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Hall, supported by the Archbishop of Canterbury, the Earl of Warwick, and his 

son (now the Prince of Wales), he addressed the crowd that 1 was gathered 

together to listen to him. 

“T admit,” he said, “my people, that I have laid heavy burdens upon you. 

It has been more painful for me to have to lay them upon you than even for 

you to bear.” 

Just, by the way, as Gilbert-4-Beckett remarks, like a schoolmaster, who, 

having well birched one of his luckless pupils (Jack, for instance), adds insult to 

injury by saying, “ That birching has been more painful to me than it has been 

to you.” The boy, however, knows better. 

“TI have had,” continued the King, “to protect you from the greed of the 

Welsh, thé French, and the Scotch, who not merely are anxious to rob me 

of my crown, but are ravening for your very blood. I am now going 

to risk my life for you. If I return, receive me as your King, and I will 

make up for the past. If I die, fighting the foe, here is my son; place 

him in my stead, and he will show his gratitude by being a good King to 

his people.” 

So far the sober histories. 

What is not recorded is this: “Won't you, my boy,” said the King, turning 

to his son, who stood at his right hand cracking walnuts. 

“Rather, governor,” said the Prince, with an imperceptible wink of his right 

eye. 

Thereupon the King, apgrogos of nothing, burst into tears ; the Archbishop 

and the Bishops, as in duty bound, did the same; the Earl of Warwick 

succumbed to his grief; the Queen went off into hysterics ; there was SWeCDIng 

and sobbing all around. 

But there! sober-minded prose utterly fails me to describe the scene, and I 

‘ must break out into song. 

All of you take out your pocket-handkerchiefs, and be ready to join in 

_ the lamentable ditty of 

“ Down came the tears, oh !” 

to the tune of “ Weel may the keel row.” 

As you sing the chorus I want you te throw an infinite amount of pathos 

_ into your voices.


