T e e

416 THE SECOND PART OF

K. Henry. Are thefe things then, my lord, neceflities ?
Then let us meet them like neceflities;
And that fame word even now cries out on us
They fay, the bithop and Northumberiond
Are fifty thoufand ftrong.
War. It cannot be:
Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo,
The numbers of the fear’d. — Pleafe it your grace
To go to bed : upon my life, my lord,
The pow’rs that you already have fent forth
Shall bring this prize in very eafily.
To comfort you the more, I have receiv’d
A certain inftance that Glendower is dead.
Your majefty hath been this fortnight ill ;
And thefe unfeafon’d hours perforce muft add
Unto your ficknefs.
K. Henry. 1 will take your counfel : .
And, were thefe inward wars once out of hand,
We would, dear lords, unto the holy land. [ Exeunt.
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F#ftice Shallow’s Seat in Gloucefterfhire.

Enter Shallow and Silence, with Mouldy, Shadow, Wart,
Feeble, and Bull-calf.

Shal. OME on, come on, come on; give me your hand,
fir: an early flirrer, by the rood. And how doth
my good coufin S7lence 2 '
S7/. Good morrow, good coufin Shallow. '
Shal. And how doth my coufin, your bedfellow? and your
faireft daughter, and mine, my god-daughter Ellen 2
Sil. Alas, a black ouzel, coufin Shalivw.
Shal. By yea and nay, fir, I dare fay, my coufin #illiam is
become a good {cholar: he is at Oxford ftill, is he not ? =
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