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KING HENRY 1V. ST

[Hefe they both call; the drawer flands amazed, not ]e;zowmg
which way 1o go.
Enter Vintner.

Vint. What! ftand’ft thou fill, and hear’ft fuch a calling
Look to the guefts within, [Ewi# Francis.] My lord, old fir j‘o/m
with half a dozen more are at the door; ﬂlal I let them in?

P. Henry. Let them alone a while, and then open the doot.
Poins ! [ Exit Vintner.
Enter Poins.

Poins. Anon, anon, fir.

P. Henry. Sirrah, Falffaff and the reft of the thieves are at the
door ; fhall we be merry?

Poins. As merry as crickets, my lad. But hark ye; what
cunning match have you made with this jeft of the drawer?
come, what’s the iffue?

P. Henry. Iam now of all humours, that have thow’d themfelves
humours, fince the old d"‘ys of goodman Adam, to the pupil
age of tlns prefent twelve o’clock at mlamcht [ Reenter Francis. |
What’s o’ clock, Francis?

Fran. Anon, anon, fir.

P. Henry. That ever this fellow (hould have fewer words than
a parrot, and yet the fon of a woman | His induftry is up ftairs
and down ftairs; his eloquence the palccl of a reckoning. Tam
not yet of Percy’s mind, the hot fpul of the north; he that kills
me {fome fix or fcvcn do n of Scozs at a bleauaﬁ, wathes his
hands, and fays to his wife, Fz'e wupon this quiet life! Iwant work.
O my fweet Harry, fays the, bow many haft thou kill’d to-day 2
Grve my roan horfe a dvench, {ays he ; and anfwers, fome fourteen,
an hour after; a trifle, @ z’/zﬂe. I priythee, call in Falfiaff; Tl
play Percy, and that damn’d brawn fhall play dame Morzimer his
wite. ' Ribi } fays the drunkard. * Gall in ribs, call in tallow.

SCEN E - IX

Enter Falftaff, Gads-hill, Bardolph, and Peto.
Poins. Welcome, Fack, where haft thou been.?
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