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Enter King John, Queen Eleanor his mother, William Marshal Earl of Pembroke, the earls of Essex and of Salisbury.


Queen Eleanor



	Barons of England, and my noble lords:

	Though God and fortune have bereft from us

	Victorious Richard, scourge of infidels,

	And clad this land in stole of dismal hue,

	Yet give me leave to joy, and joy you all,

	That from this womb hath sprung a second hope,

	A king that may in rule and virtue both

	Succeed his brother in his empery.



King John



	My gracious mother queen, and barons all:

	Though far unworthy of so high a place,

	As is the throne of mighty England’s king,

	Yet John your lord, contented uncontent,

	Will (as he may) sustain the heavy yoke

	Of pressing cares that hang upon a crown.

	My Lord of Pembroke, and Lord Salisbury,

	Admit the Lord Chatillon to our presence,

	That we may know what Philip king of France

	(By his ambassadors) requires of us.



Queen Eleanor



	Dare lay my hand that Eleanor can guess

	Whereto this weighty embassade doth tend:

	If of my nephew, Arthur, and his claim,

	Then say my son I have not missed my aim.



Enter Chatillon and the two earls[, Pembroke and Salisbury].


King John



	My lord Chatillon, welcome into England!

	How fares our brother Philip king of France?



Chatillon



	His Highness at my coming was in health,

	And willed me to salute your majesty,

	And say the message he hath given in charge.



King John


	And spare not, man, we are prepared to hear.


Chatillon



	Philip, by grace of God most Christian king of France, having

	taken into his guardain and protection Arthur, duke of Brittany,

	son and heir to Jeffrey thine elder brother, requireth in the

	behalf of the said Arthur, the kingdom of England, with the

	lordship of Ireland, Poitiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine; and I

	attend thine answer.



King John



	A small request—belike he makes account

	That England, Ireland, Poitiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine,

	Are nothing for a king to give at once!

	I wonder what he means to leave for me.

	Tell Philip, he may keep his lords at home

	With greater honor than to send them thus

	On embassades that not concern himself,

	Or if they did, would yield but small return.



Chatillon


	Is this thine answer?


King John


	It is, and too good an answer for so proud a message.


Chatillon



	Then, King of England, in my master’s name,

	And in Prince Arthur Duke of Brittany’s name,

	I do defy thee as an enemy,

	And wish thee to prepare for bloody wars.



Queen Eleanor



	My lord—that stands upon defiance thus—

	Commend me to my nephew; tell the boy,

	that I, Queen Eleanor, his grandmother,

	Upon my blessing charge him leave his arms,

	Whereto his headstrong mother pricks him so.

	Her pride we know, and know her for a dame

	That will not stick to bring him to his end,

	So she may bring herself to rule a realm.

	Next wish him to forsake the king of France,

	And come to me and to his uncle here,

	And he shall want for nothing at our hands.



Chatillon


	This shall I do, and thus I take my leave.


King John



	Pembroke, convey him safely to the sea,

	But not in haste; for as we are advised,

	We mean to be in France as soon as he,

	To fortify such towns as we possess

	In Anjou, Touraine, and in Normandy.



Enter the Shrieve, and whispers the Earl of Salisbury in the ear.


Salisbury



	Please it your Majesty, here is the shrieve of Northamptonshire,

	with certain persons that of late committed a riot, and have

	appealed to your Majesty beseeching your Highness for special

	cause to hear them.



King John



	Will them come near, and while we hear the cause,

	Go, Salisbury, and make provision;

	We mean with speed to pass the sea to France.

	Say shrieve, what are these men? what have they done?

	or whereto tends the course of this appeal?



Shrieve



	Please it your Majesty, these two brethren unnaturally falling

	at odds about their father’s living have broken your highness’

	peace, in seeking to right their own wrongs without cause of

	law, or order of justice, and unlawfully assembled themselves

	in mutinous manner, having committed a riot, appealing from

	trial in their country to your highness: and here I, Thomas

	Nidigate, shrieve of Northamptonshire, do deliver them over

	to their trial.



King John



	My Lord of Essex, will the offenders to stand forth, and tell

	the cause of their quarrel.



Essex



	Gentlemen, it is the king’s pleasure that you discover your

	griefs, and doubt not but you shall have justice.



Philip



	Please it your majesty, the wrong is mine; yet will I abide

	all wrongs, before I once open my mouth to unrip the shameful

	slander of my parents, the dishonor of myself, and the wicked

	dealing of my brother in this princely assembly.



Robert



	Then by my prince his leave shall Robert speak,

	And tell your majesty what right I have

	To offer wrong, as he accounteth wrong.

	My father—not unknown unto your grace—

	Received his spurs of knighthood in the field

	At kingly Richard’s hands in Palestine,

	Whenas the walls of Acon gave him way:

	His name, Sir Robert Falconbridge of Mountberry.

	What by succession from his ancestors,

	And warlike service under England’s arms,

	His living did amount to at his death

	Two thousand marks revenue every year;

	And this, my lord, I challenge for my right,

	As lawful heir to Robert Falconbridge.



Philip



	If first-born son be heir indubitate

	By certain right of England’s ancient law,

	How should myself make any other doubt,

	But I am heir to Robert Falconbridge?



King John



	Fond youth, to trouble these our princely ears

	Or make a question in so plain a case:

	Speak, is this man thine elder brother born?



Robert



	Please it your grace with patience for to hear;

	I not deny but he mine elder is,

	Mine elder brother too; yet in such sort,

	As he can make no title to the land.



King John



	A doubtful tale as ever I did hear,

	Thy brother and thine elder, and no heir.

	Explain this dark enigma.



Robert



	I grant, my lord, he is my mother’s son,

	Base born, and base begot, no Falconbridge.

	Indeed the world reputes him lawful heir;

	My father in his life did count him so;

	And here my mother stands to prove him so.

	But I, my lord, can prove, and do aver

	Both to my mother’s shame and his reproach,

	He is no heir, nor yet legitimate.

	Then, gracious lord, let Falconbridge enjoy

	The living that belongs to Falconbridge,

	And let not him possess another’s right.



King John


	Prove this, the land is thine by England’s law.


Queen Eleanor



	Ungracious youth, to rip thy mother’s shame,

	The womb from whence thou didst thy being take.

	All honest ears abhor thy wickedness,

	But gold I see doth beat down nature’s law.



Mother



	My gracious lord, and you, thrice reverend dame,

	That see the tears distilling from mine eyes,

	And scalding sighs blown from a rented heart,

	For honor and regard of womanhood,

	Let me entreat to be commanded hence.

	Let not these ears receive the hissing sound

	Of such a viper, who with poisoned words

	Doth macerate the bowels of my soul.



King John



	Lady, stand up, be patient for awhile;

	And fellow, say, whose bastard is thy brother?



Philip



	Not for myself, nor for my mother now,

	But for the honor of so brave a man,

	Whom he accuseth with adultery,

	Here I beseech your grace upon my knees,

	To count him mad, and so dismiss us hence.



Robert



	Nor mad, nor mazed, but well advised, I

	Charge thee before this royal presence here

	To be a bastard to King Richard’s self,

	Son to your grace, and brother to your Majesty.

	Thus bluntly, and—



Queen Eleanor



	Young man, thou need’st not be ashamed of thy kin,

	Nor of thy sire.  But forward with thy proof.



Robert



	The proof so plain, the argument so strong,

	As that your Highness and these noble lords,

	And all—save those that have no eyes to see—

	Shall swear him to be bastard to the king.

	First when my father was ambassador

	In Germany unto the emperor,

	The king lay often at my father’s house.

	And all the realm suspected what befell:

	And at my father’s back return again

	My mother was delivered as ‘tis said,

	Six weeks before the account my father made.

	But more than this: look but on Philip’s face,

	His features, actions, and his lineaments,

	And all this princely presence shall confess

	He is no other but King Richard’s son.

	Then, gracious lord, rest he King Richard’s son,

	And let me rest safe in my father’s right,

	That am his rightful son and only heir.



King John


	Is this thy proof, and all thou hast to say?


Robert


	I have no more, nor need I greater proof.


King John



	First, where thou said’st in absence of thy sire

	My brother often lodged in his house,

	And what of that? base groom to slander him,

	That honored his ambassador so much,

	In absence of the man to cheer the wife?

	This will not hold, proceed unto the next.



Queen Eleanor



	Thou say’st she termed six weeks before her time.

	Why, good Sir Squire, are you so cunning grown

	To make account of women’s reckonings?

	Spit in your hand and to your other proofs:

	Many mischances hap in such affairs

	To make a woman come before her time.



King John



	And where thou say’st he looketh like the king

	In action, feature and proportion,

	Therein I hold with thee, for in my life

	I never saw so lively counterfeit

	Of Richard Coeur-de-lion, as in him.



Robert



	Then, good my lord, be you indifferent judge,

	And let me have my living and my right.



Queen Eleanor



	Nay, hear you sir, you run away too fast.

	Know you not, omne simile non est idem?

	Or have read in—hark, ye good sir,

	‘Twas thus I warrant, and no otherwise,

	She lay with Sir Robert your father, and thought upon King

	Richard, my son, and so your brother was formed in this fashion.



Robert



	Madam, you wrong me thus to jest it out,

	I crave my right!  King John, as thou art king,

	So be thou just, and let me have my right.



King John



	Why, foolish boy, thy proofs are frivolous,

	Nor canst thou challenge anything thereby.

	But thou shalt see how I will help thy claim.

	This is my doom, and this my doom shall stand

	Irrevocable, as I am King of England.

	For thou know’st not, we’ll ask of them that know;

	His mother and himself shall end this strife,

	And as they say, so shall thy living pass.



Robert



	My lord, herein I challenge you of wrong,

	To give away my right, and put the doom

	Unto themselves.  Can there be likelihood

	That she will loose?

	Or he will give the living from himself?

	It may not be, my lord.  Why should it be?



King John



	Lords, keep him back, and let him hear the doom.

	Essex, first ask the mother thrice who was his sire.



Essex



	Lady Margaret, widow of Falconbridge,

	Who was father to thy son Philip?



Mother


	Please it your majesty, Sir Robert Falconbridge.


Robert


	This is right, ask my fellow there if I be a thief.


King John


	Ask Philip whose son he is.


Essex


	Philip, who was thy father?


Philip



	Mas, my lord, and that’s a question.  And you had not taken some

	pains with her before, I should have desired you to ask my mother.



John


	Say who was thy father.


Philip



	Faith, my lord, to answer you sure he is my father that was

	nearest my mother when I was gotten, and him I think to be Sir

	Robert Falconbridge.



John



	Essex, for fashion’s sake demand again,

	And so an end to this contention.



Robert


	Was ever man thus wronged as Robert is?


Essex


	Philip, speak, I say, who was thy father?


King John


	Young man, how now—what, art thou in a trance?


Queen Eleanor


	Philip awake!  The man is in a dream.


Philip



	Philippus atavis aedite regibus.

	What say’st thou, Philip?  Sprung of ancient kings?

	Quo me rapit tempestas?

	What wind of honor blows this fury forth?

	Or whence proceed these fumes of majesty?

	Methinks I hear a hollow echo sound,

	That Philip is the son unto a king:

	The whistling leaves upon the trembling trees,

	Whistle in consort, I am Richard’s son.

	The bubbling murmur of the water’s fall

	Records Philippus Regius filius.


	Birds in their flight make music with their wings,

	Filling the air with glory of my birth!

	Birds, bubbles, leaves, and mountain’s echo, all

	Ring in mine ears that I am Richard’s son.

	Fond man, ah, whither art thou carried?

	How are thy thoughts ywrapt in honor’s heaven,

	Forgetful what thou art, and whence thou cam’st?

	Thy father's land cannot maintain these thoughts,

	These thoughts are far unfitting Falconbridge,

	And well they may, for why this mounting mind

	Doth soar too high to stoop to Falconbridge.

	Why, how now? Knowest thou where thou art?

	And knowest thou who expects thine answer here?

	Wilt thou upon a frantic madding vein

	Go lose thy land, and say thyself base borne?

	No, keep thy land, though Richard were thy sire,

	Whate’er thou think’st, say thou art Falconbridge.



John


	Speak man, be sudden, who thy father was.


Philip



	Please it your Majesty, Sir Robert—

	Philip, that Falconbridge cleaves to thy jaws;

	It will not out, I cannot for my life

	Say I am son unto a Falconbridge.

	Let land and living go, ‘tis honor’s fire

	That makes me swear King Richard was my sire.

	Base to a king adds title of more state

	Than knights begotten, though legitimate.

	Please it your grace, I am King Richard’s son.



Robert



	Robert, revive thy heart, let sorrow die,

	His falt’ring tongue not suffers him to lie.



Mother


	What head-strong fury doth enchant my son?


Philip


	Philip cannot repent, for he hath done.


John



	Then Philip, blame not me; thyself hast lost

	By willfulness, thy living and thy land.

	Robert, thou art the heir of Falconbridge;

	God give thee joy, greater than thy desert.



Queen Eleanor


	Why how now, Philip—give away thy own?


Philip



	Madam, I am bold to make myself your nephew,

	The poorest kinsman that your Highness hath,

	And with this proverb ‘gin the world anew—

	Help hands, I have no lands, honor is my desire,

	Let Philip live to show himself worthy so great a sire.
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