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There’s matter in these sighs, these profound heaves.


You must translate: ’tis fit we understand them.


(Hamlet, 4.1.1–2)





FEAR
NOT.




Have you ever found yourself looking at a Shakespeare play, then down at the footnotes, then back at the play, and still not understanding? You know what the individual words mean, but they don’t add up. SparkNotes’ No Fear Shakespeare will help you break through all that. Put the pieces together with our easy-to-read translations. Soon you’ll be reading Shakespeare’s own words fearlessly—and actually enjoying it.







No Fear Shakespeare pairs Shakespeare’s language with translations into modern English—the kind of English people actually speak today. When Shakespeare’s words make your head spin, our translations will help you sort out what’s happening, who’s saying what, and why.
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CHARACTERS





King Henry IV—The ruling King of England; also known as Henry Bolingbroke. When the play opens, King Henry is anxious about the legitimacy and stability of his position. He nurses guilty feelings about having deposed the former King, Richard II, through a civil war (depicted in Shakespeare’s Richard II). In addition, his reign has not brought an end to internal strife in England, which has now erupted into an even larger, more violent civil war. Finally, the King is vexed by the irresponsible antics of his eldest son, Prince Henry. Regal, proud, and somewhat aloof, King Henry is not the protagonist of the play that bears his name, but he is its historical focus. He gives the play a center of power, though his actions and emotions are largely secondary to the plot.


Henry, Prince of Wales—King Henry IV’s son, who will eventually become King Henry V. Prince Henry is sometimes called Harry Monmouth, after the town he was born in, and he is known as Hal to his friends in Eastcheap. Though Prince Henry freely associates with highwaymen, robbers, and whores, he has secret plans to transform himself into a noble prince, and his regal qualities emerge as the play unfolds. Complex and shrewd, Prince Henry is the closest character this play has to a protagonist. However, exactly how we should perceive this simultaneously deceitful and heroic young Prince remains an unresolved question.


Hotspur—The son and heir of the Earl of Northumberland and the nephew of the Earl of Worcester. Though Hotspur’s real name is Henry Percy, he is usually referred to by his nickname, which he earned because of his fierceness in battle and hastiness of action. He is a member of the powerful Percy family of the North, which helped bring King Henry IV to power in Richard II. When Henry IV, Part One opens, the Percy family feels that the new King has forgotten his debt to them. In Shakespeare’s account, Hotspur is the same age as Prince Harry and becomes his archrival. Quick-tempered and impatient, Hotspur is preoccupied with the idea of honor and glory, to the exclusion of all other qualities.


Sir John Falstaff—A fat, lecherous, dishonorable old knight between the ages of fifty and sixty-five. Falstaff spends most of his time in the taverns of Eastcheap, a sordid area of London, and seems to make his living as a thief, highwayman, and mooch. He acts as a kind of mentor to Prince Henry, instructing him in the practices of criminals and vagabonds, and is the only member of the Eastcheap gang who can match Henry’s sharp wit pun for pun. However, despite their repartee, there is an edge to Falstaff and Prince Henry’s relationship. Though Falstaff seems to have real affection for the young Prince, Prince Henry continually insults and pulls pranks on Falstaff, and at the end of Henry IV, Part Two he dismisses his old friend completely.


Earl of Westmoreland—A nobleman and military leader, and a close companion and valuable ally to King Henry IV.


Lord John of Lancaster—The younger son of King Henry, and the younger brother of Prince Henry. Lancaster proves himself wise and valiant in battle, despite his youth.


Sir Walter Blunt—A loyal and trusted ally of King Henry IV, and a valuable warrior.


Thomas Percy, Earl of Worcester—Hotspur’s uncle. Shrewd and manipulative, Worcester is the mastermind behind the Percy rebellion.


Henry Percy, Earl of Northumberland—Hotspur’s father. Northumberland conspires and raises troops on the Percy side, but he claims that he is sick before the Battle of Shrewsbury and does not actually bring his troops into the fray.


Edmund Mortimer, called the Earl of March—A brave warrior, and the brother of Hotspur’s wife, Lady Percy. At the beginning of the play, Mortimer has been captured by the Welsh rebel Owen Glendower, and has converted to the rebel cause and married Glendower’s daughter. Mortimer has a strong claim to the English throne through Richard II, who was deposed by King Henry IV.


Owen Glendower—The leader of the Welsh rebels and father of Lady Mortimer. Glendower joins with the Percys in their insurrection against King Henry. Well read, English-educated, and highly capable in battle, Glendower is also steeped in the traditional lore of Wales and claims to command great magic. He is mysterious and superstitious and sometimes acts according to prophecies and omens. Some editions refer to Glendower by his Welsh name, Owain Glyndwr.


Lady Percy—Hotspur’s wife. A feisty match for her hot-tempered husband, Lady Percy disapproves of Hotspur’s military plans.


Lady Mortimer—The daughter of Owen Glendower, and the new wife of Edmund Mortimer. Lady Mortimer only speaks Welsh, so she cannot fully communicate with her beloved husband.


Archibald, Earl of Douglas—The leader of the large Scottish faction rebelling against King Henry. Usually called simply “the Douglas” (a traditional way of referring to a Scottish clan chief), the deadly and fearless Douglas fights on the side of the Percys.


Sir Richard Vernon—A relative and ally of the Earl of Worcester.


The Archbishop of York—The Archbishop, whose given name is Richard Scroop. The Archbishop conspires on the side of the Percys, lending the rebellion his authority as a religious leader.


Ned Poins, Bardolph, and Peto—Criminals and highwaymen. Poins, Bardolph, and Peto are friends of Falstaff and Prince Henry, who drink with them at the Boar’s Head Tavern, assist them in highway robbery, and accompany them in war.


Gadshill—Another highwayman friend of Harry, Falstaff, and the rest. Gadshill seems to be nicknamed after the place on the London road—called Gad’s Hill—where he has set up many robberies.


Mistress Quickly—Hostess of the Boar’s Head Tavern, a seedy dive in Eastcheap, London, where Falstaff and his friends go to drink.


Francis—An assistant drawer, or tavern servant, at the Boar’s Head.
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ACT ONE



SCENE 1


Original Text


Enter the KING, Lord John of LANCASTER, Earl of WESTMORELAND, with others


KING


So shaken as we are, so wan with care,


Find we a time for frighted peace to pant


And breathe short-winded accents of new broils


To be commenced in strands afar remote.


5


No more the thirsty entrance of this soil


Shall daub her lips with her own children’s blood.


Nor more shall trenching war channel her fields,


Nor bruise her flow’rets with the armed hoofs


Of hostile paces. Those opposèd eyes,


10


Which, like the meteors of a troubled heaven,


All of one nature, of one substance bred,


Did lately meet in the intestine shock


And furious close of civil butchery


Shall now, in mutual well-beseeming ranks,


15


March all one way and be no more opposed


Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies.


The edge of war, like an ill-sheathèd knife,


No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends,


As far as to the sepulcher of Christ—


20


Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross


We are impressèd and engaged to fight—


Forthwith a power of English shall we levy,


Whose arms were molded in their mothers’ womb


To chase these pagans in those holy fields


25


Over whose acres walked those blessèd feet


Which fourteen hundred years ago were nailed


For our advantage on the bitter cross.


But this our purpose now is twelve month old,


And bootless ’tis to tell you we will go.


30


Therefor we meet not now. Then let me hear


Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland,


What yesternight our council did decree


In forwarding this dear expedience.


WESTMORELAND


My liege, this haste was hot in question,


35


And many limits of the charge set down


But yesternight: when all athwart there came


A post from Wales loaden with heavy news,


Whose worst was that the noble Mortimer,


Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight


40


Against the irregular and wild Glendower,


Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken,


A thousand of his people butcherèd,


Upon whose dead corpse there was such misuse,


Such beastly shameless transformation


45


By those Welshwomen done, as may not be


Without much shame retold or spoken of.


KING


It seems then that the tidings of this broil


Brake off our business for the Holy Land.


WESTMORELAND


This matched with other did, my gracious lord.


50


For more uneven and unwelcome news


Came from the north and thus it did import:


On Holy-rood Day, the gallant Hotspur there,


Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald,


That ever valiant and approvèd Scot,


55


At Holmedon met, where they did spend


A sad and bloody hour—


As by discharge of their artillery


And shape of likelihood the news was told;


For he that brought them, in the very heat


60


And pride of their contention did take horse,


Uncertain of the issue any way.


KING


Here is a dear, a true-industrious friend,


Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from his horse.


Stained with the variation of each soil


65


Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours,


And he hath brought us smooth and welcome news.


The Earl of Douglas is discomfited;


Ten thousand bold Scots, two-and-twenty knights,


Balked in their own blood, did Sir Walter see


70


On Holmedon’s plains. Of prisoners Hotspur took


Mordake, Earl of Fife, and eldest son


To beaten Douglas, and the Earl of Atholl,


Of Murray, Angus, and Menteith.


And is not this an honorable spoil?


75


A gallant prize? Ha, cousin, is it not?


WESTMORELAND


In faith, it is a conquest for a prince to boast of.


KING


Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, and mak’st me sin


In envy that my Lord Northumberland


Should be the father to so blest a son,


80


A son who is the theme of Honor’s tongue,


Amongst a grove the very straightest plant,


Who is sweet Fortune’s minion and her pride;


Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him,


See riot and dishonor stain the brow


85


Of my young Harry. O, that it could be proved


That some night-tripping fairy had exchanged


In cradle-clothes our children where they lay,


And called mine “Percy,” his “Plantagenet”!


Then would I have his Harry, and he mine.


90


But let him from my thoughts. What think you, coz,


Of this young Percy’s pride? The prisoners,


Which he in this adventure hath surprised


To his own use he keeps, and sends me word


I shall have none but Mordake, Earl of Fife.


WESTMORELAND


95


This is his uncle’s teaching. This is Worcester,


Malevolent to you in all aspects,


Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up


The crest of youth against your dignity.


KING


But I have sent for him to answer this.


100


And for this cause awhile we must neglect


Our holy purpose to Jerusalem.


Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we


Will hold at Windsor. So inform the lords.


But come yourself with speed to us again,


105


For more is to be said and to be done


Than out of anger can be utterèd.


WESTMORELAND


I will, my liege.


Exeunt






ACT ONE



SCENE 1


Modern Text


The KING, Lord John of LANCASTER, the Earl of WESTMORELAND, and others enter.


KING


Despite how shaken and pale with worry we are, let’s take advantage of this moment of peace to catch our breath, and as we pant we’ll speak about the battles we’ll soon fight in foreign lands. England will no longer be wet with her own people’s blood. War will no longer damage her fields, and warhorses will no longer trample her flowers. The soldiers on either side of this vicious civil war were countrymen and brothers, as similar to one another as shooting stars. They may have clashed recently, but now they will march together in beautiful formation, no longer struggling against family and friend. War is like a mishandled knife: it can cut its owner, but it will no longer cut us. My friends, we are now soldiers for Christ, and we take his blessed cross as our battle flag. We’ll raise a new army of Englishmen and march all the way to the Holy Land. Our soldiers were born to chase non-believers from that holy ground touched by Jesus’ feet—feet which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nailed to the cross for our sins.


But that’s been my plan for a year now, so there’s no point in telling you all this again. That’s not the issue at hand. So tell me, my noble kinsman Westmoreland, what my royal advisors decided last night about this important undertaking.


WESTMORELAND


Your Highness, there was hot debate about this urgent mission, and many responsibilities had just been assigned when we were suddenly cut off by a messenger with bad news from Wales. The worst of it was that the noble Mortimer, who was leading the men of Herefordshire in battle against that barbarian Glendower, was captured. A thousand of his men have been butchered, their dead corpses desecrated by the Welsh women. The things they did were so horrible that I’m too ashamed to report them.


KING


I suppose this news disrupts our plans to invade the Holy Land.


WESTMORELAND


This and other things, your Highness: even more unsettling and unwelcome news has arrived from the north. On Holy Cross Day, the heroic young Harry Percy—who we know as Hotspur—fought at Holmeden against Archibald, Earl of Douglas, that brave and battle-proven Scotsman. The two of them fought a long and bloody battle there, judging by the way the guns were firing. The messenger who brought the news left when the battle was at its height, so he couldn’t say for sure who had won.


KING


My loyal, hard-working friend Sir Walter Blunt has arrived here at court, fresh off his horse and covered with the mud of every town from Holmedon to here. He’s brought us very welcome news. The Earl of Douglas has been defeated. Blunt saw ten thousand Scotsmen and twenty-two knights piled up in their own blood on the fields of Holmedon. Hotspur took these men prisoner: Douglas’ son Mordake, the Earl of Fife; as well as the Earls of Athol, Murray, Angus, and Menteith. That’s a valuable group! A fantastic catch, isn’t it, kinsman?


WESTMORELAND


Truly, that’s a conquest to make even a prince brag.


KING


Yes, and that makes me sad. Seeing Lord Northumberland with such a blessed son makes me commit the sin of envy. When honor speaks, it speaks about Hotspur. In a grove of trees, Hotspur stands straightest. He is the favorite darling of Fortune. When I see how he is praised, I can only see my own son, Harry, and his reputation for wildness and dishonor. If only it could be proven that a fairy had come to their cradles at night and switched them! Then the Percy family would have my Harry, and we Plantagenets would have Hotspur! But stop thinking about Harry now. Westmoreland, what do you make of young Percy’s arrogance? He says he’ll keep all the prisoners he captured for himself, and will only send me Mordrake, Earl of Fife.


WESTMORELAND


His uncle Worcester put him up to that. It is just like Worcester to act against you in all ways. He’s the one making Hotspur behave like this, flaunting his youth in the face of your dignified age.


KING


I’ve sent for Hotspur to explain himself. We’ll have to postpone the plans for our crusade to Jerusalem. Go tell my advisers that our next meeting will be Wednesday at Windsor. Then hurry back here. There’s more to be said and done, but I’m too angry now to speak.


WESTMORELAND


I will, my lord.


They exit.


 





ACT 1 SCENE 2


Original Text


Enter HENRY, PRINCE of Wales, and Sir John FALSTAFF


FALSTAFF


Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad?


PRINCE HENRY


Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking of old sack, and unbuttoning thee after supper, and sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou hast forgotten to demand that truly


5


which thou wouldst truly know. What a devil hast thou to do with the time of the day? Unless hours were cups of sack, and minutes capons, and clocks the tongues of bawds, and dials the signs of leaping-houses, and the blessed sun himself a fair hot wench in flame-colored taffeta, I see no


10


reason why thou shouldst be so superfluous to demand the time of the day.


FALSTAFF


Indeed, you come near me now, Hal, for we that take purses go by the moon and the seven stars, and not by Phoebus, he, that wand’ring knight so fair. And I prithee, sweet wag,


15


when thou art king, as God save thy Grace—Majesty, I should say, for grace thou wilt have none—


PRINCE HENRY


What, none?


FALSTAFF


No, by my troth, not so much as will serve to be prologue to an egg and butter.


PRINCE HENRY


20


Well, how then? Come, roundly, roundly.


FALSTAFF


Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou art king, let not us that are squires of the night’s body be called thieves of the day’s beauty. Let us be Diana’s foresters, gentlemen of the shade, minions of the moon, and let men say we be men of good


25


government, being governed, as the sea is, by our noble and chaste mistress the moon, under whose countenance we steal.


PRINCE HENRY


Thou sayest well, and it holds well too, for the fortune of us that are the moon’s men doth ebb and flow like the sea,


30


being governed, as the sea is, by the moon. As for proof now: a purse of gold most resolutely snatched on Monday night and most dissolutely spent on Tuesday morning, got with swearing “Lay by” and spent with crying “Bring in”; now in as low an ebb as the foot of the ladder, and by and by


35


in as high a flow as the ridge of the gallows.


FALSTAFF


By the Lord, thou sayest true, lad. And is not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench?


PRINCE HENRY


As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet robe of durance?


FALSTAFF


40


How now, how now, mad wag? What, in thy quips and thy quiddities? What a plague have I to do with a buff jerkin?


PRINCE HENRY


Why, what a pox have I to do with my hostess of the tavern?


FALSTAFF


Well, thou hast called her to a reckoning many a time and oft.


PRINCE HENRY


45


Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part?


FALSTAFF


No, I’ll give thee thy due. Thou hast paid all there.


PRINCE HENRY


Yea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin would stretch, and where it would not, I have used my credit.


FALSTAFF


Yea, and so used it that were it not here apparent that thou


50


art heir apparent—But I prithee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows standing in England when thou art king? And resolution thus fubbed as it is with the rusty curb of old father Antic the law? Do not thou, when thou art king, hang a thief.


PRINCE HENRY


55


No, thou shalt.


FALSTAFF


Shall I? O rare! By the Lord, I’ll be a brave judge.


PRINCE HENRY


Thou judgest false already: I mean thou shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so become a rare hangman.


FALSTAFF


Well, Hal, well, and in some sort it jumps with my humor


60


as well as waiting in the court, I can tell you.


PRINCE HENRY


For obtaining of suits?


FALSTAFF


Yea, for obtaining of suits, whereof the hangman hath no lean wardrobe. ’Sblood, I am as melancholy as a gib cat or a lugged bear.


PRINCE HENRY


65


Or an old lion, or a lover’s lute.


FALSTAFF


Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bagpipe.


PRINCE HENRY


What sayest thou to a hare, or the melancholy of Moorditch?


FALSTAFF


Thou hast the most unsavory similes, and art indeed the


70


most comparative, rascaliest, sweet young Prince. But, Hal, I prithee trouble me no more with vanity. I would to God thou and I knew where a commodity of good names were to be bought. An old lord of the council rated me the other day in the street about you, sir, but I marked him not,


75


and yet he talked very wisely, but I regarded him not, and yet he talked wisely, and in the street, too.


PRINCE HENRY


Thou didst well, for wisdom cries out in the streets and no man regards it.


FALSTAFF


O, thou hast damnable iteration, and art indeed able to


80


corrupt a saint. Thou hast done much harm upon me, Hal, God forgive thee for it. Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing, and now am I, if a man should speak truly, little better than one of the wicked. I must give over this life, and I will give it over. By the Lord, an I do not, I am a villain. I’ll


85


be damned for never a king’s son in Christendom.


PRINCE HENRY


Where shall we take a purse tomorrow, Jack?


FALSTAFF


Zounds, where thou wilt, lad. I’ll make one. An I do not, call me villain and baffle me.


PRINCE HENRY


I see a good amendment of life in thee, from praying to


90


purse-taking.


FALSTAFF


Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal. ’Tis no sin for a man to labor in his vocation.


Enter POINS


Poins!—Now shall we know if Gadshill have set a match. O, if men were to be saved by merit, what hole in hell were


95


hot enough for him? This is the most omnipotent villain that ever cried “Stand!” to a true man.


PRINCE HENRY


Good morrow, Ned.


POINS


Good morrow, sweet Hal.—What says Monsieur Remorse? What says Sir John Sack-and-Sugar? Jack, how


100


agrees the devil and thee about thy soul that thou soldest him on Good Friday last for a cup of Madeira and a cold capon’s leg?


PRINCE HENRY


Sir John stands to his word. The devil shall have his bargain, for he was never yet a breaker of proverbs. He will give the


105


devil his due.


POINS


(to FALSTAFF) Then art thou damned for keeping thy word with the devil.


PRINCE HENRY


Else he had been damned for cozening the devil.


POINS


But, my lads, my lads, tomorrow morning, by four o’clock,


110


early at Gad’s Hill, there are pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich offerings, and traders riding to London with fat purses. I have vizards for you all. You have horses for yourselves. Gadshill lies tonight in Rochester. I have bespoke supper tomorrow night in Eastcheap. We may do


115


it as secure as sleep. If you will go, I will stuff your purses full of crowns. If you will not, tarry at home and be hanged.


FALSTAFF


Hear ye, Yedward, if I tarry at home and go not, I’ll hang you for going.


POINS


You will, chops?


FALSTAFF


120


Hal, wilt thou make one?


PRINCE HENRY


Who, I rob? I a thief? not I, by my faith.


FALSTAFF


There’s neither honesty, manhood, nor good fellowship in thee, nor thou cam’st not of the blood royal, if thou darest not stand for ten shillings.


PRINCE HENRY


125


Well then, once in my days I’ll be a madcap.


FALSTAFF


Why, that’s well said.


PRINCE HENRY


Well, come what will, I’ll tarry at home.


FALSTAFF


By the Lord, I’ll be a traitor then when thou art king.


PRINCE HENRY


I care not.


POINS


130


Sir John, I prithee, leave the Prince and me alone. I will lay him down such reasons for this adventure that he shall go.


FALSTAFF


Well, God give thee the spirit of persuasion, and him the ears of profiting, that what thou speakest may move, and what he hears may be believed, that the true prince may, for


135


recreation sake, prove a false thief, for the poor abuses of the time want countenance. Farewell. You shall find me in Eastcheap.


PRINCE HENRY


Farewell, thou latter spring. Farewell, All-hallown summer.


Exit FALSTAFF


POINS


140


Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride with us tomorrow. I have a jest to execute that I cannot manage alone. Falstaff, Peto, Bardolph, and Gadshill shall rob those men that we have already waylaid. Yourself and I will not be there. And when they have the booty, if you and I do not rob them, cut


145


this head off from my shoulders.


PRINCE HENRY


How shall we part with them in setting forth?


POINS


Why, we will set forth before or after them, and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein it is at our pleasure to fail; and then will they adventure upon the exploit themselves,


150


which they shall have no sooner achieved but we’ll set upon them.


PRINCE HENRY


Yea, but ’tis like that they will know us by our horses, by our habits, and by every other appointment to be ourselves.


POINS


Tut, our horses they shall not see; I’ll tie them in the wood.


155


Our vizards we will change after we leave them. And, sirrah, I have cases of buckram for the nonce, to immask our noted outward garments.


PRINCE HENRY


Yea, but I doubt they will be too hard for us.


POINS


Well, for two of them, I know them to be as true-bred


160


cowards as ever turned back; and for the third, if he fight longer than he sees reason, I’ll forswear arms. The virtue of this jest will be the incomprehensible lies that this same fat rogue will tell us when we meet at supper: how thirty at least he fought with, what wards, what blows, what extremities


165


he endured; and in the reproof of this lies the jest.


PRINCE HENRY


Well, I’ll go with thee. Provide us all things necessary and meet me tomorrow night in Eastcheap. There I’ll sup. Farewell.


POINS


Farewell, my lord.


Exit POINS


PRINCE HENRY


170


I know you all, and will awhile uphold


The unyoked humor of your idleness.


Yet herein will I imitate the sun,


Who doth permit the base contagious clouds


To smother up his beauty from the world,


175


That, when he please again to be himself,


Being wanted, he may be more wondered at


By breaking through the foul and ugly mist


Of vapors that did seem to strangle him.


If all the year were playing holidays,


180


To sport would be as tedious as to work,


But when they seldom come, they wished for come,


And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents.


So when this loose behavior I throw off


And pay the debt I never promisèd,


185


By how much better than my word I am,


By so much shall I falsify men’s hopes;


And, like bright metal on a sullen ground,


My reformation, glitt’ring o’er my fault,


Shall show more goodly and attract more eyes


190


Than that which hath no foil to set it off.


I’ll so offend to make offense a skill,


Redeeming time when men think least I will.


Exit





 



ACT 1, SCENE 2


Modern Text


HENRY, PRINCE of Wales and Sir John FALSTAFF enter.


FALSTAFF


Hal, what time is it, my boy?


PRINCE HENRY


You are so wasted from drinking booze and loosening your pants after lunch and sleeping on benches all afternoon that you don’t even remember how to ask for what you really want to know. What the hell does it matter to you what time it is? Unless hours were glasses of wine, minutes were chickens, clocks were whores’ tongues, sundials were whorehouse signs and the sun itself were a hot woman in a flame-colored dress, I don’t see any reason why you would need to know the time.


FALSTAFF


Now you’re talking, Hal. Thieves like us operate at night, by the moon and stars, and not by the sun. I hope, pretty boy, that when you become king, God save your Grace—or maybe I should just call you “Your Majesty,” since you don’t have any grace—


PRINCE HENRY


None?


FALSTAFF


No, I swear. Not even enough to say grace before a snack.


PRINCE HENRY


Come on, out with it. Get to the point.


FALSTAFF


Okay then, pretty boy. Whey you become king, don’t let those of us who work at night be blamed for wasting daylight by sleeping through it. Give us fancy names: “Servants of the Moon Goddess Diana;” “Gentlemen of Shadows;” “Lunar Laborers.” Make people admire us for being well behaved. After all, we’re governed by the same force that governs the tides—the pale and cool moon, who lights our way as we sneak around.


PRINCE HENRY


Well said. And you’re right—our luck ebbs and flows like the tide, because, like the sea, we’re governed by the moon. I’ll prove it. Imagine a bag of gold, brilliantly swiped on a Monday night and extravagantly spent on a Tuesday morning. You snatch it, shouting, “Hand it off!” and spend it, calling, “Bring it on!” It’s like the gallows: one minute you’re at the bottom of the ladder—low tide. The next, you’re swinging from the top—high tide!


FALSTAFF


By God that’s right, my boy! And by the way, isn’t the hostess of the tavern a delicious woman?


PRINCE HENRY


Sweet as honey from Hybla, you dirty old man. And isn’t a sheriff’s uniform a pretty durable outfit?


FALSTAFF


What’s that supposed to mean, you crazy man? You’re in the mood for jokes? Why are you talking to me about a sheriff’s uniform?


PRINCE HENRY


Well, why the hell are you asking me about the hostess of the tavern?


FALSTAFF


You’ve asked her for the bill enough times.


PRINCE HENRY


Did I ever ask you to pay for any of it?


FALSTAFF


No. I’ve got to admit, you’ve settled with her all by yourself.


PRINCE HENRY


And not just with her, but wherever my cash was good. And when I ran out, I switched to credit.


FALSTAFF


And you’ve stretched that so far that if it weren’t “here apparent” that you’re the “heir apparent,” your credit wouldn’t be worth a thing. But listen, pretty boy. Will England still have hangmen when you’re king? And will a thief’s courage still be thwarted by that nasty old clown, the law? When you’re king, don’t hang thieves.


PRINCE HENRY


No. You will.


FALSTAFF


I will? Excellent! By God, I’ll be a great judge.


PRINCE HENRY


You’ve judged wrong already. I mean, you’ll be in charge of hanging thieves, and become a superb hangman.


FALSTAFF


All right, Hal. I’ll tell you this: in a way, being a hangman agrees with me just as well as hanging around the court.


PRINCE HENRY


Waiting to get your suits granted?


FALSTAFF


Exactly. I’ve got plenty of those, just like the hangman has plenty of suits—the suits he takes off the dead men he hangs.—Damn, I’m as depressed as a tomcat or a dancing bear in chains.


PRINCE HENRY


Or an old lion, or a guitar playing a sad lovesong.


FALSTAFF


Or the wailing of a bagpipe.


PRINCE HENRY


How about a rabbit, or a trip to Moorditch?


FALSTAFF


You have a knack for foul images. You are the most metaphorical and rascally, sweet young Prince. But Hal, please stop corrupting me with frivolous matters. I wish to God that you and I knew where we could buy a supply of good reputations. The other day, an elderly lord on the King’s Council came up to me in the street and lectured me about you, but I didn’t pay any attention. He spoke wisely, but I ignored him. But he made sense, and in the street, too.


PRINCE HENRY


You did well. You know the scripture: “Wisdom cries out in the street but no man listens.”


FALSTAFF


Oh, you have a wicked talent for wrongly quoting scripture, you really could corrupt a saint. You’ve deeply harmed me, Hal, and God forgive you for it! Before I met you, I was innocent. And now, if I can speak truly, I’m no better than a sinner. I’ve got to change my life, and I will change my life, by God. If I don’t, I’m an evildoer. I won’t be damned, not for any king’s son in the universe.


PRINCE HENRY


Where should we go stealing tomorrow, Jack?


FALSTAFF


For God’s sake, wherever you want, boy. I’ll be one of the gang. If I’m not, call me evildoer and string me up.


PRINCE HENRY


I see you’ve changed your life, alright. From praying to pursesnatching.


FALSTAFF


It’s my calling, Hal. It’s no sin for a man to follow his calling.


POINS enters.


Poins! Now we’ll find out whether Mr. Gadshill has planned a robbery. If good deeds bring a man to heaven, there’s no hell hot enough for Poins. This is the most incredible villain, whoever said “Stick ’em up!” to an honest man.


PRINCE HENRY


Morning, Ned.


POINS


Morning, sweet Hal. What’s Mr. Feelbad got to say? What’s going on, Sir John, Wino Jack? How’s your deal with the devil coming along? You sold him your soul last Good Friday for some cold chicken and a glass of cheap wine, right?


PRINCE HENRY


The devil will get what’s coming to him. Sir John’s a man of his word, and he never disagrees with a proverb. He will “give the devil his due.”


POINS


(to FALSTAFF) Then you’re damned for keeping your word with the devil.


PRINCE HENRY


His only other choice is to be damned for cheating the devil.


POINS


But boys, boys! Four o’clock tomorrow morning some pilgrims are going to pass by Gad’s Hill. They’ll be on their way to Canterbury Cathedral with expensive offerings, and traders will be heading to London with bags of money. I’ve got masks for you, you’ve got horses for yourselves. Mr. Gadshill is spending tonight in Rochester, and I’ve already ordered tomorrow night’s dinner in Eastcheap. We could do this in our sleep. If you come, I’ll make you rich. If not, stay home and hang yourselves.


FALSTAFF


Listen, Yedward. If I stay home and don’t go, I’ll hang you — for going.


POINS


You will, fatface?


FALSTAFF


Hal, are you in?


PRINCE HENRY


Who? Me, a robber? Me, a thief? Not me. No way.


FALSTAFF


If you don’t dare to fight for ten shillings, there’s no honesty, manhood, or friendship in you, and you never came from royal blood.


PRINCE HENRY


Well, okay. For once in my life, I’ll be a little crazy.


FALSTAFF


There you go.


PRINCE HENRY


Well, you know what? I’ll stay home.


FALSTAFF


By God, then I’ll be a traitor when you become king.


PRINCE HENRY


I don’t care.


POINS


Sir John, do me a favor: leave me and the Prince alone. I’ll spell out such good reasons for this adventure, he’s sure to join.


FALSTAFF


May God give you the power of persuasion and him the good sense to listen, so that what you say will affect him and what he hears will sink in. This way, the true prince will turn into false thief, just for laughs. After all, all the poor, little vices of the age need encouragement. So long; you’ll find me in Eastcheap.


PRINCE HENRY


Farewell, you second spring! Farewell, you summer-in-November!


FALSTAFF exits.


POINS


Now, my good sweet honey sir, come with us tomorrow. I have an idea for a practical joke, and I can’t do it by myself. Falstaff, Peto, Bardolph, and Mr. Gadshill will rob the travelers we’re planning to ambush, but you and I won’t be there. If you and I don’t rob them once they have the loot, then chop off my head!


PRINCE HENRY


But we’re all planning to leave together. How will you and I separate ourselves?


POINS


We’ll leave before them, or after them. We’ll tell them to meet us someplace, but then we won’t show up. They’ll pull off the robbery by themselves, and the second they’ve done it, we’ll attack them.


PRINCE HENRY


Sure, but they’ll recognize our horses, our clothes, and all our other things.


POINS


Psh! They won’t see our horses, because I’ll tie them in the forest. We’ll put on new masks after we leave them. And, just for this occasion, I’ve made cloaks out of rough buckram cloth, to cover our regular clothes.


PRINCE HENRY


Okay. But I’m afraid they’ll be too tough for us.


POINS


Well, I know that two of them are the biggest cowards who ever turned and ran. As for the third, if he fights even a second longer than is absolutely necessary, I promise to never fight again. The best part about this joke will be listening to the outlandish lies this fat clown will tell when we meet for dinner—how he fought at least thirty men, how he defended himself, how he got hit, what he endured. The funniest part will be when we call him on it.


PRINCE HENRY


Okay. I’ll go. Get everything together and meet me in Eastcheap tomorrow. I’ll eat there. Farewell.


POINS


Farewell, my lord.


POINS exits.


PRINCE HENRY


I understand all of you. For now, I’ll put on the rowdy behavior of your good-for-nothing ways. But in this way, I’ll be like the sun, who allows the vulgar, corrupting clouds to hide his beauty from the world. Then, when the sun wants to be himself again, he breaks through the foul mists and vapors that seemed to be strangling him.


And because people have missed him so much, they are that much more impressed when he finally appears. If every day were a vacation, playing would grow as tedious as working. But when it’s rare, it’s looked forward to. Nothing is as precious as the unexpected occurrence. So when I throw off this wild behavior and accept the responsibilities of being king—a destiny I didn’t choose but was born into—I’ll suddenly seem like a far better man. In this way, I’ll give everyone the wrong expectation of me. Like a bright metal on a dark background, my reformation will shine even more brilliantly when it’s set against my wicked past. I’ll be so wild, I’ll make wildness an art form, then redeem myself when the world least expects me to.


He exits.


 





ACT 1, SCENE 3


Original Text


Enter the KING, NORTHUMBERLAND, WORCESTER, HOTSPUR, Sir Walter BLUNT, with others


KING


My blood hath been too cold and temperate,


Unapt to stir at these indignities,


And you have found me, for accordingly


You tread upon my patience. But be sure


5


I will from henceforth rather be myself,


Mighty and to be feared, than my condition,


Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young down,


And therefore lost that title of respect


Which the proud soul ne’er pays but to the proud.


WORCESTER


10


Our house, my sovereign liege, little deserves


The scourge of greatness to be used on it,


And that same greatness too which our own hands


Have holp to make so portly.


NORTHUMBERLAND


My lord—


KING


Worcester, get thee gone; for I do see


15


Danger and disobedience in thine eye.


O sir, your presence is too bold and peremptory,


And majesty might never yet endure


The moody frontier of a servant brow.


You have good leave to leave us. When we need


20


Your use and counsel, we shall send for you.


Exit WORCESTER


(to NORTHUMBERLAND) You were about to speak.


NORTHUMBERLAND


Yea, my good lord.


Those prisoners in your Highness’ name demanded,


Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took,


Were, as he says, not with such strength denied


25


As is delivered to your Majesty:


Either envy, therefore, or misprison


Is guilty of this fault, and not my son.


HOTSPUR


My liege, I did deny no prisoners.


But I remember, when the fight was done,


30


When I was dry with rage and extreme toil,


Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword,


Came there a certain lord, neat, and trimly dressed,


Fresh as a bridegroom, and his chin new reaped


Showed like a stubble land at harvest home.


35


He was perfumèd like a milliner,


And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held


A pouncet box, which ever and anon


He gave his nose and took ’t away again,


Who therewith angry, when it next came there,


40


Took it in snuff; and still he smiled and talked.


And as the soldiers bore dead bodies by,


He called them untaught knaves, unmannerly,


To bring a slovenly unhandsome corse


Betwixt the wind and his nobility.


45


With many holiday and lady terms


He questioned me; amongst the rest demanded


My prisoners in your Majesty’s behalf.


I then, all smarting with my wounds being cold,


To be so pestered with a popinjay,


50


Out of my grief and my impatience


Answered neglectingly I know not what—


He should, or he should not; for he made me mad


To see him shine so brisk and smell so sweet


And talk so like a waiting-gentlewoman


55


Of guns, and drums, and wounds—God save the mark!—


And telling me the sovereignest thing on earth


Was parmacety for an inward bruise,


And that it was great pity, so it was,


This villanous saltpeter should be digged


60


Out of the bowels of the harmless earth,


Which many a good tall fellow had destroyed


So cowardly, and but for these vile guns


He would himself have been a soldier.


This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord,


65


I answered indirectly, as I said,


And I beseech you, let not his report


Come current for an accusation


Betwixt my love and your high Majesty.


BLUNT


The circumstance considered, good my lord,


70


Whate’er Lord Harry Percy then had said


To such a person and in such a place,


At such a time, with all the rest retold,


May reasonably die and never rise


To do him wrong or any way impeach


75


What then he said, so he unsay it now.


KING


Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners,


But with proviso and exception


That we at our own charge shall ransom straight


His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer,


80


Who, on my soul, hath willfully betrayed


The lives of those that he did lead to fight


Against that great magician, damned Glendower,


Whose daughter, as we hear, the Earl of March


Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then


85


Be emptied to redeem a traitor home?


Shall we buy treason and indent with fears


When they have lost and forfeited themselves?


No, on the barren mountains let him starve,


For I shall never hold that man my friend


90


Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost


To ransom home revolted Mortimer.


HOTSPUR


Revolted Mortimer!


He never did fall off, my sovereign liege,


But by the chance of war. To prove that true


95


Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds,


Those mouthèd wounds, which valiantly he took


When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank


In single opposition hand to hand


He did confound the best part of an hour


100


In changing hardiment with great Glendower.


Three times they breathed, and three times did they drink,


Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood,


Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks,


Ran fearfully among the trembling reeds


105


And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank,


Bloodstainèd with these valiant combatants.


Never did bare and rotten policy


Color her working with such deadly wounds,


Nor could the noble Mortimer


110


Receive so many, and all willingly.


Then let not him be slandered with revolt.


KING


Thou dost


belie him, Percy; thou dost belie him.


He never did encounter with Glendower.


I tell thee, he durst as well have met the devil alone


115


As Owen Glendower for an enemy.


Art thou not ashamed? But, sirrah, henceforth


Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer.


Send me your prisoners with the speediest means,


Or you shall hear in such a kind from me


120


As will displease you.—My lord Northumberland,


We license your departure with your son.—


Send us your prisoners, or you will hear of it.


Exit KING Henry, BLUNT, and train


HOTSPUR


An if the devil come and roar for them,


I will not send them. I will after straight


125


And tell him so, for I will ease my heart,


Albeit I make a hazard of my head.


NORTHUMBERLAND


What, drunk with choler? stay and pause awhile.


Here comes your uncle.


Enter WORCESTER


HOTSPUR


Speak of Mortimer?


Zounds, I will speak of him, and let my soul


130


Want mercy if I do not join with him.


Yea, on his part I’ll empty all these veins


And shed my dear blood drop by drop in the dust,


But I will lift the downtrod Mortimer


As high in the air as this unthankful King,


135


As this ingrate and cankered Bolingbroke.


NORTHUMBERLAND


(to WORCESTER) Brother, the King hath made your nephew mad.


WORCESTER


Who struck this heat up after I was gone?


HOTSPUR


He will forsooth have all my prisoners,


And when I urged the ransom once again


140


Of my wife’s brother, then his cheek looked pale,


And on my face he turned an eye of death,


Trembling even at the name of Mortimer.


WORCESTER


I cannot blame him. Was not he proclaimed


By Richard, that dead is, the next of blood?


NORTHUMBERLAND


145


He was; I heard the proclamation.


And then it was when the unhappy King—


Whose wrongs in us God pardon!—did set forth


Upon his Irish expedition;


From whence he, intercepted, did return


150


To be deposed and shortly murderèd.


WORCESTER


And for whose death we in the world’s wide mouth


Live scandalized and foully spoken of.


HOTSPUR


But soft, I pray you. Did King Richard then


Proclaim my brother Edmund Mortimer


155


Heir to the crown?


NORTHUMBERLAND


He did; myself did hear it.


HOTSPUR


Nay then, I cannot blame his cousin King


That wished him on the barren mountains starve.


But shall it be that you that set the crown


Upon the head of this forgetful man


160


And for his sake wear the detested blot


Of murderous subornation—shall it be


That you a world of curses undergo,


Being the agents or base second means,


The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather?


165


O, pardon me that I descend so low


To show the line and the predicament


Wherein you range under this subtle King.


Shall it for shame be spoken in these days,


Or fill up chronicles in time to come,


170


That men of your nobility and power


Did gage them both in an unjust behalf


(As both of you, God pardon it, have done)


To put down Richard, that sweet lovely rose,


An plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke?


175


And shall it in more shame be further spoken


That you are fooled, discarded, and shook off


By him for whom these shames you underwent?


No, yet time serves wherein you may redeem


Your banished honors and restore yourselves


180


Into the good thoughts of the world again,


Revenge the jeering and disdain’d contempt


Of this proud King, who studies day and night


To answer all the debt he owes to you


Even with the bloody payment of your deaths.


185


Therefore I say—


WORCESTER


Peace, cousin, say no more.


And now I will unclasp a secret book,


And to your quick-conceiving discontents


I’ll read you matter deep and dangerous,


As full of peril and adventurous spirit


190


As to o’erwalk a current roaring loud


On the unsteadfast footing of a spear.


HOTSPUR


If he fall in, good night, or sink or swim!


Send danger from the east unto the west,


So honor cross it from the north to south,


195


And let them grapple: O, the blood more stirs


To rouse a lion than to start a hare!


NORTHUMBERLAND


Imagination of some great exploit


Drives him beyond the bounds of patience.


HOTSPUR


By heaven, methinks it were an easy leap


200


To pluck bright honor from the pale-faced moon,


Or dive into the bottom of the deep,


Where fathom line could never touch the ground,


And pluck up drownèd honor by the locks,


So he that doth redeem her thence might wear


205


Without corrival all her dignities.


But out upon this half-faced fellowship!


WORCESTER


(to NORTHUMBERLAND) He apprehends a world of figures here,


But not the form of what he should attend.—


(to HOTSPUR) Good cousin, give me audience for a while.


HOTSPUR


210


I cry you mercy.


WORCESTER


Those same noble Scots


That are your prisoners—


HOTSPUR


I’ll keep them all.


By God, he shall not have a Scot of them.


No, if a Scot would save his soul, he shall not.


I’ll keep them, by this hand!


WORCESTER


You start away


215


And lend no ear unto my purposes:


Those prisoners you shall keep—


HOTSPUR


Nay, I will. That’s flat!


He said he would not ransom Mortimer,


Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer.


But I will find him when he lies asleep,


220


And in his ear I’ll hollo “Mortimer.”


Nay,


I’ll have a starling shall be taught to speak


Nothing but “Mortimer,” and give it him


To keep his anger still in motion.


WORCESTER


225


Hear you, cousin, a word.


HOTSPUR


All studies here I solemnly defy,


Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke.


And that same sword-and-buckler Prince of Wales—


But that I think his father loves him not


230


And would be glad he met with some mischance—


I would have him poisoned with a pot of ale.


WORCESTER


Farewell, kinsman. I’ll talk to you


When you are better tempered to attend.


NORTHUMBERLAND


(to HOTSPUR) Why, what a wasp-stung and impatient fool


235


Art thou to break into this woman’s mood,


Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own!


HOTSPUR


Why, look you, I am whipped and scourged with rods,


Nettled and stung with pismires, when I hear


Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke.


240


In Richard’s time—what do you call the place?


A plague upon it! It is in Gloucestershire.


’Twas where the madcap duke his uncle kept,


His uncle York; where I first bowed my knee


Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke.


245


’Sblood, when you and he came back from Ravenspurgh.


NORTHUMBERLAND


At Berkley Castle.


HOTSPUR


You say true.


Why, what a candy deal of courtesy


This fawning greyhound then did proffer me:


250


“Look when his infant fortune came to age,”


And “gentle Harry Percy,” and “kind cousin.”


O, the devil take such cozeners!—God forgive me!


Good uncle, tell your tale. I have done.


WORCESTER


Nay, if you have not, to it again.


255


We will stay your leisure.


HOTSPUR


I have done, i’ faith.


WORCESTER


Then once more to your Scottish prisoners:


Deliver them up without their ransom straight,


And make the Douglas’ son your only mean


For powers in Scotland, which, for divers reasons


260


Which I shall send you written, be assured


Will easily be granted.—(to NORTHUMBERLAND) You, my lord,


Your son in Scotland being thus employed,


Shall secretly into the bosom creep


Of that same noble prelate, well beloved,


265


The Archbishop.


HOTSPUR


Of York, is it not?


WORCESTER


True; who bears hard


His brother’s death at Bristol, the Lord Scroop.


I speak not this in estimation,


As what I think might be, but what I know


Is ruminated, plotted, and set down,


270


And only stays but to behold the face


Of that occasion that shall bring it on.


HOTSPUR


I smell it. Upon my life, it will do well.


NORTHUMBERLAND


Before the game is afoot thou still let’st slip.


HOTSPUR


Why, it cannot choose but be a noble plot.


275


And then the power of Scotland and of York


To join with Mortimer, ha?


WORCESTER


And so they shall.


HOTSPUR


In faith, it is exceedingly well aimed.


WORCESTER


And ’tis no little reason bids us speed


To save our heads by raising of a head,


280


For, bear ourselves as even as we can,


The King will always think him in our debt,


And think we think ourselves unsatisfied,


Till he hath found a time to pay us home.


And see already how he doth begin


285


To make us strangers to his looks of love.


HOTSPUR


He does, he does. We’ll be revenged on him.


WORCESTER


Cousin, farewell. No further go in this


Than I by letters shall direct your course.


When time is ripe, which will be suddenly,


290


I’ll steal to Glendower and Lord Mortimer,


Where you and Douglas and our powers at once,


As I will fashion it, shall happily meet


To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms,


Which now we hold at much uncertainty.


NORTHUMBERLAND


295


Farewell, good brother. We shall thrive, I trust.


HOTSPUR


Uncle, adieu: O, let the hours be short


Till fields and blows and groans applaud our sport.


Exeunt





 



ACT 1, SCENE 3


Modern Text


The KING, NORTHUMBERLAND, WORCESTER, HOTSPUR, Sir Walter BLUNT and others enter.


KING


I’ve been too calm and even-tempered, unwilling to react angrily to these indignities. You have discovered this, and so you’ve walked all over my patience. Know this: from now on, I’m going to be my royal self again, powerful and frightening. My natural condition, which was as smooth as oil and soft as feathers, has lost me the respect that powerful people only pay to the similarly powerful.


WORCESTER


My lord, the Percy family does not deserve to bear the brunt of your anger and power, especially since we helped you become so powerful in the first place.


NORTHUMBERLAND


Your Highness —


KING


Worcester, get out. I see danger and disobedience in your eyes. You carry yourself too boldly and proudly, and royalty should never have to endure a servant’s frowning face. You have my permission to leave now. When I need you or your advice, I’ll call for you.


WORCESTER exits.


(to NORTHUMBERLAND) You were about to speak.


NORTHUMBERLAND


Yes, my Lord. The prisoners you asked for, which my son Harry Percy captured at Holmedon, were not kept from you in anger. He’s already told you that. Whoever told you my son meant to defy you was either mistaken or trying to make trouble. He’s done nothing wrong.


HOTSPUR


Sir, I didn’t hold back any prisoners. But I remember this: when the battle ended, I was exhausted with rage and exertion. I was out of breath, dizzy and bent over. All of a sudden a man approached me, neat, clean, and tidily dressed, like a bridegroom. His beard was freshly shaven, like a newly plowed field. He wore fancy cologne and he carried a perfume box, which he kept raising to his nose as he smiled and talked on. Whenever soldiers walked past, bearing dead bodies, he called them rude hoodlums for bringing a foul, disgusting corpse within breathing distance of him. He interrogated me, with his fancy language, and demanded that I give him my prisoners, to be taken on your behalf. There I was, with the cold aggravating all my wounds, being pestered by this idiot. In my grief and impatience, I gave him some kind of answer. I don’t even remember what I said—he could take them, or he couldn’t.


I was so angry, looking at him all shiny and sweet-smelling, and speaking like a squeamish woman about guns and battle drums and wounds—God almighty!—and telling me the best thing for an injury is parmaceti, and that it was a shame that the blameless earth had to be dug up to find saltpeter for the gunpowder, when so many good, brave men had been cowardly destroyed by guns, and that if it hadn’t been for those disgusting guns, he would have been a soldier himself. All this trivial, incoherent talk I answered offhandedly, as I’ve already told you. So I beg you: please don’t take his word as evidence that there’s anything wrong between you and me, your Majesty.


BLUNT


Given the circumstances, my lord, whatever Harry Percy may have said to a man like that, in a place and time like that, should be allowed to die and never be spoken of again. It should never be used against Harry in any way, since he has taken it all back now.


KING


But he still won’t turn over his prisoners unless he can add these stipulations and exceptions. He wants me, at my own cost, to pay ransom for his brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer, a man who, on my life, willfully betrayed his own men, whom he had led in fighting against that great magician, the damned Glendower. And now we hear that Mortimer has married Glendower’s daughter! Should the treasury be emptied to ransom a traitor? Should I pay for treason, and bargain for a coward, when it was Mortimer who lost himself? No. Let him starve in the wilderness. No man who asks me to spend one penny on that traitor Mortimer can ever be a friend of mine.


HOTSPUR


“That traitor Mortimer!” He never faltered, my lord, except through an accident of war. I’ll prove it, by speaking about the many wounds he heroically suffered when he spent an hour in brutal hand-to-hand combat against Glendower on the grassy banks of the Severn River. They broke three times from fighting, and they drank three times from the Severn. The river itself was frightened by their horrible looks. Its water became discolored with the blood of these brave fighters, and the Severn ran off, as if to hide itself in the weeds on its banks. Treachery has never used deadly wounds to cover its operations, and Mortimer could never have willingly suffered so many injuries. Do not let him be slandered by calling him a traitor.


KING


You speak wrongly about him, Percy, you speak wrongly! He never fought Glendower. I tell you, he would just as soon dare to meet the devil himself as fight Glendower. Aren’t you ashamed of yourself? Don’t ever let me hear you speak of Mortimer again. Send me your prisoners as quickly as possible, or you’ll hear about it from me, and you won’t like what I have to say. Northumberland, I give you and your son permission to leave now.


Send your prisoners, or you’ll hear about it.


KING Henry, BLUNT, and the attendants exit.


HOTSPUR


Even if the devil himself comes screaming for them, I won’t send those prisoners. I’m going to go after him and tell him so; it will ease my heart, though it might cost me my head.


NORTHUMBERLAND


What, drunk with anger? Wait a minute. Here comes your uncle.


WORCESTER enters.


HOTSPUR


Talk about Mortimer? God damn, I will talk about him. And damn my soul if I don’t join him! I’ll empty out my veins for him, and I’ll pour my precious blood onto the ground, drop by drop! And I’ll lift this put-upon Mortimer as high up as this ungrateful King, this ungenerous, rotten Bolingbroke!


NORTHUMBERLAND


(to WORCESTER) Brother, the King’s driven your nephew crazy.


WORCESTER


Who started this trouble after I left?


HOTSPUR


He wants all my prisoners, for God’s sake! And when I asked again for him to ransom my brother-in-law, he looked pale, and he shot me a look that could kill. Just the mention of Mortimer’s name makes him shake.


WORCESTER


I don’t blame him. Didn’t the late King Richard II proclaim that Mortimer should be next in line for the throne?


NORTHUMBERLAND


He did; I heard the proclamation. That was when the wretched King Richard (may God forgive us for wronging him!) set out to invade Ireland. When that was interrupted, he returned to England, only to be deposed and then murdered.


WORCESTER


And for our part in his death, the whole world is scandalized by us, and speaks ill of us.


HOTSPUR


Stop a moment, please. Did King Richard really proclaim that my brother-in-law Edmund Mortimer was next in line for the throne?


NORTHUMBERLAND


He did. I heard it myself.


HOTSPUR


Then I can’t blame King Henry for wishing for him to starve in the wilderness. But is it right that you—who put the crown on Henry’s forgetful head, and who carry the accusations of murder for Henry’s sake—should be the target of the world’s curses? When you were only accomplices and instruments? Is it right to blame the ropes, the ladder, or the hangman for a man’s death? Forgive me for mentioning that you two are like those sordid objects, having been exploited by this conniving King. But will you stand by while people today speak of your shame?


While history books record that men of your nobility and power dedicated themselves to as unjust a cause (which, God forgive you, you both did) as the overthrowing of Richard, that sweet lovely rose, and the planting of this thorn, this weed, Bolingbroke in Richard’s place? Will you listen as people say that you are fools, and that you’ve been tossed away by the very person you shamed yourselves to help? No. There is still time for you to redeem your reputations and restore your good names in the eyes of the world. Take revenge against this King who mocks and scorns you. He thinks constantly about how to repay you for all you did—by putting you to death. So I say—


WORCESTER


Quiet, nephew; don’t say any more. I have a secret for you, which is hidden like a book with a lock. I will open the book and read you a dark, dangerous story that will appeal to your righteous anger. It’s full of peril and adventure, as risky as walking across a churning, thundering river while balanced unsteadily on a spear.


HOTSPUR


If he falls in, then it’s all over, whether he sinks or swims. The honor of the struggle is all that counts, no matter what the danger is or where it comes from. It takes more courage to wake a sleeping lion than to frighten a rabbit!


NORTHUMBERLAND


Dreaming about this heroic exploit is driving him past his patience.


HOTSPUR


By God, I think it would be easy to jump up and grab honor off of the moon’s pale face, or to dive into the deepest ocean and pull up honor by its hair.


Then the man who rescues honor can wear her glory alone, without rivals. To hell with sharing the glory!


WORCESTER


(to NORTHUMBERLAND) He sees a world built by his imagination, but that world is not the one he should be paying attention to. (to HOTSPUR) Nephew, listen to me a minute.


HOTSPUR


I beg your pardon.


WORCESTER


These Scotsmen that you’ve taken prisoner —


HOTSPUR


I’ll keep them all. By God, the King won’t get a single Scot, even if having a Scot would save his soul! I’ll keep them, I swear.


WORCESTER


You’re off again and not listening to me. You will get to keep the prisoners —


HOTSPUR


Yes, I will; there’s no doubt about it. The King said he would not pay ransom for Mortimer. He forbid me from speaking of Mortimer. But I’ll find him when he’s sleeping, and I’ll shout “Mortimer!” into his ears. No; I’ll get a bird and teach it to say nothing but “Mortimer,” and I’ll give it to the King to anger him forever.


WORCESTER


Listen, nephew, please.


HOTSPUR


From now on, all other pursuits I’ll cast aside, except for scheming how to aggravate this Bolingbroke and his son, the lowlife Prince of Wales. If it weren’t for the fact that I suspect Henry doesn’t love his son, and that he’d be glad to see misfortune befall him, I’d poison the Prince’s ale.


WORCESTER


Goodbye, nephew. I’ll talk to you when you’re in a better mood to listen.


NORTHUMBERLAND


(to HOTSPUR) You are an impatient and short-tempered fool to start nattering on like a woman, not listening to any voice but your own!


HOTSPUR


Listen, I feel like I’m being whipped with sticks and stung by ants when I hear about this vile politician, Bolingbroke. When Richard was alive—what is that place called? Damn, it’s in Gloucestershire; it’s where that crazy duke’s uncle lived, his uncle York. It’s where I first met this lying Bolingbroke, and bowed to him.—Shoot!—It happened when you and Bolingbroke came back from Ravenspurgh.


NORTHUMBERLAND


At Berkley castle.


HOTSPUR


Right. What great courtesy that flattering dog paid me! “The promise of his childhood has come true,” he said. “Gentle Harry Percy,” he called me, and “kind kinsman.” To hell with liars like him! — I’m sorry. Uncle, go on. I’m done.


WORCESTER


No, if you’re not done yet, keep going. We’ll wait until you’re ready.


HOTSPUR


I’m done. I swear.


WORCESTER


Then go back to your Scottish prisoners. Release them at once, without ransom. Make friends with Douglas, and use his influence to gather an army in Scotland. He’ll gladly help you for many reasons, which I’ll write you about soon. (to NORTHUMBERLAND) Now you, sir. While your son is busy in Scotland, you will strike up a close alliance with the Archbishop, that noble, well-beloved churchman.


HOTSPUR


He is the Archbishop of York, no?


WORCESTER


Yes, and he’s sorely upset about his brother, Lord Scroop, whom Bolingbroke put to death in Bristol. I’m not merely speculating; I’m telling you what I know for a fact has been considered, plotted, and set into motion. They’re only waiting now for the right moment to strike.


HOTSPUR


I get it. And it’s good, I bet my life on it!


NORTHUMBERLAND


Look, you’ve let your dogs slip off of their leashes before the hunt has even begun.


HOTSPUR


There’s no way this excellent plan won’t work. And the armies of Scotland and York will join with Mortimer, right?


WORCESTER


Yes, they will.


HOTSPUR


I swear, it’s extremely well thought out.


WORCESTER


And we’ve got good reasons to hurry and save ourselves by raising an army. No matter how hard we try to look like everything’s fine, the King will always think he owes us for having helped him take the throne, and he’ll worry that we don’t feel we’ve been properly compensated. Until he finds a way to pay us for good—by killing us. You can see that he’s already begun to distance himself from us.


HOTSPUR


He has, he has. We’ll get revenge!


WORCESTER


Nephew, farewell. Don’t do any more than I tell you to do in the letters I’ll write you. When the time comes, which will be soon, I’ll sneak off to Glendower and Mortimer. I’ll plan it so that you, Douglas and all our armies will arrive together. Then we can face our future with strength instead of the uncertainty we feel now.


NORTHUMBERLAND


So long, brother. I believe we’ll prevail.


HOTSPUR


Good bye, uncle. Oh, I hope it won’t be long until battlefields and collisions and groans are witnesses to our game of war!


They exit.




Prisoners taken in battle were supposed to be turned over to the King so that he could collect ransoms from them. Hotspur’s refusal to do this breaks the usual rules and upsets King Henry.


The following banter about the hostess of the tavern depends on puns that suggest she’s not only running a legitimate business (the bar), but an illegal one as well (a house of prostitution).


Hybla is a place in Sicily that is famous for its bees and honey.


Shakespeare’s line had the added suggestion that Hal has slept with the hostess.


suits = petitions


In Shakespeare’s time it was believed that eating rabbit caused depression. Moorditch was an open ditch that served as London’s main sewer channel.


Hal is teasing Falstaff for acting like a teenager, even though he’s an old man.


Worcester, Northumberland, and Hotspur are all members of the Percy family.


parmaceti = spermaceti, a medicinal ointment derived from fat taken from a sperm whale’s head
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