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SCENE [I]

Enter the PRINCE OF WALES, FALSTAFF, BARDOLPH, PISTOL, and NYM. 

FALSTAFF
Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad?

PRINCE HENRY
Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of old sack and unbuttoning thee after supper and sleeping 
upon benches after noon, that thou hast forgotten to demand that truly which thou wouldst truly 
know. What a devil hast thou to do with the time of the day? Unless hours were cups of sack and 
minutes capons and clocks the tongues of bawds and dials the signs of leaping-houses and the 
blessed sun himself a fair hot wench in flame-coloured taffeta, I see no reason why thou shouldst 
be so superfluous to demand the time of the day.

FALSTAFF
Indeed, you come near me now, Hal; for we that take purses go by the moon and the seven stars, 
and not by Phoebus, he, 'that wandering knight so fair.' And, I prithee, sweet wag, when thou art 
king, as, God save thy grace,--majesty I should say, for grace thou wilt have none,--

PRINCE HENRY
What, none?

FALSTAFF
No, by my troth, not so much as will serve to prologue to an egg and butter.

PRINCE HENRY
Well, how then? come, roundly, roundly.

FALSTAFF
Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, let not us that are squires of the night's body be 
called thieves of the day's beauty: let us be Diana's foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions of 
the moon; and let men say we be men of good government, being governed, as the sea is, by our 
noble and chaste mistress the moon, under whose countenance we steal.

PRINCE HENRY
Thou sayest well, and it holds well too; for the fortune of us that are the moon's men doth ebb 
and flow like the sea, being governed, as the sea is, by the moon. 

FALSTAFF
By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad. There's villanous news abroad: here was Sir John Bracy from 
your father; you must to the court in the morning. That same mad fellow of the north, Percy, and 
he of Wales, that gave Amamon the bastinado and made Lucifer cuckold and swore the devil his 
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true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh hook--what a plague call you him?

NYM
O, Glendower.

FALSTAFF
Owen, Owen, the same; and his son-in-law Mortimer, and old Northumberland, and that 
sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs o' horseback up a hill perpendicular,--

PRINCE HENRY
He that rides at high speed and with his pistol kills a sparrow flying.

FALSTAFF
You have hit it.

PRINCE HENRY
So did he never the sparrow.

FALSTAFF
Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him; he will not run.

PRINCE HENRY
Why, what a rascal art thou then, to praise him so for running!

FALSTAFF
O' horseback, ye cuckoo; but afoot he will not budge a foot.

PRINCE HENRY
I have procured thee, Jack, a charge of foot.

FALSTAFF
I would it had been of horse. Where shall I find one that can steal well? O for a fine thief, of the
age of two and twenty or thereabouts! I am heinously unprovided. Well, God be thanked for
these rebels, they offend none but the virtuous: I laud them, I praise them.

PRINCE HENRY
Bardolph!

BARDOLPH
My lord?

PRINCE HENRY
Go bear this letter to Lord John of Lancaster, 
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to my brother John; this to my Lord of Westmoreland.

Exit Bardolph

Go, Pistol, to horse, to horse; for thou and I 
have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time.

Exit Pistol

Jack, meet me to-morrow in the Temple Hall 
at two o'clock in the afternoon. 
There shalt thou know thy charge; and there receive 
Money and order for their furniture.
The land is burning; Percy stands on high;
And either we or they must lower lie.

Exit PRINCE HENRY

FALSTAFF
Rare words! brave world! Hostess, my breakfast, come!
O, I could wish this tavern were my drum!
Exit



DOGS Edinburgh Revise

4

SCENE [2]

CHARLES
Who ever saw the like? what men have I!
Dogs! cowards! dastards! I would ne'er have fled,
But that they left me 'midst my enemies.

REIGNIER
Salisbury is a desperate homicide;
He fighteth as one weary of his life.
The other lords, like lions wanting food,
Do rush upon us as their hungry prey.

ALENCON
Froissart, a countryman of ours, records,
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred,
During the time Edward the Third did reign.
More truly now may this be verified;
For none but Samsons and Goliases
It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten!
Lean, raw-boned rascals! who would e'er suppose
They had such courage and audacity?

CHARLES
Let's leave this town; for they are hare-brain'd slaves,
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager:
Of old I know them; rather with their teeth
The walls they'll tear down than forsake the siege.

REIGNIER
I think, by some odd gimmors or device
Their arms are set like clocks, stiff to strike on;
Else ne'er could they hold out so as they do.
By my consent, we'll even let them alone.

ALENCON
Be it so.

Enter the BASTARD OF ORLEANS

BASTARD OF ORLEANS
Where's the Prince Dauphin? I have news for him.
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CHARLES
Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us.

BASTARD OF ORLEANS
Methinks your looks are sad, your cheer appall'd:
Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence?
Be not dismay'd, for succor is at hand:
A holy maid hither with me I bring,
Which by a vision sent to her from heaven
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege
And drive the English forth the bounds of France.
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath,
Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome:
What's past and what's to come she can descry.
Speak, shall I call her in? Believe my words,
For they are certain and unfallible.

CHARLES
Go, call her in.

Exit BASTARD OF ORLEANS

But first, to try her skill,
Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place:
Question her proudly; let thy looks be stern:
By this means shall we sound what skill she hath.

Re-enter the BASTARD OF ORLEANS, with JOAN LA PUCELLE

REIGNIER
Fair maid, is't thou wilt do these wondrous feats?

JOAN LA PUCELLE
Reignier, is't thou that thinkest to beguile me?
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind;
I know thee well, though never seen before.
Be not amazed, there's nothing hid from me:
In private will I talk with thee apart.
Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile.

REIGNIER
She takes upon her bravely at first dash.
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JOAN LA PUCELLE
Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd's daughter,
My wit untrain'd in any kind of art.
Heaven and our Lady gracious hath it pleased
To shine on my contemptible estate:
Lo, whilst I waited on my tender lambs,
And to sun's parching heat display'd my cheeks,
God's mother deigned to appear to me
And in a vision full of majesty
Will'd me to leave my base vocation
And free my country from calamity:
Her aid she promised and assured success:
In complete glory she reveal'd herself;
And, whereas I was black and swart before,
With those clear rays which she infused on me
That beauty am I bless'd with which you see.
Ask me what question thou canst possible,
And I will answer unpremeditated:
My courage try by combat, if thou darest,
And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex.
Resolve on this, thou shalt be fortunate,
If thou receive me for thy warlike mate.

CHARLES
Thou hast astonish'd me with thy high terms:
Only this proof I'll of thy valour make,
In single combat thou shalt buckle with me,
And if thou vanquishest, thy words are true;
Otherwise I renounce all confidence.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
I am prepared: here is my keen-edged sword,
Deck'd with five flower-de-luces on each side;
The which at Touraine, in Saint Katharine's
churchyard,
Out of a great deal of old iron I chose forth.

CHARLES
Then come, o' God's name; I fear no woman.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
And while I live, I'll ne'er fly from a man.
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Here they fight, and JOAN LA PUCELLE overcomes

CHARLES
Stay, stay thy hands! thou art an Amazon
And fightest with the sword of Deborah.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
Christ's mother helps me, else I were too weak.

CHARLES
Whoe'er helps thee, 'tis thou that must help me:
Impatiently I burn with thy desire;
My heart and hands thou hast at once subdued.
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so,
Let me thy servant and not sovereign be:
'Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
I must not yield to any rites of love,
For my profession's sacred from above:
When I have chased all thy foes from hence,
Then will I think upon a recompense.

CHARLES
Meantime look gracious on thy prostrate thrall.

REIGNIER
My lord, methinks, is very long in talk.

ALENCON
Doubtless he shrives this woman to her smock;
Else ne'er could he so long protract his speech.

REIGNIER
Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no mean?

ALENCON
He may mean more than we poor men do know:
These women are shrewd tempters with their tongues.

REIGNIER
My lord, where are you? what devise you on?
Shall we give over Orleans, or no?
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JOAN LA PUCELLE
Why, no, I say, distrustful recreants!
Fight till the last gasp; I will be your guard.

CHARLES
What she says I'll confirm: we'll fight it out.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
Assign'd am I to be the English scourge.
This night the siege assuredly I'll raise:
Expect Saint Martin's summer, halcyon days,
Since I have entered into these wars.
Glory is like a circle in the water,
Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself
Till by broad spreading it disperse to nought.
With Henry's death the English circle ends;
Dispersed are the glories it included.
Now am I like that proud insulting ship
Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once.

CHARLES
Was Mahomet inspired with a dove?
Thou with an eagle art inspired then.
Helen, the mother of great Constantine,
Nor yet Saint Philip's daughters, were like thee.
Bright star of Venus, fall'n down on the earth,
How may I reverently worship thee enough?

ALENCON
Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege.

REIGNIER
Woman, do what thou canst to save our honours;
Drive them from Orleans and be immortalized.

CHARLES
Presently we'll try: come, let's away about it:
No prophet will I trust, if she prove false.

Exeunt
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SCENE [3]

Enter GEORGE BEVIS and JOHN HOLLAND

BEVIS
Come, and get thee a sword, though made of a lath; they have been up these two days.

HOLLAND
They have the more need to sleep now, then.

BEVIS
I tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means to dress the commonwealth, and turn it, and set a new 
nap upon it.

HOLLAND
So he had need, for 'tis threadbare. Well, I say it was never merry world in England since 
gentlemen came up.

BEVIS
O miserable age! virtue is not regarded in handicrafts-men.

HOLLAND
The nobility think scorn to go in leather aprons.

BEVIS
Nay, more, the king's council are no good workmen.

HOLLAND
True; and yet it is said, labour in thy vocation; which is as much to say as, let the magistrates be
labouring men; and therefore should we be magistrates.

BEVIS
Thou hast hit it; for there's no better sign of a brave mind than a hard hand.

HOLLAND
I see them! I see them! there's Best's son, the tanner of Wingham,--

BEVIS
He shall have the skin of our enemies, to make dog's-leather of.

HOLLAND
And Dick the Butcher,--
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BEVIS
Then is sin struck down like an ox, and iniquity's throat cut like a calf.

HOLLAND
And Smith the weaver,--

BEVIS
Argo, their thread of life is spun.

HOLLAND
Come, come, let's fall in with them.

Drum. Enter CADE, DICK the Butcher, SMITH the Weaver, and a Sawyer, with infinite numbers

CADE
We John Cade, so termed of our supposed father,--

DICK
[Aside] Or rather, of stealing a cade of herrings.

CADE
For our enemies shall fall before us, inspired with the spirit of putting down kings and princes,
--Command silence.

DICK
Silence!

CADE
My father was a Mortimer,--

DICK
[Aside] He was an honest man, and a good bricklayer.

CADE
My mother a Plantagenet,--

DICK
[Aside] I knew her well; she was a midwife.

CADE
My wife descended of the Lacies,--
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DICK
[Aside] She was, indeed, a pedler's daughter, and sold many laces.

SMITH
[Aside] But now of late, notable to travel with her furred pack, she washes bucks here at home.

CADE
Therefore am I of an honourable house.

DICK
[Aside] Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable; and there was he borne, under a hedge, for his
father had never a house but the cage.

CADE
Valiant I am.

SMITH
[Aside] A' must needs; for beggary is valiant.

CADE
I am able to endure much.

DICK
[Aside] No question of that; for I have seen him whipped three market-days together.

CADE
I fear neither sword nor fire.

SMITH
[Aside] He need not fear the sword; for his coat is of proof.

DICK
[Aside] But methinks he should stand in fear of fire, being burnt i' the hand for stealing of sheep.

CADE
Be brave, then; for your captain is brave, and vows reformation. There shall be in England seven
halfpenny loaves sold for a penny: the three-hooped pot; shall have ten hoops and I will make it 
felony to drink small beer: all the realm shall be in common; and in Cheapside shall my palfrey 
go to grass: and when I am king, as king I will be,--

ALL
God save your majesty!
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CADE
I thank you, good people: there shall be no money; all shall eat and drink on my score; and I will
apparel them all in one livery, that they may agree like brothers and worship me their lord.

DICK
The first thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers.

CADE
Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent lamb should
be made parchment? that parchment, being scribbled o'er, should undo a man? Some say the bee 
stings: but I say, 'tis the bee's wax; for I did but seal once to a thing, and I was never mine own 
man since. 

Enter MICHAEL

MICHAEL
Where's our general?

CADE
Here I am, thou particular fellow.

MICHAEL
Fly, fly, fly! Sir Humphrey Stafford and his brother are hard by, with the king's forces.

CADE
Stand, villain, stand, or I'll fell thee down. He shall be encountered with a man as good as 
himself: he is but a knight, is a'?

MICHAEL
No.

CADE
To equal him, I will make myself a knight presently.

Kneels

Rise up Sir John Mortimer.

Rises

Now have at him!
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Enter SIR HUMPHREY and WILLIAM STAFFORD, with drum and soldiers

SIR HUMPHREY
Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent,
Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weapons down;
Home to your cottages, forsake this groom:
The king is merciful, if you revolt.

WILLIAM STAFFORD
But angry, wrathful, and inclined to blood,
If you go forward; therefore yield, or die.

CADE
As for these silken-coated slaves, I pass not:
It is to you, good people, that I speak,
Over whom, in time to come, I hope to reign;
For I am rightful heir unto the crown.

SIR HUMPHREY
Villain, thy father was a plasterer;
And thou thyself a shearman, art thou not?

CADE
And Adam was a gardener.

WILLIAM STAFFORD
And what of that?

CADE
Marry, this: Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March.
Married the Duke of Clarence' daughter, did he not?

SIR HUMPHREY
Ay, sir.

CADE
By her he had two children at one birth.

WILLIAM STAFFORD
That's false.

CADE
Ay, there's the question; but I say, 'tis true:
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The elder of them, being put to nurse,
Was by a beggar-woman stolen away;
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage,
Became a bricklayer when he came to age:
His son am I; deny it, if you can.

DICK
Nay, 'tis too true; therefore he shall be king.

SMITH
Sir, he made a chimney in my father's house, and
the bricks are alive at this day to testify it; therefore deny it not.

SIR HUMPHREY
And will you credit this base drudge's words,
That speaks he knows not what?

ALL
Ay, marry, will we; therefore get ye gone.

WILLIAM STAFFORD
Jack Cade, the Duke of York hath taught you this.

CADE
[Aside] He lies, for I invented it myself. Go to, sirrah, tell the king from me, that, for his
father's sake, Henry the Fifth, in whose time boys went to span-counter for French crowns, I am 
content he shall reign; but I'll be protector over him.

DICK
And furthermore, well have the Lord Say's head for selling the dukedom of Maine.

CADE
And good reason; for thereby is England mained, and fain to go with a staff, but that my 
puissance holds it up. Fellow kings, I tell you that that Lord Say hath gelded the commonwealth, 
and made it an eunuch: and more than that, he can speak French; and therefore he is a traitor.

SIR HUMPHREY
O gross and miserable ignorance!

CADE
Nay, answer, if you can: the Frenchmen are our enemies; go to, then, I ask but this: can he that
speaks with the tongue of an enemy be a good counsellor, or no?
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ALL
No, no; and therefore we'll have his head.

WILLIAM STAFFORD
Well, seeing gentle words will not prevail,
Assail them with the army of the king.

SIR HUMPHREY
Herald, away; and throughout every town
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade;
That those which fly before the battle ends
May, even in their wives' and children's sight,
Be hang'd up for example at their doors:
And you that be the king's friends, follow me.

Exeunt WILLIAM STAFFORD and SIR HUMPHREY, and soldiers

CADE
And you that love the commons, follow me.
Now show yourselves men; 'tis for liberty.
We will not leave one lord, one gentleman:
Spare none but such as go in clouted shoon;
For they are thrifty honest men, and such
As would, but that they dare not, take our parts.

DICK
They are all in order and march toward us.

CADE
But then are we in order when we are most out of order. Come, march forward.  
Exeunt

Alarums to the fight, wherein SIR HUMPHREY and WILLIAM STAFFORD are slain. Enter 
CADE and the rest

CADE
Where's Dick, the butcher of Ashford?

DICK
Here, sir.

CADE
They fell before thee like sheep and oxen, and thou behavedst thyself as if thou hadst been in 
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thine own slaughter-house: therefore thus will I reward thee, the Lent shall be as long again as it 
is; and thou shalt have a licence to kill for a hundred lacking one.

DICK
I desire no more.

CADE
And, to speak truth, thou deservest no less. This monument of the victory will I bear;

Putting on SIR HUMPHREY'S brigandine

and the bodies shall be dragged at my horse' heels till I do come to London, where we will have 
the mayor's sword borne before us.

DICK
If we mean to thrive and do good, break open the gaols and let out the prisoners.

CADE
Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's march towards London.

Exeunt
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SCENE [4]

Enter SHALLOW and SILENCE, meeting. Enter BARDOLPH.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

SHALLOW
It is very just.

Enter FALSTAFF

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

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

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

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

SILENCE
Your good-worship is welcome.

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

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

FALSTAFF
Let me see them, I beseech you.

Bardolph exits.  Re-enter with MOULDY, SHADOW, WART, FEEBLE, BULLCALF.

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

MOULDY
Here, an't please you.

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

FALSTAFF
Is thy name Mouldy?

MOULDY
Yea, an't please you.

FALSTAFF
'Tis the more time thou wert used.

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

FALSTAFF
Prick him.

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

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

MOULDY
Spent!

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

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

SHALLOW
Where's Shadow?

SHADOW
Here, sir.

FALSTAFF
Shadow, whose son art thou?

SHADOW
My mother's son, sir.

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

SHALLOW
Do you like him, Sir John?
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FALSTAFF
Shadow will serve for summer; prick him, for we have a number of shadows to fill up the 
muster-book.

SHALLOW
Thomas Wart!

FALSTAFF
Where's he?

WART
Here, sir.

FALSTAFF
Is thy name Wart?

WART
Yea, sir.

FALSTAFF
Thou art a very ragged wart.

SHALLOW
Shall I prick him down, Sir John?

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

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

FEEBLE
Here, sir.

FALSTAFF
What trade art thou, Feeble?

FEEBLE
A woman's tailor, sir.

SHALLOW
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Shall I prick him, sir?

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

FEEBLE
I will do my good will, sir; you can have no more.

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

FEEBLE
I would Wart might have gone, sir.

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

FEEBLE
It shall suffice, sir.

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

SHALLOW
Peter Bullcalf o' the green!

FALSTAFF
Yea, marry, let's see Bullcalf.

BULLCALF
Here, sir.

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

BULLCALF
O Lord! good my lord captain,--
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FALSTAFF
What, dost thou roar before thou art pricked?

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

FALSTAFF
What disease hast thou?

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

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

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

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

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

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

SHALLOW
That we have, that we have, that we have. Come, let's to dinner; come, let's to dinner: Jesus, the 
days that we have seen! Come, come.

Exeunt FALSTAFF and Justices

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

BARDOLPH
Go to; stand aside.

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

BARDOLPH
Go to; stand aside.

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

BARDOLPH
Well said; thou'rt a good fellow.

FEEBLE
Faith, I'll bear no base mind.

Re-enter FALSTAFF and the Justices

FALSTAFF
Come, sir, which men shall I have?

SHALLOW
Three of which you please.

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

FALSTAFF
Go to; well.

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

FALSTAFF
Do you choose for me.
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SHALLOW
Marry, then, Mouldy, Bullcalf, and Feeble.

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

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

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

BARDOLPH
Hold, Wart, traverse; thus, thus, thus.

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

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

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

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

FALSTAFF
'Fore God, I would you would, Master Shallow.

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

FALSTAFF
Fare you well, gentle gentlemen.

Exeunt Justices.

FALSTAFF
Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry; fill me a bottle of sack: our soldiers shall march through; 
we'll to Sutton Co'fil' tonight.

BARDOLPH
Will you give me money, captain?

FALSTAFF
Lay out, lay out.

BARDOLPH
This bottle makes an angel.

FALSTAFF
An if it do, take it for thy labour; and if it make twenty, take them all; I'll answer the coinage. Bid 
my lieutenant Pistol meet me at town's end.

BARDOLPH
I will, captain: farewell.

Exit

FALSTAFF
If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am a soused gurnet. I have misused the king's press 
damnably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. 
I press me none but good house-holders, yeoman's sons; inquire me out contracted bachelors, 
such as had been asked twice on the banns; such a commodity of warm slaves, as had as lieve 
hear the devil as a drum; such as fear the report of a caliver worse than a struck fowl or a hurt 
wild-duck. I pressed me none but such toasts-and-butter, with hearts in their bellies no bigger 
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than pins' heads, and they have bought out their services; and now my whole charge consists of 
ancients, corporals, lieutenants, gentlemen of companies, slaves as ragged as Lazarus in the 
painted cloth. A mad fellow met me on the way and told me I had unloaded all the gibbets and 
pressed the dead bodies. No eye hath seen such scarecrows. I'll not march through Coventry with 
them, that's flat: nay, and the villains march wide betwixt the legs, as if they had gyves on; for 
indeed I had the most of them out of prison. 

Exeunt
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SCENE [5]

PISTOL
Qui va la?

KING HENRY V
A friend.

PISTOL
Discuss unto me; art thou officer?
Or art thou base, common and popular?

KING HENRY V
I am a gentleman of a company.

PISTOL
Trail'st thou the puissant pike?

KING HENRY V
Even so. What are you?

PISTOL
As good a gentleman as the emperor.

KING HENRY V
Then you are a better than the king.

PISTOL
The king's a bawcock, and a heart of gold,
A lad of life, an imp of fame;
Of parents good, of fist most valiant.
I kiss his dirty shoe, and from heart-string
I love the lovely bully. What is thy name?

KING HENRY V
Harry le Roy.

PISTOL
Le Roy! a Cornish name: art thou of Cornish crew?

KING HENRY V
No, I am a Welshman.
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PISTOL
Know'st thou Fluellen?

KING HENRY V
Yes.

PISTOL
Tell him, I'll knock his leek about his pate
Upon Saint Davy's day.

KING HENRY V
Do not you wear your dagger in your cap that day,
lest he knock that about yours.

PISTOL
Art thou his friend?

KING HENRY V
And his kinsman too.

PISTOL
The figo for thee, then!

KING HENRY V
I thank you: God be with you!

PISTOL
My name is Pistol call'd.

Exit

KING HENRY V
It sorts well with your fierceness.

Enter three soldiers, JOHN BATES, ALEXANDER COURT, and MICHAEL WILLIAMS

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

BATES
I think it be: but we have no great cause to desire the approach of day.
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WILLIAMS
We see yonder the beginning of the day, but I think we shall never see the end of it. Who goes 
there?

KING HENRY V
A friend.

WILLIAMS
Under what captain serve you?

KING HENRY V
Under Sir Thomas Erpingham.

WILLIAMS
A good old commander and a most kind gentleman: I pray you, what thinks he of our estate?

KING HENRY V
Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that look to be washed off the next tide.

BATES
He hath not told his thought to the king?

KING HENRY V
No; nor it is not meet he should. For, though I speak it to you, I think the king is but a man, as I
am: the violet smells to him as it doth to me: the element shows to him as it doth to me; all his
senses have but human conditions: his ceremonies laid by, in his nakedness he appears but a 
man; and though his affections are higher mounted 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 same relish as ours are: yet, in reason, no man should possess him with any appearance of 
fear, lest he, by showing it, should dishearten his army.

BATES
He may show what outward courage he will; but I believe, as cold a night as 'tis, he could wish
himself in Thames up to the neck; and so I would he were, and I by him, at all adventures, so we 
were quit here.

KING HENRY V
By my troth, I will speak my conscience of the king: I think he would not wish himself any 
where but where he is.

BATES
Then I would he were here alone; so should he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men's 
lives saved.
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KING HENRY V
I dare say you love him not so ill, to wish him here alone, howsoever you speak this to feel other 
men's minds: methinks I could not die any where so contented as in the king's company; his 
cause being just and his quarrel honourable.

WILLIAMS
That's more than we know.

BATES
Ay, or more than we should seek after; for we know enough, if we know we are the kings 
subjects: if his cause be wrong, our obedience to the king wipes the crime of it out of us.

WILLIAMS
But if the cause be not good, the king himself hath a heavy reckoning to make, when all those 
legs and arms and heads, chopped off in battle, shall join together at the latter day and cry all 'We 
died at such a place;' some swearing, some crying for a surgeon, some upon their wives left poor 
behind them, some upon the debts they owe, some upon their children rawly left. I am afeard 
there are few die well that die in a battle; for how can they charitably 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 proportion of subjection.

Exeunt soldiers

KING HENRY V
Upon the king! let us our lives, our souls,
Our debts, our careful wives,
Our children and our sins lay on the king!
We must bear all. O hard condition,
Twin-born with greatness, subject to the breath
Of every fool, whose sense no more can feel
But his own wringing! What infinite heart's-ease
Must kings neglect, that private men enjoy!
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SCENE [6]

Alarum. Enter TALBOT.

TALBOT
Where is my strength, my valour, and my force?
Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them:
A woman clad in armour chaseth them.

Re-enter JOAN LA PUCELLE

Here, here she comes. I'll have a bout with thee;
Devil or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee:
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch,
And straightway give thy soul to him thou servest.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
Come, come, 'tis only I that must disgrace thee.

Here they fight.

TALBOT
Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail?
My breast I'll burst with straining of my courage
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder.
But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet.

They fight again.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
Talbot, farewell; thy hour is not yet come:
I must go victual Orleans forthwith.

A short alarum; then enter the town with soldiers

O'ertake me, if thou canst; I scorn thy strength.
Go, go, cheer up thy hungry-starved men;
Help Salisbury to make his testament:
This day is ours, as many more shall be.

TALBOT
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France, thou shalt rue this treason with thy tears,
If Talbot but survive thy treachery.
And I, as sure as English Henry lives
And as his father here was conqueror,
As sure as in this late-betrayed town
Great Coeur-de-lion's heart was buried,
So sure I swear to get the town or die.

An alarum. Battle.

TALBOT
Lost, and recover'd in a day again!
This is a double honour, Burgundy:
Yet heavens have glory for this victory!

BURGUNDY
Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy
Enshrines thee in his heart and there erects
Thy noble deeds as valour's monuments.

TALBOT
Thanks, gentle duke. But where is Pucelle now?
I think her old familiar is asleep:
Now where's the Bastard's braves, and Charles his gleeks?
What, all amort? Rouen hangs her head for grief
That such a valiant company are fled.
Now will we take some order in the town,
Placing therein some expert officers,
And then depart to Paris to the king,
For there young Henry with his nobles lie.

Exeunt

Enter JOAN LA PUCELLE.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly.
Now help, ye charming spells and periapts;
And ye choice spirits that admonish me
And give me signs of future accidents.

Thunder
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You speedy helpers, that are substitutes
Under the lordly monarch of the north,
Appear and aid me in this enterprise.

Enter Fiends

This speedy and quick appearance argues proof
Of your accustom'd diligence to me.
Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull'd
Out of the powerful regions under earth,
Help me this once, that France may get the field.

They walk, and speak not

O, hold me not with silence over-long!
Where I was wont to feed you with my blood,
I'll lop a member off and give it you
In earnest of further benefit,
So you do condescend to help me now.

They hang their heads

No hope to have redress? My body shall
Pay recompense, if you will grant my suit.

They shake their heads

Cannot my body nor blood-sacrifice
Entreat you to your wonted furtherance?
Then take my soul, my body, soul and all,
Before that England give the French the foil.

They depart

See, they forsake me! Now the time is come
That France must vail her lofty-plumed crest
And let her head fall into England's lap.
My ancient incantations are too weak,
And hell too strong for me to buckle with:
Now, France, thy glory droopeth to the dust.  

Exit
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SCENE [7]

Alarum and retreat. Enter CADE and all his rabblement

CADE
Up Fish Street! down Saint Magnus' Corner! Kill and knock down! throw them into Thames!

Sound a parley

What noise is this I hear? Dare any be so bold to sound retreat or parley, when I command them 
kill?

Enter BUCKINGHAM and CLIFFORD, attended

BUCKINGHAM
Ay, here they be that dare and will disturb thee:
Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king
Unto the commons whom thou hast misled;
And here pronounce free pardon to them all
That will forsake thee and go home in peace.

CLIFFORD
What say ye, countrymen? will ye relent,
And yield to mercy whilst 'tis offer'd you;
Or let a rebel lead you to your deaths?
Who loves the king and will embrace his pardon,
Fling up his cap, and say 'God save his majesty!'
Who hateth him and honours not his father,
Henry the Fifth, that made all France to quake,
Shake he his weapon at us and pass by.

ALL
God save the king! God save the king!

CADE
What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye so brave? And you, base peasants, do ye believe him? 
will you needs be hanged with your pardons about your necks? Hath my sword therefore broke 
through London gates, that you should leave me at the White Hart in Southwark? I thought ye 
would never have given out these arms till you had recovered your ancient freedom: but you are 
all recreants and dastards, and delight to live in slavery to the nobility. Let them break your backs 
with burthens, take your houses over your heads, ravish your wives and daughters before your 
faces: for me, I will make shift for one; and so, God's curse light upon you all!
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ALL
We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade!

CLIFFORD
Is Cade the son of Henry the Fifth,
That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him?
Will he conduct you through the heart of France,
And make the meanest of you earls and dukes?
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to;
Nor knows he how to live but by the spoil,
Unless by robbing of your friends and us.
Were't not a shame, that whilst you live at jar,
The fearful French, whom you late vanquished,
Should make a start o'er seas and vanquish you?
Methinks already in this civil broil
I see them lording it in London streets,
Crying 'Villiago!' unto all they meet.
Better ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman's mercy.
To France, to France, and get what you have lost;
Spare England, for it is your native coast;
Henry hath money, you are strong and manly;
God on our side, doubt not of victory.

ALL
A Clifford! a Clifford! we'll follow the king and Clifford.

CADE (aside)
Was ever feather so lightly blown to and fro as this multitude? The name of Henry the Fifth hales 
them to an hundred mischiefs, and makes them leave me desolate. I see them lay their heads 
together to surprise me. My sword make way for me, for here is no staying. In despite of the 
devils and hell, have through the very middest of you? and heavens and honour be witness, that 
no want of resolution in me, but only my followers' base and ignominious treasons, makes me 
betake me to my heels.

Exit

BUCKINGHAM
What, is he fled? Go some, and follow him;
And he that brings his head unto the king
Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. 
Exeunt some of them
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Follow me, soldiers: we'll devise a mean
To reconcile you all unto the king.
Exeunt
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SCENE [8]

The Governor and some Citizens on the walls; the English forces below, unseen.

KING HENRY V 
How yet resolves the governor of the town?
This is the latest parle we will admit;
Therefore to our best mercy give yourselves;
Or like to men proud of destruction
Defy us to our worst: for, as I am a soldier,
A name that in my thoughts becomes me best,
If I begin the battery once again,
I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur
Till in her ashes she lie buried.
The gates of mercy shall be all shut up,
And the flesh'd soldier, rough and hard of heart,
In liberty of bloody hand shall range
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 your 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 heady murder, spoil and villany.
If not, why, in a moment 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,
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Your naked infants spitted upon pikes,
Whiles the mad mothers with their howls confused
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 destroy'd?

GOVERNOR
Our expectation hath this day an end:
The Dauphin, whom of succors we entreated,
Returns us that his powers are yet not ready
To raise so great a siege. Therefore, great king,
We yield our town and lives to thy soft mercy.
Enter our gates; dispose of us and ours;
For we no longer are defensible.

KING HENRY V
Open your gates.



DOGS Edinburgh Revise

40

SCENE [9]

Alarum. Excursions. Enter PISTOL, French Soldier, and Boy

PISTOL
Yield, cur!

French Soldier
Je pense que vous etes gentilhomme de bonne qualite.

PISTOL
Qualtitie calmie custure me! Art thou a gentleman?
what is thy name? discuss.

French Soldier
O Seigneur Dieu!

PISTOL
O, Signieur Dew should be a gentleman:
Perpend my words, O Signieur Dew, and mark;
O Signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox,
Except, O signieur, thou do give to me
Egregious ransom.

French Soldier
O, prenez misericorde! ayez pitie de moi!

PISTOL
Moy shall not serve; I will have forty moys;
Or I will fetch thy rim out at thy throat
In drops of crimson blood.

French Soldier
Est-il impossible d'echapper la force de ton bras?

PISTOL
Brass, cur!
Thou damned and luxurious mountain goat,
Offer'st me brass?

French Soldier
O pardonnez moi!
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PISTOL
Say'st thou me so? is that a ton of moys?
Come hither, boy: ask me this slave in French
What is his name.

Boy
Ecoutez: comment etes-vous appele?

French Soldier
Monsieur le Fer.

Boy
He says his name is Master Fer.

PISTOL
Master Fer! I'll fer him, and firk him, and ferret him: discuss the same in French unto him.

Boy
I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and firk.

PISTOL
Bid him prepare; for I will cut his throat.

French Soldier
Que dit-il, monsieur?

Boy
Il me commande de vous dire que vous faites vous pret; car ce soldat ici est dispose tout a cette
heure de couper votre gorge.

PISTOL
Owy, cuppele gorge, permafoy,
Peasant, unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns;
Or mangled shalt thou be by this my sword.

French Soldier
O, je vous supplie, pour l'amour de Dieu, me pardonner! Je suis gentilhomme de bonne maison:
gardez ma vie, et je vous donnerai deux cents ecus.

PISTOL
What are his words?
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Boy
He prays you to save his life: he is a gentleman of a good house; and for his ransom he will give 
you two hundred crowns.

PISTOL
Tell him my fury shall abate, and I the crowns will take.

French Soldier
Petit monsieur, que dit-il?

Boy
Encore qu'il est contre son jurement de pardoner aucun prisonnier, neanmoins, pour les ecus que 
vous l'avez promis, il est content de vous donner la liberte, le franchisement.

French Soldier
Sur mes genoux je vous donne mille remercimens; et je m'estime heureux que je suis tombe entre 
les mains d'un chevalier, je pense, le plus brave, vaillant, et tres distingue seigneur d'Angleterre.

PISTOL
Expound unto me, boy.

Boy
He gives you, upon his knees, a thousand thanks; and he esteems himself happy that he hath 
fallen into the hands of one, as he thinks, the most brave, valorous, and thrice-worthy signieur of 
England.

PISTOL
As I suck blood, I will some mercy show.
Follow me!

Boy
Suivez-vous le grand capitaine.

Exeunt PISTOL, and French Soldier

I did never know so full a voice issue from so empty a heart: but the saying is true 'The empty
vessel makes the greatest sound.' Bardolph and Nym had ten times more valour than this roaring 
devil i' the old play, that every one may pare his nails with a wooden dagger; and they are both 
hanged; and so would this be, if he durst steal any thing adventurously. I must stay with the 
lackeys, with the luggage of our camp: the French might have a good prey of us, if he knew of it; 
for there is none to guard it but boys.
Exit
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SCENE [10]

Enter YORK, WARWICK, and others

YORK
Bring forth that sorceress condemn'd to burn.

Enter JOAN LA PUCELLE, guarded

JOAN LA PUCELLE
First, let me tell you whom you have condemn'd:
Not me begotten of a shepherd swain,
But issued from the progeny of kings;
Virtuous and holy; chosen from above,
By inspiration of celestial grace,
To work exceeding miracles on earth.
I never had to do with wicked spirits:
But you, that are polluted with your lusts,
Stain'd with the guiltless blood of innocents,
Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices,
Because you want the grace that others have,
You judge it straight a thing impossible
To compass wonders but by help of devils.
No, misconceived! Joan of Arc hath been
A virgin from her tender infancy,
Chaste and immaculate in very thought;
Whose maiden blood, thus rigorously effused,
Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven.

YORK
Ay, ay: away with her to execution!

WARWICK
And hark ye, sirs; because she is a maid,
Spare for no faggots, let there be enow:
Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake,
That so her torture may be shortened.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
Will nothing turn your unrelenting hearts?
Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity,
That warranteth by law to be thy privilege.
I am with child, ye bloody homicides:
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Murder not then the fruit within my womb,
Although ye hale me to a violent death.

YORK
Now heaven forfend! the holy maid with child!

WARWICK
The greatest miracle that e'er ye wrought:
Is all your strict preciseness come to this?

YORK
She and the Dauphin have been juggling:
I did imagine what would be her refuge.

WARWICK
Well, go to; we'll have no bastards live;
Especially since Charles must father it.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
You are deceived; my child is none of his:
It was Alencon that enjoy'd my love.

YORK
Alencon! that notorious Machiavel!
It dies, an if it had a thousand lives.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
O, give me leave, I have deluded you:
'Twas neither Charles nor yet the duke I named,
But Reignier, king of Naples, that prevail'd.

WARWICK
A married man! that's most intolerable.

YORK
Why, here's a girl! I think she knows not well,
There were so many, whom she may accuse.

WARWICK
It's sign she hath been liberal and free.

YORK
And yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure.
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Strumpet, thy words condemn thy brat and thee:
Use no entreaty, for it is in vain.

JOAN LA PUCELLE
Then lead me hence; with whom I leave my curse:
May never glorious sun reflex his beams
Upon the country where you make abode;
But darkness and the gloomy shade of death
Environ you, till mischief and despair
Drive you to break your necks or hang yourselves!

Exit, guarded

YORK
Break thou in pieces and consume to ashes,
Thou foul accursed minister of hell!

Exeunt.
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SCENE [11]

Enter CADE

CADE
Fie on ambition! fie on myself, that have a sword, and yet am ready to famish! These five days 
have I hid me in these woods and durst not peep out, for all the country is laid for me; but now 
am I so hungry that if I might have a lease of my life for a thousand years I could stay no longer. 
Wherefore, on a brick wall have I climbed into this garden, to see if I can eat grass, or pick a 
sallet another while, which is not amiss to cool a man's stomach this hot weather. And I think this 
word 'sallet' was born to do me good: for many a time, but for a sallet, my brainpan had been 
cleft with a brown bill; and many a time, when I have been dry and bravely marching, it hath 
served me instead of a quart pot to drink in; and now the word 'sallet' must serve me to feed on.

Enter IDEN

IDEN
Lord, who would live turmoiled in the court,
And may enjoy such quiet walks as these?
This small inheritance my father left me
Contenteth me, and worth a monarchy.
I seek not to wax great by others' waning,
Or gather wealth, I care not, with what envy:
Sufficeth that I have maintains my state
And sends the poor well pleased from my gate.

CADE
Here's the lord of the soil come to seize me for a stray, for entering his fee-simple without leave.
Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me, and get a thousand crowns of the king carrying my head to him: 
but I'll make thee eat iron like an ostrich, and swallow my sword like a great pin, ere thou and I 
part.

IDEN
Why, rude companion, whatsoe'er thou be,
I know thee not; why, then, should I betray thee?
Is't not enough to break into my garden,
And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds,
Climbing my walls in spite of me the owner,
But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms?

CADE
Brave thee! ay, by the best blood that ever was broached, and beard thee too. Look on me well: I
have eat no meat these five days; yet, come thou and thy five men, and if I do not leave you all as 
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dead as a doornail, I pray God I may never eat grass more.

IDEN
Nay, it shall ne'er be said, while England stands,
That Alexander Iden, an esquire of Kent,
Took odds to combat a poor famish'd man.
Oppose thy steadfast-gazing eyes to mine,
See if thou canst outface me with thy looks:
Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser;
Thy hand is but a finger to my fist,
Thy leg a stick compared with this truncheon;
My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast;
And if mine arm be heaved in the air,
Thy grave is digg'd already in the earth.
As for words, whose greatness answers words,
Let this my sword report what speech forbears.

CADE
By my valour, the most complete champion that ever I heard! Steel, if thou turn the edge, or cut 
not out the burly-boned clown in chines of beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, I beseech God on 
my knees thou mayst be turned to hobnails.

Here they fight. CADE falls

O, I am slain! famine and no other hath slain me: let ten thousand devils come against me, and 
give me but the ten meals I have lost, and I'll defy them all. Wither, garden; and be henceforth a
burying-place to all that do dwell in this house, because the unconquered soul of Cade is fled.

IDEN
Is't Cade that I have slain, that monstrous traitor?
Sword, I will hollow thee for this thy deed,
And hang thee o'er my tomb when I am dead:
Ne'er shall this blood be wiped from thy point;
But thou shalt wear it as a herald's coat,
To emblaze the honour that thy master got.

CADE
Iden, farewell, and be proud of thy victory. Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her best man, and 
exhort all the world to be cowards; for I, that never feared any, am vanquished by famine, not by 
valour.

Dies
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SCENE [12]

Enter FLUELLEN and GOWER, PISTOL holding LE FER prisoner.

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 offer't; in your conscience, now, is it not?

GOWER
'Tis certain there's not a boy left alive; and the cowardly rascals that ran from the battle ha' done
this slaughter: besides, they have burned and carried away all that was in the king's tent; 
wherefore the king, most worthily, hath caused every soldier to cut his prisoner's throat. O, 'tis a
gallant king!

Exit FLUELLEN and GOWER. PISTOL shoots LE FER dead.

PISTOL
Doth Fortune play the huswife with me now?
News have I, that my Nell is dead i' the spital
Of malady of France;
And there my rendezvous is quite cut off.
Old I do wax; and from my weary limbs
Honour is cudgelled. Well, bawd I'll turn,
And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand.
To England will I steal, and there I'll steal:
And patches will I get unto these cudgell'd scars,
And swear I got them in the Gallia wars.
Exit
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EPILOGUE

Alarum. Enter KING HENRY VI alone

KING HENRY VI
This battle fares like to the morning's war,
When dying clouds contend with growing light,
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails,
Can neither call it perfect day nor night.
Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea
Forced by the tide to combat with the wind;
Now sways it that way, like the selfsame sea
Forced to retire by fury of the wind:
Sometime the flood prevails, and then the wind;
Now one the better, then another best;
Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast,
Yet neither conqueror nor conquered:
So is the equal poise of this fell war.
Here on this molehill will I sit me down.
To whom God will, there be the victory!

Alarum. Enter a Son that has killed his father, dragging in the dead body

Son
Ill blows the wind that profits nobody.
This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight,
May be possessed with some store of crowns;
And I, that haply take them from him now,
May yet ere night yield both my life and them
To some man else, as this dead man doth me.
Who's this? O God! it is my father's face,
Whom in this conflict I unwares have kill'd.
O heavy times, begetting such events!
From London by the king was I press'd forth;
My father, being the Earl of Warwick's man,
Came on the part of York, press'd by his master;
And I, who at his hands received my life, him
Have by my hands of life bereaved him.
Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did!
And pardon, father, for I knew not thee!
My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks;
And no more words till they have flow'd their fill.
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KING HENRY VI
O piteous spectacle! O bloody times!
Whiles lions war and battle for their dens,
Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity.
Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear;
And let our hearts and eyes, like civil war,
Be blind with tears, and break o'ercharged with grief.

Enter a Father that has killed his son, bringing in the body

Father
Thou that so stoutly hast resisted me,
Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold:
For I have bought it with an hundred blows.
But let me see: is this our foeman's face?
Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son!
Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee,
Throw up thine eye! see, see what showers arise,
Blown with the windy tempest of my heart,
Upon thy words, that kill mine eye and heart!
O, pity, God, this miserable age!
What stratagems, how fell, how butcherly,
Erroneous, mutinous and unnatural,
This deadly quarrel daily doth beget!
O boy, thy father gave thee life too soon,
And hath bereft thee of thy life too late!

KING HENRY VI
Woe above woe! grief more than common grief!
O that my death would stay these ruthful deeds!
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity!
The red rose and the white are on his face,
The fatal colours of our striving houses:
The one his purple blood right well resembles;
The other his pale cheeks, methinks, presenteth:
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish;
If you contend, a thousand lives must wither.

Son
How will my mother for a father's death
Take on with me and ne'er be satisfied!
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Father
How will my wife for slaughter of my son
Shed seas of tears and ne'er be satisfied!

KING HENRY VI
How will the country for these woeful chances
Misthink the king and not be satisfied!

Son
Was ever son so rued a father's death?

Father
Was ever father so bemoan'd his son?

KING HENRY VI
Was ever king so grieved for subjects' woe?
Much is your sorrow; mine ten times so much.

Son
I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill.

Exit with the body

Father
These arms of mine shall be thy winding-sheet;
My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre,
For from my heart thine image ne'er shall go;
My sighing breast shall be thy funeral bell;
And so obsequious will thy father be,
Even for the loss of thee, having no more,
As Priam was for all his valiant sons.
I'll bear thee hence; and let them fight that will,
For I have murdered where I should not kill.

Exit with the body

KING HENRY VI
Sad-hearted men, much overgone with care,
Here sits a king more woful than you are.

Enter the following, severally.

FIRST GHOST
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Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow!
Think, how thou stab'dst me in my prime of youth
At Tewksbury: despair, therefore, and die!

SECOND GHOST
When I was mortal, my anointed body
By thee was punched full of deadly holes
Think on the Tower and me: despair, and die!

THIRD GHOST
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die!--

FOURTH GHOST
Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow,

FIFTH GHOST
Let fall thy lance: despair, and die!

SIXTH GHOST
Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake,
And in a bloody battle end thy days!

GHOSTS OF BOYS
Let us be led within thy bosom, 
And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death!
Despair and die!

SEVENTH GHOST
To-morrow in the battle think on me,
And fall thy edgeless sword: despair, and die!

EIGHTH GHOST
Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death:
Fainting, despair; despairing, yield thy breath!

Exit the King.

FIRST SOLDIER
Shame and confusion! all is on the rout;
Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds
Where it should guard. O war, thou son of hell,
Whom angry heavens do make their minister
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Throw in the frozen bosoms of our part
Hot coals of vengeance! Let no soldier fly.
He that is truly dedicate to war
Hath no self-love, nor he that loves himself
Hath not essentially but by circumstance
The name of valour.
O, let the vile world end,
And the premised flames of the last day
Knit earth and heaven together!
Now let the general trumpet blow his blast,
Particularities and petty sounds
To cease! 

SECOND SOLDIER
The bay-trees in our country are all wither’d,
And meteors fright the fixed stars of heaven,
The pale-fac’d moon looks bloody on the earth,
And lean-look’d prophets whisper fearful change.

PISTOL
‘Where is the life that late I led?” say they.
Why, here it is, welcome these pleasant days! 

THIRD SOLDIER
No matter where – of comfort no man speak:
Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs,
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth.
Let’s choose executors and talk of wills;
And yet not so, for what can we bequeath
Save our deposed bodies to the ground?
Nothing can we call our own but death,
And that small model of the barren earth
Which serves as paste and cover to our bones. 


