
King John 
Act V, sc. 4 (line 26) 

 
MELUN 

Have I not hideous death within my view, 

Retaining but a quantity of life, 

Which bleeds away, even as a form of wax 

Resolveth from his figure 'gainst the fire? 

What in the world should make me now deceive, 

Since I must lose the use of all deceit? 

Why should I then be false, since it is true 

That I must die here and live hence by truth? 

I say again, if Lewis do win the day, 

He is forsworn, if e'er those eyes of yours 

Behold another day break in the east: 

But even this night, whose black contagious breath 

Already smokes about the burning crest 

Of the old, feeble and day-wearied sun, 

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire, 

Paying the fine of rated treachery 

Even with a treacherous fine of all your lives, 

If Lewis by your assistance win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert with your king: 

The love of him, and this respect besides, 

For that my grandsire was an Englishman, 
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Awakes my conscience to confess all this. 

In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 

From forth the noise and rumour of the field, 

Where I may think the remnant of my thoughts 

In peace, and part this body and my soul 

With contemplation and devout desires. 
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