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» Pren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy mafter; fight for
the credit of the prentices.

Perer. Ithank you all: drink, and pray for me, I pray you;
for, I think, I have taken my laft draught in this world. — Here,
Robin, if I die, I give thee my apron ; and, #il, thou fhalt
have my hammer : and here, Zom, take all the money that I
have. — O lord blefs me, I pray god! for I am never able to
deal with my mafter, he hath learn’d {fo much to fence already.

Szl. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. — Sirrah,
what’s thy name ?

Peter. Peter, forfooth.

Sal. Peter  what more?

Peter. Thump.

Sal. Thump 2 Then {ee thou thump thy mafter well.

Arm. Mafters, I am come hither, as it were, upon my man’s
inftigation to prove him a knave, and myfelf an honeft man : and
touching the duke of York, I will take my death I never meant
him any ill, nor the king, nor the queen; and therefore, Peter,
have at thee with a downright blow.

York. Defpatch : this knave’s tongue begins to double. —
Sound trumipets, ‘alarum to the combatants,

[they fight, and Peter [lrikes him down.

Arm. Hold, Peter, hold! I confefs, I confels treafon. [dies.

York. Take away his weapon : — fellow, thank god, and the
good wine in thy mafter’s way. .

Peter. O god! have I overcome mine enemy in this prefence
O Peter, thou haft prevail’d in the right.

K. Henry. Go, and take hence that traitor from our fight,
For by his death we do perceive his guilt.

And god in juftice hath reveal’d to us

The truth and innocence of this poor fellow,

Which he had thought to murder wrongfully. —

Come, fellow, follow s for thy reward. [ Exeunt..
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