o Aitus Primus.

CYMBELINE.

Scana Prima.

——

Estter two Gentiewsen.,

1. Gent,
5+ % Oun do not meet a man but Frownes.

{% =13 Our bloods no more obey the Heauens
, y i Then our Cousticrs :

Tom 243 IStill ieeme as do’s the Kings.

2 Gert, Butwhat's the atter ?

1. His deughter andthe heeof'skingdome (whom
Be purpos’d to his wiuesfole Sonine, a Widdow
Thac late be married ) hath refert’d ber felfc
Vato a poare, but worthy Gentleman.  She’s wedded,
Her Husband bamith'd ; the imprifon’d, all
Is ourward foriow, though I thinke the King
Beravch'd at very bease,

2 Nonebnt the l\'ing?

1 He2thathath lofthertvo: fois the Qucene,
That moft delir’d the Match. But not a Cousticr,
Althcugh they weare their faces to the bene
Ofthe kings lookes, hath g heart thac isnot
Glad at thething they (cowleat.

2 And why to?

1 Hethachathmifs'dthe Princefle, is athing

Too bad, for bad report : and he thac hath her,
(! meane,thac marricd her, alache:good man,
Ardtherefore bamth d ;18 Creature, fuch,
Astofecke through the Regions of the Earth
For cne, huslke s there would be fomething failing
I hum, that fhould compare. I donotthinke,
So faire an Outward, aud fuch fufte Within
Eudowes a man, buchee.

2 You ipeake tum farre. .

1 Ido extend him (Sir)within himfelfe,
Crufh him together, ratherthen vnfold
His meafure duly.

2 What’s his name,and Birth ?

1 1cannotdelue him to the roote : His Father
Was call'd Swerllisns, who didioyne his tlonor
Again(t the Romanes, with Caffibulan,

But bad his Titles by Tenamtiss, whom

Hec ferw’d with Glory,and adwir’d Succeffe :

] Sc gain'd the Sur-addicicn, Leowatss.

Andhad (befides this Gentleman in queftion)

Two other Sonnes, who inthe Warres o’th’time

Dy’de wih their Swords in hand.For which,cheir Father
Then old,and fond of y{Tue, tooke fuch forrow

That ne quit Being ; and his genrle Lady

b

Rigge of this Gendeman {ous Theame ) decraft
Asbhe wasborre. The King bie takes the Babe
Tolusprotection, calshia: Poflbsmus Leonatse,
Lreedes hum, and makes bim ot his Bed-chainber,
Puts to him all the Learrings thot his ume
Could make himthe recciver of, wivich he tooke
As we doayre, falt as twas minihed,
Andin’s Spr.ng, became atiarueft - Lin'din Court
(Whichrareits to do)mefl pran’d, meftleu'd,
A tampleto the yo: geft: (o tl. more Mature,
A glaffethae feated ttem . and co the graver,
A Ciulde thacguided Dotards. 10 his Mingis,
(For whom be now is bamith’d) her owne price
Proclaimes how fhe efteem’d bim; and bus R/crtue
By her electié may be traly read, what kind of man ke 0.

2 Lhanot hitn,even our of your sepot.
Bur pray youtell me, is the folc childe to’th’King ?

1 His onely childe:
He had two Sonnes (it this be worch your hearing,
Markeit) che eldeft of thern, 8¢ three yeares cld
I'th’twathing cloathes, the ocher from thesr Nurfet{
Were ftclae, and to chus houte, no ghefle in knowledge
Which way they went.

3 itlowlongisthisago?

1 Some twenty yearcs.

2 That 3 Kings Children thould be fo conuey'd,
Soflackely guarded, and the fcarch (o flow
That could net trace them.

1 Howf(oere, tis Rrange,
Or that the negligence may well be laugh'dat
Yetis ic true Sir.

3 I dowell belecue you.

1 Wemuft forbeare. Heere comes the Gentleman,

The Queene,and Prinecfle. Exennt
Scena Secunda.
Enter tbe Quaene, Poftbumms, asd Inogen.

Qn. No,be affur'd you thall not finde me(Dsughrer)
After the flander of moft Step-Mothers,
Euill-ey’d vato you. You're my Prifoner, but
Your Gaoler fhall deliuer you che keyes

12 3 Thee
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Thatdocke vp yourrefteaine, For you Pofhumms,
So foone as 1 can win th'offended King,
Lwill be knowoe your Aduocate : matry yet
The five of Rage is io bim, and ‘twere gaod
“Youlean'd vato his Sentence, with what patience
Your wifedome may informe you. ~
Poft. "Pleafe your Highnefle,:
] will from henceto day.
9n. Youknow theperill:
1le ferch aturne about the Garden, pittying
The pangs of barr'd Affetions, though the King
Hath charg’d you fhould not fpeakc together,  East
Iwo. O diffembling Curtefie! How fine this Tyrant
Can tickle where fhe wounds? My deese@ Husband,
I fomething feare ny Fathers wrath, bue notiyng
(Alwayes referu'd my holy duty) what
Hisrage can do on me. Youmuft be gore,
And I thall heere abide the hourely (hot
Of sngry eyes : not comforted to live,
But that there is this [ewellin the wotld,
"That I may fec againe.

O Lady, weepe no mere, lealt T gine caufe
Tobe fufpelted of more tendernefle
Then doth become a man, 1willremaine
The loyall'f husband, that did ere plight troth,
My refidence in Rome, at one Frlors's,
Who, to my Father was a Friend, to me
Knowne but by Letter; thither write (my Queene)
And with mine eyes, le drinke the words you fend,
Though Inke bemade of Gall.
Enter Qnecne.

Gu. Bebriefe, I prayyou:
If the King come, I fhali incurre, L know not
How much of his difpleafure : yet llemoue him
To walke this way : 1 neuer do him wrong,
But he do’s buy my Iniuries, to be Fricnds
Payes deere for my offences.

Psft, Should we beraking leaue
Aslong atermeas yet we haue co hue,
The loathneffc to depare,would grow : Adieu,

Ime. Nay,flayalutle:
W ere you buc riging tovth to ayre your felfe,
Such parting weietoa petty. Looke heere (Louc)
This Eiamond wasmy Mothers; takeit (Heart)
Butkeepeittill youwoo another Wife,
When Imogen is dead.

Poft. How,hew? Another?
You gentle Gods,giue me but thisThaue,
And feare vp my embracements from a next,
With bonds of death. Remame remaine thou heere,
While fenfe can keepe icon : And fweeteft, faireft,
As 1 (my poore {clte) did exchange for you
To yourfoinfinite loffe ; foin our trifles
il winne of you. For my fake wearethis,
Itisa Manacle of Loue, lle placeit
‘Vponthis fayre Prifoner,

_Ime. O theGods !
When (hall we fee againe?
Enter Cymbeline yand Lords.
Peft. ‘Macke,the King, -
Cym. Thou bafeft thirg, anoyd hence,from my fight:

>t 1€after chis command thou fraught the Court

With thy vaworthine(le, thou dyeft. Away,
Thou'nt poyfon ta my blood,
Peft, The Gods protet you,

- -~

Poff. My Queene, my Mifkris: ¢

)

}

|

And bleffe the good Remainders of the Coust:
Jam gone,

Ime, There cannotbe spinchin
More (harpethen this is, d desth
(ym. Odifloyall thing,
Thac fhould'ft repayre my youth, thouheap'ft
Aycaresageonmee,
Imo. 1befecch youSir,
Harme not your felfe with your vexation,
1am fenfelefle ofyonr Wl’a(h; a Touch more rare
Subduesall pang s.all feares,
Cym, Paft Grace ¢ Obedience?
Imo, Pafthope,and in difpaire,that way pa .
Cym, That ni:ight’ﬂ hauc‘;ud way paft Grace
The {ole Sonne ofmy %cenc.
Imo. O blefled, that 1 might not: I chof|
And d:d auoyd a Puttocke. & aoEagle
Cym. Thou took’t a Begger,would’
Throne, aSeate for bafencﬂg.g ’ Ahaue made my
Imo, No,Irather added a luftre toit,
Cym. Othouvilde one!
dmo, Sir, :
Itis your fault that Thauelow'd Poffbumsy :
You bred him as my Play-fcllow, and he s
A man, wotth any woman : Ouer-buyes mee
Almoftthe fummc he payes.
Cym. What? art thoumad ?
Imo. Almoft Sir: Heauen reftore m= : would I were
A Necat-heards Daughter, and my Leonatws
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne.
Enter Sucene.
Cym, Thou foolifh thing;
They were againe together : you haue done
Not after our command. Away with hes,
Aund penhervp.
Qu. Beleech your patience : Peace
Deere Lady daughter, peace, SweetSoueraigue,
Leaue vs to our {clues and make your {elf fome comfore
Out of your belt aduice.
Cym. Nay lether languith
A drop of blood aday, and being aged
Dyeof :his Folly.
Enter Pifan:o
Qu. Fye,youmuft giue way .
Heere1s yonrServant. How now Sir? What newes ?
Psfa. My Lotd your Sount, drew on my Mafter.
Ox. Hah?
No harme Leruftis done?
Pifa. Theremight haue beene,
But that my Mafter racher plaid, then foughr,
And had no helpe of Anger . they were parted
By Gentlemen, athand.
Qu. Tamvery gladon't.
Imo. Your Son’s my Fachers friend, he takeshis pare
To draw vpon an Exile, O braue Sir,
I would they were in Affricke both together,
My fclfe by withaNeedle, thar [ might pricke
The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafter?
Pifa. On his command : he would not fuffermee
To bring him tothe Hauen:: left thefe Notes
Of what commands I fhould be fubieét too,
Wh~nt pleas’d youto employ me.
Du. This hathbeene
Your faithfull Servant : 1 dare Jay mine Honour
Hewillvemaine {o,
Psfa. Thumbly thankeyou Highncfle

Exit,
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Qs. Pray walkea-while,

Ime. Aboutfome halfchoure hence,
Pray you fpeake with mes, '
You (hall(at leaft)go fec my Loid aboord.

For this time leaue me. Exennt,

Scena Tertia.

Enter Closten andtwo Lords.

1. Sir, I wculd aduife you to fhift a Shire; the Vio-
lence of Action hath made you reek asa Sacnfice: where
ayre comes out, ayre comesin: There’s none abroad {o
wholefome as that you vent.

(e, 1fmy Shirc were bloody, then to fhuftit,
Haue T hurt him?

3 No faith : not {o much as his patience.

v Hurthim? Hisbodic’s a paffabie Carkaffe f hebee
not hurt. Tcisathrough-fare for Steele ficbe not hurr.

2 HisStecle was in debe, it went o’th’Backe-fide the
Towre,

Clst. The Villaine would not fland me.

2 No,but he fled forward i1, toward your face,

1 Stand you ?you haue Land enough ot your cwne:
But he added to your hauing, gaue you fome ground,

2 Asmany Inches,as you haue Oceans/ Puppies.)

Clet. Y would they had not come betweencvs.

3 Sowoutd I, ullyeu had meafur'd ho w long a Foole
youwere vpon the ground.

Clot. And that {hee (hould loue this Fellow, andre-
fule mec. :

2 If it beafinto makeatrue eleQion,'(heis damn’d.

1 Sir,as I told youalwayes : her Beaucy & her Braine
gonot together, Shee’sa good figne, but 1 haue fcene
fmall refle&ion of her wit.

2 She fhines not vpon Fooles, lesft the refletion
Should kurt her,

Clot. Come,licto my Chamber : would there had
beene fome hurt done. ]

3 1 wiihnot fo, vnleffe it had bin che, fall of an Affe,
which is no grest hurt.

Cloe. You'l go with vs?

- ¢ llgattend your Lordfhip,
Clot. Nay come, lec’s go together,
3 Wellmy Lord,

Exennt.

Scena Quarta.

v

Enter Imogen and Pifanio.

Imo,1 would thou grew'tt vato the fhores o’th’Hauen,
And que@tioned’ cucry Saile : if he thould write,
And 1 not haue it, ’twere s Paperloft
Asroffer’d merey is : What was the laft
That he {pake roh thee? :

Pifa. It was bis Queene, his Queene.

Imfo. Then w:m'dQﬁ'is Handk&ﬁicfe ?

Pifs. Aadkiftic, Madam,

Imo:. Senfelefle Linnen,happier therein then I:
And that was ail?
Pifa. No Madsm: for folong

e

As he could nmmke me with bis eye, or care,
DiRtinguifh him from others, he did keepe

The Decke, with Gloue,or Hat,or Handkerchife,
Still wauing, as the fies and (hirres of's mind
Could beft expreffc how flow his Soule fayl'd on,:
How fwift his Ship.

Ims. Thou fhould'Rt haue tnade him
Aslittleasa Crow, or leffe, ere left
To after-eye him.

Pifa. Madam, foldid.

Imo, 1 would haue broke mine eye-fitings ;
Crack’d them,but to looke vpon him,till the diminution
Of fpace, had pointed him (harpe asmy Needle s
Nay, followed him, till he had melced trom
The fmalnefle of a Gfiat, to ayré : and then
Haue turv’d mineeye,and wept, But good Pifanie,}
When (hall we heare frem him,

Pifa. Be affurd Madam,

With his nexc vantage,

Imes. 1 didnottake my leaue of him,but had
Moft pretty things to fay : Ere I could tell him
How [ would thinke on hiw at certaine boures,

Such thoughts, andfuch: Or I could make him fwn\"e, .

The Shees of ftaly fhould not betray
Mine Incereft, acd his Honour : or haue charg’d him
Atthe fixthoure of Morne, st Noone, at Midmghs,
T encounterme with Orifons, for then .
Tamin Heauen forhim: Orere ] could,
Giue lum that partung kiffe, whichT had (et
Betwixt two charming words, comes in my Father,
And like the Tyrannous breathing of the Nosth,
Shakes all our buddes from growing.
Enter a Lady.

La. The Queene (Madam)
Defiresyour Highnefle Company. :

Imo. Thofe things Ibid you do,‘get them difpatch’d,
I will atzend the Queene, - :

Psfs, Madam,] fhall, ' Exemwt,

——

Scena Quinta,
s

AN

Enter Pbilario, Lachimo . a Fienchman a Dateh.
man,and 4 Spansard, .
lach, Belecue it Sir, 1 haue fecne himin Britaine; hée
was then of a Creflznt note, expetted to proue fo woor-
thy, as fince he hathbeene sllowed thename of . Buc I
could then haue look’d on him,, without the helpof Ad«
m:ration, though the Catalogue of his endowments had
bin tabled by his fide,and I to perufe him by Tvems, -

Phid. You peake of him when he was leffe fucnifh’d,
then iow heeis, withthat which makeshim beth with.
out, and within, . . .

French. Thaue {eene himin France : wee had veryma.
ny there, could behold the Sunrie, with as fitme eyed as
hee. -

Iach. Thismatter of matrying his Kings Daughiser,
whereinhe muft be weighed rather by her valew, then
his owne, words him (I doubt not)a great desle fronr che
macter. -

Fresch, Andthenhisbanithments - .

ZTach, 1,and the approbation ofthofechat weepethis
lamentable 'diuorce vader het coloursy sre windesfully]

w

.
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to extend him,be it but co fortifie her iudgement, which
eife an esfic bactery might lay flac for ui’mg aBegger
without lefle quality.But how comes it,he is to (oiourne
with you? How creepes scquaintance ?

Phd. His Fathee and 1 were Souldiers together, to
whom ] haue bin often bound for no lefle then my hfe.
Enter PoSthumus.

Heere comcs the Bricaine, Lechim befo entestained a-
mong ftyou,ss fuites withGentlemen ot your knowing,
toa Stranger of his quality, ] beleech you all be better
knowreta this Gentleman, whom I commend to you,
as 2 Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy heis, 1will
leaue to appeare hereafter, rather then ftory him in his
owne hearing.

Frexch. Sit,wehaueknow ne togither in Orleance.

Pof.Since when [ haue bin debter to you for courte-
fies,which 1. will becuer to pay,and yet pay full.

Fremch. Sit,you o're-rate my poore kindnefle,I was
glad I did attone my Countryman and you:it had beene
prety you fhould haue beene put together, with fo mor-
tall a purpofe,as then each bore, vpon importance of fo
{light and trigiall a nacure,

Peil, By your pardon Sir,i was then a young Trauel-
ler, rather ({un'd to go euen with what T heard, thenin
my cuery action to be uided by others experiences:but
vpoua my mended judgement (1f I oftend to (ay it 1s men-
ded) @y Quarrell was notaltogether flight.

French, Faith yes, to be put ro the arbiterment of
Swords, and by {uch two,that would by alllikelyhood
haue confounded one the other,or haue falne both.

Lech, Can we with maaners, 3ske what wasthe dif-
ference ?

French, Safely, 1 thinke, twasa contention in pub-
licke, which may (witliout contradi&tion) fuffer these-
pore. It was much Like an argument that fell out laft
mghe, where each of vs fell ia praife of our Country.
Miftreffes. This Gentleman at tiactiaie vouching (and
vpon werrant of bloody affirnacion ) his to be miore
Faire,Vertuous, Wife, Chafte, Conttane, Qualified,and
leffe sttemptible then any, the careft of cur Ladicsin
Fraunce.

Lach. That Lady isnot now liwing; or ‘tinis Gentle-
mans opinion by this,worne our.

Peff. She holds her Veitue flill,and I my mind

dach. You muftnotio farre preterse her, fore ours of
Tealy,

Paftb. Being (o farre provok’d ss I was it Srance:!
would abate her nothing,though 1 profefle my felfc her

1 Adoser,not her Friend.,

Jach. As fairc, and as geod:a hind of handinhand
comparifon, had beene fomcthing too faire, and too
good forany Lady in Britamie; ir' (he went before others,
I'hauefeencas thac D:amound of yours out-lufters many
Ihaue behield, T couldroc beleeue fhe cxcelledmany:
bue I haue not feens the meft pretious Diamond that is,
ot you the Lady,

Poft. 1prais’d herasIraied lier . fo do I my Stone.

Tach, What Jo you efteeme icat?

Poff. Morethen the world enioyes.

lach. Either your vnparagon'd Miftirs is dead, or
the's out-priz’d by a unflc.

Poft. Youare miftaken: the one may befolde or gi-
ven,or ifthere were wealth enough for the purchales.or
merite for che guift. The other 15 not athing for fale,
and onely the guift of the Gods.
lach. Whichthe Gods haue giuenyou?

Peff. Whichby thelr Graces I willkeepe.

Tach. You may weste her 1a tile youss :but you
know ftrange Fowle hight vpan neighbouring Ponds:
Your Ring may be folne too,tc yourbrace o v prizea-
ble Eftimations,the one »s but fraile, and the o her Catu-
all;e A cunning Thiefe, or 3 (that way) accomplh'd
Courtier, would hazzard the winni..g bothof fuft aud
laft.

Pojt. Your Italy ,containes none fo sccomphifh’'da
Courtier to conmnce the Honour of my. Miftr:s : 1f i the
holding or luffe of tnat, youtetme her fraile, 1 dono.
thing doubt you haue flore of Theeues,notwiihitianding
1fesre not my Ring.

Phil. Letvsleaue heere Gentlemen ?

Poff. S:ur, with all my haart. This worthy Signior |
thanhe him, makes no firanger of me, we are fanuhiar at
fistt.

Jach. With fiuc tin.es fo much conuetfation,] fheuld
gee ground of your faire Muilr's; make hier gobacke,e-
uen to the yeilding, had I admite2.ive, aad opportunstie
to friend.

Poff. Noyno.

lach. 1 dase thereupon pawne the moyticot my F-
fate, to your Ring, which :n my opinion o’re-valucs it
fomething : but I make my wager rather again{t your
Confidence,shen her Reputation, And to barre your of-
fence heerein to, I dusft astempe it sgainit any Lady in
the world,

Peff. Yousreagreat deale sbus’d intoobsldaper-
fwafion,and | doubt not you tuftaine what yare wosthy
of,by your Attempt.

Lach, What'sthac ?

Pofth. ARepulle though your Attempt { as you cal.
it)defeiue more;a punifhment too,

Phs. Gentleruen enoughof this, it came :n toc fo-
dainciv,lecit dyeasit wasborne,and I proy you be bet-
ter acquainted,

Lach. Would 1 had puc my Fitate,and my Neighboss
on th'approbation of what T have fpoke,

Poff. Whatludy wouldyou chefetosflaile?

Jach, Youss,whomin conflancie you thinke fands
fo {afe. 1 wili I3y youten thoufands Duckets to your
Ring, that commend me rotheCourt where your La-
dy 1s,vvith no more avuantage thea the opportunitie of o
fecond coaference, and I wili bun g from thence, that
Honor ofhers,which youimagine forefera'd,

Pofthmus. 1willwage aganft your Gold, Geldto
it: My Rung I holde ceere as my finger, s pus of
it

fack. Youare a Friend, and there in che wiler :if you
buy Ladies ficfh ata Million aDiam, you cannot pre-
feure it fiom tasnung; but 1 fee you haue fome Religion
in you,that you feare,

Poffbu. This 1s but a cuftome inyour tonguc. you
beare s grauer purpofe I hope,

Iach. 1am the Mafter of my fpecches,and would en-
der.go what's fpoken,| {weare. ' ‘

Poftby  Will you?1fhall but lend my Diamond ‘.m
your returne :lec there be Couenants drawre between's,
My Mifinis exceedes in goodnefTe,the hugencfle of yout
vaworthy thinking . dare you to thismatch : heere's my
Ring.

Phil. 1wllhaveicnolay.

Iack. BytheGodsitisone : if 1bring youno fuffi-
cientreftunony that Thave enioy'd che deereft bodily
part of your Miftns - my ten thoufand Duckess are your;,

o

e o ——

I iv. 22—170

880




The Tragedy of Cmbeline.

fo isyour Diymond too : if I come off, and leaue her in
fuch honour as you hauetruftin ; Shee your Jewell, this
your Iewell, and my Gold .are yours : proutded, I haue
your commendation, for my more free entertainment.
Peff. 1embrace thefe Conditions,let vs hape Articles
beewixe vs : oncly thus farre you fhall anfwe-e, 1f you
make your voyape vpou her,and grug me direlly to va-
derftand, youhaue preuayi'd, T am no forther your Ene-
my, theeisnot werth aur debate. 1 (hee remaine vafe-+
duc'd,you notmakiog it appearc otherwife : foryouril
opiicn,and thaffault you hage made to her chafiity,you
fhall an“wer mewithyour Swe. d

Lach Yourhand, aCoucnani: weewill hiucthele
things fee downce by lawtull Ceunt il and fraichtawsy
for Britainc, ealt the Bargaine fhould catch coide, and
fterue : I will ferch my Gold, and havc surtwo Wagers
recordea. .o

Poft. Agreed. .

French. Whll this hold, thinke you,

Phil, Signior Lachime will not fromit.
Praylet vs follow em. L

o
.

Exennt

“~

‘Scena Sexta.

* - Enter Queewe, Ladies,and Cornelins,
4, Whiles yetihedewe's on ground,
Gatherthofe Flowers,
Make halte, Whoha's the sote of then ?

Lady. 1Madam.

Q:.en. D.lpatch, Ex« Ladies,
Now Maiter Do&tor, hane you brought thofe drugges?

CorPrexfeth your Highnes, 1 thete they are,Madam:
But] Uc cech your Grace, without offtnce
(My Conicien.e bids me aske) wherefore you haue
Commandcd of me¢ thefe moft poyfonous Ceinpounds,
Which aie the mroouers of a languifhing death :
Butthough flow, deadly.

». I wonder, Doftor,
Thou ask'ft me fucha Quettion: Haue I not bene
Thy Pupill long? Halt thounot learn'd m2 how
To make Perfumes? Diftil!? Pyefcrue ? Yeafo,
That our great King him({clfe doth woo me oft
For my Confe&ions > Hauing thus farre proceeded,
(Vhnlefle thou think 't me diuclluh) is’t not mecte
That [ did amphificmyudgementin
Other Conclufions ? I will rry the forces
Ofthefe thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures as
We countnot worth the hanging (but nonc humanc)
Totry thevigour of them, and apply
Allayments tothcir A&, and by them gacher
Their feuerall vertues, and effe@s.

Cor, Your Highne(fe , .
Shall from this pradtife, bur make hard your heast:
Befides, the {eeing thefe effefts will be -
Both noyfome, and infetioas, e

Qx. O content thee, ’ -

i

Exter P:ﬁmic: ] ‘ o \'\\ ‘
Heere cpmes 2 flazcening Rafcall, vpon him
Will Lrft worke : Hee’s for his Maftes, _
And enemy toquy Sosag, Howpow Pifanio? |
Do&or, your {crujee fQe chis timejsguded, /.
Take your wae Wagey i i cjae .

L
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’ Cor. 1dofufpe& you,Madam, :

But you fhall do ne harme.

Us. Hearkcthee,aword,

Cor. 1donotlike her, She dnth chirke theha's
Strange lingring poyfons. I do koow her fpinic,
And will not truft ane of her malice with
A drugge offuch dame’d Nawre. Thote fheha's,
Will Qupifie and dullthe Sente acwhile,
\Which fielt (perchance) fhee'l prove on Cats and Dog:,
Theunafterward vp higher: but there 15

No dangerin what fhew of death e makes,
Motethen chelocking vp che Spirtsa tume,
To be mote frefh, reunnng. Sheisfonl'd
With amofi faife effeét: and I, the truer,
Satobe falfe with her.

' Na further feruce, Doter,
Vanll ] fend forthee. v

Cor, 1humbly tshe my leaue,

Qu. Weepes fhe thll{iaft thou?)
Duittheutinukcinnme
She wi I not querceh, and letinflroétions enter
W here Folly now poflefles? Dothou worke :
Wiien thou (hale bring me word (he loues my Sonne,
lle teli thee on the inflant, thou art then
Asgreatasss !y Malter: Greater, for
His Forrunes ali 'ye tpeechle(le, and his name
Is atlalt gaspe. Feturne he cannot, not
Continue where bicis : To (hnc hisbeing,
Is to exchange onc mifery with another,
And cucry day that comcs, comes to deca
A dayes workeinhim. W\ bac (lialethouexped
Tobedepender onathing that leanes ?
Wio canrot be new butle, norba's no Friends
Samudh, asbut toprop bim ? Thou tak'ft vp
Thou know’(t not what : But take ic for thy labour,
Itisaching ] wade, which bach the King
Fiuc etmesiedeem’d from death, 1donotknow
Whatis miote Cordiall. Nay, I prytheeakeic, .
Icis an ea.ceft of a farther good )
ThacImcancto thee. Tellthy Miftris how -
The cafle ftands with her : doo't, as from thy felfe;
Thinke what a chance thou ehavgeit on, buc thinke
Thonbaft chy Mufss thll, te boote,my Sonne,
Wio (hall take noticeof thee. Ilemouethe King
To any fhape of chy Preferment, fuch
Asthoult defire :and theo my felfe, I cheefely,’ -
That {ct thee onto this defere, a:n bound
Toloade thy meritrichly. Call my women, Exit Pifa.
Thinke onmy words. A flye,and conlant knaue,

Exiz.

Notto befhak'd: the Agentfor his Mafler,
Andthe Remembrancer of her, tobeld .
The hand-faft to her Lord, 1have given him that,
Whichifhetake, fhall quite vopeopleher
Of Leidgers for her Sweete : and which, the afeer
Except fhe bend her humor, fhall be affur’d

To uatte of coo.

Enter Pifanio,and Ladses.

So,fo: Well done, welldope:

The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prime-Rofes | -

Beare to my Cloffet : Fare thee well, Pofanse.

Thinke on my words. " Exiz Qn. and Ladies
Pifa. Andfhalldo: ,

But when tomy good Lord, T proue vntrue,

: He choake my felfe : there’s all Jic do foryou, .

Exst.
Scena

~ oo~ =
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Scena Septima.

Entév Inogen alone.
Ims. A Father crucll,and a Stepdame falle,
A Foolith Suitor tos Wedded. Lady,
That hath her Husband banifh’d : O that Husband,
My fupreame Crowne of griefe,and thofe repeated
Vexationsofit. Had I bin Theefe-flolne,
As ey two Brothers,happy : but moft miferable
Is the defires thac's glorious! Bleffed be thofe
How mesne o cre,that haue their honet wills,
Which feafons comforc. Who may thisbe 7 Fye,

Enter Pifunioand lachsme,

Pifs. Madam,a NobleGentleman of Rome>
Comes from sy Lord with Lerters.,
lach, Change you, Madam ;
The Worthy Leonaim is in fafety,
And greetes your Highnefie deerely.
Ime. Thanks good Str,
You're kindly welcome, :
lach, Al of her,that is out of doore,moft tich ;
1f thebe furnith'd withamind (orare
She is alone th’Arabian-Bird;and 1
Haue loft the wager. Boldneffe be my Friend :
Armc me Audacicie from head to foote,
Orlike the Parthian 1 fhall flying fighe,
Rather dire&tly fly,
‘ Imagen reads.

He ss oz of the Noblz (} note o whofe kendnaffes 1 am moft in-
A finstetytied. Refleit vpon bim accordingly, «s yowvalue your
ruff. Leonatus.
Sofarre [ readealoud. .
But cuenthe very middle of my hearr
Ts warin’d byth’reff,and rake 1t thankefully.
‘| You are as welcome(worthy Sir)as 1
Haue words to bid you,and fhall finde it fo
Inall that I can do.

lach. Thankes faireft Lady:
What are men mad? Hath Nature ginenthem eyes
To fee this vanlted Arch,and the uch Crop
OfSea and Land,which can diftinguith "twixe
The firie Orbes aboue, and thetwinn’d Stones
Vpou the sumber'd B2ach,and can wenot
Partition make with Spectales fo pretious
Twixt faire,and foule 7
Iwe. What makes your admiration?
Tuch. 1t cannotbe 1th’eye : for Apes,snd Monkeys
*Twixt two fuch She's,would chatter this way,and
Contemne with mowes theother, Noci'thiudgmene :
For Idjots in this cafe of fauour,would
Be wifely detinic : Nor i'th’ Appetite.
Slutcery to fuch neace Excellence,oppos'd
Should make defire vomit emptinefle,
Not {o sllur d to feed.
Iwo.. W hat is the mattes stow?
Toch. The Cloyed will:
That fatiate yet ynfatisfi'd defire,that Tub’
Both fiPd and running : Rauening firft the Lambe,
Longs after for the Garbage. :
Bws. What, deere Sis,
Thus rap's you ? Are you well?

To giue huw welcome.

Thereme

lack, Thanks Madem well : Befeech you Sir,
Defite my Man s abo%¢. where 1 did leaue hime
He's fteange and peswth,
Pifa. 1 Was 201133 Siry
Exit,
Imo. C -ntioucs vellmy Lord?
His health beicecu you?
lech, Well Maitam, .
Imo. 1she cifpos’d to mirth ? Thopeheis,
lach. Exceeding pleafant : none a firanger there,
Somerry,and fo gamefome: heis call’d
The Britaine Reueller.
Imo. When he was heere
He did inchine to fadnefle,and oft times
Not knowsug why.
Jach. 1 neuerfaw him fad,
There 15 a Frenchman his Companion,one
An eminent Monfieur,that it feemes much loves
A Gallian-Girle at home, Hefurnaces
The thicke fighes from him;whiles the iolly Britsine,
(Your Lotd I meane)laughes from's frec lungs xcries oh,
Csn my fides hold,s0 think that man who knowes
By Hiftory Report,or his owne proofe
What woman is,yes what (he cannot choofe
But muft bewill’s free houses languifh:
For affured bonaage ?
Ime. Willmy Lord 3y fo?
Jack. 1Madam,with bis eyes in flood, with laughter,
1tis a Recreation to be by
And heare him mocke the Frenchman
But Heauen’s know fome men ate muchtoo blame.
Iwe. Nothe I hope.
lach. Not he ;
But yet Heauen's bounty towards him,mighe
Be vs'd more thankfully. Inhimfclfe tis much;
In you whichlaccount hisbeyond all Talents.
Whil't 1 am bound to wonder,l am bound
To pitty too.
Imo. What do you picty Sir ?
Jaeh. Two Creawures hearryly.,
Imo. AmloneSic?
You looke on me : what wrack difcesne you.in me
Defe: ues your pitty ?
Jack. Lamentable: what
To hide mefrom the radiant Sun,and folace
’th'Dungeon by a Snuffe.
Imo, 1pray youSir,
Deliuer with more opennefie yous anfweres
Tomydemands. Whydo you pitty me ?
lach. Thatothers do,
(I was abouc to fay)enioy your —but
Iris an office of the Godste verngeit,
Not mine to fpeake on't,
Imo. Youdo feeme tn know
Something of rue, or what concetnes mej pray youl
Since doubting things goill,often hurts mose
Then ¢o be fure chey do. For Certaintics
Licher are pafl remedies; or timely knowing,
Xy then borne, Difcouer tome
What both you fpur snd ftop.
lich' Hadthis cheeke -
Tobathe my lips vpon schis hand, whofe touch,
(Whofe euery touch)wauld farce the Feclers {ouls
To'th'oach of loysity. Thisobie&,which
Takes prifoner the wild motion of mine cye,
Fieting k oncly heere, fhiould I (dsmn'd then)

%
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S lauuer with lippes as common as the fRayres

T hat mount the Capitoll : Toyne gripes,with hands
Madc bard with hourely falfhood (falfliood as
Wich labonr:) then by peeping in an eye

Bafc undilluftrnnc as the fmoakic light

That's fed with fhinking Tallow : it were ne
Thacalltheplagues of tzll thould at on~c me
Enconnte fuch resolt.

Imo. My Loid, Iferre
HastorgotBritcaine.,

Inci . Andiamlelfe,not I
Inclard to tasiarellicence, pronouace
The Leguaiy ofhus change . but'tis your Graces
Trat o my muielt Confuence, tomy torgue,
Charmes thisreport out,

Ima, Letimehearenomore.

Tack. O decreit Seule : your Canle dosh finke iy hart
Wich putey, thacdoth make me i, A Lady
Sotanc,and faften’d toan Favere
Wouldmake the nrmrri [ g double, to be partrer’d
With Tomboyes .y "d, wiih that felfe exiitbion
Whichyom awae Lofters yeeld: with difeas’d ventures
Thatplar wahzil Infirmimies for Gold,
Wiichrottennafe canlend Nature, Suchboyl’d fuffe
As well might povien Poyfor. Bereneng'd,

Ot (he that bore you:, was no Quecne,and you
Recoyle from your great Stocke.

Imo. Reueng’d:

How thonld I bz reueng’d? Ifthi. betrue,
(AsT haue {uch aHearr, thauboth mine eares
Mofl not i hafie abufe )sf itbetsue,

JHow fhould 1be reueng’d ?

Iach. Stould hemakeme
Liuz like Daana’s Prizft, betwixt cold fheets,
Wheles bes vaulung variable Rampes
Inyourdeip.ght, vpou your paife: reuengeit.
Tdedicate my felfe to your fweet pleafure,

More Noble then that runnagateto your bed,
And will continue faft to your Affeétion,
Sull ciole, as fure,

Imo. \Vhathoa, Pifanie?

Jach, Letmemy feruce tender onyour lippes.

Ime, Away, | docondemne mine cares,thac haue
So long attended thee. 1 thou wert Honourable
Thou would'ft haue told this tale for Vertue, not
For fuch an end thou feck’R}, as bafe,as firange :
Thou wrong’ aGentleman, who s as farre
Fromthy report, as thou from Honor: and
Solicites heere a Lady, thar difdaines
{ Thee,and the Divell Jlike. What hoa, Psfamo ?
‘The King my Father (hall be made acquainted
Of thy Affaule: ifhe fhali thiake ic fir,
A fawcy Strangerin his Court, to Mare
AsinaRomith Stew, and to expound
His beaftly minde to vs ; he hatha Coure
Helictle cares for, and a Daugheer, who
Henot refpe&tsatall, Whathoa, Prfanse?

Jach. O happy Leowarss | may fay,
The credic that thy Lady hath of thee
Defcrues thy truft, and thy moft perfe@ goodnefle |
Her affur’d credit, Bleffed live youlong,
A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that cuer
Country call'd hus; and you his Miftris, onely
For the moft worthieft fit. Giut me your pardon,
I haue fpoke this te know if your Afhance
Were deeply rooted, and thall make your Lotd,

J

—~———

"That which heis,new o’re ; And he is one
The trueft manner'd : {uch a holy Witch,
That he enchants Socicties into him ¢
Halfe all, men hearts are his.
Imo. Youmake amends.
Tach. Helits’'mongRmen, like 2 defended God ;
He hatha kinde of Honor fets him off,
More then amortall feeming. Benot angrie '
(Mot mighty Princeffe) that I haue aduentur’d
Yo tryr your taking of afalferepore, which hazh
Honour'd with confiematon your great Iudgement,
inthe cle&ion ofaSie,fo rare,

. Which you know, cannot erre. The loue I beare him,

Made me to fanyou thus, but the Gods made you
{Volkeall ot'ner? chaffeleffe. Pray your pardon,

Ime. All's wellSic: .
Take my powre1'th'Court for yours.

Lach. My humbie thankes : 1hadalmoii forgot
T'intreat your Grace, but in a fmall requett,:
And yet of moment too,for it concernes:
Your Lord, my felfe, and other NobleFriends
Are partners in the bufine(fe,

Ime. Pray whatis't?

lach. Some dozen Romanes of vs, and your Lord
(The beft Feather of our wing)haue mingled fummes
Tobuy a Prefew: for the Emperor :
Which I (the Factor for che reft) haue done
In France : "tis Plate of rare deusce, and Iewels
Ofrich, and exquifice forme, their valewes great,
And I am fomething curious, being ftrange
To haue them in {afe Rowage : May it pleafe you
To take them in prote&ion.

Imo. Willingly:
And pawde mine Henor for their fafety, fince
My Lord hathintereft in them, I will keepe them
In my Bed-chamber.

Iach. They ateina Trunke
Atteaded by my men : I will make bold
To [end themte you, onely for thisnighe :
I muftaboord to morrow.

I-n.. O no,no.
" Jach, Yesibefeech : ot Ihall fhort my word
By length'ning my recurne. From Gallia,
I croft theSeas on purpofe,and on promife
To fee your Grace.

Ime. 1thankeyou for your painess
But notaway to morrow.

lach. O 1mult Madam.
Thercfore 1{hall befeech you,if you pleafe
To greet your Lord wich writing, doo’tto nighe,
1 haue out-(tood my time, which is materiall
To'th'tender of our Prefent,

Imo, T will write: .
Send your Trunke to me, it (hel! fafe be kepe, \
And truely yeelded you : you're very welcome, Exemnr.

Actus Secundus. ScenaPrima.

Enter Clotten,amnd the two Lords.,

Clot, 'Was there euer man had fuch lucke>when 1kift
the Iscke vpon anvp-caft, to be hic away? I had & hun-
dred pound on’t : andthen & whorfon I“MA”R

mo
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muft take me vpfor fwearing, o8 if 1 borrowed mine
oathes of him,and«ight aot fpend them at my pleature,

1. What got he by thag ? you haue broke his -pate
with your Bowle. -

. 2. If his wit had binhke him that broke it :ic would
haue ran all out.

Clos., WheaaGentleman is difpos'd to fwestesitis
not for any (fanders by to curcall bis oathes. Ha?

2 No my Lord; nor crop the eares of them,

Clx Whorfoo dog -1 gauehim {at:sfaétion? would
b had . one of my Ranke,

2. To baue fmell'd hkeaFcole.

Ciot. Jamuou vext morc at any, thinginth'earth: a
poxon’t lhadracher net be fo Nobleas L am 2 thicy dare
not fighi with mc, becaulc of the Queene my Mo-
tnci : cuery (oo ke-Slaue bach his belly fuil of Fighting,
ena Daut govp ahd dowue hke a Cock, thatno body
can match,

3. You are Cocke and Capon too, and youcrow
Cock, with your con.beon.

Clor. Saycftihou ?

2. ltisno: fit you Lordfhip fheuld vndertake euery
Companion, that you giae offence too.

(lot. No,l know that: butstis 'tic IHhouid commit
offence to my inferiors. -

3 Litisficfor your Lordfhip onely.

Cloe. Why follzy.

1. Didyou heere of a Stranger that’s come to Court
nighe?

Clot. AStranger,and ] not knowon't?

1. There’san italian come, snd 'tis thought one of
Leomatns Friends.

Clot, Lzo<atiu? A banifht Rafcall; and hesapocher,
whatfoeucr hebe. Wno told you of thisStranger 7

1. One of yous Lordthips PPages, :

Clot. Is1: el wentto looke vponhim?Is thereno
de 'ogation int?

2. Youcannotderogare pry Lord.

Clet, Noteafily l thunke,

2. YouaieaFoole graunted, therefore your Iffucs
being foolifh do notderogace. '

Cloz, Come, 11¢ gofee thusItzlisn: what Thaueloft
to day at Bowles,lle winnc to night of hfm, Come :go.

3. Ileateend your Lordfhip, Exit,
Thar fuch a crattie Diucil as is his Mother

hould yeild the world ehiis Affe: A woman, that

Beares ail downe wizh her Braine,and this ber Sonne,
Canuot take two from tw enty for his heare, ‘

"{ Aud leauc erghteene, Alas poore Princefle,

Thou divine fmogen, what thou endur'tt, ,
Beewixe a Fazher by thy Step-dame g ouern’d,
A Mother hourely coyning plots : A Wooer,
More hateful! then tire foule expulfion is

1 Of ihy degre Hurband. Thea that horrid A&

Of the diuorce. hieel'd make the Heauens hold firme
The walls of thy dzere Honour, Kegpe vnthak’d

That Templc thy faire mind,that thou maift ftand
Teniay thy banby'd Lord :and this great Land.Exenns .

 Sceng Secunda.

Essor Imagesyin ber Bed,omd a Lady,
Ime, Who's there? My wothan ; Helene ¢
La. Pleafe youMadam, . .
- Jwogy Whathoure isic?

2. Ho's a ftrange Fellow humfelte,and knowes it not.

Ledy. Almoft midnight,Madam.
Ime. 1haue read theee haures then:
Mine eyes are weake, :

{ Fold downethelcaferwherel haue l¢ft: to bed,

Take not away the Taper, leaue it burning ;

And)fthou canit awake by foure o’th'clock,

I prythec callme : Slecpe hath ceiz’d me wholly,

To your proteftion I commend me,Gods ,

From Fayiies,and the Tempters of the nighr,

Guard me befeech yee. \ Sleepes.

dachimo from the Trunke.
lech, The Crickets fing,and mans ore-labor'd fenfe

Repaires it felfe by reft : Our Targuine thus

Dud f Of[l}{ preffe the Rufhes,erc he waken'd

The Chaltit:e he wounded. Cyrberes, ,

How braucly thou becom'ft thy Bed;frefh Lilly,

And whiter then the Sheetes : that I might touch,

Butkiffe, or:e hiffe. Rubtes vnparagon'd,

How deerely they doo’t: "Tis her breathing that

Pecfumes the Chamber thus : the Flame ¢’ch™Taper

Bowes toward her,and would vnder-peepe her lids,

To fee thinclofed Lights,now Cavopied

Vider thefe wmdowes, Whiteand. Azure Jac’d

With Blew cf Heauens owne tin&. Butmy defigne,

To note the Chamnber, I will write all downe,

Such,and fuch pr&ures: Therethe window,fuch

Th'adorrementof her Bed;the Arras, Figures,,

W hy fuch, and fuch : and the Tontents o’sh’Storyp
Ah,but fome naturallnotes about her Body,
Abouetenthouland meaner Mcuzables

W ould tefhifie, t’ensich mine [ouentorie,

O fleepe,thou Ape of death lye dull vpon her,

And be het Senfe but s a Monument,

Thus ina Chappell lying. Come off,come off;
Asflippery asthe Gordian-knot was hard,

{ "Tis muneand chis will witnefle outwardly,

As firongly as the Confcience do’s within :

| To'th’madding of her Lord. On hey left breft

A mole Cinque.fported : Like the Crimfon drops

I’ di’bottome of a Cowflippe, Heere’s a Voucher,”
Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secret
Willtorce him thiake Lhaue pick’d thelock,mnd ane

T he treafure of her Honour,. No more: to what end ?
Why fhould I writethis downe, thac’s rueted, ‘
Screw’d to my memofie. She hath binreading late,
The Tale of 7 erems heere the leaffe’s surn’d downe
Where Philomele gaue vp. Thauc enough,
To'th'Truncke againe,and fhut the fpring of it

+ Swift,fwift, you Dragons of the night,thac dawnlng

May beare the Ragenseye : 1 lodge in feare,
Though this a heauenly Angell: hell is heere.

One,two,three: time,time. Exs.

¥

Scena Tertia.

Ewter Clotsen and Lords.
1. Your Lordfh p 1s the moft patient manin Joffe,the
moft coldeft that cuer turn’d vp Ace.
Clet, It would make any mancold te loofe. .
1. But noc euery man patient after the noble temper
of your Lord(hip ; You are moft hot, and furious when
you winne. - Clot

IL i 4—11. iii. 7
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Winniog will putany man into coursge: i1 could gec
this foolith Zmeges, I fhould haoe Gold enough s it’s al-
moft morning, is’cnot ?

1 Day,my Lord.

Clot. Twonld this Muficke would come: T am adui-
fed to giue her Mufickea mornings chey fay it will pcn‘c-
trate. Enter Mufirans,

Comeon, tune: If you can penctrace her with your fin-
gering,fo : wec'ltry with rongue too :if none wall do,let
her remaine : but lle neuer giue o'res Firlt, a very excel-
lent good conceyted thing; after a wonderful fweet aire,
with admirable rich words to it, and chen let her conti-
der,
SONG.

Hearke, bearke, the Larke at Heanens gate firgs,

avd Phabws gins arife,
His Steeds to water as thefe Sprimgs

on chalic'd Flowres that lyes:
And wisking CMary-buds be; s to ope their Golden eyes

With emery thing tbas pretty w.my Lady fweet anfe :
Arife arefe. .

So, get you gone: if this pen trate, I will confider yout
Muficke thebetter : if it do nor, it isa voyce in her eares
which Horfe-haires, and Calues- guts, northe voyce of
vnpaued Eunachto boot,can never amed.
Enter Cymbaline,and Queene.

3 Heere comes the King.

Clot. Tamglad I wasvp {olate, forthat’s thereafon
I was vp focarely: he cannot choofe but take this Ser-
uice ] haue done, fatherly. Good morrow o your Ma-
iefly, and to my gracious Mother.

Cym.Attend you herethe doore of our ftern daughter
Will fhenot forth ?

Clos T hauc affayl'd her with Mufickes,but fhe vouch-
fafes no notice.

Cym. The Exile of her Minion s too new,
She hath not yet forgat him, fome more time
Muft weare the priat of his remembrance on’s,
Andthen the's yours,

2s. You are moft bound to’ch’King,
Who let’s go by mo vantages, that may
Preferre you to tus daughter : Frame your felfe
To orderly folicity, and be friended
With apuielle of the feafon : make denials
Encreale your Seruices : fofeeme, asif
You were infpit’d to do thofe duties which
Youtenderto her : that youin all obey her,
Saue when command to your difmiffion tcads,
Andtherein you are fenfeleffe.

Clot. Senfelefle? Not fo.

Mef. Solike you (Sir) Ambalfadors from Rome;
Theoneis (aiss Lucins.

Cym. A worthy Fellow,
Albeit he comes on angry purpofenow;
But that's no faule of hius : we mnuft receyue him
According to the Honor of his Sender,
And towards himfelfe, bis goodne(Te fore-fpent on vs
We muft extend our notice : Our deere Sontte,
When youhaue giuen good morning to your Miftsis,
Attend the Queene, and vs, we thall hauc ncede
T’employ you towardsfthis Romsne,
Come our Queene. '

Clee, If fhebe vp, Ite fpeake with her : ifnot
Let her Iye flill, and dreame : by your leaue hoa,
1 know her wogmen are about her + what

Exennt,

IfI do line one of cheirhands, 'tis Gold ‘
Which buyes adm-ttance (oft it doth) yes,and makes
Diana’s Rangers falfe chemfelues, yeeld vp
Their Deere to%k’Rand o'th'Stealer : and 'tis Gold -
Which makes the True-man kili’d,and faves che Theefe:
Nay,fometime hangs both Theefe,and True-man : whae
Can itnot do, and video? [ will mske
One of her women Lawyer to me, for
J yet noc vnderfland the cale my felfe.
By yourt leave. Knwockes,
Enter 3 Lady,

La. Who's there that knockes?

Clot. A Gentleman.

La. No more.

Clot. Yes,and a Gendewomans Sonne.

L. That's mere
Then fome whofe Taylors sre as deere as yours,
Canuftly boaBt of : what's your Lord(hips pleafure?

Clot. Your Ladies perion, is fhe ready?

La. 1,tokeepe her Chamber.

Clot. ThereisGold for you,
Sell me your good report.

La How mygoodname? of to report of you
What I fhall thinke is good.  The Princeffe.

Enter Imogen.

Clot, Good morrow faireft, Silter your fweet hand,
Imo. Good morrow Sir, you lsy out too mich paines
For purchaling but trouble : the chankes I give, k
Is tellingyou that I am poore of thankes,
And {carfe can fpare them.
Clor. Sull I {weare llove you,
Jmo, 1f you but faid (o, twere as deepe with me :
Ifyou fwease full, your recompence is thll”
ThatIregatd it nor.
-Clot., Thisisna gnfwer,
Ime, Butths: you fhall not fay, T yeeld being filent,
I'wouldnet fpeake, 1pray you fpare e, ‘tarth
Ifhall vofold equall dicourtefie
To yous beft kinducefle: onc of your great knowing
Sheu dlearne (being taught) forbearance.
Clor. Toleaue youin your madnefle, ‘cwese my fin,
I willnot.
Imo. Fooies are not mad Folkes.
Clat. Do you cali meFoole ?
Imo, Aslammad ldo:
1fyou’l be patient, lle no more be mad, .
That cures vs both. Iam much forry (Sir)
Youputme to forger a Ladics manners
By being fo verball : and learne now, for all,
That I which know my heart, do heege pronounse
By th'very truth ofit, I care not for you,
And am fo ncere the lacke of Charicie
Toaccufe my (clfe, I hate gou : whichI had rathet
You fele, then make’t my boaft.
Clot. You finne againft
Obedience, which you owe yous Father, for
The Contra& you pretend withthat bafe Wretch,
One, bred of Almes, and folter’d with cold dithes,
With fcraps oth’Court : Itis no Contra®, none g
Andthoaghitbe allowed in mesner pasties
(Yet who then he more meane) to knit their foules
(On whom there is no more dependancie
Buc Brats and Beggery) in fclfe-figur'd kner,
Yet youate curb’d from thar enlatgement, by
ssa :

The
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T be confequence o th'Crowne,and muidt not foyle
T he precious note of it; with a bafe Slauc,
AHilding for a Liuone,a Squires Cloth,

A Pantler; not fo erminent.

Ime. Prophanc Fellow :

W ert thou the Sonue of Jupster,and no more,

Bur what thon are befides : thow wer'ttoo bafe,
To be his Groome : thou wer't digmified cnough
Euen to the pointof Enu.e. if ‘tweremade
Comparatiue for your Vercues,to be fhil'd

The vader Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated
Eor being prefer’d fo well,

Clat. TheSouth-Fog rotlum.

Ime. He neusr can meete more mifchance,then come
To be but nam’d of chee. His mean’'® Garment
That euer hath but chpt hisbody; is dearer
In my refped,then 2l the Heares aboue thee,
Wese they all made fuchmen :How now Pifame?

Enter Pifamo,
Ciat, His Garments ? Now the diuell.
Ime. To Derstky my woman hie thee prefently,
Clet, HisGarment?

Iwe. 1am fprighted with aFoole,
Frighted,and angred worfe : Go bid my woman
Search for a Iewell, thactoo cafually
Hach left mine Arme : 1t was thy Mafters. Shrew me
If 1 would loofe it tor s Reuenew,

Of any Kingsn Europe. I dothink,
1{aw"t this morning : Confident [ am.
Laf night ‘twason mine Arme; I afs'd i,
1 hope 1t be not gorie,to tell my Lord
That I kiffe aughe bat he.

Pif. ‘Twill not beloft,

Ime. 1hopefo: go and fearch,

Clet., Youhaueabusdme:

His meancft Garment?

Ims. 1,1{a1d fo Sir,

If you will make’t an A&ion, call witneffeto’s.

Clas, 1wl enforme your Father,

Imo. YourMothertoo:

She’s my good Lady; snd will concieue,1 hope
Buc the worft of mes $o I leaue your Siry

To'th’worft of difcontent, Exiz.
Clos. Jleabercueng’d:s
His mean'ft Garment 2 Well, ‘ Exu,

PO R e

Scena Quarta.

Enter Pofthumussand Philarse.

Poft. Feareitnot Sir: I would I were fo fure
To winne the King, 231 sm bold, her Honour
Will remarne her's.

Phi. Whatmeanes do you make tohims?

Poff. Notany : but abidc the change of Time,
Qrake in the pzefent winters ftace,and with
That warmer dayes would come : Inthefe fear’d hope
I bazely gratifie your loue; they fayling:

I muft die much your debtor.

Pbil. Yourvery goodneﬁ'c.md your company,

Otre-payesall Lcan do. By this your King,

Will do’s Commiffion theoughly. AndI think

Hee'le grantthe Tribute : fend th’Arrecages,
Or looke vpon our Romaines,whofc remembrance
Is yet trefhin their griefe.
Poft. 1dobclecue i
(Stauit chough 1 2m none,nor like tobe)
Tharthis will proue a Waire; and you fhall heare
The Legion now in Galha,fooner landed
In our not-feuring-Britaine,then haue tydings
Ot any penny Tuibute paid. Our Countrymen
Are menmore order’d,then when /nliss Cefar
Sanl’d ac thest lacke of skiil,but found theur courage
Worthy his frowning at. Their difciplir ¢, ]
(Now wing-led with their courages ywil make knowne
To their Approuers, they are People,fuch
Tha’'mend vpon the world. Ewier Lachimeo,
Phi, Sce lachimo.,
Peft. The fvaftft Hares,haue pofted you by land;
And Windes of all thic Corners kifs'd y our Sailcs,
To make your veffell nunb!ec.
Phil. Welcome Sir,
Poft. 1hopethe bricfeneffe of your anfwere,made
The fpecdinefle of your retusne.
Fachs. Your Lady,
Is onc of the fayreft that 1 haue look’d vpon ¥
Pofi. Andtherewithall che befl,or lec her beauty
Looke thosough a Cafement to allure faife hearts,
And be falfe with them.
Tacks, Heereare Lettess for you.
Poft. Their tenure good 1 truft.
Tach, "Tisvery like,
Poft, Was Casss Lucsns in the Britaine Court,
When you were thete ?
lach, He wasexpettedcthen,
But not approach’d,
Poft. Alliswellyerx,
Sparkles this Stone as st was wont,oris'tnot
Too dull for your good weating ?
lach. If L haueloft it,
I (hou!d haue loft she worth of it in Gold,
Ile make a iourney twice as farre,t'enioy
A fecond night of fuch fweet fhortnefle, whicls
Was mine m Bricaine, for the Ring 1s wonue.
Poff. The Stones too hatd to come by,
lach. Nota whit,
Your Lady being focafy.
Poft. MakeunoteSirc
You: lofle,youz Sport : I hope you know that we
Muft not conuinue Friends.
Tach, Good Sir,we muft
If you keepe Couenant : had T notbroughe
The knowledge of your Mifiris home,1 grans
We were to queftion farther; but I now
Profeffemy felfe the winner of her Honor,
Together with your Ring; and not the wronger
Of her,or you hauing procecded but
By both your willes,
- Poff. If you can mak’t apparant
That yon haue tafted her in Bed; my hand,
And Ring is yours. Ifnot,thefoule opinion
You had ofher pure Honoury gaines,or loofes,
Your Sword,or mine,or Mafterieffc leauc both
Te who thall fiade them.
lach. Sit,my Circumfrances )
Being fo nere the Truth,ss I will make them,
Mouft firR induce you 1o heleeue; whofe firength
Iwill confis me wic b oagh,which I doubtnot

Yo

oy

iﬂub hesrd of Great Angaffay : Caim Lucisis,
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You'l giuc meleaue to fpare, when you thall finde
Youneédeit not,
Poft. Proceed.
lach. Fueft, her Hed-chamber
{Where1 confeflc § flept not, buz profeffe
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang'd
With Tapiftry of Sitke snd Siluer, the Story
Proud Clecparr s, when fhe mec her Romaa,
And Sidnsy fwell'd aboue the Bankes, or for
Thepr-fz of Boates, or Price. A peece of Worke
Sobrane'y done, fonich, thatse did trige
In Waoithemanllep, and Value, which [ wonder'd
Couli'he{oarely,and exallly wreught
Since the true life on't was
Poft. Thas it trac:
And thisyoumight haue heard of hecee, Ly ne,
Or by fome cther.
Lich. More particulars
Mu(t rftific my know!ledpe.
Pofi. Sothcy maufl,
Or doc your Hanour inury,
Lscn. The Chimney )
Js South rhe Chamber, end the Ch'mmry-pccce
Chatlc Diaw, bathing . never faw I figures
Sohkely toreport themielues; the Cutter
Was as another Nature dumbe, oac-went her,
Motion,and Breath left out.
Poff. Thusisathng
Which youmghtfiom Relation Lkewife reave,
Bzing asitis, much tpokeof,
l«ch. TheRoofe o'th’Chamber;
With golden Cherubins is fretred. Her Anditons
(I badforgor them) were two winking Cupids
OfSiluer, each on ane foote ftanding, nicely
Depending ontheir Brands,
Foff. Ttusishes Honor «
Lctitbe granted you haue feencall this (and praife
Be gruento your remembrance) the defeription
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faues
Thewager you hauelad.
Lich. Thenifyoucan
Bepale,l begge buzlcauc to ayre chis Tewell : Sce,
And now'usvp aguine : it mu(t be married
To that ysur Diamond, e keepe them.
Poft. Touc
Oncc more let me behold ie: Lsic chat
Which I left wich her?
Tach. Sir(Ithanke her)thae
She ftriprit trom her Arme : I fee her yer :
Her pretty Adtion, did out-fell her guife,
Andyetennich’dit too : fhe gauc itine,
. And faid, fhe priz’d it ence, !
Peft. Maybe fhepluck'd it off
To fehditme.
Tach, She wiites{o toyou? doth(hee?
Poff. Ono,no,no,'tis true. Heere, take this too,
It isa Bafiliske vnto mine eye,
Killes me tolooke on’t: Letthere be no Honor,
Where there is Besuty : Truth,where femblance : Loue,
Where there’s another man. The Vowes of Women,
Of o more bondege be, te where they aremade,
Then they are to their Vertues,which isnothing 3
O,3boue mesfure falfe.
Phil, Haue patiencd Sir,
Aund take your Ring sgaine, tis adt'yet wonne ¢
‘Tt may be probable fhe ot ic:or - '

vt

'

Who knowes :f une her women, being corrupted
Hath ftelnc it trom her,
Poff. Verytrue,
And (o Thope he camzby't:backemy Ring,
Render to me fore corporall Ggoe abouc her
Morc eundent then this: for this was flolne,
lach. By tupiter, T had it troin her Arme.

Poff. Heatkeyou,he (weares: by tupier he fweares.

'Tis toue, nay kecpe the Ring;"tistruc :f am fure
She would not locfe 1t sher Astendancs are

All fworne. and honourable they imduc'd o fleale it ?
Andby aStianger 7 No, be hath enioy'd her,

The Cognitance of herincontinencie

Is this s (hehath bought thename of Whore,thus deerly

There, take thy hyre, and all the Fiends of Hell
Diurde themfelucs betweene you,

Phid. Sir,bepatient:
Thisisnot frong enough to be beleeu'd
Ot one periwaced well of,

Poff. Neuertalkeon':
Shehath bin colted by him.

lech, 1fyou feeke
For further fatisfying, vader her Breaft
(Worthy her preffing) lyes a Mole, right proud
Ofthat mofl del:cate Lodgmeg. By my life
Ikiftse, and it gane meprefent hue cr
Tofeedeagane, though full, Youdo remember
This ftaine vpon her?

Poff, I,andit doth confirme
Another flaine, as bigge as Hell can hold,

Were there no more bute.

lach. Wil you heare smore?

Poff. Spatc your Arcthmaucke,

Nzucr count the Turnes : Quce,and 3 Million.
Iach. llebe fworne.
Poft. No {weiring:
Ifyou will (weare you heue not done't, you lye,
Aud Twillkill thee, if thou G0’ deny
Thou ft made me Cuckold.:

Tach, 1le deny nothung,

Poft. Othatlhad her heere,to teare her Limb-meale:
Iwill gothere and doo't, i'th'Court,before
HerFather.  lledo forcething.

Phid. Qutebefides
The youerninent of Patience, You haue wonne :
Let's follow him, and peructc the prefent wrath
He harh again®t himfelfe,

Tach, Wichall my heait,

€x“ .

Exennt,
Enter Pofthumm,

Poft. Tsthere no way for Men to be, but Women
Mufl be halfe-workers? Weareall Baftards,
And that moft venerable man, which [
Did call my Father, was, I know not where
When I was flampe. Some Coyner with his Tooles
Made ine 2 counterfeit : yet my Mother feem’d
The Dsan of chat time : fo d6th my Wife
The Non-pateill of this. Oh Vengeance, Vengeance !
Me of iny lawfull pleafure fhe teftrain’d,
And pray'd me oft forbearance : didit wich
A pudencie fo Rafic, the fweet view on'¢
Might wéll have warm'd clde Saturne 3
That I thought her . e
As Chafte, 35 vn-Sunu’d Snow, Oh,all the Diuels
Thisycllow Zachimein sn houre, wassnot?

21a3 . Or
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Gmbeline. = —{

Likea fifl Acord Bosté,a Iarmesi o, ~

Cry'de oh,and mounted ; found no o) ﬁoﬂuon

But what he laokd for, fhould oppoft, arid fhe

Should frord dhqountet gifatd. Could] finde out

The Womans pait In me, fot there’s no motion .
That tends to vicy in man, but Lafirme

“{ Itis the Womans pate : belt Lying, noteit,

The womins : Flattering, hers; Deceiving, hers ¢
Luft,and ranke thoughes, hers hers : Reuenges hers s
Ambitions, Couetings, change of Prides, Difdaine,
Nice-longing, Standers, Mutability ;

All Faules thiat name, nay, that Hell knowes, )
Why hers, in part, or all: butrather all For cuen o Vice
They ar¢tiot conftant, but arechanging flill;
Ouce Vice, but of a minute old, for one

Not halfe {o old as that. Tle writc againft them,
Deteft them, cutfe them: yettis %tcncr Skill
In atrue Hate, 1 pray they haue their will:
The very Diucls cannot plague them better,

Or lefley = firﬁs’?erchzncehc fpoke not,bm:

Fxit,

Actus Tertius. ScenaPrima.

P

Emer in State Cymbeline, Queene Closten, and Lords at
onc doore, and as anviber , Casws, Lucins,
and Attendants.

Cym. Now fay, what would Axgufbus Cefar with vs?

Lac. \When Inlis Cefar (wholeremembranceyet
Liaes inmens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues
Be Theame, and hearing cuer)was in chis Britain,
And Conquerd it, Caffibnlan thine Vikle
(Famous 1n Cefirs prayfes, no whit leffe
Then in his Fests defcruing it) for him,
Andhis Succeflion, granted Rome a Tribute,
Yeerely chree thoufand pounds ; which(by thee)lately
1s left yntender'd. "

». Andtokill the meruaile,

Shall be o euer.'

Clot, Thetebemany Cofars,
Ece fuch another Zwlss : Britaine’s a world
By it {elfe, ind we will nothing pay
For wearing ovt owne Nofcs.

L=, Tharopportunity
Which then they had to take from’s, te refume
Wehaue againe. Remember Sir, my Lrege,
The Kings your Anceflors, together with
The naturall bravery of your Ifle, which flands
As Neptunes Parke, ribb’d, and pal'din
With Oskes vmskaleable, 3nd roacring Waters,
With Sands that will nét beare your Enemies Boates,
But fucke them vp to’th' Top-maft, A kinde of Conqueft
Cafar made heere, bue made not heere hisbragge
Of Came, and Saw, and Ouer-came : with (hame;
(The firft hat euer touch’d him) he was casried
From off 6dr Co4fl, twice beaten ; and his Shipping
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas
Like Egge-(hclumoy’d ypon their Sarges, crack’'d
As eaﬁfy ‘gain@ eur Rockes. Forioy wheteof,
The fam'd Caffibulen, who was once at point
(Oh giglet Forwune) to mafter Cofars Sword,
Madc Lads-7 owne with reioycing-Fires bright,

S

P .

Thed xggtbrf

)

And Britaines firut with Courage.

Clot. Come, there’s no more Tribute to be paid : ouy
Kingdome is fronger then it was at chae cime: and (a5 I
faid ) there1s no mo fugh Cefars ,other of themmay baae
crook'd Nofes, but to owe fuch ftraite Armes, aone.

Cym. Son, let your Mother end,

Clet. We haue yet many among vs, can gripeas hard,
as Caffibulan, 1 doe not fay 1 sm one : but] haugs hand.
Why Tribute? Why (hould we pay Tribute? If Cefer
can hide the Sun from vs with a Blanket,or put the Moon
inhis pocket,we will psy him Tributce for Eghx:‘dfc Sir,
no more Tribute pray you now.

Cym. You muftknow,

Tillche iniurious Romans, did extore
This Tribute from vs, we were frec. Cofers Ambition,
Which fwell’d fo much, that it did almof ftrecch
The fides o'th*World,againftall colour heere,
Diud put the yoake vpon's; which to fhake off
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon
Our {cluesto be, we do. Say thento Cefar,
Our Anceftor wasthat Afw/marins, which
Ordain’d our Lawes, whofc vfe the Sword of Cefar
Hath too much mangled ; whofe sepayre, and franchife,
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed,
Tho Rome betherfore sngry. Mulmwim made ous lswes
Who was the it of Britaine, which did put
His browes withina golden Crowae,and call'd
Himfclfe a King,
Lsc. Yamiorry Cymbeline,
That Lamto pronvunce Angufu (ofsr
(Cefar, that nath mneKings his Secuants,then
Tny feife Domefticke Officers) thine Enemy 3
Receyue i from roe then, Watre, and Confulion
In Cefsrs name pronounce [ *gainft thec: Looke
Fort fu-y, notto berefited. Thusdehde,
I thanke :'.ze for ray {elfe.

¢ ym. Thou art welcome Caisu,

Thy Cefar Knighited me ; my youth I fpene
Muchvnderhim: ef im, 1 gather'd Horeur,
Which he, to fecke of ine againe, perforce,
Bchooues me ke pe st viterance, 1sm perfe,

That the Panncrians and Da'madians, for

Ther Liberties acenow in Aimes . 8 Prefident
Which not to reade, would fhew the Britaines cold :
So Cafr [hali not finde them.

Lxc, Letproofefpeake.

Clot. His Maicfly biddes you welcome.  Make pa-
fime with vs, 3 day, or two, or longer : 1f youfeck va af-
terwards in other tearmes, you (hall finde veinour Salt.
water-Girdle : if you beate vs out of i, it 1s yours: f you
fall 1 the aduenture, our Crowes fhall fare she betger for
you : and there’san end.

Lxe. Sofir.

Cym. 1know your Malters pleafure,and he mine:

.

All the Remaine, is welcome, Exeunt,
sy g Weeas—
Stena Secundsa.
Enter Pifanis of & Lenter.
Pif. How? of Adulery ? Whirefors wmriteyou not

What Monfters her accufe ? Lematon = .
Oh Mafter, whata firange infection e
wremmgr— ——
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Isfalacinto thy eate? Whae falfe [talian,
(As poyfoneus tonga'd,as handed Yhath preuail'd
Oa thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall 2 No.
She's punifh'd for her Truch; and vadergoes
More Goddcile-like,then Wife.likes fuch Affaults
Aswould takein fome Vercue. Oh my Malter,
Thy mind to hes,is now aslowe,as were
Thy Fortunes. How? Thar { thouid murther her,
Vponthe Loue,ana Truthi and Yowes;which ]
Haue made to thy cominand® Ther iHer blood?
Ifitbefo,to do gaod fetuice,never
Letme be counted feruiceable. How looke 1,
That | thould feeme ro lacke bumanny,
So much as this Fat comes to 2 Doc't 2T he Letter,
That I baue fent ber by her owre command,
Shall g thee opportswszse.  Oh damn’d paper,
Blacke as the Inke chav's on thee : fenfeicfT: bauble,
Artthou a Fedana for chis A@; and look’ft
Se Virgin-like wethour 2 Loc here {he comes.
Enter Imogen.
Iamionoran: it what I am commanded.
Jms. How now Difawio?
P« Madam heerersa Letter frommy Lozd,
Ims. Whozhy Lord? Thatis my Lord Z.2onatm?
Oh,learn’d indecd were thar Aftronomer
Thac knew the Starres,as 1 his Chara&ers,
Hec!'d lay the Future open. You good Geds,
Let whatis heere contain®d, rethifh of Loue,
Of my Lords health,of his content : yetnot
Thau we two are afunder, let that grieue him;
Some gricfes sre medcinable,thatis one of them,
For it doth phyficke Loue,ofhis content,
All butinthar. Good Wax,thy leaue : bleft be
You Bees that make thefe Lockes of counfaile. Louers,
And men in dangerous Bondes pray notalike,
Though Furfeytoursyoucaftin prifory~et
You clafpe young Cwpids Tables : good Newes Gods.

“Rice and your Fathers wrath ( fbenld be take me in bis

Dommiodconldnot be [0 crueR to me as yoss : (ob the dee-
rest of C: reatwres)wonld enenrenew mewriih your eyes. Take
wotice that [ am m Cambnia et Milford-Hauen : what your
owne Lone,well ot of this adwife you, follow. Sobewilbes you
all bappice(ie,that remasnes loyall to bus Vow and your encrea.
fing sn Lowe. Leonaius Poftbumus ,

Oh for a Horfe with wings : Hear'ft thou Pifanie ?

He s at Milford-Hauen : Read,and tell me

| How farre %is thither, fone of meane affaires

May'plod it in a weeke,why maynot 1

Glide chicher in a day ? Then true Pifams,

Wholong'ftlike me,tofec thy Lord; whalong'®t

{Ohlet mebace}butnot l1ke me : yetleng'ft

Butin afainter kinde, Ohnos likeme:

Formine’s beyond,beyond - fay,and fpeake thicke

(Loues Counfailor fhoold fill che bores of hearing,

To'thmochering of rhe Senfe)how farreicis

To this fame bleffed Milford, And by'th’'way

Tellme bowWales was made foha p?,al \

T'inhérite fuch s Hajén. Batfirft o}’ all,

How wetmay teale from hence: and fasthe gap
That we fhall.make i Time, from our hence-oing,

"| And our returne, to excufe : but fisfthow ger hence.

Whyfhould excufe beborne of erebegot?

Woeele talke of chat heereafter, Prethec fpeake,

How many ftare of Miles mav we well rid

\

Twixt houre,and houre ?

Pyf. Onefcore’twist Sun,and Sun,
Madam's enough for you: and too much too.

Ime. Why,one that rode ro's Excution Man,
Could aeuer go lo fow : 1 haue heard of Riding wagers,
Where Horfes haue bin nimblcr then the Sands
Thae run i'th Clucks behalfe. Butchis is Feoliie,
Go,b:d my Woman fargne a Sicknefle,fay
She'le home to bex Father; and preaide me prefently
A Riding Suit: No cotther tisen would fit
AFrankiins Hulwife.

P:fa. Madam,you're beft confider.

Ims. ] feebefore me(Man) nox heese,nos heete;
Nor whateafues bur hauc 2 Fog in them ‘
That I cannotfooke throngh. Away,Iprythee,

Do as I bid thee: There’sno more to fay:

Acceffiblersnone buc Milford way. Exenns.

Scena Tertia.

—— N —

Enter Belarans, Gosderisss,and Arniragny.

Bel. A goodiy day,notte keepeheule with{uch,
WhoteRocfe's as lowe as ours : Sleepe Boyes,this gare
In(tru&s you how adore the Hesuens; and bewes you
To a mornings holy office. The Gates of Monarches
Are Arch’d fo high,thac Giants may iet through
And keepe thesr impious Turbends on, without
Goced morrow to the Sun. Hailethou faire Heauen,

W e lioufe i'th’Roche,yee vie theg not fo hardly
As prouder liuers do.

Guid. Haile Heauen.

Arwr. Haile Heauen,

Bela, Now for our Mountaine fport, vp to yond hilf
Yourleggesate yong: lictread thele Flats. Confider,
When you abeue perceiue me like 2 Crow, ‘
Tiatitss Place, which leffen’s,and fets off,

And youmay thea revolue what Tales,I haue told you,
Of Courts,of Princes; ofthe Trickein Warre,
This Seruice.is not Seruice; fo being done,
Butbeing {o allowed. Toapprehend thus,
Drawes vs a profic from all thingswefee:

And often to our comfors, thali we finde

The (harded-Beetleina fa%er hold

Thenis the full-wing’d Eagle. Ohthislife,

1¢ Nobler,then autending for s checke :
Richer,then deing noching for s Babe:
Prouder, then rulling in vnpsyd-for Silke s
Such gaine the Cap of him,thar makes him fine,
Yet keepes his Booke vucros’d : no life to outs.

Gus,Out of yout proofe you {peak:we poore ynfledg’d
Haue neaer wing'd from view o'th’velt; nor knowes not
What'Ayre’s from home. Hap'ly this Life is beft,

(1f quiet life be bef )iweeter to you

That haue atharper knewne. Well correfponding
With your thife Age; bucvato vs,itis

A Ccll of Ignorance : travsiling a bed,

A Prif{on,or 2 Débtor,that not dases

To Bride alimit.

Arni.” What fhould we {peake of
When we are old s you ? When we fhall heare .

The Raine and winde beate darke December ? How
} In this our pinching Caue, thali we difcourfe
saa 3

The
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Ombeline.

The freez'ng houres away 2 We haue feene nothing :
W eare beathiy; fubcle as the Fox tor prey,
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eate:
Our Valour s to chace what flyes : Our Cage
We roske 8 Quire, s doth the prifon’d Bird,
Aad fing qur Bondage freely.
Bel. How you fpeake.

Did you but know the Citties Viunes,
And felethem knowingly : the Arto'th'Coure,
A, bardro leaue, as keepe : whote top to climbe
Is certaine falling : or fo {lipp'ry, that
The fearc’s asbad a« faling. The toyle o'th'Warte,
A pune thatonely fcemes to fecke out danger
I'th’name of Fame.and Honor, which dyes s'difearch,
And hath as ofc a fland’rous Fpitapl,
AsRecord of faire Act. Nay, many umes
Doth il deferue, by doing well : what’s worfe
Moft curtfie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, this Stotic
The World may readcinme: My bodic's mark'd
W ich Roman Swords ; and my report, was once
FitR, withthe belt of Note, (ymbelimelou'd nic,
And when a Sou:ldicr was the Theame, my name
Wasnot farre off : then was 1 ass Tree
Whole boughes did bend withtreit, Butinonce night,
A Storme, or Robbery (callic what you will)

Looke downe my mzllow hangings . nay my Leaues,
Aad icftme bare to weaiher,

Gm. Vocertane fauour.

Kel. My fault beng nothing fasThauctoldyou of)
Dut that two Villaines, whofe talte Garlics precayl'd
Before my perfe& Honoz, {wore to Cymbeline,

I was Confederate with the Romanes . {o

Followed my Bumifhynent, and this twenty yeeres,
This Rocke,and thzic Dewnefnes, haue bene my wWorld,
Whete I haue hu'd at noncli frecdome, pa ed

More prousdcbrs to Heasen, theninail

Thefore-end oftry nme, Buc, vp wo'th' Mceunt o,
Thisisnot Henters Language ; he thattukes
Tue Venizon firir Tl be the Lord o't Teall
To himhe otiier two thallmemifier,

And we willfta:2 us poyfon, which sttennds
Inplacc ot greaer Scarce

Ile meeteyeunn the Valleyes.,

How hard itiste Fide the fparkes of Nature?
Theie Bover kaow hit'eshey a: e Sonnesto'th’King,
Noy Cymbels. ¢ dreames thacthey are alue.

Fhev tmnke thoy ate mine,

And thoughras dvp thi, meanely

! th'Caue, wherzen the Bowe their thoughes do hit,
I ce Roofes of I7alaces, and Nature prompts rhemn
nrn g e angiowe it ees o Poncerr, much

Bevo rd dhe tricke of othiers. Tins Paladonr,
Theieyic ot Cimbe/-we nd Britaine, who

Cne Kirghie Patier call’d Guedersns . Joue,

Whis cinmy thooDot fFoole i, sod tell
Trewashiue feats Trane doneyhes tones fiye out
Jntamy Suey 2 v thus mies Faeery fell,

Anathius ] umv tonte en s nerkeyrucnthen

The Princely viond fluwes intus Checlee he fweats,
Straines his yooy, Newues, and puts biinfelfe in pofture
Thataltsmy woids. The yonyer Brether Cadwal,
Once Auo agis, mzchieafignre

Storheaitic o my {peech, aue fhewes ninch more
H's ewneconceviiag. Hearhe, theGame isrows'd,
Ob Cymbelme, Heanen and ing Contoence knowes
Tincud cd it vamtiy bunfh me twlercon

The Tragedy of

Evcnnt,

Atthree, and two yeeres old, I flole thefe Babes, .
Thiniin{g to barre thee of Succeflion, as -

Thourefts me of my Lands. Ewriphide |

Thoa was'e their Nurfe, they took thee for their mother,
And coery day de honot to her graue:

My telfe Belarime, that am Mergen call'd

They take for Naturall Facher. The Gameisvp,  Exis.

——

Scena Quarta.

Enter Pifanio and Imogen,

Imo. Thou told'tt me when we canve fr6 horfe,§ place
Was neereat hand : Ne're long’d my Mother io
To fec mefirft, as 1 have now . Pifanso,Man ;
Where1s Poffbwmime? W nat is 0 thy nmind
That makesthee ftate thus ? Wherelore breaks that figh
F.omchinward of thee? One, but painted thus
Wouldbeterpered a thing perplex’d
Beyond telfe-capircation, P thy {elfe
I3to a hamouroricdle feare. ere wildne(fe
Vanqur ho v ftavd=r Scufes. VW hat's the matter?
Why toncer ttthou that Papes to me,with
Aloolevutender? ¢ be Summer Newes
L 1o too’c betore af Winterly, thouneed't
Butkeepe that count’nance thl. My Husbands haod?
Jnat g, -0amu d Jaly, bath out-crafuied him,
Andhee’s st fomehardpoint. Speakeman, thy Tongue
M ytake cff fome exireamite, which to reade
W ool be ewen mortall tomie.,

Pi{ Pleatcyouic.de,
Andyod thollfindeme (wretchad nanja thurg
Tucinoft d:tdan d ot Fortune. -

Imegen reades.

“Hy CMfl is (Pifasiie) barh pimde the Sty umpat 1 miy
Led -ihe 1 efl unamics wiereof, lyes Elecding inme.d [peak,
not ontt oS nveal o Swrmsfec, burt fo omprovfe as frony w5 my
grecfeiand as coreaine as L eape't my Remenge. That ;-rt,lbuu
( P1f vme) mult alkc for me sf thy Fasth be vot tasnted with the
breachof brrs ; let thime owne hands take away ber Life : 1 fball
eimeiheeoppartsmaty at Arlford Hatsen  She hash my Letter
for thepu:psic; where sf thou foare tofb) ke, and to i the mce
certame st s doneyibors art the Pander tober difbonowr, and

equally to mc difleyall.

Psf. Whatfhall Ineed to draw my Sword,the Paper
Hath cut her throatalrez-Yic? No, 'us Slander,
Whefe edgcis fharper then the Sword,whofe tongue
Out-venomes all tiie Wormes of Nyle, whofebreath
Rides onthe pofting windes,and doth bely e
All corners of the World. Kings,Qucenes,and States,
Maides, Matrons, nay the Sccrets of the Graue
‘Tins viperousflander enters. What cheere,Madam??
Ime, Falle (o hisBed ? Whatisitto be falfe ?
Tolyein watchithere; and to thinke on him?
To wceepe’twixt clock and clock? It fleep charge Natare,
Tobreakeit with a feartull dreame of him,
And cry iy felte aw ake ? That's falfcto’s bed? Isi?
Pifs. Alasgood Lady,
Imo  1{alfe2 Thy "onforence witneffe .Jachmo,
Thou didd'Raccute hira of Incontmencie,
Thou thenlook'dft like a Villaine : now, me thinkes l
Thy

e ~ et
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Thy fauours good enough, Somelay of Ita!
(W hofe mother was her painting) hath betraid him:
Poore I am ftale,a Garment out of fathion,
And for | amricher then to hang by ch*walles,
Tmutt heript: To peeces withme : Oh!
Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good feeming
By thy reuolt (ohyHusband) (hall be thought
Pat entor Villainy ; notberne where't growes,
Sutworne a Baice for Ladies,

Pif1. Good Madam heare me.

Imo. Truchoneftmen being neard like Gifc o £neas,

Were inhis tins thought falfe . and Sywows weeping
Did - wdall many a hely tearestooke pitey
Frowm moft trus wretchedneffe, So lou, Pelamu
\Viiriay the Leauenonall propermen ;
".socly,an | gallane, fhalibetal{c and perivr’d
From thy creat falle : Come Feilaw, be thou honeft,
Dcthoi thy Mafters bidding. When thou feet him,
Ahiztle witnefle my obccrence. Looke
I draw the Swordinv telte, wake i, and hit
Thennctent Mznfion of my Loue (my Hearr:)
Fcarenot, ’tisempry of all things, but Greefe
Thy Maleris not there, who wasinlecds
Toerichesofit. Dohisbidding, Qiike.
Thoumayft be valiant mabetter caufe ;
Burnow thou{eem't a Coward,

Psf. Hence vile Initrument,
Thou fhalt not damne my haad,

Imo. Why, 1 moftdye:
Andif [ do not by thy hand, thou ase
No Seruant of thy Mafters, Againft Selfe-flaughter,
There is a prohibition fo Diuine,
That ceauens iny weake hand : Come,heere’s my heare ¢
Somsthing’s 3-foot: Soft,fofc, wee’l no detence,
Obed:cutas rheSeabbard, Wlhatis heere,
TheSciiptures of the Loyall Leoratus,
All:urn'd to Berefie? Away,away
Corrupters of my Faith, you fh Il nomore
Be Stomachers to my heare : thus may poore Fanles
Beleeue falfe Te:chers : Though thote -hat are betraid
Dofecle the Treefon fharpely, yet the Traitor
Stands in worte cafe of woe. And thou Poffhumuns,
That didd’ft (et vp my difobedicnce "gainfl the King
My Father, and makes me put into contempt the fuites
Of Princely Fellowes, fhalt heereafres tinde
Itis no aétc of commanpaflage, but
A firaine of Rarencffe: and i greeue my fe'fe,
To thinke, when thou fhalt be difedg’d by her,
That now thou tyreft on, how thy memory
Will thenbe pang’d by me. Prythee difpatch,
The Lambe entredts the Butcher. Whes's thy knife?

how art too {low to do thy Mafters bidding

When I defice it too.

Psf. Oh gracious Lady:
Since Trecein’d command to do thisbufineffe,
1 haue noz flept one winke,

Imo. Doo,and to bed then,

P+f. e wake mine eye-balles firfl.

Imn. Whercfore then
Did It vndertake 1t ? Why haff thou abus'd
Son'any Miles, with apretence ? This place ?
Mine A &ton ? and thine owne ¢ Our Horlfes Jabour ?
The Timcinuitng thee ? The perturb’d Court
For my being abfent ? whereunto I never
Putpofercturne, Why haft thon gote fo farre’
To be va-bent ? when thou haft tane thy Rtand,

L

)
)

Th'ele@ed Decre before thee ?
Py, But co wintime
Toloofe fo bad employment, in the which
1 hauc contider'd of a courfe: good Ladie
Heare me with patience.
Imo. Talhethy tongue weary, fpeake:
I hauc heard I am a Scrumpet, and minc eare
Therein tal{e Rreoke, can take no greater wound,
Nor tent, to bottomethat, Butfpeake,
P+, Then Madam,
I thought you would notbacke 2gaine.
Imo, Mottlike,
Bringing me heere to kill me.
Psf. Notfo neither:
But1f were as wife, sshonef}, then
My purpofe would proue well : it cannot be,
But chat my Mafler1s abus’d. Souue Villame,
Land fing.ilarin his Are, hath done you both
This cutfed iniutie.
Ime, Some RomanCurtezan?
Pifa. No,onmy hite:
Ile giue but notice you are dead, and fend him
Some Lloody figne ofit. For'tis commanded
1 (hould do 1o : youfhall bemift at Cours,
And that will well confirmeir,
ime. Why good Fcllow,
What fhall 1 dothe while? Where bide ? How liue ¢
Or in my life, what comfore, when I am
Dcadtomy Husband 2
Pif. Ifyou'l backere’th’Coure.
Iimo. No Court,noFather,nor no more adoe
With that harfh, noble, Gmple nothing:
That Cletren, whote Loue-fuite hath bene to me
As fearcfull as a Siege.
Dsf. Ifnot at Coure,
Then notin Britaine muft you bide.
Imo. Wherethen?
Hath Bricaine all the Sunne that fhines? Day 2 Night?
Are they noc butin Britaine? I'th’'worlds Volume
Our Britaine teemes as of it, bue notint:
Ina great Poole,aSwannes-ncl}, prychee thinke
Thcre’s iuers out of Britaine.
Pif. Tammoft glad
You thinke of uthier place : Th’Ambaffador,
Lucius the Romane comes to Milford-Hauen
To morrow. Now,ifyou cculd weare a minde
Darke, as your Fortunc is, and but difguife
Thar which t'appeareit felfe, muft not yet be,
But by felfe-danger, you thould tread a courfe
Pretty,and$ull of view : yea happily,neere
The refidence of Poffhumus ; fo me (at leaft)
That though his Ations werc not yifible, yee
Report fhould render him hourcly to your eate,
Astrucly as hemooues,
Imo. Ohtorfuch meanes,
Though peiill to my modeftie, not death on’t
I would aducnture.
Pif. Well then, heere’s the point:
ou muft forget to be a Woman¢ change
Command, into obedicnce. Feare,and Niceneffe'
(The Handraaides of all Women, or more truely
Woman it pretty fel’e) into a waggifh courage,
Readyin gybes, quicke-an{wer'd, (awcie,and
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muft
Forget that rareRt Treafure of your Checke,
Expofing it (but ob the harder heare,

—
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Alacke no remedy ) to the greedy touch
Of common-kiffing Tuan: and forget
Y otc labouriome and dainty Trimmes,wherein
You made great fawe angty.
Ime, Nay bebrecfe?
I fee 1nto thy end, and am almoft
A man already.
rif. Fift, make your felfe but like one,
Fore-thinking this. Ihaue already fic
('Tisinmy Cloake-bagge) Doublet,Hat,Fofe,all
That anfwer to thew : Would you in their feruing,
(And with what imication you car: borrow
From youth of iuich a fealon) fore Noble Lacius
Prefent your felfe, defire lus feruice : tell him
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know,
1f that hishead haue care in Muficke, doubdlefe
With ioy he will imbrace you : for hee’s Honourable,
Aod doubling thar, moft holy. Yourmeancs abroad:
Yoa haue me rich, and I will ncuer faile
Beginning, nor fupplyment,

Zme. Thou artall the comfort
The Gods will die: me wich, Prytheeaway,
There’smore to be confider’d : but weelcuen
Allthet good time will giuc vs. This attemp,
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee.

Psf. Well Madam, we cuft rake a fhort farewcll,
Leaft being mift, 1 bi fufpe(ted of
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Mifttis,
Hecre is a boxe, P had it from the Queen,
What's in’t 1s precious ; [fyou are ficke at Sea,
Or Scomacke-qualm'd at Land, 3 Dramme of this
Will drive sway diftemper. To fome fhade,
And it you toyour Manhood : may the Gods
Dire& youto the beft.

Ime. Ainen:Ilthankethee, Exenns,

Scena Quinta.

Enter Cymbclime, Oneent, Cloten, Lussme,
and Lords,

Cym. Thusfaice and fofarewell,

Lae, Thankes,Royall S.r:
My Emperor hath wroze, Imuft from hence,
And sm right forry, that l muft report ye
My Mz:fters Encany.

Cyms. Qur Subicds (Sir)
Wil not endure bis yoake ; and for our felfe
To fhew lefle Soueraignty then they, muft necds
Apprareva-Kuighle,

Lac. SoSic: 1delreofyeu
A Coado&@ oucr F and, o Milford-Tauen,
Ma lam, allioy befall your Crace,and you,

Thredue of [Honor, i no puintomut :
So farcwell Noblc Li o,
Lxc. Yaorland, ty Loid.
Clot. Recesueitfrien.l;  but from chistime forth
I wearestas your Enemiy,
Luc. Sir, the Fuent
Isyet ta nanc the winner. Fare you well,
Cym. Lecaue not the worthy Larim,good my Lords
Till he haue croft <he Scuern, Happines. Exst Lucsw,&s

Cym. My Lcrds,y s aiz appointed for that Office :

#, He goeshence frowning : but ;
That we haugE ginen him caufe, g butie il
Clot. "Tis all the bescer,
Your valiant Britaines haue their withes init,
Cym. Lucws hach wrote already tothe Emperos
How it goes heere, Itfits vs therefore ripely
Ovur Chariots,and our Horfemen be in readineffe »
"l‘;vl'\ilp(owrest:h;t he already hathin Gallia )
11l {foone be drawne to head
His waire for Britaine. ea0,from whence he moucs
2» ’Tisnotfleepy bufinefle,
But mult belook'd tco fpeedily,and firongly.
Cym. Our expetation thac it would be thys
Hath made vs forward. Butmy gentle Queene
Where 1s our Daughter ? She hach not appcu’d.
Before the Romen, noc o vs hath tender’d
The duty ot the day. <helooke vs like
A thingmore made ot .nalice, then of duty,
Wehauenoted m Call her befose vs, for
We haue beene tow flight in fuffesance.
Qu. Royall Sir,
Since the exile of Pufbumms, mo R retyr’d
Hach her life bin : the Cute whereof, my Losd
"Trs ttme muit do, Befeech your Maielly |
Forbeare fharpe fpeeches to her. Shee'sa Lady
Sotender ot rebukes, that words az¢ fliroke;
Aund (trokes death to her, ”
Ewter a Me[Jenger.
Crm. Whereis {he Sir? How
Canher cotiemnpt be anfwes'd ?
AMef. Pleafe you Sir,
Her Chambers areall lock’d, and there’s no anfwer
That will begiven to’th’lowd of noife, we make.
Ox. My Lord, wheo Laft T went to vifit her
She pray’dme to exculc herkeeping clofe, ’
Whereto ¢onfirain’d by hes firnmue,
She fhnnld that dutie leaue vnpaide to you
glnch }day!y fhe wasbound tu proffer ; chis
e wih d metomnake knowae : :
Made metooblzz inmenas c. bus our gieat Court
Cym. HerdooresloWd?
Not iccne of late? Grant Hrauens, that which §
Feare, prouc falfe,
Ow. Sonnc L3y follow the King.
Clat. Thatman ot hers, Prfamse, her old Sesuans
P haue notfeene thefe two dayes.
Iu Go,lookeafrer:
Pifanso, thou that fand’ft fo for Paffbamus,
Hebatha Drugge ot mine : I pray. hisabfence
Proceed by fwallowing that, For he belzcues
lesa thm(i‘moﬂ precious, Butfor her,
Where is (he gone? Haply difpaire hath feiz'd her:
Or wing'd with feruour of her loue, the's lowne
To ber defic’d Poffboumms : gone the is,
Todeach, orto dithonor, and my end
Con make good vie of cither, Sheebeing downe,
I haue the placing of the Brutifh Crowne,
Enter Clotew,
tHow now, my Sonue ?
G Clet. ‘;T;: certaine fhe isfled:
o1n and cheese the King. herage
Dare come abour him, & genypone
Zx. All thebetcers may
This night forc-Mall hins of the comming dsy. Exie On.
Clo. 1loue, and bate her : for the’s Faire and Royall,

And chat (he hach all coortly parts more exquifite
Then

Exn.

Exit,

et —_———r
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Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from cuery one
The beft fhe hath, and fhe of all compounded
Out-feiles them all. Iloucher therefore, but
Difdaining me, and throwing Fauours on
Thelow Poflbumss, flanders fo het udgement,
That what's elfe rare, is choak’d : and in thac point
I will conclude to hate her, nay indeede,
Tobe reueng'd rponher. For,when Fooles fhall—
Enter Psfanis,

Who is heere> Whae, are you packing firrah
Come hither : Ab you precious Pandar, Villaine,
Wheresthy Lady ¢ Ina word, orelfe
Thou ert ftraighcway with the Fiends.

Pif. Oh, good my Lord.

Clo. Wheretsthy Lady? Or by lupiter,
I will not aske againe. Clofe Villaine,
He haue thisSecret from thy heare, o1 rip '
Thy hesrcco finde . Is the with Poftbwmuns ?
From whofe fo many waigkts of bufemeffe, cannot
A dramof worth be dra wne.

Pyf. Alas,nay Lord,

How can fhe be withhim # When was fhe mifs'd?
HcisinRome. '

Clor, Whereis theSir? Come neerer:

No farther haltng : fatisfic me home,
What is become of her ? .

Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord,

Clo. All-worthy Viliawe,

Difcouer where thy Mifteis is, atonce,
Atthe next word . no more ot worchy Lord ¢
Speake, orthy filence on theinftane, 13

Thy condemnation, and thy death.

Pif. ThenSir:

This Paper is the hiftorie of my knowledge
Touching her flight,

Clo. Letsfee’r: I will purfue her
Euento Angufixs Throne. .

Psf. Oxnis, or perith,

She’s farre enough, and what he learnes by this,
May proue his traucll, not her danget.

(!». Humh. '

Pif. llc write to my Lord the’s dead : Oh Jmogen,
Safe may(t thou wander, (afe returne agen. -

Clot. Sirra,isthis Letter true ?

P4f. Sir,asIthinke,

Clot, tis Pofthwmms hand,1 know's. Sirrab, if thou
would'ftnotbe a Villain, but de me true femice: vader-
go thofe Imployments wherin I fhould haue caufe to vie
thee with a ferious induftry, that s, wwhat villainy foere I
bid thee do to performe it, dire@ly and truely, - T would
thinke thee an heneft man 3 thou fhould’f aeither want
my meanes for thy releefe, normy veycs for thy prefer-
ment. S .

Pif. Well, my good Lord, -= ‘ ~

clot. Wilcthou ferue mee? For fince patiently and
conftantly thou haft Rucke to the bare Fortune of thac
Begger Poffbumss, thou canft not in the courfe of praci-
tude, but be a diligent follower of mine, Wil cthou ferue
meee . ety ‘-‘.':-x--,“ b

Pif. Sir,Twill. ~ ° Tt

Clo. Giue mec thy hand, heere’smy purfe, Halt any
of thy late Mafiers Garments in thy po(leffion ?

Pifes. Thaue(my Lord) stmy'Lodging, the fame
Suite he wore, when he tooke leaue of my Ladfe & Mi-
ﬁ‘eﬁg; - - ‘. ‘ ) -

Ch. ThefisfiTeruice choudoft mee, fetch that Suice

. .- .

by
Pew kL

hither, let it be thy fisft feruice, :go,

Pif, 1{hallmy Lord. Exit,

Cls. Mectthee at Miltord-Hsven: (I forgot to aske |
him one thing, lle remembertanon: ) euenthere, thoy
villaine Poflbumms will 1kill thee. ) would thefe Gar- !
ments were come, Shefaide vpon a time (the bitterncile
of 1t, Inow belch from my heart) that (hee held the very
Garment of Poffhumsa, in mose refpe&, then my Noble
and naturall perfon ; together with the adornement of
my Quahises, With that Suite vpon my backe wil 1 ra-
uith ber: fir@ kill bim, andin her eyes; there (hall (hefce
my valour, which wil then be a tormenc to hir contemp,
He on the ground, my fpeech of infulment ended on his
dead bodic, and when my Lufl hath dined (which, asl
fay,to vex her, I will cxecure inthe Cloathes that fhe fo
prais'd:)to the Court lle knock ber backe,foot her homie
againe. She hath defpis’d mee reioycingly, and Ile bee
merry in my Reuenge.

Enter Pifanio.
Bethofe the Garments?
Psf. 1,my Noble Lord. .
(s. Howlong is't fince fhe went to Milford-Hauen?
Pif. She can (carfe be chere yet.

Clo. Bring this Appartell to my Chamber, that is
the fecond ching that I haue commanded thee. The third
is, that thou wilt be a voluntarie Mute to my defigne. Be
but dutiovs, and true prefesment fhall tender ic felfe to
thee. My Reuengeisnow sz Milford, would 1 had wings
to follow it. Come,and be true. Exg

Pif. Thou bid’ft me to my lofTe : for true to thee,
Were to proue falfe, which 1 will neuer bee
Tohimthatis moft true. To Milford go,
Andfinde not herywhem thou purfueft. Flow,flow
You Heauenly bleffings on her: This Fooles fpeede
Be ¢roft with flownefle ; Labour be his mecde.

'
f
!
!
i
!

Exiz
]

———

Scena Sexta.

Enter Imogen alom,
Iwmo. ] {ce amaas hifeis atedious one,
J haue tyr’d my felfe -and for two nights cogether
Haue madetheground mybed. Ifhould be ficke,
But that myy refolution helpes ine : Milford,
When from the Mountaine top, Pifanio thew’d thee,
Thou was't within a kenne. OhIoue, I thinke
Foundations flye the wretched : fuch ] meane,
Where they thould berelecu’d, Two Beggers told me,
I could not miffe my way. Will pooteFolkes lye
That have AffliGions on them, knowing ‘tis
A punifhment, or Triall ? Yes; no wonder,
Wheo Rich-ones fcarfe tell true. Tolspfein Fulncfle
Is forer, then'to Ive for Neede : and Falfthood
Is worfein Kings, then Beggess. My deere Lord,
Thou art one o’th’fal{e Ones : Now I thinke on thee,
My hunger’s gone ; but euen before, I was
At point to finke, for Food. But whatis this?
Heere is s path coo't ; 'tis fome fauage hold :
I werebeftnot call ; I dare noc cail: yet Famine
Ere cleaneit o’re-throw Nature, makes it valiant,
Plentie, and Peace breeds ééwnds : Hardneffe cuer
Of Hardinefle isMother. Hos? who's heere?
Ifany thing that's ciudll, fpeske : if fauage,

Take. a

-

.
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Take,orlend. Hoa? Noapfwer? Thealleenter, i
B-@ draw my Sword s'and ifmine Encmy .

But feare the Sword like me, hee'l fcarfely looke on't.
Such a Foe,good Heaucps, - . . . Exst, .

’ R B f

cr Scena Septimd.

a

Enter Belarises Gusderim, and A THSTAQ S .

. Bel. YouPelsdorg haue proud beft W oedman, and
Arc Maftcr of the Fealt : Cadwall, and |
Will play the Cooke, and Seruant, "us our match:
-The {weat of induftry would dry, and dye
But forthe end it workes too. Come,our lomackes
Wil make what's horrely, fanoury : Wearnefle
Can fnore vpon the Flint, when reftic Sloth
Findcs the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be beere,
Poore houfe, that keep'ft thy felfe,

Gui. 1amthroughly weary.

Arns. 1amweake with toyle, yet firong in appetite,

Gmws. Thereis cold mear i'th’Caue, we’l brouz on that
Whil'ft what we baue kill’d, be Cook'd,

Bel. Suy, comenotin: .
But thet it cates our vi&tualles, I fhould thinke
Heere werea Faiery, -

Gus. What'sthe mmateer, Sir ?

DBel. By lupiter ae Angell ; orifnot
An carthly Paragon, Behold Dinsenc(le
No elder thena Boy.

’ Enter Imogen.

Imo. Good maftersharme menot
Before I eaicr'd heere, I cal}’d,aua hought
To hauebegg'd,or bought,what } haueteak:good trath

I haue ftoluc nought,nor would not,tho 1gir 1 had tound !
Gold ftrew'dith’Floose, Heerc's mency tor my Meate, |

1 would haue leftic on the Boerd, fo foone
As ! bad made my Mealc ; and paited
With Pray'rs for the Prourder,
Gus. Money? Youth,
e4ru. AllGold and Silucr rather turne to dure,
As’tis no better reckon’d, but of thofe
Who worflip curty Gods,
Imo, 1fceyoureangry:
Know, ifyou hill me for my faule, I thould
Haue dyed, had Inot madei,
Bel, Whetherbonund ? :
Jro. To M ford-Hauen. , ,
Bel. What'syour name?
Imo. Fsdele Sit : L haue a Kinfman; who
Is bound for Italy ; he embark'd at Milford,
To whom being going, almoft {pent with hurger,
Iam fainein this cflence,
Bei. Prythee (faire youth)
Thinkcvsno Churles : nor meafure out good mindes
By thisrude place velucin, Wellencounter'd,
This alwolt right, yoo fhull haue better cheere
FEre you depart: and ihuohes coftay,and eatencs |
Boyes, bid bim welcome.
Gm. Wac youa wounun, youth,
thould woo hard, but be your Groome inhoncfty:
1bid feryou, as Lo buy,
Arss. liemane’t my Comfore
He 13 d mau, 1clouc tnm as my Brother:
Acd [ucd:a welcomeas 1'ld goue totum

3 g

e, o ot s . s

After long ablence) fuch js yours, Moft welcome::
cfprightly, for you fall ‘moogfi Friends, .. ..~
Imo. 'Mongh Friends? . . : ,
If Brothers : would it hed bin fo,thatthey - ‘
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then hadmy prize . v\
Bin leffe, 20d fo more equall ballafting <
To thee Poffbumi, . -
Bel. He wnings at foine difireffe, Coad
Gwi. Would I could freq’t,
Arwi, Or 1, whatere ivbe,
What paine it coft, what danger :Gods !
Bel. Hearke Boyes,. -
Imo. Greatmen
Thac had a Court no bigger thea this Caue, .
Thatdidattend chemfelues, and had the vertue . ..
Which their owne Confcieoce feal'd them slaying by
That nothing- guift of differing Multitudes . -
Could not out-pecre thele twaine. Pardonme Gods, -
Vldchangemy fexeto be Companionwith them,
Since Leonats falfe, . '
Bel. Itfhallteo:
Boyes wee'l go drefle.our Hune. Faire youth comein;
Ditcour(e 1 heauy, fafting : when we haue fupp’d
Weelmaunedly demand chee of thy Story,
Sofarreas thou wilk fpeskerr,
Gmse Pray draw ncere,
Arm. TheNighetp'th’Qwle,
AndaMotne to th’Lake leffe welcome,
Ime. Thankes Sir,
Arwms, 1pray draw neese,

v

Exennt,

Scena Oftana.,

S

- ———— .

Enter two Roman Sewators,and Tribunes.
1.8en. hisaschetenor of the Emperors Writ;
That fince the common men are now in A&tion
’Gamtl the Pannonians, ard Dalmatiaos,
And that the Legions now 1n Gslha, are
Full weake to vidertake our Warreyagainft
The falic~off Britaines, that we do incice
The Gentry to this bufineffe. Hecreates
Lucins Pro-Confull : and to youthe Frbunes
For tins immcdiate Leuy, he commands
Hisabtolute Comamffion. Long he Cefar.
Trs. ls Lucsss Geaerall of the Forces ?
z2.5em. 1.
Tri. Remaining new inGallia?
1.5em.. With chofe Legions
Which I haue fpoke of, whereunte your leuie
Moft be fuppliant : the words of ynur Commniffion
Wili tye you to the numbers, and the time
Of theis dilpatch, -

Tr. Wewilldifcharge our duty. Excunt,

A thus Quartus. Scena Prima.

Ewter Clotten alone, .

Clot 1amneere ta'th’place where they fhould meer,
if Pofame haue mapp'd it trucly. How fit his Garmen:s
ferue me? Why (hould bus Miftris whe was made by him

l that
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that mads the Taylor, not be fittoo? The rather (favin
teuerence of the Word ) for'us faide 2 Womans fitnefle
comes by fits: therein Imuf play the Workman, I dare
fpcakeit to my [elfe, foritisnot Vainglorie fora man,
and hisGlafle, to confer 1n hisowne Chamber; I meane,
the Lines of iny body are as well drawnc as his ; no leffe
young, more.lrong, notbeneathhunin Fortunes, be.
ond him in the aduantage of theume, abouc mnia
Birth, alike coruerfant in gencrall feruices, and more re-
markeable:nfingle oppolitions; yet this unperfcuctant
Thing loues bimin my defproshe, What Mortalitie 1s?
Poftbunerss, thy head (which now is growing vppon thy
Moulders) fhall within this houre be off, thy Miftas in-
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face . and
all thisdone, fpurnc et home toher Father, whomay
(happily)be alietle angry for my forongh vfige burmy
Mother hauing power of histeftnetle, fhay curne allin-
tomy commendations. My Horlets tyed vp fafe, out
Sword, and to a forc puryofc  Fortune put theminco my
hand : This is the very deicription of their meeting place
andthe Fellew da-os not decerue me, Exrt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Belarny Guiderss, Aruiragrs,and
Imogen from the Caue,

Bel. Youare notwell : Remaine heere in the Caue,
Wee'l come to youafter Huntirg,

Arws. Brother, fay heere :
Are wenot Brothers?

Irso. Soman and man thould be,
But Clay and Clay, differs in digniue,
Whofe duft ieboth alike. lam very ficke,

G, Go you to Hunting, Ile abide with him,

Imo, Soticke ] amnotyyetl amnotwell :
Put not fo Citizen a wanton, 35
Tofcemeto dye, erc ficke : So pleafe you, Yeaue me,
Sticke to your Iournall courfe : the breach of CuRome
Is breachof all. Iamll, butyour being by me
Cannotamend me. Society, is no comfort
To one not fociable : I am not very ficke,
Since I can reafon of 1t : pray you truft me heere,
lie rob nove but my felfe, and let me dye
Stcal'ng fo poorcly, .

Gus. 1louethee : Thave fpokeit,’
How much the quantity, the waight as much,
As T'do love my Father.

‘Bel, What? How? how?

Arui. 1f1t be finne to fay {o (Sir) I yoake mee
In my good Brothers faule: [ know not why
I loue this youth, and I haue heard you fay,
Lonc’s reafon’s,withouc reafon. The Beere at doore,
Andademand who is’ thall dye, I'ld fay >
My Fatier, not this youth,

Tel. Ohnoble firaine !
O worthinefle of Nature, breed of Greatneffe!
«“Cowards father Cowards & Bafe things Syre Bace ;
“Nature hath Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace.
P’me not their Father, yet who chis (hould bee,
Deth myracle it felfe, lov’d before mee,
"Tis the mnth houre o't Morne,

Arus. Brother, farewell,

3

387
Ime. 1wifhye fport,
Arns. Youhealth. So pleafc youSir.
Imo, Thefe are kinde Creatares.
Gods, what Iyes L haue heard 5
Out Couvrtie=s fay, all’s favage, but at Court
Experience, ol thou difprocu'it Repore,
Th'emnperious Seas breeds MonQers 5 for the Difh,
Poore Inibucary Rivere, as fweee Fifh ;
Lam (icke full, heare-ficke: Pifaro,
lle now tafte of thy Drugge..
Gur. | could not flirre him
He faid he was geatle, but vofe reunace
Dilhoncfily afthéted, but yer honegt.
Arsi. Thus did he aufwer me : yet faid heereafter,
I might know more.
Bel. To'th’Field, to’th’Field : .
Wec'l leaue you for this ume, goin,and refl,
Arsse Wee'lnotbe long away.
Bel. Praybe not ficke,
For you muft be our Hufwife,
Imo. Well,orull,
Iambourndtoyou,
Hel. Andithal’tbeeuer,
This youth, how ere diftre(t,appeares he hath had
Good Anceflors.
Arss. How Angell-like he fings ?
Gus. Buthisncate Cookenie 3
Arwt. He cut our Rootes in Charradters,
And taw<’ft our Brothes, o3 Zame hud bia ficke,
And heher Dicter.
A e Nobly be yoakes
Afmling, witha high:asifthe fighe
Was thatit was, fornot being fuch a Smile s
The Smule, mocking tie Sigh, thatic would fiye
From fo diune a Temple, to commix
W ith windes, that Saylors ra:le at.
Gz, 1donote,
That greefe and patience rooted in themboth,
Mingle their{purres together,
Arus, Grow pauent,
And letthe thnhing. Elder {Greefe) vatwine
His perithing roote, wich the encreafing Vine.

t

Xase,

Enter Cloten.

Clo. Tcannot finde thoie Runnagates, that Villaine
Hath mock’d me, Tamfan,

Bel, Thofc Runnagates?

Meancs he nouvs 21 partly know him, *tis

Claten,the Sonre o'th’Q_cene, 1 feare fome Ambufh:
Haw him not thefe many yeares, and yet

Tkoow tishe: We arelield as Qur-Lawes : Hence.

Gus. Heis bur one s you, «nd my Brosher (earch
What Conipa.nes are neere ; pray youaway,

Letme aloue with him.,

Clot. Soft, what are you
That flye me thus ? Some villaine-Mountainers?

I'haue heatd of fuch. What Slaue art chou?
Gus. A thing:
More {lautfh did I ne're, then anfwering
A Slaue withoue a knocke.

Clot, ThouartaRobber,

A Law-breaker, a Villaine ; yeeld thee Theefe,

Gwi. Towho? to thee ? What artchou? Hauenot I
Anarmeasbiggeas chine ? A hearr,as bigge
Thy words I grant are bigger : for I weare not
My Dagger In my mouth, Say what chou art:

Bel. Iuisgreatmorring. Comeaway: Who'stie-e?

- ; 4.

——— —y
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Why 1 fhouldyeeld rothee?
Cloe, Thou Villamne bafe,
Knowft me not by my Cloathes?
Gus. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall :
Who s thy Grandtather ? He made thoft cloathes,
AV hich (as 1c feemes) make thee.
Clo. Thou precious Varler,
My Tayior made them not.
Gw. Hencechen,and thanke
{ The man that gaue chem thee. Thou art feme Foole,
I 3m foath te beatc thee.
¢let. Thoumwricus Theefe,
Heare bur my name, and uemble.
Gus. What'sthy name 2
Clo. Cloren, thouVillaine,
Gwi, ( lotem thou double Villaine be thy name,
1 cannot tremble atit, wereut oad,or Adder, Spader,
*Tweculd inoue me fooner,
Clos, Tothy furtherfeare,
Nay, to thy meere Confufion, thou fhaltknowe
Iam Sonac to'th’Quecnc.
Gsi. Tam forry for't:not fceming
So worthy as tay Birth,
ot. Artnotafeard?
Gui. Tholethat I1euerence, thofe I feate: the Wife:
AtFooles Ilaugh :not feare chem,
Clot, Dye:hedeath:
When I ba e flaine thee with my proper hand,
Jle follow thofe that euen now fled hence :
And onthe Gates of Luds- 7 ewne [ét your heads:
Yeeld Rufticke Mountaineer, Fight and Exexnt,
Ent:r Belarins and Arnmaqu,
Bel. No Companic'sabroad ?
Arsi, Noneinthe world ; you did miftake him fure.
Bel. Icannotecll : Long is it fince I faw him,
But Time hathnorhing blurr’d thofe lines of Fauour
Which then he wore: the fnatches in his voice,
Andburlt of ipeaking were as his : I am abfoluce
"Twas very Cloten.
Arus. Inthis place we lcft them s
I'with my Brother make good time with him,
You fay heisfo feil.
Bel. Being {caife madevp,
I meane to man; he had nocapprehenfion
}Ofroarmg terrors : For defedk of iudgement
Is oft the caufe ot Feare, .
Enter Guiderisua,
But fee thy Brother.
Gwi. Thus Cloten wasaFoole, 2n empey purfe,
There was no money in’t : Not Herca/es
Conld haue knock d out his Braines, for he had none :
Yet I not doing this, the Foole had borne
My bead,3s ) do his,
Zel. Whathaft chou done?
Grui. 1amperted what: cutoff one Clotenshead,
: Sonre ta the Quezne (after his owne report)
i Who cale d mie traitor, Mountaineer, and {wore
W ith his owne finglehand heeld take vs in,
Difplace our iicads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow
And let then on Luds- Towne,
Bel. Wearcall vodone,
Gur. ‘Why,woithy Father,whathaue we to loofe,
PButthathiziwcietotske our Lives ? the Law
l Diceetéts neevs, then why thould we be tender,
falecanancpant peece of flefh threatvs?
I'ley fudge, and Executioner, all himfelfe ?

/

— e o

|

For we Jo feare the Law, What company
Difcoucr you abroad ?
Bel. No fingle foule
Canwe fet eye on : but in sll fafereafon
Hemuit haue fome Attendants, 1 hough his Honor
Was nothing but musation, 1, and that
From one bad thing to worfe : Not Frenie,
Not abfolute madnefle could fo farie haue rau'd
To bring him heere alone : although perhaps
It inay be heard at Court, that {uch as wee
Cauc heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time
May make (ome ronger head, the which he hearin
(Asitis hkehim) might breake out, and fweare
Heel’d fetch va in, yevis’c not probable
To com:’alo?{g, ercher he fo vadercaking,
Or they fo fuffering : then on good groun
Ifwedo feare ths%ody lmhagmilcs dwcf““’
More penillousthen the head,
Arms, LetOrd’nance
Come as the Gods fore-fay it : howfoere,
My Brother hath done well.
Bel, 1had nominde
To hunt thisday : The Boy Fideles fickeneffe
Did make my way long forch,
Gws. Withhisowne Sword,
Which he did waue againft my throat, T hawe tane
Hishead frombhim : 1le throw't into the Cieeke
Behinde our Rocke, and let it co the Sea,
Andtellthe Fithes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Cloren
That's all Ircake. Exut. ’ ’
Bel, 1feare twillbereueng’d :
Would (Polsdere) thou had'R not done’t : thuugh valour
Becomes thee well enough,
Arm. Would 1 had done's:
So the Reuenge alc e puriu’de me : Polidore
Houethee brotuerly. buc enuy inuch
Tnouhaft robb'd me of this deed: I would Reuenges

That poffible Arength mught meec, wold teek vs through

And putvs toour anfwer,

Bel. Well, us done:
W ee'lhunt no more to day, nor fzeke for danger
Where there’suo profic. Iprye! ee to our Rocke,
Youund Fudele play the Coukes : lic ftay
Till hatty Pofedore recuine, and bring him
To dinner prefendly,

Armi. Poore (icke Fudele,
Ile willingly to bim, to gaine his colour,
Id e a par:fh of fuch Clotews blood,
And praiie my felie for charity,

Bel. Oh thouGoddefle,
Thou divine Nature ; chou thy fcife thou blazon't
Inthefe two Princely Boycs i they areas gentle
AvZephires blow.ig bddaw che Violee,
Not wagging hisfweet head; and yer,as rough
{Their Royall blood enchaf’d) as che rud'R winde,
Thacby the top doth take the Mouncaine Pioe,
And make him ftoope to th'Vale. ‘Tis wonder
Thataninvifibleinftin& {lrould frame them
ToRoyalty vulearn’d, Honor vataughe,
Ciutlity not feene from other : valour
That wildely growes in them, but yeelds a erop
Asifichad beene fow'd : yet Rillit’s firange
What Clerens being heere to vs poriends,
Or what his death will brirg vs,

Enter Gurderems
Gui, Where's vy Brother ?

Exit,

r
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Lhage fene 7.2ms Clot-pole downe the flieame,
In E.nbath: totus Mother; his Bodie's hoftage
Foihisreurce. Solewsn Mufick,
Bel, My ingenuous Infirument,
(Hearke Polrdere)it founds :but what occafior
Hath Cad.val now to guue itmotion ? Hearke,
Gu. 1o heathome?
Be.. He wendhencecuen now,
Gur. Whatdoesh: mzane?
Sunce dcathi of my Jeer'? Morhee
Tt did not fpeake betore. Al folimne things
Shonld aniwer {olemne Accilents, Thematter?
Tounphostornothing, and hinering T oyzs,
s wollty tor Apes, and gieele for Boyes.
1s Cadw Hmrd ?
Foer Aruragma. winh Imegen dead, bearing
ber s bes Armes.
Tel. Looke, Liecre he comes,
An. onng: chedire ac 2honn hus Armes,
Ofwhatwebivrs s,
Arwe The Bid s dead
That we Late nadetfomuchon. T hadcacher
Hune shipe from fistecne yeares of Ag o fixey :
Tohauztnn'd my leaping time into a Crutch,
Then haue feenc this,
w1, Oh fwecrclt, fayieflt Lilly ¢
My Bictler weaies tice ottt e one halfe {o well,
As wlicn thou gre » (i thy feife,
bel. OnMchincholly,
Who eucr yet covld {onnd thy bottomie? Finde
The Onze,to thew what Coaftthy fluyaifh case
Might'tt ealileft harbourin Thoubleffed thing.
I Houe knowes wha: man e mghc’fthane made : but J,
Thoudved'ft 1 velt i1 ¢ Boy, of Mclaacholly.
[low fonnd yro an s
Arse Staheasyoulee,
Thus {m Ling, as fomc Fly had tickled flumber,
Not 35 deatns dart bang faugh’d ats hisright Cheeke
Repofing ona Cufhion.
Cw. Where?
A-w, O hflrore:
His armes thus leagu’d, Tthought he flepr,and pue
My clowted Brogue« from oft my feete, whofe rudenefTe
An.v 2:°'d my Repstoo lowd.
Grs. Whnyhebut (lzepes:
Jfhe be gone, heelmake his Grave, s Bed:
Wi.1. trmilc Fagries will his Tombe be haunted,
And \Wo mes will not come to thee,
Arn:, With fayreft Flowers
Wit Sommer lafts, and ! liue heere, Fidele,
He tweeien thy fad graue : thou fhalenot lacke
The Flowar that’s Iike thy face. Pale-Primrofe, nor
The azur'd Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no,nor
Tiic leafe ot Eglantine, whom nor to {lander,
Ot -fweetned not chy breath : the Raddocke would
W ith Charitable bill (Oh bill fore thaming:
Thofe rich-left-beyres, chac let their Fathers lye
Wichout 3 Monument) bring thee all this,
Yea, a1d furr’d Moffe befides, When Flowres are none
To winter-cround thy Coarfee———
Gws, Prythee haue done,
And do not play in Wench-like words with that
Whichis fo ferious. Ler vsbury him,
And not protrs& with admiration,what
Isnow duedeber. To'th’graue. .
Arwm, Say,where fhall’s lay him ?

——

e =

Come lay him downe,

Css. By good Ewrspbile, our Mather.
Armi, Bec'tio:
And let vs (Polidore) though now our voyces
Haue got che mannith cracke, iing him to'th’ground
Asonce to our Mother . vie iike note, and words,
Yaue that Ewryghile, mul} be Fedele,
Gus. Cadwall,
Icannotbing : lie weepz,and woid it with thee;
ForNotes of fotrow, out ot tune ai1c worle
FhewPricfts, and Phancs chac lye.
Arns. Wee'l fpeakeit then,
Bel. Grear geectes I fee med'cine the lefTe : For Clotew
Is qiiteforgor, Hewasa Q eenceSr nne,Boyes,
And though he came our Locmy remember
He was paic t.rthat: chougn micanc,and mighty rotring
Tog-ther haue one duft, yet Reuerence
(That Angeli of the world) doth make d:ftinSion
Ofplace’tweene highyand low. Ours Foewas Princely,
Andtheugh you tooke his Iie, as being our Foe,
Yet bury him,as a Prince,
Gus. Pray yostetch him hither,
Therfites body is as good as A,
When neycher ae alive.
Arm, Hyoulgofecchhim,
Wee'l fay our Song the whil: Brotherbegrn,
Gws. Nay Cadwnall, wemuft Isy hus head to th'Eafl,
My Facher hath a reafon for',
Armi, *Thstrae.
G, Comean thenand remcue him,
Arus, So,begwn.
SONG.
Guid, Fearercmorethe boate o'th’ Sus
Neor the fursoms Wnter s rages, :

Thomth, worldiy task t:ift aom,
Tome art gom,and tane thy wages,
Golden Lads,and Gurles all muft,
As Chimmey-Sweepers come to duft,
Atui. Feareramerstlc frowneo th'Greas
Thom art paft the Tr aves /1 reaie, ’
Care 2o moreto cloath and ease,
Tothee the Rexde ss as the Onke :
The Scepter Learning Phy/icke mnf?,
Al follow this and come 10 duft.
Guid. Fearenomorethe Lightrng flah,
Arvi. Novtb'all-dreaded T bunderffone.
Gui, Fearenat Slander, C enfurerafb,
Arvi. Thewhaft firsfh'd oy and mene.
Both, Al Lonersyoung all Louers muff,
(onfigne 10 thee and come 1o dnf?,
Guid. No Exorcifer harme thee,
Arui. Ner nowstch-crafi charme thee,
Guid. Gheft vnlasdforbeare thee,
Arui. Notlrmg flcome meer e thee.
Both. Qwset confumation bane,
Andrenowncd be thy grane.
Enter Belarsms with the body of Cleten,
" Cwi. Wehaue done our obfequies ¢

Bel Heere's a few Flowres,but "bout midnighe asore :
Thehearbes that haue an thein cold dew o'th'nighe
Are firewings fic' for Graues : vpon their Faces.
You were as Flowres, now withec’d ; euen fo
Thefe Herbelets fhall,which we vpon you firew,
Come op,away, apart vpon ovr knces :
The ground that gsuethem fitf}, ha's them againe:
Their pleafures here are paft,fo are their paine,  Exewme.
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The Tragedieof C:)mbe/ine.

Imogenwwakes.
Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the way ? |
I thanke you : by yond bufh? pray how farre thether #
'Ods pituiking : can it be fixe mile yer ?
I'haue gone alt mghe : Fanthylle lye downe,and fleepe.
But fott ; ne Bedtellow £ Oh Gods,and Goddefles !
Thele Flowresare like the pleatures of the World 5
This bloody man the care ont. Ihope [ dreame:
For fo I thought 1 was a Caue-keeper,
And Cooke to honeft Creatures. But 'tis not fo:
"Twas but abolt of nothing, fhot at nothing,
Which the Braine makes of Fumes. OQur very eyes,
Are fometimes hke our Iudgements,blinde. Good faith
1 cremble (il with feare: butifthere be
Yet lefuin Heauen, as fmall a drop of pittic
Asa Wrens eye; fear'd Gods, a pait of it
TheDreame’s heere flill : euen when I wake it iy
Without me,as within me : notimagin'd, fele. |
A headleffe man? The Garments of Posthumuss ?
I know the thape of™s Legge : this is his Hand :
His Foote Mercurciall : his martiall Thigh
The brawnes of Hercaules : but his louall facem—o
Murther in heauen 2 How 2 "tis gone.  Tifamso,
All Curfes madded Hecnba gaue the Greekes,
And mine to boot, be darted on thee s thou
Confpir'd with that Irregulous diuell Cloten,
Hath heere cut off my Lord. ‘To write, andread,
Be hencetorth treacherous. Daman’d Pifunio,
Hath with his forged Letters (damn'd Pifanso)
From this mot braueft veffel! of the world
Strooke themainc top ! Oh Peffhumus, alas,
Where s thy head?where's that? Aye me ! where’s that ?
Pifamo might haue kull'd thee acshe heare,
And left this head on. How thould thisbe, Psfanio?
*Tis he, and Clorew : Malice, and Lucreinthem
Haue laid this Woe heere, Oh'tis pregnaot, pregaant !
The Drugge he gaus me, which hee fard was precious
And Cordiall come, haue I not tound ¢
Murd’rous to’th’Senfes ? That confirmes ithome :
This is Psfan:o’s deede, and Clorex: Oh
G ae colour to my pale cheeke with thy blood,
That we the horrider may feeme to thofc
Wihach chance tofinde vs. Oh, my Lord!afy Lord!
Enter [ucuss,Captasries and a Soashfayer.
Cap. Tothem,the Legions garriton’d in Gallia
Afieryour will, haue croft e Sca, attending
You heere a: Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes s
They are heercinreadime(le,
Luc. But what from Rome?
Cap, TheSenate hath Rir’d vp the Confiners,
And Gentlemen of Italy, moft willing Spitits,
That proanfe Noble Seruice : and they come
Vuder the Conduét of vold Zachimo,
Szcraa’s Brother,
Luc. \Whznevpe& youthem?
Cep. V/iththe nextbenefico'th'winde,'
Lee. This forwardneffe
Mahes our hupes faire, Command our prefentnumbers
I3e mufter’d : bid the Captaines looke too’t. Now Sir,
What haue you dream’d of late ofthis warres purpole.
Sootb. Laft night,the very Code« fhew'd me a vifion
(I fatt,and pray’d for their Intelligence) thus :
1 faws Juuces Bird, the Romun Eoole wing'd
Frow the fpungy South, to ihis part of the Weft,
There vamf{l'd 1n the Sun beames,which portends
Yulefle my finnes abufe my Diunation)

P ———.,

\ ——— e . ——— e

Succefle to th'Roman hoaft.

Lnc, Dseame often fo,

And neuer falfe. Soft hoa, what truncke is heere
Without his top * The ruine fpeakes, that fometime
It was a wort hy building. How? a Page?

Or dead, or {leeping on him ? But dead rathes :

For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed

With the defun, or {teepe vpon the dead.

Let’s fce the Boyes face, '

Cap- Hee's aline my L ord.

Luc, Hee'lthen infiruét vs of thisbody : Young one

Informe vs ofthy Foitunes, for it feemes ’
They craue to be demanded : who is this
Thou mak'ft chy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he
That (otherwife thennoble Nature did)
Hath alter'd that good PiCture? What's thy intereft
In this fad wracke? How came'’s? Whois't?
What art thou?

Imo. 1amnothing;: orifnor,

Nothing, to be were better : This was my Mafler,
A very valunt Britaine,and a good,

Thatheere by Mountameersiyes flaine: Alas,
Thereas no more fuch Mafters : I may wander
From Laftto Occident, ¢ry out for Seruice,

Try many, all good: feruc truly : never

Finde fuch another Mafler.

Lue, "Lacke,good youth:

Thou mou'it no leffe with thy complaining, then
Thy Maifter inbleeding : {ay his name,good Friend.

Imo. Richard dw Champ : 1€ 1 do lye,and do
No hatmeby it, though the Gods heare, I hope
They'l pardonit. Say you Sur?

Luc, Thy name?

Imo, Lidile ir.

Luc. Thou cxo’ftapprouc thy feliethe very fama:
Thy Name well fits thy Faith ; thy Faich,thy Name :
Wilttake thy chance with me? I will noc f
Thou thaltbe fo well mafier’d, but be fure
No leffe belowd. The Romane bmperors Letters
Sent by a Couflllto me, fliould not fooner
Thenthincowne wertl preferre thee: Go with me.

Ime. lle tollow Sir. But firfl,and’ pleafe the Gods,
e hwde my Mafter ticm the Flies,as decpe
As thefe pooic Pickaxes candigge : and when
With wild wood-leaues & weeds, 1 ha' ftrew’d bis graue
Andonitfuda Century of prayers
(Suchas Fcanjiwice ore, Jle weepe,and fighe,

And leaving fo hus feruice follow you,
So pleafe you entertamme mee.

Lus. Igood youth,

And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee : My Friends,
The Boy hath caught vs manly duties : Lecvs

Finde out the prettieft Dazied-Plot we can,

And make birawith our Pikes and Partizans

A Graue: Come, Atmie hun: Boy hee's prefers’d

By thee, to vs,and he fhall be interr'd

As Souldiers can. Becheerefull ; wipe thine eyes,

Somc Falles are meanes the happier to asife, Exenn

——

ScenaT ertia.

7,

Enter Cymbeling, Lords ,and Pifawio. :
Cym. Againe: ano hung me word how "us with her,
A Feauour with the abtence of her Sonne;

A
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| A madnefle, of which her life’s in danger : Heauens,
How deeply you at once do touch me, Imogen,
| The great pactof my comfore, gone: My Queene
Vponadi era ebed,andin atime
When feareroil Wartes peint atme : Her Sonne gone,
So necdtull tor this prc({tnt Pltfinkes me,palt
1 Thehope of comfort. But for thee,Fellow,
<} Who reeds mult know ot her de parture, and
1 Dofl fecine to 1gnorane, wee'l enforce it frem thee
By atha.pe Torture,

Pif. Sir,my hfe 1syours,
1 ha 2 bly fetic at yous will : But for my Miflris,
I nothung hnow where flie remzines : why gone,
Not when fhe purpofes rezurne. Beieech your Highnes,
Holdme your loyall Serusne,

Lord. ‘Good my Licge,
The day that (he wasmifing, he was hrereg
1 dare bebound hee's tiwe, and Juall performe
All parts of hus fubrcehien oy .ol:y. Fur Cloten,
There wants no dilpcnce o {eoking him,
And v.1l! ro doubt be tound,

Cym Thetimeistrouble{ome:
Wee'l (Lip you for a feafon, but pur iealoulic
Do’s yct depend,

Lord. So pleale your Maiefty,
] The Romaine Legions,all from Gallia drawne,
Arelanded onyour Coaft, withatupply
Of Romaine Gentlemen, by the Senate fent,

I am amaz’'d with matter,

Lord. Good my Liege,
Y our preparation can affront no lefle (ready:
Then whatyou heare of, Comemore, formereyou'ic
The want is,but to put thole Powres inmotion,
That long to moue,

Cym. lihankeyou : lev's withdraw
And meete the Time, asit feekes vs, Wefcare not
What can from Italy annoy vs, buc
We greeue at chanceshecre. Away.

Psfa. 1hcard no Leceer from asy Mafter,fince
1 wrote him /mogem was flaine, ‘Tis firange:
Nor heare I fromy my Miftris, who did promife
To yeeld me oftentydings. Neither knew [
Whatis betide to Cloten, but remaine
Perplextinall. The Heaucens fill muft worke :
Wherein | am falfe, I am honeft : not true, to be true,
Thefc prefent warres thall finde Jloue my Country,
Eucn tothe note ¢ th’King, or Ile fall in thethy
All other doubts, by tine let thee be cleer’d,
Fortune brings in fome Boats,tharare not fteer’d.  Exie,

Exeu:t

Scenz Quarta.

~
i

Ester Belarins Gurderins G Arviragnd.

Gui. The noyfeis round abodt vs.

Bel, T ervytromic,

Arns. Whatpleafure Sir,we finde in life, talocke ic
From Aétion,and Adoenture,

Gwi. Nay,what hope w7
Haue we 1n hiding vs? 1his way the Romaines
Muft, or for Britaines flay vs orreceiuevs .
Forharbarous and vnnarurall Repoles -

During their vfc,and flay vsasfter,

l _ ‘ -

Cym. Now forche Countaile of my Son and Quecn, -

matamendnnn.

Bel, Sonnes,

W ec'l higher to the Mountaines, there fecure v,
To the Kings party there's no gomng : newnefle
Of Clotens death (we being not knowne, noc nrufter'd
Among the Bands) may driue vs to arender
Where we haueliv’d; and fo extort from’s thac
Which we haue done, whofe anfwer would be death
Drawnc on with Torture,

Gus, Thrsis (Sir)a doubt
Tn (ueh atime, nothing becommizg you,
Nor fatisfying vs,

Arei. Iusootlikely,
That when they hearc their Romzn hotfes neigh,
Behold their quarter’d Fires 5 have both theur cyes
Aud cares fo cloyd importantly as now,
, Thatthey will watte cheir time vpon oyr note,
To know from whence we are,

Bel. Oh,lamknowne )
Ofmany in the Army : Many yeeres '
(Though Cleten then but young) you fee, not wore him
Fiom my remembrance. And befides, the King
Hath not deferu’'d my Seruice, nor yeur Loues,
Who finde in my Exile, the want of Breeding ;
The certainty ot this heard hife, aye hopelcfle
To haue the courtefie your Cradle promis'd,
But to be thll hot Swiimers Tanlings,and
The thrinking Slaues of Whnzer.
, Gni, Thenbelo,
Betterto ceafetobe. Pray Sir, to'th’ Army :
I, and my Brother are sotknowne ; your telie
So out of thoughe, and thereto fo vre-grov ne,
Cannort be queflion’d.

Arui. By this Sunae that fhines
Ile thither : Whatthing is', thac I neuer
Did fee nian dye, fcaric ecerlook’d on bload,
Butthat of Coward Hares, hotGoars, and Venilon?
N:zner befirid a Horfe faae one, that had
A Rides like my felfe, whonere wore Rowell,
Notirononhisheele? lamafhan’d -
Tolooke vpontie holy Sanne, to have-
Thebencefic of his bleft Beames cemaining
Solong a poore voknowne, ‘

Gus. By beaucns lle go,
Ifycu will bleffeme Sir, and give meleaue,
e cake che better cate : butif you will not,
Thehazord therefore ducfall on me,by
Thie hands ot Romaines,

Argi. So{ay I, Amen,

Bel. Noreafon | {firce of your lives you fee”
Soflight a valzwation) (hould refcrue
My crack’d one to more care. Haue with you Boyes:
It 1n your Country warres you chance to dye,
Thacss my Bed too (Lads)anc there flelye,
Lead,tead; che time fecms long, their bleod thinks fcorn
Tilf i iye ove,and fhew them Princes borne.  Exesnt.

Actus Quintus. ScenaPrima.

N

Enter Poftbumsus alone. ’
© Poft. Yeabloody tloth . Ile keep thee & for I am withe
Thou (hould'ft Be coMur'd thus. You married oaes,

Muft murther Wiues much beccer then themfelues -

) Ifeach of you fhouid take this caurfe, how many
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For wrying but a lictle ? Oh Pifanso;.

Euery good Scruant do’s not ai Commands:

No Bound,-but to do iuft ones. Gods, if you
Should hauexane vengeance on my favlts, Ineuer
Had hin"d to pat oa this : fo had youfaved
The noble dmsgex, to sepent, and firooke .
Me (wretch)more worth your Vengeance. Butalacke,
You fnatch fome hence for hudle faules 5 thas’s loue

To haue them fall no moye : you fome perme
Toiecondilles withilles, cach clder worle,

And make themy dread it, to thedooers thirift.

But Zmosen 1s your owne, do your befl willes,

And makeme bleftto obey. Tambroughchither
Among th’ltalian Gentry, and to fight

Againft my Ladies Kingdome :"Tis enough

That (Britaine) Thaoe kill’d thy Miflns : Peace,

I'e giueno wound to thec . therefore good Heauens,
Heare patiently my purpofe, Iledifrebeme

Ofthefe Italian weedes, and fuite my felfc

Asdo’sa BritamePezant : {o lcfight

Againftthe part I come with :folledye

For thee (O Zmogen) cuen for whom my life

Is cuery breath,a death : and chus, yokuowne,

Pittied. nor hated, to the face of perill -

My feifeIle dedicste. Letme make men know

More valour in ine, then my habis fhow.

Gods, put the ftrength o’th’Leenati in me :

To fhamethe guize o'th'world, 1 will begin,

The fafhion leffe without, and more wichin. Exst,

Scena Secunda.

Enter Lucins, lachimo and the Rowsant Army at one doore :
and the Birtasne Mrmy at another : Leonai s Pofthums
Followin? like & poore” Sumldier, They march ouer, and fae
ont. Thenerter agame in Skormfh Fachiw and Pofthu-
mus . levangusfbeth and difarmeth Lichsma, and thes

leares Fivt,

lac The beavineftz and gwlt within my bofome,
Takes ot wy inzvhood . T hauebelyed a Lady,
The Piinceiic of this Country ; and the ayreon't
Reuengingly enfecbles e, or could this Carle,
A very drugue of Natares haue fubdu'de me
In my profeflion 2 Kaighithoods,and Honors borne
As Twesre munc)are utlesbut of fcorne.
If that thy Gentey (Butaine ) po before

} This Lowe, ashe exceeds our Lords, the oddes

Is,chat we {carlc aicmien, and youare Goddes.  Exir.
' T ke Battade continuesythe Britasmes fly, Cymbeline i
takcn 2 T hencater tobu vefene, Bellarius, Gusdersna,
and cirioranis,
Be{ Stard, fizad, we haue th’aduantage of the ground,
The Lene s guardad : Nothing rowesvs, bue -
The villany of cur fcares, |
Grin Aris. Stand,fandand fighe,

Enter Poftinmmus a1d Jecondsehe Britaines, They Refcue
Cymobeline, and E xewnt
T enenter Lacins, Jachimo, and Imogen.

&g fricnds hui fniends,and the diforder’s fuch

L‘)L\ac. Awoy boy from the Troopes,and fauethy felfe:

.

As warre weke hood-wink'd.
Iaz. 'Tis their frefh fupplies. :
Luc. Itisadaycurn’d firangely : or betimes .

Let’s re-inforce, or fly. Exewnt

]

- ——

Scena D ertia.

Enter Pofthumss, and 4 Britaine Lord.

Lor. Cam’fl thou from where they made the fland ?

Poff. 1did,
Though you it feemes come from the Fliers?

Lo, 1did.

Poff. Noblame be to you Sir,for all wisleft,
But that the Heaucns fought : the King himfelfe
Of his wings deftitute, the Arniny broken,
Andbuct thebackes of Britaines {cune ; all flying
Through 2 firait Lane, the Enemy full-hcart *d,
Lolling the Tongue with flaught’ring : hauing worke
Moreplenufull, then Tooles to doo't : firooke downe
Sone mortaily, fome flightly touch’d, fome falling
Mecerely through fearc,that the firaie paffe was damm’d
Withdeadmen,huit behinde,and Cowards living
Todye with length’ned fhame,

Lo. Wherewas tlisLane?

Peft Clofzby the battell ditch’d, & wall’d with turph,
Which gaue aduantage to an ancient Soldiour
(Anhoneit one I warrant) who deferu’d
Solong abrecding, as bus white beard camerto,
Indoing this tor’s Country. Athwart the Laue,

He, with two firiplings (Lads more ltke corun
The Country bale, thien to commir fuch tlaugliter,
Wiathfaces tic for Mashes, or ratheg fayrer
Thentholc fos preferuation cas’d, or fhame)
Made goodthe paflage. cryed to thofethst fled.
Our Braurames hearts dye flying, not our men,
To darknefle flecte foules that flye backwards ; fland,
Or weareRomanes, and will gie youthat  /
Likz bealls,which you fhun beaflly, and may fave
But to luoke backe in frowne : Stand,(tand. Thefethree,
Three thoufand confident, 1n adte as many :
For three performers arc tiic File, when all
Thereft donothing. With this word ftand,fand,
Accomodated by the Place ; more Charming
Withtheirowne Nobleneffe, which could-haue turn’d
A Diftsffe,toa Lance, guilded palelookes ;
Part fhame, parc fpiric renew’d, that fome tura’d coward
Butby example (Oha finne in Warre,
Damu’d in the fuft beginacss) gan to looke
The way thacthey did, aud to gunhike Lyons
Vponthe Pikes o'th’Hunters. Thenbeganne
A ftop 'th’Chafer ; a Reeyre: Anon
A Rowt, confufion thiche: forthwith they fiye
Chickenz,the way which they flopt Eagles: Slaues
The ftrrdes the Victors made: and now our Cowards
Iv.eFragments mhard Voyages becarre
The hfe o’thneed . hawiry found the backe doore open
Ofthe vinguarded heaits . heauens how they wound,
Some flaine betor e fonie dying: 5 fome their Friends
Ore-borne 1’th furmer waue,ren chae . by one,
Arenow each one the flang hrer-inan of twenty ¢
Thofe thac wonid dye, ov eresciift are growne
The mortall bugsoth Ficld

Lor.

.
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Lo d. Thiswas ﬂrange chance:
A narcow Lanc.an old man,and two Boyes.
Poff, Nay,donot wonder atit : you aremade
Rather co wonder atihie thing. youheare,
Then to wor ke amy. Nl you Rume vppn’(’
Andventittora Mok e 2 {eere 1s one
*Two Beves,an Oldmsan (iwiceaBoy)a Lane,
“Preferadihe’tritames, wasthe Rowines b e,
Lord. Noy b not angry Sir,
o h Lacke,to whatend ?
Jates not Hand his Foc. e be his Friend :
it hee’l do, ashe s made to doo,
[ hurwhee'l quickly fiye my fiiendhip too.
Yoo hae put mento Rune,
Lord. ¥arewel, you're angry. Et,
Poft. Stllgeing ? Thisis aLord : Oh Noble nulery
To be vthFieldyard ashe wintnowes ot e
To day, how many would bane ;uuen their Honouss
To hauve fau’d then Cadlizlles ¢ ookeheeleto doo't,
Andyetdvedtoo. I mnininc owne woe charm'd
Could not finde death,where I did heare him groane,
Nor feele im where he firooke. Bangaa vgly Monfler,
"T1s firange he hides him «n trefh Cups,loft Leds,
Sweet words 5 or hath moe mimifters then we
Thatdraw hiskmues i\ ar, Well D will finde him s
Forbeing now aFauourer to the Biitaire,
No morea Britane, Thauerefum’d againe
Thepart Tcame . Fight I will no more,
But yecid me to the verieflt Hinde, that (hall
Once touch my fhoulder, Greartheflaugheeris
Heere madeby’th'Romane ; greac the Aniwer be
Britaines mufttake. For e, my Ranfome's death,
On eycher fide L come to {pend my breach s
Which neyther heerc e keepe, nor beare agen,
Buc cndit by fome meanes for Imagen,
Enter two Captames,and Soldicrs.
1 Great Jupiter be prais'd, Lucues is taken,
"Tis thought the old man,and his fonnes, were Angels,
2 There wasa fourthman,ina filly habut,
That gaue th’Affront with them,
1 So’usreported :
Butnone of em can be found. Stand,who's there ?
Poft, A Roman,
Who had notnow beene drooping heere,if Seconds
Had anfwer’d him.
2 Lay handsonhim:aDogge,
Alegue of Rome fhallpot retuine to tell ) i
What Crows haue pecke them here : he brags his feruice
Asifhe were of note : bring him to'th’King.
Enter Cymbelise,Ee’a 1155 Cowsde: isas, drwsragus Pifanio, and
Romane Capteues  The Captaines prefent Pofthumns to
Cymbelme,who deliners bns orer to a Gaolers

—— . — - ———— e —— e = s e o

Scena Quarta.
~

Enter Pofthumss,and Gaoler.

Gao. You (hall not mow be ftolne,
You haue lockes vponyou:
So graze, as you finde Pafture,

2.Gao. 1,012 tomacke.

Poft. Moft welcome bondage; for thouarra way
(Ithinke) to liberty: yet am I beter
\Then onethat's ficke o'th’Gowt, fince he had rather

‘

|

¥

Groane fo in perpetuity, then becur'd
By"th’fure Phy(itian, Death; who is the key
T'vobarre thefe Lockes.My Confcience,thou art fetter’d
More thenmy fhanks,8 wnifts:you good Gods giue me
The penitent Inftrument to picke that Bule,

Then tree for cucr. Is’cenough [ am forry 2

So Children temporall Fathers do appealc;
Godsaremore full of mercy.  Muft L repent,

T cannot do 11 better then in Gyues,

Dcfit’d, more then conftramn’d, to facisfie

1fot my Freedome 'us the mame pare, take

No ftné&er render of me, then my All.

I know you are more clement then vilde tnen,

Who of their broken Debtors take a chird,

A fixt, atenih, letting them thriuc againe

On thairabatement s that’s noc my defire,

For Imegens deere life, take mine, and chough

"Tisnot fo deere, yee 'tis a hic ; you coyn'd i,
"Tweene man,and man,they waigh noc euery lampe ;
Thoughlight, take Peeces for the figures fake,
(Yourather) minebeing yours : anafo great Powres
Ifyouwnll take this Audit, take this Iife, ’
And cancell thete cold Bonds, Oh Imegen,
lle fpeahecothee in filence.

Solemne Muficke. Enter(asin an Apparation)Sicifline Leo-
natus, Father to Pofthumus an old v1an,attyred like & war-
rionr, leading i his hand an ancsens Matron (bss wife, 8
Moather to Po:thumus ) wuh Muficke before them, Then
afier cther Maficke follewes {be two yonrg Leonat (Eraj
thers to I oSthumms) w.th wounds as they ded mibhe warrs.
They circle Pofthnmms round as be lics Slecping,

Siesl. No more thou Thunder-Mafter

fthew thy fpight.cn Mortall Flies

With Mar. fall out with Zums chide,thac thy Adulteries
Rates,and Reuenges.

Hath my poore Boy done ought but well,
whoieface | neuer faw :

Idy'de whil'ftintl e Wombe he faide,
attending Natures Law,

Whofe Father then (as men report,
thou Ocphanes Father art)

Thou fhould’(t haue bin, and theelded him,
from this earth-vexing fmart,
(Moth. Lucinalent not me her ayde,
but cooke me inmy Throwes,

That fromme was Poffhumns ript,
came crying ‘mong’tt Kis Foes,
A thing of pitty.
Swerl. GreatNature hke his Ancefisie,
moulded the ftuffe (o faire:
Thached feru'd che praife o'th’Wosld,’
as great Sscelius heyee,
1.Bre. When once he was macare for man,
in Britaine where was hee
That could ftand vp his pacalell ?
Or fruitfull obie & bee?
Ineye of Imogen, that beft could deeme
his dignitie. )
Mo, With Marridge wherefore was he mptke
to be exil’d,and throwne )
From Leowazs Seate, and caft fromvber,’
his deereft one s

Sweere Imogen? -

- -
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Totaint his Nobler Liatt & braine,with needlefleieloufy,

And te begome the geeke and fcorne o’th’others vilany?

2Bro. Forthis, trom fuilier S2ats we camne, o
our Parents,and vs twaiue,

That ftrshing in our Countries caufe,

fell bravely,and were flaine,

Qur Fealty & Tenantius tight,with Honor to maintainc,
1 Bre. Like hasdiment Poffbammns hath

to Cymb. lme pesforavd:

Then Tupiter,y King of Co-ds,;why hafl y thus adiourn*d

The Graces for his Merits due,being sil to dolors turn’d?
Sicsd. Thy Chnftull window ope; looke,

looke out,no lenger exercife

Vpon a valiant Race,thy harfh,and potentiniuries :

Meth, Swce(lupizer)our Sonis good,
take off his mijenics.

Srcil. Peepethrouyh thy Marble Maniion, helpe,
ot we poore Ghotbs will cry

Toxhihining Synod of thereft,spainfithy Deny,
Brothers. Helpe (lupiter) or we appeaie,

and fromthy w(tice fiyc.

Tupiter defcends 1n Thunder and Lizhtming, ,’:'rrmg Vppon an
Eagle. bee tirowes & Tlmnder-bolt. T hedsnoftes fall o
toesr knees,

Inpiter, No more youperty Spirits of Region low

Offend our hearing : hath. How dare youGhofics

Accufe the Thunderer, whole Bolt (you know)

Sky-planted, batcers all rebelling Coafls,

Poore fhadowes of Elizium, hence, and reft

Vpon your neuer-withering bankes of Flowres,

Be not with mortall accidents oppreft,

No care of yoursit is, you know 'tis ours,

Whorm beft Ioue, I croffe ; to make oy guife

Themore delay’d, dehighted. Becentent,

Your low-laide Sonne, our Godhicad will vplitt :

His Comforts thrive, s Tiials well are fpent :

Our Touiall Starre reign’d at his Basth, and in

Our Temple was he marricd : Rife,and fade,

He (hall be Lord of Lady imagen,

AnJhappier much by lis Afthiction made.

T s T ableelay vpon his Breft,wherein

Our pleafure, bus full Fortune, doth confine,

And fo away . nofaither with your dinne

Exprefle Impaticcce, 122 you thirre vp minc

Mourt Uagle, co my Paiace Chniftalline. Afcends

S:cii. Hecamern [lwnder, his Celeftiall breath

Was fulphurous to fmell : che holy Eagle

Stoop*d, asto footc vs: his Afcenfionis

More fwcet then our hle® Erelds : hisRoyali Bird

Peunes the immortall wing, and cloyes his Beake,

Aswhenhis God is pieas’d,

All. Thankes lopirer.
Ste. The Marblc Paucincri clozes, he isenter'd

His radiaut Roofe. Awnay, snd to bebleft

Lecvs with care pecforme lus great beheft. Vanh
Pofl. Skeepeythou bait bina Grandfire, and begor

A Father to nie zand thou heft created

.A Mother and two Brothers. But (ob fcorne

Gone racy werdhience fo foone as they were borne

Andfo1 wmawahe, Poore Wretches,that depend

,0nGreay ZrgFzucnr; Dreameaas ] have done,

Wake avalidenothing. Buc(algs) Tiwerue:
Mary Drcaioe no e fiade, neither Jdeferpe, &

-Aug yet ate (icep dinFavours ;ivan ] o |

That hauctins Gelden clance, ana know net why

What Faveries haunt this groupd ¢ A Book?Oh rare one, l

 —

!

T ———
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Be not, as is our fangled world, aGrrmant
Nobler thenthatit couers. Letthy effele
So follow, to be moft ynlike our Courtiers,
As good, as promife.
Reades.

W Hex as 4 Lyons whelpe, foall to himfelfe vnkwown with.

ont fecking finde, and bee embrac'd by a pece of tender
Ayra: Andwhen from a ftasely Cedar [hallbe lopt branches,
which besng dead many yeares, foall after remne, bee ioyntedta
theold Stocke , and fre/bly grow, then fhall Pofthummna end bis
miferics, Britasne be fortunate, and flowrsl sn Peace and Ple-
tie,
"Tis {till a Dreame : or elfe fuch ftuffe as Madmen
Tongee, and braine not : either both,or nothing
Or {cntelefic fpeaking, or a fpeaking fuch
As fenfe cannot vicye, Be whatacis,
The Attion of my Life1slike i, which Ile keepe
1tbut for impatt.y.

Enter Gacler,

Gao. Come Sir, are you ready for death?

Poff, Ouer-roaftedrather ¢ ready long ago.

Gao, Hangig 1s the word, Sir, if you beercadie for
that, you are well Cook'd.

Pojt. So1tlproucagood repaft tothe Spe&ators,the
dith payes the fhot.

Gao. A heauy reckoning for you Sir: But the comfort
is you fhallbe called to no more payments, fear no more
Tauerwe Buls, which are often the adneffe of parung, as
the procuring et mirth: you comen faint for want of
meate, departiechng withtoo much drinke : forrie that
you haue payed too miuch, and forry that you are payed
too much . Putic and Braine, both empty : the Brain the
keauier, for being toa ight ;the Putletoo light, being
d:awnne of heamnedle. Oh,ofthis contradiGtion you fhall
now be quit: Ohihie chanty ot a penny Cord,itiummes
vpthoulunds natnice : you haue no tiue Debitor, and
Creditor bur it :of what's paft, is, snd to come, the dif-
charges yournecke(Sis j:s Pen,Booke,and Counters ; fo
the Acquittines toilowes,

Paft. Tanmererto dye.then thouart to liue.

Gae. Indecd S:¢ he chat fleepes,feeles not the Tooth-
Ache: but sinan thac were to flze e your fleepe, and a
Hangmanto helpe nmto bed, | think he would change
places wath s Ofhizer : tor, look you Sir, you know not
wh.ch way you fhall go.

Pojf, Yes indced do 1, fellow.

Gae Yourdeath has eyesin’s headthen : I hauenot
feene by n fo piGtur'd : youmutt eicher bee dire@cd by
fomz that take vpon them ro know,or to take vpon your
felte that which I am fure you do not know . tor jump she
altegagaquiry on your owne perill : and haw you (hall
{peed in your jvurnies end, I thioke you'l neuer returne
to tell one.

Poft. I tcllthee, Fellow, there arc none want cyes,to
dire¢t them the way I am going, but fuch as winke, and
will not vie them. .

Gas. What aninfinite mocke is this, that a man fhold
haue the beft vfe of eyes, to fee the way of blindneffe : I
am fure hanging’s the way of winking.

Enter a Meffengor, . -
: ‘h'l:ﬁ Kaocke off his Manacles,bring your Prifonetto
the King.

Pa/?.g Thoubring'@ good newes, Jam call'd o bee
maacfree, "

Gas. 1lebehangdihen. | C !

Pft. Thou (halt be then freer tbmbGAdnmmbn}&

or

-
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for the drad.
G.s. Vnleffe aman would marry a Gallowes, & be-
get yons Gibbets, I neuer faw one fo prone : yeton my
Con'cience, ther ¢ ate vericr Knaues defice to fue, forall
hebe a Reman jand there be fome of themtoo that dye
egamnft thar willesyfo (hould 1, if [ wereone. 1 would
we were all of one minde,and one minde good: O there
were defolation of Gaolers and Galowfes : I fpeake a-
gawit my prefeat profit, burmy with hath a preferment
e, Evemit.

Scena Quunta.

Enter Cymbeline, Fellaring Gurderiusy Arus-
yorgus, Difaniey . {Lords, .
Cym.Stand by my fide yon, whom the Gods haue made
Pretcrucisefmy [ Licac: woe is my heare,
That the ponr ¢ Souldier thac fo richly foughe,
Whoierizges, fham'd gilded Armes,whole nakec Dreft
Steprbeforc 1arges of proofe, cannot be found:
He fhall be happy that car finde umf
Onr Grace canmake him (o,
Bel, I ncuer faw
Such Noble fury info poore a Thing ;
Such precious deeds, 1n onn chat promift nought
But beggery,and  7ore lockes,
Cyw. Notydings ot him?
Psfa. Hehath bin fearch’d among the dead, & lining ;
Butno trace of him,
Cym. Tomy grezfe,Iam
The heyre of his Keward, wiacv T will adde
b0 you (the Liver, Heart,and Sraine ot Butaine)
By whom (1 grant) fhe hues. “Tis now the ume
To aske of whence you are. Repost it.
PBel, Sir,
{1 In Cambria are weborre, and Gentlemen::
Further to boaft, were neyther true, nor modetft,
Voleffe I adde, we sre honeft,
C‘]m. Bow your knees ¢
Arife my Knights o'th*Battell, T create you
Companions to our perfon, and will ficyou
With Dignities becomming your eftates.
Enter Cornclinss and L adies,
There’s buftefle in thele faces : why fo fadly
Greet you ous Vioty Pyeu looke like Romaines,
And not o'th'Court of Brikaine. ** '
- Corm. Hayle greatKing, .~ '
T o fowre yous heppincfi¢, I muft repore -
The Queenc is demde T
Cym. Who wor(e shen s Phyfitian
Would this report become ? But 1 confider,
By Med’cine life mag be profong’d, yer death
Will {eir the Doétorroo. How ended fhe? i
Cor. Withhetror, medly dying, Hke herlife,
Which (being cruélf tothe world) concluded
Motk crucll to her feife, - Wehat fhe confeft,
I will report, (o picafe you. Thef¥her Womcn
Can trip me,if 1 erre, who witlr wet'cheekes . i
Were prefent when he finifh’d. - L7
Cym. Prytheefuy, L
Cor. Firft,(he t:n‘y&ﬂ fhencwet lod'd you ¢ onely
Affc&ed Gresumeffeé gorby you :not you :

Marsied yontRayslty, warwifeto your place: -

PR Rl A -

Abhorr’d your perfon.

Cym. She alone knew this:

And but fhe {poke it dying, 2 would not
Belceue ber hips 1n openmng it. Procced.

Corn. Your daughter,whom fhe bore in hand to loue
With fuch mtegnty, fhe did conteffe
Was as a Scorpion to her fight , whofe Life
(But thac her fight preuented 1t) he had
Tanecft by poylon.

Cym. Omcit deheate Fiznd'

Wlhois't cangeade a Woman¢ Is theremnre ?

Corn. MorcSir,and wotfe. Shedid confeffefhe! ad
Toryon amortall Minerall, which being tooke,:
Siinuld by the minute fee tzenhife,and hag'ning,

By inches watie you, Inwhichtune, the parpos'd
By watcling, weeping, tendance, kiffing to
Orecome you with her thew; and in time

(When fhehad ficted you with her cratt, to worke
HerSoracnto th'adoption of the Crowae :
Rutfayling ot her end by his flsang= abfence,
Grew hamelefie defperate, open'd (in defpighe
OfHeauen and Men) her putpofes : fepe:ued

The emls the hatch’d, weie net effected : fo
Dlipsyun& dyed.

Cym. Heard you all this,her Women ?

La. Wedid,fo pleafc your Hignncflc.

Cym. Minceyes
W ere noc in faul, for the was beautifull:

Muue eares that heare her flattery, nor iy hearr,
Thae thought her like her feemmg. lehad beene vicious |
To have anftrufted her : yee (Oh my Dausheer)
That 1t was folly 10 me, thoumayft fay,
And proueitia thy feeling, Heauen mendall.
Enter Lncins Jasbrmo,and ocher Romanprsfencrs,
Léonatss bebind, and [mogen.
Thou comay't not Carme now for Tribate, that
‘The Britaines have rac’d ont, though with the lofle
Ot many a bold one : whofe Kinfmen haue made fuite
That their good foules may be appeas-d, with flanghter
Of you their Captiues, which our felte haue granced,
So thinke of your eflate,

Lsc. Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, the day
Was yours by accident : had it gone with vs,

We ({ould not when the blood was cool, haue threatend
Onur Prifoners withthe Sword. Buc fince the Gods
Will haue it thus, that nothing but ourlives

May be call’d ranfome, let it come : Sufficech,
A'Roman, with a Romans heart cad fuffer :

e Angnfim lives tothinke on’c: and fo much’

For my pecubiar care. This one thing oncly

1 will entéésre, my Boy (a Britaine borae)

Let him beranfom’d : Neuer Mafter had

A Page fokinde, fo duteous, diligent,

So tender ouer his occafions, true, '

So feate, {o Nurfe-like - let his vertue ioyne

With my requeft, which Ile make bold .your Highnefle
Cannot derty : he hath done no Britaine harme,
Thoughhe haue fer’daRoman. Sauchim (Sir)

- And fpare no blood befide,

Cym. 1haue furely feenehim:

His fauour is familias to me : Boy,

Thou halt look’d thy felfe into my grace,

And art minc owne. I know not why, wherefore,

To fay, liue boy : ne’re thanke thy Mafter, liae ;

And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilk,

Firting my bounty, and thy Rate, He gipe it Y ‘
.- . (3]
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Yea, though thou do demand 1 Prifoncr
Lhe Nobieft cane, '
" Ime. Ihumbly thanke your Highneflc.:
Lwe. 1donot bid theebegge my hite, good Lad,
And yet 1 know thou wilt,
 Imo. No,vo,alacke,
There’s other woskein hand: Tee athing
Buteer co me, a5 death : your hife,good Malier,
Muft fhuffle for ic {elfe.
Lus. The Boy difdaines me,
Heleaues e, {cornes me : brietely dye theirioyes,
That place themn on the trath of Gyrles,and Boyes. ;
Why ftanas he > perplexc?
Cym. Whr would’ & thou Boy?
J loue thee morce,and more : tiunkemore and more
What’s beft to aske. Know'ft hin thou Jook tk on:ipeak
Wile haue um lue? Is he thy Kin? thy Fread?
Ime. Heisa Romane, no more kintowme,
Then I to your Highnelle, who being boru your vaffaile
Am fomething necrer.
Cym. Whereforcey'thim (o?
Imo. Wetell you (Sic)in privace,it you pieafe
To grue inc heaiing.
Cyw. 1,with all my heart,
Andiend my beft attention, What's tay name?
Imo. Fracle Sit.
Cym. Thou'rt my good youth :my Page
Ilebe thy Mifter: watke wichne: ipeake freely.
Bel. Isnogthis Boy tewmu’d trow death ?
Arus. OneSand snotoer
Not mote refembles that iwect Rofie Lad :
Who dyed, and was Fidele : whatthinhe you ¢
G, Theime dead thing alive. )
Bel.Peace peace, fee further : heeyes vs not,
Creatucss may be al ke were'the,l am fure
He would haue fpoketovs. ©
Gus. Bu: wefec himdead,
Be!. bLeluent :let's iee turther.
Isfa. lvis my Mifins
Since theis Liuing, let the timerunon,
To goou,or bad.
Lym. Come, flznd thouby out fide,
Male thy demand aiowd. Sir, ttep you forth,
Giue aniwer tothis Boy, and do it frecly,
Or by out Gicutnefle, and the grace of i
(Whicen is our tlonor ) bitter tortrre {hall
\Winnow the truth from f.lfhood. One fpeaketohim.
Imo. My boones, thactins Gentleman may render
Of whom he bad this Ring,
Poft. What's thatto lnm?
Cym. ThatDiamond vpon your Finger, (ay
How camcityours ?
Lach, Thoulc torture me to feaue vnfpoken, that
Which to be fpoke, wou'd torture thee.
(ym. How>me?
Jach. 1 am giad tobe confirain’d to viter thac
\Which totinenis a.e 1o conceale. By Villany
T gocehis Rung: ‘twas Leonatus Tewell,
Whom thou ¢:d’t banifh : and which more may greeue
Asltdoth me: a Noblai Suryoc’te hu'd (thee,
"Twixt sky and gravad. Wil thou heare more my Lord ?
Cym. Alithatbelongstothis.
Jach, Vlat Patagon,thy daughbter,
Fot w ho ey hears drops blovd, and my falic fpizits
Quaiicto remember. Gianwe tesue, e,
Cym. My Daughterzwhat of lursRenew thy flrength

forbeare

1 had rather thou thould'ft liue, while Nature will
Then dyecre 1 heare more : firiue man, and fpcak’c
Jach. Vpon atime, vnhappy was the clocke |
That firooke thehourc : it wasin Rome, accurft
The Manfion where : ’twas ata Feaft, ofh would
?}l;ll‘ (Vm}:ds had bin poyfon’d{or at le’a(}
ofe which I heau d to head:) the 20
(What fhould I fay? he was 10)0 go:d ?jé’:ﬁbﬂmm,
Whereillmen were,ard was thebeft crall
Among'Rtherar' of good ones) fitting fadly,
Hearing vs praife our Loues of Icaly ° ’
Fo<r Beauty, that made barren the fwell’d boaft
Ofhim thatbefl could fpeake : for Featuse, lamin
The Shrine of Venms, o1 ftraight-pight Aemerua g
Poftures, beyond bree'e Nature. For Condmor;
Afhopotalithe quaities,chac man ’
Loues wemanfor, beiides thar hooke of Wiuing
Fairencfle, which ttrihestie eye, ’
Cym. ittand oo hre, C..ine tothe matter.
v lac]h. lAll too i ,one Vih,all,
alefle thou woul 1 1} greeue quickly, :
Mofttihea Nubie Lolg,lll 10:16, andyom.:rh ¢ Pefbum
ThathadaRoyull Louer, tooke tus hint,
Aud (vordup aiieg whom we prais'd, therein
He was as cale o> vertue) he began
His Mittns picture, wineh, by hus toneue, being made
And then a minde putin’c, c.ner oux‘bra-‘;gcs ’
Were crak’d of Kitcmun-Trelies,or has dclmphon
Prowd vs vaipeaking fortes.
5717. Nay,n3y,to’th purnofe,
ach. Yourdaughters Chaftuy, (there it begit
He fpakeother, us'Osanhad hot c{rc(amcs, glanes)
And thealone, weirecrld: \Whereat, ] wretch
Madcicruple othiy poaite and wager'd withhim
Peeces ot Gold, "va it tihas, wire! e Le wore
Vponus honour'd finger) eo attaine
In tuite the place of s Led, and winne tius Ring
By hers, and me Adoliery s he (trueKmghr)
No feffer of her Honouwr conlisent
Then Ldiatruly finde her thahes th s Ring,
And wouldiahad i beane a Cathuade
Of Phacbus W kiecle; avd onghefo fately, hadit
Bmallthe worth ot's Carre. Away t6 Biaaine
Pofte I rhis defigne : Well inay you (Sir)
Remember me st Court,where ] was tught
Of your chafte Daughter,the wide ditterence
"Twixt Amorous,and Villanous. Being thus quenct’d
Of hopc notlonging 3 mine [tahan brame, '
Ganin your duller Britamne operare
Moit vildely : formy vantage excellent.
And tobe breete, my pradtite fo preuayl’d
That I recua’d wizh fimulac proofe enough,
To make the Noble Levratiu mad,
By wounding his beiccte inher Renowne,
With Tokens thus,and thus : auerring notes
Of Chamber-hanging Pictuses, this her Bracelet
(Oh cunning bow I got) nay fome niackes
Of ‘ecret on her peitony thathe ceonld not
But thinke her bond of Chattity -yunzc eraci’d,
I'hauing "tane the forfeyt, Whereupon,
Mc thinkes 1 {ee i nowr.
Poft. 1{o thoudot, .
Itahan Fiend. Ayeme, moft credulous Foole,
Egregiousmurtherer, Theefe,uny thing
Thav'sducto all the Villaines paft,inbeng
To come. Ob giue me Coru,ar knufe,or poylon,
Some

—
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Some vpright lufticer. Thon Kung,fend out
For Torturors ingenious : it is |
That all thabhorred thmgs o'th'eatth amend
Dy being worfe thea they, 1 am Pofthumus
Thackiil'd thy Daughm : Villain-like, 1 lye,
“That caus'd a lelles villane then my feife,
Afacrilegious Theete to doa't. The Temple
| Of Vertue was (he; yea,and fhe her felfe
Spit, and throw {tones, cafy mvrewnea s, fit
Thedogges o'th'Rreecto bay e cucryviiliive
Be cali  Pofthumia Leor-is., ang
Be villany leflethen‘twas, Imizre!
My Quecne, my hite, my wite: ot ."magm,
/rngm,]mogm.

D, Peacemy Lord lrare Lieare.

Peft Shall'shaueaplav b tivsp
Thou fcornfull Page, therc lyether prit,

Pt 0 OhGeadetien lic 1 ey
Mouetand your Milrs - 0 ny Lord PO/};)HMJ“,
Youaerehlid Lo titl now : helpe,helpe,
HMoachoary ‘.Jlly.

Cr=1 Does the world go round ?

. How comies thetc ftagpers on mee ?

f¥1 \Vakemy Miftus

¢ m. Idisbeto, the Goasdo meane to ftrike me
To ccdh,wath maroliey.,

Fifr. How fares my Miflris?

Imo. Oh getihce trom my tighe,
Thou gaw'tt use poyton : danyjerous Fellow hence,
Breath notwhere Princes are.

Cym. Theguue ot Imogen,

Pifc.Lady, the Gods thiow ftones of fulpher onme if
Thatbox T grue you, wes notchought by nice
A preac sthig Toad b cmdhe Queee,

Cre NEw it 7,

Dino. ltpoylon'd ae,

Corn. OhGods!
1lefront one thing which thie Quzene conrett,
Whichmuft approue thee henett, If Pafr s
Haue (1ard flie) grucahis M ftas thar Contediien
Which T cauc bim for Coidialt, the s jerid’d,

As I would {eruca Rt

Cyme W hat's tias, Cormdlug®

Corne Foe Queene (Sitjvery oft impoztun’d me
Tote perpoylonsforher,(hil pretending
TV e fartarhon of her knowledge, oncly
in Kilig Creatures vilce,,as Cats and Dogges
Ofno cftceme, 1 dicading, that her purpote
Was ot irsre dingery did compound for her
A ceraamsfbal | wlnch being tane,would ceafe
The prefeut powic o hi¥e, butinthort tune,
AN Oriicms of Nature, thovid againe
Do thercaneiunéions. Heue you tzne of ix?

Tno. M onihkeldid,for Iwas dead.,

7'l NMv Boyes, there was our eror?

G, Thusisture Felole,

Ini3. W hy did you thiow your wedded Lady fro you ?
Thiohe i youarevpona Rodke, and now
Theow e sazine, '

Poir H.athere like finice, my (oule,

Titltoe Ticedye.

5;m. tUswnow, my Fiefh? my Childe? :
What,u Kt thonme a dollard inthis A& e
Wit thou not fpeaketo me?

Imo. Yout bicfiing, Sir. .

Bel. Thougir you did loaethis youth, I blame ye not,
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You had a motive for't.

Cym. My teares that fall
Prouce holy-water on thee ; fmogen, '
Thy Mothers dead.

Ims. 1am forry tor'e,my Lord.

(ym. Oh, fhe wasnaughe ;and long ot licr e was
That we meet heere lo {trangely : buc her Sonue
Is goue, we kinow not how, nor where,

Pifa. My Lord,

Now feare 13 frommey e fpeake troth. Lord Cloren
Vpon my Ladies miffing, came to me

Wich bis 3word drawne,foam'd at the mouch,and fwore
If | dutcouer’d noc which way the was gone,

fe wis my inftaot deach. By acaident,

Ihadafeigned Lecter of my Maftecs

Then mmy pocker, which direéted himn

To fecke her on the Mouncainzs necre to Milford,
Where in a frenzie, 1n my Mafters Garments

( Which he inforc’d from me) away hepolices

With vnchatte purpofe, and with oath to violate

My Ladies honor, whatbecaimie ot b,

{ turcher know not.

G Let meendthe Scory : I {lew himthere.

Cym. Marry, the Gods forefend.

1 would not thy gooddecds, thould froin my lips
Piuckeahard fentence :Prythee valisas youth
Deny’tagaine.

G#r. 1haucfpeheirandldidir,

Cym. e was a Pringe,

Gus. A molt tociuill one. The wrongs Lie didruce
Werc nothing Puirce-fike s for be did peoucke me’
With Language that would make mc tpurne the Sea,
lt1iccould foroaretome. Icutotf’s head,
Andamright glad he isnot (tanding heer2
Totell ths tale of mine,

Cym, 1 am forrow for thee :

By thuic owne tongue thou srt condemn’d, and muit
Endurc our Law : Thou'se dead. .
Diso. Thatheadleffe man | thoughe had bin my Lord
Cym. Bunde the Offender,
And take him from our prefence,
Bel. Stay,SirKing,
This muan is better then the man he{lew,
As well defcended as thy felfe_and hath
More of thee merised,then a Band of Crotens
Had euer fcarre foz, Let Ins Armes alone,
They werenot borne for bondage,
Cym, WhyoldSoldiec :
Wile chou vadoo the worh thou art vapayd fer
By ralting of our wrath? How of defccnc
Asgood as we?

Arws, Inthat he fpaketoo farre,

Cym. And thou (halcdye for’,

Bel. Wewilldyeall three,

But I wiil proue thattvio one’s are as good

As Ihaue guen out hitn. My Sonnes, [ muft
Fornune owne part, vofold a dangerous fpecch,
Though haply well foryou,

Arus. Yous danger’s ours.

Gu:d. And our good his.

Bel. Haueat icthen, by leaue
Thou hadd’it { greac King)a Subie&,wh
Was call'd Belarins. ‘.

Cym. What of in? He is 3 banith’d Traicor.

Bel. Heitis,that hath L
Aflum’d thisage: indeed a bani(h’d man, -
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| 398 - T he Tragedy of Gymbeline. \
I knownothow a Thsicor.  © - Buc I am truct fpeaker. You call’d me Brother 2
ym. Takehim hence, ' When I was but your Sifter : I you Brothers,
The whole world (hall not ue him, Whenwewere fo indeed,

Bel. Nottoo hot} Cym. Didyov eicmeete?

1 Burft pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sonnes, Arui, 1my good Lord,

And let it be coniifcateall,fafoone Gui. Andatfirft mecting lou'd, ?
As ] bauereceyu'dst, ] Continew'd fo, votill we thought he dyed. -

Cym. Nuriing of my Sonnes ? Corn. By the Quecnes Dramme fhe fwallow’d,

Bel. Jamtoobluntandfawcy theere’s my knee: Cym. Oiarenflinét ) .
EreJ anfe, I will preferre my Sonoes, When fhall I heare all through? Thisfierce abridgment
Then fpare not the old Facher. Mighty Sir, Hath to it CircumBantiall brauches, which 1
Thefetwo young Gentlemen that call me Father, Diftinétion fhould berichin. Where? how liv'd you? .
And thiake they are my Sonnes are nonc of nune, And when camie you to ferue our Romaue Capuice?

They are the y(Tue of your Loynes, sy Liege, How parted with your Brother ? How firfi mer them ?
And blood of yaur begetung. Why fled you from the Court ? And whether thefe ?

Cym. How? wy liluc, And your three motiues to the Battaile ? with

Bel. Sofuressyou,your Fathers : 1 (old Morgan) Tkoow nothow much more fhould be demanded,
Am that Belarims , whcmyou fometime bamfh'd : And all thie other by-dependances
Your pleafure was my peere offence, my punifhinent From chance to chance ¢ Butnior the Time,nor Place
It felfe,and all iny Treafon thac 1 fuffer’d, Will ferue our long Interrogatorics, See, '
Wasall the hame I id. Thefe genile Princes Poftbumsu Anchors vpon Imogen
{ For {uch,and fothey are) thefec twenty yeares And fhe (bhe harmleffe Lighwing) throwes her eye
Haue 1 train'd vp ; thofe Ares they haue,as 1 Ounium : her Brothers, Me : her Mafter hitting
Couldputinto them. My breeding was (Sir) Each ebiectwithaloy s the Counter-changc
Asyour Highaeffe knowes : Thewr Nurfe £sriphile Js feuerally in alle Let’s quithus ground,

(Whom for the Tact T wedded) fole theie Childien And tmoake the Temple with our Sacrifices.
Vpon my Baufhment: 1 moou'd hier too', Thouart my Brother, fo weet hold thee cuer.

+ Hauing receyu’d che pumiment before Imo. Yousre my Facher too, and did relecue me :
For chatwhich I did then. Beatentor Loyalue, To fecchns gracious fea‘on, .
Excited me 1o Treafon, Theirdeere loffe, Cym, All ore-10y°d
The more of you ‘twas feit, the more it thap'd Saucilele i bonds, Ict thea be ioyfull too,

Vatomy end of ftcaling them. But gracious Sir, For they fhall taftc our Comfore.
tieere aze your Sonnes againe and [wuft loofe Imo. My good Mafler,I will yee do you fetuice,
Two of the fweet't Companionsin the World, Luxs. Hsppy beyou.
The bened.&ton ot thefe covering Heauens Cym. Theforlerne Souldier,that no Nobly f'ough:
Uail oniheir heads ks dew, for they are wortlne {le weuld baye well becom'a this place,and grac’'d
Ton-lay Ficaien wyith Starres, The thankings of 3 King,
Crm, Thotwcep’ftandipeak’it: Poff. Lam Sir
"The seruice rhat vou three haue done icmoie The Souldser that did company thefe three
 Vilike, thenthisthou tell'(l. 1 loft iny Cluldren, .npoore bef~eming :'twas a itment for *
Ifthefebe tirey, 1 hnow nothow to wifh TiepurpofeJchen foliow'h. ThatI washe,
Apayreof worihier Sonnes, Speake Lickumio, [had you downe, and mighe
Rel. Bepless'aavhie s Huucmazyoufn (h.
This Gentternen whom | call Polidore, Ja.h. bamdowne armaine:
Mol wortly Prince,as yours, 1s true Guideris : Botnew iy bravis Confaicoce firkes my hnee,
} This Gentluman, nyy Cadwall, Arsmrague. Asthen yourforce ¢*d. Tah=rhat Ife, befecliyou
YVour yerger Pringe’y Sun lie S ,was lupe Whithliv eften ewe - bazyaur Ring fust,
Iz amoft caricus Mantle, wrought by th'hand And heetethe Bracelet of il itu A Pitncecfle
Of his Queens Mother, whichi for miore probution Thatcu~r fwore i -1 Lailh.
I can wath eafe produce, Foff. Kaeeleurtee m-:
Com., Caa e innd Thepawiethat i Laucciyou,isto ffareyou:
4 Vper his neckea Niole,a fanguine Starre, Thomasticztonards yen tofurg.uc yeu. Live
Lt wasamake ¢f wouder, AndJealeverl others beter. 3
Bel. thisishe, Cvm. N bly doom’d : £
\Who bath vacu lnm il thae naturall lampe: Wee't Jearne our Freenefle of a Sonne-in-Law ¢ 3
it was ‘vife oarures end, 1n che donation Pardon’s the word to all. 3
To behis eurdeacenow, Arws, YouholpevsSis; ‘ }
- Cym. Oh,what am] Asyou did meane indeed to be our Brother, 3
A Miower to thie by of ithice ? Nere Mother Joy'dare we,thatyouare,
Reioyrid deliuerance more : Blelt,pray you be, Poft. Your Seruant Princes.Good my Lord of Rome
Thatafter tius (hange fAarting from your Orbes, Call forth your Sooth-fayer: As I flept, me thought .
You miy reizacin them now : Oh Imegen, Great Jupires vpon his Eagle bach'd ‘ -
Theubait loftoy shisa Kingdome. Appcar'zf tome, with other iprightly (hewes :
Do, MNo,my Laud: Ofmine owne Kindred. When [ wak'd,! found 4
Ihaue ot twa Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, This Labell on my bofome ; whofe containing d
Haue we thus mes 2 Oh ntues (ay heereafter 1s fo from fenfe in hardnefe, that § can . .
| : Make |3
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Make no Colle&ion of ity Lethim (hew
Hos skillin the conftru&ion.

Lus. Philarmenns .

Sooth. Heeie,my good Loxd.

Lug. Read,and declate themeaning.

Reades.
’ V\ “Ten as a Lyons whelpe,[ballto bymfelfe ynkuows,
out fecting finde, and bee cmbrac'd by apeece of ten

Ayre: Andwhen from a fRately Cedar (ball be lopt branches,
which being dead many yeares, [hall after remsme, bee ioymedto
the old stocke , and frefbly grow, then [ball Poffthumsus end his
msfer-cs, Britasme be for twrate, and flourifb v Peace and Plena
Tl
Thou Leanatas art the Lyons Whelpe,
The fran { apr Conftruction of thy name
Bewe Leonau, dothy tmport fomuch
The pees f reter Ayrethy vertuous Daughlcr,
Wiach we wall 327 o 1a oo d (Mollss Aer
We.e.meit Mo 10 winch Mulier ] ditine
Isthismolt - Cant Wafe,who euen now
A fu= ;-heleuer of the Oracle,
V. hacwee to you vnloughr, were clipt aboue
W\ ith chis mott tender Aire.

Cym. This hath fomc [eeming.

Saoth. The lofty Cedar,Royall Cymbeline
Perfonates thee : And thy lopt Branches,point
Thy two Sonnes forth : whe by Belarsus flolne
For many yeares thought dead,are no w reviu’d
To the Maiefticke Cedarioyn’d; whofe Iflue

The Tr@ QZ Cymbeline.

- Promilc, Britaine, Peace and Pleney,

J Whom heauens in Tuftice both on her,and hers,

993
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Cym. Weli,
My Peace we willbegin: And Caims Lucius,
Al hough the Vi&or,we fubmic to Cefar,
And o the Rownane Empire ; promufing
To pay our wonted Tribute, ffom the which
We were diffwaded by our wicked Queene,

QRSN VIR N N

Haue laid mo heauy hand.

Svoth, The fingers of the Powres aboue, do tuns
The harmony of this Pcace : the Vifion

Wiich I madeknowne to Lwcws ere the Rroke

} Of yec this fcarfe-cold-Battaile, at thisinflant
Is full accomplifh’d. For the Romaine Eagle ]
Fromn South to Weft,on wing foaring aloft
Leffen’d her feife, and inthe Beames o’¢h'Sun
So vanifth’d ; whichtore-thew’d our Princely Eagle
Th'Imperiall Cefar, fhould againe vrite
His Fauour,with the Radiant Cymbeline,
Which thinesheereinthe Welt,

(ym- Laud wethe Gods,
And lec our crooked Smoakes chmbe to thels Noftnils
From our bleft Altars, Publith we chus Feace
To all our Subicéts, Set we forward: Let

A Roman,and a Brittith Enfigne waue

Fiiendly together : fo throvgh Lwds-Towne match,
Ananthe Temple of great luputer

Our Peace wee'l raufic: Seale it with Feafls.

Seton there : Never was a Warre did ceale

(Ere bloodichands were waflv'd) with fuch a Peace. -

Exennt,

FINIS.
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