526 THE THIRD PART OF

K. Henry. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear their wreck ;
To {ee this fight it irks my very foul: —
Withhold revenge, dear god! ’tis not my fault,
Nor wittingly have I infring’d my vow.

Clif. My grac1ous l1ecre, this too much lenity
And harmful pity muft T lay’d afide.

To whom do lions caft their gentle looks ?-

Not to the beaft that would ufurp their den.
Whofe hand is that the foreft bear doth lick ?
Not his that {poils her young before her face.
Who fcapes the lurking ferpent’s mortal fting ?
Not he that {ets his foot upon her back.

The {malleft worm will turn, being trodden on,
And doves will peck in fafeguard of their brood.
Ambitious Zor£ did level at thy crown,

Thou {miling, while he knit his angry brows.

He but a duke, would have his {fon a king,

And raife his iffue like a loving fire;

Thou, being a king, bleft Wlth a goodly fon,
Didft yield confent to difinherit him

Which argu’d thee a moft unloving father.
Unreafonable creatures feed their young;

And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes,
Xet, in prote&ion of their tender ones,

Who hath not feen them (even with thofe wings
Which fometimes they have us’d with fearful flight)
Make war with him that climb’d unto their neft,
Offering their own lives in their young’s defence ?
For thame, my liege, make them your precedent.
Were it not pity, that this goodly boy

Should lofe his birthright by his father’s fault,
And long hereafter {fay unto his child,

What my great-grandfather and grandfire got,
My carelefs father fondly gave away 2

Ah, what a {hame was this! look on the boy,
And let his manly face, which promifeth
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