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Tell him, we could at Harfleur have rebuk’d him,
But that we thought not good to bruife an injury
Till it were ripe. Now {peak we on our cue,
With voice imperial : England thall repent
His folly, fee his weaknefs, and admire
Our fuff’rance. Bid him, therefore, to confider
What muft the ranfome be, which muft proportion
The lofles we have born, the fubjects we
Have loft, and the difgrace we have digefted ;
To anfwer which, his pettinefs would bow under.
Firft for our lofs, too poor is his exchequer ;
For the effufion of our blood, his army
Too faint a number ; and for our difgrace,
Ev’n his own perfon, kneeling at our feet,
A weak and worthlefs fatisfa&ion.
To this, defiance add: and, for conclufion,
Tell him, he hath betray’d his followers,
Whofe condemnation is pronounc’d. So far
My king and mafter ; and fo much my oflice.
K. Henry. What is thy name? I know thy quality.
Mount. Mountjoy.
K. Henry. Thou doft thy office fairly. Turn thee back,
And tell thy king, I do not feek him now ;
But could be willing to march en to Calais
Without impeachment: for, to fay the footh,
(Though ’tis no wifdom to confefs fo much
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage)
My people are with ficknefs much enfeebled ;
My numbers leflen’d ; and thofe few I have,
Almoft no better than {o many French;
Who when they were in health, I tell thee, herald,
I thought, upon one pair of Englifb legs
Did march three Frenchmen. — Yet forgive me, god,
That I do brag thus!—this your air of France
Hath blown that vice in. me I muit repent.
Go therefore, tell thy mafter here I am ;



