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Enter John Talbot, born.

Serv, O my dear lord! lo, where your fon is born.
Tal. Thou antick death, which laugh’ft us here to {corn,

Anon, from thy infulting tyranny,

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity,

Two Zalbots, winged through the lither tky,

In thy defpite {hall ’fcape mortality.

O thou, whofe wounds become hardfavour’d death,

Speak to thy father ere thou yield thy breath. *

Come, come, and lay him in his father’s arms ;

My {pirit can no longer bear thefe harms.

Soldiers, adieu! I have what I would have,

Now my old arms are young Fohz Talbor’s grave. [ dies.
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Continues near Bourdeaux.
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Enter Dauphin, Alanfon, Burgundy, Baflard, and Pucelle,

DaveuIN

A D York and Somerfer brought refcue in,

. We fhould have found a bloody day of this.

Baj?. How the young whelp of Zalbot’s raging brood
Did flefh his puny {word in Frenchmen’s blood !

Pucel. Once I encounter’d him, and thus I faid:
Thow maiden youth, be vanguilbh’d by a maid.
But, with a proud, majeftical, high {corn,
He anfwer’d thus: Young Talbot wgs not born

e yield thy breath.
Brave death by f{peaking, whether he will or no:
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe.
¥oor boy, he fmiles, methinks, as who fhould fay,
Had death been Fremch, then death had died to-day.
Come, come, &,
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