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112 "THE SESOND PART OF

Peter. By thefe ten bones, my lord, he did fpeak them to me
in the garret one night, as we were fcouring my lord of York's
armour. ,

York. Bafe dunghil villain, and mechanical,

I'll have thy head for this tthy traitor’s fpeech : <
I do befeech your royal majefty,
Let him have all the rigour of the law.

Arm. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I {pake the words. My
accufer is my prentice ; and, when I did ‘corre&@ him for his fauit
the other day, he did vow upon his knees he would be even with
me: I have good witnefsof this; therefore I befeech your majeity,
do not caft away an honeft man for a villain’s accufation.

K. Henry. Uncle, what thall we fay ‘to this in law?

Glon. This doom, my lord, if 1 may judge :

Let Somer/et be regent o’er the French,

Becaufe in Yor4 this breeds fufpicion.

And let thefe have a day appointed them

For fingle combat in convenient ‘place ;

For he hath witnefs of his fervant’s malice.

This is the law, and this duke Humphry’s doom.

K. Henry. Then be it fo: my lord of Somer/et,
We make your grace regent ‘over the French.

Som. 1 humbly thank your royal majefty.

Arm. And T accept the combat willingly.

Peter. Alas, mylord, T cannot fight; for god’s fake, pity my
cafe! the {pite of man ‘prevaileth againft ‘me. O, lotd have
mercy upon me! T fhall never'be able to fight a ‘blow : "o lord,
my heart!

Glow, Sirrah, ‘or you muft fight, or €lfe be hang’d.

K. Henry. Away wvith them to prifon : ‘and ‘the ‘day
Of combat thall be ‘the laft ‘of the next month, ——

Come, Somerfer, we'll fee thee ferit away. [Flourifb. Exeuns.
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