Find native graves; upon the which, | trust,
Shall witness live in brass of this day's work.
And those that |eave their valiant bones in France,
Dying |ike nmen, though buried in your dunghills,
They shall be famd; for there the sun shall greet them

And draw their honours reeking up to heaven,



Leaving their earthly parts to choke your cline,

The snell whereof shall breed a plague in France.

Mar k then aboundi ng val our in our English,

That, being dead, like to the bullet's grazing

Break out into a second course of mischief,

Killing in relapse of nortality.

Let ne speak proudly: tell the Constable

We are but warriors for the working-day;

Qur gayness and our gilt are all besmrch'd

Wth rainy marching in the painful field;

There's not a piece of feather in our host-

Good argunent, | hope, we will not fly-

And time hath worn us into slovenry.

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim

And nmy poor soldiers tell ne yet ere night

They'll be in fresher robes, or they will pluck

The gay new coats o'er the French sol diers' heads

And turn them out of service. If they do this-

As, if God please, they shall- nmy ransomthen

W1l soon be |levied. Herald, save thou thy | abour

Cone thou no nore for ransom gentle heral d;

They shall have none, | swear, but these ny joints;

VWhich if they have, as | will |eave 'emthem

Shall yield themlittle, tell the Constable.
MONTJOY. | shall, King Harry. And so fare thee well

Thou never shalt hear herald any nore. Exi t

KING HENRY. | fear thou wilt once nore cone again for a ransom

Enter the DUKE OF YORK

YORK. My lord, nost hunbly on ny knee | beg
The | eadi ng of the vaward.

KI NG HENRY. Take it, brave York. Now, soldiers, march away;



And how thou pl easest, CGod, dispose the day! Exeunt
SCENE | V.

The field of battle

Al arum Excursions. Enter FRENCH SOLDI ER,

PI STOL, and BOY

PI STOL. Yield, cur!
FRENCH SOLDI ER. Je pense que vous etes |e gentil honme de bonne
qualite.
PISTOL. Cality! Calen o custure ne! Art thou a gentl eman?
What is thy nane? Di scuss.
FRENCH SOLDI ER. O Sei gneur Dieu!
PI STOL. O Signieur Dew should be a gentlemnan.
Perpend ny words, O Signieur Dew, and mark:
O Signi eur Dew, thou diest on point of fox,
Except, O Signieur, thou do give to ne
Egr egi ous ransom
FRENCH SOLDIER. O prenez nisericorde; ayez pitie de noi!
PI STOL. Moy shall not serve; | will have forty noys;
O | will fetch thy rimout at thy throat
In drops of crinson bl ood.
FRENCH SO.LDI ER. Est-il inpossible d echapper la force de ton bras?
PI STOL. Brass, cur?
Thou dammed and | uxuri ous nount ai n- goat,
Ofer'st me brass?
FRENCH SOLDI ER O pardonnez- noi !
PI STOL. Say'st thou nme so? Is that a ton of noys?
Cone hither, boy; ask me this slave in French
What is his nane.
BOY. Ecoutez: comment etes-vous appel e?
FRENCH SOLDI ER. Monsi eur |e Fer.

BOY. He says his name is Master Fer.



PI STOL. Master Fer! I'Il fer him and firk him and ferret him
di scuss the sane in French unto him

BOY. | do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and firk

PISTOL. Bid himprepare; for I will cut his throat.

FRENCH SOLDI ER. Que dit-il, nonsieur?

BOY. Il ne commande a vous dire que vous faites vous pret; car ce
sol dat ici est dispose tout a cette heure de couper votre gorge

PI STOL. Owny, cuppel e gorge, pernafoy!

Peasant, unless thou give ne crowns, brave crowns;
O mangl ed shalt thou be by this nmy sword.

FRENCH SOLDIER. O je vous supplie, pour |"anour de D eu, me
pardonner! Je suis gentilhome de bonne mai son. Gardez na vie, et
j € vous donnerai deux cents ecus.

PI STOL. What are his words?

BOY. He prays you to save his life; he is a gentlenan of a good
house, and for his ransomhe will give you two hundred crowns.

PISTOL. Tell himny fury shall abate, and I
The crowns will take.

FRENCH SO.DI ER. Petit nonsieur, que dit-il?

BOY. Encore qu'il est contre son jurenment de pardonner aucun
prisonni er, neammoi ns, pour |es ecus que vous |'avez proms, il
est content a vous donner la liberte, |e franchisenent.

FRENCH SOLDI ER. Sur nmes genoux je vous donne mlle remercinmens; et
je mestinme heureux que je suis tonbe entre les nains d' un
chevalier, je pense, le plus brave, vaillant, et tres distingue
sei gneur d' Angl eterre.

PI STOL. Expound unto ne, boy.

BOY. He gives you, upon his knees, a thousand thanks; and he
esteens hinself happy that he hath fall'n into the hands of one-
as he thinks- the nost brave, valorous, and thrice-worthy
si gni eur of Engl and.

PI STOL. As | suck blood, I will sonme mercy show.

Fol | ow ne. Exit



BOY. Suivez-vous |le grand capitaine. Exit FRENCH SOLDI ER
I did never know so full a voice issue fromso enpty a heart; but
the saying is true- the enpty vessel nakes the greatest sound.
Bar dol ph and Nym had ten tinmes nore val our than this roaring
devil i" th' old play, that every one may pare his nails with a
wooden dagger; and they are both hang'd; and so would this be, if
he durst steal anything adventurously. | nust stay with the
| ackeys, with the luggage of our canp. The French m ght have a
good prey of us, if he knew of it; for there is none to guard it
but boys. Exi t

SCENE V.

Anot her part of the field of battle

Ent er CONSTABLE, ORLEANS, BOURBON, DAUPHI N,

and RAMBURES

CONSTABLE. O di abl e!
ORLEANS. O Seigneur! le jour est perdu, tout est perdu
DAUPH N. Mort Dieu, ma vie! all is confounded, all

Reproach and everl asting shane

Sits nocking in our plunes. [A short al aruni

O nmechante fortune! Do not run away.

CONSTABLE. Wy, an our ranks are broke.
DAUPHI N. O perdurabl e shane! Let's stab oursel ves.

Be these the wetches that we play'd at dice for?
ORLEANS. Is this the king we sent to for his ransonf
BOURBON. Shane, and eternal shane, nothing but shane!

Let us die in honour: once nore back again;

And he that will not foll ow Bourbon now,

Let him go hence and, with his cap in hand

Li ke a base pander, hold the chanber-door

Whil st by a slave, no gender than ny dog,

Hi s fairest daughter is contam nated



CONSTABLE. Disorder, that hath spoil'd us, friend us now
Let us on heaps go offer up our lives.

ORLEANS. W are enow yet living in the field
To smot her up the English in our throngs,

If any order m ght be thought upon

BOURBON. The devil take order now 1'Il to the throng.
Let life be short, else shane will be too |ong. Exeunt
SCENE VI .

Anot her part of the field

Alarum Enter the KING and his train, with

prisoners; EXETER, and others

KI NG HENRY. Wl | have we done, thrice-valiant countrynen;
But all's not done- yet keep the French the field.

EXETER. The Duke of York commends himto your Mjesty.

KI NG HENRY. Lives he, good uncle? Thrice within this hour
I saw hi mdown; thrice up again, and fighting;
From hel net to the spur all blood he was.

EXETER I n which array, brave soldier, doth he lie
Larding the plain; and by his bl oody side,
Yoke-fellow to his honour-ow ng wounds,

The noble Earl of Suffolk also lies.

Suffol k first died; and York, all haggl ed over,
Cones to him where in gore he | ay insteeped,
And takes him by the beard, kisses the gashes
That bloodily did yawn upon his face,

He cries aloud 'Tarry, ny cousin Suffolk.

My soul shall thine keep company to heaven
Tarry, sweet soul, for mne, then fly abreast;
As in this glorious and well-foughten field

We kept together in our chivalry.

Upon these words | cane and cheer'd himup



He smil'd me in the face, raught nme his hand,
And, with a feeble grip, says 'Dear ny |ord,
Conmend mny service to ny sovereign.
So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck
He threw his wounded arm and kiss'd his |ips;
And so, espous'd to death, with bl ood he seal'd
A testanment of nobl e-ending | ove.
The pretty and sweet manner of it forc'd
Those waters fromnme which | would have stopp'd;
But | had not so much of man in ne,
And all ny nother came into mine eyes
And gave nme up to tears.
KI NG HENRY. | bl anme you not;
For, hearing this, | nust perforce conpound
Wth mstful eyes, or they will issue too. [ Al'aruni
But hark! what new alarumis this sane?
The French have reinforc'd their scatter'd nen.
Then every soldier kill his prisoners;
G ve the word through. Exeunt
SCENE VI |

Anot her part of the field

Enter FLUELLEN and GOWER

FLUELLEN. Kill the poys and the luggage! 'Tis expressly against the
law of arms; 'tis as arrant a piece of knavery, mark you now, as
can be offert; in your conscience, now, is it not?

GONER. 'Tis certain there's not a boy left alive; and the cowardly
rascals that ran fromthe battle ha' done this slaughter
besi des, they have burned and carried away all that was in the
King's tent; wherefore the King nost worthily hath caus'd every
soldier to cut his prisoner's throat. O 'tis a gallant King!

FLUELLEN. Ay, he was porn at Mnnouth, Captain Gower. What call you



the town's nane where Al exander the Pig was born?

GOVER. Al exander the G eat.

FLUELLEN. Wy, | pray you, is not 'pig great? The pig, or great,
or the mighty, or the huge, or the nagnani nous, are all one
reckoni ngs, save the phrase is a little variations.

GOVER. | think Al exander the Great was born in Macedon; his father
was called Philip of Macedon, as | take it.

FLUELLEN. | think it is in Macedon where Al exander is porn. | tel
you, Captain, if you look in the maps of the 'orld, | warrant you
sall find, in the conparisons between Macedon and Monnouth, that
the situations, |ook you, is both alike. There is a river in
Macedon; and there is also noreover a river at Monnouth; it is
call'd We at Mnnouth, but it is out of my prains what is the
nane of the other river; but '"tis all one, '"tis alike as ny
fingers is to ny fingers, and there is salnons in both. If you
mark Al exander's life well, Harry of Monnmouth's life is come
after it indifferent well; for there is figures in all things.

Al exander- God knows, and you know in his rages, and his furies,
and his waths, and his cholers, and his nmoods, and his

di spl easures, and his indignations, and also being a little
intoxicates in his prains, did, in his ales and his angers, |ook
you, kill his best friend, Ceitus.

GOVNER. Qur king is not like himin that: he never kill'd any of his
friends.

FLUELLEN. It is not well done, nmark you now, to take the tal es out
of my nouth ere it is nade and finished. | speak but in the
figures and conparisons of it; as Alexander kill'd his friend
Cleitus, being in his ales and his cups, so also Harry Monnout h,
being in his right wits and his good judgnents, turn'd away the
fat knight with the great belly doublet; he was full of jests,
and gi pes, and knaveries, and nocks; | have forgot his nane.

GOVER. Sir John Fal staff.

FLUELLEN. That is he. I'Il tell you there is good nen porn at



Monnout h.

GOVNER. Here cones his Myjesty.

Alarum Enter the KING WARW CK, GLOUCESTER,

EXETER, and others, with prisoners. Flourish

KING HENRY. | was not angry since | cane to France
Until this instant. Take a trunpet, herald,
Ri de thou unto the horsenmen on yond hill;
If they will fight with us, bid them cone down
O void the field; they do offend our sight.
If they'Il do neither, we will cone to them
And make them skirr away as swift as stones
Enforced fromthe ol d Assyrian slings;
Besides, we'll cut the throats of those we have,
And not a nman of themthat we shall take

Shall taste our mercy. Go and tell them so.

Ent er MONTJOY

EXETER. Here cones the herald of the French, ny liege.
GLOUCESTER. Hi s eyes are hunbler than they us'd to be.
KI NG HENRY. How now! What neans this, heral d? know st thou not
That | have fin'd these bones of mne for ranson®
Comi st thou again for ransonf
MONTJOY. No, great King;
I cone to thee for charitable |licence,
That we may wander o'er this bloody field
To book our dead, and then to bury them
To sort our nobles from our common nen;
For many of our princes- woe the while!-
Lie drown'd and soak'd in nercenary bl ood;

So do our vulgar drench their peasant |inbs



In blood of princes; and their wounded steeds
Fret fetlock deep in gore, and with wild rage
Yerk out their arnmed heels at their dead nasters,
Killing themtwi ce. O give us |eave, great King,
To view the field in safety, and di spose
O their dead bodi es!

KING HENRY. | tell thee truly, herald,
I know not if the day be ours or no;
For yet a many of your horsenen peer
And gallop o' er the field.

MONTJOY. The day is yours.

KI NG HENRY. Praised be God, and not our strength, for it!
What is this castle call'd that stands hard by?

MONTJOY. They call it Agincourt.

KI NG HENRY. Then call we this the field of Agincourt,
Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus.

FLUELLEN. Your grandfather of fampous nmenory, an't please your
Maj esty, and your great-uncle Edward the Plack Prince of Wales,
as | have read in the chronicles, fought a nbst prave pattle here
in France.

KI NG HENRY. They did, Fluellen.

FLUELLEN. Your Majesty says very true; if your Mjesties is
remenb’' red of it, the Wel shnen did good service in garden where
| eeks did grow, wearing |leeks in their Mnmouth caps; which your
Maj esty know to this hour is an honourabl e badge of the service;
and | do believe your Mjesty takes no scorn to wear the |eek
upon Sai nt Tavy's day.

KING HENRY. | wear it for a menorabl e honour
For | am Wl sh, you know, good countryman.

FLUELLEN. Al the water in We cannot wash your Majesty's Wl sh
pl ood out of your pody, | can tell you that. Got pless it and
preserve it as long as it pleases his G ace and his Mjesty too!

KI NG HENRY. Thanks, good ny countryman.



FLUELLEN. By Jeshu, | amyour Majesty's countrynman, care not who
know it; | will confess it to all the 'orld: | need not be
asham d of your Majesty, praised be Got, so long as your Mjesty

i's an honest nan.

Enter W LLI AVS

KI NG HENRY. God keep ne so! Qur heralds go with him
Bring me just notice of the nunbers dead
On both our parts. Call yonder fellow hither

Exeunt heral ds wi th MONTJOY

EXETER. Sol di er, you nust come to the King.

KI NG HENRY. Sol dier, why wear'st thou that glove in thy cap?

WLLIAVS. An't please your Majesty, '"tis the gage of one that |
should fight withal, if he be alive.

KI NG HENRY. An Engl i shman?

WLLIAVS. An't please your Mjesty, a rascal that swagger'd with ne
last night; who, if "a live and ever dare to challenge this
glove, | have sworn to take hima box o' th' ear; or if |I can see
my glove in his cap- which he swore, as he was a soldier, he
woul d wear if alive- | will strike it out soundly.

KI NG HENRY. What think you, Captain Fluellen, is it fit this
sol di er keep his oath?

FLUELLEN. He is a craven and a villain else, an't please your
Maj esty, in nmy conscience.

KING HENRY. It may be his eneny is a gentlenen of great sort, quite
fromthe answer of his degree.

FLUELLEN. Though he be as good a gentleman as the Devil is, as
Lucifier and Bel zebub hinself, it is necessary, |ook your G ace,
that he keep his vow and his oath; if he be perjur'd, see you
now, his reputation is as arrant a villain and a Jacksauce as
ever his black shoe trod upon God's ground and his earth, in ny

consci ence, | a.



KI NG HENRY. Then keep thy vow, sirrah, when thou neet'st the
fellow

WLLIAVS. So | WII, ny liege, as | live.

KI NG HENRY. Who serv' st thou under?

W LLI AVMS. Under Captain Gower, ny liege.

FLUELLEN. Gower is a good captain, and is good know edge and
literatured in the wars.

KING HENRY. Call himhither to ne, soldier.

WLLIAVS. | will, ny liege. Exi t

KI NG HENRY. Here, Fluellen; wear thou this favour for me, and stick
it in thy cap; when Al encon and nyself were down together,
pluck'd this glove fromhis helm If any man challenge this, he
is a friend to Alencon and an eneny to our person; if thou
encounter any such, apprehend him an thou dost ne |ove.

FLUELLEN. Your G ace does ne as great honours as can be desir'd in
the hearts of his subjects. | would fain see the man that has but
two legs that shall find hinself aggrief'd at this glove, that is
all; but I would fain see it once, an please God of his grace
that | might see

KI NG HENRY. Know st thou Gower?

FLUELLEN. He is ny dear friend, an please you

KI NG HENRY. Pray thee, go seek him and bring himto ny tent.

FLUELLEN. | will fetch him Exi t

KI NG HENRY. My Lord of Warwi ck and mny brother d oucester
Foll ow Fluellen closely at the heels;
The gl ove which | have given himfor a favour
May haply purchase hima box o' th' ear.
It is the soldier's: |, by bargain, should
Wear it nyself. Follow, good cousin Warwi ck
If that the soldier strike him as | judge
By his blunt bearing he will keep his word,
Sone sudden mi schief may arise of it;

For | do know Fluel |l en vali ant,



And touch'd with choler, hot as gunpowder,

And quickly will return an injury;

Fol |l ow, and see there be no harm between them

Go you with ne, uncle of Exeter. Exeunt
SCENE VI 1.

Bef ore KI NG HENRY' S PAVI LI ON

Ent er GONER and W LLI AMS

WLLIAVS. | warrant it is to knight you, Captain.

Ent er FLUELLEN

FLUELLEN. God's will and his pleasure, Captain, | beseech you now,
come apace to the King: there is nore good toward you
peradventure than is in your know edge to dream of.

W LLIAVS. Sir, know you this glove?

FLUELLEN. Know the glove? | know the glove is a gl ove.

W LLIAMS. | know this; and thus | challenge it. [Strikes hini

FLUELLEN. ' Sblood, an arrant traitor as any's in the universal
world, or in France, or in England!

GOVNER. How now, sir! you villain!

WLLIAVS. Do you think I'1l be forsworn?

FLUELLEN. Stand away, Captain Gower; | will give treason his
paynment into plows, | warrant you.

WLLIAVMS. | amno traitor.

FLUELLEN. That's a lie in thy throat. | charge you in his Mijesty's

nane, apprehend him he's a friend of the Duke Al encon's.

Enter WARW CK and GLOUCESTER

WARW CK. How now! how nowi what's the matter?
FLUELLEN. My Lord of Warwi ck, here is- praised be God for it!- a

nost contagi ous treason cone to light, ook you, as you shall



desire in a sunmer's day. Here is his Mjesty.

Enter the KING and EXETER

KI NG HENRY. How now! what's the nmatter?

FLUELLEN. My liege, here is a villain and a traitor, that, | ook
your Grace, has struck the glove which your Majesty is take out
of the hel net of Al encon.

WLLIAVS. My liege, this was ny glove: here is the fellow of it;
and he that | gave it to in change pronis'd to wear it in his
cap; | promis'dto strike himif he did; | net this man with ny
glove in his cap, and | have been as good as ny word.

FLUELLEN. Your WMajesty hear now, saving your Mjesty's nanhood,
what an arrant, rascally, beggarly, lousy knave it is; | hope
your Majesty is pear ne testinony and witness, and wll
avouchnent, that this is the glove of Alencon that your Mjesty
is give me; in your conscience, now.

KING HENRY. G ve nme thy glove, soldier; |ook, here is the fell ow of

it.
"Twas |, indeed, thou promised st to strike,
And thou hast given me nost bitter terns.

FLUELLEN. An pl ease your Majesty, let his neck answer for it, if
there is any martial lawin the world.

KI NG HENRY. How canst thou make ne satisfaction?

WLLIAVS. Al offences, ny lord, come fromthe heart; never cane
any frommne that m ght offend your Myjesty.

KING HENRY. It was ourself thou didst abuse.

W LLI AVS. Your Majesty cane not |ike yourself: you appear'd to ne
but as a conmon man; w tness the night, your garments, your
| o i ness; and what your Hi ghness suffer'd under that shape |
beseech you take it for your own fault, and not nmine; for had you
been as | took you for, | made no offence; therefore, | beseech

your Hi ghness pardon ne.



KI NG HENRY. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with crowns,
And give it to this fellow Keep it, fell ow
And wear it for an honour in thy cap
Till I do challenge it. Gve himthe crowns;
And, Captain, you nust needs be friends with him

FLUELLEN. By this day and this light, the fell ow has nettle enough
in his belly: hold, there is twelve pence for you; and | pray you
to serve God, and keep you out of prawls, and prabbles, and
quarrel s, and dissensions, and, | warrant you, it is the better
for you.

WLLIAVS. | will none of your noney.

FLUELLEN. It is with a good will; | can tell you it will serve you
to nend your shoes. Cone, wherefore should you be so pashful ?
Your shoes is not so good. 'Tis a good silling, | warrant you, or

I will change it.

Ent er an ENGLI SH HERALD

KI NG HENRY. Now, herald, are the dead nunb'red?
HERALD. Here is the nunber of the slaught'red French
[ G ves a paper]

KI NG HENRY. What prisoners of good sort are taken, uncle?
EXETER. Charl es Duke of Ol eans, nephew to the King;

John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouci qualt;

O other lords and barons, knights and squires,

Full fifteen hundred, besides conmon nen.

KING HENRY. This note doth tell ne of ten thousand French
That in the field lie slain; of princes in this nunber,
And nobl es bearing banners, there |lie dead
One hundred twenty-six; added to these,

O knights, esquires, and gallant gentlenen,
Ei ght thousand and four hundred; of the which

Fi ve hundred were but yesterday dubb'd knights.



So that, in these ten thousand they have | ost,

There are but sixteen hundred nercenari es;

The rest are princes, barons, lords, knights, squires,

And gentl emen of bl ood and quality.

The names of those their nobles that |ie dead:
Charl es Del abreth, Hi gh Constable of France;
Jaques of Chatillon, Admiral of France;

The master of the cross-bows, Lord Ranbures;

Great Master of France, the brave Sir Quichard Dol phin;

John Duke of Al encon; Antony Duke of Brabant,
The brother to the Duke of Burgundy;

And Edward Duke of Bar. O lusty earls,
Grandpre and Roussi, Fauconbridge and Foi X,
Beaunont and Marle, Vaudenont and Lestrake.
Here was a royal fellowship of death

Where is the nunber of our English dead?

[ HERALD presents anot her

Edward the Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk,
Sir Richard Kikely, Davy Gam Esquire;
None el se of name; and of all other nen
But five and twenty. O God, thy arm was here!
And not to us, but to thy arm al one,
Ascribe we all. When, wi thout stratagem
But in plain shock and even play of battle,
Was ever known so great and little los
On one part and on th' other? Take it, God,
For it is none but thine.

EXETER ' Tis wonderful

KI NG HENRY. Come, go we in procession to the village;
And be it death proclainmed through our host
To boast of this or take that praise from God

VWhich is his only.

FLUELLEN. Is it not lawful, an pl ease your Majesty, to tel

paper |

how



many is kill'd?
KI NG HENRY. Yes, Captain; but with this acknow edgnent,
That God fought for us.
FLUELLEN. Yes, ny conscience, he did us great good.
KING HENRY. Do we all holy rites:
Let there be sung 'Non nobis' and 'Te Deuni;
The dead with charity enclos'd in clay-
And then to Calais; and to Engl and then;
Where ne'er from France arriv'd nore happy nen. Exeunt

ACT V. PROLOGUE

Ent er CHORUS

CHORUS. Vouchsafe to those that have not read the story
That | may pronpt themy and of such as have,
| hunbly pray themto adnit th' excuse
O time, of nunbers, and due course of things,
Wi ch cannot in their huge and proper life
Be here presented. Now we bear the King
Toward Calais. Grant himthere. There seen,
Heave hi m away upon your w nged thoughts
At hwart the sea. Behold, the English beach
Pales in the flood with nen, with wi ves, and boys,
Whose shouts and cl aps out-voice the deep-nouth' d sea,
Which, like a mighty whiffler, fore the King
Seens to prepare his way. So let himland,
And solemly see himset on to London.
So swift a pace hath thought that even now
You nmay inagi ne hi mupon Bl ackheat h;
Wiere that his lords desire himto have borne
Hi s bruised hel met and his bended sword
Before himthrough the city. He forbids it,

Bei ng free from vai nness and sel f-gl orious pride;



Gving full trophy, signal, and ostent,

Quite fromhinself to God. But now behol d

In the quick forge and worki ng- house of thought,

How London dot h pour out her citizens!

The mayor and all his brethren in best sort-

Like to the senators of th' antique Rone,

Wth the plebeians swarnming at their heel s-

Go forth and fetch their conqu' ring Caesar in;

As, by a lower but loving likelihood,

Were now the General of our gracious Enpress-

As in good tinme he may- fromlreland com ng,

Bringi ng rebellion broached on his sword,

How many woul d the peaceful city quit

To wel come himl Mich nore, and nuch nore cause

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him

As yet the lanentation of the French

Invites the King of England' s stay at hone;

The Enperor's comng in behalf of France

To order peace between them and omt

Al'l the occurrences, whatever chanc'd,

Till Harry's back-return again to France.

There nust we bring him and nyself have play'd

The interim by renmenb'ring you 'tis past.

Then brook abridgnment; and your eyes advance,

After your thoughts, straight back again to France. Exi t
SCENE 1| .

France. The English canp

Enter FLUELLEN and GOWNER

GOVNER. Nay, that's right; but why wear you your |eek to-day? Saint

Davy's day is past.

FLUELLEN. There is occasions and causes why and wherefore in all



things. | will tell you, ass ny friend, Captain Gower: the

rascal ly, scald, beggarly, |ousy, pragging knave, Pistol- which
you and yourself and all the world know to be no petter than a
fellow, |ook you now, of no nerits- he is cone to me, and prings
me pread and salt yesterday, |ook you, and bid me eat ny leek; it
was in a place where | could not breed no contendon with him but
I will be so bold as to wear it in my cap till | see himonce

again, and then | will tell hima little piece of ny desires.

Enter PISTCOL

GOVER. Wy, here he cones, swelling like a turkey-cock.

FLUELLEN. 'Tis no matter for his swellings nor his turkey-cocks.
God pl ess you, Aunchient Pistol! you scurvy, |ousy knave, God
pl ess you!

PI STOL. Ha! art thou bedl an? Dost thou thirst, base Troyan
To have ne fold up Parca's fatal web?

Hence! | am qual nmish at the snell of |eek

FLUELLEN. | peseech you heartily, scurvy, |ousy knave, at ny
desires, and ny requests, and ny petitions, to eat, | ook you
this | eek; because, |ook you, you do not love it, nor your
af fections, and your appetites, and your digestions, does not
agree with it, | would desire you to eat it.

PI STCL. Not for Cadwal |l ader and all his goats.

FLUELLEN. There is one goat for you. [Strikes hinf WII you be so
good, scald knave, as eat it?

PI STOL. Base Troyan, thou shalt die.

FLUELLEN. You say very true, scald knave- when God's will is. |
will desire you to live in the neantine, and eat your victuals;
come, there is sauce for it. [Striking himagain] You call'd ne
yesterday nountain-squire; but | will make you to-day a squire of
| ow degree. | pray you fall to; if you can nock a | eek, you can

eat a | eek.



GOVER. Enough, Captain, you have astonish'd him

FLUELLEN. | say | will make himeat sonme part of ny leek, or I wll
peat his pate four days. Bite, | pray you, it is good for your
green wound and your ploody coxconb.

PI STOL. Must | bite?

FLUELLEN. Yes, certainly, and out of doubt, and out of question

too, and anbi gui des.

PISTOL. By this leek, I will nost horribly revenge- | eat and eat,
| swear -
FLUELLEN. Eat, | pray you; will you have sone nore sauce to your

| eek? There is not enough | eek to swear by.

PI STOL. Quiet thy cudgel: thou dost see | eat.

FLUELLEN. Much good do you, scald knave, heartily. Nay, pray you
throw none away; the skin is good for your broken coxconb. Wen
you take occasions to see | eeks hereafter, | pray you nock at
‘em that is all

Pl STOL. Good.

FLUELLEN. Ay, leeks is good. Hold you, there is a groat to hea
your pate.

PI STOL. Me a groat!

FLUELLEN. Yes, verily and in truth, you shall take it; or | have
anot her leek in nmy pocket which you shall eat.

PI STOL. | take thy groat in earnest of revenge.

FLUELLEN. If | owe you anything I will pay you in cudgels; you
shal | be a woodnonger, and buy not hing of me but cudgels. God bye

you, and keep you, and heal your pate.

PISTOL. Al hell shall stir for this.

GOVNER. Go, go: you are a couterfeit cowardly knave. WII| you nock
at an ancient tradition, begun upon an honourabl e respect, and
worn as a menorabl e trophy of predeceased val our, and dare not
avouch in your deeds any of your words? | have seen you gl eeki ng

and galling at this gentlenman twice or thrice. You thought,



because he could not speak English in the native garb, he could
not therefore handle an English cudgel; you find it otherw se,
and henceforth et a Wl sh correction teach you a good English
condition. Fare ye well. Exi t

PI STOL. Doth Fortune play the huswife with me now?
News have | that nmy Nell is dead i' th' spita
O mal ady of France;
And there ny rendezvous is quite cut off.
ad | do wax; and frommnmy weary |inbs
Honour is cudgell'd. Well, bawd I'Il turn

And sonething | ean to cutpurse of quick hand.

To England will | steal, and there I'll steal

And patches will | get unto these cudgell'd scars,

And swear | got themin the Gallia wars. Exi t
SCENE I 1.

France. The FRENCH KI NG S pal ace

Enter at one door, KING HENRY, EXETER, BEDFORD
GLOUCESTER, WARW CK, WESTMORELAND, and

ot her LORDS; at another, the FRENCH KI NG QUEEN

| SABEL, the PRI NCESS KATHERI NE, ALICE, and other

LADI ES; the DUKE OF BURGUNDY, and his train

KI NG HENRY. Peace to this neeting, wherefore we are net!

Unto our brother France, and to our sister,

Health and fair tine of day; joy and good w shes

To our nost fair and princely cousin Katherine.

And, as a branch and nenber of this royalty,

By whomthis great assenbly is contriv'd,

We do sal ute you, Duke of Burgundy.

And, princes French, and peers, health to you all
FRENCH KI NG. Ri ght joyous are we to behold your face,

Most worthy brother England; fairly net!



So are you, princes English, every one.
QUEEN | SABEL. So happy be the issue, brother Engl and,

O this good day and of this gracious neeting

As we are now glad to behold your eyes-

Your eyes, which hitherto have home in them

Agai nst the French that net themin their bent,

The fatal balls of nurdering basilisks;

The venom of such | ooks, we fairly hope,

Have | ost their quality; and that this day

Shal | change all griefs and quarrels into | ove.
KING HENRY. To cry anmen to that, thus we appear.
QUEEN | SABEL. You English princes an, | do salute you
BURGUNDY. My duty to you both, on equal |ove

G eat Kings of France and Engl and! That | have | abour'd

Wth all my wits, ny pains, and strong endeavours,

To bring your nost inperial Mjesties

Unto this bar and royal interview,

Your mightiness on both parts best can witness.

Since then ny office hath so far prevail'd

That face to face and royal eye to eye

You have congreeted, let it not disgrace ne

If | demand, before this royal view,

What rub or what inpedinent there is

Why that the naked, poor, and mangl ed Peace,

Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births,

Should not in this best garden of the world,

Qur fertile France, put up her lovely visage?

Al as, she hath from France too | ong been chas'd!

And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps,

Corrupting in it own fertility.

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart,

Unpruned di es; her hedges even-pl each'd,

Li ke prisoners wildly overgrown with hair,



Put forth disorder'd tw gs; her fallow I eas
The darnel, hem ock, and rank fum tory,
Dot h root upon, while that the coulter rusts
That shoul d deraci nate such savagery;
The even nead, that erst brought sweetly forth
The freckled cowslip, burnet, and green clover
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected, rank,
Concei ves by idl eness, and nothing teens
But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs,
Losi ng both beauty and utility.
And as our vineyards, fallows, neads, and hedges,
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness;
Even so our houses and ourselves and children
Have | ost, or do not learn for want of tine,
The sciences that should becone our country;
But grow, |ike savages- as soldiers wll,
That nothing do but neditate on bl ood-
To swearing and stern | ooks, diffus'd attire,
And everything that seems unnatural
Which to reduce into our former favout
You are assenbl ed; and ny speech entreats
That | rmay know the let why gentle Peace
Shoul d not expel these inconveni ences
And bl ess us with her former qualities.
KI NG HENRY. |f, Duke of Burgundy, you would the peace
Whose want gives growmh to th' inperfections
Whi ch you have cited, you nust buy that peace
Wth full accord to all our just denands;
Whose tenours and particul ar effects
You have, enschedul'd briefly, in your hands.
BURGUNDY. The King hath heard them to the which as yet
There is no answer nade.

KI NG HENRY. Wl | then, the peace,



Whi ch you before so urg'd, lies in his answer.
FRENCH KING. | have but with a cursorary eye
O erglanced the articles; pleaseth your G ace
To appoi nt some of your council presently
To sit with us once nore, with better heed
To re-survey them we will suddenly
Pass our accept and perenptory answer.
KI NG HENRY. Brother, we shall. Co, uncle Exeter,
And brother C arence, and you, brother d oucester
Warwi ck, and Huntington, go with the King;
And take with you free power to ratify,
Augnent, or alter, as your w sdons best
Shal | see advantageabl e for our dignity,
Any thing in or out of our denands;
And we'll consign thereto. WII you, fair sister
Go with the princes or stay here with us?
QUEEN | SABEL. Qur gracious brother, I will go with them
Haply a wonan's voice nay do sone good,
When articles too nicely urg'd be stood on
KI NG HENRY. Yet | eave our cousin Katherine here with us;
She is our capital demand, conpris'd
Wthin the fore-rank of our articles.
QUEEN | SABEL. She hath good | eave.
Exeunt all but the KING KATHERI NE, and ALICE
KI NG HENRY. Fair Katherine, and nost fair,
W1l you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terns
Such as will enter at a lady's ear
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart?
KATHERI NE. Your Majesty shall nock me; | cannot speak your Engl and
KING HENRY. O fair Katherine, if you will |ove ne soundly with your
French heart, | will be glad to hear you confess it brokenly with
your English tongue. Do you like me, Kate?

KATHERI NE. Pardonnez-npi, | cannot tell vat is |like ne.



KI NG HENRY. An angel is |like you, Kate, and you are |ike an angel

KATHERI NE. Que dit-il? que je suis senblable a | es anges?

ALI CE. Qui, vrainent, sauf votre grace, ainsi dit-il.

KING HENRY. | said so, dear Katherine, and | nust not blush to
affirmit.

KATHERI NE. O bon Dieu! |es |angues des homes sont pleines de
tronperi es.

KI NG HENRY. What says she, fair one? that the tongues of nen are
full of deceits?

ALI CE. Qui, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of deceits- dat is
de Princess.

KI NG HENRY. The Princess is the better English-woman. |' faith,
Kate, my wooing is fit for thy understanding: | amglad thou
canst speak no better English; for if thou couldst, thou woul dst
find me such a plain king that thou wouldst think |I had sold ny
farmto buy my crown. | know no ways to mince it in |ove, but
directly to say 'I love you.' Then, if you urge ne farther than
to say 'Do you in faith?" | wear out ny suit. Gve ne your
answer; i' faith, do; and so clap hands and a bargai n. How say
you, | ady?

KATHERI NE. Sauf votre honneur, me understand well.

KI NG HENRY. Marry, if you would put ne to verses or to dance for
your sake, Kate, why you undid nme; for the one | have neither
words nor neasure, and for the other | have no strength in
nmeasure, yet a reasonable measure in strength. If | could win a
| ady at leap-frog, or by vaulting into nmy saddle with ny arnour
on ny back, under the correction of bragging be it spoken, |
should quickly leap into wife. O if | might buffet for ny | ove
or bound ny horse for her favours, | could lay on |like a butcher
and sit like a jack-an-apes, never off. But, before God, Kate,
cannot | ook greenly, nor gasp out ny cloquence, nor | have no
cunning in protestation; only downright oaths, which I never use

till urg'd, nor never break for urging. If thou canst |ove a



fellow of this tenper, Kate, whose face is not worth sunburning,
that never looks in his glass for |ove of anything he sees there,
I et thine eye be thy cook. | speak to thee plain soldier. If thou
canst love nme for this, take me; if not, to say to thee that |
shall die is true- but for thy love, by the Lord, no; yet | |ove
thee too. And while thou liv'st, dear Kate, take a fellow of

pl ai n and uncoi ned constancy; for he perforce nust do thee right,
because he hath not the gift to woo in other places; for these
fellows of infinite tongue, that can rhyme thenselves into

| adi es' favours, they do always reason thensel ves out again.
What! a speaker is but a prater: a rhyme is but a ballad. A good
leg will fall; a straight back will stoop; a black beard will
turn white; a curl'd pate will grow bald; a fair face wll
wither; a full eye will wax hollow. But a good heart, Kate, is
the sun and the noon; or, rather, the sun, and not the noon- for
it shines bright and never changes, but keeps his course truly.
If thou woul d have such a one, take ne; and take nme, take a
soldier; take a soldier, take a king. And what say'st thou, then
to ny love? Speak, ny fair, and fairly, | pray thee.

KATHERINE. Is it possible dat | sould |l ove de eneny of France?

KING HENRY. No, it is not possible you should | ove the eneny of
France, Kate, but in loving me you should love the friend of
France; for | love France so well that I will not part with a
village of it; I will have it all mne. And, Kate, when France is
m ne and | amyours, then yours is France and you are nine.

KATHERI NE. | cannot tell vat is dat.

KI NG HENRY. No, Kate? | will tell thee in French, which I amsure
wi Il hang upon ny tongue like a newnarried wife about her
husband's neck, hardly to be shook off. Je quand sur le
possessi on de France, et quand vous avez |e possession de noi-
let ne see, what then? Saint Denis be ny speed!- donc votre est
France et vous etes mienne. It is as easy for nme, Kate, to

conquer the kingdomas to speak so nuch nore French: | shal



never nove thee in French, unless it be to laugh at ne.

KATHERI NE. Sauf votre honneur, |e Francais que vous parlez, il est
meilleur que |" Anglais lequel je parle.

KING HENRY. No, faith, is't not, Kate; but thy speaking of ny
tongue, and | thine, nost truly falsely, nust needs be granted to
be nuch at one. But, Kate, dost thou understand thus much
Engl i sh- Canst thou | ove me?

KATHERI NE. | cannot tell.

KI NG HENRY. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate? I'll ask them
Come, | know thou | ovest nme; and at night, when you cone into
your closet, you'll question this gentlewnan about ne; and

know, Kate, you will to her dispraise those parts in ne that you
Il ove with your heart. But, good Kate, nock ne nercifully; the
rather, gentle Princess, because | |love thee cruelly. If ever
thou beest nmine, Kate, as | have a saving faith within ne tells
me thou shalt, | get thee with scanmbling, and thou nust therefore
needs prove a good sol dier-breeder. Shall not thou and I, between
Sai nt Denis and Sai nt George, conpound a boy, half French, half
English, that shall go to Constantinople and take the Turk by the
beard? Shall we not? What say'st thou, nmy fair flower-de-Iluce?

KATHERI NE. | do not know dat .

KI NG HENRY. No: 'tis hereafter to know, but now to prom se; do but
now prom se, Kate, you will endeavour for your French part of
such a boy; and for ny English noiety take the word of a king and
a bachel or. How answer you, la plus belle Katherine du nonde, non

tres cher et divin deesse?

KATHERI NE. Your Maj estee ave fausse French enough to deceive de
nmost sage danvoiselle dat is en France

KI NG HENRY. Now, fie upon ny false French! By mne honour, in true
English, | Iove thee, Kate; by which honour |I dare not swear thou
| ovest ne; yet ny blood begins to flatter me that thou dost,
notwi t hst andi ng the poor and untenpering effect of ny visage. Now

beshrew nmy father's anmbition! He was thinking of civil wars when



he got ne; therefore was | created with a stubborn outside, with
an aspect of iron, that when | come to woo ladies | fright them
But, in faith, Kate, the elder | wax, the better | shall appear
my confort is, that old age, that in layer-up of beauty, can do
no nore spoil upon ny face; thou hast ne, if thou hast me, at the
worst; and thou shalt wear ne, if thou wear ne, better and
better. And therefore tell ne, nost fair Katherine, will you have
me? Put off your maiden bl ushes; avouch the thoughts of your
heart with the | ooks of an enpress; take ne by the hand and say
"Harry of England, | amthine.' Wich word thou shalt no sooner
bless mne ear withal but I will tell thee aloud 'England is
thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and Henry Pl ant agenet
is thine'; who, though |I speak it before his face, if he be not
fellowwith the best king, thou shalt find the best king of good
fellows. Cone, your answer in broken nusic- for thy voice is
musi ¢ and thy English broken; therefore, Queen of all, Katherine,
break thy mind to me in broken English, wilt thou have nme?

KATHERINE. Dat is as it shall please de roi non pere.

KING HENRY. Nay, it will please himwell, Kate- it shall please
him Kate.

KATHERI NE. Den it sall also content nme.

KI NG HENRY. Upon that | kiss your hand, and | can you ny queen.

KATHERI NE. Lai ssez, non seigneur, |aissez, laissez! Ma foi, je ne
veux point que vous abaissiez votre grandeur en baisant |la nain
d' une, notre seigneur, indigne serviteur; excusez-noi, je vous
supplie, non tres puissant seigneur

KING HENRY. Then | will kiss your lips, Kate.

KATHERI NE. Les danes et denvoi selles pour etre bai sees devant | eur
noces, il n'est pas |a coutune de France.

KI NG HENRY. Madane my interpreter, what says she?

ALICE. Dat it is not be de fashion pour le | adies of France-
cannot tell vat is baiser en Anglish.

KI NG HENRY. To Ki ss.



ALI CE. Your Majestee entendre bettre que noi.

KING HENRY. It is not a fashion for the maids in France to Kkiss
before they are married, would she say?

ALI CE. Qui, vrainment.

KI NG HENRY. O Kate, nice custons curtsy to great Kkings. Dear Kate,
you and | cannot be confin'd within the weak list of a country's
fashi on; we are the makers of manners, Kate; and the liberty that
foll ows our places stops the nouth of all find-faults- as | wll
do yours for upholding the nice fashion of your country in
denying nme a kiss; therefore, patiently and yielding. [Kissing
her] You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate: there is nore
el oquence in a sugar touch of themthan in the tongues of the
French council; and they shoul d sooner persuade Henry of Engl and

than a general petition of nonarchs. Here conmes your father

Enter the FRENCH PONER and t he ENGLI SH LORDS

BURGUNDY. God save your Mjesty! My royal cousin,
Teach you our princess English?

KING HENRY. | woul d have her learn, ny fair cousin, how perfectly I
| ove her; and that is good English.

BURGUNDY. |s she not apt?

KI NG HENRY. CQur tongue is rough, coz, and ny condition is not
snoot h; so that, having neither the voice nor the heart of
flattery about nme, | cannot so conjure up the spirit of love in
her that he will appear in his true |ikeness.

BURGUNDY. Pardon the frankness of ny mirth, if |I answer you for
that. If you would conjure in her, you nust naeke a circle; if
conjure up love in her in his true |likeness, he nust appear naked
and blind. Can you bl ane her, then, being a nmaid yet ros'd over
with the virgin crinson of nodesty, if she deny the appearance of
a naked blind boy in her naked seeing self? It were, ny lord, a

hard condition for a maid to consign to.



KI NG HENRY. Yet they do wink and yield, as love is blind and
enf or ces.

BURGUNDY. They are then excus'd, ny lord, when they see not what
t hey do.

KI NG HENRY. Then, good ny lord, teach your cousin to consent
Wi nki ng.

BURGUNDY. | will wink on her to consent, ny lord, if you will teach
her to know ny neaning; for nmaids well summer'd and warm kept are
like flies at Barthol omewtide, blind, though they have their
eyes; and then they will endure handling, which before would not
abi de | ooki ng on.

KI NG HENRY. This noral ties me over to tine and a hot summer; and
so | shall catch the fly, your cousin, in the latter end, and she
nmust be blind too.

BURGUNDY. As love is, ny lord, before it |oves.

KING HENRY. It is so; and you may, sonme of you, thank |love for ny
bl i ndness, who cannot see many a fair French city for one fair
French maid that stands in nmy way.

FRENCH KI NG. Yes, ny lord, you see them perspectively, the cities
turned into a maid; for they are all girdled with naiden walls
that war hath never ent'red.

KI NG HENRY. Shall Kate be nmy wife?

FRENCH KI NG. So pl ease you

KING HENRY. | amcontent, so the maiden cities you talk of may wait
on her; so the maid that stood in the way for ny wi sh shall show
me the way to ny will.

FRENCH KI NG. W have consented to all ternms of reason

KING HENRY. Is't so, ny lords of England?

WESTMORELAND. The king hath granted every article:

Hi s daughter first; and then in sequel, all
According to their firm proposed natures.
EXETER. Only he hath not yet subscribed this:

Where your Maj esty denmands that the King of France, having any



occasion to wite for matter of grant, shall nanme your Hi ghness
inthis formand with this addition, in French, Notre tres cher
fils Henri, Roi d Angleterre, Heritier de France; and thus in
Latin, Praeclarissimus filius noster Henricus, Rex Angliae et
Haer es Franci ae.
FRENCH KING. Nor this | have not, brother, so denied
But our request shall nmake nme let it pass.
KING HENRY. | pray you, then, in |love and dear alliance,
Let that one article rank with the rest;
And thereupon give ne your daughter
FRENCH KI NG. Take her, fair son, and from her blood raise up
I ssue to ne; that the contending kingdons
O France and Engl and, whose very shores | ook pal e
Wth envy of each other's happiness,
May cease their hatred; and this dear conjunction
Pl ant nei ghbour hood and Christian-1ike accord
In their sweet bosons, that never war advance
Hi s bl eeding sword 'tw xt England and fair France.
LORDS. Anen!
KI NG HENRY. Now, wel cone, Kate; and bear ne witness all,
That here | kiss her as ny sovereign queen. [ Fl oul i sh]
QUEEN | SABEL. God, the best maker of all marriages,
Conbi ne your hearts in one, your realns in onel!
As man and wife, being two, are one in |ove,
So be there 'tw xt your kingdons such a spousa
That never may ill office or fell jealousy,
Whi ch troubles oft the bed of blessed marri age,
Thrust in between the paction of these kingdons,
To nmake divorce of their incorporate |eague;
That English may as French, French Englishnen,
Recei ve each other. God speak this Anen!
ALL. Anmen!

KI NG HENRY. Prepare we for our narriage; on which day,



My Lord of Burgundy, we'll take your oath,
And all the peers', for surety of our |eagues.
Then shall | swear to Kate, and you to ne,
And may our oaths well kept and prosp'rous be!
Sennet. Exeunt
EPI LOGUE
EPI LOGUE.

Ent er CHORUS

CHORUS. Thus far, with rough and all-unabl e pen
Qur bendi ng author hath pursu'd the story,
Inlittle roomconfining nmighty nen,
Mangling by starts the full course of their glory.
Smal|l time, but, in that small, nost greatly lived
This star of England. Fortune made his sword;
By which the world' s best garden he achieved,
And of it left his son inperial I|ord.
Henry the Sixth, in infant bands crown'd Kking
O France and England, did this king succeed;
Whose state so many had t he managi ng
That they |ost France and nade his Engl and bl eed;
Whi ch oft our stage hath shown; and, for their sake,
In your fair minds let this acceptance take. Exi t

- THE END-



