LANCASTER '
You are well encountered here, my cousin Mowbray.
Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop.

And so to you, Lord Hastings, and to all.

My Lord of York, it better showed with you
When that your flock, assembled by the bell,
Encircled you to hear with reverence - o
Your exposition on'the holy text

Than now to see you here an iron man,-
Cheering a rout of rebels with your drum,
Turning the word to sword and life to death.
That man that sits within a monarch’s heart
And ripens in the sunshine of his favor,
Would he abuse the countenance of the king,

Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach

In shadow of such greatness., 41

(Wii:1-15)

A RIC HBISHOP . Good my Lord of Lancaster,
am not here against your father’s peace,

But, as I told my Lord of Westmoreland,

The time misordered doth, in common sense
Crowd us and crush us to this monstrous forn’l
To hold our safety up. I'sent your grace ,
The parcels and particulars of our grief.

The which hath been with s i
Whereon this Hydra son of war is born
Whose dangerous e ,
With grant of our most just and right desires
And true obedience, of this madness cured ,
Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. ’

yes may well be charmed asleep

FALSTAFE I would be sorry, my lord, but it should be -

thus. I .never knew yet but rebuke and check, was the
reward of valor. Do you think me a swallow, an arrow, or
abullet ? Have I, in my poor and old motion, the expedi-
tion of thought ? I have speeded hither with the yery ex-
tremest inch of possibility. I have foundered nine score
and odd posts, and here, travel-tainted as I.am, have, in
my pure and immaculate valor, taken Sir John Coleville
of the dale, a most furious knight and valorous.enemy.

But what of that ? He saw me, and yielded, that I may

justly. say, with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome, their
Caesar, ‘I came, saw, and overcame.’., Lor e

LANCASTER It was more of his courtesy ft,h;}p, your de-
serving. . .. o i e

FALSTAFF I know not. Here he is, and here I yield him.
And I beseech your grace, let it be booked with the rest
of this day’s deeds, or, by the Lord, I will haveitin a par-
ticular ballad else, with mine own picture on the top on’t,
Coleville kissing my foot. To the which course if I be
enforced, if you do not all show like gilt twopences to
me, and L in the clear sky of fame o’ershine;you as much
as the full moon doth the cinders of the element, which
show like pins’ heads to her, believe not the word of the
noble. Therefore let me have, right, and let desert
mount, T

LANCASTER Thine’s too heavy to mount.

FALSTAFF Letitshine, then. P

LANCASTER Thine’s too thick to shine.

FALSTAFF Let it do something, my good lord, that may
do me good, and call it what you will.
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corn shoved from the court,




