Enter Camsllo and Archrdamus,

v forence betwise our Bobemta,and your Sicilsa.

€am, 1 thinke, this comming Summer, the King of
Sicsha mieanes to pay Boserma the Vifitation, which hee
iuftly owes hun. >

Arch. Wherein our Entertainment fhall fhamcvs:we
wili be juft:fied in our Loucs : for indeed---

Cam. 'Bufcech you---

ArshNVerely 1 fpcaheit in the freedome of my know-
ledge : we cannot with fuch magnificence-— in forare--
I know not what to fay--- Wee will giue you fleepic
Drinkes, that yom Sences (vo-intellsgent of our infuff-
cience) may, though they canaot prayle vs, as hittle ac-
cufe vs.

Cam. Youpaya great deale to deate, for what’s giuen
freely. ,

Arch. *Belecucae, 1 {peake as my yndeiftanding ia-
(ruéts me,and as mine hone(lie puts 1t to viterance.

Cam. Sicilia cannot fhew himf{elfe ouer-kind o Bobe-
mia : They were trayn’d togetherin their Child-hoods ;
and there rooted betwixe thein then fuch an affetion,
which cannot chufebut braunch now, Since their more
mature Dignities,and Roy.ll Neceffitiesymade feperati-
on of their Societie, their Encounters(thoughnot Perfo-
nall) hath been Royally actornycd with enter-change of
Gifts,Letters,louing Embaffies,chat chey haue feem'd to
be together.though abfent: (hooke hands,as ouer a Vai;
and embrac’d asit were from the ends of oppofed Winds.
The :{cauens continue their Loues.

Arch. 1 thinke there isnot in the World,either Malice
or Matter, to alterst. You haue an vafpeakable comfort
of your young Prince Mamikiim: itis aGentleman of the
greateft Promile,that cuer came into my Note.

Cam. 1very well agree with you,in the hopes of him:
itis a gallant Child ; one,chat (1ndeed )Phyficks the Sub.
ie&, makes old hearts frefh : they that went on Crutches
ere he was borne. defire yet their life,to fee hima Man,
Avrch. Would they elfe be content to die ?

defiwero line, -
Arch. i€ the King had no Sonne, they wauld defire to

live nn Crurchee oo 1t he had one, Exeunt.

Scena Secunda. - -

““Ewter Leontes, Hermuone,Nansilliss\Polixenes,Camille,
Pol, Nine Changes of the Watry-$tatse hash been,

Arch.
N F you fhall chance( Cam: o)to vi fit Eobemia,on
g the ike occafion whercon my feruicesarenow
e on-foot, you (hull fec(as Thaue taid)great dif-

Cam.Y es; f there were no othes excufe,why they (hould |

" o Astus Primus.  Sceena ‘Prina.

——

The Shcphcards Note fince we haue lefe our Threne
Witnout a Burthen : Time as Jong againe
Would be RII'd vp/my Brother)with our Thanks,
And yet we fhould,tor perperustie,
Goe hencen debt: And thezefore,likea Cypher
(Yet ftanding in nich place) I muleipl
W ith one we thanke you,many thou ands moe,
That goe beforet.

Leo. Stayyour Thanks g while,
And pay them when you port.

Pol. Sir,that's tomorrow :
Jam guesion d by my feares,of what may chance,
O breed vpon our ablence,that may blow
No fncaping Winds ar home,to makevs fay,
This 1s put foreh coo truly:bendes, Thaue flay’d
Toryrc your Royaltie,

Leo. Weare tougher (Brother)
Thenyou can put vs to't.

Pol. Nolonger ftay,

Leo. OneSeuc'night longer.

%ol, Verytooth,to morrow,

Leo. Wee'le part the time betweene's ther:and in that
ile no gine-faying.

Pol, Prefle menot ("befcech you) (o
There is no Tongue that moues;nene,nonei'th’ World
So foone as yeurs,could winme: {o it fhould now,
Were ihere neceflitie in your requeRt,although
*Twere needfull I deny’dit. My Affaires
Doe cuen drag me home-ward : which to hinder,
Were (in your Loue) a Whip tome; my flay,

To you a Charge,and Trouble:: to fave both,
Farewell (our Brother.)

Les. Tongue-ty'd our Queene? {peake you.

Her. 1had thoughe (Sir)te haue held my peace,vntill
Youhad drawne Oathes from him,not to Ray: you(Sir)
Charge him too coldly. Tell him,youarc fure
All in Bobemia's well ; this fatisfaltion,

The by-gone-day proclaym’d, fay this to him,
He’s beat from his beft ward,

Leo. Well f2id, Hermione.

Her, Totellhelongs to fee his Sonne,were Rrong:
But let him fay fo then,and let him goe;;

But let him {weare fo,and he fhall not ftay,

Wee'l thwack him hence with Diftaffes, :
Yet of your Royall prefence,llc aduenture

The borrow of 2 Weeke, When at Bobemia

You take my Lord, Iie giue him my Commiffion,
Tolet him there 2 Moneth,behind theGeft

Prefix’d for's parting: yet (goad-deed) Leontes,
1loue thee not a Iarre o'th’ Clock,behind

Aa What
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\What Lady fhe her Lord. You'le flay 2
+ Pol, No,Madame,
" Her. Nay,but you will ?
Pel. I maynotverely.
Her. Verely?
You put me off with limber Vowes: but I,
Though you weuld feek t’vafpherg the Stars with Oaths,
Should yet fay, Sir,no gomng : Vdrely
You fhall not goe; a Ladyes Verely’is
As potentasa Lordss Will you goe yet?
Forceme to keepe you as a Prifoner,
Not fike a Gueft: fo you fhall pay your Fees
‘When yondepart,and faue your Thanks. How fay you?
My Prifoner ? ormy Guefl ? by your dread Verely,
One of them you fhall be.
Pol. YourGueft then,Madame:
To be your Prifoner,(hould import offending ;
Which is for me,leffe eafie to cormir,
Thenyoutopunith. |
Her. Notyour Gaolerthen,
But your kind Hofteffe, Come, 1lc queflion you
'Of my Lords Tricks,8nd yours ,when you were Boyes :
You were pretty Lordings then 2
Pol. We were (faire Queenc)
Two Lads,that thought these was no more behind,
But fuch aday to morrow,as o day,
And to be Boy cternall,
Her. Was notmy Lord
Theverver Wag o'th*two ? '
Pol.Wewereastwyn'd Lambs,thae did frisk i'th’ Sun,
And bleat the one at th'other: what we chang'd,
Was Innocence,for Innocence: we knew not
The Do&trine of 1il-doing, nor dream’d
Thatany did : Had we purfu’d thaclife,
And our weake Spirits ne’re been higher rear’d
With fironger blood,we fhiould haue anfwer'd Heauen
Boldly,not guilty; the Impofition clear'd,
Hereditdfse ours.
Her, Bythis we gather
You haue tript fince,
Pol. Omy moft facred Lady, - .
Tempaations haue fince then béen borne to's: for
In thofe vnfledg'd dayes,was my Wife a Gisle;;
Your precious felfe had shea not crofa’d the eyes
Of my young Play_fellow. )
Her, Grace toboot:
Of this make no concinfion,leaft you fay
Your Queene and 1 are Deunls : yet goeon,
Th'offences we haue made you doe,wee’le anfwere,
If you firt finn’d with vs: and thatwith vs
You did ¢ontinue faule; and chat you fliptnot

Wich any but with vs.
Les. Is he woonyet?
Her. Hee'le flay (my Lord.)
* Les, Atmyrequeft he would not :
Hermiome (my dearceft) thou neuer fposk’ft
Tobetter $:rpofe.
Her. Neuer?
Les. Neuer,but once,
Her.What? haue Fewice faid well? when was’c before?

I precheetell me: cram’s with prayfe,and make's

| As fat as tame things: One good deed,dying tongueleffe,
| Slaughters a thoufand, wayting vpon that,
i Our prayfes are our Wages. You inay ride’s
i With one foft Kiffe a thoufand Furlongs,ere
W ith Spur we heat an Acre, Buc toth’ Goale :

e - -l

————

My lat good deed,was to entreat his fuy.
What wasmy firfl¢ it ha's an elder Sifter,
Or I miftake you: O,would her Name were Grace,
Butonce before I fpoke to th’ purpofe ? when?
Nay,let me haue’t: I long.
Leo. Why,that was when
Three crabbed Moneths had fowr’d themfelues to death
.Ere I could make thee open thy white Hand: ’
A clap thy felfe my Loue; then didft thou vzcer,
Iam yours for euer,
Her. 'Tis Groce indeed,
Why lo-you row;I haue fpoke to th’ purpofe twice:
The one,for cuer carn’d aRoyall Husband;
Th'other, for fome while 2 Friend,
Les. Too hot, too hot; .
Tomingle friend(hip farre,is mingling bloods,
1haue Tremor Cordis on me : my heart daunces,
But not forioy ; not ioy. This Eutertainment
May afree face put on: deriuca Liberue
From Heartincffe, from Bountie ferule Bofome,
And well become the Agent:'tmay;1 graunt:
Buttobe padling Palmes,and pinching Fingers,
As now they are,and making pratin’d Siniles
Asin a Looking-Glaffe; and then to figh,as ‘twere
The Mort o'th’Deere : ohythatis entertainnient
My Bofome likes not, nor my Browes, Memilliss,
Art thou my Boy ?
Mam. 1,my good Lord, *
Leo. I'fecks: ) .
Why that’s my Bawcock:what?hast fmutch’d thy Nofe?
They fav 1t 15 2 Coppy out of mine, Come Captaine,
Wemultbe ncac; not neat,but cleanly,Capraine;
And yetthe Steere,the Heycfer,and the Calfe,
Areallcall'd Neace. Sull Virginalling
Vpon his Palme? How now (youwanten Calfe )
Arcthaamy Calfe ?
Ham. Yesyfyou will(my Lord.)
Loo. Thou want'lt arough path,&the thoots that I hage
Tobe full,hke me: yet they fay we are

} Almoftas likess Egges; Women fay fc,

(That will fay any thing.) But were they filfe
Aso're-dy’d Blacks,as Wind,2s Waters; falfe
AsDiceareto bewith'd by une thar hixes
No borne twixt hisand mine;yet were it true,
To fay this Boy were like me. Come(Sir Page)
Looke on me with your Welkineyc: fweet Villaine,
Moft dear'ft,my Collop: Can thy Dam,mayt be
Affe&ion?thy Intention Rabs the Center,
Thoudo’ftmake poffible things not fo held,
Communicat’t with Dreames(how can this be?)
With what’s voreall: thou coactive are,
And fellow't nothing. Then 'tis very credent,
Thou may'ft co-ioyne with fomethir:g,and thou do'fl,
(And that beyond Commiffion) and 1 find it,
(And thattothe infe&ion of my Braines,
And hardning of my Browes.)

Pel. Whatmeanes Sicslia?

Her. He fomething feemes vnfetled.

Pel. How?>my Lord ?

Leo. What cheere? how is’c with you,béft Brother?
Her Youlook as if you held a Brow of much difirattion;
Are you mou'd (my Lord?)

Leo. No, ingood earneft.
How fomctimes Nature will betray it's folly?
10s tenderncfle ? and make ic felfe s Pattime
To harder bofomes ? Looking on the Lynes
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Of my Boyes face,me thoughts 1 did requoyle
Twentie three yeeres, sud (aw my {elfe vo-breech'd,
In m¥ greene Veluet Coat; my Dagger muzzel d,
Leaft st fhould bice it's Mafter, and fo proue
(As Ornaments oft de’s) too daiigerous :
How like(we thought)1 then was to this Kernell,
This Squafh,this Gentleman. Mine honeft Friend,
Will you take Egges for Money ?
Mam. No (my Lord) Ilefighe.
Leo. You wiil:why happy man b=’s dole My Brother
Are you (o fond of youryoung Prince,as we
Doe iceme to be ot eurs? '
Pol. if ac home (Sir)
He's all my Exeraife,my Mirth,my Maceer;
Now my fworne Friend and then mine Eremy s
My Parufite my Souldier: Statefomén;all:
He makes a Lulyes day,fhort as Decen ber,
And withhis varying childenefle, curcvannie
Tuoughts,that would thick my bloeodd,
Leo. Softandsthis Squie
Officd with me:\We two will walke (my Lord)
Aad leaue you to your prauer (eps. Hernuore,
How thou lou'tt vs,thew in our Brothers welcomes
Letwhat s deate 1n Siaaly,be cheape:
Next to ihy felte,and my young Rouer,he’s
Apparan: to niy heart,
Her. 1f youwould feeke vs,
We are yowrs1'ta'Garden : frall’s attend you there?
Leo, Toyour owne bents dilpole you:you'le be fuund,
Be you beneath the Sky: [ am angling now,
(Though youperceiue me not how I giue Lyne)
Gee oo, goe 10o.
How fh:holds vpthe Neb# the Bylltohim?
And armes her with the boldnefle of 2 Wte
To heiailow:ng Husband. Gone already,
Ynch-thick knce-deepe;ore head and eares a fork’d one,
Goce play(Boy)play: thy Mother playes, and |
Play too;but fo ditgrac'd a part,whofe iffue
Will hitfe me to my Graue: Contemptand Clamer
Will be my Kuell, Goe play(Boy)play,there haue been
(Or Tammnch decerw’d) Cuckolds ere now,
And many a man there is (euen at this prefent,
- I Now,while I fpeake this) holds his Wife by th’Arme,
That huele thinkes (he ha's beenfluyc’d 1n's abfence,
And lus Pond fith’d by his next Nerghbor (by
Sit Smusle,us Nerighbor:) nay,there’s cemiortin'e,
Whiles other men haue Gates, and thofe Gares open’'d
(As mine) againft their will. Shouldail defpasre
That hauc‘reuoltcd Wiues,the tench of Mankind
Would hang themfelues, Phyfick for't,there’s none:
Tt is abawdy Planet,thac will ftrike
Where 'tis predominant;and ‘us powrefull: thinke it s
From Eat,Wett,Notth,and South,be it concluded,
No Barricsde for & Belly. Know't,
It will let 1n and oun the Enemy,
With bag and baggsge s many thoufand on’s
Haue the Difeafe and teele’t not, How now Boy 2
(Mam. 1amlikeyouday. .
Les. Why,that's fome comforr.
W hat? Camillo there?
Cam. 1,my good Lord. -
Leo. Goc play(Mamsllim) thou're snhoneft man:
Camsllo,this great Sir will yet Ray longer.
Cam. Youhad muchadoetomske his Anchor hold,
When you cat out,t {till came home. « '
Lee. Diditnoteit?

The W insers T ale. 279

" (em. Hewouid not ftay at yout Peticions,made

His Buiinefle more maten. !,
Leo. Didft percetueit?

Stcihais a fo-forth : 'tis farre gone,
When i thall guftic laft. How cam'c (Camsllo )
That he did flay 2

Cam. Atthe good Queenes entraatie,

But fo 1t is,1t 15 not. Was this taken

By any vaderflanding Pate but thine?

For thy Concert is foaking,will draw in

More then the common Biucks. Not noted,is™,
But of the finer Natures? by fome Seuerslis

Of Head-pezce extranrdinaric? Lower Meffes
Perchance 27e to this Bufineffe purblind ? fay.

Polemasfiayes heie longer
I-o Ha?
Cam. Stayesherelon
Lea, 1,but why?

et

Of our moft gracious M ftizfle.

Leo. Satishe?
Th'entreaties of your Muftrefle® Satishe?
Let that fufhce. T haue trufted chee (Camslic)
With all the neerett tiungs to my heart, as well
My Chambe r-Counc cls,whernn(l’ricﬂ-hke);hou
Haft cleanyd my Bofome: l‘frrgm thee departed
Thy Penitent reforn.’d: bur we haae been
Decesu'd in thy Integritie,deccin'd
It that which teemes fo.

Cam. Be ut forbid (my bord.)

Les. Tobidevpan't:thouartnot honeft: os
If thou inclin’ that way thou are a Coward,
W hich hoxes honeflie behind, refrayning

A Seruane,grafied inny ferious Truft,
Aond chereinneghgent: orelieaFocle,

Aad k'@ e all forreatt,

Cam. My gracious Lord,
[ maybeneghgent foolifh,and fearefull,
In cuery onc of theie,no man 1¢ free,
But that lus neghgence, is foliy feaze,
Among the infinite doings of the World,
Semetme puts forch in your affaires (my Lord.)
If euer [ were wilfull-negligent,
Tt was my foliy : f induttrioufly
I pluy'd the Foole,it was my negligence,
Not werghing well the end s 1f cuer fearefull
To dot 2 thing,where 1 the iffue doubted,
Whereof the execution éid cry out
Againftthe non-performance, twas a feare
Which oftinfe&s the wifeft : thefe(my Lord)
Are {uch allow’d Infirmiries that honeftie
Is neues free of, But befeech your Grace
Be plainer with me,lec me kaow my Trelpay
By iv’s owne vifage; 1f | then deny it,
*T1s none of ine.

Leo. Ha' not you {cene Camiflo?
(But that’s paft doubt: you haue, or your eye-giafle
{s thicker then a Cuckolds Hoine) or heard?
(For toa Vifion {o apparant,Rumor
Cannot be mute) or thoughi?{for Cogitation
& Refides not in that man,thet do's not thinke)
: Aaz

———

They're here with me already; whifp'ring.rounding :

Leo. Atthe Queenes be't: Good thould be pertinent,

Cam. Buiinefle,my Loid? L tiunke mo(l vnderftand

Cam. To (e your Highnefle,and the Encreatics

From Coutfe requir’d : or eife thoumuft be counted

That fecft a Game play'd home,the sich Stake drawne,

My

! [4
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My Wifeis flipperie ? If thou wilt confefle,
Or elfe be impudently negatiue,
To haue nor Eyes,nor Eares,nor Thought,then fay
My Wite's a Holy-Horfe,deferues a Name
As ranke as any Flax-Wenchthat putsto
Before her troth-plighe : {ay'and iothify’e,
Cam. 1 would notbea ftander-by, to heare
My Soucraigne Miftreffe clouded fo,without
My prefent vengeance taken : "(hrew my heart,
Y ou neuer fpoke what did become you fefle
Then this; which to reiterate, were fin
As deepe as thar,though true.
Leeo, Jswhifpering noihing ?
fs leaning Checketo Checke #ismeating Nofes?
Kiffing with in-fide Lip? ftopping the Canicre

Of Laughter,witha figh? (a Note infallible
Of breaking Honefie) horfing foot on foot?
Skulking in corners?wilhing Clocks more fwift?
Houres,Minutes? Noone,Mid.night ? and all Eyes
Blind with the Pin and Web,but theirs; theirs onely,
T hatwould vafeene be wicked? Is thisnothing?
Why then the World,and all that’s in't i nothing,
The couering Skie is nothing Bokemsa nothing,
My Witeis nothing,nics Nothing haue thefe Nothings,
1f thisbe nething,
Cam. Goodmy Lord,be cur’d
Of thy; difeas’d Opinion, apd betimes,
For’tis mofl dangerous,
Les. Sayitbc,'ustrue,
Cam. No,no,my Lerd,
Leo, Jris: youlye,youlye:
I {ay thoulyet Cumnlle,and | hatethee,
Pronounce theea gicfle Lowr,a mindlcffz Slaue,
Or elfc ahouzring Temporizer,that
Canft with thins eyes atonce {ec good and euill,
Tuclining to them both: were my \Wiues Liner
Infe&ed (as her life) fhe would not hue
The running of one Glaffe.
Cam. Who do's infeét her? .
Leo, W hy he thar weares her like her Medull hanging
About his neck (Behemia) whof |
Hd Seruants true about yne that bare eyes
To fec alike raine Honor.as theis Profits,
{ Thest owne particular Thrifts) they would doe chae
Which fhoul  viidoe more doing ¢ I,2nd thou
His Cup-heater,whom { from meaner fotine
Hauc Benciv'd,and rear’d to Worllup,who may'ft fee
Plaineiy,as Heauen fees Earth and Earth fees Heauen,
How Iom gall'd,mighclt be-fpicea Cup,
Fo giue mine Enemy a lafing Winke:
Which Draught to me,were cordiall
Cam. Sir (my Lord)
I could doe this, and that wich no rafh Potion,
But with a lingring Dram,thac thould not worke
Muliciowfly like Rayfon : Bus Icannot
Bzleeae this Crack to be inmy dread Miftrefle
(5 foueraignely being Honorable.)
1 hauc low'd thee,
Les Make that thy queftion,and goesot:
Do’ft thinke I am fo muddy, fo vafetled,
To appoint my felfe in this veaation?
Sully the punnie and whitenefie of my Sheetes
(Winch to preferue,is Slecpegwhich being fpoited,

|

W ithout ripe mouing to’t? Would 1doe this¢
Could man foblench ¢

Cam. Imuftbelecue you(Sir)

I dee, and will fetch off Bebemvia for’t:
Prouided,that when hee’s remou’d,your Highneffe
Will take againe your Queene,as yours at firft,
Euen for your Sonnes fake,and thereby for fealing
The Iniurie of Tongues,in Courts and &ingdomg.
Knowne,and ally’d to yours.

Leo. Thoudo’faduife me,
Euen fo as I mine ewne courfe haue fet downe s
Ile giue no blemifh to her Honor,none.

Cam. My Lord, )
Goethen ; and with a countenance as cleare
As Friendfhip weares at Feafts,keepe with Bobemia,
And with your Queene s 1sm his Cup-bearer,
If from me he hauc wholefome Beueridge,
Account me not your Seruant,

Leo. Thisisall:
Do’t,and thou haft the one halfe of my heart ;
Do't not,thou fplite’fk thine owne, -,

Cam. lle do’t,my Lord. )

Leo,I wil feeme friendly,as thou haft aduis'd me, Exis

Cam. O miferable Lady. Butforme, :
What cafe tand Iin¢ Imuft be the poyfoner
Of good Polixenes;and my ground to do't,

Is the obedience to a Mafter; one, .
Who in Rebellion with him{clfe,will haue

All chat are his, fo too. To docthis deed,
Promotion followes : 1 I could find example

Of thoufand’s that had fhuck anoynted Kings,

And floun{lv’d after, Ild not do't : But fince

Nor Braffe,nor Stone,nor Parchment beares not one,
Let Villanie it {elfe forfwear’s. 1muft

Forfake the Court: to do’t,or no,is certdine

To meabreake-neck. Happy Starre raigne now,
Hete comes Bokenna. Enter Polixenes,

Pol. Thisisftrange: Methinkes
My fauor here begins to warpe; Not fpeake?
Geod day Camllo.

Cam. Haylemoft Royall Sir.

Pol. What s the Newas i'th’Court?

Cam. None ratr{my Lord.)

Pol. TheKing hathon him fuch a countenance,
As he had loft fome Prouince,and a Region
Lou'd, as he loues himfelfc : enennow [ met him
With cuftomarie complement,when hee
Wafting his eyes to th’ contrary,and talling

Al

A Lippe of much contempt,{pecdes from me,and 1

So leaues me,to confider what is breeding,
That changes thus his Manners,
(am. 1 daze not know (my Lord.)

Pol.How,dare not?doe not?doe you know,and dase nost) :

Be intelligent to me,’tis thereabouts ;
For to your felfe;what you dee know,you mud.
And cannot fay,you dare not. Good Camsle,
Your chang'd ccmplexions are to> me a Mirror,
Which fhewes me mine chang’d too:for I muftbe
A partie in this alieration,finding
My felfe thus alter'd with’, '

(am. Thereisaficknefle
Which puts forme of va in diftemper, bue
J cannot nsme the Difeafe,and it is caughe
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1 haue look'd on thoufands,who haue fped the better
By my regard,but kill'd gene (o : Cumills,
As you sre certainely a Gentleman,thereto
Clerke-like experienc’d,which no Ieffe adornes
Ous Gentry then our Parents Noble Names,
In whofe fucceffe wearegentle : I befcech you,
If you know ought which do’s behoue my knowledge;
Thereof to be inform’d,imprifon’t not
Inignorant concealement.
Cam. [ maynotan{were.
Pol, A Sicknefle caught of me,and yet I well?
1 muft be anfwer’d. Do'ft thou heare Canssile,
I coniure thee,by all the parts of man,
Which Honor do’s acknowledge,whereof the leaft
Is not this Suit of mine,that thou declare
What incidencic thou do’ft ghefle of harme
Is creeping toward mey how farre off how ncere,
Whichway 1o be preuented,if to be s
It not, how beft to beare it.
Cam. Sit,] will tell you,
Since T amcharp'd jg Honor,and by him
That [ thinke Honorable:therefore marke my counfaile,
Which muftbe en'ns as fwiftly followed,as
1 meane ro vterit; or both your felfe,and me,
Cry loft,and fe goed night.
Pol. On,good Camll.
Cam. Lamappointed him to murthier you.
Pol. Bywhom,Canullo ?
Cam. By the King,
Pol, Forwhat?
Cam. He thinkes,nay with ol confidence he fweares,
As he hadfeen’t,or beene an Inlirument
To vice you to't,that you haue toucht his Queene
Forbiddenly.
Pol. Ohthenymy beft blood turie
To aninfeted Gelly,and sy Name
Be yoak’d with hus thar did betray the Beft :
Turne then my frefheft Reputation te
A fauour,that may firike the dolleft Nofthrill
Where I arriue,and my approch be fhun'd, .
Nay hated too,worle then the great't Infe&ion
That ere was heard,or read.

Cam, Sweare his thought ouer
By each particular Starre 1in Heauen, and
Byall their Influcnces ; you may as well
Forbid the Sea for to obey the Moone,

As (or by Oath) remoue,or(Counfaile)fhake
The Fabrick of his Folly,whofe foundation
Is pyl'd vpon his Faith,and will continue
The ftanding of his Body.

Pol. How fhould this grow?

Cam, 1know not: but I am fure’tis faferto
Auoid what's growne,then queftion how 'tis borne.
If therefore you dare truft my honeflie,

That lyes enclofed in this Trunke,which you
Shall beare along impawnd,away to Nighe,
Your Followers I will whifper to the Bufine{le,
pAnd will by twoes,and threes,at feuerall Pofternes,
Clearcthem o'th’ Citie : For my felfe, lle put

My fortunes to your ferusce(whichare here

By this difcoueric 1oft.) Be not vncertaine,
Forby the honor of my Parents, 1

Haue vttred Truth: which if you feeke to ptoue,

1 dsre not Rand by 3 nor fhall you be {afer, ‘
Then one condemnd by the Kings owne mouth:
Thereon his Execution fworne,

~
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Pol. 1docbelecuethee:
I faw his heart in’s face.Giueme thy hand,
Be Pilot to me,and thy places (hall
Still neighbour mine. My Ships arc ready, and
My people didexpect my hence departure
Two dayesagee. This lealoufle
Is for aprecious Creature : as fhee’s rare,
Muftic be great ; and,as his Petfon’s mightie,
Mutft it be violent : and,as he do's cenceiue,
He is difhenor'd by aman,which cuer
Profefs’d to him: why his Reuenges muft .
Tn that be mademore bitter, Fesre ore-fhades me:
Good Epedition be my friend,and comfort
The gractous QQreene,part of his Theame;bue nothing
Of his ill-ta’ne (utpition, Come Camsille,
Iwill relpet thee as a Father,if
Thou bear’t my life oft,hence : Let vsauoid.

Cam. 1tis in mine authoritie to command
The Keyes of ali the Pofternes : Pleafe your Highnefle
Tortakethevrgenchoare, ComeSirjaway.  Exewns.

——— — ————

A Fus Secundus. Scena Trima.

Enter Hermione, Manullins Ladies: Leontes,
Antsgenins, Lords,
Her Taksthe Boy toyou: hefo troublesme,
"Tis patt enduning,
Lady, Come(my gracicus Lord)
Shall I be your play-rellow 2
AMam. No,llenencoflyou.
Ladr. Why(my lweet Lotde)
Mam. Youle k.fle me hard and fpeake to me, as if
Iwerca Baby (hll, Tloue you better,
1. Lady, Aud why {o(imy Lo:dr)
Mam, Not for becaufe
Your Browes 2re blacker (yet black-browes they fay
Become {fome VWomen beft, (o that there benot
Toomuch haite there, but in a Cemicircle,
Or a halfe-Moone,made witha Pen,)
3.Lady, Who taught’chis?
Mam, 1learn'd it out of Womens facess pray now,
What colour are your eye-browes ?
Lady. Blew(my Lord.)
Mam. Nay,tha’samock:] Laue feene a Ladies Nole
That ha’s beene blew,but not her eye-browes.
Lady, Hatkeye,
The Queene(your Mether)rounds apace:we fhall
Prefent our feruices to a fine new Prince
One of thefe dayes,and then youl'd wanton with vs,
If we would haue you.
2.Lady, Sheis{pread of late
Into a goodly Bulke(good time encounter her.)
Her. What wif{dome ftirs among(t you?Come Sit,new
I am for you againe : "Pray you fitby vs,
And tell’'sa Tale.
Mam. Merry,or fad, thal'tbe 2
Her. Asmerryasyou will.
Mam. AfadTale'sbeft for Winter:
‘T haueone of Sprights,and Goblins.
Her. Let's bavejthat (good Sir.)
Come-on,fic downe,come.on,and doc your beft, .
To fright me with your Sprights:you're powrefull at it.
Aag Mam, These
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I CMam, Therewasaman, .
Her. Nay,com fit downe: thenon.
Mam. Dwét bya Church-yard: I will tell it foftly,
Yond Crickets fhall not heare it.
. Her. Comeonthen,and giu’cmein mine eare,
Leon. Was hee miet there ? his Fraine? Camnllo with
‘him ¢
. Lord. Behind thetuftof PinesT met them,neuer
Saw I inen fcowre fo on thesy way : I cyed chem
Euen to their Ships. '

Leo. Howbleftam I
In my iuft Cenfure? in my true Opinion?
Alack,for leffer knowledge,how accurs'd,
In being fobleft? There may beintheCup
‘A Spider fteep’d,and onc may drinke; depart,
i{And yet partakeno venome. (for his knowledge
Js not infe&ed) butif one prefent
Th'abhor'd Ingredient to hus cye, makcknowne
“Howhe hath drunke, he cracks his gorge hisfides
With violent Hefts: 1 haue drunke,and feene the Spider,:
(amsllo was his helpe in this,his Pandar:
There isa Plot sgainfl my Life,ny Crowne;
-All's ttue chat is mifirufted: chas falfe Villaine,
Whom I employ’d,was pre-employ’d by him:
Heha'sdifcouer’d my Defigne,and I
Remainea pinch’d Thing; yea,a very Trick
For them to play at will . how came the Pofternes
So eafily open 2

Lord. By his greavauthority,
Which often hatis no lefie prevaid d,ther fo,
On your command,

Leo. 1 know't too well.
Giue me the Doy, T am glad you did not nurfe him :
Though he do’s beare fome fignes of e, yet you
Haue toomuch blood in him.

Her. Whatisthis?Spore?

Leo. Beare the Boy hence, he fhall not come about her,
Away with him,and let her fport her felfe
W ith that fhee’s big-with,fot *as Polsxenes
Hu's made thee fwell thus,

Her. But IUdfay be had not;
And lle be {fworne you vwould beleeuemy faying,
How ¢’re you lean: to th'Nay-ward,

Leo. You(my Lords)
Locke on her,marke her well- bebutabout
To fay fhe 1s : goodly Lady,and
T he :uftice of yeur keargs will thereto adde
"Ths pitty fhee’snot houett . Honorableg
Pragfc her but for this her without-dore-Forme,
(W hich on my faith deferucs high fpcech ) and Rraighe
The Shag,the Hum,or Ha,(thefe Petty-brands
That Calumnie doth vfe; Ob,l am out,
That Mercy do’s, for Calummie will {eare
Vertue it felfe) thefe Shrugs,chefe idum’s,and Ha's,
Whenyou haue faid fhee’s poodly,come betweenc,
Ere you.can fay fhee’s boneft: But be’t knowne
(From him that ha’s moft caufe co grieue it fhould be)
Shee’s an Adulerefle,

Her. Should a Villaine fay fo,
(Themoft replem{t’d Valiamnc inthe Woaild)
He were as muchmorc Viliaine . you (my Lord)
Dae but miftake. .

Leo. Youhaue miftooke (my Lady)
Pols-enes {or Leoates : O thouThing,

Leaf 1'atbanfine {making methe prec-dent)

(WhichIle not call « Creature of thy place, ‘ J

scenBabey: © B

Should a like Language vfe to all degrees,
And manrerly diftingpifiment leaue out,

~ Betwixtthe Princeand Begger:) T haue faid -

Shee’s an Adulireffe, I haue [2id with whom :
More; fhee’s a Traytor,and Camsllo is
A Federarie with her,and one that knowes
Wh. : fhe thould fhame to know hrer felfe,
But with her moft vild Principall: that fhee’s
A Bed-{waruer,cuen asbad as thofe
That Vulgars giue bold't Tatles; 1,and priuy
To this theirlate efcape,
Her. No (by mylife)
Priuy to none of this: how will this gricue you
When youfhall come to clearer knowledge, that
You thus haue pubi(t’d me? Gendle my Lord,
You fcarce can right me throughly,then,to fay
You did miftzke.
Leo. No:if Imiftake
In thofe Foundations which I build vpon,
The Centre is not bigge enough to beare
A Schooele-Boyes Top. Aw..y with her,to Prifon :
He who thall fpeake for beryis a farre off guiltie,
But that he fpeakes.
Her. There's fome ill Planct raignes:
I mult be parient,ull the Heauens looke
Wichan afpet more favoratle. Good my Lords,
lam not prone to weeping (as our Sex
Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew
Perchance thall dry your pitties : but 1 hu.e
That honorable Gricte lod g’d here,which burnes
Worfethen Teares drowne: brfeech vauzll (ny Lords)
With thouglts {o qual:fied,a. your Charities
Shall beft infiru@ you, rc o cane, und o
The Kings will be pertfomid,
Leo. Shalllbelicard?
Her \Vho is't thut gees with mer'befl cchyourl—{.gl.nc:
My Womenmay be with: 'c,toryou fee
My plightrequitesit. Doenotweepe(i:od Focles )
Thereisno caufe:\Whenyou thall hnow yone Miltns
Ha's deferr’d Prifon,then abound in Teaves,
Aslcomeout;tins Alhion I noweoenn,
Is formy better iace, /\vi-anl(«1n)"Lor(1}
Incuer wilh'd to fee you foiry, now
I cruft 1 fhall: iy Wemen come,yett haue [eaue.
Leo. Goe doeourbidding : hence,
Lord. Befioch your Highnefle call the Queene againe.
Antig Be certane what you do(Sir)leatt your Tuftice
Proueviolence, inthe whichthies great ones fufter,
Your Sel‘e,yonr Qucene,your Sonne,
Lord. For hei (my i.o1d)
I dare my life lay downe,and will do’c (Sir)
Pleale you t'accept it,that the Queene is fpotiefle
I'th’ eyes of Heaunen, and toyou (1 mesne
In this,which you accufe her, )
Antig, 1 1t proue
Shee’s otherwife, lle keepe my Stables where
1 lodge my Wife,lle goe in couples with her:
Then when I feele,and tee her no farther truft he..
For euery ynch of Womaninthe World, :
J,cuery dram of Womans flefh is falfe,
If the bCO
Leo. Hold your peaces.
Lord, Good my Lord,
Antig. Itis for you we {peake,not for cur felues:
You are sbuy'd,and by fome putter on,
That willbe damu’d foc’t: would | knew the Villaine,
1 would
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I would Land-damne him : be the honor-flaw’d, )
1 haue three daughters : the eldeft is eleuen;
The fecond, and the third, nine: and fome fiue :
If :his proue true, they’l pay for’t, By mine Honor
1le geli'd em all : fousceene they (hall notfee
Tobring falie generations : they are co-heyres,
And I had rather glib my felfe, then they
Should not produce faire iffue.
Leo, Ceafe,no more :
You {mell this bufinefle with a fence as cold
"As s a dead-mans nofe : but | do fee’t, eand fccl’t,
As you feele doing thus : and fee withall
{ e Inftruments thac fecle,

Aitig. Ititbelo,
Woe necdeno grane to burie honefty,
There's not a grame of 1, the face to fweeten
Of the whole dungy -eaith
Leo. What? lacke Laredir ?
Lord. 1hadrather youdid lackethenT(my Lord)
Vpon this grmmd :aad more it would curtent e
To haue her Honor tree, then yous fuspicion
Eeblam’d for'thor youanghe.
Leo. Why whatneede we
Communc with you of this ? but rather follow
Our totcefultinthgatioa? Our presogative
Cals notynur Counfailes, bz our ravurall Soodnc{fe
Tmpares this : which iryen, ol (tupified,
Or freming o, 11 shiil, cannot, or will not
Relifh anath, Lhevs s imiorme your felues,
W e ncede nomore ot your aduice : che mateer,
The lofle, the game, tr.c ord 1ing on's,
Iz all properly ours:

Antsg. And 1willi (ry Liege)
Youhad oriely 1n your filent iudgement trideir,
Without inoic oucrttine,

Les, How could thutbz ?
Ether thouart moft :gnorantov age,
Or thouwer'tborne a fooie t Camnile’s fughe
Addcd to their Famihonty
(\Which was as grofic, as cuer touch'd conie&ure,
That lack’d fight onely, nought for approbaticn
But onely f~eing, all other aircumilanies
Made vp to'th ¢eed) doth puth-on Jdusproceecirg,
Yet, fora greater confirmation
(Fornan Acteof this importance, twere
Moft pitteous to be wiide) T hane difparch’dain pett,
Tofacred De/phosy o Appollo’'s Temple,
Cieomines and ‘D:pn, whom you knew
Of fuff d-fufficiency : Now, fiom the Cracle
They will bring all, whofe ipinituall counfaile had
Shall ftop, or fpurre me, HaueJ done weil?

Lord, Weil done (my Lord.)

Leo, ThoughTamfatisfide, and needenomore
Thei what I know, yet {hallthe Oracle
Giue reft to th’mindes of others ; fuchashe
Whofe ignorant credulitie, will not
Comevp to th'truth. Sohaue wethought it good
From our free perfon, fhe fhould be confinde,
Leaft that the treachery of the two, fled hence,
Beleft her to performe. Come follow vs,
Weare to fpeake in publique : for this bafineffel
Willraifevsall,

Antig. Tolaughter,asTtakeic,
Ifthe gaod truth, were knowne. " Exewnt
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Scena Seennd.
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Lxter Pamis 22, 8 Gentleman, Gaoler, Emila,
Paul TheKeeper of the prifon, call to him :
Let nm h e knowledge wio t am. Good Lady,
No Coursc 1n Europe is too good foe thee, )
\What doft thou then in prifon ? Now good Sir,
You hnow me, do yeunot 2
Gao Foraworthy Lady,
Andone, whomuchThanour.
Pau. Prayyenthen,
Condu&tnicto the Queene.
Gao. ITmay not(aiadam)
Tothe contiary 1 haue exprefie commandment.
Pas. Heres 1-do, toiache vp hanefty & honout fzon
Th 2cce(e of géatle vifitors, 1y'tlawfuil prayyou
Toteeher Women? Any ot them? Eminliat
G.aa. Sopleafeyou (Madam)
To puta-part thefe your attendants, [
. Slsllbung Emilaforih,
Pan, . proy now cailner:
With-draw your felues,
Uao. And Madam,
Liuti be prefent ar your Conference,
Pan, Wellibe'tlo: picthec,
Heae s fucha- coe, to makevo ftsine, s fizine,
A, paties colounng. Deare Gentlewoman,
How fares our gracious Lady ?
Emil. Aswellasoneto gieac, and fo fotlorne
M.y b i eogether : O lier frghts, and preefes
(*\Vanctnever tender Lady hath borne greater)
Sheis, fometh.ng betore hey tune, deliuer™d,
Par Aboy?
En:id. Acnugheer,anda goodiy babe,
Loy, and bke to iue s tive Queene receues
Much comfortws’e: Sayes, my pocte prifoner,
Lam mnect i yey,
P, 1dsic be Cvorue:
Theie dangcous, valafe Lunesi'th’King,befhiew them:
He mutt be toid on'ty and hefbail s theoffice
Becomesa womanbeft. e tske’tvpon me,
11 prouc hony-mouth’d, It my tougue bhter,
A nzuer to my red-touk’d Angerbee
The Tiuavet any mote : pray you (Emilia)
Commend n,v belt vbedience to the Queene,
If (ive dares trutt me wiih her e babe,
I'le thew'ttheKing aud vndertsketo bee
Her Aduocateto chlowd't. Wedonot knew
How he may {cfienarthe fighto’ch'Childe s
The Glence oteenof pure innocence
Peifwades, when (pesking tailes,
Emil. Mo} wotthy Madam,
your honor, and your goodncileis fo euident,
That your fice vadertakiog cannos mifle
Athnuing vffue: thereisno Lady huing
Somecte for this great errand 5 pleafe your Ladifhip
To vifit the next roome, ile prefenrly
Acquuint the Queene of your moft nobic offer,
W ho, but to day hammeicd of this defigne,
Buc durft not tempt a minifter of honour
& Leatt fhe thould be deny’d,

———

Dan
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The Winters T ale.

- Panl. Tellher (Emilia) '
Tle viethac tongue I haue : Ifwit flow from’e
As boldneffe from my bofame, le’t not be doubred
1fhall do goed, ,
Emil. Now be youbleft fprit,
Ile o the Queene : ‘Elea!e you come fomething neeser.
Gas. Madam, if’t pleafe the Queene to fend the babe,
1 know nat what I (hall incurre, to pafleis,
Hauing no warrant.
Pas. Youneede norteare it (fir)
This Childe was prifoqer to the wombe, sad is
By Law and procefle of great Nature, thance
Free'd, snd enfranchis’d, not a pastie to
The anger of the King, not guslry of
(if a:;i() the trefpafle of the Quecne.
Gae. 1dobelecucrr,
Paul. Donotyoufeare : vpoa mine honor, I

Wil tand becwixe you, and danger. Exennt

Scena Tertia.

o

Enter Leoutes, Seraants, Panisne, dutigowns,
"d L"d‘ .

Les. Nornight, nor day, noreft: Itisbut weakaoefle
Tobearethe matser thus : meere weaknefle, if
The caufe were notin being : part o'ch caufe,
She, th’Adulereffe : for the hariet-King {
Is quite beyond mine Arme, out ofthe blanke
Andleuell of my braine: plot-proofe sbut fhee,
1 can haeketo me : fay that fhe were gone,
Giuen to the fire, s moity of my reft
Might come to meagaine. Whofe there?

Ser. My Lord.

Les, Howdo'sthe boy? 6

Ser. Hetooke good reft to night s 'tis hop'd
His ficknefla is difcharg’d.

Leo. Tofeehis Noblenefle,
Conceyuing the dithonour of his Mether.’
He Qraight declin’d, droop’d, tooke it deeply,
Falten'd, and fix’d the thame enkin hiinfelte s
Threw-off his Spirit, his Appecite, hus Sleepe,
And dewn-right languifh’d. Leaue mefolely: goe,
See how he fares : Fie, fic, no thouglit ot him,
The very thought of my Reuengesthat way
Recoyle vpon me : in himfcife too mightie,
Andinhis pmm,f his Ml'i’ancu rLct him be,
Vauill s timemay ferve. For prefent vengeance
Takeit on her s Camills, s0d Polsxenes
Laugh at me 1 make their paftimeat my {orrow:
They (hould not lsugh,if I could reach them, not
shall fhe, within my powre.

Enter Panlina,

Lord. Youmuft not enter,

Pasl. Nay rather (good my Lords) be fecond tome :
Feareyou his tyrannous pafsion more (alas)
Then the Queenes hife ? A gracious innocent foule,
More free, then he isicalous,
Antrg. That's enough.
Ser, Madam ; he hath not flept to night, commanded
None fhoald come at him.,
Pan. Not fo hot (good Sir)
Icometo bring him ffccpc. "Tis fuch as you

f—

That creepe like fhadowes by him, and dofighe
At each his needlefle heauings : fuch ss you
Nourifh the caufe of hisawaking. 1
Do come with words, as medicinall, s true;
(Honef, as either; ) to pusge him of that humer, }
That preffes him from fiecpe.

Les. Who noyfe these, hoe ?

?as. Noneyfc(my Lord) but needfull cenference,
Abeut fome Gofsips for your Highneffe.

Leo, How?
Away with chat sudacious Lady, Astigewns,
‘Icharg'd thee that fhe fhould aot come about me,
Iknew {he would.

Ans. 1told het fo(my Lord)
On your difpleafures petiil, and on mine,
She fhould ot vific you.

Leo, What? canftnot rule her?

Panl, Fromalldithoneflic he can : in this
(Vnlefle he take the courfe that you haue dene)
Commit me, for comaitting honor, truft s,

He fhall net rule me:

Awt. La-younow, you hesre,
When fhe will take the raine,] let hersun,
But(hee'l not fumble.

Pari, Goodmy Licge,I come:

And I befeech you heare me, who profefles
My felfe your loyall Seruant. your Phyfitian,
Your moft obedient Counfaslor ; yeu th:at dares
Lefleappeare {o, in comforting yout Euilles,
Then {uch as moft feeme yours, §fay, I come
From your good Queene.

Leo. Good Queene ?

Panl. Good Queenc (my Lord)good Quecne,
I{sy good (MC:’ACL,— my Jgood Q
And would by combate, make her good fo, were
A man, the wotft about you,

Leo. Tor.cherhence,

Paw  Let him that makes but erifles of his eyes
Fir(t hand me : on mine owne accord, Ile off,

B tfirfR, tle domyerrand. Thegood Quecne
(For theis guod ) hath brought you forch a daugher,
Heere 'us . Commends it to your blefang.

Les, Outs
A mankinde Witch ? Hence with her, out o’dore :
A molt intelligencing bawd.

Pexl. Notlos
Tamasignorantin that,as you,
Infoenut’iing me :and nolefle honeft
Then you arc mad : which isenough, Ile warrant
(As thiswotld goes) to pafle for honett:

Lo, Traitors
Will you not pufth her out ? Giue her the Baftard,
Thou dotard, thou art weman-tye'd : vnroofted
By thy dame Part/es heere. Take vp the Baftard,
Take'e vp, Iiay : grue’t to thy Croanc.

Panl. For euer
Vavenerablebe thy hands, ifthou
Tak’ft vp the Princcfle, by thatforced bafencffe
Which he ha's put vpon'e
Lee. Hedreads his Wife. N
Pasl. So I would you did : then ‘twere paft all doubt
Youl'd call your children, yours,
Les, Ancltof Traitors.
Ant. 1am none, by this good light,
Pasn. Not | :nor any
But one that’s heere : and that’s himfelfe : for be, ™ L
¢
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The facred Honor ot himfelfe,his Queencs,

His hopetull Sonnes,his Babes,betrayes to Slander,
Whole fting is fharper then the Swords; and will not
(For ssthe cafe now flands, it is s Curfe

He cannot be compell’d too't) once remoue

The Roat of his Opinion,which is rotten,

As euer Oake, ot Stone was found.

Leo. ACallat
Of boundleffe tungue, who late hath beat her Husband,
And now bayts me : This Brat 1s nonc of mine,
Itisthe Iffue of Polsreness
Hence with ir,and together withthe Daw,
Committhemto the fire.

Panl. It1syours:
And might weliy th'old Prouerb to your charge,
$o like you, nisthe worfe, Behold (my Lords)
Although the Print be litcle the whole Matcer
And Coppy of the Father: (Eye,Nofe,Li;pe,
Thetrick of s Frowne, his Fore-head, nay,the Valley,
The pretry dimplas of his Chin,and Chiecke; his Smiles:
The very Mold,snd frame of Hand,Nayle,Finger.)
And thou good Goddetle Narwre,which halt made it
So like to him that got it,if thou hait
The ordsring of the Mind tao, mongf all Colours
No Yellowin't,leatt the fufpedy,as hedo's,
Her Children,not her Husbands.

Leo. A groficHagge:
And Lozell, thouartworthy to be hang'd,
I'hatwile not {tay her Tongue,

Antsg, Hangallthe Husbands
That cannot doe that Featyyou'le leaue your felfe,
Hardly onc Sub:ect.

Leo. Once morc take herhence,

Paul. A molt vnworthy,aud vanaturall Lord
Can docnomore, =

Leo. lieha'thee burne,

Panl. 1carenot:

Teis an Hercorque that makes the fire,

Not fhe wiich buraes in't. Ile not call you Tyrant:

But this mo(t crucll viage of your Queene

(Not ablcto produce more acculation

Then your owne weake-hindg’d Fancy)fomthing fauors
Ot Tyrannie,and will 1gnoble make you,

Yea {candalous to the World.

Leo. Oayour Allegeance,

Out of the Chamber with hers Were1aTyrant,
Where were her life? thedurft not call me (o,
If fhe did know me one, Away with her,

Paul. 1pray you doe not puth me,Ile be gone.
Looke to your Babe(my Lord J'tis yours:[owe fend hes
A betterguiding Spiric. What needs chefe hands?
You that are thus fo tender o're his Follyes,
Willneuez doe him good,not one of you,

So,{o: Farewell,we are gone. Exit.

Leo. Thou(Traytor)ﬁaﬁ fet on thy Wife to this.
My Child? away with’t? euen thou,that haft
A heart fo tender o're it,take it hence,

And fee it inftancly confum’d with fire.

Euen thou,and nonc but thou. Take it vp ftraighe:
Within tins boure bring me word "us done,
(And by good tefimonte) ot Tle feize thy life,
With what thou clfe call'ft thine : if thou refufe,
And wilt encounter withmy Wrath, fay {o;
The Baftard-brayues with chefe my proper hands
shall Idath our, Gozyt-ke it to the fire,

Fcr thou fer’ftor thy Wife,
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Antig, 1did not, Sir:
Thele Lords,my Noblc Fellewes,if they pleafe,

Can cleare men't.

Lords, We can: myRoyall Liege,

He isnot guiltie of her comming hither.

Leo. You're lyersall,

Lord. Befeech your Highne(le,gine vs beteer credit:
We haue alwayes cruly feru’d yousand befeech’
Sotoeftceme of vs : and or ourknees we begge,

(As recompence of our deare feruices

Paft,and to come) that you doe change this purpefe,
Whichbeing fo hornble,(o bloody muft

Lead on to fome foule Mlue. Weallkneele.

Leo, 1am aFeatherforcach Windchatblows ¢
Shall I hse on to fee this Baftard kucele,

And call me Father ? better burae it now,
Then curfe itthen. Butbeit: letit fwe,
It fhall not neyther. You Sir,come you hither:
Y ou that haue beene fo tenderly off:cious
W th Lady < Margerse,your Mid.wife there,
To fauc this Baftards lite; for "tisa Baftard,
Sofure as this Beard’s gray. What will you aduenture,
To fayethus Brats hife?

Aatig. Aoy thwg (my Lord)
That my abilitie may vadergos,
And Nobleneffe impofe : ac leattthus much;
lle pawne the little blood which haue lefe,
'Fo faue the Innocert : any thing poffible.

Leo. Tt {ball be poffibie : Sweare by this Sword
Thou wilt performe my bidding.

Ang. T will (my Lord.)

Leo." Marke,and performe it : feelt thouzfor the faile
Of any peint in't, {hall not onely be
Death to thy felfe,but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife,

(W hom for this ume we pardon ) We enioyne thee,
A thou art Lieyre-man to vs,cifas thou catry

Thus female Baftard hence,and that thou beare iv
To fome remotc and defart place,quite out

Of our Dominious; and that there thau leave it
{Without more mercy ) to it owne protetien,
And fauour of the Climate: as by range fortuns
Tt came to vs, I doe in luftice charge thee,

Ounthy Soules perill,and thy Bodyes toreure,
That thou commend it firangely to fome place,
Where Chance may nuste,or end it : take st vp.

Antig. 1 {weare to doe this: though a prefent death
Had beene more mercifull, Come on (poore Babe)
Some powerfull Spiriz infirué the Kytes and Rauens
Tobe thy Nuzfes. Wolues and Beares,they fay,
(Cafting their fauagenefle afide)haue done
Likeoffices of Pitty. Sir,be profperous
in more then this deed do's require ; and Bleffing
Agaioft this Cruclcie, fight on thy fide
(Poore Thing condemn’d to lofle.)

Les. No . le vot reare
Anothers T{fue, Enter & Seruant,

Serw. Pleafe’ your Highneffe,Pofts
From thofe you feat to th’Oracle,are come
An houre fince : Cleomines and Dion,

Be:ng well arri’d from Delphos,are both landed,
Hafting to tb’ Court.
Lord. So pleale you (Sir)cheir fpeed
Hath beene beyond accompt.

Leo, Twentiethree dayes
They haue beene ablent : "tis good fpecd: fore-tells
The great Apoflo {uddenly willhaye”

Exit,

The

-~

»

I1. iii. 84 --199

303




286

T be Winters T ale. | N

The truth of this appeate : Prepare you Lords,
Summon a Seffion,thac we may arraigne

Our moft difloyall Lady : for as the hath

Been publikely accus’d, fo fhall fhe haue
AiuRand open Triall. While fhe Lues,

My heart will be aburthentomue. Leaucme,
And thinke vpon my bidding. Exemnt.

o —

eAstus Tertius. Scena Prima.

Enter Cleomnes and Dion,

Cleo, The Clymat’s delicate,the Ayre moft {weet,
Ferule the lfle, the Temple much furpafling
The common prayfe 1t beares,
Dion. 1(hall report,
Formott it caughe me,the Celeftiall Habits,
(Me thinkes I {0 fhould rerme them)and thé reuerence
Of the graue Wearers, O,the Sacutfice,
How ceremontous folemne,and va-caithly
Tt was i'th’Offring ?
Cles. But of all the burft
Aund the eare-deaft ning Voyce o'th’Oracle,
Kin te Jeaes Thunder,{o furpriz d my Sence,
That I was nothiog,
Dio. 1t th'euear o’sh’fourney
Proue as {nccefcfull to the Queene (O be't f0)
Asit hathbeene tovs,rare,pleafunt,fpeede,
The time is worth the vie on’t.
Cleo. Great Apille
Turne zll to th'beft: thefe Proelamations,
So forcing faults vpon Hermuvme,
I Litele like,
Dw, The violent carrage of it
Will cleare,or end che Bufinefle,when the Oracle
(Thus by Apole s grest Diumne feal'd vp)
Shall the Contents ditcouer : {amething rare
Euen then will rafh to knowiedge. Goe: frefh Horle:,
And gracious be the iflue. Eaeunt.

e o e

Scena Secunda.

Enter Leonses, Lord; Officers : Hermone (&4 to.ker
Treall) Ladses : Cleersmes Diow.

Leo. This Setfions(to our greac gricfe we pronounce)
Euen pufhes gt our heare, The parue try'd,

The Dauglhicer of 2 Kmg,our Wite,3nd onc

Ofvs tov uch belou'd. Let vs be clear’d

Ofbeing tyrannous,fince we 1o openiy

Proceed m iuthice which fhall haae due courfe,

Euen tathe Gu ti.or the Purgation &

Produce the Pritoner,

Officer. Itis tus Highnefie pieaiure,that the Quseene
Appeare in perfui,here in Court, Stience.

Leo. Readethe Indiétment.

Officer. Hermione, Uneene 10 the worthy Leontes, King
of Stcrlsa, ¢ bm art bere acenfed and arvaigned of High Trea-
[omn commaszisng Aduisery with Polisences Keng of Bobimia,

\

and confpiring with Camillo te take away the Life of onr Sous.
raigne Lord the King,thy Reyall Eimsband: thepretence whm.f
besng by circumfBances parsly layd opew show(Hermione) ccn.
trary to the Faith and Alegeance of & trwe Subici dedft coun.
fai&band ayde them, for thew betser [afitse, to fiye away b
Nighe,
‘%‘:kr. Since what I am to fay,muft bebut thac
Which contradi&ts my Accufation,and
The teltimonie on my part,no other
But what comes from my felfe,it thall fcarce boot me
To fay,Not guiltie : mine Integritie
Being counted Falfehood, fhall(as I exprefie it)
Beforeceiv’d: Bug thus,if Powres Diuine
Behold our humane A&ions (as they doe)
I dJoubt not then,but Innocence fhall make
Falfe Accufation bluth,and Tyranunie
Tremble at Paucence. You (iny Lord ) beft know
(Whom lealt will feeme to doe fo)my paft life
Hath beene as continent,as chafte,as true,
As I amnow vohappy ; wiuch:smore
Then Hiftorie can patteine,though devis'd,
And play’d,to take Spe&arors, Forbehold me,
A Fellow of the Royall Bed,which owe
A Motiticof the Throne: a great Kings Davgheer,
The Mother to a hopetull Prince,here flanding
Toprate and talke tor Life,and Honor fore
Whio pleafe to come,aud heare, For Life, I prize it
AsTweigh Guefe(which I would fpare:) For Honer,
*Tis a deriuatine trom me tomine,
And onely that 1 ftand for. Tappeale
To your owne Confaience (Sir ) beture Polixenes
Came to your Court,how 1 wa, inyour grace,
How mented to befo: Since he came,
With what encounter fo vicurrant, |
Hauc tirayn’d t'appeare thus; it one ot beyond
The bound of Honor,0i inadt,or will
That way enclining, hardned be the heaes
Of ali that heare me,and my neci’t of K
Cry fie vponmy Graue,
Leo. Increbeardyet,
Thar any of thele bolder Vices wanted
Lel(fe Impudence to game-fay what they did,
Then to perfoin et hieft,
Her. That's true encugh,
Though’usa {aying/Sir)noc due tome.
Leo. Youwillnotowneut.
Her. More then Muftrefle of,
Which comes to ine invame ef Fault, Imuft not
Ataltacknownledge. Lo Pulrxenes
(With whom [ am aceny'd,  doc confefle
] lou’d him,acin Honor herequis’d :
With fuchia kind of Loue,asmrghi become
A Ladykkeme ; witha Loue,euen fuch,
So,and no other,as your {cife commanded :
Which,not te haue done,] thinke had beenin me
Both Difobedience,and Ingratitude
To you,and toward your Friend,whofe Loue had fpoke,
Euen fince it could fpeake,froman Infaut,fieely,
That it was yours. Now fo1 Confpiracie,
1 know not how 1t taftes,though wbe difh'd
Formerotry how : Alll know of i,
Is,thac Camslle was anhoneft man;
And why he left your Courr,the Gods themfeiues
(Worune no more then I) are ignorant.
Les. Youknew of hus departure,as you know
What you hdue vadesta'ne to doc in’s abfence.

Her. Sit,

T
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Her. Sir,
You fpeske 2 Language that I vnderfland not
My Life ftands in the leuell of your Dreames,
Whichlle lay downe,
Leo. Your Aftions are my Dreames.
You had a Baftard by Polrxenes,
And 1butdream’d it: As youwere paftall fhame,
(Thofe of your Fa&t are {o) (o paft all truth;
Whichto deny,concernes more then availes. for as
Thy Brathathbeen catt out,like roit {elfe,
No Father owniag it{whichis indeed
More criminall in thee then it) fo thou
Shalt feele our Tuftice; in whole cafieft paffage,
Looke forne leffe then death,
Her, Sir fpare your Threats:
The Bugge which you would fright me with, I {eeke:
To me can Life be no commoditic;
The crowne and comfort of my Life(your Fauor)
Idoe giue loft, for 1 doc feele it gone,
Butknow nothow st went. Myf{econd Iny,
And firft Fruits of my body,troin his prefence
lam bar'd,like one infeétious, My third comfort
(Star’d moft vnluchily) is from my breaft
(The innocent milke 1t moftsunocent mourh)
Hal'd out to murther. My feife on euery Poft
Proclaym’da Strumpet : With immodeft hatred
The Child-bed priuledge deny'd,which longs
To Women of all faflvon. Laitly hvrried
Here,to this place,1'th’ open ayre,before
U haue got fliength of imiz. Now(my Licge)
Tellme what bleffings I haue here aliue,
That 1 (hould feare 1o die ? Therefore proceed :
Butyet hearc this: miftake me not: no Life,
(I pnizeitvotafiraw) but for mine Honor,
WhichIwould free:sf 1fhall be condemn’d
Vpon furmizes (all proofes leeping elfe,
But what your Icalonfics awahe) I zell you
"TisRigor,and not Law Your Honars ull,
1 doe refcrie me to the Oracle:
Apolle be my ludge.
Lord, Thisyour requeft
Isaltogether iuft : therefore bring forth
(Andin Apollo’s Name) his Oracle,
Her. The Emperor of Ruffia was my Father,
|Obthathe werealiue,and here beholding
His Daughters Tryall : that he did but (ee
The flamefle of my miferie; yet with eyes
Of Pitty,not Reuenge.
Officer.Yor here fhal fweare vpon this Sword of Tuftice,
Thatyou (Cleomsnes and Dion) haue
Been both at Deiphos,and from thence haue brought
This feal’d-vp Oracle,by the Hand deliuer’d
Of great Apoklo's Prieft; and that fince then,
Youhauenot dar'd to breake the holy Seale,
Nos read the Secrets in't,
Cleo Dio. All this we fweare,
Leo. Sreake vp theSeales,and read.
er. Herniione &s chaff Polinenes blameleffe,Camillo
#true Swbictt,Leontes a italows Tyrawt, bii ynnocent Babe
{traly begotten, andshe K ng fhall isie withosit an Herre,if thas
which s loft be not found, ,
Lerds. Now bletfed be the gteat Apos.
Her, Prayfed, =~ '
. Leo. Haftthou read truthi? t T
" Offic. 1(my Lord)euenfoasitishére fecdowne.” "
Lew, Thereis no truthat all veh'Ordclé: =

| Thou would'ft haue poyfon’d good ((umsfls’s Honor,

The Seffions thall proceed: this is meere falfchood. ‘
Ser. My Locd the King : the King 2 |
Leo. Whats the bufineffe?

Ser, O Sir,I fhall be bated to report it.
The Prince your Sonne,with meere concait,and feare
Of the Queenes fpeed,is gone.

Leo. How? gone?

Ser. 1s dead,

Leo, Apsllo's angry,and the F.eauens themfelues

Doe fhiike at my Iruuttice. How now there ?

Paxl.This newes 1smortall to the Queene;Look downe

And fee what Death is doing,

Leo. Take herhence:

Her heartis buto’re-chiarg’d : the will reconer.

I have too much beleeu'd mine owne {ufpition:

*Beieechyoutenderly app'y to her

Some remedies for lite. Apolo pardon

My great prophanenc{le ‘gainit thine Oracle.

Ile reconcile me to Pelsvenes,

New woe my Qieene, recall the good Camsllo

(Whom 1 proclaime amanof Truth,of Mercy:)

For being tranfported by my lcaloulies

To bloody thoughts,and to reuenge,I chofe

(arnlls for the minifteryto poylon

My friend Polexenes : which had beendane,

But thatthe good mind of Camsllo tardied

My fwift command : though I with Death,and with

Reward,did threaten and encourage him,

Notdoing it,and being done: he(moft humane,

And fll'd wich Honor) to my Kingly Gueft

Vachip d my pra&life,quit his fortunes here

(Which you inew great) and to the hazard

Of ull Incertainties,bimfelte commended,

No richer then his Honor: How he ghifters

Threugh my Ruft? and how his Pietic

Do’s iny deeds make the blacker?

Panl. Woe the while:

O cut my Lace,lealt my heart(cracking it)

B.eake roo. .

Lord. Whatfitisthis?good Lady? ,
Panl. What ftudied torments( Tyrant)haft for me 2

What Whecles?Ragks?Fires? What flaying?boyling?

In Leads,or Oyles ? Wirat old,or newer Tortuse

Mutt I receiue?whote euery word deferues

Totafle of thy moft wosft. Thy Tyranny

(Together working with thy lealoufics,

Fancies too weake for Boyes,too greena and idle

For Gurles of Nine) O thinke what they haue done,

Andthenrunmad indeed : Rarke-mad: forall

Thy by-gone fooleries were buc fpices of it.

Thatthoubetrayed'R Poligeres,twas nothing,

(That did but fhew thee,of 2 Foole,inconftant,

Anddamnable ingratefull:) Nor was's much,

Tohauchim killaKing : poore Trefpafles,

Moremonftrous ftanding by : whereof I reckon

The cafting forthto Crowes, thy Baby-daughter,

Tobe ornone,or little ; though a Demll

Would haue thed water out of fire,cre don’c;

Noris'tdire&tly layd to thee, the death )

Of'the young Prince, whofe honorable thoughts

(Thoughtshigh for one fo tender)cleft the heare

That could conceiue a groffe snd foolith Sire

Blemifh'd his gracious Dam: thisis not,no,

Layd to thy anf{were: butthelaft: O Lords; .

When I haue faid,cry woe: the Queene,the Queene, h
~ . ..The
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The fweet'R, degr’ creature’s desd: & vepgeance for’s | 1call vpon thee.) T
Not drop’d downe yec. - e 3 M:rP; Make your beft hafte, and gonoe -
| Zerd. Thehigherpowresforbid. ‘ Too-farrei’sh Land : ‘uis like to be lowd weather,
Pan. 1{ay fhe'sdead : llefwear’s, Ifword,noroath | Befides this place is famous for the Creatuses y
Preuailenot, go and fee : if you can bring Of prey, that keepe vpon't,
Tin&ure, orluftrein her lip, her eye Antig. Gothouaway,
Heate outwardly, or breath within, ll¢ ferue you Ile follow inftantly. '
As 1would dothe Gods, But, Othou Tyrant, eMar, 1am gladat heare
Do not sepent thefe things, for they are heauier Tobeforidde o’thbufineffe. Exit
Then allthy woes can flisre : thercfore betake thee Ant. Come, poore babe;
To nothing but difpaire. A thoufand knees, I haue heard (but not beleeu’d) the Spirits o’th’dead
Ten thoufand yeares together, naked, fafling, May walke againe : iffuch thing be, thy Mother
Vpon abarren Mountaine, and fsll Winter Appear'd tome laft ni ghe: for ne’re was drcame
In torme perpetuall, could not mouethe Gods .| Solike awaking, To me comesacreature,
Tolooke that way thou wer't. Sometimes her head on one fide, fome another,
Les. Goon,goon: I neuer faw a veflcll of like forrow
Thou canft not {peake too inuch, T haue deferu’d So fill'd, and fo becomming : in pure white Robes
Al tongues toralke tneir bactietl, Like very ianétity fhe did approach
Lord, Saynomorc; My Cabine where I lay : thrice bow’d beforeme,
How ere the bufincile goes, you haue made fule And (gafping to begin fome (peech) her eyes
I'th boldnefle of your fpeech. Became two fpouts ; the furie fpent, anon
Pan. 1am f{orry for'es Did this breakefrom her. Good Awsegonws,
Allfaults Tmake, when I {hall come to know them, Since Fate (againft thy better difpofition)
I dorepent: Alas, Ihaue fhew'd too much Hath made thy perfon for the Thower-out
The rathneffc of a woman : he is touche Of my poore babe, according to thine oath,
Toth’Noble heart. Whet's gone,and what's pafthelpe | Places remote enough are in Bobenna,
Should be paf® precte: Donot receruc atthiction There weepe, and leaue it crying: and for the babe
At my petition : beleech yeu,iather Is counted loft for euer, Perdits
Let mebepunith’d, that haae minded vou I pretheecall't: For this vagentle bufine(fe
Of what you fhould forget. Now (g00d my Liege) Puron thee,by my Lord, thoune’re (halt fee
Sir, Royall Sir, furgiue atoohih woinan: Thy Wife Paniine mose : and (o, with fhrickes
The loue 1 bore your Queenc (Lo, foole againe) Shemelted into Ayre. Affrighced much,
tle fpcake of her no more, nor of yous Childven : T aid o ume collect my telfe, and choughe
Ile not renienuber you ot my owne Lord, This wasfo, and nc flumber - Dreames, wictoyes,
(Whoisloft too:) 1ake your patience to you, Yetfor thisonce, yea fuperfiivoutly,
And e fay notiung. Twillbe [quar d by dus. Idobeleeue
Leo. Thou didft fpeake bur well, Hermione hatl futter’d death, andihat
Whennoft the truthi: winch I ieceyae much beteer, Apello world (thisbang indeede theithue
Thento be pittied of thee. Prechee bring me OfKing Pelrxemes)icthoaid beerd be lande
Tothe dead bodies of my Queene, and Sonne, (Erther tor Iife, or death) vponthe carth
{ Onegraue fhall be for both : Vpon them fhall Ofw’s nght Father. Bloffenie tpeed thec vl
The caufes of their death appeare (vnto There lye. and there thy charralter: cheic thete,
Our thame perpetuall) once a day, Ite vific Which muay it Fortane pleate. both breed thee (pretty)
The Chappell where they lye, and tearcs fhed there A W i reti thae. Tae townie baannes poore wreteh,
Shall be my recreation, so0long as Nature That torthy mothers tault, art thus expos
Willbeare vp withtius excraile, folong To lotle, and what may tollow. \Weepel canvor,
1 dayly vow to vie it. Come, andlcademe But my heart bieedes: and moft accurttam 1
Tothete forrowes. Exemnt | Tobe by oath emoyn’d to this. Farewell,
The day frownes more and mote:: thow'rt like to have
A lullsbietootcugh : Incuar law
; The heauens fo dun, by day. A tauage clamor?
Scana ,.Tertzd. Wellmay 1 gera-boord : Thisis thchhace,
. Iram gonefor cuer, Exzt purfued by a Bewre.
S Shep. 1 would there wereno age betweene ten and
Enter Antigonns, a Marrener, Babe, Sbecpe- threc and twenty, or thatyo th wouldfleep out the reftt
theard, and Clowne. for thereis nothing (in the becweene) but getting wen-
ches with childe, “wronging the Aunaicuty, fteahng,
sAnt Thou arc perfe then, our fhip hathtouchtvpon | fighting, hearke you now : would any but thete boylde-
.| The Detatts of Bobewa, brsines of ninezeene, and two and twenty hunt this wes-
Mar. 1(my Lerd) and feare ther ? Theyhauefcarr’d away iwo ot my befi Sheepe,
We haue Landed inill time : the skies looke grimly, which [ feare the Wolfe will fooner finde then the Mai-
: Aud threaten prefent blufters, Inmy confcience fier; if any where I haue them, tis by the fea-fide, brou-
- | The heauens with that we haue in hand, aseangry, | zing of luy. Good-lucke (and’t be thy will) what haue
And frowne vpor’s, we heere ? Mercy on’s, a Bame ? A very precty barne; A
Ant, Their facred wil's be done: go get a-boord, + | boy,ora Childe I wonder ? (A pretty one, a veric pretti¢
Looke to thy batke,lle not be long before / one) fure fomeScapes Though lam not bookifh, yecl
: can
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canreade Waiting-Gentleweman in the feape: this has
beene fome (taire-worke, fomc Trunke-worke,fome be-
hinde-doore wotke : they were warmer that goty this,
then the poore Thing 1s heere: Ile take it vp for paty,yet
Ile tarry till my fonne come : he hallow’d but euen now.
Whoa-ho-hoa,

Enter Clowne,

¢le. Hilloa,loa.

Shep. What?art foneere > Ifthoulifeca thingte
talke on, whenthou art dead and rotten, comehither :
what ayl'ft thou, man?

[ lo. I1.aue fzene two fuch fights, by Sea & by Land:
but | amnot to {ayitis aSca, foritis now theskie, be-
twt the Firmament and g, you cannot th:uft a bodkins

oint.

Shep. Whybey. howisic ?

Clo. 1 wouldyoudid but fee how it chafes,how it ra-
ges.how it tahes vp che fhore,butthat’s notto the point:
Ob, thecmoft pitteous cry of the poore foules fometimes
to fee 'ein, and not to fee em : Now the Shippe brarng
the Moone v.ith her maine Maft, and anon twallowed
with ycftand froth,as you'ld thruft a Corke mto ahogf-
head. And then for the Land-ferutce, to tce how the
Beare tore out his fhoulder bone, bow hecndetomee
for helpe, and {aid bis nare was Antigonns,a Nob 'ernan:
Butto make an end of the Shup, to fee how ghic Sea flap-
dragon'd 1t : but firft,how the poore fi v'cs roaved, and
the fea mock’d them:and huw thepoore G ntleman roa-
red, and the Bearemock'dh.m, both ro.nng lowder
thenthe fea, or weather.

Shep. Nameof mercy,when was thi, boy?

Clo. Now,now : [ hane not wink'd fince I fawthefle
fights : themenaienotyet cold vnder water, northe
Beare halfe din'd on the Gentleman: he's at it now.:

Shep. WouldI hadbin by, to haue help'd the olde
man.

Cls. Twould you had beene by the (hip fide, 10 have
help d her;there your charity would haue lack’d footirg.

Shep. Heauy matters, heauy matters: bue lookethee
heereboy. Now bleffethy felfe: thou mett with things
dying, T with things aew borne  Here's a fighe for thee:
Looke thee, sbearing-cloath for a Squires childe: looke
thee heere, take vp,:ﬁ(c vp(Boy:)opent: fo, let's fee, it
was told me I thould be rich by the Faines. This js fome
Changeling : open't : what’s within,boy ?

Clo. You'rea mad oldeman: ltthefinnes of your
z}oulth ace forgiuen you, you're well toiue. Golde, all

old.

Shep. This is Faiery Gold boy, snd ‘twill prouefo: vp
with’t, keepe it clofe: home, home, the next way, We
are luckie (boy) and to bee fo flill requires nothing but
fecrecie. Let my (heepe go: Come (good boy)the nexe
way home,

Cls. Go you the next way with your Findings, Ile go
fee if the Beare bee gonetrom the Gentleman, and how
much he hath eaten:  they are neuer curftbut whenthey
arc hungry : if there be any of him left,Ile bury it.

Shep. That's a good deed : 1fthou mayelt difeerne by
t\';_a;.which is Jeft of him, what heis, fetch me to th'fighe
Ot him,

Clowne, "Marrg will I: and you fhall helpe to puthim
i"th’ground. ) ‘ .
Shep. Tis a lucky day, boy, and wee'l do good decds

ont . Exeunt
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oA &us Quartus. Sccna Prima.

Enter Time, the Chorsu,

Time, Tthatpleafe fome,tryall: bothioy and terior
Of good, and bad : that makes, and vofoeldserror,
Now take vpon me (in the name of Time)

To vfe my wings : Impute it nota crime

To me, or my {wift paffage, that I flide

Ore fixteene yccres,and leaue the growth vatride
Ofthat wide gap, fince 1t is in my powre

To orethrow Law, and m encfelfe.borne iowre
To plant, and ore-whelme Cultome. Letme pafle
I he fame 1 am, erc angent { Order ws,

Oc what is now receru’d. I wineffers

The times that brought themin, fo fhall I do

To th'refheft things now reigning, and make ftale
The ghftening of this prefent,as my Talce

Now fecmestoit: your pauence this allowing,

I turae my glafle, and giucimy Scene fuch growing
As you had flept bétweene : Leontes leauing
Theffeéts of his fond iezloufies, fo grecuing

That be fhuts vp hinfeife. Imagimeme
(GeudeSp.Qators, that Tnow may be

I taire Bohemia, and remember well,

1 mentioned a fonneo’th'Kings, which Florszell

I sownametoyou: and with fpeed fo pace

To .peake of Perdua,now growneingrace

Fquall wich wiond'ring.  Vvhar of her infues

1t not prophefic : butlet Times newes

Be knowne when 'us broughe forth. A fhepherds daugh-

And what to her adheres, whichfollowes after,  (ter
Isth'argument of Time: of thisallow,
If euer you haue fpenc ime worfe, ere now
foeuer, yet that Tume h.mfelfe dothiay,
He wifhes earnefily, youncuermay. Exit.

Scena Secunda.

f—

Enter Polixenes, and Camslo.

Pol. 1praythee (good Camlle) be no miore importu-
nate ; 'tis a ficknefle denying thee any thing : adeath to
geant this,

Cam. Itisfifteenc yeeres fince Tfawmy Countrey
though I hate (for the moft pare) bin ayred abroad,I de-
firetolay my bones there,  Befides, the penitent King
(my Mafter) hath fent for me, to whote feeling lorrowes
1 migh: be fome allay, or I orewcene to thinke fo)whicki
is another fpurre to my departure.

Pol, Asthoulou't me ((ammifle) wipenot out the reft
of thy feruices, by leaving menow : the neede ] haue of
thee, thine ownel goodneffe hath made : better not to
haue had thee, then thusto want thee,thou hauing made
me Bufineffes, (whichnone (without thee) can fuffici- |
ently manage) muft eichet ftay to execute them thy felfe,
or take away with thee the very feruices thou haft done:
which if I haue noc enough confidered (‘as too muchI
cannot) to bee more thinkefull to thee, fhall bee my flu-
dic, and my profite therein, the heaping friendfhippes.
Of that fatall Countrey Sicilha, prethee ipeake no more,
whofe very naming,punnifhes me with the remembrance

ot
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of that penitent (as thou calt him)and reconciled King
my brotherawhofe loffe of hismoft precious Queene &
Children, are cuen now to be a-frefh lamented.  Sayto
me, when faw’ft thou the Prince Florszell my fon ? Kings
are no lefe vohappy, their ffue,not being gracious, then
they arcinloofing them, when they haue appreued their
Vertues.

Cam, Sir, it isthrec dayes fince T faw the Prince:what
Liis happier affayres may be, arc to me voknowne : but i
haue (mifsingly) noted, e 1s of late much retyred from
Court, and 1s le(lc frequent to his Princely exctafes then
formerly he hath appeared.

Pol.” 1 haue confidi red fo much (familio) and with
fome care, fo farre, thatl haue eyes vndei my feruice,
which 1ooke vpon hisiemoueducfie: from whom 1 haue
thos Inteiligence,that heis {cldome from thelhoute of a
moft homely thepheatd : a inan (they fay) that fromvery
nothing, and beyond the ninaginanion of his neighbors,
is growncnto anvafj eskable cltate,

Cam Ihaueheard (ir) of fuchaman, whohatha
daughter of noft rarc note : thereport of her1s extended
wuic, then can be thought ro begu from fucha cotrage

Pol. That's kew:fe part of my Intelligence  bue(l
feare) the Angle thatpluckes out forue dhitker, Thou
Mhaltaccompany vs to the place, wheie wewill (vot ap.
oc nzwhatwearc)have fome qiefhion vachthe fhep.
hearu ; tiom v hoie fineplicity, | thinke st pet viealie to

cetthe Lanic of my fonaes reicrtthether Picdiebemy
) ;n ren sariaer 1o this butings,and lay ahde the thoughts
of » g,
Cam. [willingly eber your cammend,
Pol. My betk {omeloysc nut it 2eite ous felues Evese

!

- ——— . — —em -

Scena Teitia.

Erter Antolicws fingmg,
Frhen Daffudils begin to peere,
wirh hegh the Doxy oser the dsle,
19/hy tien comes mthe [weet o'the yeere,
Fo theredblood rasgns § wimters pale.

7 e wbnte Fecte bleachmg on the hedge,
13:1th bey the fweet birds, O bow they fing:
Doth fet my pug ging tooth anedge, ’
For aquart of Ale wadifb for a Kmg.

The Larke that tirra Lyrachasnts,

sith besgh,the Thrufb andthe Lay :

A e Summer [ongs for me and sy Aunts

12 kslewe lye mmz’/mg 17 the hay,

I bwue feru'd Prince Flor.zell, andin my time wore three
pile, buz now [ am eut of feruice.

7wt fhall I go mowrne for shat (my deere)
the pale Moonc [bines by mght :
Andoben I wander bere,and there
1 shen do moft gorighs.
If Tmbers may bauc le aue to live,
and bearetbe Sow sein Bowget,
Thew msy account [ well may giue,
and i the Stockes awomehait,
Mo Traffi-ke is fhee-es : when the Kite builds, looketo
ieflr Licnen. My Fathernam’d me Autolicus who be-

R

The lVinter.; T ale.

D —

7 ing (a1 am) I)Tt:crjci vnder Mercurie, waslikewife a

fnapper-vp of ynconfidered tnifles : With Dye and drab,

1 purchas'd this Capanifon,and my Reuennew 15 the fill;

Cheate, Gallowes,and Knocke, aretoo powerfull on

the Highway, Beating and hanging are tesrors tomee:

For the life to come, kflecpe out the thoughs of i, A

prizeyaprize.

Euter Clowne.
l Clo, Letme fce, cuery Leauen-weather toddes, euery
tod yeeldes pound and odde fhilling : fitteene hundred
| fhorne,what comes the wooll too ?
' Aur. Ifthefprindge hold, the Cocke's mine.

(/5. Tcannot do’t without Compters.  Lec meelcc,
what am ] to buy for our Sheepe-fhearing-Fea(t? Three
pound of Sugar, fiue pound of Currence, Rice: What
will thus fifter of mine do with Rice ? Butmy father hath
made her Miftris of the Feaft, and fhe layes iton . Shee
hath made-me four and twenty Nofe-gayes fur the fhea-
rers (three-mantong.men,all, and very good ones) buc
they are moft of them Meanesand Bafes ;. butone Pui.
tan amongft them, and he fings Plalmes to horne-pipes,
1 wuft haue Saffron to colour the Warden Vies, Muace:
Dates, none: that’s out of my note : Nutmegy«<;teucn
a Raceortwo of Ginger, butthat Taay beg e - Tour
pound of Prewyns, and asmany ot Rey'cns o th Sun,

Ant. Obthatever I wasborne,

Clos I'thname of me,

Ant, Ohhclpe me, helpe mee:plucke butofl thete
ragges : and then, death,death,

¢ia. Alacke poore foule, thouhaft need cfmote1rgs
to lay on thee,rather then haue thele oft.

Ant. Ohfir, thelcatifomnefle of them offend mee,
more then the ftripes 1 haue receiwed, whichare nighue
ones and miltions,

Clo. Alas puoreman,anullion of beating may coms
to 3 greoy matter,

Aur. 1amrob'd fir, and beaten : my money, andsp-
parrell tane fiom me.and thefe dereftablethings putvp-
ocnine,

Cls. \Vhat,by ahorfe.man,or afoot-man?

s, A footman ‘fweet fir) atootman.

clo. Indecd,he thould beafoorman, by rhe garments
hehas lefi with thee . 1thusbeea hoslemans Coue, 1t
hath feene very h-t feruice. Lend me thy hand,ile helpe
thee. Come,cnd me thy hand,

Ant, Oh good fir, tenderly,oh.

Clo. Alaspocrefoule,

Aut, Oh good fir, foftly, good fir: I feare (fir) my

fhoulder-blrde 1s out.

Clo, How nown?Canit fland?

Aut, Sofcly deere fir . good ir, {ofily : you ha done

me a charitabic cflice.

Clo. Doeftlacke ay mony
thee.

Aut, No,good {weet fir :no, 1 befeech you fir:] haue
aKinfman not paft three quartets of amile hence , voto
whome 1 was going: Ifhall therchaue money, or ante
thing T want : Offer me no money I pray you, that kalles
my heart.

Clow. What manner of Fellow was
ou?

Ant, Afellow (fir) that Thaue knownc te goc about!
with Troll-my-dames : 1 knew him once a {eruant of the l
Prince : | cannottell good fir, for whichof his Ver-§
tuesit was, but heewas certainely Whipt out of thei

Court. |
({o, i

21 haue a lictle mony for

hee that rebb’d

\
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Cls.Hisvices youwould fay : there’s no vertue whipe
out of the Court: they chenifh it tomakeit flay there;
and yet it will no more but abide.

Aws. Vices I would fay (Sir.) 1know thisman well,
he hath bene fince an Ape-bearer, then a Procetle-feruer
(2 Bayliffic) then hee compaft a Motionof the Prodigall
fonnc, and marricd a Tinkers wife, within 2 Mile .where
my Land and Living lye: ; and (having flowne ouer ma-
ny knauifh profeffions) hc fetled onely 1 Rogue: fome
call him Aurelscus.

Cle. Outvponbim: Prig, for my life Prig:hc haunts
W akes, Faires,and Beare-bartings. '

Ant, Very true fie : he firhee: that's the Rogue that
put mento thisapparrell.

(%o. Nota more cowardly Rogue in sl Bobemsia; If
you had but look’d bigge, and {pit achim, hec’ld have
funne,

Ant, T muft coofefle to you(fir)[ am no fighter : 1am
falle of heare chat way, & that he knew I warrant him,

Cle. How doyounow?

Ant. Sweet fir, much better then I was : I can fland,
and walke: I will euen take my leaue of you,8& pace foft-
ly towards my Kin{mans.

Clo. Shalllbring thee on the way?

Axt, No,good fac’d fir, no {weet fir.

Clo. Then tartheewell, 1 muft go buy Spices for cur
theepe-thearing, Exit.

Aws. Profper you fweet fir. Your purle isnot hot c-
nough to purchafe your Spice: Tlebe withyouat your
theepe-fhearing too : 1f 1 make not this Cheat bring out
another, and the theerers prouc fheepe,lct me be vnrold,
and my name put in the booke ot Vertue.

Song. log-en,log-om, the foor-path way,
And merraty hems the Stdle-a :
A merrybeart gres all the day,
Your fadiyres i a Mile-a,

Exit,

Scena Quarta.

Enter Florizell, Perdsta,Shepherd Clowme Polixenes,Cae
millo, Mop[a, Dercas,Sermants, Antolicns,

Flo. Thefe your vavfuall weeds, to each parcof you
Do’s give a life : no Shepherdefle, but Flors ’
Pecring in Apuls front. This your theepe-fhearing,

Is as amecting of the petty Gods,
And you the Queene on'c.

Perd. Sir: my gracious Lord,

To chide atyour extreames, it not becomes me :
(Ob pardon, that I name them:) your high feife

{ The gracious marke o'th’Land, you baue obfcur'd
With a Swaines wearing : and me (poore lowly Maide )
Mot Goddefle.like prank’d vp: But that our Feafts
In cuery Mefle,haue folly ; and the Feeders

D:geft wich a Cuftome, I thould blufh

To fee you fo attyr’d : fworne I thinke,

To thew my {elfe a glaffe.

Flo, 1bleffethetime!

When my good Falcon, madeher flight 3-croffe
Thy Fathers ground '
Perd. Now Joue affoord you caufe :

To me the difference forges dread (your Greatefle
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Hath not beene vs'd to feare:) euen now I cremble
To thinke your Father, by fome accident '
Should paffe this way, ss you did : Oh the Fates,
How would he leeke, to fee his wotke, fo noble,
Vildely bound vp ? What would he fay ? Or how
Should I (inthefe my borrowed Flaunts) behold
The Rernnefle of his prefence?
Fls, Apprchend
Nothing but iollity : the Goddes themfelues
{Humbling their Deities to loue) have taken
The thapes of Beafts vpon them, lupiter,
Became a Bull, and bellow'd : the greene Neptune
A Ram, and bleated : and the Fire-roab’d-God
Golden Apollo, a poore humbie Swaine,
As I feemenow. Their transformations,
Were neuer for 3 peece of beaury, rarer,
Norin a way fo chafte : ince my defires
Run not before mine honor : nor my Lufls
Burne hoteer then my Faith, .
Perd. O butSir,
Your refolution cannot hold, when ’tis
Oppos'd (as it muft be) by ch’powre of the King :
One of thefe rwo muft be necefsities, :
Which then will fpeake, that you muft change this pur. |
Or I my lite. (pofe,
Flo, Thoudeer'ft Perdita,
With thefe forc’d thoughus, I prethee darken not
The Mirth o'th' Feait : Or fle be thine (my Faire)
Or not my Fathers. ForI cannotbe
Mine owne, ner any thing to any,«f
I benocthine. Tothis I am moftconftane, -
Though deftiny fay no. Bemerry (Gentie) '
Strangle fuch thoughts as thefe,with any thing
Thatyou behold the while. Your guefs are comming
Liftvp your countenance, asit were the day
Of celebration of that nuptisll, which
We two haue fworne fhall come.
Perd. O Lady Fortune,
Stand you aufpicious.
Fls. Sce, your Guefts approach, :
Addreffe your felfe to entertainc them (prighely,
And lec’s bered with mirth,
Shep. l;{‘ (daughter) when my old wifeliv'd : vpon
This day, fhe was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke,
Both Dameand Seruant: Welcom’d all : feru’d all,
Would fing her fong, snd dance her turne: now heere
Atvpperend o'th Table; now, 'thmiddle :
On his fhoulder, and kis : her face o’fire
With labour, and the thing fhe tooke to quenchie
She would to each one fip. You are retyred,
Asit youwere afeafted one : and not
The Hoftefle of the meeting : Pray yon bid
Thefe vnknowne friends to’s welcome, for it is
A way to make vs becter Friends, more knowne.
Come, quench your blufhes, and prefent your felfe
That which you are, Miftris o'th’Peaft. Comeon,
And bid vs welcome to your fheepe-fhearing,
As your good flocke fhall profper.
Perd. Sir, welcome:
Itis my Fathers will, I thould take on mee
The Hofteflethip o'th’day : you're welcome fir.
Giuc me thofe Flowres there ( Dorcas.) Reuerend Sirs,
For you, there’s Rofemary, and Rue, thefckeepe
Seeming, and {auour all the Winter long :
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both,
And welcome to our Shearing. b
Bba

Pol,
B ‘
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Pol. Shepherdeile,
(A faire one are you:) well you fit our ages
Wite flowres of Wiater.'
Perd. Sit,the yeare growing ancient,
Not yet on fummers death, nor on the birth
Of rrembling winter, the fayre flowres o'th feafon
Are our Carnations, and fireak’d Gilly-vors,
(Which fome call Natures baftards) of thatkind-
Our rufticke Gatdens barren, and I care not
To get {lips of them.
Pol. Wherefore (gentle Maiden )
Do youneglet them.
Perd. For Ihave heard it faid,
Thereis an Art, which in their pidenefie (hares
With great creating-Nature.
Pol. Saytherebe:
Yet Nature is made better by ne meane,

1 But Nature makes that Mcane : fo ouer that Are,

(Which you fay sddesto Nature Jisan Are .
That Nature makes : you fee ((weet Maid) we marry
A gentler Sien, to the wildeft Stocke, .
And make conceyue a batke ot bafer kinde
By bud of Nobler race. Thisisan Ast
Which do’s mend Nature : change itrather, but
The Articfelfe, is Nature,

Perd. Soitis.

Pol, Thes makeyouGardenrichie Gilly'vors,
And do not call them batards. :

Perd. 1le not put .
TheDible in earth, to fet enc{lip of them:
No mere then were I painted, I would, widh
This youth thould fay *cwer well : and enely therefore
Defice to breed by me. Here's lowresfor you:
Hot Lauender, Mints, Ssuory, Mariorum,
The Mary-gold,that goes to bed with'Sun,
And with himrifes, weeping : Thefe are flowres
Of middle fummer, and I thinke they sre giuen
To men of middle age. Y'are very welcome.

Cam. 1fhould leaue grafing, were I of your flecke,
And onely lise by gszing.

Perd. Out slas:
You'ld befo leane, that blafts of Ianua (Friend,
Would blow you through and threugh.Now (my fairft
I would I had fome Flowres o'th $pring, that mighe
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours,
That weare vpon your Virgin-brancies yet
Your Maiden_heads 5rowmfg : O Proferpina,
For the Flowresnow, that (frighted) thoulevt fall
From Djffes Waggon ; Daffadils,
That come before the Swallow dares, and take
The windes of March with besucy : Vielets (dim,
But fwecter then the lids of fune's cyes,
Or Cytherea’s bresth) pale Prime-rofes,
That dye vomarried, ere they can behold
Bright Pheebus in his firength (a Maladie
Mot incident to Maids:)bold Oxlips, and
The Crowne imperiail : Lillies of alikinds,
{The Flowre-de-Lucebeing one.) O, thefel lacke,
To make you Garlands of) and my fweet friend,
To [rew byn o're, and ore. -
Flo. What? ike a Coarfes
Perd. No, like a banke, for Loue tolye, and play on:
Notiike a Cearfe: or 1t : not to be buried,
But quicke, and in mine armes, Come,take your flours,
Mechunkes T play as Thaue feene them do
1n VWhitfon-Paftorals : Sure this Robe of mine

-

Do’s change my difpofition:

Flo. Whatyoudo,

Still betters whatis done. When you fpeake (Sweet)
Y1d haue you do it euer : When you fing,

Yld haue you buy, and fell fo : fo give Almes,

Pray fo : and for the ord'ring your Affayres,

To fing them too. When you dodance, I withyou
A waue o'th Ses, that youmight cuer do

Nothing but that : moue ill, fill fo :

And owne no other Fun&ion, Each yeur doing,
(So fingular, in each particular)

Crownes what you are doing, in the prefent deeds,
That all your AQes, afe Queenes. N

Perd. © Deoricles,

Your praifes are too large: butthat your youth
And the true blood which peepes fairely through'y,
Do plainl‘] giue you out an vnftain'd Sphepherd
With wifedome, I might feare (my Dercles)

You woo’d me the falfe way.

Fls, 1thinke you haue
As liedde skill to feare, a3 I haue purpofe
Toputyouto’t, Butcome,ourdancel pray,

Your hand (my Perdita:) fo Tuctles paire
That neuer meanc to pact. .

Perd. 1le{weare for’em,

Po . This isthe prettieft Low-bomc'l.ahc,that cuer
Ran on the greenc-ford : Nothing (he do’s, or feemes
But fmackes of fomething greater then her felfe,

Too Nobleforthis place.

Cam. He tels her fomething
Thatmakes her blood looke ont: Good footh fheis
The Queene of Curds and Creame.

Clo. Corae on: {trike vp. .

Dercas, Mopfa muft be your Miftris : marry Garlick
to mend her kiffing with,

CHep. Now in good time.

Cls. Nota word,a word,we ftand vpon our manners,
Come,firike vp.

Heere a Dasnce of Shepbeards and
Shepheardde(fes.

Pol. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine isthis,
Which dances with your daughrer ?

Shep. They call him Dorscles, andboafts himfelfe
To haue a worthy Feeding ; bur T haue ic
Vpon his ownereport,and I belecueit:

He lookes like footh : he fayes he loues my daughuer,
1 thinke {o too ; for neuer gaz’d the Moone
Vponthe water, as hee’l ffand and reade
As twere my davghters eyes : and to be plaine,
I thinke there is not halfe a kiffe 1o choole
Who loues another beft.
Pol. She dances featly.
Skep. So fhe do’s any thing, though Ireportit
That fhould be filent : 1f yong Dericles
Do light vpon her, (he fhall bring him that
Which he not dreames of, Enter Sernant.
Ser. O Mafter :1fyou did but hesre the Pedler at the
doore, yon would neuer dance againe after 2 Taber and
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could notmouc you: hee finges
feuerall Tunes, fafter then you'l tell money : hee viters
them as be had eaten ballads, and all mens eares grewto
his Tunes. )
Clo. He could never come beteer : hee fhall comein :
I loue a bailad bu: euentoo well, it i be dolefull matcet
metnily fec downe : ora very pleafant thing indeede, and

fung lamentably. .
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*‘Tl;c };/ inters Ta}e.

No Milliner can fo fic his coftomers with Gloves: he has
the prectieft Lose-fongs for Maids, fo without bawdrie
(which s Rrange,) with {uch dclicate burthens of Dil-
do’s snd Fadings : Tump-her, and thump.her; and where
fome fretch-mout’i'd Rafcall, would (asit were) meane
{anichecte, and breake nfowl;fap into the Macter, hee

makes the maid to an{were, , dee merobarme good
man ; put's him off, flights him,  wich wheep, doe mice we
harme gooa man.

Pol, Thisis abraue fellow.

Clo. Beleceenee, thoutalkeftof an admirable con-
ceited fellow,has he any vnbraided Wares ?

Ser. Hec hath Ribbons of sll the colours i'th Reine-
bow ; Poin:s, more then sll the Lawyersin Bobems:4, can
learnedly handle, though they come to him by th'groffe:
Inckles, Caddyffes, Cambrickes, Lawnes: why he fings
em ouer, as they were Gods, or Goddefles: you wenfd
thinke a Smocke were a thee-Angell, be fo chauntes to
the flecue-hand, and the worke abour the fquare on’t.

Clo. Pre’thee bring him in, and let him spproach fine

‘ng'
¢ Perd. Forewarne him,that he vfe no fcurrilous words
in’s tunes.”
Clow. Youhaue of thefe Pedlers, that hauemorein
them, then youl’d thinke (Sifter.)
Perd, 1,goodbrother, or goabout to thinke,

Enter Autoliess finging.
L awne as white as drinen Snow,
Cypre(Je blacke as ere was Crow,
Cloues as [weete as Damsaske Rofes,
Muskes for faces, and formefes
Bugle-bracelet, Necke lace Amber,
Perfume for a Ladses Chamber s
Golden Qnoifes, and Stomachers
For my Lads,togiue thesr deevs
Pinsyandpeakeng fickes of (teele.
What CMards lacke from head 1o heele :
(ome bu; of me, come:come buy comebuy,
By Lads, or elfe your Laffes cry . Come bay.

Cls. 11 wete notin loue with (Mepfa, thou fhouldft
take no money of me, but being enthrali’d as I am.it will
alfo be the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloues,

Mop. 1 waspromis'd them againft the Feaft,but they
come not toc late now.

Dor. Hehath promis’d you more then that,” o there
be lyars.

Afop. Hehath paid youall he promis’d yous May be
he has paid you more, which will (hame tyou to giue him
againe.

Clo. Isthereno manuers left among maida? Will they
weare their plackets,where they (hould bear their faces ?
Is there not milking-time ? When you are going to bed?
Orkill-hole? To whifile of thefe fecrets, but you muft
be tirtle-tacling beforeall our gueAs #*Tis well chey are
whifpring:clamor your tongues,and not a word more.

A5, 1haue done ; Comeyou ptomis’d me asawdry-
lace, and a paire of fweet Gloues,

Cls. HaueInot told thee how I was coren'd by the
way,and loft allmy money.

Aunt. Andindecd Sir, there'are Cozeners abroad,ther-
fore it behooues men to be wary.

Clo. Feare not thou man,thou fhalt lefe nothing here

Awnt, Thope o fir,for I hauc about memany parcels
of charge,

" Ser. Hehath fongs forman, or woman, of alifizes: ’
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Clos Whathaft heere?Ballads?:

« Praynow buy fome : Ilouea ballet in prine, s
life, for then we are fure they are true.

Awxe. Here’s one, to a very dolefull tune, howa Viu-
rers wife was brought to bed of twenty mroney bagps ac
aburthen, and how fhe long’d to cate Adders heads, and
Toads carbonado’d,

M. 1sittrue, thinkeyou?

Awnr. Verytrue, and but amoneth old,

Der. Blcfle mefrom marrying a Viurer,

Aut. Here'sthe Midwiues name to'e : one Mift, 7ale.
Porter,and fiue or fix honeft Wiues, that were prelent.
Why fhould I cany lyes abroad ?

Map- "Pray younow buy ic,

Clo. Come-on,layitby: andiec’s fir@® fec moc Bal-
lads : Wec'l buy the other things anon,

A, Here’sanother ballad ot'a Fith, thatappeared
vpon the coaft,on wenfday the fourefcore of April,forue
thoulind fadom aboue water, & fung thisballad agrinlt
the hard hear:s of maids : it was thought fhe wasa Wo.
man,and was tuin'd inco acold fith, for the weld notex- |-
change fieth wich anethac lou'd her: The Ballad is very
pitcifully and ax true.

Dor. 1s it true too, thinke yous

Awtel, Fiue Iuftices hands atje, and witnefles more
then my packe will hold.

Clo. Lay itbytoo ;anether.

A«e. This is amnerry ballad, but & very pretty eqe.

Mop, Let'shaue fowe merry enes, ,

eAnt, Why this isa paffing meiry one,and goes to the
tunc of two maids wooing aman: there’s fcaric » Miide
wettward but fhe fings it: ’tis in reque(t, can ccll you.

Mop, We canboth fingic:ifthou'lebeare a part,chou
fhalc heare, 'tis in three parts,

Do, We had the tune on't,a month agoc.

Az, 1 canbeare my part, younsuft know ‘tis my oc-
cupation: Haadat it with you:

Song  Catyem bence, for I mafl gos
Aut,  Wrbere it fits not youte knew.
Dors. whinber?

Mop O whether?

Dor. Whether?

Mop, It becoms:s thy oarh full wellp

Thots tome shy fecreistell.

Dor: - €Meroo: Le_ mege thether :

Mop  Orthomgoeft toto Grange, or D1skl,
Dor:  Ifto esther thon doft 11,

Aut:  Nesther,

Dorc:  What neither ?

Aut:  Nesther.

Dor:  Thou haft fworne vsy Lowe to bt
Mop  Thow haft fworse ss more to mee.

Then whether goef? Saywheshar
Cla.Wee'l haue this fong out anon by our felues: My
Father,and the Gentare in fad talke,& wee’ll not trouble
them : Come bring away thy pack after me, Wenches lle
buy foryou both:Pedler let’s haue the firt choice;folow
me gicles. Ast: And you fhall pay well for ‘e,
Song, Willyow buy any Tape, or Lace for yowr Crpe?
My dasmty Ducke, my deere-a? R
Any Sitke, any Thred, any Topes for your bead -
Of the news't axd fins't fins't weare-a,
(ometoihe Pedler, CMoney' s s medler, -
That deth viter all mens ware-g. Exip
Serwant. Maylter, thers isthrée Carters, three Shep,
herds,three Neat-herds,three Swine-herds y haue mad,
Bbs them_

-
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themfelues all men of haire, they cal themfelues $altiers,
and they haue 2 Dance, which the Wenches fayis a gal-
ly-maufrey of Gambols, becaufe they are netin’t : bue
’t{uy themfelues are o'th'minde (if it bee not too tough
for fome, that know lictle but bowling) it will pleale
plentifully.

Shep. Away : Wee'lnoneon’e; heere has beene too
much homely foclery already. 1know (Sir) wee wes-
rie you,

Pol. Youweariethole thatrefreth vs :- pray let’s fee
thefe foure-threes of Heardfmen,

Ser. Oncthreeot them, by their ownerepore (Sir,)
hath danc’d before the King : andnotthe wo:ft of the
three, but iumpestwelue foote and a halfe by th'fquire,

Shep. Leaue your prating, fince thefe good men are
pleaf’d, et them come i : but quackly fOW,

Ser. Why, they ftay at doore Sir.

Heeve # Dance of twelue Satyres.

Pol. O Fathier, you'l know more of that heereafter:
Is it ot too farre gonc 2 “Tis time to part them,

He's imple, and tels much. How now(faire fhepheard)
Your heart 1 full of fomething, thatdo’s tzke

Your minde from feafting. Sooth, when I wasyong,
Andhande' loue, as youdo; T was wone

To load my Shee wich knackes : T would have ranfacke
ThePedlers filken Treafury, and haue powr'dit
Toher acceptance: you haue let him go,

And nothing marted with him. Ifyour Lafle
Interpretation fhould abule, and call this

Yourlacke ofloae, or boum{, you were ftraited

Fora ceply at leaft, if you make s care

Ot happie holding her.

Flo, Old Sir, I know
She prizes not fuch tnfles asthefe are
The gifts the lookes fiom me, are packe and locke
V} umy heare, which Thaue giien alieady,
Butnot dcliverd. O heare mebiearh my Lte
Before thig ancient Sir, whom (st fhould feeme)
Hath fomenme louw'd: 1 take thy hand, thishand,
AsfoftasIoues-downe, and as white as ic,
Ot Ethyopranstoeth, or the fau’d fnow, that’s bolted
By tivNorthzrne blafts, twice ore.

Pol, Whot followes this ?
How pretuily th'yong Swamne feemes ta wath
The hand, was faire betore ? L haue putyouout,
But tc your protetistion : Let mc heare
Whst you profefic,

Flo. Do, antbe witneffe roo’t.

Pol, Ard this myneighbourtoo?

. Andhe,sudinore
Then he, and men ; the earth, the heavens,and all;
Thatw e} croun’d the nioft Imperiall Monarch
There..fmolt worthy : were T the fayret youth
That eer made cye fwerue, had force and knowledge
M..re then was ever mans, I would notprize them
Without her Loue; for her, employ them all,
Commeud them, and condemne them to her leruice,

1 Or to thieir owne perdinon,

F.l. Fairely ofter'd,

Cam. This fhewes a found affetion.

S: ep. But my daugiier,

Say youthe Liketo him,

Per’lcamnt fpeahé’ |

So well, (nuthing fo weil) no, her meane better
By th'parterne of mine owne thoughts, I cut out
‘The puritie of his.

Y

———

-

Shep. Take hands, abargaine ;
And friends ynknowne, you thali beare witnefle 1o’
I giue my daugheer to him, and will make
Her Portion, equall his,
Flo. O,thatmuft bee
T'th Vertue of your daughter : One being dead,
1 fhall hauemore then you can dreame of yet,
Enough then for your wonder : but come-on,
Contra& vs fore thefe Witne(les.
Shep. Come, your hand :
And daughter, yours.
Pol. Seft Swaine a-while, befeech you,
Haue you a Facher?
Fjo. 1haue:but whatofhim?
Pol. Knowes he of thiss
Fls. He neither do’s, nor fhall,
Pol. Me-thinkes a Father,
Is st the Nuptiall of his fonne, 2 gueft
Thatbeft becomes the Table : Pray you once more
Is not your Father growneincapesble
Of reafomble affayres ? Is he not ftupid
With Age, and aluing Rheumes? Can he fpeake 2 heaze?
Know man, frum man ? Difpute his owne eftaie 7
Lies he not bed-rid ? And againe, do’ s nctnung
But whathe did, being childith?
Flo. No good Sir:
Hehaslus Liealils, and ampler flrengh indecde
Then mofthauc ot his age.
Pol. By my whitebeard,
You ofter hun (if this befo) s wreng
Something vuhilliall : Reafvn my fonne
Should choolt himfclte a wife, but as good reafon
The Father (all whofe ioy is noching elfe
But taire poftenity) (hould hold fome ccuntaile
1 fuch a bufinefle.
Flo. Iyecldalithiss
But for foine other reafons (my gruue Sir)
Which 'tis not fit youkoow, I not scquaine
My Father of this bunineffe.
Pol, Lethimknow',
Fls He fhallnot,
Pol, Pretheelet him.,
Flv Neo,hemuft not,
Shep. Lethim (my fonne) be fhall noineed to grocus
At knowing of thy choice.
Fis. Come,come,hemuftnot:
Marke our Contra&,
Pol. Maldleyourdivoie{yuugth)
Whom fonnc 1 daie oot call : Thou ait too bafe
To be acknowludge. Thou a Scepeersheire,
That thus aftcéts a fhecpe-heohe? Thou, old Traiter,
Iam forry, that by hanging thee, I can
but fhorten thy lite one weehe, And thou,frefh peece
Of excellent Witcheraft, whom of force muft know
The royall Foole thou coap’ with.
Shep. Oh my heare.
Pol. 1le haue thy beauty feratche with briers & made
Morc homely then thy Blate. For thee (fond boy)
1t I tmay cuer know thou doft bus figh,
That cthou no more fhalt neues fee this knacke(as neuer
1 meane thou fhalt) wee’l barre theefiom fucceffion,
Not hold thee of our blood, no not ou, Kin,
Farre then Dewcalsen off : (marke thou rwy words)
Follow vs tothe Court. Thou Chuile, tos chus tine
(Though full of our difplcatiurc) ger we fieeshice
Fromthe dead blow of it. And you k. nan:mcnt,\ v
of-

~
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Worihy enough a Heardfman : yeahim too,
Thatmakes inmielte (but for our Honos therein)
Vawertny thee. 1feuer henceforth, thou
Thete ruiatl Latches, to his enzrance open,
Orhope hisbody more, w.th thy embraces,
1 will deuifc 8 death,as cruell forthee
Asthouarttendertot. Exit.
?erd. Euen heerevadone:
I was not much a-fear'd : for once, ortwice
I was about to {peake, and tell him plaioely,
The felfe-fame Sun, that (h.es vpoo his Court,
Hides not his vifage from our Cotrage, but
Lookes on alike. Wiltpleafe you (Sir) be gone?
1 told youwhat would come of this : Befeech you
Ofyour owne ftate take care : This dreame of mine
Being now awake, 1le Queene itnonchtarl.er,
But milke my Ewves,and weeye.
Cam. Why how now Fathicr,
Speakeere thoudycft,
Shep, 1 cannot tpeake, nor thinke,
Nor dave to know. that which T know : O Siry
You haie vndone aman of fourefcore three,
That thought to fill bis graue in quiet : yea,
To dyevpon thebed my tacher dy'de,
Tolye clofe by bis honeft bones ; but now
Some Hingman muft put on my fhrowd, and lay me
\Whereno Prielt thoucls-iy dull. Oh curfed wretch,
Tha: knew [t ehis was the Prince, and weuldit aducature
To mingle faich with im. Vadone, vndones
1€ might dye wichin thishoure, § bauelhw'd
Tod:ewhenldelre, Exit,
Flo, Why looke youfavponme?
Iam buticrry, notaffear’d : delaid,
Butnothing alaed . What I was, [am:
More ftraiming on, for plucking backe ; not following
My leath vowsllingly.
Cam. Gracious myLord,
You know my Fathers temper : atthis time
He will ailow no fpeech : (which Ido ghefle
You do nat purpofc ro him:) and as hardly
Will he endure your fiche, as yer 1 feare;
Then till the fury of his Highnefle fettle
Come not before lum,
Flo. Tnotputpofcits
| thinke Camsllo,
Cam. Luenhe,myLord.
Per. How often haue [ told you’twould be thus?
How ofien f3ic my dignity would laft
But tsll twer knowne?
Flo. 1tcannot faile,butby
The violation of my faith, and then
Let Nature crufh the fides o'th carch together,
And marre the feeds within, Life vp thy lcokes:
From iy fucceflion wipe me {Father) 1 ’
Am heyre to my affe&ion.
Cam. Beaduis’d. o
Flo. 1am : and by my fancie,if myReafon
Will therrto be obedient: T haue reafon:
Ifnot, my tences beteer pleas’d with madue(Te,
Do bid «t welcome.
Cams. Tinsas defperate (fir,)
Flo. So cailit: butit do’s fulfill my vow:
Tneeds ma( thiokerchonelty, Camllo,
Not for Bobem: 1, nor the pompe thac may
Be thereat gleined : tor all the Sun fees, or
The clofe earth wombes, or the profound feas, hides
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In vakncwne fadomes, will I breske my oath
To this my faire below’d : Therefore, 1pray you,
Asyou haue euer bin my Fathers honour’d friend,
\When he thall miffe me, as (in faith I meane not
To {ee him any more) caft your good counfailes
Vponhis pafsion: Letmy felfe, and Forcune
Tug for the imc to come. This you may krow,
And fo deliuer, | am putto Sea
With her, who heerc I cannot hold on thore:
And moftopportunc to herneede, I haue
A Veflcllrides faft by, butnot prepar’d
For tius defigine. What courfe | meane to hold
Shallnothing benefityour knowicdge, nor
Concerne me the reporunyg.,

Cam. O my Lord,
1 would your ipinit were cafier for aduice,
Or fironget for vour needc.

Flo. Hearke Peoidsta,
Ile heareyou by and by,

Cam. Hee's iamone bley
Refeli'd for flight: Now were Thappyif
His geing, I could tram: to ferue my wurne,
Sauc hi n from canger, do him loueand honor,
Purchate the fight agaime ot deere Sicilha,
Andthatvabappy Kwg, my Matlcr, whom
1 fo much thirf to fec.

Flo. Now good Camills,
Tam {o fraught with curjous bufinefle, thae
Ileaue our ceremony.

Cuin. Sir,lthinie
You haue heard of my poere fetuices; i'th loue
Thac I haue borne your Father?

/2. Verynobly

Haue youdeferu'd : Itis my Fathers Muficke
To {peake your deeds : noc hittle of us care
To haue themrecompenc’d, as thought on.

Cam. Well (iny Lord)
I{'you may pleafe to thinke 1 oue the King,
And through him, what's necreft to him, whichis
Your gracious felfe; emb:ace butmy direction,
If your more ponderous and {etied proie&t
May fuffer a'feration. On minc honor,
Ile potnt you where you fhall have fuch receiuing
As hall becom= your Highne(le, where youmay
Eoioy your Miftris; from tiie whom, 1 fee
There’s no difiunction to be made, but by
(As hzauens forefend) your ruine . Marry her,
And wich my beft endcuours, i your ablence,
Your difcontenting Father, ftiue to qualifie
And bring him vp to liking.

Flo How Camullo
May this (almott a miracle) be done?
Thzt I may call thee fomething more then man,
And after that truft to thee,

(Cam. Haue youthought on
A place whereto youlgo?

Flo, Notany yet :
Butas th’vnthought-on accidentis guiltie
To what we wildely do, fo we profefle
Our felues to be the flaucs of chance, and flyes |
Of euery winde that blowes.

Cam, Thenhfitome:

* Thistollowes, if you willnot change your purpofe

But vndergo this flight; makefor Sicilha,

And there prefent your felfe, and your fayre Princefle,

(For fo I fec he muftbe) *fore Leontes 3 S'.
ire
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I she Maltbe habited, asic becomes

“The partner of your Bed. Methinkes Ifee

. | Lownses opening his free Armes,and weeping

His Welcomes forth:asks thee chere Sonne forgiuenefle,
Agtwere ythFathers perfon: kiffesthe hands
Of your frefh Princeﬂg: ore and ore diuides him,
T wixt his vnkindneffe,and his Kindneffe : th’one
He chides to Hell,and bids the cther grow
Fafterthen Thought, or Time,
Flo. Worthy Camtlle,
What colour for y Vifisation, {hall I
Hold vp before hjm?
Cam. Sent by the King your Father

] To greet him,and te giue him comforts. Sir,

The manner of yout bearing towards him,with
What you (as from your Father) fhall deliuer,
Thiogs knowne betwixtvs three, He write you downe,
The which fhall point you forth at every fitting’
What you muft fay: that he fhall sot percciue,
Bat that you haue your Fathers Bolome there,
And fpeake his very Heart,

Fls. 1ambound to you:
There is forne {appe in this.

Cam. A Coutle mere promiling,
Then a wild dedication ot your felues
To vnpath’'d Waters,yndream'd Shores; moft certaine,
To Miferies enough : no hope to helpe you,
But as you fhake off one,to take another:
Nothing fo certaine,as your Anchors, who
Doe their beft office,if they can but ftay you,
Where you’le be loth to be : befide, you know,
Profpentie’s the very bond of Loue,
Whoafe frefh complexion,and whole heart together,
AffliGtionaliets,

Perd. Oreof thefeis true:
I thinke Atfliction may fubdue the Cheeke,
But nog take.in the Mind,

Cam. Yea? fayyoufo?
There fhall not,ac your Fachers Honfe,thefe fcuen yeeres
Be borne another fuch,

Flr. My good Camillo,
She’s as forward,of her Breeding,as
Sheisi'th’ reare “our Burth,

Cem. I cannot fay,'tis pitty
She lacks Infiruéions,for (he fcemes a Muftreffe
To moftthacteach.

Perd. Y our pardon Sir,for this,
He bluth you Thanks.

Flo. My prettielt Perdita,

But O, the Thornes we (tand vpon: (Camnllo)
Preferuer of my Father,now of me,

The Medicive of our Houfe : how fhall we doe ?
We are not furnifh’d like Bohemia's Sonnes

Nor (hall appeare in Sicilia.

(am. MyLotd,

Fearc none of this: | thinke you know my fortunes

Doc all lyethere:: it thallbe fo my care,

To haue you royally appointed,as if ‘

The Scene you play,were mine, Forinftance Sir,

That youmay know you thail not want: one word,
Exnter Autolicus.

Amt. ta,ha,whata Foole Honeftieis? and Truft(his
{woine brother) avery fimple Gentleman. 1 haue old
sll my Tromperie: not a countes ferr Stone,not a Ribbon,
Glafle, Pomander, Browch, Table-beoke, Ballad, Knife,
'l'apc,G!oue,Shooc-tye,Braccict,Homc-Ring, to keepe

my Pack from fafting : they throng who fhould buy firf,
asif my Trinkets had beene hallowed,and brought a be-
nediion tothe buyer : by which meanes, I faw whofe
Purfe wasbeft in PiQure ; and what I fow, 1o my geod
vie,] remembred, My Clowne (who wants but fome-
thing to be a reafonsble man) grew fo in loue with the
Wenches Song,that hee would not Rirre his Petey-toes,
till he had both Tune and Words, which fo drew the ret
of the Heard to me, that all their other Sences ftucke in
Eares: you might haue pinch’'d a Placket, it was fence-
leffe s 'twas nothing to gueld a Cod-peece of 2 Purfe: |
would haue fill'd Keyes of that hung in Chaynes : ne
hearing,no feeling, bat my Sirs Sorg, and adiniring the
Nothing of it, Sothatinthis time of Lethargie,f pickd
and cut moft of theis Feflivall Purfes: And had not the
old-man come in with a Whoo-bub againft his Daugh-
ter, 2nd the Kings Sonne, and fcar’d my Chowghes from
the Chaffe, I had not left a Purfe aliue in the whole
Army.

Cam. Nay butmy Letters by thismeanes being there
So foone as you arriue,thall cleare thar doubr,

Flo Andthofe that yow'le procure from King Leentest

Cam. Shallfatisfie your Father,

Perd. Happy beyou:

All thatyou fpeake, fhewes faire.
Cam, Who haue we here?

Wee'le make an Inftrumenc of this : omit

Nozhing may giue vsaide,
Am, If t{ncy haue ouer-heard me new: why Lianging.
Cam. How now (good Fellow)

Why fhak’t thou fo? Feare not (mian)

Here's no harme intended tothee,

Aut, Tamapoore Fellow,Sir.

Cam. Why,belolvll: here'sno body will fteale that
fromthee: yet for the out-iide of thy poucitie, we muft
mahean exchange;iberetore dif-cafe theesnftantly(thou
muft thinke therz’saneceflitiew’c)and change Gannents
with this Genticman: Though the penny-werth (on his
fide) be the wort,yet hold thee,there’s fome Loot.

eAnt. 1 am a poore Fellow, Sir: (1 know ye well
enough.)

Cem, Nagpretace difpsechi theGentleman is halfe
fled already.

Ant. Are you in earneft,Sire (! fmell theerick on't.)

IHo. > {patch,X prethee,

Awr. Indeed Lhavc had Eaneft, but I cannot with
conlcrence takerr.

Cam. V.abucile,vobuckle,

Fortunate M. &1eflc (let my prophecie
Come home tr ye.) you muft reve your felfe
Into fome Coucre 3 take your fwect-hearts Hat
Aad pluck it ore your Browes, muffle your face,
Dif-mzntle you, and (as you can) difliken
The truch of your owne feeming,that youmsy
(For I doe feare eyes ouer) te Ship-boesd
Get vndefcry'd.
Perd. 11eethe Play folyes,
That I muft bearc a part.
(em. No remedie:
Haue you dooe there?
Flo. Should i now meet my Father,
He would not call me Sonne.
Cam, Nay,you fhall haueno Hat:
Come Lady,come : Farewell (my friend.)
Awt. Adieu,Sir,
Flo;, O Perdssa: what haue wetwaine forgot?

‘Pray
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"Pray you a word.
Cam. What ] doenext,fhall be te tell the King
Of this elcape,and whither they ate bound
Whercin,my hope is, I fhall fo preuaile,
To force himafter: in whefe company
1 thall re-view Sicilsa ; for whofe fight,
I haue 2 Womans Longing.
Flo. Fortune fpeedvs:
Thus we fet on (Camille) to th’ Sea-fide.
Cam. Thef{wifter fpeed,the better, Exir.
Aut, 1vnderftand the bufinefle, I heareit: to hage an
open eare,a quick eye,and a nimble hand,is neceflary tov
a Cut-putle; a good Nofe is requifite slfo, to fmello ¢
worke for th'other Sences. Ifee thisisthe time that th
vninuft man doth thrive. What an exchange had thus been,
without boot 2 What aboot is here,with this exchange~
Sure the Gods doe this yeere conniae st vs, and we may
doc any thing extempore. The Puince himiclfe is about
apecce of Imq}:ntic (flealing away from his Father,with
his Clog st his hecles: ) if I thought it were a peece of ho-
neftie to acquaint the King withall, I would not dot: |
hold it the more knaueric to concesle it ; and therein am
1 conftant to my Profeffion,

Enter Clowne and Shepbeard.
Afide,afide, here is more matter for a hot braine : Euery
Lanes end, cuery Shop,Church,Seffion,Hanging, yeelds
a carefull man worke,

Clowne. Sce,fee: whata manyouarenow ? there is no
other way, but to tell the King the’s a Changeling,and
none of your flefh and bleod.

Shep. Nay,but heare me,

Clew, Nay;but heare me,

Shep, Goe too then.

Clow, Shebeing none of your flefh and blood, your
flefh and blood ha’s not nffended the King, and fo your
fleth and blood is not to be punifh’d by him. Shew thole
things you found about her (thofe fecret things, all but
what fhe ha’s with her:) This being done,let the Law goe
whiftle: I warrantyou.

Shep. 1will tell the King all, euery word, yea, and his
Sonnes prancks too ; who, I may {ay, is no honeft man,
neither to his Father,nor to me,to goe about to mskeme
the Kings Brother in Law.

Clew. Indeed Brother in Law was the fartheft offyou
could haue beene to him,and then your Blood had beene
the dearer,by I know how much an ounce.

Am, Very wilely (Puppies.)

Shep. Well: letvsto the King : there is that in this
Farthell,will make him {cratch his Beard.

Awt, 1know not what impediment this Complaint
may be to the flight of my Mafter.

Clo. "Pray heartily he be at’ Pallace.

<Ant, Though I am not naturally honeft,I am {o fome-
tinees by chance : Let me pocket vp my Pedlers excre-
ment. How now(Ruftiques) whither are youbound?

Shep. To th’ Pallace (and it like your Worlhip.)

Am, Your Affairesthere 2 what? with whom? the
Condition of that Farthell ? the place of your dwelling ?
your names? yous ages? of what hauing? breeding,and
any thing thac js fitting to be knowne, difcouer ?

Clo. Weate but plaine fellowes,Sir.

Ast, ALye; younate rough,;nd hayrie: Let me have
nolying; it becomes none but Tradef-men,and théy of-
ten giue vs (Souldiers) the Lye, but wee pay them for it
with famped Coyne,not ftabbing Steele, therefore they
doenot giue vs the Lye,
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Clo. Your Worfhip had like to haue giuenvs one, if
you had not taken your felfe with the manner. ‘

Shep. Are youa Courtier,and’t like you Sir?

Awe. Whether it lkeme,or no,I1ama Courtier, Seeft
thou not the ayre of the Court,in thefe enfoldings? Hath
not my gate in it,the meafure of the Court? Receiues not
thy Nofe Court-Odour from me ? Refle& I not onthy
Bafenefle, Court-Contempt / Think’ft thou, for that I
infinuate, attoaze from thee thy Bufineffe, 1am there-
foreno Courtier ? 1 am Courtier Capa-pe ; and one that
will eyther pufh-on, or pluck-back, thy Bufineffe there:
whereupon I command thee to open thy Affaise.

Shep. My Bufinefle,Sir,is tothe King.

Axt, What Aduocate ha'(t thou to him¢

Shep. 1know not (and’t like you,)

Cio, Aduocate’s the Court-word for 2 Pheazant: fay
you haue none.

Shep. None,Sir: I haue no Pheazant Cock,nor Hen,

Ant., How blefled are we,that are not fimple mea ?
Yo Nature might haue made me as chefe are,

Therefore I will not difdaine.

Clo. This cannot be but a great Courtier,

Shep. His Garments are rich, bue he weares them not
handlomely.

Clo. He feemes to be the more Noble,in being fanta-
fticall : A greacman,Ile warrant ; I know by the picking
on’s Teeth, g

Aut, The Farthell thete ¢ What's i'th’ Farshell ?
Wherefore that Box ?

Shep. Sir, therelyes fuch Secrets in this Farthell and
Box,whichnone muft know but the King,and which hee
fhall know wichin this houre, it I may come to «n’ {peech
of him.

Ans. Age,thou haft Ioft thy labour,

Shep. Why Sir?

Ant. The King is not at the Pallace heis gene aboord
a new Ship,to purge Melancholy, and ayre himfelfc : for
if thou bec’ft capable of things ferious, thou muft know
the King is full of griefe.

Shep. So ’tis faid (Sir:) about his Sonne, that thould
haue marryed a Shepheards Daughter.

Aut. 1f that Shepheard be not in hand-faft, let him
flyes the Curfes he fhall haue,the Tortures he fhall feele,
will breake the back of Man the heart of Monfter.

Clo. Thinke you {0,Sir?

Ant, Not hee slone fhall fuffer what Wit can make
heauie,and Vengeange bitter;but thofe that are Termaine
to him (though remou'd fiftie times)(hall all come vnder
the Hang-man: whichythoughic be great pitty, yet it is
neceffarie. An old Sheepe-whiltiing Rogue, a Ram-ten-
der,to offer to haue his Daughter come into grace¢Some
fay hee (hall be fton'd : but that death is too foft tor him
(fay I:) Drawout Throne intoaSheep-Coat ? al: deaths
are too few,the fharpeft too eafie,

Clo. Ha's the old-man ere a Sonne Sir(doe you hease)
and't like yop,Sic?

Awt, Heeha'saSonne : who thall be flayd aliue, then
‘noynted ouct with Honey, fet on the head of s Wafpes
Neft,then fRand till he be three quarters and a dram deads
then recouer'd againe with Aquavite, or fome other hot
Infufion: then,taw as he is(and in the hotc®t day Progno-
flication proclaymes) fhall he be feragaintt a Brick-wall,
(the Sunne looking with a South-ward eye ypenhim;
where hee is to behold him,with Flyes blown to death.)
But whac talke we of thefe Traicorly-Rafcals, whofe mi-

feties sre to be fmil'd a,their offences beng {o capitTalll?
i
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Tell me(for you feeme to be honeft plainemen)what you
hauveto the King : being fomething gently confider'd,lle
bring you where he is abeord, tender your perfons to his
prefence, whifper him in your bchales ; and if it be in
mas, befides the King,to effe@ your Suites, here is man
fhall doe it.

Clow. He feemes to be pf greatauthoritie:clofe with
him, giue him Gold; and though Authoritie be a ftub-
borne Beare, yet hee is oft led by the Nofe with Gold::
fhew the in-fide of your Purfc to the out-fide of his
hand, and no more adoc. Remember fton’d, and flay'd
alive,

Shep. And’c pleafe you(Sir)to vndertake the Bufinefle
forvs, here is that Gold I haue: Ile make it as much
more, and leaue chis young maninpawne, il I brng it
you.

Aut. Afcer Thaue done what I promifed?

Shep. 1Sir,

Axt. Well, giue me the Moitic: Are you a partie in
this Bufineffe?

Clew. In fome fort, Sir: but though my cafe be a pit-
tifoll one,1 hope I thall not be flayd out of it.

Axt. Oh, that's the cale of the Shephcards Sonne:
hang him,bec’le be made an example.

Clow. Comfort,good comfort: Wemuft tothe King,
and fhew out ftrange fights: he muft know ’tis none of
your Daughter, nor my Sifter : weeare gone elfe. Sir, I
will giue you as much as this oldman do’s, when the Bu-
finefle is peiformed,and remaine(as he fayes)your pawne
till it be brought you.

Aut, Twill truft you, Walkebefore toward the Sea-
fide, goeon theright hand, I will but looke vpon the
Hedge,and follow you.

Clew. Weare blefs'd,in thisman: as] may fay, cuen
blefs’d,

Shep. Levsbefore,ashebidsvs : he was prouided to
docvs good.

Aue, 1f 1had amind to be honef},I fee Fortmre would
not fuffer mec: (hce drops Booties in my mouth, I am
courted now with a double occafion:(Gold,and a means
to doc the Prince my Mafter good ; whigh,who knowes
how that may turne backe to my aduancement ? ) I will
bung thefe two Moales,thele blind-ones,aboord him. if
he thinke it fit to fhoare them againe, and that the Com-
plaint they haueto the King, concernes him nothing, let
him call ine Rogue, for being {o fasre officious, for I am
proote againft that Title,and what fhame elfe belongs
to't: Tohimwill I prefent them,there may be matter in
it. Exennt,

oA &us Quintus. Scena Prima.

Enter Leontes,Cleomines, Dion,Panlina,Sersants »
Florszel, Perdsia.

Cleo. Sir,youbaue done enough,and haue perform’d
A Saintelike Sorrow : No fault could youmake, *
Wiich you hauenot redeem’d ; indeed pay’d downe
More penitence then done trefpas: Atthelaft
Doc,as the Heauens haue done ; forgee your euill,
With them, forgiue your felfe.
Leo. Whileft 1 remember
Her,and her Vertues, I csnnot forget

My blemifhes in them,and fo flili thinke of
The wrong I did my felfe: which was fo much,
That Heire-lefle it hath made my Kingdomie,and
Deftroy'd the fweet'ft Companion, that ere mar.
Bred his hopes out of true.
Paxl. Too true(myLord:)
If one by one,you wedded all the World,
Or from the All that are,tooke fomething good,
To make a perfe Woman ; the you kill’dg,
Would be vnparallell’d.
Leo. 1 thinke fo, Kill'd?
She I1kill'd ? 1did fo: but thou firik’ft me
Sorcly,to fay I did : itis as bitter
Vpon thy Tongue,asin my Thought, Now,good fow
Say fo but feldome. ’
(eo. Notatall,good Lady:
You might have fpoken a thoufand things,that would
Haue done the time more benefic,and grac'd
Your kindneffe better.
Paul. Youarcone of thofe
Would haue him wed againe.
Dso. If you would not fo,
You picty not the State nor the Remembrance
Of his moft Soueraigne Name: Confider tietle,
What Dangers,by his Highnefle faile of Ifuc,
May drop vpon his Kingdome,and deuoure
Incertaine lookers on, What were more holy,
Thento reioyce the former Queeneiswell
W hat holyer,then for Royalties repayre,
For prefent comfort,and for future good,
To blefle the Bed of Maicficagaine
Withafweet Fellowtot?
Paul. There isnone worthy,
(Rc(pc&m§ herthat’s gone:) befides the Gods
Wil haue fulfill’d cheir fecret purpofes :
For ha’s noc th Divine Apollo tard
Is’t not the tenor of lus Oracle,
That King Leontes (hall noc haue an Heire,
Tall s Lot Child be found ¢ Which, that it fhally
1s all as mon{irous to our humane reafon,
As my o Anrigonus to breake his Graue,
And come againe to me. who,on my life,
Did perifh with the Infant. Tis your councell,
My ford (hould to the Heauens be contrary,
Oppotec againft their wills, Carte not for iflue,
The Crowne will find an Heire. Great Alexander
Lefthis to th” Worthieft : fo his Succe{Tor
Was like to be the beft.
Leo. Good Panlina,
Who haft the memoric of Hermione
Iknow inhonor: O,thateuer
Had fquat’d me to thy councell : then,ecuen now,
I might haue look"d vpon my Queencs full eyes,
Haue raken Treafure from her Lippes.
Paxl, Andleftthem
More rich,for what they yeelded.
Leo, Thoufpeak Rt eruthv:
No more fuch Wiues,therefore no Wife : one worle,
And better vs'd,would make her Samnted Spirit
Againe poffefle her Corps,and on this Stage
(Where we Offendors now appeate) Soulc-vest,
And begin,why to tne?
Panl, Had the fuch power,
She had iuft fuch caufe.
Les. Shehad, and would incenfeme
To murther her I marryed.

Pawt |
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®ax!, Ifhouldfa:
Were'l the Ghoft that walk'd,11'd bid you matke
Her eye,and tell me for what dull part in’c
Y ou chofe her : shem II'd thricke,that euen your eares
Should nft to heare me,and the words that fellow’d,
Should be, Remember miae.
Leo. Starres,Starses,
And alt eyes elfe,dead coales : feargthouno Wifes
Iie haue no Wife,Paslins. :
Pasl. Willyou fweare
Neuer to marry,but by my free leaue?
Les. Neucr (Panlina)fo be blefs'd my Spirie. =~~~
Paul . Then good my Lords,beare witnefle to his Oath,
Cleo. You tempt-him cucrh mueh
vunl. Vilcfle another,
As like Hermione,as is hes Pilture,
Affront his eye,
Cleo. Good Madame,T haue done.
Pasl. Yetif my Lord will marry : if you will,Sir;
No remedie but you will ¢ Giue methe Office
To chufe you a Queene : fhe fhall not be fo young
As was your former,but (he fhall be fuch
As (walk'd your firft Queencs Ghoft) it fhould take ioy
To fec her in your armes,
" Leo. Mytrue Panlma,
We {hall not marry,till thou bidft vs.
Paul. That
Shall be when your fitft Queene’s againe in breath:
Neuer till then,
Enter a Seruant,
Ser. One that giues out himfelfe Prince Florizel,
'Sonne of Polrxenes,with his Princeffe (the
The faireft I haue yet beheld) defires accefle
To your high prchncc.
Leo. What withhim ? he comes not
Like to his Fachers Greatnefle: his approach
(So out of circumftance,and fuddaine) tells vs,
"Tisnot a Vifitation fram’d,but forc’d
By need,and accident. What Trayne?
Ser. But tew,
And thofe byt meane.
Leo. His Princefle (ay you) with him?
Ser. 1: themoft peereleffe peece of Earth,I thinke,
That ere the Sunne fhone brighe on,
Paul. Oh Hermione,
As cucry prefent Time doth boaft ic felfe
Abouea beteer,gone ; fo muft thy Graue
Giue way to what's feene now. Sir, you your felfe
Haue faid,and writ {o ; but your writing now
Is colder then that Theame: (he had not beene,
Nor was not to be equall’d,thus your Ver(e
Flow’d with her Beautic once ; ‘s fhrewdly ebb'd,
To fay you hauefeencabetter,
Ser. Pardon,Madame::
The one,1 haue slmoft forgos (your pardan:)
Theother,when the ha’s obtayn'd your Eye,
Will haue your Tongue too. This is a Creature,
Would fhe begina gc&,mught quench the zeale
Of all Profellors elfe ; make Profelyces
Of who fhe but bid follaw.
Pavl. How? not women?
Ser, Women will Joue hersthat fhe is s Woman
More worth then any Man : Men,that fhe is
The raref of all Women,
Los. Goe Cleomines, ‘ .
Your felfe (afiRed with your honor’d Friends)

" v
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Bring them to our embracement, Still 'tis frange,
He thus fhould ftesle vpon va, Exur,

Pan/, Had qur Prince .
(Tewell of Children)feenc this houre,he had paye’d
Well with this Lord; there was hot full amoneth  *
Betweene their births,

Leo. ’Prethec nomore; ceafe ¢ thow know't .
He dycs to me againe,whentall’d-of : fure
When I fhall fee this Gentlemao,thy fpeeches” |
Will bringme to conlider that, which may
Vafurnifh me of Reafon, Theyare come,

Enter Florsxell,Perdita,Cleomncs and others,

Your Mother was moft true'to Wedlock,Prince,
Fort fhe did print your Royall Father off,
Conceiuing you, Were I buc twentie one,
Your Fathers Image is fo hic inyou,
(His very ayre) thac I fhould call you Brather,
As I did hun,and {peake of fomeching wildly
By v perform’d betore. Moft dearely welcome,
And your faire Princeffe (Goddefle) ob: alas,
Iloft a couple,that twixt Heauen and Eaith
Might thus haue (tped,begetting wonder as
You (gracious Couple) doe: and then I loft
(All aune owne Folly) the Socictie,
Amitietoo of your brave Father whom
(Though beating Maferie) 1 defire n.y hife
Once more to looke on hiim.

Flo, By his command
Haue I beie touch'd Sicr/m,and ficar him
Giue you all preetings,that a King (attriend)
Can {end his Brother : and bur Infirnitie
(W hich waits vpon worne tinsesjnath fomething (eie’d
His wifh’d Abilitic,he had himfelte
The Lands and Waters, twixt your Throne and his,
Meafur'd,to looke vpon you ; whom beloues
(He bad me {ay (o)more then all the Sceprers,
And thofe that beare them,iuing,

Leo. Ohmy Biother,
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I bave done thee,ftirre
Afrefh within me : and thefe thy offices
(Sorarely kind) are as Interprecers
Of my behind-hand {lacknefle, Welcome hither,
As is the Spring to th’Earth, And hathhetoo
Expos’d this Paragonto thfearcfull viage
(At leaft vngentle) of the dreadfull Neptune,
To greet aman,not worth her pataes; much leffe,
Th'aduenture of her perfon ?

Flo, Good my Lord,
She came from Libsa.

Les. Where the Waslike Smalw,
That Noblehonor'd Lord, is fear'd,and fov'd?

Flo. Mof Royali Sir,
From thence: from him,whofe Daughter
His Teares proclaym'd his parting with her ¢ thence
(A profperous South-wind frieadly)we have crofs’d,
To execute the Charge my Facher gue me,
Fox vifiting your Highneffe : My be@ Traine
Fhaue from your Swlsan Shores difmifs'd ;
Who for Bebemia bend,to fignific
Not onely my fuccefle in Lsbia (Sir)
But my arriuall, and my Wifes, in faferie
Here,where we are.

Leo, The blefled Gods

Purge all'Infe&ion from our Ayre, whileft yau
DoeClymatchere : you haue a boly Father,

3

A gracefull Gentleman;agoisft whofe perfon S
e ' (So
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(So facred ss it is) 1 haue done finae,
For which,che Heauens (taking angry note)
Haue lefc me 1ffucelefle : and your Father’s blefs'd
(As be from Heauen merits it} with you,
Worthy his goodneffe. What mighic I haue been,
Might I 2 Sonne and Daughter now have look’d en,
Such goodly things as you?
Exter a Lord,

Lerd. Molt Noble Sir,
That which I fhall report, will beare no credic,
Were not theproofe fo nigh, Pleafe you(great Sir)
*Bobemsia grects you from hunfelfe,by me:
' Defiresgyou to attach his Sonne,who ha's
"(His Dignitie,and Dutic both cat off )
Fled from his Father from his Hopes,and with
A Shepheards Duugheer.

Leo. Where's Bobewssa? fpeake;

Lord. Here,in your Citie : I now came from him.
1{peake amazedly, and 1cbecomes
My meruaile,and my Meffage. To your Court
Whiles he was haftning (in the Chafe,it feemes,
Of this faire Couple) meetes he on the way
The Father of this feeming Lady, and
Her Brother,hauing beth their Countrey quitted,
With this young Prince.

Flo. Camllo ha's betray'd e ;
Whofe honor,and whofe honertic till now,
Eadur'd all Weatheys,

Lord. Lay’t fotohischarge:
He’s wich the King your Father.

Leo. Who 2 Camke ?

Lerd, Camillo(Sir:) 1fpake with him: who now
Ha's thefe pooie men 1n queftion. Neuerfawl

Forf{weare themfelues as oftenas chey fpeake:
Bohema flops his cares,and threatens them
With diuers deaths, in deach.

Perd. Oh my poore Farher:

The Heauen fets Spyes vpon vs,will not haue
Our Conrraét celebrated.

Leo. Youarcmarryed?

Fle. Weare not (Sir)norare we hiketobe:
The Starses (1 fee) will kuite the Valleyes firft:
The oddes for high and low s alike.

Leo. My Lord,

Is this the Daughuer of 2 King?

Flo. Sivets,

When once fbe is my Wife.

Wil comne-on very flowly. Tam forry
(Moft forry) you haue broken from his liking,
Where you were ty'd i dutie : and as forry,
Your Choile s not fo rich in Worth, as Beautie,
That you might well enioy her.

lo. Deare,lonkevp:
Though Fortune,vifible an Enemie,
Should chafe vs,with my Father ; powreno iot
Hath fhe co chiange our Loues. Beieech you (Sir)
Remember,fince you ow'd ro mote to Time
Then I doe now: with thoughe of fuch Affections,
Step forth mine Aduocate ; at your requefl,
My Facher will graunt precious things,as Trifles,

Which Lie counts but a Trifie.
Parl. Sir(my Licge)
Yous eys hath too much youth in’t : not a moneth

Leo \Would he doc {0,I'ld beg your precious Miftris,

Wretches fo quake:: they kneele,they kiffe the Earth;

Leo. Thatonce (1 fee )by your good Fathers fpeed,

300 The Winters Tale.

*Fere your Queene dy’d,the was more wocth fuch gaze:

Then what?%u loo‘l!zm Dow. TR,
Leo. 1 thought of her,

Euen in thefe Loskes T made, But yourPetition

Is yet yn-an{wer’d : 1 willto your Father:

Your Honot not o're-throewne by your defires,

1 am friend to them,and you : Vpon which Errand

I nowgoc taward him: therefore follow me,

And marke what way I make: Comegood my Lord.

Exeunt,

Sceena Secunda.

Enter Ansolicn and 4 Gentleman.

Aut. Befeechyou (Sir)were you prefenc at this Re.
lation?

Gent.1, ] was by atthe opening of the Farthell heard
the old Shepheard dcliuer the manner how he found it:
Whercupon(aftera little amazednefle )we were all com-
manded ow of the Chamber: onely this (me thovght) I
heard the Shepheard fay,he found the Child.

Ant. 1would moft gladly know theiffue of it

Gent.1. I make a broken deliuerie of the Bufinefle;
but the changes I perceiued in the King.and Canesfo,were
very Notes of admiration : they feem’d aimoft with Ra.
ring on one another, to teare the Cafes of their Eyes,
There was fpeech in their dumbneffe, Language in theie
very getture: they look’d asthey had heard of 2 World
tanfom d,or one defiroyed: a potable paffion of Won-
des appesied inthem : but the wifeft beholder,thatknew
no more but fecing, could not fay, if th'importance were
Toy,or Sorsow ; but in the extremtie of the one, it mufl
needs be. Enter ansiher Geatleman.

Here comes z Gentlemnan, that happuy knowes more:
The Newes Regero,

Gent =. Nothing but Bon-fires:the Oracle is fuinll'd:
the Kings Daughteris found : fuch adeale of wanderis
brohenont within this houre, that Ballid-makers cannot
be abic to exprefle it, Ewter another Gentleman,
Here comes the Lady Pawlima’s Steward, hee can dehuer
yonmore. How goes itnow (Sir.) This Newes (wfuch
15 call'd true) 1s fo like an old Tale,thac the versuic ot it s
in fhiong fufpition : Ha's the King found his Heire?

Gent.3. Moft true, if cuer Truth were pregnant by
Circumftance : That which you heare, yowle fweare

you {ce, there is fuch vmrie inthe proofes. The Mantle
of Queene Hermuones : hez leweil about the Neck of it:
the Letters of Axrignm found wath itywhich they know
to be his Character : the Maieftie of the Creatuse,inre-
{emblance of the Mother : the Affe@ion of Noblenefle,
which Nature fhewes aboue her Breeding, and many o
ther Euidences, proclayme het, with all centaintie, to be
the Kings Daughcer, Did you fee the meeting of the
two Kings?

Gext.2. No,

Gent. 3. Then haueyou loft s Sight which wasto bee
feene,cannot bee fpoken of, There might you haue be.
beld one loy crowne another,{o and in fuch manner, that
it feem'd Sorrow wept to take leaue of them: for their
Toy wsaed inteares There wascaiting vp of Eyes hol-
aing vp of Hands,withCountenance of fuch diftraéhien,

thac they were to be knowne by Garment,not by Fn(s;r
3t
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Our King being ready to leape out of himfelfe, for ioy of
his found Daughter ; as if that loy were now become a
Loffe, cryes, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother : then askes

Bohema forginenefle, then crabraces his Senne-in-Law:

then againe worryes he his Daughter,with clip »ing her.

Now he thauks the old Shepheard (which flands by, like

a Weather-hutten Conduie, of many Kings Reignes,)

nzuer heard of fuch another Encounter; which lames Re-

portte follow it,and vndo's deferiptionco doe it.

Gent.2. What, pray you, became of Anwtsgorm_ that
carryed hence the Cluld ?

Gent.3. L:kean old Tale full, which w:ll have matier
to rehearfe,though Credit be afleepe, and not an careo.
pen; he was torae to pieces with 2 Beare : This auouches
the Shephieards Sonre; who ha’s not onely his Irnocence
{which feemes much)to nftifie him,buta Hand-kerch.cf
and Rings of his,that Paw/ime knowes.

Gent. 1. What became of his Barke, and his Fol-
lowers?

Cent 3. Wrackt the {ame inftane of their Maflers
deach, and in theview of the Skepheard: lo that all thie
Inftrumeats which ayded to expofe che Child,were cuen
thenloft when 1t was found. But ohthe Noble Combat,
that ewixt Joy and Soirow was fought 1n Panlina. Shee
had one Ey=dechin'd for the lofle ot her Husbard, ano-
ther e'euated.that the Oracle was fulfill d: Shes lifted the
Prncefle fromthe Earth, and fo locks herinembracing,
as if fhee would pin herto het heare, that thee might no
more be in danger of loofing.

Gent. 1. The Dignutie of this A&t was worth the au-
dience of Kings and Princes,for by fuch was iv adted,

Genr. 3, Oneof the prettyeft touches of all, and that
which angl’d for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though
not the Fifh) was, when at the Relation of the Qicencs
death (with the manner how fhee came to't braucly con-
fefs'd, and lamented by the King ) how attentueneffe
wounded his Daughter, till (from one figne of dolour to
another) fhee did(with an Ala) Iwould faine fay bleed
Teares ; forIam fure, my heart wept blood. VWhowas
moft Marble, there changed colour : fome fwownded,all
{lorrowed : if all the World could haue feen’t, the Woe
had beene vniuverfall.

Gens.x. Arethey retprned tothe Court?

Cent.3. No: The Prince(fe hearing of her Mothers
Statue (which is in the keeping of Pawiina) a Peece many
yeeres in doing, and now newly perform’d, by that rare
Italian Mafter,fulio Romsano, whe (had he himiclfe Frer.
mitie, and could put Breath into his Worke) would be-
guile Nature of her Cuftome, fo perfectly heishes Ape:
He {o neere to Hermsone,hath done Hermssone, thac they
fay one would fpeake to her,and ftand in hope of anfwer,
Thither (with all greedineffe of affection)aie they gone,
and there they intend to Sup.

Gent. 3. Ithought fhe had fome great matter there in
hand, for hee hath privately, twice or thrice a day, euer
{ince the death of Hermione vifited that remoued Houfe,
Shall wee thither,and with our companie peece the Re-
ioycing ?

’ Gm?.l . Who would be thence, that ha’s the benefit
of Accefle ? cuery winke of an Eye, {ome new Grace
willbeborne: our Abfence makes vs vnthriftie to our
Knowledge, Lev's along. Exst,

Aut. Now (had Inoc the dath of my former Jife in
me) would Preferment drop onmy head. breught the
old man and his Sonne aboord whe Prince ; cold him, I
heard them talke of a Farthell,and I know got what: but

he at chat time ouer-fund of the Shepheards Daugheer(to
he thentooke her to be)whio began to be much Sea-fick,
and himfelfe hctle betier, sxtrewnnie of Westher conti-
nuing, this Myfteric remained vnducoser'd. But‘is all
onetome: for bad 1 beene the finder-out of this Secvet,
it would not haue rellith d among my oclier difcredite.
Enter Shepheard and Clowme.

Here come thoie L haue done good 0 agrinft my will,
and alreadie appearing in the blofomes of their For-
tune.

Shep. Come Boy, Iam paft moe Children: but thy
Sonnes and Daughters wili bz ali Gentlemen borne,

Clow, Youarewell met (Sir.) you deny'd e fight
withmee thisother day | becaule T was no Gentieman
borne, See you thele Clothes? fay you fee them not,
and thinke me flill no Gentleman borne : You wete beft
fay thefe Robes are not Gentlemen boine. Giue methe
Lye: doc: and try whether I ans nov now 2 Gentleman
borne.

Axt. 1 krow you are now{Sit)a Gentleman borae,

Clow, 1,and have been fo anv time thefe foure houres.

Shep. Aud {o haue 1,Boy.

Ciaw. Soyoudhauc - but I wasaGentlemanborne be-
fore my Father: tor the Kings Sounc tooke me by the
hand, and call'd mee Brother: and then the twe Kings
cail'd my Father Brother : andthenvue Prince (iny Bro-
ther)and the Princelle/my Sifter)call” t my Fatber,Father;
and fo wee wept : and chese was thie firft Geotleman-like
tearesthat euer we thed.

Shep. W emay hue (Soundjto fhed many more.

Clow. 1: or el{c’twere hard lack,being 1o (o prepofie-
rous c{taceas we arc,

Ane, Thumbly beicech you (Sir)ro pardon ove all the
faults T haue commitied to your Woilhip, and to giue
me your good report to the Punce my Maiter,

Skep. 'Prethee Sonne doe:for we muft be gentle,now
weare Gentlemen.

Clow. Thouwiltamend thy life ?

Aunt. 1,andithke your good Worthip,

Clow. Gine methy hand: I will {weare to the Prince,
thou art ashoneft atruc Fellow as any isin Bebemia.

Shép. Y ~u may {ay it,but not fweare it,

Clow. Not {weare it,now I am a Gentleman ? Let
Bonres aind Franckhins fay 12, 1le {weare i,

Shep. How it ithefalie (Soane?)

Clow, 1f 1t be nc're fo folfe, a true Gentleman may
fweare it,in the behalfe of bis Friend : And 1le {weare to
the Prince, thouarta tall Fellow of thy hands, and that
thou wiltnot be drunke: bue T know thou art ne tall Fel-
low of thy hands,and :hac thou wilt be drunke : bugIle
fweareit,and I would thou would't be a tall Fellow of
thy hands,

Ant. Twiltproue fo (Sir) to my power.

low. 1,by any meanes prone a tall Fellow: if I donot
wonder,how thou dar'/t venture to be drunke, not being
atall Fellow,truft me not. Harke,the Kings and the Prin-
ces (our Kindred) are going to fee the Quecacs Pi&ure,
Come,follow vs: wee'le be shy good Mafters,  Exeams,

Scena Tertia.

Enter Leontes,Polixenes,Florizel,Perdita,Canselle,
Panlina: Hermsoue (Iik ¢ a Staine:) Lords &re.
Les. O graveand good Pamiina,che grest comfors
That 1 hauc had of thee?

Cec Pesl. What

o
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Panl, What(Soucraigne Sir)
1did noc well, I meant well : all my Seruices
Youheve pay’d home. But that you haue veuchfaf'd
(With your Crown'd Brother,and thefe your contrated
Heires of your Kingdomes) my poore Houle to vifit;
kis a furplus of your Grace,which neuer
My lifenay 1aRto anfwere,

Les. O Pawiima,

We honor you with trouble : but we came
To fee the Statue of ous Queene. Your Gallerie
Haue we pafs’d through,not withent much content
In many fingularities ; but we faw not
That which my Dauglicer came to looke vpon,
The Statue of her Mather.

Paul. As (heliv'd peerelefle,
Soher desd likencffc 1 doe weil beleeue
Excells what euer yet you look'd vpon,
Or hand of Man hath done : therefore I keepe is
Louely,apare, But here it is : prepare
To fee the Life as liuely mock'd a5 cuer
Su:ll Sleepe mock’d Death: behold,and fay tis well,
I like your filence,it themore hewes-o
Your wonder: butyee fpeake,firft you (my Liege)
Comes it not (omething neere ,

Les. Herwvaturall Polluie, ‘

Chide me (deare Stone) that I may (ay indeed
Thou art Hermene ; ot rather thou sre {ive,
In thy not chiding : for fhe was as tender

As Infancie,and Grace. But yet (Pawlins)
Hyrmaone was not fo much wninckled,nothing
Soaged as this feemes,

¥ol. Ohjnot by much.

Paul. Somuch the more our Caruers excellence,
Which lets goe-by fome fixeeene yeeres,and makes her
As fhe hud new.

Les. Asnow fhe might haue done,
So much to my good comfore, asitis
Now piercing to my Soule. Oh,thus fhe ftood,
Euen with fuch Life of Maieftie(warme Lif~,
Asnew it coldly ftands) when firlt | woo'd hete
Iamatham’d: Do's noc the Stone 1ebuke me,
For being more Stone then it ? Oh Royali Peece s
Theie's Magick 1nthy Marettie,which ha's
My Euils conur’d to remembrance j and
From thy adimiring Daughte: tooke the Spirits,
Standing like Stonc with thee.

Perd. And giue micleaue,
And doe not fay 'us Superftition that
Y kacele,and then implore her Bleffing, Lady,
Deere Queene,that ended when ] butbegan,
Guue me that hand of yours,to kffe.

Paul. Oypauence:
The Statue is but newly fix'd ; the Colour’s
Not dry,

Cam. My Lotd,your Sotrow was too fore lay'd-on,
Which (ixteene Winters cannot blow away,

So many Summiers dry : {carce any loy
Did euer folong hute; no Sotrow,
Buckdl'd it felte much foouer,

Fal. Deere my Brother,

Let him,that was the caufe of this,have powre
Ta take-off fomuch gnicfe fiom you,ashe
Will peece vp in himfelfe,

Paul. Indeed my Lord,

Xf I had thought the fight of my poore Image
Would thus haue wronght you (for the Stone is mine)

L be Winters Tale.

1I'd not haue thew'd it.
Leo. Doe not draw the Curtsine,
Pasl, Nolonger thall you gaze on't,leaft your Fancie
May thinke anon, it moucs,
Lo, Letbe,lec be:
Would I were dead,but that me thinkes alreadie,
(What was he that did make it?) See (my Loxd)
Would younot deeme it breath'd ¢ and that thofc veines
Did venly beare blood ?
Pol. "Malterly done:
The very Life feemes warme vpon her Lippe.
Leo. Thefixure of her Eye ha's mouonin'e,
As we are mock’d with Art,
Panl, lledraw the Curnaine :
My Lord’s almoft fo farre tranfported,that
Hec'le thinke anon it lives,
Leo. Ohfweet Panling,
Make me to thinke fo twentie yeeres together :
No fetled Sences of the World can match
The pleafure of that madnefle, Let'talone.
Pasl. 13m forry (Sir) I haue thus farre thir'd you : but
I could afflict you farther,
Les. Doe Pantina :
For this Affiétion ha's 2 tafte as fweee
Asany Cordiall comfort. Sull me thinkes
Theicis an ayre comes from her. What fine Chizzell
Could cuer yet cut breath 7 Let noman mock me,
For I will kuffe her,
Paul. Good my Lord,forbeate :
The ruddineffe vpon her Lippé,is wet :
You'le marre it,if you kiffe1c; fayne your owne
With Oyly Painting: fhall I draw the Curtaine,
Les. No: notthefe twentie yeercs,
Perd. Sélong could I
Stand.by, 2 looker-on.
Paul. Eitherforbeare,
Quit prefently the Chagpell,or refolue you
For more amazement : i you can behold s,
Ile make the Statue mouc indeed; defcend,
And take you by the hand : buc then you'lethinke
(Which I proteft againit) Iam affifted
By wicked Power.,
Leo. \What you canmake her dou,
T'am content tolooke on: what to fpeske,
Tam content to heare : for "tis as eafic
Tomakeher (peake,as mouc,
Panl. ltisrequir'd
Youdoe awake your Faith: then,all Rand full ;
On: thofe that thinke it is vnlawfull Bufinefle
Lam abou, let them depart,
Les. Proceed:
No foot fhall ftirre,
Pasl. Muflick; awake her: Strike:
"Tis ume: defcend: be Stone no more : approach:
Strike all thac looke vpon with merusile . Conue::
Ile fill your Graue vp: flirre: nay,come away:
Bequeath to Death your numnefle: (for from him,
Deare Life redeenics you) you percerue fhe firres:
Startnot : her Adtions fhall be holy, as
You heare my Spell is lawfull : doc not fhun her,
Vaull youfee her dyeagaine; for then
You kill her double : Nay,prcfent your Hand :
When {he was young,you woo'd her: now,in age,
Is fhe become the Suitor ?
Leo. Oh (he’s warme:

If chis be Magick, letitbe an Are

Law-
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Lawfull as Eating,
Pol. Sheembraceshim,
Cam, She hangs abouc hisnecke,
1f (he percaine to life, lecher fpeake oo,

Pol, 1,and make it manifclt wheee the ha'sliu'd,
Or how ftolne from the dead?

Pan{, That fheislwing,
Wereitbut told you, {hould behooted at
Like anold Tale : but it appeares fhe liues,
Though yet fhe{peake not. Marke alittle while:
Pleafe youto interpoie (faire Madam) kuecie,
And pray your Mothers blefling : turne good Lady,/
Qur Perdstas isfound.
Ier. YouGodslooke downe,
And from your {acred Viols pourc your graces
Vponmy dwughtershead : Tell me (mine orvace)
Where haft thoubin preferu’d? Wheic hiu'¢?How found
Thy Fathers Court ? Forthou fhalcheare that 1
Knowing by Paslina, thas the Oracle
Gaue hopethou waft in being. haue preferu’d
My felfe, to fee the y flue.

Dasl. There’s teme enough for that,
Leaftthey detire (vpon this pufh)to trouble
Your ioyes, with like Relavion. Go together
You precious winners all : your exultation

T he Winters T ale.
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Partake to euery one : T (an old Turtlc)
Will wing me to fome wither'd bough, and there
My Matc (thet’s neucr to be found againe)
Lament,¢ill I am loft.

Les, O peace Pasima:
Thou ﬂaouﬁ!ﬂ a husband take by my centent,
Aslbyzhinea Wife. Thisis a Match,
And imade betweene’s by Vowvies. Thou haft found mice,
Buthow, is to be queftion’d : for I faw her
(AsTthought) dead : and haue (1n vaine) faid many
A'prayer vpon her graue, Ile not fecke farre
(For him, I partly know hismiade)to finde thee
An honourable husband, Come Cuamulls,
And take her by the hand : whofe worth,and honefty
Isrichly noted : and heere juftified
By Vs, a pairc of Kings. Let's from this place.
Whae? looke vpon my Brother : both your pardons,
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes.
My illfufpition : This your Son-in-law,
And Sonne vnte the King, whom heauers dire&ting
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paslina,
Leade vs from hence, where we may leyiurely
Each one demand,and anfwere to lus part
Perforin’d in this wide gap of Time, fince firft

Wewere diffcuer’d : Hattily lead away. Exexnt,

The Names ofthe A&ors.

L Eontes, Kong of Sicsllin,

M awslla, yong Prince of Sicillia.
Camllo.

Antigenss. Foure
Clesmmes. C Lords of Sicslra,
Dien.

Hermione, Qucencto Leant

Perdita, Dasghier to Leontes and Hermione .
Panlna, wife to Antigonws.

Emilia, a Lady.
Polixenes, King :f ‘Bobema.
Florizell, Prince of Bobemna.
Old Shepbeard, reputed Fasber of Perdita.
Clowne his Scwne,
Antolscus ,a Rogwe,
Archidammns, & Lord of Bohemis.
Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Seruants,
Shepbeards,and Shephearddeffes.
FINIS.
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