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P. Henry. Doft thou {peak like a king ? do thou ftand for me,
and I'll play my father. |

Fal. Depofe me? If thou doft it half fo gravely, fo
majeftically, both in word and matter, hang me up by the heels
for a rabbet-fucker, or a poulterer’s hare.

P. Henry. Well, here I am fet.

Fal. And here I ftand : — judge, my mafters.

P. Henry. Now, Harry, whence come you?

Fal. My noble lord, from Eagft-cheap.

P. Henry. The complaints I hear of thee are grievous.

Fal. ’Sblood, my lord, they are falfe. — Nay, I'll tickle ye
for a young prince. | :

P. Henry. Sweareft thou, ungracious boy ? henceforth ne’erloo
on me: thou art violently carry’d away from grace ; there’s a
devil haunts thee, in the likenefs of a fat old man: a tun of man
is thy companion. Why doft thou converfe with that trunk of
humours, that boulting-hutch of beaftlinefs, that fwoln parcel of
dropfies, that huge bombard of fack, that ftuff’d cloakbag of guts,
that roafted Manning-tree ox with the pudding in his belly, that
reverend vice, that gray iniquity, that father ruffian, that vanity
in years? Wherein is he good, but to tafte fack and drink it?
wherein neat and cleanly, but to carvea capon and eat it ? wherein
cunning, but in craft? wherein crafty, but in villany ? wherein
villanous, but in all things ? wherein worthy, but in nothing?

Fal. 1.would your grace would take me with you: whom
means your grace ?

P. Henry. That villanous abominable mifleader of youth,
Falflaff, that old white-bearded fatan.

Fal. My lord, the man I know.

P. Henry. I know, thou doft.

Fal. But to fay, I know more harm- in him than in myfelf,
were to fay more than I know. That he is old, the more’s the:
pity, his white hairs do witnefs it: but that he is, (faving your
reverence,) a whorematfter, that I utterly deny. If fack and fugar
be a fault, god help the wicked ! if to be old and merry be a {in,

then many an old hoft that I know is damn’d: if to be fat be
to
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