1238 KING JOHN.

i Gracing the fcroll that tells of this war’s lofs,
il With flaughter coupled to the name of kings.
D0 11, omaolk sost 1 T
Bafl. Ha, majefty | how high thy glory towers,

Vhen the rich blood of kings is {et on fire |
O, now doth death line his dead chaps with fteel ;
I The fwords of foldiers are his teeth, his phangs;
And now he feafts, mouthing the flefh of men
| In undetermin’d diff’rences of kings. —
.] \ : Why ftand thefe royal fronts amazed thus?
l

Cry, havock, kings! back to the ftained field,
You equal potents, fiery-kindled {pirits!
Then let confufion of one part confirm
The other’s peace ; till then, blows, blood, and death!
| K. Fobn. Whole party do the town{men yet admit ?
K. Philip. Speak, citizens, for England ; who's your king?
Cit. The king of England, when we know the king.
K. Philip. Know him in us, that here hold up his right.
K. Fobn. In us, that are our own great deputy,
And bear pofleffion of our perfon here,
| Lord of our prefence, Angiers, and of you.
Ciz. A greater power than ye denies all this ;
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock
Our former {cruple in our ftrong-barr’d gates.®
Bajt. By heav'n, thefe fcroyles of Angiers flout you, Kings;
And ftand fecurely on their battlements
As in a theatre, whence they gape and point
At your induftrious {cenes and a&s of death.
You royal prefences, be rul’d by me;
Do like the mutines of Ferufalem,
¢ friends a while, and both conjointly bend
Your fharpeft deeds of malice on this town.
| By eaft and wefl let France and England mount
il T heir battering cannon charged to the mouths,

2 .._in our flrong-barr’d gates;

Kings of our fear, until our fears refolv’d

Be by fome certain king purg’d and depos’d.
Baft. By heav’n, T,
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