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P. Henry. Why, what a rafcal art thou then, to praife him
for running ?

Fal. O ’horfeback, ye cuckoo: but, afoot, he will not budge
a foot.

P. Henry. Yes, Fack, upon inftiné.

Fal. 1 grant ye, upon inftiné& : well, he is there too, and one
Mordake, and a thoufand blue-caps more. Zorcefter is ftol’'n away
by night: thy father’s beard is turn’d white with the news you
may buy land now as cheap as ftinking mackerel.

P. Henry. Then, ’tis like, if there come a hot ¥wne, and
this civil buffetting hold, we fhall buy maidenheads as they buy
hobnails, by the hundred.

Fal. By the mafs, lad, thou fay’ft true; it is like we fhall have
good trading that way. But, tell me, Ha/, art not thou horribly
afeard ? thou being heir apparent, could the world pick thee out
three {uch enemies again, as that fiend Dowglas, that {pirit Perey,
and that devil Glendower 2 art thou not horribly afraid ? doth
not thy blood thrill at it?

P. Henry. Not a whit, i faith; I lack fome of thy infting.

Fal. Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, when thou
com’ft to thy father: if thou do love me, pra&ife an anfwer.

P. Henry. Do thou ftand for my father, and examine me upon
the particulars of my life.

Fal. Shall I? content: this chair fhall be my flate, this dagger
my {ceptre, and this cuthion my crown.

P. Henry. Thy ftate is taken for a jointftool, thy golden fceptre
for a leaden dagger, and thy precious rich crown fora pitiful bald
crown.

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out of thee, now
fhalt thou be moved. — Give me a cup of fack to make mine
eyes look red, that it may be thought I have wept; for I muft
fpeak in paffion, and I will do it in king * Camby/fes’ vein.

P. Henry. Well, here is my leg. :

Fal. And here is my {peech : — ftand: afide, nobility.

* An old play entitled A lamentable tragedie mixed full of plefant mirth containing the life of
Cambifes king of Percia, By Thomas Prefton. H _/]
Ofbe




