St. Cuispin's Day Speech
fram Feny VU (1599 ) by William Shakespeare

WESTMORELUAND. O that we now had fere
But ane ten thousand of those men in England
Jhat de no wark te-day!

HING. What's fe that wishes s0?

My cousin Westmareland? Ne, my fair cousin;
Jf we are mark'd te die, we are encw

Ja da cur countuy lass; and if to live,

The fewer men, the greater share of honaur.
God's will! J pray thee, wish not ecne man mase.
By Jeve, I am nat covetous for gald,

Nex care I wha doth feed upon my cost;

Jt yearns me not if men my gaunents wear;
Such eutward things dwell not in my desires.
But if it be a sin to covet honour,

J am the mast effending soul alive.

Nea, faith, my coz, wish not a man from England.
God's peace! J would not lase sa great an honeur
s ene man mexe methinks would share from me
Far the best hape J have. U, da not wish cne moxe!
Rather proclaim it, Westmareland, thieugh my hast,
That he which hath ne stomach te this fight,

Let bim depaxt; his passpext shall be made,

Und crowns for canvoy put into his purse;

We would not die in that man's company

That fears his fellowship te die with us.
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This day is call'd the feast of Crispian.

Fte that eutlives this day, and comes safe home,
Will stand a tip-tee when this day is nam'd,

Und wouse him at the name of Crispian.

Fe that shall live this day, and see old age,

Und say "Je-movwow is Saint Cuispian.”

Then will fie stiip his sleeve and show his scars,
Und say "These wounds J had on Cuispian’s day.”
Otd men fouget; et all shatt be forgat,

But he'll emember, with advantages,

What feats be did that day. Then shall cur names,
Familiar in his mouth as fhousefiold words-

Havy the Hing, Bedford and Exeter,
Wanvick and T albet, Salisbury and Gloucester-
Be in their flowing cups freshly rememb'red.

This steny shall the good man teach his son;

Und Cuispin Cuispian shall ne'er ga by,

Fram this day to the ending of the world,

But we in it shall be remembered-

We few, we happy few, we band of brothers;

Faor be to-day that sheds his tlood with me

Shall be my brother; be fie ne'er so vile,

Jhis day shall gentle his condition;

Und gentlemen in England now-a-bed

Stall think themselves accurs'd they wete not fiete,
Und fold their manfieads cheap whiles any speakts
Jhat fought with us upon Saint Cuispin's day.
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