poLL Captain! Thou abominable damned cheater, art
thou not ashamed to be called captain? An captains were
of my mind, they would truncheon you out for taking
their names upon you before you have earned them.
You a captain! You slave, for what? For tearing a poor
whore’s ruff in a bawdy-house? He a captain! Hang
him, rogue! He lives upon mouldy stewed prunes and
dried cakes. A captain! God’s light, these villains will

- make the word as odious as the word ‘occupy,” which
was an excellent good word before it was ill sorted.
Therefore captains had need look to’t.
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DOLL Ah, you sweet little rogue, you! Alas, poor ape,

FALSTAFF A rascally slave! I will toss the rogue in a

DOLL Do, an thou darest for thy heart. An thou dost, I’ll

PAGE The musicis come, sir.
FALSTAFF Let them play. Play, sirs. Sit on my knee,

poLL I’ faith, and thou followedst him like a church.

how thou sweatest! Come, let me wipe thy face; come
on, you whoreson chops. Ah, rogue! i’ faith, I love thee.
Thou art as valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of
Agamemnon, and ten times better than the Nine Wor-
thies. Ah, villain!

blanket.
canvass thee between a pair of sheets.
Enter Music.
Doll. A rascal bragging slave! The rogue fled from me

like quicksilver.

‘Thou whoreson little tidy Bartholomew boar-pig, when
wilt thou leave fighting o’ days and foining o’ nights,

and begin to patch up thine old body for heaven?
Enter [behind] Prince [Henry] and Poins [disguised].
FALSTAFF Peace, good Doll! Do not speak like a death’s-
head. Do not bid me remember mine end.

PRINCE Seenow, whether pure fear and entire cowardice
doth not make thee wrong this virtuous gentlewoman to
close with us. Is she of the wicked ? Is thine hostess here
of the wicked? Or is thy boy of the wicked? Or honest
Bardolph, whose zeal burns in his nose, of the wicked ?

POINS Answer, thou dead elm, answer.

FALSTAFF The fiend hath pricked down Bardolph irre-
coverable, and his face is Lucifer’s privy-kitchen,
where he doth nothing but roast malt-worms.
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PRINCE

By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to blame,

So idly to profane the precious time,

When tempest of commotion, like the south

Borne with black vapor, doth begin to melt

And drop upon our bare unarmeéd heads.

Give me my sword and cloak. Falstaff, good night.
Exeunt Prince Henry, Poins [, Peto, and Bardolph].

FALSTAFF Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the
night, and we must hence and leave it unpicked.
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