KING JOHN, 129

Till their foul-fearing clamours have brawl’d down
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous city.

I’d play inceflantly upon thefe jades ;.

Even till unfenced defolation

Leave them as naked as the vulgar air.

That done, diflever your united ftrengths,

And part your mingled colours once again ;

T'urn face to face, and bloody point to point:
Then, in a moment, fortune fhall cull forth

- Out of one fide her happy minion ;

To whom in favour fhe fhall give the day,
And kifs him with a glorious victory.
How like you this wild counfel, mighty ftates?
K., John. Now, by the fky that hangs above our heads,
I like it well. — France, fhall we knit our powers,
And lay this Angiers even with the ground,
Then after, fight who fhall be king of it?
Baft. And if thou haft the mettle of a king,
Being wrong’d as we are by this peevifh town,
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery,
As we will ours, againft thefe faucy walls ; e
And when that we have dafh’d them to the ground,
Why, then defy each other, and, pellmell,
Make work upon ourfelves for heav'n or hell.
K. Philip. Let it be {fo: fay, where will you aflault?
K. Fobn. We from the weft will fend deftruction
Into this city’s bofom.
Auft. 1 from the north.
K. Philip. Our thunder from the fouth
Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town.*
Cit. Hear us, great kings: vouchfafe a while to flay,
And I fhall thow you peace, and fair-fac’d league ;

e bullets on this town.

Bafi. O prudent difcipline ! from north to fouth ;
/’Ylﬁrfa and France thoot in each other’s mouth.
Il ftir them to it: come away, away.

Cit. Hear us, great kings, &e.
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