KING HENRY 1V. 113

P. Henry. What’s the matter ?

Fal. What’s the matter| here be four of us, have ta’en a
thoufand pound this morning.

P. Henry. Where is it, Fack? where is it?

Fal. Where is it! taken from us, it is; a hundred upon poor
four of us. :

P. Henry. What, a hundred, man?

Fal. 1 am a rogue, if I were not at half fword with a dozen
of them two hours together. I have efcap’d by miracle. T am
eight times thruft through the doublet, four through the hofe,
my buckler cut through and through, my {fword hack’d like a
handfaw, ecce fignum. I never dealt better fince I was a man:
all would not do. A plague of all cowards ! — Let them f{peak ;
if they {peak more or lefs than truth, they are villains, and the
{fons of darknefs.

P. Henry. Speak, firs; how was it?

Gads. We four fet upon {fome dozen.

Fal. Sixteen, at leaft, my lord.

Gads. And bound them.

Peto. No, no, they were not bound.

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of them; or
Iam a Yew elfe, an Ebrew Few.

Gads. As we were fharing, fome fix or feven frefh men fet
upon us.

Fal. And unbound the reft, and then came in the other.

P. Henry. What, fought ye with them all ?

Fal. All! 1 know not what ye call all; but if I fought not
with fifty of them, Iama bunch of radifh: if there were not two
or three and fifty upon poor old Fack, then am T no two-legg’d
creature.

Poins. Pray heav’n, you have not murder’d {fome of them.

Fal. Nay, that’s paft praying for. I have pepper’d two of
them: two, I am fure, I have pay'd; two rogues in buckram
fuits. I tell thee what, Ha/, if I tell thee a lie, {pit in my face,
- call me horfe: thou know’ft my old ward; herel lay, and thus

I bore my point: four rogues in buckram let drive at me.
Vor. III. Rr P. Henry.




