84 THE-FIRSE PART OF

Pucel. Decrepid miler, bafe ignoble wretch,
I am defcended of a gentler blood :
‘Thou art no father nor no friend of miune.
Shep. Out, out!— My lords, an pleafe you, ’tis not {o;
I did beget her, all the parifh knows :
Her mother living yet can teftify
She was the firft fruit of my bach’lorfhip.
War. Gracelefs, wilt thou deny thy parentage ?
York. This argues what her kind of life hath been,
Wicked and vile; and fo her death concludes.
Shep. Fie, Foan, that thou wilt be {fo obftacle!
God knows, thou art a collop of my fleth ;
And for thy fake have I fhed many a tear:
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Foan.
Pucel. Peafant, avaunt! —You have {uborn’d this man

Of purpofe to obfcure my noble birth.

Shep. “Tis true, I gave a noble to the prieft,
The morn that I was wedded to her mother. —
Kneel down and take my blefling, good my girl.
Wilt thou not ftoop? now curfed be the time
Of thy nativity | I would the milk
Thy mother gave thee when thou fuck’dft her breaft,
Had been a little ratfbane for thy fake! :
Or elle, when thou didft keep my lambs afield,
I wifth {fome rav’nous wolf had eaten thee !

Doft thou deny thy father, curfed drab?

. O, burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. [Exz2.

York. Take her away, for fhe hath liv’d too long,
To fill the world with vicious qualities.

Pucel. Firft, let me tell you whom you have condemn’d:
Not me begotten of a thepherd {wain,
But iffu’d from the progeny of kings;
Virtuous, and holy, chofen from above,,
By infpiration of celeftial grace,
To work exceeding miracles on earth.
I never had to do with wicked fpirits =

But:



