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K. Henry. How now, my lords?
Cur. Believe me, coufin G/o’fler,
Had not your man put up the fowl {o {uddenly,
We'd had more {port. — Come with thy two-hand fword.

[afide to Gloucefter.
Glow. True, uncle.

Guar. Are ye advis’d ?— The eaft fide of the grove.  [afide.
Glonw. Cardinal, I am with you,. [ afide.
K. Henry. Why, how now, uncle Gl fler 2
Glow. Talking of hawking, nothing elfe, my lord. —

Now, by god’s mother, prieft, I'll thave your crown

For this, or all my fence fhall fail. [afide.
Car. Prote@or, fee to’'t well, proteé yourfelf. [ afide.

K. Henry. The winds grow high, {o do your {tomachs, lords.
How irkfome is this mufick to my heart! .
When fuch ftrings jar, what hope of harmony ?
I pray, my lords, let me compound this ftrife.

S-C-E N-E Il
8

Enter One crying, A miracle!

Glow. What means this noife ?
Fellow, what miracle doft thou proclaim ?

One. A miracle, a miracle!

Suf. Come to the king, and tell him what miracle.

One. Forfooth, a blind man at faint A/ban’s fhrine,
Within this half hour hath receiv’d his fight,
A man that ne’er faw in his life before.

K. Henry. Now god be prais’'d, that to believing fouls
Gives light in darknefs, comfort in defpair !

Enter the Mayor of [aint Alban’s, and bis brethren, bearing Simpcox
between two in a chair, Simpcox’s wife follewing.
Car. Here come the town{men on proceflion,
Before your highnefs to prefent the man.

K. Henry, Great is his comfort in this earthly vale,
Though




