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ACT 1 

Scene 2 
Enter Prince of Wales, and Sir John Falstaff. 
[And Mistress Quickly and Doll] 

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

PRINCE 
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, 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. 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 
What, none? 

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

PRINCE 
Well, how then? Come, roundly, roundly. 

FALSTAFF 
Marry then, sweet wag, I prithee, shall there be gallows standing in England 
when thou art king? Do not when thou art king, hang a thief. 

PRINCE 
No, thou shalt. 

FALSTAFF   
Shall I? O rare! By the Lord, I’ll be a brave judge. 

PRINCE   
Thou judgest false already. I mean thou shalt have the hanging of the thieves, 
and so become a rare hangman. 

FALSTAFF   
Well, Hal, well, and in some sort it jumps with my humor as well as waiting in 
the court, I can tell you. O, thou art indeed able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast 
done much harm upon me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, 
Hal, I knew nothing, and now am I, if a man should speak truly, little better 
than one of the wicked. I must give over this life, and I will give it over. By the 
Lord, an I do not, I am a villain. 
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PRINCE   
Where shall we take a purse tomorrow, Jack? 

FALSTAFF   
Wherever you’ll have it, lad. I’ll make one. An I do not, call me villain and 
baffle me. 

PRINCE   
I see a good amendment of life in thee, from praying to purse-taking. 

FALSTAFF  
Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal. ’Tis no sin for a man to labor in his vocation. 

Enter Poins. 

Poins! 

PRINCE   
Good morrow, Ned. 

POINS   
Good morrow, sweet Hal. My lads, my lads, tomorrow morning, by four o’clock 
early at Gad’s Hill, there are pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich offerings, 
and traders riding to London with fat purses. If you will go, I will stuff your 
purses full of crowns. If you will not, tarry at home and be hanged. 

FALSTAFF   
Hal, wilt thou make one? 

PRINCE   
Who, I rob? I a thief? No, by my faith. 

FALSTAFF   
By the Lord, I’ll be a traitor then when thou art king. 

PRINCE   
I care not. 

POINS   
Sir John, I prithee leave the Prince and me alone. I will lay him down such 
reasons for this adventure that he shall go. 

FALSTAFF   
Well, God give thee the spirit of persuasion. Farewell. You shall find me in 
Eastcheap. 

PRINCE  Farewell, thou latter spring. Farewell, Allhallown summer. 

Falstaff exits. 

POINS   
Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride with us tomorrow. I have a jest to 
execute that I cannot manage alone. Falstaff, Peto, and Bardolph shall rob 
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those men that we have already waylaid. Yourself and I will not be there. And 
when they have the booty, if you and I do not rob them, cut this head off from 
my shoulders. The virtue of this jest will be the incomprehensible lies that this 
same fat rogue will tell us when we meet at supper. 

PRINCE   
Well, I’ll go with thee. Provide us all things necessary and meet me tomorrow 
night in Eastcheap. Farewell. 

POINS   
Farewell, my lord. 

Poins exits. 

PRINCE 
I know you all, and will awhile uphold 
The unyoked humor of your idleness. 
Yet herein will I imitate the sun, 
Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up his beauty from the world, 
That, when he please again to be himself, 
Being wanted, he may be more wondered at 
By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapors that did seem to strangle him. 
If all the year were playing holidays, 
To sport would be as tedious as to work, 
But when they seldom come, they wished-for come, 
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 
So when this loose behavior I throw off 
And pay the debt I never promisèd, 
By how much better than my word I am, 
By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes; 
And, like bright metal on a sullen ground, 
My reformation, glitt’ring o’er my fault, 
Shall show more goodly and attract more eyes 
Than that which hath no foil to set it off. 
I’ll so offend to make offense a skill, 
Redeeming time when men think least I will. 
He exits. 

Scene 3 

Enter the King, Lord John of Lancaster and the Earl of Westmoreland, Sir John 
Blunt, with Gloucester and Clarence. 

KING 
So shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Find we a time for frighted peace to pant 
And breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenced in strands afar remote. 
As far as to the sepulcher of Christ 
We are impressèd and engaged to fight. 
But this our purpose now is twelve month old, 
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And bootless ’tis to tell you we will go. 
Therefore we meet not now. Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 
What yesternight our council did decree. 

WESTMORELAND 
My liege, this haste was hot in question, 
And many limits of the charge set down 
But yesternight, when all athwart there came 
A post from Wales loaden with heavy news, 
Whose worst was that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 
Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, 
A thousand of his people butcherèd. 

KING 
It seems then that the tidings of this broil 
Brake off our business for the Holy Land. 

WESTMORELAND 
This matched with other did, my gracious lord. 
For more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the north, and thus it did import: 
On Holy-rood Day the gallant Hotspur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and the Earl of Douglas, 
That ever valiant and approvèd Scot, 
At Holmedon met, where they did spend 
A sad and bloody hour. 

KING 
Here is a dear, a true-industrious friend, 
Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse, 
And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news. 
The Earl of Douglas is discomfited; 
Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty knights, 
Balked in their own blood, did Sir Walter see 
On Holmedon’s plains. Of prisoners Hotspur took 
Mordake, Earl of Fife and eldest son 
To beaten Douglas, and the Earl of Atholl, 
Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith. 
And is not this an honorable spoil? 

WESTMORELAND 
In faith, it is a conquest for a prince to boast of. 

KING 
Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, and mak’st me sin 
In envy that my Lord Northumberland 
Should be the father to so blest a son; 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 
See riot and dishonor stain the brow 
Of my young Harry.  
But let him from my thoughts. What think you, coz, 
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Of this young Percy’s pride? The prisoners 
Which he in this adventure hath surprised 
To his own use he keeps, and sends me word 
I shall have none but Mordake, Earl of Fife. 

WESTMORELAND 
This is his uncle’s teaching. This is Worcester, 
Malevolent to you in all aspects. 

KING 
But I have sent for him to answer this, 
With Harry Percy and Northumberland. 
They are without; good Blunt, call them to me. 

Enter Northumberland, Worcester, Hotspur 

KING, to Northumberland, Worcester, and Hotspur 
My blood hath been too cold and temperate, 
Unapt to stir at these indignities, 
And you have found me, for accordingly 
You tread upon my patience. But be sure 
I will from henceforth rather be myself, 
Mighty and to be feared. 

WORCESTER 
Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves 
The scourge of greatness to be used on it, 
And that same greatness too which our own hands 
Have holp to make so portly. 

NORTHUMBERLAND  My lord— 

KING 
Worcester, get thee gone, for I do see 
Danger and disobedience in thine eye. 
You have good leave to leave us. When we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. 
Worcester exits. 
You were about to speak. 

NORTHUMBERLAND 
    Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your Highness’ name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 
Were, as he says, not with such strength denied 
As is delivered to your Majesty. 

HOTSPUR 
My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 
But I remember, when the fight was done, 
Came there a certain lord, neat and trimly dressed. 
With many holiday and lady terms 
He questioned me, amongst the rest demanded 
My prisoners in your Majesty’s behalf. 
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I then, all smarting with my wounds being cold, 
To be so pestered with a popinjay, 
Out of my grief and my impatience 
Answered neglectingly I know not what— 
And I beseech you, let not his report 
Come current for an accusation 
Betwixt my love and your high Majesty. 

BLUNT 
The circumstance considered, good my lord, 
Whate’er Lord Harry Percy then had said 
May reasonably die and never rise 
To do him wrong, so he unsay it now. 

KING 
Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners, 
But with proviso and exception 
That we at our own charge shall ransom straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer, 
Who, on my soul, hath willfully betrayed 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against that great magician, damned Glendower, 
Whose daughter, as we hear, that Mortimer, 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then 
Be emptied to redeem a traitor home? 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve, 
For I shall never hold that man my friend 
Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransom home revolted Mortimer. 

HOTSPUR   
    Revolted Mortimer! 

He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 
But by the chance of war.  

KING 
   Sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer. 
Send me your prisoners with the speediest means, 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 
As will displease you. 

King exits with Blunt and others. 

Enter Worcester. 

HOTSPUR  Speak of Mortimer? 
Zounds, I will speak of him, and let my soul 
Want mercy if I do not join with him. 
Yea, on his part I’ll empty all these veins 
And shed my dear blood drop by drop in the dust. 

NORTHUMBERLAND 
Brother, the King hath made your nephew mad. 
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WORCESTER 
Who struck this heat up after I was gone? 

HOTSPUR 
He will forsooth have all my prisoners, 
And when I urged the ransom once again 
Of my wife’s brother, then his cheek looked pale, 
And on my face he turned an eye of death, 
Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

WORCESTER 
I cannot blame him. Was not Mortimer proclaimed 
By Richard, that dead is, the next of blood? 

NORTHUMBERLAND 
He was; I heard the proclamation. 

WORCESTER 
And for Richard’s death we in the world’s wide mouth 
Live scandalized and foully spoken of. 

HOTSPUR 
But soft, I pray you. Did King Richard then 
Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer 
Heir to the crown? 

NORTHUMBERLAND 
   He did; myself did hear it. 

HOTSPUR 
Nay then, I cannot blame his cousin king 
That wished him on the barren mountains starve. 
But shall it be that you that set the crownUpon the head of this forgetful man 
And for his sake wear the detested blot 
Of murderous subornation— 
Shall it for shame be spoken in these days, 
Or fill up chronicles in time to come, 
That men of your nobility and power 
Did gage them both in an unjust behalf 
(As both of you, God pardon it, have done) 
To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 
And plant this thorn, this canker, Henry? 
And shall it in more shame be further spoken 
That you are fooled, discarded, and shook off 
By him for whom these shames you underwent? 
No, yet time serves wherein you may redeem 
Your banished honors and restore yourselves 
Into the good thoughts of the world again, 
Revenge the jeering and disdained contempt 
Of this proud king, who studies day and night 
To answer all the debt he owes to you 
Even with the bloody payment of your deaths. 
Therefore I say— 
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WORCESTER 
Good cousin, give me audience for a while. 

HOTSPUR 
I cry you mercy. 

WORCESTER  
      Those same noble Scots 

That are your prisoners— 

HOTSPUR   
    I’ll keep them all. 

WORCESTER   
Those prisoners you shall keep— 

HOTSPUR  
     Nay, I will. 

He said he would not ransom Mortimer, 
Forbade my tongue to speak of Mortimer. 
But I will find him when he lies asleep, 
And in his ear I’ll hollo “Mortimer.” 
Nay, I’ll have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but “Mortimer,” and give it him 
To keep his anger still in motion. 

WORCESTER 
Farewell, kinsman. I’ll talk to you 
When you are better tempered to attend. 

HOTSPUR   
Good uncle, tell your tale. I have done. 

WORCESTER 
Nay, if you have not, to it again. 
We will stay your leisure. 

HOTSPUR 
     I have done, i’ faith. 

WORCESTER 
Then once more to your Scottish prisoners: 
Deliver them up without their ransom straight, 
And make the Douglas’ son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland.—You, my lord, 
Your son in Scotland being thus employed, 
Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate well beloved, 
The Archbishop. 

HOTSPUR 
    Of York, is it not? 

  8



WORCESTER 
     True, who bears hard 

His brother’s death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop. 

HOTSPUR 
And then the power of Scotland and of York 
To join with Mortimer, ha? 

WORCESTER   
    And so they shall. 

The King will always think him in our debt, 
And think we think ourselves unsatisfied. 
And see already how he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 

HOTSPUR 
He does, he does. We’ll be revenged on him. 

WORCESTER 
Cousin, farewell. No further go in this 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 

NORTHUMBERLAND 
Farewell, good brother. We shall thrive, I trust. 

HOTSPUR 
Uncle, adieu. O, let the hours be short 
Till fields and blows and groans applaud our sport. 

They exit. 

ACT 2 

Scene 2 
Enter Prince, Poins  

POINS   
Come, shelter, shelter! I have removed Falstaff’s horse, and he frets like a 
gummed velvet. 

PRINCE   
Stand close.  

Poins exits. 
Enter Falstaff. 

FALSTAFF   
Poins! Poins, and be hanged! Poins! 

PRINCE   
Peace, you fat-kidneyed rascal. What a brawling dost thou keep! 

FALSTAFF   
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Where’s Poins, Hal? 

PRINCE   
She is walked up to the top of the hill. I’ll go seek her. 

Prince exits. 

FALSTAFF   
I am accursed to rob in that thief’s company. The rascal hath removed my horse 
and tied him I know not where. A plague upon it when thieves cannot be true 
one to another! A plague upon you all! 

Enter the Prince, Poins, and Bardolph. 

Give me my horse, you rogues. Give me my horse and be hanged! 

PRINCE 
Peace, you fat guts! 

FALSTAFF   
Hang thyself in thine own heir-apparent garters!  

Enter Peto. 

PETO 
Stand. 

FALSTAFF 
So I do, against my will. 

BARDOLPH   
What news? 

PETO 
Case you, case you. On with your vizards. There’s money of the King’s coming 
down the hill. 

PRINCE   
Sirs, you three shall front them in the narrow lane. Ned Poins and I will walk 
lower. If they ’scape from your encounter, then they light on us. 

POINS   
Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the hedge. When thou need’st him, there 
thou shalt find him. Farewell and stand fast. 

The Prince and Poins exit. 

FALSTAFF  Now, my masters, every man to his business. 

They step aside. 
Enter the Travelers. 

THIEVES, advancing   
Stand! 

  10



FALSTAFF   
Strike! Down with them! Cut the villains’ throats! Ah, whoreson caterpillars, 
bacon-fed knaves. They hate us youth! Down with them! Fleece them! 

Here they rob them and bind them. 
Enter the Prince and Poins, disguised. 

FALSTAFF   
Come, my masters, let us share, and then to horse before day. An the Prince 
and Poins be not two arrant cowards, there’s no equity stirring. There’s no 
more valor in that Poins than in a wild duck. 

As they are sharing, the Prince and Poins set upon them. 

PRINCE  
Your money! 

POINS  
Villains! 

They all run away, and Falstaff, after a blow or two, runs away too, leaving 
the booty behind them. 

PRINCE 
Got with much ease. Now merrily to horse. 

POINS  How the fat rogue roared! 

They exit. 

Scene 3 
Enter Hotspur alone, reading a letter. 

HOTSPUR  
The purpose you undertake is dangerous, the friends you have named 
uncertain, the time itself unsorted, and your whole plot too light for the 
counterpoise of so great an opposition. Say you so, say you so? I say unto 
you again, you are a shallow, cowardly 

hind, and you lie. By the Lord, our plot is a good plot as ever was laid, our 
friends true and constant. Is there not my father, my  uncle, and myself, Lord 
Edmund Mortimer, my Lord of York, and Owen Glendower? Is there not besides 
the Douglas? Have I not all their letters to meet me in arms by the ninth of the 
next month. Ha, you shall see now, in very sincerity of fear and cold heart, will 
he to the King and lay open all our proceedings. Hang him, let him tell the 
King. We are prepared. I will set forward tonight. 

Enter his Lady. 

How now, Kate? I must leave you within these two hours. 

LADY PERCY 
O my good lord, why are you thus alone? 
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For what offense have I this fortnight been 
A banished woman from my Harry’s bed? 
Tell me, sweet lord, what is ’t that takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep? 
In thy faint slumbers I by thee have watched, 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars, 
Cry “Courage! To the field!” And thou hast talked 
Of prisoners’ ransom, and of soldiers slain, 
And all the currents of a heady fight. 
Some heavy business hath my lord in hand, 
And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

HOTSPUR 
What, ho! 

LADY PERCY  
But hear you, my lord. 

HOTSPUR   
What say’st thou, my lady? 

LADY PERCY   
What is it carries you away? 

HOTSPUR   
Why, my horse, my love, my horse. 

LADY PERCY  Out, you mad-headed ape! 
I’ll know your business, Harry, that I will. 
I fear my brother Mortimer doth stir 
About his title, and hath sent for you 
To line his enterprise; but if you go— 

HOTSPUR 
So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 

LADY PERCY 
In faith, I’ll break thy little finger, Harry, 
An if thou wilt not tell me all things true. 

HOTSPUR  Away! 
Away, you trifler. Love, I love thee not. 
I care not for thee, Kate. 
We must have bloody noses and cracked crowns, 
And pass them current too.—Gods me, my horse!— 
What say’st thou, Kate? What wouldst thou have with me? 

LADY PERCY 
Do you not love me? Do you not indeed? 
Well, do not then, for since you love me not, 
I will not love myself. Do you not love me? 

HOTSPUR  Come, wilt thou see me ride? 
And when I am a-horseback I will swear 
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I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate, 
I must not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout. 
Whither I must, I must. But hark you, Kate, 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too. 
Today will I set forth, tomorrow you. 
Will this content you, Kate? 

LADY PERCY  It must, of force. 

They exit. 

Scene 4 
Enter Prince and Poins. 
Enter Falstaff, Peto, Bardolph [and Doll] 

POINS   
Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou been? 

FALSTAFF  
A plague of all cowards, I say, and a vengeance too! Marry and amen!—Give me 
a cup of sack, boy. Go thy ways, old Jack. Die when thou wilt. There lives not 
three good men unhanged in England, and one of them is fat and grows old, 
God help the while. A bad world, I say. 

PRINCE   
How now, woolsack, what mutter you? 

FALSTAFF   
A king’s son! You, Prince of Wales! Are not you a coward? Answer me to that—
and Poins there? 

POINS   
Zounds, you fat paunch, an you call me coward, by the Lord, I’ll stab thee. 

PRINCE   
What’s the matter? 

FALSTAFF   
What’s the matter? There be three of us here have ta’en a thousand pound this 
day morning. 

PRINCE   
Where is it, Jack, where is it? 

FALSTAFF   
Where is it? Taken from us it is. A hundred upon poor three of us. 

PRINCE   
What, a hundred, man? 

FALSTAFF   
I am a rogue if I were not at half-sword with a dozen of them two hours 
together. I have ’scaped by miracle.   
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PRINCE   
Speak, sirs, how was it? 

BARDOLPH   
We three set upon some dozen. 

FALSTAFF   
Sixteen at least, my lord. 

BARDOLPH   
And bound them. 

PETO   
No, no, they were not bound. 

FALSTAFF   
You rogue, they were bound, every man of them. 

BARDOLPH   
As we were sharing, some six or seven fresh men set upon us. 

FALSTAFF   
And unbound the rest, and then come in the other. 

PRINCE   
What, fought you with them all? 

FALSTAFF   
All? I know not what you call all, but if I fought not with fifty of them I am a 
bunch of radish. 

PRINCE  Pray God you have not murdered some of them. 

FALSTAFF   
Nay, that’s past praying for. I have peppered two of them. Two I am sure I have 
paid, two rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee what, Hal, if I tell thee a lie, spit 
in my face, call me horse. Here I lay, and thus I bore my point. Four rogues in 
buckram let drive at me. 

PRINCE   
What, four? Thou said’st but two even now. 

FALSTAFF   
Four, Hal, I told thee four. 

POINS   
Ay, ay, he said four. 

FALSTAFF   
These four came all afront, and mainly thrust at me. I made me no more ado, 
but took all their seven points in my target, thus. 

PRINCE   
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Seven? Why there were but four even now. 

FALSTAFF   
Seven by these hilts, or I am a villain else. 

POINS   
Prithee, let him alone. We shall have more anon. 

FALSTAFF   
Dost thou hear me, Hal? 

PRINCE   
Ay, and mark thee too, Jack. 

FALSTAFF   
Do so, for it is worth the listening to. These nine in buckram that I told thee of
— 

PRINCE   
So, two more already. 

FALSTAFF   
Their points being broken began to give me ground, but I followed me close, 
came in foot and hand, and, with a thought, seven of the eleven I paid. 

PRINCE   
O monstrous! Eleven buckram men grown out of two! These lies are like their 
father that begets them, gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, thou 
claybrained guts, thou knotty-pated fool, thou whoreson, obscene, greasy 
tallow-catch— 

FALSTAFF   
What, art thou mad? Art thou mad? Is not the truth the truth? 

PRINCE   
I’ll be no longer guilty of this sin. This sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this 
horse-backbreaker, this huge hill of flesh— 

FALSTAFF  
 ’Sblood, you starveling, you elfskin, you dried neat’s tongue, you bull’s pizzle, 
you stockfish! O, for breath to utter what is like thee!  

PRINCE   
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. 

PRINCE   
We two saw you three set on four, and bound them and were masters of their 
wealth. Then did we two set on you three and, with a word, outfaced you from 
your prize. And, Falstaff, you carried your guts away as nimbly, with as quick 
dexterity, and roared for mercy, and still run and roared, as ever I heard bull-
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calf. What trick, what device, what starting-hole canst thou now find out to 
hide thee from this open and apparent shame? 

POINS   
Come, let’s hear, Jack. What trick hast thou now? 

FALSTAFF  
By the Lord, I knew you as well as he that made you. Why, hear you, my 
masters, was it for me to kill the heir apparent? Should I turn upon the true 
prince? Why, thou knowest I am as valiant as Hercules, but beware instinct. The 
lion will not touch the true prince. Instinct is a great matter. I was now a 
coward on instinct. But, by the Lord, lads, I am glad you have the money. 

Enter Hostess. 

HOSTESS  
Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the court at door would speak with you. 
He says he comes from your father. 

FALSTAFF   
Shall I give him his answer? 

PRINCE   
Prithee do, Jack. 

FALSTAFF  
Faith, and I’ll send him packing. He exits. 

PRINCE   
Now, sirs. By ’r Lady, you fought fair, Peto.—So did you, Bardolph.— You are 
lions too. You ran away upon instinct. You will not touch the true prince. No, 
fie! 

BARDOLPH   
Faith, I ran when I saw others run. 

Enter Falstaff. 

FALSTAFF   
There’s villainous news abroad. You must to the court in the morning. That 
same mad fellow of the north, Percy, and he of Wales that swore the devil his 
true liegeman upon the cross of a Welsh hook—what a plague call you him? 

POINS   
Owen Glendower. 

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

PRINCE   
He that rides at high speed, and with his pistol kills a sparrow flying. 
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FALSTAFF   
Well, he is there too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue-caps more. 
Worcester is stolen away tonight. Thy father’s beard is turned white with 
the news. You may buy land now as cheap as stinking mackerel. Tell me, 
Hal, art not thou horrible afeard? Thou being heir apparent, could the world 
pick thee out three such enemies again as that fiend Douglas, that spirit 
Percy, and that devil Glendower? Art thou not horribly afraid? Doth not thy 
blood thrill at it? 

PRINCE   
Not a whit, i’ faith. I lack some of thy instinct. 

FALSTAFF   
Well, thou wilt be horribly chid tomorrow when thou comest to thy father. If 
thou love me, practice an answer. 

PRINCE   
Do thou stand for my father and examine me upon the particulars of my life. 

FALSTAFF   
Shall I? Content. He sits down. This chair shall be my state, this dagger my 
scepter, and this cushion my crown.  

PRINCE, bowing   
Well, here is my leg. 

FALSTAFF   
And here is my speech. As King. Stand aside, nobility. 

HOSTESS  O Jesu, this is excellent sport, i’ faith! 

FALSTAFF, as King 
Weep not, sweet queen, for trickling tears are vain. Harry, I do not only marvel 
where thou spendest thy time, but also how thou art accompanied. And yet 
there is a virtuous man whom I have often noted in thy company, but I know 
not his name. 

PRINCE  What manner of man, an it like your Majesty? 

FALSTAFF, as King   
A goodly portly man, i’ faith, and a corpulent; of a cheerful look, a pleasing 
eye, and a most noble carriage; and now I remember me, his name is Falstaff. 
There is virtue in that Falstaff; him keep with, the rest banish. And tell me 
now, thou naughty varlet, tell me where hast thou been this month? 

PRINCE   
Dost thou speak like a king? Do thou stand for me, and I’ll play my father. 

FALSTAFF, rising   
Depose me? If thou dost it half so gravely, so majestically, both in word and 
matter, hang me up by the heels for a rabbit-sucker. 

PRINCE, sitting down   
Well, here I am set. 
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FALSTAFF   
And here I stand.—Judge, my masters. 

PRINCE, as King   
Now, Harry, whence come you? 

FALSTAFF, as Prince   
My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

PRINCE, as King   
The complaints I hear of thee are grievous. 

FALSTAFF, as Prince   
’Sblood, my lord, they are false. 

PRINCE, as King   
Swearest thou? Ungracious boy, henceforth ne’er look on me. Thou art violently 
carried away from grace. There is a devil haunts thee in the likeness of an old 
fat man. Why dost thou converse with that trunk of humors, that bolting-hutch 
of beastliness, that stuffed cloakbag of guts, that reverend Vice? Wherein is he 
good, but to taste sack and drink it? Wherein cunning but in craft? Wherein 
crafty but in villainy? Wherein villainous but in all things? Wherein worthy but 
in nothing? 

FALSTAFF, as Prince   
I would your Grace would take me with you. Whom means your Grace? 

PRINCE, as King   
That villainous abominable misleader of youth, Falstaff, that old white-bearded 
Satan. 

FALSTAFF, as Prince   
My lord, the man I know. 

PRINCE, as King   
I know thou dost. 

FALSTAFF, as Prince   
But to say I know more harm in him than in myself were to say more than I 
know. If sack and sugar be a fault, God help the wicked. If to be old and merry 
be a sin, then many an old host that I know is damned. If to be fat be to be 
hated, then Pharaoh’s lean kine are to be loved. No, my good lord, banish Peto, 
banish Bardolph, banish Poins, but for sweet Jack Falstaff, kind Jack Falstaff, 
true Jack Falstaff, valiant Jack Falstaff, and therefore more valiant being as he 
is old Jack Falstaff, banish not him thy Harry’s company, banish not him thy 
Harry’s company. Banish plump Jack, and banish all the world. 

PRINCE   
I do, I will. 

A loud knocking, and Bardolph, Hostess, exit. 

Enter Bardolph running. 
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BARDOLPH   
O my lord, my lord, the Lord Chief Justice with a most monstrous watch is at 
the door. 

FALSTAFF   
Out, you rogue.—Play out the play. I have much to say in the behalf of that 
Falstaff. 

Enter the Hostess. 

HOSTESS   
O Jesu, my lord, my lord— 

PRINCE   
What’s the matter? 

HOSTESS   
The Lord Chief Justice and all the watch are at the door. They are come to 
search the house. Shall I let them in? 

FALSTAFF   
Dost thou hear, Hal? Never call a true piece of gold a counterfeit. Thou art 
essentially made without seeming so. 

PRINCE   
And thou a natural coward without instinct. Go hide thee behind the arras. 

Falstaff  hides. 

Call in the Lord Chief Justice. 

All but the Prince and Peto exit. 
Enter Lord Chief Justice 

PRINCE 
Now, sir, what is your will with me? 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE 
First pardon me, my lord. A hue and cry 
Hath followed certain men unto this house. 

PRINCE   
What men? 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE 
One of them is well known, my gracious lord. 
A gross fat man. 

BARDOLPH 
  As fat as butter. 

PRINCE 
The man I do assure you is not here, 
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For I myself at this time have employed him. 
And so let me entreat you leave the house. 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE 
I will, my lord. There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbery lost three hundred marks. 

PRINCE 
It may be so. If he have robbed these men, 
He shall be answerable; and so farewell. 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE 
Good night, my noble lord. 

PRINCE 
I think it is good morrow, is it not? 

LORD CHIEF JUSTICE 
Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’clock. 
Lord Chief Justice exits 

PRINCE   
Go call him forth. 

PETO   
Falstaff!—Fast asleep behind the arras, and snorting like a horse. 

PRINCE   
Hark, how hard he fetches breath. Search his pockets. (He searcheth his 
pocket, and findeth certain papers.) What hast thou found? 

PETO   
Nothing but papers, my lord. 

PRINCE   
O monstrous! [But one halfpennyworth of bread to this intolerable deal of 
sack?] What there is else, keep close. We’ll read it at more advantage. There 
let him sleep till day. I’ll to the court in the morning. We must all to the wars. 
Be with me betimes in the morning, and so good morrow, Peto. 

PETO   
Good morrow, good my lord. 

They exit. 

ACT 3 

Scene 1 
Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Lord Mortimer, and Owen Glendower. 

MORTIMER 
These promises are fair, the parties sure, 
And our induction full of prosperous hope. 
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HOTSPUR 
Lord Mortimer and cousin Glendower, 
Will you sit down? And uncle Worcester— 
A plague upon it, I have forgot the map. 

GLENDOWER 
No, here it is. Sit, cousin Percy, 
Sit, good cousin Hotspur, for by that name 
As oft as Lancaster doth speak of you 
His cheek looks pale, and with a rising sigh 
He wisheth you in heaven. 

HOTSPUR   
    And you in hell, 

As oft as he hears Owen Glendower spoke of. 

GLENDOWER 
I cannot blame him. At my nativity 
The frame and huge foundation of the Earth 
Shaked like a coward. 

HOTSPUR   
   Why, so it would have done 

At the same season if your mother’s cat 
Had but kittened, though yourself had never been born. 

GLENDOWER 
I say the Earth did shake when I was born. 

HOTSPUR 
And I say the Earth was not of my mind, 
If you suppose as fearing you it shook. 

MORTIMER 
Peace, cousin Percy. You will make him mad. 

GLENDOWER 
I can call spirits from the vasty deep. 

HOTSPUR 
Why, so can I, or so can any man, 
But will they come when you do call for them? 

GLENDOWER 
Why, I can teach you, cousin, to command the devil. 

HOTSPUR 
And I can teach thee, coz, to shame the devil 

By telling truth.  

MORTIMER 
Come, come, no more of this unprofitable chat. 
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GLENDOWER 
Come, here is the map. Shall we divide our right 
According to our threefold order ta’en? 

MORTIMER 
The Archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits very equally. 

HOTSPUR, looking at the map 
Methinks my moiety, north from Burton here, 
In quantity equals not one of yours. 

GLENDOWER  I’ll not have it altered. 

HOTSPUR  Will not you? 

GLENDOWER  No, nor you shall not. 

HOTSPUR  Who shall say me nay? 

GLENDOWER  Why, that will I. 

HOTSPUR 
Let me not understand you, then; speak it in Welsh. 

GLENDOWER 
I can speak English, lord, as well as you, 
For I was trained up in the English court. 

HOTSPUR 
I do not care. I’ll give thrice so much land 
To any well-deserving friend; 
But in the way of bargain, mark you me, 
I’ll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 
Are the indentures drawn? Shall we be gone? 

GLENDOWER 
The moon shines fair. You may away by night. 
I’ll haste the writer, and withal 
Break with your wives of your departure hence. 
I am afraid my daughter will run mad, 
So much she doteth on her Mortimer.  

He exits. 

MORTIMER 
Fie, cousin Percy, how you cross my father! 

HOTSPUR 
I cannot choose. Sometime he angers me. 

MORTIMER 
He holds your temper in a high respect. 
I warrant you that man is not alive 
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Might so have tempted him as you have done 
Without the taste of danger and reproof. 
But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

WORCESTER, to Hotspur 
In faith, my lord, you are too willful-blame. 
You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault. 
Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, blood— 
And that’s the dearest grace it renders you— 
Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage, 
Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain, 
The least of which leaves behind a stain 
Upon the beauty of all parts besides. 

HOTSPUR 
Well, I am schooled. Good manners be your speed! 

Enter Glendower with the Ladies. 

MORTIMER 
This is the deadly spite that angers me: 
My wife can speak no English, I no Welsh. 

GLENDOWER 
My daughter weeps; she’ll not part with you. 
She’ll be a soldier too, she’ll to the wars. 

The Lady speaks in Welsh. 

MORTIMER 
I understand thy looks.  
 They kiss. 
I understand thy kisses, and thou mine. 
But I will never be a truant, love, 
Till I have learned thy language. 

The Lady speaks again in Welsh. 

MORTIMER 
O, I am ignorance itself in this! 

GLENDOWER 
She bids you lay you down 
And rest your gentle head upon her lap, 
And she will sing the song that pleaseth you. 

MORTIMER 
With all my heart I’ll sit and hear her sing. 

HOTSPUR 
Come, Kate, thou art perfect in lying down. 
Come, quick, quick, that I may lay my head in thy lap. 

LADY PERCY   
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Go, you giddy goose. 

The music plays. 

HOTSPUR 
By ’r Lady, he is a good musician. 

LADY PERCY   
Then should you be nothing but musical, for you are altogether governed by 
humors. Lie still, you thief, and hear the lady sing in Welsh. 

HOTSPUR   
I had rather hear Lady, my brach, howl in Irish. 

LADY PERCY  
Wouldst thou have thy head broken? 

HOTSPUR   
No. 

LADY PERCY   
Then be still. 

HOTSPUR  Neither; ’tis a woman’s fault. 

LADY PERCY  Now God help thee! 

HOTSPUR  To the Welsh lady’s bed. 

LADY PERCY  What’s that? 

HOTSPUR  Peace, she sings. 

Here the Lady sings a Welsh song. 

HOTSPUR  Come, Kate, I’ll have your song too. 

LADY PERCY  Not mine, in good sooth. 

HOTSPUR  Not yours, in good sooth! Heart, you swear like a comfit-maker’s 
wife! Swear me, Kate, like a lady as thou art, a good mouth-filling oath. Come, 
sing. 

LADY PERCY  I will not sing. 

HOTSPUR   
’Tis the next way to turn tailor, An the indentures be drawn, I’ll away within 
these two hours, and so come in when you will.  

He exits, followed by Lady Percy 

GLENDOWER 
Come, come, Lord Mortimer, you are as slow 
As hot Lord Percy is on fire to go. 
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By this our book is drawn. We’ll but seal, 
And then to horse immediately. 

MORTIMER  With all my heart. 

They exit. 

Scene 2 
Enter the King, Prince of Wales  

KING 
I know not whether God will have it so 
For some displeasing service I have done, 
But thou dost in thy passages of life 
Make me believe that thou art only marked 
To punish my mistreadings. Tell me else, 
Could such inordinate and low desires, 
Such barren pleasures, rude society 
As thou art matched withal, and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood, 
And hold their level with thy princely heart? 

PRINCE 
So please your Majesty, I would I could 
Quit all offenses with as clear excuse 
As well as I am doubtless I can purge 
Myself of many I am charged withal. 

KING 
The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is ruined, and the soul of every man 
Prophetically do forethink thy fall. 
Had I so lavish of my presence been, 
Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 
Had still kept loyal to possession 
And left me in reputeless banishment. 
By being seldom seen, I could not stir 
But like a comet I was wondered at. 
Thus I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts, 
Even in the presence of the crownèd king. 
Thus did I keep my person fresh and new. 
The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
Mingled his royalty with cap’ring fools, 
That, being daily swallowed by men’s eyes, 
They surfeited with honey and began 
To loathe the taste of sweetness. 
And in that very line, Harry, standest thou. 

PRINCE 
I shall hereafter, my thrice gracious lord, 
Be more myself. 

KING   
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  For all the world 
As thou art to this hour was Richard then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurgh, 
And even as I was then is Percy now. 
Thrice hath this Hotspur, Mars in swaddling clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas. 
And what say you to this? Percy, Northumberland, 
The Archbishop’s Grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate against us and are up. 
But wherefore do I tell these news to thee? 
Why, Harry, do I tell thee of my foes, 
Which art my nearest and dearest enemy? 
Thou that art like enough, through vassal fear, 
Base inclination, and the start of spleen, 
To fight against me under Percy’s pay, 
To dog his heels, and curtsy at his frowns, 
To show how much thou art degenerate. 

PRINCE 
Do not think so. You shall not find it so. 
And God forgive them that so much have swayed 
Your Majesty’s good thoughts away from me. 
I will redeem all this on Percy’s head, 
And, in the closing of some glorious day, 
Be bold to tell you that I am your son, 
When I will wear a garment all of blood 
And stain my favors in a bloody mask, 
Which, washed away, shall scour my shame with it. 
And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights, 
That this same child of honor and renown, 
This gallant Hotspur, this all-praisèd knight, 
And your unthought-of Harry chance to meet. 
For every honor sitting on his helm, 
Would they were multitudes, and on my head 
My shames redoubled! For the time will come 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 
And I will call him to so strict account 
That he shall render every glory up, 
Or I will tear the reckoning from his heart. 
This in the name of God I promise here, 
The which if He be pleased I shall perform. 
If not, the end of life cancels all bands, 
And I will die a hundred thousand deaths 
Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

KING 
A hundred thousand rebels die in this. 
Thou shalt have charge and sovereign trust herein. 

Enter Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt? Thy looks are full of speed. 
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BLUNT 
So hath the business that I come to speak of. 
Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word 
That Douglas and the English rebels met 
The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury. 

KING 
The Earl of Westmoreland set forth today, 
With him my son, Lord John of Lancaster, 
For this advertisement is five days old.— 
On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set forward. 
On Thursday we ourselves will march.  
Our hands are full of business. Let’s away. 
Advantage feeds him fat while men delay. 
They exit. 

Scene 3 
Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

FALSTAFF   
Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since this last action? Do I not dwindle? 
Why, my skin hangs about me like an old lady’s loose gown. 

BARDOLPH   
Sir John, you are so fretful you cannot live long. 

FALSTAFF  
Why, there is it. I was as virtuously given as a gentleman need to be, virtuous 
enough: and now I live out of all order, out of all compass. 

BARDOLPH   
Why, you are so fat, Sir John, that you must needs be out of all compass, out of 
all reasonable compass, Sir John. 

FALSTAFF   
Do thou amend thy face, and I’ll amend my life.  

BARDOLPH   
Why, Sir John, my face does you no harm. 

Enter Hostess [and Doll] 

FALSTAFF   
How now, Dame Partlet the hen, have you enquired yet who picked my pocket? 

HOSTESS   
Why, Sir John, what do you think, Sir John, do you think I keep thieves in my 
house?  

FALSTAFF   
Go to, I know you well enough. I have lost a seal ring of my grandfather’s worth 
forty mark. 
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HOSTESS, to Bardolph   
O Jesu, I have heard the Prince tell him, I know not how oft, that that ring was 
copper. 

FALSTAFF   
How? The Prince is a jack, a sneak-up. ’Sblood, an he were here, I would cudgel 
him like a dog if he would say so. 

Enter the Prince with Peto 

How now, lad, is the wind in that door, i’ faith? Must we all march? 

HOSTESS, to Prince   
My lord, I pray you, hear me. 

PRINCE   
What say’st thou, Mistress Quickly? 

FALSTAFF   
Prithee, let her alone, and list to me. 

PRINCE   
What say’st thou, Jack? 

FALSTAFF   
The other night I fell asleep here, behind the arras, and had my pocket picked. 
This house is turned bawdy house; they pick pockets. 

PRINCE   
What didst thou lose, Jack? 

FALSTAFF   
Wilt thou believe me, Hal, three or four bonds of forty pound apiece, and a 
seal ring of my grandfather’s. 

PRINCE   
A trifle, some eightpenny matter. 

HOSTESS   
So I told him, my lord. 

FALSTAFF   
Go, you beast, go. 

HOSTESS   
Say, what beast, thou knave, thou? 

FALSTAFF   
What beast? Why, an otter. 

PRINCE   
An otter, Sir John. Why an otter? 
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FALSTAFF   
Why, she’s neither fish nor flesh; a man knows not where to have her. 

HOSTESS   
Thou art an unjust man in saying so. Thou or any man knows where to have me, 
thou knave, thou. 

PRINCE   
Thou sayst true, hostess, and he slanders thee most grossly. 

HOSTESS   
So he doth you, my lord. He called you “jack,” and said he would cudgel you. 

FALSTAFF   
Did I, Bardolph? 

BARDOLPH   
Indeed, Sir John, you said so. 

FALSTAFF   
Yea, if he said my ring was copper. 

PRINCE   
I say ’tis copper. Darest thou be as good as thy word now? 

FALSTAFF  
Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art but man, I dare, but as thou art prince, I 
fear thee. 

PRINCE   
Why, thou whoreson, impudent, embossed rascal, if there were anything in thy 
pocket but tavern reckonings, memorandums of bawdy houses, and one poor 
pennyworth of sugar candy, I am a villain. Art thou not ashamed? 

FALSTAFF   
You confess, then, you picked my pocket. 

PRINCE   
It appears so by the story. 

FALSTAFF   
Hostess, I forgive thee. Go make ready breakfast, love thy husband, look to thy servants, 
cherish thy guests. Thou seest I am pacified still. Nay, prithee, begone. 
(Hostess exits.) Now, Hal, to the news at court. For the robbery, lad, how is 
that answered? 

PRINCE   
O, my sweet beef, I must still be good angel to thee. The money is paid back 
again. 

FALSTAFF   
O, I do not like that paying back. ’Tis a double labor. 

PRINCE   
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I am good friends with my father and may do anything. 

FALSTAFF   
Rob me the Exchequer the first thing thou dost. 

BARDOLPH   
Do, my lord. 

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

FALSTAFF   
I would it had been of horse. 

PRINCE   
Meet me tomorrow 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.  

He exits with Bardolph and Peto 

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

He exits. 

ACT 4 

Scene 1 
Enter Hotspur, Worcester, and Douglas. 

HOTSPUR 
Well said, my noble Scot. A braver place 
In my heart’s love hath no man than yourself. 
Nay, task me to my word; approve me, lord. 

DOUGLAS 
    Thou art the king of honor. 

No man so potent breathes upon the ground 
But I will beard him. 

HOTSPUR  Do so, and ’tis well. 

Enter a Messenger with letters. 

MESSENGER  My lords of Worcester and of Douglas, well met. 
To Hotspur My lord, these letters come from your father. 

HOTSPUR 
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Letters from him! Why comes he not himself? 

MESSENGER 
He cannot come, my lord. He is grievous sick. 

HOTSPUR 
Zounds, how has he the leisure to be sick 

In such a justling time? 

Handing letter to Hotspur, who begins reading it 

HOTSPUR 
Yet doth he give us bold advertisement 
That with our small conjunction we should on 
For, as he writes, there is no quailing now, 
Because the King is certainly possessed 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it? 

WORCESTER 
Your father’s sickness is a maim to us. 
This absence of your father’s draws a curtain 
That shows the ignorant a kind of fear 

    Before not dreamt of. 

HOTSPUR   
It lends a luster and more great opinion. 
A larger dare, to our great enterprise. 

DOUGLAS 
As heart can think. There is not such a word 
Spoke of in Scotland as this term of fear. 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon. 

HOTSPUR 
My cousin Vernon, welcome, by my soul. 

VERNON 
Pray God my news be worth a welcome, lord. 
The Earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong, 
Is marching here, with him Prince John of Lancaster. 

HOTSPUR 
No harm, what more? 

VERNON  And further I have learned 
The King himself in person is set forth, 
With strong and mighty preparation. 

HOTSPUR 
He shall be welcome too. Where is his son, 
The nimble-footed madcap Prince of Wales, 
And his comrades.  
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VERNON   
   All furnished, all in arms. 

HOTSPUR 
They come like sacrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war 
All hot and bleeding will we offer them. 
O, that Glendower were come! 

VERNON  
    There is more news. 

I learned in Worcester, as I rode along, 
He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 

DOUGLAS 
That’s the worst tidings that I hear of yet. 

HOTSPUR 
What may the King’s whole battle reach unto? 

VERNON 
To thirty thousand. 

HOTSPUR  
    Forty let it be. 

My father and Glendower being both away, 
The powers of us may serve so great a day. 
Come, let us take a muster speedily. 
Doomsday is near. Die all, die merrily. 

DOUGLAS 
Talk not of dying. I am out of fear 
Of death or death’s hand for this one half year. 

They exit. 

Scene 2 
Enter Falstaff  

FALSTAFF   
If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am a soused gurnet. I have got, in 
exchange of a hundred and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. They 
have bought out their services, and now my whole charge consists of such as 
indeed were never soldiers, but discarded, unjust servingmen, younger sons to 
younger brothers, revolted tapsters, the cankers of a calm world and a long 
peace. I’ll not march through Coventry with them, that’s flat.  

Enter the Prince and the Lord of Westmoreland. 

PRINCE   
How now, blown Jack? 

FALSTAFF   
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What, Hal, how now, mad wag? What a devil dost thou in Warwickshire?—My 
good Lord of Westmoreland, I cry you mercy. I thought your Honor had already 
been at Shrewsbury. 

WESTMORELAND   
Faith, Sir John, ’tis more than time that I were there and you too, but my 
powers are there already. The King, I can tell you, looks for us all. We must 
away all night. 

PRINCE   
Tell me, Jack, whose fellows are these that come after? 

FALSTAFF   
Mine, Hal, mine. 

PRINCE   
I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

FALSTAFF   
Tut, tut, good enough to toss; food for powder, food for powder. They’ll fill a 
pit as well as better. Tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

PRINCE   
Sirrah, make haste. Percy is already in the field.  

He and Westmoreland exit. 

FALSTAFF  Well, 
To the latter end of a fray and the beginning of a feast 
Fits a dull fighter and a keen guest. 
He exits. 

Scene 3 
Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Douglas, and Vernon. 

HOTSPUR 
We’ll fight with him tonight. 

WORCESTER   
    It may not be. 

DOUGLAS 
You give him then advantage. 

VERNON   
    Not a whit. 

HOTSPUR 
Why say you so? Looks he not for supply? 

VERNON   
    So do we. 
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HOTSPUR   
  His is certain; ours is doubtful. 

WORCESTER 
Good cousin, be advised. Stir not tonight. 

VERNON, to Hotspur 
Do not, my lord. 

DOUGLAS   
   You do not counsel well. 

You speak it out of fear and cold heart. 

VERNON 
Let it be seen tomorrow in the battle 
Which of us fears. 

DOUGLAS   
   Yea, or tonight. 

WORCESTER 
The number of the King exceedeth ours. 
For God’s sake, cousin, stay till all come in. 
The trumpet sounds a parley. 

Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

BLUNT 
I come with gracious offers from the King, 
If you vouchsafe me hearing and respect. 

HOTSPUR 
Welcome, Sir Walter Blunt. 
Some of us love you well, and would to God 
You were of our determination, 
And did not stand against us like an enemy. 

BLUNT 
And God defend but still I should stand so, 
So long as out of limit and true rule 
You stand against anointed majesty. 
But to my charge. If that the King 
Have any way your good deserts forgot, 
He bids you name your griefs, and with all speed 
You shall have your desires with interest 
And pardon absolute for yourself and these 
Herein misled by your suggestion. 

HOTSPUR 
The King is kind, and well we know the King 
Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 
My father and my uncle and myself 
Did give him that same royalty he wears. 
And when he heard him swear and vow to God 
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He came but to be Duke of Lancaster, 
My father, in kind heart and pity moved, 
Swore him assistance and performed it too. 
He presently, as greatness knows itself, 
Steps me a little higher than his vow. 
In short time after, he deposed the King, 
Soon after that deprived him of his life 
And, in the neck of that, tasked the whole state. 
To make that worse, suffered his kinsman Mortimer 
(Who is, if every owner were well placed, 
Indeed his king) to be engaged in Wales, 
There without ransom to lie forfeited, 
Disgraced me in my happy victories, 
Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wrong, 
And in conclusion drove us to seek out 
This head of safety, and withal to pry 
Into his title, the which we find 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

BLUNT 
Shall I return this answer to the King? 

HOTSPUR 
Not so, Sir Walter. I’ll withdraw awhile. 
My uncle shall encounter with the king. 

BLUNT 
I would you would accept of grace and love. 

HOTSPUR 
And maybe so we shall. 

BLUNT   
   Pray God you do. 

Hotspur and Douglas exit. 

Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, Sir Walter Blunt, 
Westmoreland and Falstaff. 

KING 
How now, my Lord of Worcester? ’Tis not well 
That you and I should meet upon such terms 
As now we meet. Will you again unknit 
This churlish knot of all-abhorrèd war? 

WORCESTER   
    Hear me, my liege, for I protest 
I have not sought the day of this dislike. 

KING 
You have not sought it. How comes it then? 

FALSTAFF  Rebellion lay in his way, and he found it. 
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PRINCE  Peace, chewet, peace. 

WORCESTER 
It pleased your Majesty to turn your looks 
Of favor from myself and all our house; 
And yet I must remember you, my lord, 
We were the first and dearest of your friends. 
And being fed by us, you used us so 
Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk 
That even our love durst not come near your sight 
For fear of swallowing; but with nimble wing 
We were enforced for safety sake to fly 
Out of your sight and raise this present head. 

KING 
These things indeed you have articulate, 

PRINCE 
Tell your nephew, 
The Prince of Wales doth join with all the world 
In praise of Henry Percy.  
Yet this before my father’s majesty: 
I am content that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation, 
And will, to save the blood on either side, 
Try fortune with him in a single fight. 

KING 
We love our people well, even those we love 
That are misled upon your cousin’s part. 
And, will they take the offer of our grace, 
Both he and they and you, yea, every man 
Shall be my friend again, and I’ll be his. 
So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do. But if he will not yield, 
Rebuke and dread correction wait on us, 
And they shall do their office. So begone. 
We offer fair. Take it advisedly. 

Worcester exits with Vernon. 

PRINCE 
It will not be accepted, on my life. 

KING 
Hence, therefore, every leader to his charge, 
For on their answer will we set on them, 
And God befriend us as our cause is just. 

They exit. Prince and Falstaff remain. 

FALSTAFF   
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Hal, if thou see me down in the battle and bestride me, so; ’tis a point of 
friendship. 

PRINCE   
Nothing but a colossus can do thee that friendship. Say thy prayers, and 
farewell. 

FALSTAFF  
I would ’twere bedtime, Hal, and all well. 

PRINCE   
Why, thou owest God a death.  

He exits. 

FALSTAFF   
’Tis not due yet. I would be loath to pay Him before His day. Well, ’tis no 
matter. Honor pricks me on. Yea, but how if honor prick me off when I come 
on? How then? Can honor set to a leg? No. Or an arm? No. Or take away the 
grief of a wound? No. Honor hath no skill in surgery, then? No. What is honor? A 
word. What is in that word “honor”? Air. Who hath it? He that died o’ 
Wednesday. Doth he feel it? No. Doth he hear it? No. ’Tis insensible, then? Yea, 
to the dead. Therefore, I’ll none of it. Honor is a mere scutcheon. And so ends 
my catechism. 
He exits. 

Scene 2 
Enter Worcester and Sir Richard Vernon. 

WORCESTER 
O no, my nephew must not know, Sir Richard, 
The liberal and kind offer of the King. 

VERNON 
’Twere best he did. 

WORCESTER   
   Then are we all undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be 
The King should keep his word in loving us. 
He will suspect us still and find a time 
To punish this offense in other faults. 
My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot; 
All his offenses live upon my head 
And on his father’s. We did train him on, 
We as the spring of all shall pay for all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know 
In any case the offer of the King. 

VERNON 
Deliver what you will; I’ll say ’tis so. 

Enter Hotspur, Douglas, and their army. 
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HOTSPUR, to Douglas   
Uncle, what news? 

WORCESTER 
The King will bid you battle presently. 

DOUGLAS, to Hotspur 
Defy him by the Lord of Westmoreland. 

HOTSPUR 
Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 

DOUGLAS 
Marry, and shall, and very willingly. 

Douglas exits. 

WORCESTER 
There is no seeming mercy in the King. 

HOTSPUR 
Did you beg any? God forbid! 

WORCESTER 
I told him gently of our grievances, 
Of his oath-breaking, which he mended thus 
By now forswearing that he is forsworn. 
He calls us “rebels,” “traitors,” and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 

Enter Douglas. 

DOUGLAS 
Arm, gentlemen, to arms. For I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth, 
And Westmoreland, that was engaged, did bear it, 
Which cannot choose but bring him quickly on. 

WORCESTER 
The Prince of Wales stepped forth before the King, 
And, nephew, challenged you to single fight. 

HOTSPUR 
O, would the quarrel lay upon our heads, 
And that no man might draw short breath today 
But I and Harry Monmouth! Tell me, tell me, 
How showed his tasking? Seemed it in contempt? 

VERNON 
No, by my soul. I never in my life 
Did hear a challenge urged more modestly. 

HOTSPUR 
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Cousin, I think thou art enamorèd 
On his follies. Never did I hear 
Of any prince so wild a liberty. 
But be he as he will, yet once ere night 
I will embrace him with a soldier’s arm 
That he shall shrink under my courtesy.— 
Arm, arm with speed, and, fellows, soldiers, friends, 
Better consider what you have to do 
Than I that have not well the gift of tongue 
Can lift your blood up with persuasion. 
O gentlemen, the time of life is short; 
To spend that shortness basely were too long. 
An if we live, we live to tread on kings; 
If die, brave death, when princes die with us. 

They exit. 

Scene 3 
The King enters with his power, crosses the stage and  
exits. Alarum to the battle. Then enter Douglas, and Sir 
Walter Blunt, disguised as the King. 

BLUNT, as King 
What is thy name that in the battle thus 
Thou crossest me? What honor dost thou seek 
Upon my head? 

DOUGLAS 
    Know then my name is Douglas, 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus 
Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

BLUNT, as King   
     They tell thee true. 

They fight. Douglas kills Blunt. 

Then enter Hotspur. 

HOTSPUR 
O Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon thus, 
I never had triumphed upon a Scot. 

DOUGLAS 
All’s done, all’s won; here breathless lies the King. 

HOTSPUR  Where? 

DOUGLAS  Here. 

HOTSPUR 
This, Douglas? No, I know this face full well. 
A gallant knight he was; his name was Blunt, 
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Semblably furnished like the King himself. 
The King hath many marching in his coats. 

DOUGLAS 
Now, by my sword, I will kill all his coats. 
I’ll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 
Until I meet the King. 

HOTSPUR  Up and away! 
Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. 

They exit. 

Alarm. Enter Falstaff alone. 

FALSTAFF   
Soft, who are you? Sir Walter Blunt. There’s honor for you.  

Enter the Prince. 

PRINCE 
What, stand’st thou idle here? Lend me thy sword. 
Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 
Whose deaths are yet unrevenged. I prithee 
Lend me thy sword. 

FALSTAFF   
O Hal, I prithee give me leave to breathe awhile. Turk Gregory never did such 
deeds in arms as I have done this day. I have paid Percy; I have made him sure. 

PRINCE 
He is indeed, and living to kill thee. 
I prithee, lend me thy sword. 

FALSTAFF   
Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be alive, thou gett’st not my sword; but take my 
pistol, if thou wilt. 

PRINCE 
Give it me. What, is it in the case? 

FALSTAFF   
Ay, Hal, ’tis hot, ’tis hot. There’s that will sack a city. 

The Prince draws it out, and finds it to be a bottle of sack. 

PRINCE 
What, is it a time to jest and dally now? 

He throws the bottle at him and exits. 

FALSTAFF   
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Well, if Percy be alive, I’ll pierce him. I like not such grinning honor as Sir 
Walter hath. Give me life, which, if I can save, so: if not, honor comes 
unlooked for, and there’s an end. 

He exits. Blunt’s body is carried off. 

Scene 4 
Alarm, excursions. Enter the King, the Prince, Lord John of Lancaster, and the 
Earl of Westmoreland. 

KING 
I prithee, Harry, withdraw thyself. Thou bleedest too much. 
Lord John of Lancaster, go you with him. 

LANCASTER 
Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed too. 
We breathe too long. Come, cousin Westmoreland, 
Our duty this way lies. For God’s sake, come. 

Lancaster and Westmoreland exit. 

PRINCE 
O, God forbid a shallow scratch should drive 
The Prince of Wales from such a field as this, 

He exits. 

Enter Douglas. 

DOUGLAS 
Another king! They grow like Hydra’s heads.— 
I am the Douglas, fatal to all those 
That wear those colors on them. What art thou 
That counterfeit’st the person of a king? 

KING 
The King himself. 

They fight. The King being in danger, enter Prince of Wales. 

PRINCE 
Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art like 
Never to hold it up again. 
It is the Prince of Wales that threatens thee, 
Who never promiseth but he means to pay. 

They fight. Douglas flieth. 

To King. Cheerly, my lord. How fares your Grace? 

KING   
Thou hast redeemed thy lost opinion 
And showed thou mak’st some tender of my life 
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In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me. 

PRINCE 
O God, they did me too much injury 
That ever said I hearkened for your death. 

KING 
Make up to the left flank. I’ll to the right.  
King exits. 

Enter Hotspur. 

HOTSPUR 
If I mistake not, thou art Harry Monmouth. 

PRINCE 
Thou speak’st as if I would deny my name. 

HOTSPUR 
My name is Harry Percy. 

PRINCE   
   Why then I see 

A very valiant rebel of the name. 
I am the Prince of Wales; and think not, Percy, 
To share with me in glory any more. 
Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere, 
Nor can one England brook a double reign 
Of Harry Percy and the Prince of Wales. 

HOTSPUR 
Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us, and would to God 
Thy name in arms were now as great as mine. 

PRINCE 
I’ll make it greater ere I part from thee, 
And all the budding honors on thy crest 
I’ll crop to make a garland for my head. 

HOTSPUR 
I can no longer brook thy vanities. 

They fight. 
Enter Falstaff. 

FALSTAFF   
Well said, Hal! To it, Hal! Nay, you shall find no boys’ play here, I can tell you. 

Enter Douglas. He fighteth with Falstaff, who falls down as if he were dead. 
Douglas exits. The Prince killeth Percy. 

HOTSPUR 
O Harry, thou hast robbed me of my youth. 
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I better brook the loss of brittle life 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me. 
No, Percy, thou art dust, and food— He dies. 

PRINCE 
For worms, brave Percy. Fare thee well, great heart. 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 
A kingdom for it was too small a bound, 
But now two paces of the vilest earth 
Is room enough. He covers Hotspur’s face. 
He spieth Falstaff on the ground. 
What, old acquaintance, could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell. 
I could have better spared a better man. 
Emboweled will I see thee by and by; 
Till then in blood by noble Percy lie. He exits. 

Falstaff riseth up. 

FALSTAFF   
Emboweled? If thou embowel me today, I’ll  give you leave to powder me and 
eat me too tomorrow. ’Sblood, ’twas time to counterfeit, or that hot 
termagant Scot had paid me scot and lot too. The better part of valor is 
discretion, in the which better part I have saved my life. Zounds, I am afraid of 
this gunpowder Percy, though he be dead. How if he should counterfeit too, 
and rise?  Therefore I’ll make him sure, yea, and I’ll swear I killed him. 
Therefore, sirrah, stabbing him with a new wound in your thigh, come you 
along with me. 

He takes up Hotspur on his back. 
Enter Prince and John of Lancaster. 

PRINCE 
Come, brother John. Full bravely hast thou fleshed 
Thy maiden sword. 

LANCASTER   
   But soft, whom have we here? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

PRINCE   
    I did; I saw him dead, 

Breathless and bleeding on the ground.—Art thou alive? 

FALSTAFF   
That’s certain. There is Percy. If your father will do me any honor, so; if not, let 
him kill the next Percy himself. I look to be either earl or duke, I can assure 
you. 

PRINCE 
Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw thee dead. 

FALSTAFF   
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Didst thou? Lord, Lord, how this world is given to lying. I grant you, I was down 
and out of breath, and so was he, but we rose both at an instant and fought a 
long hour by Shrewsbury clock. I’ll take it upon my death, I gave him this 
wound in the thigh. 

LANCASTER 
This is the strangest tale that ever I heard. 

PRINCE 
This is the strangest fellow, brother John. 
Come bring your luggage nobly on your back. 
For my part, if a lie may do thee grace, 
I’ll gild it with the happiest terms I have. 
A retreat is sounded. 
The trumpet sounds retreat; the day is ours. 
They exit. 

FALSTAFF   
I’ll follow, as they say, for reward. He that rewards me, God reward him. 

He exits carrying Hotspur’s body. 

Scene 5 
The trumpets sound. Enter the King, Prince of Wales, Lord John of Lancaster, 
Earl of Westmoreland, with Worcester and Vernon prisoners, and Soldiers. 

KING 
Thus ever did rebellion find rebuke. 
Bear Worcester to the death, and Vernon too. 
Other offenders we will pause upon. 

Worcester and Vernon exit, under guard. 

Then this remains, that we divide our power. 
You, son John, and my cousin Westmoreland, 
Towards York shall bend you with your dearest speed 
To meet Northumberland and the Archbishop, 
Who, as we hear, are busily in arms. 
Myself and you, son Harry, will towards Wales 
To fight with Glendower and that Mortimer. 
Rebellion in this land shall lose his sway, 
Meeting the check of such another day. 
And since this business so fair is done, 
Let us not leave till all our own be won. 
They exit. 

Henry IV, Part 2 

ACT 1 

Scene 2 
Enter the Prince and Poins. 
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PRINCE   
Before God, I am exceeding weary. 

POINS   
Is ’t come to that? I had thought weariness durst not have attached one of so 
high blood. 

PRINCE   
Faith, it does me, though it discolors the complexion of my greatness to 
acknowledge it. Doth it not show vilely in me to desire small beer? 

POINS   
Why, a prince should not be so loosely studied as to remember so weak a 
composition. 

PRINCE   
Belike then my appetite was not princely got, for, by my troth, I do now 
remember the poor creature small beer. But indeed these humble 
considerations make me out of love with my greatness. What a disgrace is it 
to me to remember thy name? Or to know thy face tomorrow? Or to take note 
how many pair of silk stockings thou hast—vz. these, and those that were thy 
peach-colored ones? 

POINS   
How ill it follows, after you have labored so hard, you should talk so idly! Tell 
me, how many good young princes would do so, their fathers being so sick as 
yours at this time is? 

PRINCE   
Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins? 

POINS   
Yes, faith, and let it be an excellent good thing. 

PRINCE 
It shall serve among wits of not higher breeding than thine.  

POINS 
Go to, I shall stand the push of your one thing that you will tell.  

PRINCE   
Marry, I tell thee it is not meet that I should be sad, now my father is sick—
albeit I could tell to thee, as to one it pleases me, for fault of a better, to 
call my friend, I could be sad, and sad indeed too. I tell thee, my heart 
bleeds inwardly that my father is so sick; and keeping such vile company as 
thou art hath in reason taken from me all ostentation of sorrow. 

POINS   
The reason? 

PRINCE   
What wouldst thou think of me if I should weep? 
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POINS   
I would think thee a most princely hypocrite. 

PRINCE   
It would be every man’s thought. And what accites your most worshipful 
thought to think so? 

POINS   
Why, because you have been so lewd and so much engraffed to Falstaff. 

PRINCE   
And to thee. 

POINS   
By this light, I am well spoke on. The worst that they can say of me is that I 
am a second brother, and that I am a proper fellow of my hands; and those 
two things, I confess, I cannot help. By the Mass, here comes Bardolph. 

Enter Bardolph and Page. 

PRINCE   
And the boy that I gave Falstaff. 

BARDOLPH   
God save your Grace. 

PRINCE   
And yours, most noble Bardolph. Is your master here in London? 

BARDOLPH   
Yea, my lord. 

PRINCE   
Where sups he? 

BARDOLPH   
At the old place, my lord, in Eastcheap. 

PRINCE   
Shall we steal upon them, Ned, at supper? Shall we see 
Falstaff tonight bestow himself in his true colors, ourselves not being seen? 

POINS 
I am your shadow, my lord, I'll follow you.  

PRINCE 
Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word to your master that I am yet come to 
town. There's for your silence.  

BARDOLPH 
I have no tongue, sir.  

PAGE 
And for mine, sir, I will govern it.  
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PRINCE 
Fare you well, go.  

They exit 

PRINCE 
Follow me, Ned. 

Exeunt 

Scene 2 
Enter Sir John Falstaff, with his Page bearing his sword and buckler, and 
Bardolph 

FALSTAFF   
Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor to my water? 

PAGE   
He said, sir, the water itself was a good healthy water, but, for the party that 
owed it, he might have more diseases than he knew for. 

Enter Lord Chief Justice 

PAGE, to Falstaff   
Sir, here comes the nobleman that committed the Prince for striking him 
about Bardolph. 

FALSTAFF   
Wait close. I will not see him. 

They begin to exit. 

CHIEF JUSTICE, to Page   
What’s he that goes there? 

PAGE 
Falstaff, an ’t please your Lordship. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
He that was in question for the robbery? 

PAGE 
He, my lord; but he hath since done good service at Shrewsbury, and, as I 
hear, is now going with some charge to the Lord John of Lancaster. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
What, to York? Sir John Falstaff! 

FALSTAFF   
Boy, tell him I am deaf. 

PAGE   
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You must speak louder. My master is deaf. 

CHIEF JUSTICE  Sir John Falstaff, a word with you. 

FALSTAFF   
My good lord. God give your Lordship good time of the day. I am glad to see 
your Lordship abroad. I heard say your Lordship was sick. I most humbly 
beseech your Lordship to have a reverend care of your health. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
Sir John, I sent for you before your expedition to Shrewsbury. 

FALSTAFF   
An ’t please your Lordship, I hear his Majesty is returned with some 
discomfort from Wales. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
I talk not of his Majesty. You would not come when I sent for you. 

FALSTAFF   
And I hear, moreover, his Highness is fallen into this same whoreson apoplexy. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
Well, God mend him. I pray you let me speak with you. 

FALSTAFF   
This apoplexy, as I take it, is a kind of deafness. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
I think you are fallen into the disease, for you hear not what I say to you. The 
truth is, Sir John, you live in great infamy. You have misled the youthful 
prince. 

FALSTAFF   
The young prince hath misled me.  

CHIEF JUSTICE   
Well, your day’s service at Shrewsbury hath a little gilded over your night’s 
exploit on Gad’s Hill. You may thank th’ unquiet time for your quiet 
o’erposting that action. 

FALSTAFF  My lord. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
But since all is well, keep it so. Wake not a sleeping wolf. 

FALSTAFF   
To wake a wolf is as bad as to smell a fox. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
You follow the young prince up and down like his ill angel. Well, God send the 
Prince a better companion. 

FALSTAFF   
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God send the companion a better prince. I cannot rid my hands of him. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
Well, the King hath severed you and Prince Harry. I hear you are going with 
Lord John of Lancaster against the Archbishop and the Earl of 
Northumberland. 

FALSTAFF   
Yea, I thank your pretty sweet wit for it. Will your Lordship lend me a 
thousand pound to furnish me forth? 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
Not a penny, not a penny. You are too impatient to bear crosses. Fare you 
well. Commend me to my cousin Westmoreland. 

Enter Hostess Quickly of the tavern 

HOSTESS   
My lord, have you entered the action? 

CHIEF JUSTICE 
What action? 

HOSTESS 
You must arrest Sir John Falstaff. Good my Lord Chief Justice, hold him sure. 
Let him be brought in to his answer. A hundred mark is a long one for a poor 
lone woman to bear. Here he is, and that arrant malmsey-nose knave, 
Bardolph, with him. Do your offices, do your offices, my lord, do me, do me, 
do me your offices. 

FALSTAFF   
Away, varlets!—Draw, Bardolph. Cut me off the villain’s head. Throw the 
quean in the 
channel.  

They draw. 

HOSTESS   
Throw me in the channel? I’ll throw thee in the channel.  

PAGE   
Away, you scullion, you rampallian, you fustilarian! I’ll tickle your 
catastrophe. 

CHIEF JUSTICE 
Keep the peace here, ho! How comes this, Sir John? Are you not ashamed to 
enforce a poor widow to so rough a course to come by her own? 

FALSTAFF   
What is the gross sum that I owe thee? 

HOSTESS   
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Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thyself and the money too. Thou didst 
swear to me upon a parcel-gilt goblet to marry me and make me my lady thy 
wife. Canst thou deny it?  

CHIEF JUSTICE  Sir John, you have, as it appears to me, practiced upon the 
easy-yielding spirit of this woman, and made her serve your uses both in 
purse and in person. 

HOSTESS  
 Yea, in truth, my lord. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
Pray thee, peace.—Pay her the debt you owe her, and unpay the villainy you 
have done with her. The one you may do with sterling money, and the other 
with current repentance. 

FALSTAFF   
Come hither, hostess. 

He speaks aside to the Hostess. 
Enter a Messenger, Master Gower. 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
Now, Master Gower, what news? 

GOWER 
The King, my lord, and Harry Prince of Wales 
Are near at hand. The rest the paper tells. 

He gives the Chief Justice a paper to read. 

FALSTAFF   
As I am a gentleman. Come. No more words of it. Let it be ten pound, if thou 
canst. Come, an ’twere not for thy humors, there’s not a better wench in 
England.  

HOSTESS   
Well, you shall have it, though I pawn my gown. I hope you’ll come to supper. 
You’ll pay me all together? 

FALSTAFF   
Will I live? Aside to Bardolph. Go with her, with her. Hook on, hook on. 

HOSTESS   
Will you have Doll Tearsheet meet you at supper? 

FALSTAFF   
No more words. Let’s have her. 

Doll enters 
Hostess, Fang, Snare, Bardolph, Page, exit. 

CHIEF JUSTICE, to Gower  
I have heard better news. 
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FALSTAFF, to Chief Justice   
What’s the news, my good lord? 

CHIEF JUSTICE, to Gower   
Where lay the King tonight? 

GOWER   
At Basingstoke, my lord. 

FALSTAFF, to Chief Justice   
I hope, my lord, all’s well. What is the news, my lord? 

CHIEF JUSTICE, to Gower   
Come all his forces back? 

GOWER 
No. Fifteen hundred foot, five hundred horse 
Are marched up to my Lord of Lancaster 
Against Northumberland and the Archbishop. 

FALSTAFF, to Chief Justice 
Comes the King back from Wales, my noble lord? 

CHIEF JUSTICE, to Gower 
You shall have letters of me presently. 
Come. Go along with me, good Master Gower. 

They separate and exit. Falstaff exits. Doll remains. 

Enter Hostess. 

HOSTESS   
I’ faith, sweetheart, methinks now you are in an excellent good temperality. 
Your color, I warrant you, is as red as any rose, in good truth, la. But, i’ faith, 
you have drunk too much canaries, and that’s a marvellous searching wine, 
and it perfumes the blood ere one can say “What’s this?” How do you now? 

DOLL   
Better than I was. Hem. 

HOSTESS   
Why, that’s well said. A good heart’s worth gold. Lo, here comes Sir John. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff. 

FALSTAFF, singing 
When Arthur first in court— 
And was a worthy king— 
How now, Mistress Doll? 

DOLL   
A pox damn you, you muddy rascal. Is that all the comfort you give me? Hang 
yourself, you muddy conger, hang yourself! 
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HOSTESS   
By my troth, this is the old fashion. You two never meet but you fall to some 
discord.  

DOLL   
Come, I’ll be friends with thee, Jack. Thou art going to the wars, and 
whether I shall ever see thee again or no, there is nobody cares. 

Enter Page. 

PAGE 
Sir, Ancient Pistol’s below and would speak with you. 

DOLL   
Hang him, swaggering rascal! Let him not come hither. It is the foul-
mouthed’st rogue in England. 

HOSTESS   
If he swagger, let him not come here. No, by my faith, I must live among my 
neighbors. I’ll no swaggerers.  

FALSTAFF   
He’s no swaggerer, hostess, i’ faith. You may stroke him as gently as a puppy 
greyhound.— Call him up, boy.  

Page exits. 
Enter Ancient Pistol, Bardolph, and Page. 

PISTOL   
God save you, Sir John. 

FALSTAFF   
Welcome, Ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, I charge you with a cup of sack. Do you 
discharge upon mine hostess. 

PISTOL   
I will discharge upon her, Sir John, with two bullets. 

FALSTAFF   
She is pistol-proof. Sir, you shall not hardly offend her. 

HOSTESS   
Come, I’ll drink no proofs nor no bullets. I’ll drink no more than will do me 
good, for no man’s pleasure, I. 

PISTOL   
Then, to you, Mistress Dorothy! I will charge you. 

DOLL   
Charge me? I scorn you, scurvy companion. What, you poor, base, rascally, 
cheating lack-linen mate! Away, you mouldy rogue, away! I am meat for your 
master. 
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PISTOL   
I know you, Mistress Dorothy. 

DOLL   
Away, you cutpurse rascal, you filthy bung, away! By this wine, I’ll thrust my 
knife in your mouldy chaps an you play the saucy cuttle with me. 

PISTOL   
God let me not live but I will murder your ruff for this. 

FALSTAFF   
No more, Pistol. I would not have you go off here. Discharge yourself of our 
company, Pistol. 

BARDOLPH, to Pistol   
Pray thee go down, good ancient. 

PISTOL, to Bardolph   
Not I. I’ll see her damned first to Pluto’s damnèd lake, by this hand, to th’ 
infernal deep with Erebus and tortures vile also.  

He draws his sword. 

HOSTESS   
Good Captain, be quiet. ’Tis very late, i’ faith. I beseek you now, aggravate 
your choler. 

PISTOL   
Die men like dogs! Give crowns like pins!  

HOSTESS  For God’s sake, be quiet. 

DOLL   
Thrust him downstairs. I cannot endure such a fustian rascal. 

PISTOL   
“Thrust him downstairs”? 

BARDOLPH   
Come, get you downstairs. 

PISTOL 
What, shall we have incision? Shall we imbrue? Then death rock me asleep, 
abridge my doleful days. Why then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
untwind the Sisters Three. Come, Atropos, I say. 

FALSTAFF   
Give me my rapier, boy. 

DOLL   
I pray thee, Jack, I pray thee do not draw. 

FALSTAFF, to Pistol   
Get you downstairs.  
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They fight. 

HOSTESS   
Here’s a goodly tumult. Alas, alas, put up your naked weapons, put up your 
naked weapons. 

Bardolph and Pistol exit. 

DOLL   
I pray thee, Jack, be quiet. The rascal’s gone. Ah, you whoreson little valiant 
villain, you. 

HOSTESS, to Falstaff   
Are you not hurt i’ th’ groin? Methought he made a shrewd thrust at your 
belly. 

Enter Bardolph. 

FALSTAFF   
Have you turned him out o’ doors? 

BARDOLPH   
Yea, sir. The rascal’s drunk. You have hurt him, sir, i’ th’ shoulder. 

FALSTAFF   
A rascal to brave me! 

DOLL   
Ah, you sweet little rogue, you. Alas, poor ape, how thou sweat’st! Come, let 
me wipe thy face. Come on, you whoreson chops. Ah, rogue, i’ faith, I love 
thee.  

FALSTAFF   
Sit on my knee, Doll. A rascal bragging slave! The rogue fled from me like 
quicksilver. 

Enter behind them Prince and Poins 

DOLL  
Sirrah, what humor’s the Prince of? 

FALSTAFF   
A good shallow young fellow, he would have made a good pantler; he would 
’a chipped bread well. 

DOLL   
They say Poins has a good wit. 

FALSTAFF   
He a good wit? Hang him, baboon. His wit’s as thick as Tewkesbury mustard. 

DOLL   
Why does the Prince love him so then? 
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FALSTAFF  Because their legs are both of a bigness, and swears with a good 
graceand such other gambol faculties he has that show a weak mind and an 
able body, for the which the Prince admits him; for the Prince himself is such 
another. Kiss me, Doll. 

PRINCE, aside to Poins  Would not this nave of a wheel have his ears cut off? 

POINS  Let’s beat him before his whore. 

PRINCE  Look whe’er the withered elder hath not his poll clawed like a 
parrot. 

POINS   
Is it not strange that desire should so many years outlive performance? 

FALSTAFF, to Doll   
Thou dost give me flattering busses. 

DOLL   
By my troth, I kiss thee with a most constant heart. 

FALSTAFF  
I am old, I am old. 

DOLL   
I love thee better than I love e’er a scurvy young boy of them all. 

FALSTAFF 
Come, it grows late. We’ll to bed. Thou ’lt forget me when I am gone. 

DOLL   
By my troth, thou ’lt set me a-weeping an thou sayst so. 

FALSTAFF  Some sack, Hostess. 

PRINCE, POINS, coming forward  Anon, anon, sir. 

FALSTAFF   
Ha? A bastard son of the King’s?—And art not thou Poins his brother? to Prince  
Thou whoreson mad compound of majesty, by this light flesh and corrupt 
blood, thou art welcome. 

POINS   
My lord, he will drive you out of your revenge and turn all to a merriment if 
you take not the heat. 

PRINCE  
You whoreson candle-mine, you, how vilely did you speak of me even now 
before this honest, virtuous, civil gentlewoman! 

FALSTAFF, to Prince   
Didst thou hear me? 
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PRINCE   
Yea, and you knew me as you did when you ran away by Gad’s Hill. You knew 
I was at your back, and spoke it on purpose to try my patience. 

FALSTAFF   
No, no, no, not so. I did not think thou wast within hearing. 

PRINCE   
I shall drive you, then, to confess the wilfull abuse, and then I know how to 
handle you. 

FALSTAFF   
No abuse, Hal, o’ mine honor, no abuse. 

POINS  No abuse? 

FALSTAFF   
No abuse, Ned, i’ th’ world, honest Ned, none. I dispraised him before the 
wicked, (to 
Prince) that the wicked might not fall in love with thee; in which doing, I 
have done the part of a careful friend and a true subject, and thy father is to 
give me thanks for it. No abuse, Hal.—None, Ned, none. No, faith, boys, 
none. 

PRINCE   
See now whether pure fear and entire cowardice doth not make thee wrong 
this virtuous gentlewoman to close with us. Is she of the wicked, is thine 
hostess here of the wicked, or is thy boy of the wicked, or honest Bardolph, 
whose zeal burns in his nose, of the wicked? 

POINS   
Answer, thou dead elm, answer. 

Peto knocks at door. 

HOSTESS   
Who knocks so loud at door? Look to th’ door there, boy.  

Page exits. 
Enter Peto and Page 

PRINCE   
Peto, how now, what news? 

PETO 
The King your father is at Westminster. 

PRINCE 
By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to blame 
So idly to profane the precious time. 
Give me my sword and cloak.—Falstaff, good night.  

Prince, Peto, and Poins exit. 
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FALSTAFF   
Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the night, and we must hence and 
leave it unpicked. 

(Knocking. Bardolph exits.)  

More knocking at the door? (Bardolph returns.) How now, what’s the matter? 

BARDOLPH 
You must away to court, sir, presently. 
A dozen captains stay at door for you. 

FALSTAFF  
Farewell, hostess.—Farewell, Doll. You see, my good wenches, how men of 
merit are sought after. 

DOLL  
I cannot speak. If my heart be not ready to burst—well, sweet Jack, have a 
care of thyself. 

FALSTAFF  Farewell, farewell. 

He exits with Bardolph, Page 

HOSTESS   
Well, fare thee well. I have known thee these twenty-nine years, come 
peasecod time, but an honester and truer-hearted man—well, fare thee well. 

BARDOLPH, within   
Mistress Tearsheet! 

HOSTESS   
What’s the matter? 

BARDOLPH, within   
Bid Mistress Tearsheet come to my master. 

HOSTESS   
O, run, Doll, run, run, good Doll.  

They exit. 

ACT 3 

Scene 1 
Enter the King in his nightgown 

KING 
How many thousand of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleep! O sleep, O gentle sleep, 
Nature’s soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down 
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And steep my senses in forgetfulness? 
O thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile 
In loathsome beds and leavest the kingly couch? 
Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the shipboy’s eyes and rock his brains? 
Canst thou, O partial sleep, give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude, 
And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 
With all appliances and means to boot, 
Deny it to a king? Then, happy low, lie down. 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

Enter Westmoreland 

WESTMORELAND 
Many good morrows to your Majesty. 

KING  
Is it good morrow? 

WESTMORELAND 
’Tis one o’clock, and past. 

KING 
Why then, good morrow. 
Have you read o’er the letter that I sent you? 

WESTMORELAND 
We have, my liege. 

KING   
They say the Bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

WESTMORELAND 
    It cannot be, my lord. 
The powers that you already have sent forth 
Shall bring this prize in very easily. 
To comfort you the more, I have received 
A certain instance that Glendower is dead. 
Your Majesty hath been this fortnight ill, 
And these unseasoned hours perforce must add 
Unto your sickness. 

KING  
    I will take your counsel. 
And were these inward wars once out of hand, 
We would, good Westmoreland, unto the Holy Land. 
They exit. 

Scene 2 
Enter Justice Shallow and Justice Silence. 
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SHALLOW   
Come on, come on, come on. Give me your hand, sir, give me your hand, sir. 
An early stirrer, by the rood. And how doth my good cousin Silence? 

SILENCE   
Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

SHALLOW   
And how doth William? I dare say he is become a good scholar. He is at Oxford 
still, is he not? 

SILENCE   
Indeed, sir, to my cost. 

SHALLOW   
He must then to the Inns o’ Court shortly. I was once of Clement’s Inn, where 
I think they will talk of mad Shallow yet. Then was Jack Falstaff, now Sir 
John, a boy. 

SILENCE   
This Sir John, cousin, that comes hither anon about soldiers? 

SHALLOW   
The same Sir John, the very same. Jesu, Jesu, the mad days that I have 
spent! And to see how many of my old acquaintance are dead. 

SILENCE   
We shall all follow, cousin. 

SHALLOW   
Certain, ’tis certain, very sure, very sure. Death is certain. 

Enter Falstaff, Bardolph, Page 

Look, here comes good Sir John.— By my troth, you like well and bear your 
years very well. Welcome, good Sir John. 

FALSTAFF   
I am glad to see you well, good Master Robert Shallow. 

SHALLOW   
This 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   
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Marry, have we, sir.  

FALSTAFF   
Let me see them, I beseech you. 

SHALLOW   
Where’s the roll? Where’s the roll? Where’s the roll? Let me see, let me see, 
let me see. So, so, so, so, so. So, so. Yea, marry, sir.—Rafe Mouldy!— 

Enter Mouldy, followed by Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bullcalf. 

Let me see, where is Mouldy? 

MOULDY, coming forward   
Here, an it 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   
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. 

Shallow marks the scroll. 

MOULDY  
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.  

SHALLOW   
Simon Shadow! 

SHADOW, coming forward   
Here, sir. 

SHALLOW   
Do you like him, Sir John? 
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FALSTAFF   
Prick him, for we have a number of shadows to fill up the muster book. 

SHALLOW  Thomas Wart! 

WART, coming forward   
Here, 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, coming forward   
Here, sir. 

SHALLOW   
What trade art thou, Feeble? 

FEEBLE   
A woman’s tailor, sir. 

FALSTAFF   
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, courageous Feeble. Prick the woman’s tailor well, Master Shallow.
—Who is the next? 

SHALLOW   
Peter Bullcalf o’ th’ green. 

BULLCALF, coming forward   
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. 

FALSTAFF   
Come, we will have away thy cold.—Is here all? 

SHALLOW   
Here is two more called than your number. You must have but four 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   
O, Sir John, do you remember since we lay all night in the windmill in Saint 
George’s Field? 

FALSTAFF   
No more of that, good Master Shallow, no more of that. 

SHALLOW   
Ha, ’twas a merry night. 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. In faith, Sir John, we have. 
Come, let’s to dinner, come, let’s to dinner. Jesus, the days that we have 
seen! Come, come. 

Shallow and Silence exit 

FALSTAFF 
I will devise matter enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince Harry in 
continual laughter. O, you shall see him laugh till his face be like a wet cloak 
ill laid up! 

Falstaff exits 

BULLCALF   

  62



Good Master Corporate Bardolph, stand my friend, and here’s four Harry ten-
shillings in French crowns for you. He gives Bardolph money. In very truth, sir, 
I had as lief be hanged, sir, as go. 

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 anything about her when I am gone, and she is old and 
cannot help herself. You shall have forty, sir. He gives money. 

BARDOLPH   
Go to. Stand aside. 

FEEBLE   
By my troth, I care not. A man can die but once. We owe God a death. An ’t 
be my destiny, so; an ’t be not, so. 

BARDOLPH   
Well said. Th’ art a good fellow. 

Enter Falstaff and the Justices. 

FALSTAFF   
Come, sir, which men shall I have? 

SHALLOW   
Four of which you please. 

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

FALSTAFF   
Go to, well. 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. 

Mouldy and Bullcalf exit. 

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 thews, the stature, bulk and big assemblance of a man? Give me the 
spirit, Master Shallow. O, give me the spare men, and spare me the great 
ones. Fare you well, gentlemen both. I thank you. 

SHALLOW  Sir John, the Lord bless you.  

Shallow and Silence exit. 
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On, Bardolph. Lead the men away. 

All Exit. 

ACT 4 

Scene 3 
Enter the King in a chair, Thomas Duke of Clarence, Humphrey Duke of 
Gloucester 

KING 
Humphrey, my son of Gloucester, where is the Prince your brother? 

HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER 
I think he’s gone to hunt, my lord, at Windsor. 

KING 
And how accompanied? 

HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER   
I do not know, my lord. 

KING 
Is not his brother Thomas of Clarence with him? 

HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER 
No, my good lord, he is in presence here. 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE, coming forward   
What would my lord and father? 

KING 
Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence. 
How chance thou art not with the Prince thy brother? 
Why art thou not at Windsor with him, Thomas? 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE 
He is not there today; he dines in London. 

KING 
And how accompanied? Canst thou tell that? 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE 
With Poins and other his continual followers. 

KING 
Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds, 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 
Is overspread with them; therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death. 

Enter Westmoreland. 
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Who’s here? Westmoreland? 

WESTMORELAND 
Health to my sovereign, and new happiness 
Added to that that I am to deliver. 
Prince John your son doth kiss your Grace’s hand. 
Mowbray, the Bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all 
Are brought to the correction of your law. 
There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheathed, 
But peace puts forth her olive everywhere. 

KING 
And wherefore should these good news make me sick? 
I should rejoice now at this happy news, 
And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy. 
O, me! Come near me, now I am much ill. 

HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER 
Comfort, your Majesty. 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE  O, my royal father! 

KING 
I pray you take me up and bear me hence 
Into some other chamber. Softly, pray. 

The King is carried to a bed on another part of the stage. 

Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends. 
Set me the crown upon my pillow here. 

The crown is placed on the bed. 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE, aside to the others 
His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 

WESTMORELAND 
Less noise, less noise. 

Enter Prince Harry. 

PRINCE   
Who saw the Duke of Clarence? 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE, weeping 
I am here, brother, full of heaviness. 

PRINCE 
How doth the King? 

HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER   
Exceeding ill. 

PRINCE 
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Heard he the good news yet? Tell it him. 

HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER 
He altered much upon the hearing it. 

PRINCE   
If he be sick with joy, he’ll recover without physic. 

WESTMORELAND 
Not so much noise, my lords.—Sweet prince, speak low. 
The King your father is disposed to sleep. 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE 
Let us withdraw into the other room. 

WESTMORELAND 
Will ’t please your Grace to go along with us? 

PRINCE 
No, I will sit and watch here by the King. 
All but Prince and King exit. 
Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 
Being so troublesome a bedfellow? 
O polished perturbation, golden care, 
That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night! By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather which stirs not; 
Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perforce must move. My gracious lord, my father, 
This sleep is sound indeed. Thy due from me 
Is tears and heavy sorrows of the blood, 
Which nature, love, and filial tenderness 
Shall, O dear father, pay thee plenteously. 
My due from thee is this imperial crown, 
Which, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
Derives itself to me. He puts on the crown. Lo, where it sits, 
Which God shall guard. And, put the world’s whole strength 
Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honor from me. This from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as ’tis left to me. 

He exits with the crown. 

KING, rising up in his bed   
Westmoreland! Gloucester! Clarence! 

Enter Westmoreland, Gloucester, Clarence, and others. 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE   
Doth the King call? 

WESTMORELAND 
What would your Majesty? How fares your Grace? 
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KING 
Why did you leave me here alone, my lords? 

THOMAS OF CLARENCE 
We left the Prince my brother here, my liege, 
Who undertook to sit and watch by you. 

KING 
The Prince of Wales? Where is he? Let me see him. 
He is not here. 

WESTMORELAND 
This door is open. He is gone this way. 

KING 
Where is the crown? Who took it from my pillow? 

WESTMORELAND 
When we withdrew, my liege, we left it here. 

KING 
The Prince hath ta’en it hence. Go seek him out. 
Is he so hasty that he doth suppose my sleep my death? 
Find him, my Lord Westmoreland. Chide him hither. 
Westmoreland exits. 
This part of his conjoins with my disease 
And helps to end me. See, sons, what things you are, 
How quickly nature falls into revolt 
When gold becomes her object! 

Enter Prince Harry with the crown. 

KING 
Lo where he comes.—Come hither to me, Harry.— 
Depart the chamber. Leave us here alone. 

Gloucester, Clarence, Westmoreland exit. 

PRINCE 
I never thought to hear you speak again. 

KING 
Thy wish was father, Harry, to that thought. 
Dost thou so hunger for mine empty chair 
That thou wilt needs invest thee with my honors 
Before thy hour be ripe? O foolish youth, 
Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
What, canst thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself, 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear 
That thou art crownèd, not that I am dead. 
Harry the Fifth is crowned.  

PRINCE, placing the crown on the pillow 
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O pardon me, my liege! There is your crown, 
And He that wears the crown immortally 
Long guard it yours. He kneels. If I affect it more 
Than as your honor and as your renown, 
Let me no more from this obedience rise. 
God witness with me, when I here came in 
And found no course of breath within your Majesty, 
How cold it struck my heart!  
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
I spake unto this crown as having sense. 
Accusing it, I put it on my head 
To try with it, as with an enemy 
That had before my face murdered my father. 
But if it did infect my blood with joy 
Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride, 
Let God forever keep it from my head. 

KING  O my son, 
God put it in thy mind to take it hence 
That thou mightst win the more thy father’s love, 
Pleading so wisely in excuse of it. 
Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed 
And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. 

The Prince rises from his knees and sits 
near the bed. 

   God knows, my son, 
By what bypaths and indirect crook’d ways 
I met this crown, and I myself know well 
How troublesome it sat upon my head. 
To thee it shall descend with better quiet. 
Yet though thou stand’st more sure than I could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green, 
And all my friends, which thou must make thy friends, 
Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en out. 
Be it thy course to busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels, that action, hence borne out, 
May waste the memory of the former days. 
More would I, but my lungs are wasted so 
That strength of speech is utterly denied me. 
How I came by the crown, O God forgive, 
And grant it may with thee in true peace live. 

PRINCE  My gracious liege, 
You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me. 
Then plain and right must my possession be, 
Which I with more than with a common pain 
’Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

Enter John of Lancaster and others. 

KING 
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Look, look, here comes my John of Lancaster. 

JOHN OF LANCASTER 
Health, peace, and happiness to my royal father. 

KING 
Thou bring’st me happiness and peace, son John, 
But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare withered trunk. Upon thy sight 
My worldly business makes a period. 
Where is my Lord Westmoreland? 

PRINCE  My Lord Westmoreland. 

Enter Westmoreland. 

KING 
Doth any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I first did swoon? 

WESTMORELAND 
’Tis called Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

KING 
Laud be to God! Even there my life must end. 
It hath been prophesied to me many years, 
I should not die but in Jerusalem, 
Which vainly I supposed the Holy Land. 
But bear me to that chamber; there I’ll lie. 
In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. 
They exit. 

ACT 5 

Scene 2 
Enter Westmoreland and Lord Chief Justice. 

WESTMORELAND 
How now, my Lord Chief Justice, whither away? 

CHIEF JUSTICE   
How doth the King? 

WESTMORELAND 
Exceeding well. His cares are now all ended. 

CHIEF JUSTICE 
I hope, not dead. 

WESTMORELAND 
He’s walked the way of nature, 
And to our purposes he lives no more. 
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CHIEF JUSTICE 
I would his Majesty had called me with him. 
The service that I truly did his life 
Hath left me open to all injuries. 

WESTMORELAND 
Indeed, I think the young king loves you not. 

CHIEF JUSTICE 
I know he doth not, and do arm myself 
To welcome the condition of the time, 
Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 

Enter John, Thomas, and Humphrey. 

WESTMORELAND 
Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry. 

JOHN OF LANCASTER 
Good morrow, cousin Westmoreland, good morrow. 

HUMPHREY OF GLOUCESTER, THOMAS OF CLARENCE  Good morrow, cousin. 

JOHN OF LANCASTER 
We meet like men that had forgot to speak. 

WESTMORELAND 
We do remember, but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

Enter the Prince, as Henry V 

WESTMORELAND 
Here comes the Prince. 

CHIEF JUSTICE 
Good morrow, and God save your Majesty. 

PRINCE 
This new and gorgeous garment majesty 
Sits not so easy on me as you think.— 
Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear. 
For me, by heaven, I bid you be assured, 
I’ll be your father and your brother too. 
Let me but bear your love, I’ll bear your cares. 

BROTHERS 
We hope no otherwise from your Majesty. 

PRINCE 
You all look strangely on me. To the Chief Justice. And you most. 
You are, I think, assured I love you not. 
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CHIEF JUSTICE 
I am assured, if I be measured rightly, 
Your Majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

PRINCE 
No? How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
So great indignities you laid upon me? 
What, rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
Th’ immediate heir of England? Was this easy? 

CHIEF JUSTICE 
I then did use the person of your father; 
The image of his power lay then in me. 
And in th’ administration of his law, 
Whiles I was busy for the commonwealth, 
Your Highness pleasèd to forget my place, 
The majesty and power of law and justice, 
The image of the King whom I presented, 
And struck me in my very seat of judgment, 
Whereon, as an offender to your father, 
I gave bold way to my authority 
And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 
Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 
To have a son set your decrees at nought? 
Nay more, to spurn at your most royal image 
And mock your workings  
Hear your own dignity so much profaned, 
And then imagine me taking your part 
And in your power soft silencing your son. 
After this cold considerance, sentence me, 
And, as you are a king, speak in your state 
What I have done that misbecame my place, 
My person, or my liege’s sovereignty. 

PRINCE 
You are right, justice, and you weigh this well. 
Therefore still bear the balance and the sword. 
They clasp hands. 
And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you: 
My father is gone wild into his grave, 
For in his tomb lie my affections, 
And with his spirits sadly I survive 
To mock the expectation of the world, 
To frustrate prophecies, and to raze out 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my seeming.  
And, God consigning to my good intents, 
No prince nor peer shall have just cause to say 
God shorten Harry’s happy life one day. 
They exit. 

Scene 3 
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Enter Sir John Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Page, Bardolph. 

SHALLOW   
Nay, you shall see my orchard, where, in an arbor, we will eat a last year’s 
pippin of mine own graffing.  

FALSTAFF   
Fore God, you have here a goodly dwelling, and a rich. 

Enter Pistol. 

How now, Pistol? 

PISTOL   
Sir John, God save you. 

FALSTAFF   
What wind blew you hither, Pistol? 

PISTOL   
Not the ill wind which blows no man to good. Sweet knight, thou art now one 
of the greatest men in this realm. 
Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king. 
Harry the Fifth’s the man. I speak the truth. 

FALSTAFF   
What, is the old king dead? 

PISTOL 
As nail in door. The things I speak are just. 

FALSTAFF   
Away, Bardolph.—Saddle my horse.— Master Robert Shallow, choose what 
office thou wilt in the land, ’tis thine.—Pistol, I will double-charge thee with 
dignities. I am Fortune’s steward. Get on thy boots. We’ll ride all night. I 
know the young king is sick for me. Let us take any man’s horses. The laws of 
England are at my commandment. Blessed are they that have been my 
friends, and woe to my Lord Chief Justice! 

They exit. 

Scene 5 

Trumpets sound, and the King and his train pass over the stage. After them 
enter Falstaff, Peto, Bardolph, Poins and the Page. 

FALSTAFF   
Stand here by me, Peto. I will make the King do you grace. I will leer upon 
him as he comes by, and do but mark the countenance that he will give me. 

Enter the King and his train. 

FALSTAFF 
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God save thy Grace, King Hal, my royal Hal. God save thee, my sweet boy! 

KING 
My Lord Chief Justice, speak to that vain man. 

CHIEF JUSTICE, to Falstaff 
Have you your wits? Know you what ’tis you speak? 

FALSTAFF, to the King 
My king, my Jove, I speak to thee, my heart! 

KING 
I know thee not, old man. Fall to thy prayers. 
Reply not to me with a fool-born jest. 
Presume not that I am the thing I was, 
For God doth know—so shall the world perceive— 
That I have turned away my former self. 
So will I those that kept me company. 
When thou dost hear I am as I have been, 
Approach me, and thou shalt be as thou wast, 
The tutor and the feeder of my riots. 
Till then I banish thee, on pain of death, 
As I have done the rest of my misleaders, 
Not to come near our person by ten mile. 
To the Lord Chief Justice. 
Be it your charge, my lord, 
To see performed the tenor of my word.— 
Set on. 

King and his train exit. 

FALSTAFF  Do not you grieve at this. I shall be sent for in private to him. Look 
you, he must seem thus to the world. Fear not your advancements. I will be 
the man yet 
that shall make you great.  I shall be sent for soon at night. 

Enter the Lord Chief Justice and Prince John, with Officers. 

CHIEF JUSTICE 
Go, carry Sir John Falstaff to the Fleet. 
Take all his company along with him. 

FALSTAFF  My lord, my lord — 

CHIEF JUSTICE 
I cannot now speak. I will hear you soon.— 
Take them away. 

All but John of Lancaster and Chief Justice exit. 

JOHN OF LANCASTER 
The King hath called his parliament, my lord. 

CHIEF JUSTICE  He hath. 
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JOHN OF LANCASTER 
I will lay odds that, ere this year expire, 
We bear our civil swords and native fire 
As far as France. I heard a bird so sing, 
Whose music, to my thinking, pleased the King. 
Come, will you hence? 
They exit. 

EPILOGUE 
  
 First my fear, then my curtsy, last my speech. My fear is your 
displeasure, my curtsy my duty, and my speech, to beg your pardons. If you 
look for a good speech now, you undo me, for what I have to say is of mine 
own making, and what indeed I should say will, I doubt, prove mine own 
marring. 

But to the purpose, and so to the venture. Be it known to you, as it is very 
well, I was lately here in the end of a displeasing play to pray your patience 
for it and to promise you a better. I meant indeed to pay you with this, 
which, if like an ill venture it come unluckily home, I break, and you, my 
gentle creditors, lose. Here I promised you I would be, and here I commit my 
body to your mercies. Bate me some, and I will pay you some, and, as most 
debtors do, promise you infinitely. And so I kneel down before you, but, 
indeed, to pray for the Queen. 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you command me to use 
my legs? And yet that were but light payment, to dance out of your debt. But 
a good conscience will make any possible satisfaction, and so would I. All the 
gentlewomen here have forgiven me; if the gentlemen will not, then the 
gentlemen do not agree with the gentlewomen, which was never seen before 
in such an assembly. 

One word more, I beseech you: if you be not too much cloyed with fat meat, 
our humble author will continue the story, with Sir John in it, and make you 
merry with fair Katherine of France, where, for anything I know, Falstaff shall 
die of a sweat, unless already he be killed with your hard opinions; for 
Oldcastle died a martyr, and this is not the man. My tongue is weary; when 
my legs are too, I will bid you good night. 
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