THRE THIRD PART OF

Whofe envious gulf did {wallow up his life.

Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ;

| My breaft can better brook thy dagger’s point,

I Than can my ears that tragick hiftory.

I i But wherefore doft thou come? is’t for my life?

1 1A R G/lp. Think’ft thou, I am an executioner ?
b K. Henry. A perfecutor, I am fure, thou art;

If murd’ring innocents be executing,

Why, then thou art an executioner.

G/o. Thy fon I kill’d for his prefumption.

K. Henry. Hadft thou been kill’d,when firft thou didft prefume,
Thou hadft not liv’d to kill a fon of mine. .
And thus I prophefy, that many a thoufand
Which now miftruft no parcel of my fear,

And many an old man’s figh, and many a widow’s,
And many an orphan’s water-ftanding eye,

Men for their fons, wives for their hufbands’ fate,
And orphans for their parents’ timelefs death,

Shall rue the hour that ever thou waft born.

The owl fhriek’d at thy birth, an evil fign;

The nightcrow cry’d, a boding lucklefs tune;

Dogs howl’d, an hideous tempeft thook down trees;
The raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top,

And chattering pies in difmal difcords fung :

Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain,

And yet brought forth lefs than a mother’s hope,
To wit, an indigefted deform’d lump,

Not like the fruit of {fuch a goodly tree.

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft born,
To fignify thou cam’ft to bite the world :

And, if the reft be true which I have heard,

Thou cam’ft into the world with thy legs forward.

Glo. T'll hear no more: die, prophet, in thy {peech;

[ ffabs him:
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For this, amongft the reft, was I ordain’d.
K. Henry. Ay, and for much more flaughter after this.
O! god




