
 



 



 



 



  

 





 





 



 



 







 



 



 



 





 



 



 







 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 





 





 



 





 









 





 



 







 





 



 



 





 



 





 











 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 







 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 





 



Scene J. KING HENRY Iv. 105 
At Holmedon met,  - 
Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour ; 
As by discharge of their artillery, 
And shape of likelihood, the news was told; 
For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of them contention did take horse, 
Uncertain of the issue any way. 

kk. Hen. Here is a dear and true-industrious 
friend, \ ் 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse, 
Stain’d 8 with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours ; 
And he hath broughtus smoothand welcome news. 
The earl of Douglas is discomfited ; 
‘Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty knights, 
Balk’d9 in their own blood, did sir Walter see 
On Holmedon’s plains: Of prisoners, Hotspur took 
Mordake the earl of Fife, and! eldest son 
To beaten Douglas; and the earls of Athol, 
Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith. 
And is not this an honourable spoil? 
A gallant prize? ha, cousin, is it not? 

West. In faith, ; 
Tt is a conquest for a prince ta boast of. 

K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, and 

mak’st me sim 
Tn envy that my lord Northumberland 

. Should be the father of so blest a son ; 
A son, who is the theme of honour’s tongue ; 

Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant ; 

Who is sweet fortune’s minion, and her pride: 

Whilst 1, by looking on the praise of him, 

See riot and dishonour stain the brow 

Ofmy young Harry. O, that it could be prov’d, 

‘That some night-tripping fairy had exchang’d 

® Covered with dirt of different colours, 
9 Piled up in abeap.  
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142 FIRST PART OF Act IT, 
Fal. What, art thou mad? art thou mad? is 

not the truth, the truth? 
P. Fen. Why, how could’st thou know these men 

in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou 
could’st not see thy hand? come tell us your 
reason; What sayest thou to this? 

Poins. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason. 
1 ரன What, upon compulsion? No; were I at 
the strappado, or all the racks in the world, Iwould 
not tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on 
compulsion! if reasons were as plenty as black- 
berries, I would: give no man areason upon com- 
pulsion, I. 

P. Fien. Vl be no longer euilty of this sin: this 
sanguine coward, this bed-presser, thishorse-back- 
breaker, this huge hill of flesh ;— 

Fal. Away, you starveling, you elfskin, you 
dried neats-tongue, bull’s pizzle, you stock-fish,— 
O, for breath to utter what is like thee !—you tai- 
lor’s yard, yousheath, you bow-case, youvilestand- 
ing tuck ; 

P. Hen. Well, breathe awhile, and.then to it 
again: and when thou hast tired thyself in base . 
comparisons, hear me speak but this. : 

Poins. Mark, Jack. ் 
P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four; you. 

bound them, and were masters of their wealth. கை 
Mark now, how plain a tale shall put you down.— 
Then did we two set on youfour: and, with a word 
out-iaced you from your prize, and have it; yea, 
and can show it you here in the house :—and, Fal- 
Staff, you carried your guts away as nimbly, with 
as quick dexterity, and roared for mercy, andstill 
ran and roared, as eyer I heard bull-calf, What a 
slave art thou, to hack thy sword as thou hast done; 
and then say, it was in fight? What trick, what 
device, what starting-hole, canst thou now find  



 



 



 



 











 





 



 



 







 





















 



 



 











 





 





 



 











 



 





 





 





 





 





 















 



 





 



 



 









 









 







 









 





 















 





 



 



 













 





 





 









 



 













 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 















 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 







 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 





 



 



 



 



 



 



370 _ KING HENRY ர. Act IIL, 
With conscience wide as hell; mowing like grass 
Your fresh-fair virgins, and your flowering infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious war,— 
Array’d in flames, like to the prince of fiends,— 
Do, with his smirch’d? complexion, all fell® feats 
Enlink’d to waste and desolation ? 
What is’t to me, when you yourselves are cause, 
If pour pure maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing violation ? 
What rein can hold licentious wickedness, 
When down the hill he holds his fierce career? 
We may as bootless? spend our vain command: 
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil, 
As send precepts to the Leviathan 
‘To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur, 
Take pity of your town, and of your people, 
Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ; 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
O’erblows the filthy and contagious clouds 
Of deadly murder, spoil, and villainy. 
If not, why, in amoment, look to see 
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand _ 
Defile the locks of your shrill-shrieking daughters ; 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards, 
And their most reverend heads dash’d to the walls; 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes ; = 
Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confus’d 
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 
At Herod's bloody-hunting slaughtermen. 
What say you? will you yield, and this avoid? 
Or, guilty in defence, be thus destray?d? 

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end: 
The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated, 
Returns us—that his powers are not yet ready 
To raise so. great a siege. Therefore, dread king, 
‘We yield our town, and lives, to thy soft mercy: 

? Soiled, 8 Cruel. 9 Without success,  



 



 



Scene V. KING HENRY Vv. 373 

impuidigue, et non pour les dames d’honneur duser 
Je ne voudrois prononcer ces mots devant les Seig= 
neurs de France, pour tout le monde. Il faut de 
foot, & de con, neant-moins. Je reciteraz une 
autre fois malecon ensemble: De hand, de fingre, 
de nails, de arm, de elbow, de neck, de sin, de 
foot, de con. ் 

Alice. Exceilent, madame! ல் 
Kath. C'est assez pour une fois; atlons nous 

disner. “ [Exeunt. 

SCENE Y. 
The same. Another Room in the same. 

Enter the French King, the Dauphin, Duke of 
Bourson, the Constable of France, and Others. 
Fr. Kang. ’Tis certain, he hath pass’d the river 

Some. ன் 
Con. And ifhe be not foucht withal, my lord, 

Let us not live in France ; let us quit all, 
And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 

Dau. OC Dieu wiednt! shall afew sprays ot us,— 
The emptying of our fathers’ luxury, * 
Our scions, put in wild and savege stock, 
Spirt up so suddenly into the clouds, 
And overlook their grafters ? ~ 

Bour. Normans, but basthrd Normans, Nor- 
man bastards ! 

Mort de ma wie! if they march along 
Unfought withal, but Twill sell my dukedom, 
To buy a slebbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotten? isle of Albien. 

Con. Dieu de batiailes ! where have they this 
mettle? 

Is nof their climate foggy, raw, and dull? 

ப அவம் 3 Projected.  



 



 



 



 



 



Scene VI. KING HENRY V. 379 
ter of the pridge; I can tell your majesty, the 
duke is a prave man, 

K. Hen. What men have you lost, Fluellen? 
Flu. The perdition of th’athversary hath been 

very great, very reasonable great: marry, for my 
part, I think the duke hath lost never a man, but 
one that is like to be executed for robbing a church, 
one Bardolph, if your majesty know the man: his 
face is all bubukles, and whelks, and knobs, and 
flames of fire; and his lips plows at his nose, and it 
is ikea coal of fire, sometimes plue, and sometimes 
red; but his nose is executed, and his fire’s out, - 

K. Hen. We would have all such offenders so 
cut off:—and we give express charge, that in our. 
marches through the country, there be nothing 
compelled from the villages, nothing taken but 
paid tor; none of the French upbraided, or abused 
mm disdainful language; For when lenity and 

cruelty play for a kingdom, the gentler gaiester 
js the soonest winner. 

Tucket sounds, Enter Montsox. 

Monts You know me by my habit-3 
KB. Hen. Well then, 1 know thee; What shall 

I know of thee? 
Mont. My master’s mind, 
K. Hen. Untold it. 
Mont. Thus says my king :—Say thou to Harry 

of England, Though wo seemed dead, we did but 
sleep; Advantage is a better soldier than vash- 

ness. Tell him, we could have rebuked him at 

Harfleur; but that we thought not good to bruise 

an injury, till it were full ripe:—now we's alk 
‘upon our cue, and our voice is imperial! England 
shall repent his folly, see his weakness, and admire 

a7, ¢. By his herald’s coat, 4 In our turn: 
i நிற்ப லர்  



380 KING HENRY V. Act LI, 
our sufferance. Bid him) therefore, consider of 
his ransome; which must proportion the losses 
we have bome, the subjects we have lost, the 

disgrace we have digested; which, in weight to 
re-answer, his pettiness would bow under. For 
our losses, his exchequer is too poor; for the 

effusion of our blood, the muster of his kingdom 
too faint a number; and for our disgrace, his 
own person, kneeling at our feet, but a weak 
and worthless satisfaction. To this add—de- 
fiance : and tell him, for conclusion, he hath be- 
trayed his followers, whose condémnation is pro- 
nounced. So far my king and master; so much 
my office. t 

K. Hen. What is thy name? I know thy quality. - 
Mont. Montjoy. 
A. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee 

back, 4 
And tell thy king,—I do not seek him now; 
But. could be willing to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment :5 for, to say the sooth, 
{Though *tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of craft, and vantage, ) ட் 
My people are with sickness much enfeebled ; 
My numbers lessen?d; and those few I have, 
Almost no better than so many French; 
Who when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 
f thought, upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen.—Yet, forgive me, 

God, \ 
That T de brag thus!—this your air of France 

_ Hath blown that vice in me; I must repent. 
Go, therefore, tell thy master, here I am; 
My ransome, is this frail and worthless trunk; 
My army, but a weak and sickly guard; 
¥et, God betore, tell him we will come on, 

+ Hindrance, * Then used for God being my giide.  



Scene VII. KING HENRY y. 38} 
Though France himself, and such another neigh- 

bour, ( 
Stand m our way. There’s for thy labour, Montjoy. 
‘Go, bid thy master well advise Iimself:- 
If we may pass, we will; if we be hinder’d, 
We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour: and so, Montjoy, fare you well, 
The sum of all our answer is but this: 
We would not seek a battle, as we are; 
Nor, as we are, we say, we will not shun it; 
So tell your master. 

Mont. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your high- 
Tress. ‘ [2524௪ Monxasox. 

Glo. I hope, they will not come. upon us now. 
K. Hen. We are in God’s hand, brother, not 

: In theirs. 
March tothe bridge; it now draws toward night:— 
Beyond the river we’ll encamp ourselves ; 
And on to-morrow bid them march away, 

! [Bxeunt,, 

SCENE VII. 

The French Camp, near Agincourt. 

Enter the Constable of France, the Lord Ram- 
BURES, the Duke of ORunaNs, Dauphin, and 
Others. ் ; 
Con. Tut! Uhave the best armour of the world.— 

*Would it were day ! : 
Orl. You have an excellent armour; but let my 

horse have his due. 
Con. It is the best horse of Europe- 
Ori, Will it never be morning? ் 
Dau. My Jord. of Orleans, and my lord high 

constable, you tall of horse and arniour,— 
Orl. You are as well provided of both, as any 

pritice in the world. is;  



382) - KING HENRY V. Act III. 

Dau. What along night is this/—1 will not 
change my horse with any that treads but on four 
pastes. Ca, ha! He bounds from the earth, as 
if his entrails were hairs ;’ de cheval volant, the 
Pegasus, qui @les narines de few! When Ubestride. 
him, I soar, I am a hawk: he trots the air; the: 

_earth sings when he touches it; the basest horn of 
his hoof is more musical than the pipe of Hermes.’ 

Orl.. He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. 
Daw And of the heat of the ginger. It isa 

beast for Perseus: he is pure air and fire; and the 
dull elements of earth and water never appear in 
him, but only in patient stillness, while his rider 
mounts him: he is, indeed, a horse; and all other 
jades you may call—beasts, 

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and 
excellent horse. ; ப்ட் 

Dau. It is the prince of palfreys; his neigh is 
like the bidding of a monarch, and his counte- 
nanee enforces homage. 

Orl. No more, cousin. 
Dau. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot, 

from the rising’ of the lark to the lodging of the 
lamb, vary deserved praise on my palfrey: itis a _ 
theme as fluent as the sea; turn the sands into- 
eloquent tongues, and my horse is argument for 
them all: ’tis a subject for a sovereign to reason 
on, and fora sovereign’s sovereign to ride on; and 
for the world (familiar to us, and unknown,) to 
lay apart their particular functions, and wonder 
at him. I once writ a sonnet in his praise, and 
began thus: Wonder of nature,— 2 

Ori. I haye heard a sonnet begin so to one’s: 
" mistress. ‘ 

Dau. Then did they imitate that which I com- 
7 Alluding to the bounding of (eunis-balls, which were 

atulled with hair, :  



Scene VIL. KING WENRY Vv. 383 
posed to my courser; for my horse is my mistress, 

Ort. Your mistress bears well,. 
Dats Me well; which is the prescript’ praise 

and perfection ofa good and particular mistress. 
Con. Ma joy! the other day, methought, your 

mustress shrewdly shook your back, 
Dau. So, perhaps, did yours. 
Cou. Mine was not bridled. ் 
om 6971 then, belike, she was-old and gentle; ” 

and you rode like a Kerne® of Ireland, your French. 
hose off, and in your strait trossers.? 

Con. You have good judgment im horsemanship. 
_ Dau, Be warned by me then: they that ride 
so, and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs; I had 

rather have my horse to my mistress. 
Con. Thad as lief have my mistress a jade. 

_ Pau. V tell thee, constable, my mistress wears 
her own hair. i it 

Con. 1 could make as true a boast as that, if I 
had a Sow to my mistress. 

Dan. Le chien est retourné & son propre vomisse- 
ment, et la trure lasée au bourbier ; thow makest 
use of any thing. 5 

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for my mistress ; 
or any such proverb, so little kin to the purpose. 

Ram, My lord constable, the armour, that 1 
saw In-your tent to-night, are those stars, or suns, 
upon it? i ் y 

Con, Stars, my lord. SN) 4202120057 ் 
Dau. Some of them will fall to-morrow, I hope. 
Con. And yet my sky shall not want. — 
Dau. That may be, for you bear a many super- 

Alueusly-! and ’tsyere more honour, Some were away. 
Con. Even as your horse bears your praises; 

who would trot as well, were some of your brags 
dismounted. ; 

® Soldier, 9) Trowseratie tte sete  
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The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and-secure in soul, 
The confident and over-lusty+ French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 
And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 
Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 
So tediously away. fle poor condemned English, 
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 
The morning’s danger; and their gestures sad, 
Investing Jank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin?d band, 
Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him ery—Praise and glory on his head! 
For forth he goes, and visits all his host ; 
Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile; 
And calls them—brothers, friends, and country- 

men. 
Upon his royal face there is ne note, 
How dread an army hath enrounded him: 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour. 
Unto the weary and all-watched night; 
But freshly looks, and over-bears attaint, 
With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty; 
That every. wretch, pining and pile before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort trom his leoks= 
A largess universal, like the sun, 
His liberal eye doth giye to every one, ் 
Thawing cold fear. Then, mean and gentle all, 
Behold, as may unworthiness define, 
A little touch of Hasty inthe night: 
ind so our scene must to the battle fy 

* Over-saucy. 
¥OL. vy. IM  



 



 



 



 



 



Scene £. KING HENRY V. 393 

dren rawly* left. JI am afeard there, are few die 
well, that die in battle; for how can they charita- 
bly dispose of any thing, when blood is their 
argument ? Now, if these men do not die well, it 
will be a black matter for the king that led them 
to it; whom to disobey, were against-all propor- 

tion of subjection. : ட் 

K. Hen. So, if a son, that is by his father sent 

about merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the 

sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by your 

rule, should be imposed upon his father that sent 

him: or if a servant, under his master’s com- 

_mand, transporting a sum of money, be assailed 

_by robbers, and die in many irreconciled iniquities, 

_ you may call the business of the master the author 

of the servant’s damnation:—But this is not so: 

the king is not bound to answer the particular 

endings of his soldiers, the father of his son,. nor 

the master. of his seryant; for they purpose not 

their death, when they purpose their services. 

Besides, there is no king, be his cause never so_ 

spotless, if it come to the arbitrement of swords, 

can try it out with all unspotted soldiers. Some, 

peradventure, haye on them the guilt of preme- 

ditated and contrived murder; some, of beguil- 

ing virgins with the broken seals of perjury ; 

some, making the wars their bulwark, that have 

before gored the gentle bosom of peace with pil- 

lage al robbery. Now, if these men have de- 

feated the law, and outrun native punishment, $ 

: though they can outstrip men, they have no wings. 

to fly from God: war is his beadle, war is hus 

vengeance; so that here men are punished, for 

before-breach of the king’s laws, in now the 

king’s quarrel: where they feared the death, they 

2 Suddenly. 

27.e, Punishment in their native country.  



 



 



 



 



 



Scene IT. KING HENRY V; 899 

Dau. Mount them, and make incision in their 
hides: 

That their hot blood may spin in English eyes, 
And dout? them with superfluous courage: Ha! 

Ram. What, will you have them weep our 
horses’ blood? : 

How shall we then behold their natural tears ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

_ Mess. The English‘are embattled, you French 
ட் ers. 

Con. Th hore you gallant princes! straight to 
' horse! ் 

Do but behold yon poor and starved band, 
And your fair show shall suck away their souls, 
Leaving them but the shales and husks ofmen., 

_ There is not work enough for all our hands; 
Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins, 
‘To give each naked curtle-ax a stain, ் 
That our French gallants shall to-day draw out, 
And shéath for lack of sports let us'but blow on 

them, ் 
The vapour of our valour will o’erturn them. 
’Tis positive *gainst all exceptions, lords, 
That our superfluous lackeys, and our peasants,—- 
Who, in unnecessary action, swarm 
About our squares of battle,—were enough 
To purge this fleld of such a hilding~ foe; 

- Though we, upon this mountain’s basis by - 
Took stand for idle speculation: 
But that our honours must not. What’s to say? 
A very little little let us do, ட் : 
Andall is done. Then let the trumpets sound 
The tucket-sonuance,* and the note/to mouit::— 

9 Do them out, extinguish them. ‘Mean, desjicables 
®* The name of an introductory flourish on the trumpets, 

VOL. V. NN  



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



Scene II. KING HENRY Y. 429 
And plead his loye.suit to her géntle heart?) 

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me; I cane 
not speak your England. ai ah ise 

K. Hen, O fair Katharine, if you will love me 
soundly with your French heart, I will be glad to 
hear you confess it brokenly with your English 
tongue. Do you like me, Kate? Be 

Kath. Pardonnez moy, I cannot tell vat is— 
like me, ர DCA 

_ _K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate; and you 
are like an angel, ட்டம் 

Kath, Que dit-il ? que je suis semblable & les 
anges? — ர்க்க 
3 Bice, Ouy, vrayment, (sauf vostre grace) ainss 

it a. = 
k. Hen. J said so, dear Katharine; and I must 

not blush to affirm it, ் 
Kath. O bon Dieu ! 4861802222 82 hommes sont 5 

pleines des tromperies. : 
K. Hen. What says she, fair one? that the 

tongues of men are full of deceits? - பத் 
Alice. Ouy ; dat de tongues of de mans is be 

full of deceits: dat is de princess. _ Nee 
K, Hen. The princess is the better Englishwo- 

man. [’faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy un; 
derstanding: I am glad, thou can’st speak no bet- 
ter பாட for, if thou couldst, thou wouldst 

find me such a plain king, thatthou would’st think, 

Thad sold my farm to buy my crown. I know no 
ways to mince it in love, but directly to say—t 

love you: then, if you urge me further than to 

say—Do you in fait >? Iwear out my suit. Give 

me your answer ; Vfaith, do; and so clap hands 
and-a bargain: How say you, ladys Eee 

Kath. Saufvostre honneur, me understand well. 

K.Hen. Marry, if ‘you would putme to verses, Or 

to dance for your sake, Kate, why you undid me 
‘ ஓ 5 

os  



  

   



 



 



 





 





 



 


