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Chorus 

When gentle birdsong, river’s flow and breeze 
Of summer dancing gently through the trees, 
Gives way to cold and brutal bloody war; 
Then shall our Bard both glory and deplore, 
The conflict, struggle and the battles long, 
That men conduct and venerate in song. 
This day our undertaking will be brief; 
Quietly to listen and voice our grief 
At all the tales of conflict and of strife, 
As War disrupts the Peace of humble lives. 
 
 
Inter their bodies as becomes their births: 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers fled 
That in submission will return to us: 
And then, as we have ta'en the sacrament, 
We will unite the white rose and the red: 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction, 
That long have frown'd upon their enmity! 
What traitor hears me, and says not amen? 
England hath long been mad, and scarr'd herself; 
The brother blindly shed the brother's blood, 
The father rashly slaughter'd his own son, 
The son, compell'd, been butcher to the sire: 
 
  



King Henry V 
 
KING HENRY V 

What's he that wishes so 
My cousin Westmoreland? No, my fair cousin: 
If we are mark'd to die, we are enow 
To do our country loss; and if to live, 
The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 
God's will! I pray thee, wish not one man more. 
By Jove, I am not covetous for gold, 
Nor care I who doth feed upon my cost; 
It yearns me not if men my garments wear; 
Such outward things dwell not in my desires: 
But if it be a sin to covet honour, 
I am the most offending soul alive. 
No, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England: 
God's peace! I would not lose so great an honour 
As one man more, methinks, would share from me 
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one more! 
Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my host, 
That he which hath no stomach to this fight, 
Let him depart; his passport shall be made 
And crowns for convoy put into his purse: 
We would not die in that man's company 
That fears his fellowship to die with us. 
This day is called the feast of Crispian: 
He that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when the day is named, 
And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 
He that shall live this day, and see old age, 
Will yearly on the vigil feast his neighbours, 
And say 'To-morrow is Saint Crispian:' 
Then will he strip his sleeve and show his scars. 
And say 'These wounds I had on Crispin's day.' 
Old men forget: yet all shall be forgot, 
But he'll remember with advantages 
What feats he did that day: then shall our names. 
Familiar in his mouth as household words 
Harry the king, Bedford and Exeter, 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloucester, 
Be in their flowing cups freshly remember'd. 
This story shall the good man teach his son; 
And Crispin Crispian shall ne'er go by, 
From this day to the ending of the world, 
But we in it shall be remember'd; 
We few, we happy few, we band of brothers; 
For he to-day that sheds his blood with me 
Shall be my brother; be he ne'er so vile, 
This day shall gentle his condition: 
And gentlemen in England now a-bed 
Shall think themselves accursed they were not here, 
And hold their manhoods cheap whiles any speaks 
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin's day. 

Exeunt omnes to battle. 
 



King Henry V; Princess Katharine; Alice 
 
 
KING HENRY V 
Fair Katharine, and most fair, 
Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms 
Such as will enter at a lady's ear 
And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart? 
KATHARINE 
Your majesty shall mock at me; I cannot speak your England. 
KING HENRY V 

O fair Katharine, if you will love me soundly with 
your French heart, I will be glad to hear you 
confess it brokenly with your English tongue. Do 
you like me, Kate? 
KATHARINE 
Pardonnez-moi, I cannot tell vat is 'like me.' 
KING HENRY V 
An angel is like you, Kate, and you are like an angel. 
KATHARINE 
Que dit-il? que je suis semblable a les anges? 
ALICE 
Oui, vraiment, sauf votre grace, ainsi dit-il. 
KING HENRY V 
I said so, dear Katharine; and I must not blush to 
affirm it. I' faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy understanding: I am 
glad thou canst speak no better English; for, if 
thou couldst, thou wouldst find me such a plain king 
that thou wouldst think I had sold my farm to buy my 
crown. I know no ways to mince it in love, but 
directly to say 'I love you:' then if you urge me 
farther than to say 'do you in faith?' I wear out 
my suit. Give me your answer; i' faith, do: and so 
clap hands and a bargain: how say you, lady? 
KATHARINE 

Sauf votre honneur, me understand vell. 
  



Gregory; Sampson; Abraham 
 
 
GREGORY 
The quarrel is between our masters and us their men. 
SAMPSON 
'Tis all one, I will show myself a tyrant: when I 
have fought with the men, I will be cruel with the 
maids, and cut off their heads. 
GREGORY 
The heads of the maids? 
SAMPSON 
Ay, the heads of the maids, or their maidenheads; 
take it in what sense thou wilt. 
GREGORY 

They must take it in sense that feel it. 
SAMPSON 
Me they shall feel while I am able to stand: and 
'tis known I am a pretty piece of flesh. 
GREGORY 
'Tis well thou art not fish; if thou hadst, thou 
hadst been poor John. Draw thy tool! here comes 
two of the house of the Montagues. 
Enter ABRAHAM and BALTHASAR 
SAMPSON 
My naked weapon is out: quarrel, I will back thee. 
GREGORY 

How! turn thy back and run? 
SAMPSON 
Fear me not. 
GREGORY 

No, marry; I fear thee! 
SAMPSON 
Let us take the law of our sides; let them begin. 
GREGORY 

I will frown as I pass by, and let them take it as 
they list. 
SAMPSON 
Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb at them; 
which is a disgrace to them, if they bear it. 
SAMPSON bites his thumb 
ABRAHAM 
Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 
SAMPSON 
I do bite my thumb, sir. 
ABRAHAM 
Do you bite your thumb at us, sir? 
SAMPSON 
[Aside to GREGORY] Is the law of our side, if I say ay? 
GREGORY 
No. 
SAMPSON 
No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, sir, but I bite my thumb, sir. 
GREGORY 
Do you quarrel, sir? 



ABRAHAM 
Quarrel sir! no, sir. 
SAMPSON 
If you do, sir, I am for you: I serve as good a man as you. 
ABRAHAM 
No better. 
SAMPSON 
Well, sir. 
GREGORY 
Say 'better:' here comes one of my master's kinsmen. 
SAMPSON 
Yes, better, sir. 
ABRAHAM 
You lie. 
SAMPSON 
Draw, if you be men. Gregory, remember thy swashing blow. 
 
They fight. 
 


