KING HENRY IV, 345

SCENE 1L

Enter fir Richard Vernon.
Eot. My coufin Pernon, welcome, by my {oul.

Ver. Pray god, my news be worth a welcome, lord.
The carl of Weftmoriand, fev'n thoufand ftrong,
Is marching hither, with prince Fobz of Lancafter.
Hoz. No harm: what more?
Ver. And further, I have learn’d,
The king himfelf in perfon hath fet forth,
Or hitherwards intended {peedily,
With ftrong and mighty preparation.
EIor. He thall be welcome too: where is his {fon *
The nimble-footed madcap prince of #ales,
And his comrades, that daffe the world afide,
And bid it pafs? :
Ver. All furnifh’d, all in arms,
All plum’d like eftridges®, and with the wind
Baiting, like eagles having lately bath’d :
Glittering in golden coats like images ;
As full of {pirit as the month of May,
And gorgeous as the fun at middummer,
Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls.
I faw young Harry, with his beaver up,
His cuifles on his thighs, gallantly arm’d;
Rife from the ground like feather’d Mercury ;
And vaulted with fuch eafe into his feat,, :
As if an angel drop’d down from the clouds,
To turn and wind a fiery Pegajus, '
And ® witch the world with noble horfemanfhip.
Hyt. No more, no more; worfc than the fun in March,
This praife doth nourith agues’t+ let them come;
They come like facrifices in their trim,
And to the fire-ey’d maid of {moky svar,

2 [i. e. all drefs’d like the prince himfelf. , The:gfirich feather: being the coguizance of 24 prince
of Wales.] Dr. Grey. i '
b Witch, for bewitch, cham.
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