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Altbough they weare their faces tothe bent

| Astofeckethroughthe Regions of the earth

CYMBELINE.

e

Aitus Primus. Scena Prima,

Enter two Gentlemen,

1 Gent,
T On doe not meet a man but frownes.
| Our.bloods no more obey the heavens
Then our Courtiers :
| Still feeme as do’s the Kings.
2 Genr. But whats the matter 2

1 Hisdaughter,and the heire ofs kingdome (whom
He purpos’d to his wives fole fonne, a Widdow
That late he married) hath referr’d her felfe
Vnto a poore, but worthy Gentleman, Shes wedded,
Her Husband banith'd ; (he imprifon’d, all
Isontward forrow, though I thinke the King
Betouch'd at very heart.

2 None butthe King ?
* 1 Hethat hath left her too : fo is the Queene,
That moft defir'd theMatch. Butnota Courtier,

Of the Kings lookes, hath a heart that is not
(Glad at the thing they fcowle at.

2 And wyfo?

1 He that hath mifs'd the Princefle, is a thing
Too bad, for bad report - and he that hath ber,
(I meane,that married her, alackeé good man,
And therefore banifh’d ) isa Creature, fuch,

For one, he like ;there would be fomething failing
In him, that fhould compare. Idoe notthinke,
So faire an Outward, and fuch ftuffe within
Endowes aman, but hee.
2 You {peake him farre.
1 Tdocextend him (Sir) which himfelfe,
Crufh him together, rather then nnfold
His meafure dully.
2 Whats his name and Birth ?
1 Icannot delue him to the roote : his facher
Wascall'd Sscilling, who did joyne his honor
Againt the Romanes, with Ce/fibelan,
But had his Titles by 7 enamtins, whom
He ferv’d with Glory and admir’d Succefle :
S0 gain’d the Sur-addition, Leonazus,
Andhad(befides this Gentleman in queftion)
wo other Sonnes, who inthe Warres o'th’time :
y'de with their Swords in hind. For which their father
Then old,and fond of iffue, rooke fuch forrow
That he quit Being ; and his gentle Lady

R N

Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame ) deceaft
As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe
Te his protection, calls him Posthumsus Leonats,
Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber,
Puts to him all the Learnings that histime
Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke
As wedoe ayre, falt as twas miniftred,
And in’s Spring, became a Harveft : Livd in Court
(Whichrare it is to doe ) moft prais'd, moft lov’d,
A fample to the yongeft : toth'more Mature,
A glafle chat feared them - and o the graver,
A childthat guided Dotards. To his Miftris,
(For whom he now is banifh’d ) her owne price
Proclaimes how fhecfteem’d him ;and his Vertue
By her election may betraly read,what kind of man he is.

2 Thoner him, even out of your report.
But pray youtell me, is the fole child to’th’King ?

I Hisonely child ?
Hehadtwo Sonnes (if this be worth your hearing,
Marke it) the eldeft of them, at three yeeres old
I'th'fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurfery
Were ftolne, and o this houre, no gheffe in knowledge
Which way they went. '

2 How long is this agoe?

1 Sometwenty yeeres.

2 Thata Kings Children (hould be fo convey'd,

50 {lackely guarded, and the fearch fo flow

That could not trace them.

I Howfoereytis ftrange,
Or that the negligence may wellbe laugh'dat :
Yet is ic true Sir.

2 I doewell beleeve you, !

1 Wemuft forbear. Heere comes the Gentleman,
The Queene, and Princeffe.

i Exrunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter the Queéne, Poffbwmms, and Imagen,

Zue.No, beaffur'd you fhall not find me (Daughter)
Atter the flander of molk Step-Mothers,
Evill-ey’d untoyou. You'remy Prifoner, but
YourGaolor fhall deliver you the keyes
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That locke up your reftraint, For you Posthumus,
Sofoone as I canwin th'cffended King,
I will be knowne your Advecate : marry yet
The fire of Rage is in him,and twere good
You lean’d unto his Sentence, with what patience
Your wifedome may informe you.
Poit. Pleafe your Highnefle,
I will from hence to day.
Qse. You know the perill:
Ilefetch a turne about the Garden, pittying
The pangs of barr’d Affections, though the King _
Hath charg’d yeu fhould not {peaketogether- Exit,
Imo. O diffembling Curtefie | How fine this Tyrant
Cantickle where fhe wounds ? My deerelt Husband,
I fomething feare my fathers wrath, but nothing
(Alwayes referv’d my holy duty) what
His rage can doe on me. You muft be gone,
And I fhall heere abidethe hourely fhot
Of angry eyes : not comfortedtolive,
But thar there is this Iewell in the world,
That I may fee againe.
Folf. My Queene, my Miftris:
O Lady, weepe no more, lelt 1 give caufe
To be {ufpe&ted of more tenderncfle
Then doth become a man. I will remaine
The loyall’ft husband, that did ére plighz troth.
My refidence in Rome, at one Filerio's,
W ho, to my Father was afriend, tome
Knowne but by Letter sthither write (my Queene)
And with mineeyes, Ile drinke the words you fend;
Though Inke be made of Gall.
Enter L ucene.
‘,ﬁ{f#- Be briefe, 1 pray you:
Ifthe King come, I (hall incarre, T know not
How much of his difpleafure s yet Ile move hind
To walkethis way.:1 never doe him wrong,
But he do’s buy my injuries,to be friendes.
Payes deere for my oftences.
' PosZ. Should we be taking [eave
Aslong aterme as yet we have tolive,
The loathnefle todepart, would grow : Adieu.
Imo. Nay, ftay alitcle :
Were you but riding forth toayre your felfe,
Such parting were too petty. Looke heere (Love)
This Diamond was my Mothers ;rake it (Heart )
But keepe it till youn wooe another Wife,
When Imogen is dead.
Posi. How, how ? Another ? '
ou gentle gogs,give meburthis I have,
And {eare up my embracements from a next,
With bonds of death. Remaine, remaine thon heere,
While {fenfe can keepeit on: And fweeteft, faireft,
As I (my poore felfe) did t'\'cl‘.angg for you
To your {o infinite loffe : foin ourtrifles
I ftill winne of you. For my fake weare this,
It is 2 Manacle of Love, Ile place it
Vnpon this fayreft Prifoner.
Imo. O the Gods!
When fhall we {ee againe ?
Enter Cymbeline, and Lords.
Post. Alacke,the King.
Cym. Thou bafeft thing, avoyd hence, from my fight:
If atter this command thon fraughtthe Court
With thy unworthinefle, thou dycft. Away,
Thou'rt poyfon to my blood. :
Post. The gods protet you,

r
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And bleflethe good Remainders of the Court :
I am gone. h
{me. There cannot be a pinch in death
More fharpe then thisis.
Cym. O difloyall thing,
That fhouldft repayre my youth, thou hieap'ft
A yeares age on mg.
Imo. 1befeech you Sir,
Harme not your {elfe with your vexation,
I'am fenfele(fe of your Wrath ; a Touch more rare
Subdues all pangs, all feares.
Cym. Paft Grace ? Obedience ?
Imo. Paft hepe, and in difpaire, that way paft Grace.
Cym. That mightlt have had
The {ole Sonne of my Queene.
Imo. Q blefled, that I mightnot: Ichofean Eagle,
And didavoyd a Puttocke.
Cym. Thou tookfta Begger, wouldft {have made my
Throne, a Seate for bafnefle.
Imo. No, I rather added aluftre to it.
Cym. O thou vildeone !
Imso. Sir,
It isyour fault that 1 have lov’d Posthamss
You bred him as my Play-fellow, and heis

Exst,

| A man, worth any woman : Over-buyes me
| Almoft the fumme he payes.

e ————

Cym. What ? artthou mad ¢
Imo. Almolt Sir : heaven reftore me : would I were
A Neat-heards Daughter, and my Leowatws
Our Neighbour-Shepheards Sonne.
. f:'ﬂler;,(.:,?\lffﬁ:f.
Cym. Thou foolifh thing;
They wereagaine together : you have done
Not after éur command. Away with her,
And pen her up.
Lae. Beleech your patience: Peace
Deere Lady daughter, peace. Swect Soveraigue,
Leave us to our lelves,and make your felfe fome comfort
Qut of your beft advice. '
Cym. Nay let her languifh
A drop of blood a day, and being aged
Dye of this Folly. Exit,
Enter Pifanio,
ZGue. Fye, youmuitgive way :

Heere is your Servant. How now Sir ? What newes 2
Pif. My Lord your Sonne, drew on my Mafter.
G sue. Hah?

No harme I truft is done ?
Psfa. Theremight bave beene, i

But that my Mafter rather plaid, then fougkhit,

And had no helpe of Anger : they were parted

By Gentlemen, at hand.

D#e, 1am very glad on’ts -

Ime. Your Son's my fathers friend, he takeshis part

Todraw uponan Exile, O braveSir,

I would they were in Affricke both together,

My felfe by with a Necdle, that I might pricke

The goer backe. Why came you from your Mafter ?
Pyfa. On his command : he would notfufferme

To bring him to the haven :left thefe Notes

Of what commands 1 fhould be fubjeét to;

When't pleas’d you to employ me.

Oue. Thishachbeene a

Your faithfull Servant : I dare lay mine honou
He will remaine fo.
Pifa. 1humblythanke your highnefie.
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2se. Pray walkea-while.
Imo. About fome haife houre hence,
Pray yoa fpeake with me ;
You fhall (ac leaft ) goe fee my Lord aboord.

For this time leave mes Exeunt.

ScenaLertia.

e et e W S

Enter Clotten, andtwa Lords,

1 Sir, I would advife you to fhifta Shirt;the Violence
of Action hath made you recke as a Sacrifice: where ayre
comics out, ayre comes in : Theres none abroad {o whole-
fomeas that you vent.

Cler. 1f my Shirt were bloody, thento fhiftit.

Have Lhurt him ?

2 No faith : notfo much as his patience.

1 Hurt him ? Hisbodie’s a paffable Carkafleif he be
not hurt, It isa through-fare for Steele if it be not hurt.

2 His Steele wasin debe, it went oth’Backe-fide the
Towae.
Cler. The Villaine would not ftand me.)

2 No, but he fled forward ftill,toward your face.

I Stand you ? you have Land enough of your owne :
But he added to your having, gave you fome ground.

2 As many Inches,as you have Oceans (Poppies. )

Clot. T wounld they had not come betweene us.

2 Sowould 1, till you had meafur’d how long a foele
you were upon the ground. -

Clot. And that (he fhould love this fellow, and refufe
HIC.

2 Ific beafin tomake atrue eletion, the isdamn’d,

I Sir;asltold you alwayes: her Beauty and her Braine
goe nottogether. Sheesa good figne, but I have feene
{mall reflection of her wit,

2 She thines not upon Feoles, left the refledtion
Sheuld bart her.

Clor. Come, lle to my Chamber : would there had
beene fome hurt done,

2 I wifhnot fo, unlefle it had bin thefallof an Affe,
whichis no greathurt.

Clar, You'll goe with us ?

1 Ileattend your Lordfhip.

Clor, Nay come, lets goe tegether.

2 Wellmy Lord, Exeunt

Sceena Quarta.

Enter Imopen,andPifanso. .
Ima. 1 would theu grewt unto the fhores oth’haven,
And queftioned'ft every Saile : if he fhould write,
And I not have it, twere aPaper loft
As offer’d mercy 1s: What was the laft
That he {pake to thee? !
Pifa. It was his Queene, his Queene.
Ime. Thenwav'd his Handkerchiefe ?
Pifa. Andkift it, Madam, b
Ime Senfelefle Linnen,happier therein then1 :
And that was all ?
Psfe. NoMadam : forfo long

A:a‘ h_e could make me with his eye; or eare
Diftinguifh him from others, he did Lcep::
The Decke, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchife
Still waving, as the fitsand ftirres of'smind. ,
Could beft exprefie how flow his Soule fayl’d on,
How {wift hus Ship.

Imo. Thou (houldft have made him
Aslittle asa Crow, or lefle, ere keft
Toafter-eye him.

Pifa. Madam, (o I did.

me. 1vyouid have broke mine eye-firings;
Crack’d them, bux to looke upon bim, till the dimination
Of fpace, had pointed him fharpe as my Needie :
Nay, followed him, till he had melted from
The {malinefle of a Gnat, to ayre : and then
Have turn'd mine eye, and wept. Butgood Pifwnie,
When fhall we heare from him.

Fifa. Beaflur'd Madam,
With his next vantage.

Imo. 1did not take my leave of him, buc had
Moft pretty thingstofay : Ere I could tell him
How I would thinke on him at certaine houres,
Such thooghts, and fuch : Or I could make him fweare,
The Shees of Italy (hould not betray
Mine Intereft, and his Honor : or have charg’d him
Atthe fixt houre of Morne, at Noone, at Midnight,
T’encounter me with Oiifens, for then
Iam in heaven for him : Orere I could,

Give him that parting kiffe, which I bad fet
Betwixt two charming words, comesin my father,
Andlike the Tyrannous breathing of the North,
Shakesall our buddes from growing,.
Entera Lady,
Lad. The Queene(Madam)
Defires your highnefle Company.

Imo. Thofe thingsIbid you doc, get them difpatch’d, |

I willattendthe Queene.

Pifa. Madam,Iifhall. Exemnt.

Scena Qﬁfnm.

Enter Philario, Lachimo, a Frerchman, 2 Dxtch-
man, and a Spantar d.

lach. Beleeve it Sir, 1 bave feene him in Britaine ; he
was then of a Creffent note, expected to prove {o wor-
thy, as fince be hath beene allowed the name of, Bot I
could then have look’d on him, without the helpe of Ad-
miration, though the Caralogue of his endowments had
bin tabled by hi. fide,and I to perufé him by Items.

Phil. You {peake of him when be was lefle furnifh'd,
then now he is, with that which makes him both with-
out,ard wichin,

French. 1 have feene him France = we had very ma- §

ny there, could behold the Sunne, with as firdie eyes as
he.

e!m&. This matter of marrying "his King Davghter,
wherein he maft be weighed rather by her valew, then
hisowne,words him (1 doubt not) agreatdeale from the
matter. ;

French. Andthen hisbanifhment,
Tach, T,and theapprobation of thofe that weepe this
lamentable divorce under her colours, are wonderfully
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to extend him,be it but to fortifie here judgement;which

elfe an eafic batrery might lay flat, for taking a Begger
without Iefle quality. But how comesit, he isto1o-
journe with you ? How creepesacquaintance ?

Phil, His father and I were Souldiers togeihiery to
whom 1 have binoften bound for no lefle then my life.

Enter Posthumna.

Heere comes the Britaine. Let him be fo entertaineda-
mongft you,as fuites with Gcnrlgmcn of your knowing,
to a {tranger of his quality. I-befeech you ail be better
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you,
asa NobleFriend of mine. How Worthy he is; 1 will
leave to appeare hereafter, rather then ftory him in his
owne hearing.

Frem Sir, we have knowne together in Orleanee.

Peff. Since when 1have bin debror to'you for courte-
fies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay fuill,

Fren. Sir, you ore-rate my poore kindnefle, I was
glad 1 did atrone my Countryshanand yousic had beene
pitty you fhould have beene puttogether, withfo mor-
tall a purpofe,asthen each bore, upon importance of fo
{light and triviall a nature.,

Poft. By your pardon Sir, I was thena young Trave]-
ler, rather fhunn’d to goe even with what I heard,then in
my everyaction te be guided by others experiences «'but
upon my mended judgement (if T offend to fay it is'men-
ded) my Quarrell wasnot altogether flight.

French, Laith yes, to:-bee put to the arbitremént of
Swords, and by fuchtwo, that would by all likelyhood
have confounded one the other, or have falne both.'!’

Ia¢h. Can we with manners, aske what was the diffe
rence?

Fren. Safely, Ithinke, twasa contention’in publicke,
which may (without contradiction) {offer the report.
It was much like an argument thar fill eut laft mghe,
where earch of us fell in praile of our Country-Miftrefes.

This Gentleman, at that time vouching (and upon war- |
rant of bloody atlirmation) his tobe more Faire, Vertu- |

ous, Wile, Chafte, Conltant, Qualified , and leffe at-
temptible then any, therarelt of our Ladies in France.

fach. That Lady is not now living ¢ or this Gentle-
mans opinion by this worne cut.

Paft. She holds her Vertue ftill, and I my mind.

lach, You muit notfo farre preferre her, fore ours of
Italy,

Poft, Being fofarre provok’d as T was in France: I
would abate her nothing; though I profeffe my felfe her
Adorer, not her friend.

lach. Asfaire; and asgood: a kind of hand in hand
comparifon, had beene {omething too faire, and too
good forany Lady inBtitany < if the went beforeothers.
ihﬂ."t‘r’:fl]i‘:‘ts tl'lﬂt Dii].l]]olld Ulf- YOurs Ollr-:l,ﬂerg{, many
I havebeheld. Tcould not beleeve the excefled many :
but I havenot feenc the molt pretions Diamond that is,
nor youthe Lady.

Poita I prais'd her,as Trated her: fodoe I my Stone.

Jach. What doe you efteceme itag? '

Poff. Morethenthe world enjoyes.

Jack. Either your unparagon’d Miftris is dead ; or
thes out-priz'd by atrifle,

Poff. - You are miltaken: the one may be fold orgiven,

or ifthere were wealth enough for the purchafes, or |

merite for thegift. The other isnotathing for fale,and
on€ly the gift of the gods.
Jach. W hichthe gods have given you ?

Poit. Which by their Graces 1 will keepe.
| ”M_::b. You may. weare her in title yours : ‘but yon
| know ftrange Fowle light upen néighbouring Ponds,

Your Ring may be ftolne too, fo your brace of unprizea-
ble Eftimations, the one is but fraile,and the other Cafy
all. A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accomplifh'd
Courtier, would hazzard the winning both of firft and
laft.

#eil, Your Iraly, containes nonefo accomplifh'd a
Courtier toconvince the honour of my Miftris : ifinthe
bolding or loffe of that, youterme her fiale, T doe no-
thing doubt you have ftore of Theents, notwithftanding
I feare not my Ring.

Phil. Let usleace heere Gentlemen,

Poff. Sit, withall my heart:” This worthy - Signior T
t}m;a ke him, makes no ftranger of me, we are familiar ar
firit.

iach, With five times fo much converfation, I (hould
getgronnd of your faire Miftris ; make her goe backe, ¢
ven tothe yeilding, had T admittance , aud opportunity
to friend.

Poit. No, no.

fach. 1-dare thereaperi pawne the moyty of my E-
ate, to your Ring, which in my opinion ore-values it
| fomething : but 1 make my wager rather againft your
| Confidence, then her Repuration. “And to barre your of-
| fence heerem to, I durft attempt it againft any Lady in the
world.

Poit. Youare agreat deale abus'd in too beld a per-
| {wafion,and I doubt not you fuftaine what y'are worthy
of yby your Attempt.

Iaeh, Whats that ?

Peft. ' & Repulfe though your Attempt (as yoncallit)
deferve more ;a punifhment too.

Phi. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too fo-
| dainely, let it dyc as it was borne, and I pray you be bet~
| teracquamted.

Zach, ‘W ould I had put my Eftate, and my Neighbors
| onth’approbation of what I have fpoke,

Poff. W hat Lady would you chufc toaffaile ?
' fach. Yours,whom in conftancy you thinke flands
fo fafe. 1 will lay you ten thoufands Ducketsto your
Ring, that commendmeto the Court where your La-
dy is, with no more advantage then the opportunity ofa
fecord conference, and Twill bring from thence, that
bonor of hers, which you imagine {o referv’d.

Pofthummus, 1will wage againit your Gold, _Go?d to
it: My Ring I hold deere as my finger ; tis part of
it.

lach. Youarea friend, and thereinthe wifer : if you
buy Ladies ficth at a.Million a Dram, yon cannot pre-
{erve itfrom rainting ; butI fee you have fome Religion
in you, that you fcare.,

Zoff, Thisisbutacultome in your tongue : you beare
agraver purpeleThope.

ZTack; 1 am the Mafter of my fpeeches, and|would un-
der-goe whats fpoken I fweare.

Poftbu. Will you? T fhailbut lend my Diamond till
your returne: let there be Covenants drawne bf:tu'cﬂn's.
My Miftris exceedes in goodnefie, the hugeneffe of yeur
unwerthy thinking. Idare you to this match: heres my
Ring.

Phif. I will have it no lay. .

Iach, By the gods itis one ¢ if 1 bring you nofuti-
cient teftimony that I have enjoy'd the deereft bodily
| part of your Miftris: my ren thoufand Duckets 31"'}’”‘}({;'5
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{o is your Diamond oo : if I come off, and leave her in
{uch honor asyon have truft in : She your Iewell, this
your Iewell, and my Gold are yours : ‘provided 1 have
your commendation, for my more entertainment.,

Poit. 1embrace thefe Conditiens, let us have Articles
betwixt us : onely thus farre yon fhall anfwer, if you
make your voyage npon her,and give medirectly to un-
derftand, you have prevayl’d, Iam no further your Enc-
my, the is not worth our debate. 1f {he remaine unfc-
duc'd, you not making it appeare otherwife : for your ill
opinion, and th'aflanlt you have made to her chattity, you
{hall anfwer me with your Sword.

Jach, Your hind , a Covenant ¢ we will have thefe
things fet downeby lawfull Counfell, and ftraight away
for Britaine, left the Bargain fhould catch cold, and
fterve : I will fetchmy Gold, and haveeur two Wagers
recorded.

Poit. Agreed.

French. Will this hold, thinke you.

Phil, Signior Jachime will not from it.

Pray let us tollow em. Eieunts

e e e ——— -—

Sczena Sexta.

— e —————

Enter QD ueene, Ladses,and Cornelisys,
Zuee. Whiles yet the dewe's on ground
Gather thofe Flowers,
Make hafte; Who hasthe note ofthem ?
Lad. 1 Madam.
ﬁmx:_ Difi)gtch. Exeunt Ladses.
Now Mafter Doctor, haveyou brought thofe drugges :
Cor. Pleafethyour highnefle, I : here they are,Madam:
But I befeech your Grace, without offence
(My Confcience bids me aske) wherefore you have
Commanded of me thefe moft poyfonous Compounds,
Which are the moovers of alanguifhing death :
Butthough {low, deadlys
Zwe. Iwonder, Dottor,
Thouask'ft me fischa Queftion ; have I not beene
Thy Pupill long ? haft thou not learn'd me how
To make Perfumes ? Diftill? Preferve ? Yeafo,
That our great King himfelfe doth woe me oft
For my Confecions? having thus farre proceeded,
(Vnlefle thou think’ft me divellith ) ist not mecte
That I didamplifie my judgement 10
Orher Conclufions? I wiil try the forces
Of thefe thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures as
We count not worth the hanging (but none humane)
To try the vigour of them, and apply
Allagyments to their A&, and by them gather
Their feverall vertues, and effecs.
(orn. Your highnelle _
Shall from this practife, but make hard your heart :
Befides, the fecing thefe cffects willbe
Both noyfome and infections.
Duee. O contentthee,

Enter Pifanso.
Heere tomesa flattering Rafcall, upon him
Will1 firlt worke : Hes for his Mafter;
And eiemy to my Sonne. How now Fifamio ?
Doctor, your fervice for this time is ended,
Take your owne way.

Cor. I doe fulpe@ you. Mada
But yoy fhall dognu %an:’ne. B

2xe. Hearkethee 2 word.

Cor. I docnot like her. She dotki thinke {he lias
Strangr; ling'ring poyfons ¢ I doe know her {pirit,
And will not truft one of her malice, with
A drugge of fuch dan’d Natare: ‘Thofe fhe has,
Wli} ltupificand dull the Senfea while,

Which firlt (perchance ) he’ll prove on Cats and Dogs,
Thenafterward up higher : but there is =
Nodanger in what (hew of death it makes,
Morethen the locking up the Spiritsa timey

To be more frefh, reviving. She is fool'd
With a mof falfe effet ; and I the truer,

Soto be falfe with her.

Zue. No further fervice, Doctor,
VatdlI fend for thee.

(or. 1 humbly take my leave.

Lue. Weepes fhie fHll (Gift thon ?)

Dot theu thinke in time

She will not quench, and let inftructions enter
Where Folly now poffefles? Doe thou worke ¢
When thou fhalt bring me word (he loves my Sonne,
Ile tell thee on the inftant, thou art then

As great asis thy Mafter : Greater, for

His Fortunes all [ye fpeechlefle, and his name

Isatlaft gafpe. Returne he cannot,nor

Continae where he is: Tothift his being,

Is to exchange one mifery with another,

And every day that comes, comes to decay

A dayes worke in him. W hat {halt thou expe¢t

To be depender on a thing that leanes ?

W ho cannot be new built, nor has no friends

So much, as but to prop him ? Thou tak’ft up

Thou knowf{t not what : But take it for thy labour,

It is athing I make,which hath the King

Five times redeem’d from death. I doe not know
What is more Cordiall, Nay I pretheetakeit,

It isan earneft ofa farther good

That I meuane to thee. Tell thy Miftris how

The cafe ftands with hier : doo’t,as from thy'felfe :
Thinke what a chance thon changeft on,but thinke
Thou haft thy Miftris ftill, too boote, my Sonne;
Who fhall take notice of thee. Ile move the King

To any fhape of thy Preferment, fuch

Asthon’lt defire : and then my {elfe, I chicfely,

That fet thee on tothisdefert, am bonnd

To loade thy merit richly. Call my women. Evst Pifanio
Thinke on my words. A flye, and conftant knave,
Not to be thak’d : the Agent for his Mafter,

And the Remembrancer ef her, to hold

The hand faft to her Lord. I have given him that,
Which if hetake, fhall gnite unpeople her

OF Leidgers for her Sweet sand which the after,
Except fhe bend her humer, (hallbeaffur’d

To tafte of too,

£ Xite

Enter Pifanio, and Ladies.

So, {o : Well done, well done : :

The Violets, Cowflippes, and the Prime-Rofes

Bearetomy Cloffet : Farethee well, Pifario, ;

Thinke on my words. Exit D neene, and Ladses,
Pifa. Andfhalldoe: .

But when to my good Lord, I proveuntrue,

Ile choake my felfe : theres all Hedoe for you. Exis.

Scena
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Enter Imogen alone.

Iwe. AFather cruell, and a Stepdame falfe,
A foolifh Suitor toa Wedded Lady,
That hath her Husband banifh'd : O, that Husband,
My fupreame Crowne of gricfe, andchofe repeated
Vexations of it. Had I bin Theefe-itoine,
As my two Brothers, happy : but moft miferable
Is the defire thats glorious. Blefled be thofe
How meane {0 ere, that have their honelt wills,
W hich feafons comfort. Who may thisbe ? Fye.

Enter Pifanio, and lackimo.

Pifa. Madam,a Naoble Gentlemanof Rome,

Comes from my Lord with Letters.
lach, Change you, Madam |
The Worthy Leonasm is in fafety,
And greets your Highnefle deerely.
Immo. Thankes good Sir,
You're kindly welcome.

Tach. All of her, that is eut of doore, moft rich =
If (he be furnifh’d with amind (o rare,

She isalone th*Arabian-Bird ;and 1 ‘
Have loft the wager, Boldnefle be my Friend :
Arme me Audacity from head to foote,
Or like the Parthian I {hall flying fight,
Rather dureétly fiye.

- Tmegen veads.
He is one of the Noblof? note, to whefe kindnefes 1 am moff in-
trufi. Leonass.
So farre T reade aloud,
But even the very middle of my heart
Is warm’d by’th’reft, and take it thankefully,
You are as welcome (worthy Sir) as I
Have words to bid you,and fhall finde it fo
Inall that I can doe.

Zach, Thankes faireft Lady :

Whatare men wmad ? Hath Nature given thom eyes
To {e¢this valuted Arch, and the rich Crop

Of Sea, and Land, which can diftingui(h twixt

The firy Orbes abeve,and thetwinn’d Stones
Vpontbe number’d Beachyand can wenot

Partition make with Spectales fo pretious

Twixt faire, and foule ?

Irm. ‘W hat makes your admiration?

Tach. It cannotbeith’eye : for Apes; and Monkeyes
Twixttwo fuch Shes, would chatter this way, and
Contemne with mowes the other. Nor ith judgement :
For Idiots in this cafe of fauour, would
Be wifcly definit : Nor ith Appetite.

Sluttery o {uch neate Excellence, oppos’d
Should make defire vomit emptinefie,
Not fo allur’d to feed,
Ime. W hat is the matter trow 2
lach. The Cloyed will :
That fatiate yet unfatish’d defire, that Tub
Both fill'd and running : Ravening ficft the Lambe,
Longsafter for the Garbage,
Imo. What, decre Sir,
Thusrap’s you ? Are you well ?

mitely tyed. Reflelt npon him accordingly,as you value your |
Lor P s

—

lach. ‘Thankes Mzdam, well: Befeech youSSir,
Defire my Mans abode, where 1 did leave him :
Hes ftrange and peevifh.
Psfa. 1 was goingSir,
To give h m welcome.
dme. Continues well my Lord?
His health befeech you ?
{ach. W ell, Madam.
/mo. 1she difpos'd tomirth? I hope he s,
Zach. Exceeding pleafant : nonea firanger there,
So merry, and fo gamefome: heiscalld
The Britaine Reveller.
imo. W hen he was heere
He did incliné to fadnefle, and oft times
Not knowing why.
Zach. 1never faw him fad,
Thereisa Frenchman his Companion, one
An eminent Monficur, that it {feemes much loves
A Gallran~-Girle ot home. He furnaces
['he thicke fidesfrom hum ; whiles the iolly Britaine,
(Your Lord I meanc) laughes froms free lungs: criesoh,
Can my™ides hold, to thinke that man who knowes
By Hiftory, Report, or his owne proofe
W hat woman is, yea what fhe cannot choofe
But muft be : wills fice houres languifh,
For aflured bondage ?
Imo. Wilimy Lord fay fo?
lach. 1 Madam, with hiseyes in flood withlaugheer,
[t isa Recrcation to be by
And heare him mocke the Frenchman ¢
But heav ns know fome men are much too blame,
Imo. Not he I hope.
lach. Not he:
But yet heavens bounty towards him, might
Be us'd more thankfully. In himfelfe tis much;
In yon which I account his beyondall Talents.
Whilit Tam bound to wender, Iam bound
Topirttyroo.
Imo. W hatdoe you pitty Sir ?
lash. Two Creatures heartily.
fmo. Am I one Sir ?
You looke on me : what wracke difcerne youinme
Deferves your pitty ?
Jach. Lamentable : what
To hide me from the radiant Sun, and folace
Ith Dungeon by a Snuffe?
dmo, 1 pray you Sir,
Deliver with more openneffe youran{weres
To mydemands. Why doeyou pitty me?
lack. That others doz
(T wasabout to fay)enjoy your——but.
It is an oilice of the gods to vengeit,
Not mine to {peake on’t,
Imo. You dee feeme to know
Something of me, or what concernes me § pray you
Since doubting things goe ill, eften hurts more
Thento be fure they doe. For Certainties
Either are pait remedics ; or timely knowing,
The remedy then borne. Difcover to me
W hat both you fpur and ftop.
Tach. Had 1 this cheeke :
To bathe my lips upon :this hand, whofe touch,
(Whofeevery touch) would forcethe feelers foule
To th’eath of Loyalty. Thisobje,which
Takes prifoner the wild motion of mineeye,
Fixing itonely heere, fheuld I (damnd then)

Slaver
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Slaver with lippesas commen as the ftaires
That mount the Capitoll : Toyne gripes, with hands
Made hard with hourely falhood (falfhood as
With labour : ) then by peeping inan eye
Bafe and illuftrious as the fmoaky light
Thats fed with ftinking Tallow : it were fic
That all the plagues of hell fhouldat ene time
Engpunter ﬁpl chrevolt.
Imo. My Lord, I feare
Hasforgot Brittaine.
Fach. And himfelfe, not I
Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce
The Beggery of hischange : but tis your Graces
That from my muteft Conicience, tomy tongue,
Charmes this reportout.
Imo. Let me heare no more.
Iach. © deereft Soule:your Canfedoth firike my=heart
With picty, that dothmake me ficke. A Lady
So faire, and faften’d to an Empery
Would make the greatfb King double, to be partner’d
With Tomboyes hyr'd, with that felfe-exhibition
Which your owne Coffers yeeld : with difeas’d ventures
That play withall infirmities for Gold, |
Which rottennefle can lend Nature, Such boyld fluffe
As well might poyfon Poyfon. Be reveng'dy
Or (he'that bore you, Was no Queene, and you
Recoyle from your great Stocke.
Imo. Reveng'd:
How fhould Ibereveng'd 2 if this be true,
(As I have fucha heart, that both minecares
Matft not in hafte abufe ) if it be true,
How (hould I be reveng'd ?
fach, Should he make me
Live like Dsana’s Pricit, berwixt cold (heets;
Whiles he is valting variable Rampes
In your defpight, upen your purfe : revenge it.
I dedicate my felfe to yonr fweet pleafure,
More Noble then that runnagate to your bed,
And will continue faft to'your Affection,
Stillclofe, dsfures
Imo. W hat hoa, Psfanio?
Jach. Let memy fervice tender on your lippes.
Ime. Away, I doecondemne mine eares, that havé
Solong attended thee, 1f thou wert honourable
Thou would(t have told this tale for Vertue, not
For fuch anend thon {eck’(t, as bafe, as ftrange :
Thou wrongft a Gentleman, whoisas farre
From thy report,as thou from honor< and
Solicitft heerea Lady, that di{daines
Thee, and the Divell alike. What hoa, Pifasse ?
The King my father fhall be made acquainted
Of thy Affault : if he (hall chinke it fit,
A fawcy Stranger in his Courr, to Matt
Asina Romifh Stew,and to expound
His beaftly mindeto us ; he hatha Court
He little cares for, and a Danghter,whom
He not refpe@satall. What hoa, Pifanie 2
Tach. O happy Leonatus 1 may fay,
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee
Defervesthy truft, and thy moft perfect goodneffe
Her affur’d credit, Blefled liue you long,
A Lady tothe worthieft Sir, thatever
Country call'd his ; and you bis Miflris, onely
For the moft worthieft fit. Give me your parden,
I have fpoke thisto know if your Atfiance .
Were deepely rooted, and fhall make your Lord,

—

That which heis, new ore ; and be is one
The trueft manner'd : fucha holy Witch,
That he enchants Societies into him *
Halfe all mens hearts are his.
Imo. You make amends.
lach. He fits mongtt men,like a defcended god s
He hath a kinde of honor {ets him off,
More thena mortall feeming. Be not angry
(Moft mighty Princeffe) that I haveadventur'd
To try your taking of a falfe reporty which hath
Honour’d with confirmation your great ludgement,
Inthe elettion of a Sir, {o rare: -
Which youknow, cannot erre. The love I beare him,
Made me to fan you thus, but the gods made yeu
(Vnlikeall others) chaffelefles Pray your pardon.
dmo, Alls well Sir
Takeimy powre ith’Counrt for yours.
lach. My bumble thankes: I had almoft forgot
T'intreac your Grace, but in a fmall requet,
And yet of moment too, for it cencernes,
Your Lord, my felfe, and other Noblefriends
Are partners iuthe bufineflc.
Imeo. Pray what ist®
I«ch. Somedozen Romanesdf us,and your Lord
(Thebeft feather of our wing) have mingled fummes
To bay aPrefent for the Emperor ¢
Which I (the fa&or for thereil) have done
In France : tis-Plate of rare device, and Iéwels
Of rich, and exquifite forme; their valewes great,
And I am fomething curious, being ftrange,
To have them infafe ffowage : May it pleale you
Totake them in protection.
Imo. Willingly : .
And pawne mine honos for their fafty, fince
My Lord hathintere(tin them, I will kepethem
Inmy Bed chamber:
Tach. They are ina Trunke
Attended by my men : I willmakebold
To fend them to you, onely for this night s
I mult aboord to morrow,
Imo. One,no.
lach. Yes]befeech: or I fhall fhort my werd:
By length’ning my returne. From Gallia,
I £roft the Seas on purpofe, and on promife
To fee your Grace. i
Ime, I thanke you for your paines s
But not away to orrows
lack.. O I muft Madam. ' :
Therefore 1 thall befeech you, if you pleafe
To greet your Lord with writing, doo’t to night,
I have out-ftood my time, which is materiall
To'th'tender of eur Prelent.
Imo, Twill write s
Send your Trunketo me, it fhall fafe be kept,
And truely yeelded you : you're very welcome.  Fxeuns:

oA tus Secundus, Scena Prima.

Enter Closten,and the two Lords.

(lot. Wasthereever man had fuch lucke? when Ekift
the Jacke upon an up-caft, to be hicaway ¢ 1hada hun-
dred pound on’t; and then a whorfon Jacke-an-A pc?]:

mu
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mult take me up for fwearing, as if I} borrowed mine
oathes of him, and might Aot {pend them at my pleafure.

1 What got heby that? you have broke his pate with
your Bowle, o (e

2 If his wit had bin like himthat broke it: it would
have runall out.

Clot. Whena Gentleman isdifpos’d to {weare: it.1s
not for any ftanders by to curtall his oathes. Ha?

2 No my Lord ; nor crop the earesof them.

(lot. Whorfondog: I give him fatisfaction ? would
he had bin one of my Ranke.

2 To have {mell’d like a Foole.

Clor. 1 am not vext more at any thing lin th'earth: a
poxon’t. Ihad rather not be fo Noble as I am: they dare
not fight with me, becaufe of the Queene my Mother :
every lacke-Slave hath his belly full of fighting, and I
muft goe up and downe likea Cocke, that no bedy can
match. : -

2 Youare Cockeand Capontoo,and you crow Cocke,
with your combe on.

Clor. Sayeft thou?

2 Itisnot fit you Lordfhip fhounld undertake every
Companion, that you give offence to.

Clst. No,I know that :butit isfic I fhould commit
offence to my inferiors.

2 I, it isfit for your Lord(hip onely.

Clet. Why fo 11ay, '-

1 Did you heare of a Stranger thats cometo Coust to
night ?

Clot. A Stranger,and I not know on't?

2 Hes a ftrange fellow himfclfe, and knowes it not.

I Theresan Italian come, and tis thongh one of Leena-
t#s friendes. :

Clot. Leonarss? A banifht Rafcall ; and he’s another.
what{oever he be. W haotold you of this Stranger ?

1 Oneof your Lordfhips Pages.

Clat. Is it fit1wenttolooke upon him ? Is there no
derogation in’t ?

> Youcannot derogatemy Lord,

€lor. Not ealily I thinke.

2 You area Foole granted, therefore your Iffues being
foelifh doe pot derogate.

Clot. Come, Ile goe fee this Italian: what I have loft
to day ar Bowles, Ile winne to night of him, Come : go.

a2 lle attend your Lord(hip. Exit.
That fucha crafty Divell as 1s his Mother
Should yeild the world this Affe : a woman, that
Beares all downe with her Braine,and this her Sonne,
Cannot take two from twenty for his heart,

And leave eightecne. Alas poore Princefle,

Theu divine Jmegen, what thou endur’it,
Betwixta Father by thy Step-dame govern’d,

A Mother heurely coyning plots: A Woocr,
More hatefull then the foule expulfion is

Ofthy deere husband, Thenthat horrid A&

Of the divorce,he’ld make the heavens hold firme
The wallsof thy deere honor. Keepe unfhak'd
That Temple thy faire mind, that thon maift ftand

T enjoy thy banifh’d Lord : and this great Land. Euxguny,

Scaena Secunda.

Enter Imagen, sn ber Bed, and a Lady,
Ima, Whos there ? My woman: Helene ?
La. Pleafe you Madam,
Imo. Whachoureisit?

Lad. Almoft midnight, Madam.

Ime. 1 have read three houres then :
Mine eyesare weake,
Fold downe the leafe where I have left : robed,
Takenot away the Taper, leave it burning :
And if thou canft awake by foure o’th’clocke,
Iprethee call me: Sleepe hath{eiz'd me wholly.
To your protection I commend me, gods,
From Fayries, and the Tempters of the night,
Guard me befeech yee. Sleepes,
Tackimo from the Tramke,
Iach. The Crickets fing, and mans orc-gbor'd fcni’:{
Repaires it {elfe by reft : Our T arquinethus ‘
Did foftly prefie the Rafhes, ere he waken’d
The Chaltity he wounded. (ytkerea,
How bravely thou becomit thy Bed ; frefh Lilly,
And whiter then the Sheets : that T might touch,
But kiffe, one kifle, Rubies unparagon d,
How deercly they do’t : Tis her breathing that
Perfumes the Chamber thus : the flame oth'Taper
Bowes toward her, and would under-peepe her lids,
To fee th'inclofed Lights,now Canopied
Vnder the windowes, White and Azure lacd
With Blew of heavens owne tin&, But mydefigne.
To notethe Chamber, 1 will writeall downe,
Such,and fuch picures : There the window, fuch
Ih'adornement of her Bed ; the Arras, Figures,
Why fuch, andsuch : and the Contents oth’Story.
Ah, but fofhe naturall notes about her Body,
Abeve ten thoufand meaner Moveables
Would teftifie, t'enrich mine Inventory.
O fleepe, thou Ape of death,lye dull upon her,
And be her Senfe but as a Monament,
Thusin a Chappell lying. Come off, come off;
As {lippery as the Gordian-knot was hard.
Tis minc, and this will witnefle outwardly,
As firongly asthe Confcience do’s within :
To th’madding of her Lord, On her left breft
A mele Cinque-fported : Like the Crimfondrops
I'th bottome of a Cowflippe. Heeresa Voucher,
Strongerthen ever Law could make : this Secret
Will force him thinke I have pick'd the locke, and t'ane
The treafure of her honor. Nomore : to whatend ?
W hy fhould I write thisdowne,thats riveteds,
Screw’d tomy memery. She hath bin reading late,
The Tale of Terens, heere the leafes turn’d downe
W here Philomele gaye up. I have enough,
To th Truncke againe, and fhut the {pring of it.
Swift, [wift,you Dragons of the nigh, that dawning
May bearethe Ravenseye : I lodge in feare,
Though this a heavenly Angell: hell is beere.

(locke ityikes,

One, two, three : time, time. Exit.

Scena Tertia.

i i

Enter (lotten, and Lords,
t Your Lordfhip isthe moft patient man in loffe, the
molft coldeft that turn’d up Ace.
Clot, 1t would make any man cold to loofes
1 But not every man patient after the noble temper of
your Lordfhip § You are moft hot,and furious when you

winne.
Clo.

bk
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Winning will put any man into courage : if I could get
this foolifh /mogen, I {hould have Gold enough : its al-
moft morning, istnot ?

1 Day,my Lord, .

C/#t. T would this Muficke wonld come : I am advifed
to give her Muficke a mornings, they fay it will pene-
trates Eater Mufitians.)
Come on, tune : if yoncan penetrate bere with your fin-
gering {o:we’ll try with tonguetoo :if none willdoe, let
her remaine : bat e never give o’re. Firlt,a very excel-
lent good conceited thing ; after a wonderfull fwect aire,
with admirable rich words te it, andthen let her confi-
dfl‘;

Song.
Hearke; bearke, the Larke a: Heavens gate [ings,
and Phakwu gins arife,
His Steeds 1o water at thofe Springs
on_chalic'd Flwersthat lyes :
And winking M ary-buds begin to epe their Goldeneyes
With every thing that pretty &, my Lady fwect arife :
eArife arife.

So, get you gone: if this penetrate, I'will confider your
Muiicke the berter: if it do notis, isa voyce in her eares
which Horfe-haires,and Calves-guts, nor the voyce of
unpaved Eanuchto boot, can never amend.
Enter Cymbeline, and Dugene.

2 Heere comes the King.

Clot. 1 amglad I wasup fo late, for thats the reafon
I was uplo earely : he cannot choofe bur take this Ser-
vice I have done, fatherly, Good morrow to your Ma-
jelty, and to my gracious Mother.

Cym. Attendyou herethedoore of our ftern daughter

- Will fhe notforth ?

Clot, | have affail’d her with Mufickes,but fhe veuch-
fafes no notice.

Cym. The Exile of her Minion is too new.
She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time
Mult weare the print of his remembrance ou't,
And then fhe’s yours.

Due. Youare molt bound to’th’King,
Who lets goe by no vantages, that may :
Preferre you to his daughter : Frame your felfe
Toorderly f{olicits, and be friended
Waithaptnefle of the {eafon : make dentals
Encreate your Services: fofeeme, asif
You wereinfpir’d to doe thofe duties which
Youtender to her : that youin all obey her,
Save when command to your difmiffion tends,
And therein you are fenfelefle.

Clet, Senfelefle ? Not fo. :

Mef. Solike you (Sir) Ambaffadors fr from Rome ;
The one is (asns Lucsss-

Cym. A worthy Fellow,
Albeit he comes on angry purpofe now ;
Butthat's no fault ofhis : we muft receive him
According to the honor of his Sender,
Andtowards himfelte, his gocdnefle fore-fpent onus
Wemult extend our notice : Our deere Sonne,
When you have given good morning to your Mifiris,’
Attend the Queene, and us, we fhall have need
T’employ you rowards this Romane.
Come our Queene.

Clos. 1f (he be up, Hle fpeake with her :ifnot,
Let her lye ftill, and dreame : by your leave hoa,
I know her women are about her : what

Exennt,

H,I doe line one of their hands, tis gold
Which boyes admittance (oft it doth) yea and makes
Disanas Rangers falfe themfelves, yeeld up
TP‘EIIL' Deere to’th'ftand o’th Stealer : and tis eold
Which makes the True-man kill'd; and faves the T heefe :
Nay, fometime hangsboth Theefe, and True.man s what
Can it not doe, and undoo ? I will make
One of her women Lawyer to e, for
I yet not underftand the cafe my felfe.
By your leave. Knocke.
Esnter 4 Lady,

Lad. Who's there that knockes?

Clet, A Gentleman.

Lad. Nomore,

Clot, Yes,and a Gentlewomans Sonne.

Lad, Thats more
Then {ome whole Taylors are as deere as yours,
Can juftly boaft of : whats your Lord/hips pleafure ?

Clat. Your Ladies perfon, is fhe ready ?

Lad. 1,to keepe ber Chamber.

Cior. There is gold for you,
Sellme your good repert:

Lad. How my good name ? or to report of you
What I fhallthinke is good. The Princefle.

Enter Imogen.

Clat. Good morrow fairelt, Sifter yeur fiveet hand.
Ims. Good morrow Sir, you lay qut too much paines
For purchafing but trouble : the thankes 1give,
Istelling yon that 1 am poore of thankes,
And fcarfe can {pare them.
(Yor. Still I {weare I love you.
Imo. 1f you but {aid fo, twere as deepe with me =
1 you {weare {till, your recompence is itill
That I regard it not.
C/lot. This is no an{wer.
Ime. But that you fhall not fay, I yeeld being filent,
I would not fpeake. I pray youfpare me.faith
I {hall unfold equall difcourtefie
To your beft kindnefie : one of your great knowing
Should learne (being tanght) forbearance.
Clot. To leaveyou in your madnefle, twere my {inne,
1 will not.
Imo, Foolesare not madfolkes.
(tet. Doe you call we foole
Ime, As1ammadIdoe:
If you’ll be patient, Ile no more be mad,
That cures us both. 1am much forry (Sir)
You put meto forget a Ladics manners
By being {o verball : and learne now, for all,
That I which know my heart, doe heere pronounce
By th*very truth of it, I care net for you,
And am fo neere the lacke of Charity
Toaccufe my {elfe, I hate you : which T had rather
Youfelt, then make’c my boait.
Clp. Youfinne again(t
Obedience, which you owe your father, for
The Contra& you prerend with thatbafe Wretch,
One, bred of Almes, and folter’d with cold difhes]
With fcraps oth'Court : Ttis no Contract, none;
And though it be allowed in meaner partics
(Yet who then he more meang) to kit their foules
(On whom thereisno more dependancy
But Brarsand Beggery) in fe!fe-figur'd knot,
Yet youare curb’d from thasenjargement, by o
3

-
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The confequence oth’ Crowne, and mafi not foyle
The preciousnote of it ; withabafe Slave,

A Hilding fer a Livory, a Squircs Cloth, ?
A Pantler ; not fo emigent.

Ime. Prophane Fellow :
Wert thou the Sonne of /#pirer, and no more,

But what thou art befides : thou wer'ttoo bafe,
To be his Groome : thou wer’t dignified enough
Even to the point of Envy, Iftwere made
Comparative for your Vertues,robe ftil'd

The undex Hangman of his Kingdome ; and hated
For being prefer’d fo well.

C/ot, The Sonth-Fog rot him.
Imoe. He never can meete more mifchance, then come

To be but nam’d of thee. His meancit Garment
That ever hath but clipt his body , is dearer

In my refpec, then all the haires above thee,
Were they all made fuch men : How now Psfesse ?

Enter Pyfanio.
Clot. His Garment ? Now thedivell.
Imo. To Derothy my woman hyethec prefently.
Clot. His Garment?
Ims. 1 am {prighted with a Foole,

Frighted, and angred worfe: Goe bid my woman
Search for a Iewell, that too cafually

Hathleft mine Arme : it was thy Malters. Shrew me
If T would lofe it for a Revenew,

Ofany Kings in Europe. | doe thinke,

I {aw’t this morning : Confident I am,

La(tnight twas on mine Arme: I kils'd it,

1 hope it be not gone, to tell my Lord

That1 kiffe anght but him.

Pifa. Twillnotbe lofte

Imo. 1 hope {o : goe and fearch,

€lst. You have abus’dme oy
His meanclt Garment?

Imo. 1,1 faid fo Sir,
Ifyou will make’t an Action, call witnefle to’t.

Clot. 1 will enforme your Father.

Imo. Your Mother too:
Shes my good Lady ; and will conceive, I hope
But the worft of me. So [ leave your Sir,

To'th*worlt of difcontents Exit.
Clot. 1le bereveng’d :
His meanelt Garmeni? Well. E xit.
Scena Ounarta.

Enter Pofthwms, and Philarso.

Poft, FeareitnotSir: I wouldI were fo fure
Towinne the King,as I am bold, her honour
Will remaine hers,

Pbsl. \What meanes doe you make to him ?

Peft. Not any : but abide the change of Time,
Quake in the prefent winters (tate, and with
That warmer dayes would come : In thefe fear’d hopes
I barely grarifie your love; they fayling
I muft dye much your debtor.

Phil. Your very goodnefle, and your company,
Ore payesall I candoe. By this your King,

Hath heard of Great Augustns : Cuins Luciva,
Will do’s CommitTion throyghly. And Ithinke

|

Hee'le grant the Tribute : fend thf Arrerages,
Orlooke upon our Romanes, whofe remembrance
Is yet frefh in their griefe.
Poit. 1 doe beleeve
(Starift though ¥ am none, norlike to be)
That this will provea Warre ; and you {hall heare
The Legion now in Gallia, fooner landed
In our not-fearing-Britaine,then have tydings
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen
Are men more order'd then when /ulisu Cefar
Smil’d at their lacke of skill, but found their courage
Worthy his frowningat. Theirdifcipline,
( Now mingled with their courages) will make knowne
To their Approvers, they are People, fuch
That mend upon the world. Enter lachimo,
Phil, See lackimo.
Poft. The {wifteft harts, have pofted you by land ;
And Windes of all the Corners kifs’d yonr Sailes,
To make your veffell nimble.
Phil. Welcome Sir.
Poft. 1 hopeche bricfenefle of your an{wer, made
The fpeedineffe of your returne.
Tach. Your Lady,
Is one of the feyreflt that 1 have look’d upon
Peff. And therewithall the belt, or let her beanty
Looke thorovgha Cafement to alluse falie hearts,
And be falfe withthem.
Jach, Heereare Letters for you.
Poft. Their tenure good 1 truft.
lach. Tisvery like.
Poif. Was Cains Lucius in the Britaine Court,
When you were there 2
lach. He was expectedthen,
Burnorapproach'd.
Poff, Allis well yet,
Sparkles this Stone as it waswont, Oris’t net
Too dull for your good wearing ?
lach. IfThave loftit,
I thould haveloft the worth of it in Cold,
Ile makea journcy twice asfarre, Uenjoy
A fccond mghe of luch fweet fhortnefle, which
W as mine 13 Britaine, for the Ring is wonne,
Poft, The Siones too hard tocome by.
lach, Not awhit,
Your Lady being (o eafic.
Poft, Make not Sir,
Your loffe, your Sport : I hope you know that we
Muit not continue friends.
Tach. Good Sir, we muft
If you keepe Covenant : had I not brought
The knowledge of your Miflris home, I grant
We were toqueition farther ; butInow
Profeffe my felfe the winner ot ber bonor,
Together with your Ring ; and notthe wronger
Of her, or you,having procceded bat
By both :,'ourwilit‘s,
Poff. If you can mak’tapparant
That you have tafted her in Bed ; my hand,
And Ring is yours. Ifnot,the foule opinion
You had of her pure honor ; gaines, or loofes,
Your Sword, or mine, or Mafterleffe lcave both
Towho fhall finde them,
Zach. Sir,my Circumf(tances
Being fo nere the truth, as I will makethem,
Muft firlt induce you to beleeve : whofe ftrength:
I will confirme with oath, which I doubt not

You'll k
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You'll giveme leave to {pare, when you fhall finde
You neede it not.
Poff. Proceed.
lach. Firft,her Bed-thamber ;
(Where I confefle I {leptnot, but profefic
Had that was well worth watching) it was hang’d
Wiich Tapiftry of Silke, and Silver, the Story
Proud Cleopatra, when (he met her Roman,
And Cidwss {well'd above the Bankes, or for
The preffe of Boates, or Pride : A peece of Worke
Sobravely done;fo rich, that it did firive
In Workéman(hip,and Value, which I wonder'd
Conld be fo rarely, and exactly wrought
Sincethe true life on’t was
Post. Thisis trues -
And this yon might have heard of heere; by me,
Or by fome other.
lach, Moreparticulars
Mutt juftifie my knowledge-
Poft. So they mulk,
Or doe your Honour injurys
Tach: The Chimney
Is Souththe Chamberyand the Chimney-peecé
Challte Diaz, batbing : never faw I figures
So likely to report themfelves s the Curter
Woasas another Nature dumbe, out-went her,
Motion, and Breath left out.
Poit. Thisisathing
W hich you might from Relation likewife reape,
Being, as itis, much {poke of.
Jach. The Roofe o'th’Chamber,
With golden Cherubins is fretted, Her Andirons
(1 had forget them) were two winking Cupids
Of Silve r, eath o one foote ftanding, nicely
Depending ontheir Brands.
Psff. Thisis her honor :
Let it be granted you have feene allthis (and praife

Be givento your remembrance ) the defcription

| Of what isin her Chamber, nothing faves

The wager you have laid.
lach, Then if you ean
Be pale, 1 begge but leave té ayre this Iewell : Sce,

And now tisup againe : it muft be married

e ———

Tothat y our Diamond, 1le keepe them.

Pa?_[?. Jove ———
Once morelet me behold it z Is it that
Which I left with her ?

Tach. Sir (1 chanke her) that
She fiript it from her Arine : Ifee her yet
Her pretty Action, did out-fell her guift,
And yetenrich'd it too : fhe gave it me,
And (aid, fhe priz'd it once.

Poff. May be, fhe pluck'd it off
To fend it me

lach. She writes foto you? doth fhe ?

Poit. O no,no,no, tis true. Heere, take this too,
It isa Bafiliske nnto mine eye,
Killes me to looke on’c : Let there be no Honor,
Where there is beauty : Truth, whese femblance : Love,
Where theres another man. The Vowes 8 Women,
Of no more bondage be, towherethey are made,
Then they are totheir Vertues, whichisnothiug :
O, above meafure falfe.

Phsl, Have patience Sir,
And take your Ring againe, tis not yet wonne's
It may be probable fhe loftit: or

L he Tragedy t)fv { j‘i;f_éca‘ine..
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| :I\iill?l];z?nff: ;cf one of lj.ﬂr women, being corrupted
' rom Her.
l Foit. Very true, :
| lt::fu{:rlt hopf: he came by’t: backe my Rifg;
0 me fome corporall figne about her
| Mere evident then this : for this wag ftole.
| Zach. By lupiter, 1 had it from het Arme.
| . Poft. Hearke you, he fieares : by piter he fivearess
{ T.IS true, nay keepe the Ring ; tis tifie : I am fure
She would not loofe it : her Attendants are
All fworne, dnd hongrable sthey indire’d to feale it 2
Aud by a Stranger ? No, he hath enjoy’d her,
The Cognifance of her incontinency
Is this:fhe hath bought the name of W hore,thus deerely
Lhere, take thy hyre, and ali the fiends of hell
Divide themfelvesbetweene you .
Phil. Sir;be patient :
Thisis not firong enongh to be beleev’d
Ot one'perfwaded well of.
Poft. Never talke orft s
She bath bin colted by him.
lach. 1fyoufeeke
For further fatisfying; under her Brealt
{ Worthy her preffing) lyesa Mole, right prond
Ofthat moft delicate ].c}dgim;. By my life 3
Lkiftit, anditgave me prefent bunger
To teedcagaine, though full. Youdoe remember
This ftaine upon her ?
Poft. 1,and it dothrconfirme
Another ftaine, asbigge as Hellcan hold,
Were there no more but it.
Tach. 'Will you heare more ?
Psff. Spare your Arithmeticke),
Never count the Turnes : Once,anda Million,
Tach. 1lebe {worne.
Foff. No fwearing 2 '
It you will fweare yon have not done’r, youlye,
And I willkill thee ifthon doft deny
Thou'lt made me Cuckold,
Iach, lle deny nothing.
Poff. Othar I had her heere,to teare her Limb-meale ;
I will gee there and doo’t, ith*Court, before
Her father. Ile doe fomeching.
Phil. Quite befides.
The goverment of Patience. You have wonne :
Lets tollow him, and pervert the prefent wrath
He hathagain{t himfelfe.
Tach, With all my heart.

ExXit,

Excunt.

Enter Fofthumi.

Poft, Is there no way for Men to be, but Wemen
Muft be halfe-workers ? We are all Baflards,
And that molt venerabie man, which I
Dih call my father, was, T know not where
When I was ftampt. Some Coyner with his Tooles
Made me a counterfeit : yer my Mother feem’d
The Dian of that time : {fo doth my Wite
_ The Non-pareill of this, Oh Vengeance, Vengeance!
Me of my lawfull pleafure fhe reftrain’d,
And pray’d me oft forbearance : did it with
A pudency foRefic, the {weer view on't
Might well have warm'd old Saturne ;
That I thonght her ey
AsChafte,asun-Sunn’d Snow. Oh, all the divels!
This yellow Jackimo inan houre, was’t not?
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Or leffe 3 at firit ? Perchance he fpoke not, but

Like a full Acorn’d Boare,alarmenon,

Cry’de ob,and mounted , tound no eppofition

But what he look’d for, fheuld oppolc, and fhe
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out

I'he Womans-partinme, for theres nomotion

That tends to vice irf man, but | aillirme

Itisthe Womansgart : be it Lying, note it,

The womans : Flatte¥ing, bers : deceiving, hers:
Loft, and ranke thoughts, hers, hers : Revenges hers :
Ambitions, Covetings, change of Prjdes, Difdaine,
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability :

All faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knowes,

They are not conftant, but are changing ftill ;

One Vice, but of aminute old, for one

Not halte fo old asthat. Ile write againft them;

Deteft themn, curfe them : yettis greater Skill

In atrué Hate, to pray they have their will :

The very Divels cannot plague them better. o
- xit,

‘@{2’ §tus Tertivs. Scena Prima.

: | A apa (7
Enter in State, Cymbeline, B uge #e, Clotten, and Lords at
one doore, and at another, Cainsy Luci,
and Atrendants.

Lwc. When Inlins Cafar (w llfJIL"hl'i:'mL’mbrﬂl'ICC yet
Lives in mens eyes,and will to Eares2nd Tongues
Be Theame, and hearing ever (was in this Britaine,
And Conquer'd it, Caffibelan thine Vinkle
(Famous in Cefars prayles, no whit lefle
Then in his Feats deferving ity for bim,

And his Succeflion, granted Rome a Tribute,
Yeerely three thoufand pounds ; which (by thee) lately
Is left untender'd.
Due. And to kill the mervaile,
Shall be fo ever.
Clot. There be many Cafars,
Ere {uch another Julsus : Britaive’s a world
By 1t {elfe, and we will nothing pay
For wearing obr owne Nefcs.

Duee. That op portunity
Which thenthey had totake from’s, to refume
We have againe. Remember Sir, mny Liege,

The Kings your Anceftors, together with

The Naturall bravery of your Ifle, which flands

As Neptunes Parke, ribb’d, and pal’d in

With Oakes unshaleable, and roaring Waters,
WithSands that will rot beare your Enemies Boates
Bue fucke them up to’th' Top-mafts A kind of Conqueft
Cefarsmade heere, but made net heere his bragge
Of Came, and Saw; and Overcome : with (hame

( The firft that ever touch’d him) he was carried
From off our Coaft, twice beaten # and his Shipping
(Poore ignorant Baubles) on our terrible Seas

Like Egge-thels, mov’d upon their Surges crack’d

As cafily gain(t out Rockes. For joy whereof,

, The fam’d Ca/fibelas, who was onge at point

|

!

(Oh giglet Fortune) to mafter Cefars Sword,
Made Lads-Tewne with rejoycing Firesbrighe,

Why hezs;in part, oral! : but rather all. For even to Vice

(ym. Now fay, what would Augsffm (afar with us?

O Tragedy of Cymbeline.

—

e

And Bristaines ftrut with Courage,

(fet. Come, theresnc more Tribute to be paid? bur
Kimgdome is fironger then it was ar that time : and (asl
faid) there isno mere fuch (efars, other of them may
have crook’d Nofes, but to o we fuch {traite Armes, none,

Cym. Son, let your Mcther end.

(Yo1. Wehave yet many among us, can gripeas hard
as Caffibelan. I doe notfay I amore : butl have 4 hand.
Why Tribute? Why (hould we pay Tribute? If Cefar
can hidethe Sun from us witha Blanket,or put the Moone
in his pocket, wewill pay him Tribute for light : elfe Sir,
no more Tribute, pray you now. '

(ym. Youmult know,
Till the injurions Romans, did extort
This Tribute from us, we were free. (efars Ambition,
W hich{welid fo much, that it did almoft firetch
The fideso’th’'World, againit all coleur heere,
Did put the yoakeupon’s : which to fhake off
Becomes a warlike peoples whom wereckon  *
Our felves to be, we doe. Say then to Cafar,
Our Anceflor was thatCWulmutisg ,which
Ordain’d our Lawes, whofe ufe the Sword of Cefar
Hath too much mangled : whofe repayre, and franchife,
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed,
Tho Rome be therfore angry. Mulmutins made our lawes
Who was the firft of Britaine, whichdid put
His browes within a golden Crowne, and call’d
Himfelfe aKing. :

Luc. Iamforry (ymbeline,
That I am to pronounce 4 syulfau Cafar

| (Cefar, that hath more Kings his Servants, then

Thy {elfe Domefticke Ofjcers) thine Enémy ?

| Receive it from methen. Warre, and Confufion
3

In Cefar’s name pronounce I’gainft thee:Looke
For fury, not to be refifted. Thasdefide,

| I thanke theefor my felfe,

e ——— i e e A

Cym, Thouart welcome (ains,
Thy Cefar Knighted me ; my youth I fpent

| Much under him : of him, I gather’d Honour,

W hich he, to feeke of me againe, perforce,
Behooves me keepeatutterance. Iam perfect,
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for
Their Liberties arenow in Armes : 4 Prefident
Which not to reade, would fhew the Britaines cold :
So (#far fhall not find them.

Luc. Let proofe fpeake. 5

Clor. His Majehy biddes you welcome. Make paltime
with usa day, or two, or longer : if you-feckeus after
wards in other tearmes, yon fhall finde us in our Salt-
water-Girdle : if youbeate us out of it,it is yours : if yon
fall in theadventure, our Crowes fhall fare the better for
you : and theresan end.

Lue, Sofir,

Cym. 1know your Mafterspleafure, and he mine:
All the Remaine, 1s welcome. ;

. : Exeunt-

e

o cena Secunda.

— S —

Enter Pifaniareading of & Letsers

Pif. How ? of Adultery ? W herefore write you not
WhatMonlters heraccufe ? Zeomarns : g
Oh Mafter, what a ftrange infe&tion

Is ‘I
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s falne into thy eare # W hat falfe Iralian,
( As poyfonous tongu'd, as handed) hath prevail'd
On thy too ready hearing ? Difloyall ? No.
She’spunifh'd for her Truth; and undergoes
More Goddeffe-like, then Wife-like ; tuch Affaults
As would take infome Vertue. Oh my Maiter,
Thy mind to her, is now as lowe, as were
Thy Fortunes. How? That I fhould murther her,
Vpon the Love,and Truth,and Vowes ; whichI
Have made to thy command ? I her ? Her blood 2
If itbe {0, to doe good {ervice, never
Let me be counted {erviceable. How looke I,
That 1 thould feeme to lacke humanitie,
So much as this Fact comes to ? Doo't : The Letter.
That 1 have fent ber , by ber owne command ,
Shall give thee opportmmstic. Ohdamn’d paper,
Blacke as the Inke that’s on thee : fenfelefle bauble,
Art thoua Feedarie for thisa@; and look'ft
So virgin-like without? Loe here fhe comes.
Enter Imogen.

Tam ignorant in what 1 am commanded.

Imo. How now Pifanio?

Psf. Madam, heere isa Letter from my Lord.

fmo. Who! thy Lord? Thatis my Lord Leenatss ?
Ob, learn'd indeed were that Aftronomer
That knew the Starres, as I his Charaters,
Heel'd lay the Future open. You good Gods,
Let what is heere coatain'd, réllith of Love,
Ofmy Lords health: of his conten: : yet not
Thatwe two are a funder, let that grieve him ;
Some gricfesare medcinable, thatis one of them,
For itdoth phyficke Love, of his content,
All but in that, Good Wax, thy leave : bleft be
You Beesthat makethefe Lockesof counfaile. Lovers,
And men indangerous Bondes pray not alike.
Though Forfeytours you calt inprifon, yet
You clafpe young Cupsds Tables : good Newes Gods.

IVﬁrce, and your Fathers wrarh ( [bosld bee take mee in bis
“Domnion) could not be focraell tome, asyom , (ob the dec-
reitof (reasures) wesnldeven renew mewith Joureyes, Take
motice that I am i» Cambria st Milford-Haven : whar your

owne Love, will ont of th's advife you, follsw. So be wilbes you

all bappin-(fe, thas remanses Loyall 1ohoss Vow, and your encrea-
fing in Love, Leonatus Poithumus.

Oh for a Horfe with wings ¢ Hear'ft thou Pifanso ?
He isat Muitord-Haven : Read, and tell me

How farre tis thither. If one of meane affuires

May plod it in a weeke, why may not I

Glide thitherinaday 7 Then true Pifario.

Who long’itlike me, tofecthy Lord; who long’ft
(Ohlet me bate) but not like me = yet long’t

But ina fainter kinde. Oh not like me :

For mine's beyond,beyond : fay , and fpeake thicke
(Loves Counfailor fhould fill the bores of hearing,
To'th’ {mothering of the Senfe) how farre itis

To this {ame blefled Milford. And by'th’ way
Tellme how Wales was made fo happy,as
T'inherite fucha Haven. But firft ofall,

How we may [teale from hence : and for the gap
That we (hall make in Time, from our hence-going,
And our returne, toexcule : but firlt, how get hence.
Why fhould excufe be borne or cre begot ?

Weele talie of that heereafter.Prythee fpeake,
How maay {core of Miles may we well ride

Twixt houre, and hoyye 3

P4, f_)ncii:c)rc twixtSun, and Sun,
Madam’senough for you s and too much too;

Zmo. W hy, one that rode to's Execntion Man;
Could nevergo foflow : I have heard of Riding wagers, {
Where Houfes have bin nimbler then the Sends
That runt’th’ Clocksbehalfe. But this is Foolrie
Go, bidmy Woman faignea Sicknefle, fay X
She’le home to her Father , and provide me
A Riding Suit: Nocoftlies then would fit
A Franklins Hufwife.

Pif. Madam, you’re beft confider.

Imo. 1 {ce before me (Man) nor heere, nor heere,
Nor what enfues but havea Fogin them
That I cannot looke through. Away, I prythee,
Doas Ibid thee: There’sno more tofay :
Acceffibleis none but Milford way .

prefently

Exennt,

—

ScanaTertia.

Enter Belarins, Guiderius , and o Ar viragiu.

Bel. Agoodlyday, not to keepe houfe with fuch,
Whofe Roofe’s as iow as ours : Sleepe Boyes, this gate
Inltru@s you how radorethe Heavens; and bowes you
Toamornings holy office. The Gatesof Monarches
Are Arch’d fo high, that Giants may jet through
And keepe their impious Turbands on, without
Good morrow tothe Sun. Haile thou faire Heaven,
We houfe i’th’ Rocke, yet ufe thee not fo hardly
As prouder liversdo.

Guid. HaileHeaven.

«drwir. Haile Heaven.

Bela, Now for our Mountaice fport, up to yond hill
Your leggesare young = lle tread thefe Flats, Confider,
W hen youabove perceive me like a Crow,

Thac it is Place, which leffen’s and fets off

And you may then revoive what Tales T have told you,
Ot Courts of Princes; ofthe Trickes in Warre,
This{ervice, isnor Sei vice ;{o being done,

Bur being {oallowed. To apprehend chus,
Drawes us aprofit fromall things we fee ;

And often to our comfort, fhall we finde

The (harded-Beetle, ina fafer hold

Then is the full-wing'd Eagle, Oh this life,

Is Nobler, thenattending for achecke :

Richer, then doing nothidg for a Babe :

Prouder, then raftling in onpayd-for Silke :

Such gaine the Cap of him, that makes him fine,
Yet keepes his Booke uncrofs’d, nolife ro ours.

Gui. Out of your proofc you {peak:we poore unfledg’d
Have never wing'd trom view o’th’neft ; nor know not
What Ayre’s from bome. Hap’ly this life isbelt,
(Ifquiet life be beft) {weeter to you ‘

That havea (harper knowne. Well correfponding
With your {liffe Age; butunto us,1tis

A Cell of Ignorance : travailing abed,

APrifon or a Debror, that not dares

To ftridea limit.

Arvi. Whar thould we {peake of
When we areold as you? When we fhall heare
The Raine and winde beate darke December? How
Inthis our pinching Cave, (hall we difcour(e

ccce The
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l The freezing houres away ? We havefeene nothing:

| Wearebeaftly; fubtleas the Fox for prey,

Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eatc -

Our Valour is to chace what flyes : Our Cage

We make a Quire, as doth the prifon'd Bird,

And fing our Bondage freely.

Bel. How you fpeake? Py

Did yon but know the Citties Viuries,

And felcthem knowingly sthe Arco’th’ Court,

As hasdto leave , as keepe : whofetop toclimbe

Is certaine falling : or {o Ripp’ry, that :

The feare’s as bad as falling, Thetoyleo’'th Warre,
A paine that onely feemes to {ecke our danger

| 1’th’ name of Fame,and Honour, which dyes 'th’ fearch,
| And hath asoft a {land'rous Epitaph,

AsRecord of faire Act. Nay, many times

Doth ill deferve, by doing well : what’s worfe
Mutft curt’fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes,this Storie
The world may reade in me : My bodie’s mark’d
With Roman Swords; and my report, was once
Firlt, with the beft of Note. Cymbelime lov’d me,
And when a Souldier wasthe Theame,my name

Was not farrc off ; then wasIasa Tree ;
Whofe bonghes did bend with fruit. Butin one night,
A Storme, or Robbery ('call it what youwill)

Shooke downe my mellow hangings : nay my Leaves,
And lefe me bare to weather.

Gus. Vncertaine favour,

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I havetold you oft)
But that two Villaines, whofe falfe Oathes prevail'd
Before my perfe@ Honor, {wore to Cymbelsne,

T was Confederate with the Romanes : {0
Followed my Banifhment,and thistwenty yeeres,

W here I have liv'd at honeft freedome, payed

More pious debts to Heaven, then inall _
The forc-end of my time. But, up to’th’ Mountaines,
This i# not Hanters Langunage ; he that {trikes

The Venifon firft, fhall be the Lord o’ch’ Fealt,

To him the other two fhall miniiter,

And we will feare nopoyfon, whichattends

In place of greater State :

Ile meete you in the Valleyes. Exeunt.
How hard itis to hide the {parkes of Nature ?

Thefe Boyes know little they are Sonnesto’th’ King,
Nor (ymbeline dreames that they arealive,

They thinke they are mine,

And thoughtrain’d up thus meanely

I'th’ Cave, whereon the Bow their thoughts do hit,
The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts them
In(impleand low things, to Prince it, much

Beyond the tricke of others. This Paladssr,

The heyte of Cymbeline and Britaine,whom

The King his Father cali’d Guideriss. Iove,

W hen on my three-foot {toole 1{it, and tell
Thewarlike feats I have done,his{pirits flye out

Into my {tery : fay thus minc Enemie fell,

And thus I {et my foote on’s necke, eventhen

T he Princely blood flowes in hisChecke, he fweats,

| Straines his young Nerves, and puts himfelfz in pofture
Thatattsmy words, The younger Brother Cadwall,
Once Arviragwns, in as likea figure

Strikes life into my {peech, and thewes much more
His owne conceyuing, Hearke, the Game is rows'd,
Oh C_ym!zcﬂ.:w. Heaven and my Confcience knowes

1 Thoudid'tt unjuftly banifh me : whereon

—a

e e

This Rocke, and thefe Demefnes, have bene my World, |

Atthree, and two yeeres old, 1ftole thefe Babes,
Thinking tobarre thee of Succeflion, as

Thou refts me of my Lands.Euriphile,

Thou was’ttheir Nurfe,they took thee for their mother
And every day do honor to her grave:

My felfc Belarins ,thatam Morgan call’d

They take for Naturall Fathers The Gameisup.  Exi,

Scena Quarta.

e e —— e

Enter Pifanio and Imogen.

Imo.Thou told’ft me when we came fr6 horfe,the place
Was neerear hand : Ne're longd my Mother fo
Tofeeme firfl, asI have now: Pifanio, Man :

Where is Poftbummes 2 W hat is in thy mind ’
That makes thee ftare thus? Wherefore breakes that figh
From th’inward of thee? One, One, but painted thus
Would be interpreted athing preplex’d
Beyond felfe- explication. Putthy felfe
Intoa haviour of lefle feare, ere wildnefle
Vanquith my ftayder Senfes. What'sthe matter?
W hy tender’ft thou that Paper to me, with
A looke untender 7 Ift be Summer Newes
Smile too’t before : if Winterly, thounced'ft
| Butheepe that count’nance {till. MyHusbands hand?
| That Drug-damn’d Italy, hath out-craftied him,
And bee’s at fome hard point, Speake man, thy Tongue
May take off fome extremitie, which toreade
Would be even mortall to me,
Psf. Pleafe you reade,
[ Aud you fhall finde me (wretched man) a thing
The moft difdain’d of Fortune.

Toogenveadss.

TH; Miitris (Pifanso)bath plagde the Strumpet inmy

Bed; the Testimonies whereafylyes bleeding in me I fpeak
not out of weake Swrmifes, but from procfe asilrong as my
griefe,and ai certaine as I expell my Revenge, That part,thos
(Pifanso) muft alle for ma, if thy fasth be ot tainted with the
breachofhers; letthine owne hands take away ber life = 1[4l
give shec opportunity ar Milford Haven, Skhe bath my Lester
Jor the purpofe ; where, if thow feare 1o fFrike, and to make mee
certaine st 3 done | thew artthe Pander tober difbonowr , and
eqmallyto me diflsyall.

Pif. W hat {hall I need to draw my Sword,the Paper
Hath cut her throat already 2 No, tis {lander,
Whofe edge is (harper then the Sword,whofe tongue
Out-venomes all the Wormes of Nyle, whofe breath
Rideson the pofting windes,and dothbelye
All corners of the World . Kings,Queenes,and States,
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave
This viperous flander enters, What cheere Madam?
Imo. Falfeto his Bed? Whatisittobe falfe ?
Tolye in warchthere, andto thinke on him?
To weepe twixt clock and clock? If fleep charge Nature,
Tobreake it witha fearefull dreame of him, A
And cry my felfe awake ? Thats falfe to's bed? Isit?
Pifa. Alas good Lady.
Ime. 1 falfe ? Thy Confcience witnefle : Jachimo,
Thou didd’{t accufe him of Incontinencie;

Thou then look’df} like a Villaine : now,me 1:hinl-rtsTh
v
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Thy faveurs good enough. Somelay of Italy »1 1
(W hote mother was her painting).hath betraid him :
Poore I am itale,a Garment out offathion,
And for 1 am richer then to hang by th’ walles;!
I muit be ript : Ta peeces with:me : Oh | :
Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All good feeming
By thyrevolt (oh Husband ) (hall be thought
Put onfor Villainy; not borne where't growes, -
But'worne a baite tor Ladies.

Pifa. Good Madam, beare me. -

Ims. True honeft men being heard, like falfe e£neas,
Were in histime thought falfe : and Sywors weeping
Did {candall many a hely teare : tooky pitty
From moft true wretchednflves So thou, Pefbamm
Wiltlay the leven to all proper men;
Goodly,and gallant,{hall be falfe and periur'd
Fromthy grea: faile : Come Fellow, be thou h(}i}cﬂ',
Do thou thy Mafters bidding. W hen thoudfeeft bim,
Alittle witneffe my obedience. Looke
Idraw the Sword my felte, takeit ard hit
The innocent Manfion of my Love (my Heart:)
Feare not,tis empty of all things, bur Gricfe:
Thy Malter is not there, who was indeede
Theriches ofit. Do his bidding , firike,
Thou mayft be valiant in a better caufe ;
But now thon {eem’ft a Coward.

Pif. Hence vile Infteument,
Thou (halt rot damne 'my hand.

imo. Why, 1 guftdye:
And if T donot by thy hand, thonart
No Servant of thy Mafters, Againft Selfe-flanghter,
Thereisa prohibition fo Divine,
That cravens my weake hand : Come, heere’s my heart
So mething’s a-toor : Soft,{oft, wee’l no defence,
Obedient as the Scabbagd. What is heere;
The Scriptures of the Loyall Leowatses
All turn’d ro Herefie? Away, away
Corruprers of my Faith, you fhall no more
Be Stouachers to my heart : thus may pocre Fooles
Beleeve fulfe Teachers : Thoughthofe that are betraid
Do feelethe Treaton {harpely, yet the Trairor
Stands in worfe cafe of woe, Andthou Poffbumsa,
Thardidd'ft fet up my difobedience’gainft the King
My Father,and makes me put into contempt the {uites
Of Princely Fellowes, (halt hreafter finde
It isnoact of common paflage, but
A flraine of Rarencfle : and I greeve my felfe,
To thioke, when thou (halt be difedg’d by her,
That now thon tyreft on, how thy memory
Will then be pang’d by mae. Prythee difpatch ,
The Lambe entreatsthe Butcher. Wher’s thy knife?
Thouartto {low todothy Maltersbidding
When I defire it too.

Pif. Ohgracious Eady:

Since T'receiv'd command to dothis bufinefle,
I have not flept one winke,

Imo, Doo't,and tobed then.

Pif. Ile wake mine eye-balles firft.

Ims. Whercfore then
Didd {t undertake it # Why haft thou abus'd
So many Mil:s, with a pretence? This place 2
Mine A&ion ? and thine owne ? Our Horfes labour ?
Thetime inviting thee ? The perturb’d Court
For my being abfent s whereunto [ never
Parpofe returne. 'Why baft thou gone {o farre
Tobe un-bent ? whenthon hafttane thy ftand,

] 'I'h’clen*‘techu_nu-thorctlJcc?

| Are they not but in Britaine? I’th’ worlds Volume
| Our Britaine feemesas of ic,but notin’c:
| In a great Poolea Swannes-neft; prythee thinke

Py ‘But to win time |
Toloofe to bad'employment, in the which
I bave confider’d of a courfe : good Lady
Heare me with patence. %
{mo, Talke thy lTongue weary, {peake s
I have heard lam 4 Strumpet, and mine eare
Thereinfalfe ftrooke, cantake no greater wound,
Nor tent, to bottome that. But {peake.
Pyfs ThenMadam,
Ithought youweuld not backe againe.
{me. Moltlike,
Bringing me heeggto kill me.
Psf. Notfonether :
Byt it were as wife, as honeft, then
My purpofe would prove well: ircannotbeg
Bu; that my Mafter is abus'd: Some Villaine,
I,and fingular in his Ast, hach done you both
This curfed injurie.
dmo, Some Roman Curtezan?
Pif. No,on my life :
Ile give but notice you are dead, and fend him
Some bloody figne of it. Fortis commanded
I thoulddo {o: you fhall be mifk at Court,
And that will well eonfirme it,
Ime. Why good Fellow,
W hat (hall I dotke while ? Where bide? How live?
Orinmy life, what comfort, whenI am
Dead to my Husband ?
Pif. 1f youllback€to’th” Conrt,
Ime. No Court, no Father: nor no more adoe
Wich that harfh,’ noble, fimplenothing ;
That Clotten, whofe Love-fuite hath bene tome
As fearefull asa Siege.
Psf. If not at Court,
Then not in Britaine muft you bide.
Imo, Wherethen ?
Hath Britaine all the Sunne that (hines? Day?Night?

There’slivers ot of Britaine,

Psf. Tam moft glad
You thinke of other Place : Th” Ambaffador,
Lucins the Romane comes to Milford-Haven
To morrow. Now, if you ¢ould wearea minde
Darke, asyour Fortune is , and but difguife
That whicht'appeare it {elfe, muft not yet be,
But by felfe-danger, you thould tread a courfe
Pretry,and full of view : yea, happily, ncere
T he refidence of Posthums« ;{0 nie (at laft)
Thacthough his Aions werenot vifible, yet
Report fhould render him hourely to your care,
As truely as he mooves. .

Imo. Oh forfich mednes,
Though perill to my modeftie, not death on't
I would aduenture.

Pif. Well then, heere’s the point :
You muft forgettobea Woman : ¢henge  +
Command, into obedience. Feare and Niceneffe
(The Handmaides of all Women, 0t more truely
Woman it pretty felfe) into a waggifh courage,
Ready in gybes , quicke-an{wer'd, {awcie,and
As quarrellous as the Weazell : Nay, you muft
Forget that rareft Treafure of your Cheeke,
Expofing it (but oh the harder licart,

ccc 2 Alacke t

T N e =

Els

S —————
L




404

‘Tb:: T ragedieof Cymbeline,

Alacke noremedy) to the greedy touch
Of common-kiffing 7i# : and forgot :
Your labourfome and dainty Trimmes, wherein
You made great Jums angry.
Imo. Nay be breefe 3 _
Ifee into thy end, 2nd am almolt {0y
A man already.
Pyf. Firft,makeyour felfe but like one,
Fore-thinkingthis. 1 havealready fit
(Tisin my Cloakc-bagge) Doublet, Hat, Hofe, all
Thar anfwer tothem s Would you in their ferving,
( And with what imitation you can borrow
From youthof fuch afeafon) 'forc Najple: Lucins
Prefenc your felfe , defire his fervice < tell bim
Whercin you're happy ;  which will make him know,
If that his head have eare in Muficke, doubtlefle
With joy he will embrace you : for hee’s Honourable,
And doubling that, moft holy. Your meanesabroad s
You have me rich, and I will never faile
Beginning, nor {upplyment.
imo. Thonartallthe comfort
The Gods will dict me with. Prytheeaway,
There’s more tobe confider’d : but wee'l even
All that good time will give us, This attenipt,
1am Souldier too,and wiil abide it with
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythec.
Pif. Well Madam, we maft takea {hort farewell,
Left being mit, Ibe fufpected of
Your carriage from the Court. My Noble Miftris,
Heereisa boxe, I had it from the Queene,
What’s in’t is precious : If youarc fickcacSea,
Or Stomacke-qualm’d at Land, a Dramme of this
Will drive away diftemper. To {fome {hade,
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods
Dirg& you to the beft,

Imeo. Amen ;1 thanke thee, Exeunt,

Scena Quinta.

Enter Cymbeline, Lutene, Cloten, Lucins,
and Lords.

Cym, Thus facre, and fo farewell.

Luc, Thankes, Royall Sir :
My Eiperor hath wrote, I muft from hence,
And am right forry, that I muft report ye
My Mafters Fnemy.

Cym. Our Subjes (Sir)
Will not endure his yoake ; and for our felfe
To (hew lefle Soveraignty then they, muft needs
Appeare un-Kinglike.
» Lug. So Sir: I defireof you
A Condu@ over Land, to Milford-Haven.
Madam, all joy befall your Grace,and you.

Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for that Office :
The due of Honour, in no pointomit:
i So farewell Noble Lucsss,

Lue. Your hand, my Lord.

Clot. Receive it friendly : but from this time forth
I weare itas your Enemy.

Lxc. Sir, the Event
Isyet tonamethe winner. Fareyou well,

Tillhe havecroft Severn, Happiness Exw Lucins e

Cym, Leave not the worthy Lxciss, good my Lords

\

2u. He goes hence frowning : bur it honours us
That we bave given him caufe.
Clot. Tis allthe better,
Your Valiant Britaines have their wifhes in it.
Cym, Lwucins hath wrotalready to the Emperor
How it goes heere. It fits us thereforeripely
Our Chariots,and our Hosfemen be in readinefle:
The Powers that he already hathin Gallia
Will foone be drawne to head, from whence he moves
His warre for Britaine.
L. Tisnot {lecpy bufineffe,
But mufl belook’d to fpeedily,and ftrongly-
Cym. Our expectation that it fhould be thus
Hath made us forward. But my gentle Queene,
W here is our Daughter # She hach not appear’d
Before the Roman, nor to us hathtender'd
The duty of the day. Shelookes aslike
A thing more made of malice, then of duty,
We havenoted it. Call her beforeus, for
We havebeene too light in fufferance.
2u  Royall Sir,
Since the exile of Poftbums, moft retyr'd
Hath her life bin : the Cure whereofmy Lord,
Tis time muft doe. Befecch your Majeliy,
Forbeare fharpe {peeches to her. Shee’sa Lady
So tender of rebuk es, that wordsare firokes,

i And ftrokes deathto her.

Enter a Meffenger.
Cym. Whereis {heSir ? How >
Can her contempt be anfwer'd ?
CMef. Pleafe youSir, :
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there’s no anfwer
That will be given to’th’ lowd of noife, we make,
Du. My Lord, when laft I went tovific her,
She pray’d me to excufe her keepingclofe,
Whereto conftraind by her infirmitie,
She fhonld that duty leave unpaide to you
W hich daily {he was bound to proffer : this
She wifh’d meto mak e knowne : but our great Court
Made me too blame in memory.
Cym, Her doores lock’d?
Not feene of late ? Grant Heavens, that whichI
Feare , prove falfe. Exite
9x. Sonne, Ifay, follow the King.
Clot, That man of her’s, #¢/anso, her old Servant
I have notfeene thefe two dayes. Exir.
2u. Go, lookeafter
Psfanso, thon that ftand'ft {o for Peitkumms
He hath a Drugge of mine : 1 pray, bisabfence
Proceed by {wallowing that. For he belceves
It isa thing moft precious. But for her, -
W here is fhe gone # Haply difpaire hathfeiz’d her :
Or wing’d with fervour of her love, {he’s flowne
To ber difircd Poffbumm: gone {heis,
To death,or to dithonor,and myend
Can make good vfe of either. Shee beeing downe,
I Laue the placing of the Brittifh Crowne.
Enter Cloten.
How now my Sonne ¢
(lot. * Tis certaine fhe is fled J
Go in and cheere the King,he rages, none
Dare come about him.
2«. All thebetter : may :
Thisnight fore-{tall lm of the commingday, E-vs s,
Cla. 1loneand hate her : for fhe's Faire and Royall,
Aud that (he hathall courtly parts moreexquifite

Then |
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Then.Lady, Ladies, Woman, from every one
The beft (he hath,and fhe of ail compounded
Ouc-felles them all. I love her therefore, but
| Difdaining me, and throwing Favours on
The low Pofthumss, (landers {o her judgement,
That what'sclfe rare,is choak’d : and in that point
I wilconcludeto hate her,nay indeede, aF
To bereveng'd upon lier. For, when Fooles (hal] ————
Enter Pifawio,

Whois heere ? What, are you packing firrah 7
Come hither : Ah you precious Pander, Villaine,
Where isthy Lady? In a word, or elfe
Thou art firaightway with the Fiends.

P Oh,good my Lord.

Cée. Whercisthy Lady ? Or, by Tupitet;
I'will not aske againe. Clofe Villaine,
Ile have thisfectet from thy heart, or rip
Thy heaitto findeit, Is fhe with Poffbwmss >
From whofe fo many waights of bafeneffe, cannot
A dram of worth be drawne,
| P4 Alas,my Lord,| o
| How can fhe be with him ? When was themifs'd ?
| He isin Rome.
| Clor. Where is fhe Sir? Come neerer

| No farther halting : fatisfie me home,

| Whatis become of her :

Clo. All-worthy Villaine,

f #if. Oh, my all-werthy Lord.

| Difcover where thy Miftris s, atonce,

| Atthe next word : no more of worthy Lord :

| Speake, or thy filence on the inftant, 1s
- Thy condemnation and thy death

Psf. Thenfir:

i This Paper is the hiftory of my knowledge
| Touching her flight,

e i,

Clo. Let's feet; I will purfue her
Evento Auguffsu Throne.
“Pif. Or this, or perifh,
| She’s farre cnough, and what he learnés by this,
May prove histravell, not her danger.
Cle. Humbh.
Pyf. e write to my Lord (he is dead : Oh Imogen,
Safe mayft thou wander, fafe returne agen.
(ot. Sirra, is this Letter true 2
Psf. Sir, as I thinke
Clot, It is Poithumus hand, I know’t, Sirrah, if thou

go thofe Imployments whereinI thould have caufe to ufe
thee with a ferious indultry, that is, whatvillainy foere I
bid thee doeto performeit, directly and truely, T wobld

ment,

Pif. Well,my good Lord: .
" Clor. Wilt thou ferve mee? For fince patiently and
conftantly thou haft ftucke to the bar¢ Fortine of that
Begger Pofthumus; thou canft not in the courfe of grati-
tude, butbe a diligent follower of mine, Wilt thouferve
| Meer

e

| Pif. Sir Twill,

! (lo. Givemethy hand, heere’s my purfe. Haft any
| of thy late Mafters Garmentsin thy pofieffion?
Pifan. 1 bave (my Lord) ar my Lodging , the fame

P

| Suite be wore, when he tooke leave of my Ladie and Mi-

ftreffe.
| (lo. The firft fervice thou doft mee , fetch that Suite

———

would*ft not be a Villaine,but do me true fervice: under-

thinke thee an honeft man : thou (hould't neithiér want
my meanesfor thy releefe, nor my voyce for thy prefer-

|~ Clo. Meetthee a Milford-Haven s ( Iforgot to aske

;

!

| againe. She hath difpis’d mee rejoycingly,and Ile be mer-
| Ty inmy Revenge.

hither, let it be thy firft fervice, go;
Pife I{hall my Lod.

405 |

Exesunt, |

him one thing, Te remembe;’e anon : ) even there , thon
villaine Pofthumus will I kill thee, would thefe Gar- |
ments were come. Shefaid upona time ( the bitternefle |
ofit, I now belch from my heart) that the held the very
Garment of Poffbumsés , inmoré relped, then my Noble
and naturall perfon; together with the adornsment of
my Qualitics. With that Suite upen .my backe will [ ra-
vith her: fieft kill him, and in her eyess thece (hall fhe (pe
my valour,which will then be a tormencto her contempt.
Heonthe Ground, my fpecchofinfultment ended on his
dead bodie, and when my luft hath dined (which, as 1
fay, to vex her, L will execute in the Cloathes thar thefo
prais’d;) to the Court Ile knock her backe, foot her home

; Enter Pifawia,
Be thofe the Garments ?

Pifs T, my Noble Lord. ;

Ch. Howlong is't fince the went to Milford-Haven ?

Pif. She canfearfe be there yet,

Clo.Bring this Apparrell to my Chamber , that is
the fecond ching that I have commanded thee. The third
is, that thou wilt bea voluntary Mute to my defigne. Be |
but dutious, and true preferment fhall tender it felfero
thee. My Revenge isnow at Milford, would I had + ings |
tofollow it. Comeand be true. Exir. i

Pyf. Thou bid'ft me tomy lofle : for trueto thee,
Wereto prove falfe, whick [ will never be F
Tohim that is moft true. ToMilford go,

And finde not her, whom thou purfueft. Flow,fow
YouHeavenly bleffings on ber : This Fooles fpecde
Becroft with flownefle ; Labour be his meede,

e —

Exit.

e e S

. Scena Sexta,

et . me—

E rter fmsgm alore.

Ima. 1{ce amanslifcis a rediousone,
I have tyr'd my felfe sand for two nights together
Have made the gound iny bed. 1 fhould be ficke,
But that my retolution helpes me : Milford,
When from the Mountaine top Pifanio fhew'd thee,
Thou was’t within a kenne. Oh love, T thinke
Foundations flye the wretched.fuch I meane,
Wherethey thould be releev’d, Two beggers told me,
I could not miffe my way. Will poore Folkes Iye
That have afflictions on them  knowing tis
A punifhment, or Triall? Yes;no wonder,
W hen Rich-ones fearfe tell true. Tolapfe in fulnelTs
Is forer, then to lye for Neede : aid Falfhood
Isworfein Kings, then Beggers,My decre Lord,
T howart one o’th falfe Ones: now I thinke ontheé,
My hunger’s gone ; buteven before, I was ‘
At point to finke, for Food. Butwhat is this ¢
Heere is a path to't : tisfome favage hold ;
I werebeflt not call ; 1 dare not call: yet Famine
Erccleane ito're-throw Natore , make it valiane.
Plentic and peace breedes Cowards, Hardneffe ever
Of Hardinefle is Mother. Hoa? who’s heere ?
If any thing that’s civiil , {peake;if fuvage,

ccc 3
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Take,or lend. Hoa? Noanfwer? Then Ilcenter,
Beftdraw my Sword; and if mine Eencmy ¥

But feare he Sword like me, heell fearfely looke on't-
Sucha Foe, good Heavens. X1t

Scena Septinm.

e e

——— e —

Enter Belarins, Guidevinss, and Arviragis,

Bel. You Pelidere have prov’d beft Woodman,and
Are Malter of the feaft: (adwall,and 1
Will piay the Coole jand Servant, tis our match:
The (wear otinduftry woulddry, and dye
But for the end itworkes to. Come, our ftomackes
Will make whats homely, favoury ; Wearineffe
Can fnore uponthe Flint, when relty Sloth
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be heere,
Poore houfe, that keeplt thy felfc.

Gwi. Iam throughly weary. -

Arvi. ] am weake with toyle, yet ftrong in appetite.

Gwi, There is cold meat ith’Cave, we'll brouz on that
W hilft what we have killd, be Cook’d.

Bel. Stay,cemenot in: ;
But that it eates our vicualles, I fhould t hinke
Heere were a Faiery.

Gus. W hats the mateer, Sir 2

Bel. By /upirer an Angell  orif not,
An earthly Paragon. Behold Divinencile
Noelder then a Boy.

Enter Imogen.

Imo. Good mafter harme menot:
Before 1 enter’d heere,I call'd and thonghe
To have begg'd,or bought,what | have took : good troth
I have ftolne nought,nor would not,though I had found
Gold ftrew’di’'th Floore. Heere’smoney for my Meate,
I would have left it on the Boord,fo foone
As I had made my Meale': and parted .
With Pray’rs for the Provider.

Gas. Money ¢ Youth.

Arvi. Allgoldand Silver rather turne doe durt,
Astis no better reckon’d, but of thofe
W ho worfhip durty gods.

Imo. 1 [ce yourangry:
Know, if you kill me for my fault, T (hould
Have dyed, had I net madeit.

Bel. Whether bound 2

Jmo. To Milford-haven.

Bel, Whats your name?

Two, Fidele Sir ; 1 have a Kiniman, who
1sbound for Italy : he embark’d at Milford,
Towhom being going, almoft {pent with hunger,
I am falne inthisoffence.

Bel. Prethee (faire youth)
Think= us no Churles : nor meafure our good mindes
By this rudeplace welive in. Wellencounter’d,
Tisalmoft night, you fhall have better cheere
Ere you depart ; and thankesto flay, and eateit ;
Boyes, bid him welcome.

Gus. Were you a weman, youth,
I fhould wooe hard, but be your Groome in honefty :
1 bid for you, as I doe buy.

Arvi. lle make’t my comfort
He is aman, Ile love him as my Brother :
And fucha welcome as 11d give to him

—

(After long abfence) fuchisyours. Moft welcome:
Be fprightly, for you fall mengit friends.
Ime. Mongft friends.
1f Brothers : would it had bin fo,that they
Had bin my fathers Sonnes,then had my prize
Bin lefle, and fo more equall ballafting
Tothee Poftbumus.
Bel, Hewrings at fome diltrefle,
Gwr. Would 1 could free’c.
Arui. Or1,whatereitbe,
W hat paine it coft, what danger : gods!
Bel. Hearke Boyess
Jme. Great men
That had a Court no bigger then this Cave,
That did attend themfeives, and bad the vertue
W hich their owne Confcicnce {eal’d them : laying by
That nothing-guift of diftering Multitudes
Could not out-peece thefetwaine. Pardon me gods,
11d change my fexe to be Companion with them,
Since Leonarws falle,

Bel, Itfhallbclo: :
Boyes we'll goe dreffe our Hunt. Faire youcomein;
Difcourfe isheavy, fafting : when we have fupp'd
Weell mannerly demand thee of thy Story.
So farre as thiou wilt fpeake it,

Gui. Pray draw ncere.

Arut. The Nigh: toth’Owle,

And Morne toth Larke lefle welcome.

Imo, Thankes Sir.

eArvi, 1 pray draw neere.

Scaena Ottava.

Enter two Romsan Senators, and T ibunes,

1 Ser. This is the tenor of the Emperors Wit ;
That fince the common men are now in Action
Gainft the Pannonians, and Dalmatians,

And that the Legions now in Gallia, are
Fuil weake to undertake our Warres again(t
The falne-off Biiraine., that we doe incite
The Gentry to this bufinefle, He creates
Lucins Pro-Confull : and to you the Tribunes
For this immediate Levy, he commands
His abfolute Commilfion. Long live {«/ar
Tri. Is Lucins Generall of the Forces?
2 Sen. 1.
77. Remainingnow in Gallia?

1 Sen. W iththofe Legions
W hich [ have {poke of, whereuntoyour levy
Muft be fuppliant : the words of your Commiftion
Wil tye you to the Numbersand the time
Of cheir difpatch.

Tri. We will difcharge our duty. Exeunt.

o Etus Ovartus. Scena Prima.

Enter Clergen alone.
(let. 1amneere to'th’ place where they {hould meet,
if Pifanio have mapp'd it truely, How fic his Garments
ferve me?Why fhould his Milkris who was made by him

Exeunt. |

that |

.
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that made the Taylor, not be fittoo ? The rather (faving
reverence of the Word) fer tis faid 2 Womans fitnefle
comes by fits : therein I muft play the Workeman, 1 dare
{peake ic to my felfe, for ic is not Vaiuglory for a man,
and his Glafle, to confer in his ewne Chamber ; I meane,
the Lines of my body areas welldrawne as his; no leffe
young, more {treng, not beneath him in Fortunes, be-
yond bim in the advantage of the time}, above himin
Birth,alike converfant in generall fervices, and more re-
markeable in fingle oppolitions 3 yet this imperfeverant
Thing loves him in my defpight. What Mortality is?
Pofthumus,thy head (which now is growing upon thy
fhoulders ) fhall withia this houre be off, thy Miftris in-
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face : and
all this done, {purne her home to her Father, who may

' (happily) be alittleangry for my fo rough viage : but my

Mother having power of his teftinefle, (hall turne all in-
tomy commendations. My horfe is tyed up fafe, out
Sword, and to a fore purpofe : Fortune pat them jnto my
hand : This is the very defcription of their meeting place
and the fellow dares not deceive me. Exit,

Scaena Secunda,

—— s

Enter Belarins , Guiderin, Arviragns ,and
Imsgenfrovs the Cave.

Bel. Youare not well : Remaine heere in the Cave,
We'll cometo you after hunting.
eArvi. Brother, {tay here :
Ar€ we not brothers?
/me. So manand man thould be,
But Clayand Clay, differs in dignity,
Whofe duftisboth alike. Iam very ficke,
Gws. Goeyon to bunting, Ile abide with him.
{mo, So ficke Iam not, yet I amnot well :
But notf{o Citrizen awanton, as
To feemeto dye, cre ficke : So pleafe you, leave me,
Sticke to'your Fournall courfe : the breach of Cuitome,
Isbreach of ail. T am ill, but your being by me
Cannot amend me. Socicty,1s no comfort
To one not feciable : 1 amnot very ficke.
Since I can reafon of it : pray yeu truft me heere,
Ile rob none but my {elfe; andlet me dye
Stealing fo poercly.
Gm. Ilovethec : I have fpoke it,
How muchthe quantity, the waight as much,
As I doe lovemy father.
Bel. What? how ?how ?
Arvs. 3t it be fione to fay {o (Sir) I yoake me
In my good Brothers fault : 1 know not why
Ilove this youth, and I have heard you fay,
Lovesreafons withoutreafon. The beere atdoore,!
And a demand who ist fhall dye, 11d fay
My father, not this yonth.
Bel. Oh noble firaine!
O worthinefle of Nature, bréed of greatneffe 1
“Cowards father Cowards, and Bafe things Syre Bace :
“Nature hath Meale, and Bran; Contempt, and Grace.
Ime not their father, yet whothis fhould be,
Doth myracle it felfe, lov'd before mé,
Tisthe ninth houre oth Morne,
Arvi. Brother, farewell.

i

ims. | wifh ye fPC'It-
Arvi, You hualt[_q. S0 pleafe you Sir.
Ims, Thefe are kind Creatures,
Gods, what lyes 1 have heard ;
I(::?urICOurriers fhy,aﬂ_gihwggbutat Court :
xperience, oh thondifprov’ft Report,
Th ¢mperions Scas breed Monfiers; for the Dith
Poore Tributary Rivers, as fveet fith : :
Tam ficke [kill, beart-ficke : Psfanio,
lic now tafte of thy Drugge,
Gs. 1 could not ftirre him s
He faid he was gentle, but unfortunate ;
Ditheneftly afflited, but yet honeft.
Arvi. Thus did he an{wer me :yet faid heereafter,
I might know more.
Bel, To th'field, to th’field :
We'llleave you for thistime, goein, and reft.
Arve. ' We'llnot be long away.
Bel, Pray be not ficke,
For you muft be our hufwife.
Imo. Well, or ill,
I am bound to you.
Bel. And f(halt be ever.
This youth, how ere diftreft, appeares he hath had
Good Anceftors.
Arvi. How Angell-like he fings 2
Gwi. But his neate Cookery ?
Arvi. He cut our Rootes in Chara&ers,
And (awc't our Brothes, as Jao had bin ficke,
And he her Dieter.
oA vi, Nobly be yoakes
A {miling, withafigh :as if the fighe
Was that it was, for not beinglucha Smile s
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would fiye,
From fo divinea Temple, ro commix
With windes, that Saylors raile at.
Gwi. 1doe note,
That gricfe and patience rooted inthem both,
Mingle their fpurres together,
Arvi. Grow patient,
Andlet the ftinking- Elder (Griefe) nntwine
His perifhing roote, with the encrealing Vine.
Bel. Itisgreat morning. Comeaway: Who'sthere?
Enter Clotten.
Clor. Tcannot finde thofe Runagates, that Yillaine
Hath mock’d me. I am faint. !
Bel. Thofe Runnagates?
Meanes he not us? I partly know him, tis
Clotten,the Sonne oth’ Queene. [ fearefome Ambafh :
I faw him not thefe many yeares, and yet
I know tis he : we are held as Out-lawes ; hence.
Guie He is bur one : you,and my brother{earch
What Companiesare neere : pray youaway,
Let me alone with him,
Clot. Soft,whatareyon -
That flye me thus? Sonne villaine-Mounntainers ?
I have heard of fuch. WhatSlave art thou 2
Gwi. A thing. ;
More ﬂaqiﬂ] AId 1 HC'I'C, the[] al‘!fo.’rIllg
A Slave without a knocke.
Clot. ThenartaRobber,

Ewxit.

A Law-breaker,a Villaine s vecld thee Theefe.

Gwi. Towhom ? to thee ? What art thoa ? Have not I
An arme as bigge as thine ? aheart, asbigge :
Thy words I grantare bigger : for [ weare not

i outh. Say what thouart; _
My Dagger inmy mouth. Say Why
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Why 1 fhould yeeld to thee 2

Clor. Thou Villaine bafe,
l Know'{t me not by my Cloathes ?

Gm:. No, nor thy Taylor, Rafcall 5
Who is thy Grandfather : He madc thofe cloathes,
Which (as it feemes) make thee.

Cl. Thou precious Varlet:
My Taylor madethem not.

Gwi. Hencethen,and thanke
The man that gave themy thee. Thouart fome Foole,
I am loath to beat thee.

(es. Thouinjurious Theefe,
Heare but my name , and tremble.

Gmi. 'W hat'sthy name 2

(%o, Cleten , thou Villaine.

Gwi. Cloten, thou double Villaine be thy name,
I cannot trembleat it, were it Toad, or Adder, Spider,
| Twould move mefooner.

Clot, Tothy further feare,
Nay, to thy meere Confufion, thou (halt know
I am Sonne to’th’ Queene. -

Gws. 1am forry for’t : not {eeming
Soworthy as thy Birth.

{Yot. Artnot afeard? : ;

Gui, Thofe that I reverence, thofe I feare : the Wifes
At Fooles I laugh : not feare them.

Clot. Dyethe death :
When I haveflaine thee with my proper hand,
Tle follow thofe that even now fied hence :
And on the Gates of Luds-Towne {ct your heads :
Yeeld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fighe and Exennt,

Enter Belavine and Arviragm.

i Bel. No Companie’s abroad 2

<Arvi. None inthe world : you did miftake him fure.
Bel, Tcannottell : Long is it fince I faw him,
 But Time hath noching blurt'd thofe lines of Favour
{ Which then he wore : the fnatches in his voyee,
{ And burft of fpeaking were as his : I am abfolute
{ Twas very Cloten.
é Arvi, Inthisplace we left them; :
{ Iwilh my Brother make good time with him,
{ You fay he is fo fell.
{  Bel- Beingfcarfe made up,
| I meane toman ; he had not apprehenfion
| Of roaring terrors : For defect of judgement
Is oft the caufe of Feare.
l' Enter Guiderivs.
{ Butfeethy Brother,
Gus. This Clotem wasa Foole,an empty purfe,
There was no money in't : Not Heremles
| Could have knock’d out his Braines, for he had none:
| Yet Inotdoing this,the Foolc had borne
l My head, as 1do his.
Beld, What haft thourdone ?
Gwi. Iam perfect what ; cutoff one Closens head,
Sonne to the Queene (after his owne report)
| Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and fivore
With his owne fingle band heel'd takeus in,
| Difplaceour heads, where (thanks thegods) they grow
| And fet them on Luds-Towne.
| Bel. Weareall undone.
| Gwi. Why, worthy Father, what have we to Jooft,
{ But that he fwore to take, our Lives? the Law
f Prote@s not us, then why (hould we be tender,
{ Toletanarrogane peece of fic(h threat us 2
| Play Tudge,and Executioner, all himfelfe?

1

e

For we do fearcne Law, What cempany
Difcover youabroad ?
Bels No fingle foule
Can wefet eye on : bat inall fafe reafon
He muft have fome Atcendauts. Though his Honor
Was nothing but mutation, I, and that
From one bad thing to worfe : Not Frenzie,
Not abfolute madneffe could fo farre have rav'd
To bring him heerealone althoughperhaps
Itmay be heardat Courr, that fuchas wel
Cave heere, hunt heere, are Out-lawes, and in time
May make fome ftronger head, the which he hearing,
(As it is like him) might breake out, and {weare
Heel'd fetch us in, yet is’t not probable
Tocomealone , either he fo undertaking,
Or th?r fo fuffering : then on good ground we feare,
If we dofeare this body hath a taile
More perillons then the head.
Ares, Let Ord’nance
Come as the Giods fore-fay it : howfoere,
My Brother hath done well.
Bal. 1 had nominde
Tohunt this day: The Boy Fideles fickneffc
Did make my way long forth.
Gwi. With hisowne Sword,
Which he did wave againft my throat, 1 have tane
His head from him : Ile throw’t into the Creeke
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea,
And tell the Fithes, hee's the Queenes Sonne, Claten,

That’s all I reake., Exis

Bel, 1feare twill be reveng'd ;
Waunld (Peliders) thon had'g not done't: though valour
Becomes thee well enough.

eArvi, Would I haddone’t : .

So the Revenge alone purfu’de me : Polidere
I love thee brotherly, but envy much
Thon haft robb’d me of thisdeed : I would Revenges
That poffible ftrength might meet, wold fecke us through
And put s te our anfwer,
Bel. Well, tisdone:
Wee'l hunt no more to day, nor feeke for danger
Where there’snoprofit. Iprytheetoour Rocke,
Youand Fsdele play the Cookes - le ftay
Till halty Pedidere returne, asd bring him
Todinner prefently.
Arvi. Pore ficke Fidele,
Ile willingly to him, to gaine his colour,
I'dleta parifh of fixch { lesews blood,
And praife my felfe for charity, Exit.
Bel. Oh thou Goddefle,
Thou divine Nature; thy {cife then blazon'ft
In thefetwo Princely Boyes : they are as gentle
As Zephires blowing below the Violet,
Not wagging his fweet head ; and yet, as rough
(Their Royall blood encliaf’d) as the rud’ ft winde,
That by the top dothtake the Mountaine Pine,
And make him fteope to th'Vaile. Tis wonder
That an invifible inftinc fhould frame them
To Royalty unlearn’d,Honor untaught,
Civility not {eene from other : valour
That wildly growes inthem: but yecldsa crop
As ifit had beene fow'd : yet ftill it’s firange
What (Ustens being heere tous portends,
Or what hisdeath will bring us.
Emer Guiderisss . |
Gws: Where's my Brother 2

et
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I have fent Clerens Clot=pole downe the ftreame;
In Embaffie to his Mother ; his Bodi¢’s hoaltage
For his returne. Solemn Muficke,
Bel. My ingenuous Inftrument, “
(Hearke Bolsdore )it founds ¢ but what eccafion
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ? Heurke,
Gwi. TIshe athome?
Bel. He went hence even now.
Gui. Whatdoes be meane?
Since death of my dear’ft Mother _
It did notfpeale before. ‘All folemne things
Should anfwer folemne Accidents. ‘The matter ?
Triumphes for nothing, and lamenting Toyes,
Is jollity for Apes, and grecfe for Boyes.
Is Cadwalimad ?
Enter Aruiragus, with Imogen dead, bearing
ber in bis e Armes.
Bel. Looke,heere he comes,
And brings the dire occafion in his Armes,
Of what we blame him for.
Arvi. TheBird isdead
Thatwe have made {fo much on. I'had rather
Have skipt from fixreene yeares of Age, to fixty:
To havecurn'd my leaping time intoa Crutch,
Then have feene this,
Gas. Ohfweetett, fairelt Lilly :
My Brother weares thee not the one halfe (o well,
As when thou grew’{ft thy {elfe.
Bel Oh melancholly,
Who ever yet could found thy bottome ? Finde
The Ooze, to fhew that Coalt thy fluggith care
Mighteafileft harbour in, Thonbiefled ching.
Tove knowes what manthou might'ft have made : butI,
Thou dyed’ft a moft rare Boy, of Melancolly.
How found you him ?
Arvi. Starke,as you fee:
Thus {miling asfome Fly had tickled {lumber,
Not as dearhs dart being laugh'd at: his right Checke
Repofing on a Cufhion,
Gwi. Where?
Arvi, Oth’floore:
Hisarmesthus leagu'd , T thoughr he fiept, and put
My clowted Brogues from off my feet, wyofe rudenc(fe
Anfwer'd my (teps roo lowd,
Gui. Why he but {leepes
If he be gone, hee’l make his Grave aBed :
With Female Faeries will his Tombe be haunted,
And Wormes will not come tothee.
Arus. With fayrelt Flowers
Whil'ft Sommer lafts, and I live heere, Fidéle,
Ile fweeten thy fad grave : thou fhale not lacke
T he Flower that’s like thy face. Pale-Primrofe, nor
The aznr’d Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no nor
The leafe of Eglantine, whom not to flander.
Out-fweetned not thy breath ; the Raddocke would
With Charitable bill (Ohbill fore (haming
Thofe rich-left-heyres, that let their Fathers lye
Withour a Monumert) bring thee all this,
Yea, and furr'd Moffe befides. When Flowresare ncne
To winter-zround thy Coarfe—
Gai. Prythee havedong,
And do not play in Wench-like words with that
Which isfo ferious. Letusbury him,
And not protract withadmiration, what
Is now due debr, To'th’ grave.
Arwi. Say, where (hall’slay him 2

{ Tcannot fing : Ile weepe,and word it wich thee )
| For Notes of forrow, out of tune, are worie i

Gui. By good Enriphile; our Mother
Arni. Bee'tfos
And let us (‘Polsdore) though now our voyces
Have got the mannifh cracke, fing him to’ch’ ground
Asonce to our Mother : ufe like note, and words
Save that Esriphide) multbe Fidele. :
Gui, Cddw.sﬂ

Then Priefts,and Vanes that Iye.

Arui. Wee'l {peake it then.

Bel, Great greefesI fee med’cine the leffé, For €loten
Is quiteforgor, He wasa Queenes Sonne, Boyes,
And though he came our Encmy, remember
He was paid for that s though meane, and mighty rotting
Together have one duft, yet Reverence
(Thar Angellof the world) d oth make diftin@ion
Of place "twixt highandlow. Oar Foe was Princely,
And though you tooke hislife, as being our Foc,
Yetbury him, asa Prince.

Gwi. Pray thee ferch him hither,
Therfites body isas good as Ajax,
When neyther are are alive.

Arai. 1f you'l gofetch him,
Wee'lfay our Song the whil'ft : Brother begin.

Gwi. Nay Cadwall, we muftlay his head to th *Eaft,
My Farher hath a reafon for*.

eArui. Tistrue.

Gwi. Come onthen, and remoye him.

Arwi. So, begin.
SONG.

Guid. Feareno morethe beate o'th' Suny
Nor the furions Wanters rages,
Thon thy worldly taske haft dowe,
Home art gon, and1ane thy wages.
Golden Lads, and Girles all muft,
As (bimney-Sweepers come to dusit.
Arvi. Feare nomre the frowneo’tl’ Greas,
Thowt art paft the Tirants ftroake,
Care ue wore to cloath and eate,
T othee the Reede s as the Oake :
The Scepeer, Learning , Fhsficke must,
All follow this and come to duff.
Guid. Fearenomorethe Lightmng flafh.
Avvie Noreh’ all-dreaded Thunderflone.
Gui. Feareno flander, Cenfurc rafb.
Arvi. Thou Ba.{fﬁwﬁ?}'d&:} and mene,
Both. AH Lovers JORRE > all Levers mm"?,
Configneto thee and come to duit,
Guid, No Exorcifer barme thee,
Arvi. Nor nowitch-craft charme thes,
Guid. GhosF unlaid forbearethee.
Arvi. N gthing ill come neere thee.
Both. U sset confummaison bave,
And renowned be shy gr ave.
Enter Belarins with the body of (loten,
Gwi. Wehave done our obfequies:
Come lay him downe. oy
Bel, Heere'safew Flowres, but about midnight more:
The hearbes that have on them cold dew o'th’ nighe
Are ftrewings fit'it for Graues : upon their Faces.
You wereas Flowres, now wither'd :evenfo
Thele Herbelets fhall, which we upon you ftrew.
Come on away, apart upon our knca’:s Ay
The ground that gave them firft, ha’s them againe s

Their pleafures here are paft,{o aretheirpaine,  Exenns
dmogen

i
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Imogm .am{u. 1
Yes Sir, to Milford-Haven, whichis the way ?
I thanke you : by yond bufh 2 pray how farre thithen ?
'Ods pictikins : can it be (ixc mile yer2
I have gone all night : *Faith, llc lye downe, and {lecpe.
But foft : no Bc-u;:iti:llow ?.Oh Gods,ard Goddefles !
Thefe Flowers arelike the pleafures of the Wiorld ;
This b:'ood_-,- manthecare on't. 1hopel drecame:
For fo [ thought I wasa Cave-keeper,
And Cooke to honeft Creatures. Buttisnot {o:
Twasbut abolc of nothing, thetat nething,
Which the Braine makesof Furmes, Ourvery eyes;.
Are fometimes like our Iudgements, blinde. Gaod faith
I trembleftill wich feares but ifthere be
Yetlcft in heaven, as {malla drop of pitty
Asa Wrenseye; fear d Gods, apart of it,
The Dreame’s heere fiill : even when 1 wake iris
W ithout . me, as within me : not imagin'd, felt.
A headie{le man 2 The Garments of Peftbumms ?
L know the fhape of”s Legge :this is his Hand :
His Foote Mercuriall : his wartiall Thigh
The brawnes of Hercsles : but his [oviall face —e—s
Marther in heaven ? How ? 'tis gone. #ifanso,
All Curfes madded Heewba gave the Greckes,
And mine to boot, be darted onthee : thou
Confpir’d with thac Irregulous divell Cloren,
Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write, and read,
Be henceforth treacherous. Damn'd Pifanie
Hath with his forged Letters (damn’d #5/anio)
From this mof} bravelt veflell of the world
Strookethe maine top | Oh Peffbumus, a'as,

Psjanio mighc have kill'd thee at the beart,
And left this head on.. How fhould this be, Pifanis?
Tis he, and Cloten . Malice,and Lucre in them
Have laid this Woe heere.  Oh tis pregnant, pregnant |
The Drugge he gave me, which be faid was prectous
And Cordiall to me, have I not.found it
Murd'rousto’th’ Senfes? That confirmes it home :
This 15 Psfamio’s decde , and Claten : Oh |
Give colour to my pale checke with thy blood,
That we the horrider may feeme to thofe
Which chaceto finde us, Oh, my Lord! my Lord]|
Enter Lucins, (Captaines, and a Soothfayer,

Cap. Tothem,the Legionsgarrifon'd in Gallia
Afer your will, have croft the Sca, attending
You heere at Milford-Haven, with you Shippes ¢
‘They are in readinefle,

Lue. Butwhat from Rome ?

Cap. The Senate hath {tirr'd up the Confiners,
And Gentlemen of Italy, moft willing Spirits,
That promifc Noble Service : and they come
Vnder the Condu@ of bold fachma,
Syenna’s Brother,

Luc. Whenexped you them?

Cap, Wiih the next benefit o’th’ winde.

Luc. Thisforwardneffe
Makes our hopes faires, Comimand our prefent numbers
Be'multered,bid the Captaines looke too’t. Now Sir,
What have you dream’d of late of this warres purpote.
{  Sooth, Lalt night the very Geds thew’d meavifion

( (1 feaft, and pray'd for their Intelligence ) thus :
1

p—

I faw Ioves Bird, the Roman Eagle wing'd

From the {pungy South, to this part of the Wef},
There vanith’d in the Sun-beames, which portends
(Valeflc my Sinncs abufe my Divination)

‘Ibel‘l'mcgedie of Cymbeline;

| Succefle toth” Rouran hoalt,

Lyxc, Dreameéofen fo,
And never falfe. Soft hoa, what trunkeis heere?
Without histop ? The ruine{peakes, that fometime
It wasa worthy building- How 7 aPage ?
Or dead, or fleeping on him # But dead rather :
For Nature dothabhore to make his bed
Withthe dcfunct, or flecepeupon the dead.
Let’s {Ce the Boyes face. '

Cap. Hec’salive my Lord,

Lne. Hee'l theninftruc vsof his body « Young one,
Informeus of thy Fortunes, for it fcemes
They crave tobe demanded ; who is this
Thonwalk'{t thy bloody Pillow ? Or who washe
That (ctherwife then noble Nature did)
Hath alier'd thargood picture 2 W hat's thy intereft
Iothisfad wracke ? How canr’t? Who is’c?
Whacartthou ?

Jwe. | am nothing : or if not,
Nothingto be were beteer : This was my Mafter,
A very valiant Britaine,and 2 good,
That hete hy Mountainers Iyes flaine: Alas,
There are no more fuch Mafkers : | may wander
From Eait to Oc¢cident, cry out for Service,,}
Try many, all good : ferve truly s never
Finde fuch another Mafler.

Lue, "Lacke; good youths

Thou mov’{t no leffe with thy complaining, then
Thy Mafter in bleeding: fay bis name, good Friend,
| dmo, R ichard du Champ : 1f 1 doe lye, and doe
. No harme by i, though the Gods heare, I hope

W here is thy head? where's that 2 Aye me { wher’s that | They’ipardonit. Say you Sir?

Lwe, 1hy name?

Two, Fidele Siv,
Lse. Thoudoo’lt approve thy felfe the very fame:
Thy name well fits thy | aith;thy Faith, thy Name :
Wilt rake thy chance with mer I will not {ay
Thou fhalt be fo well mafter’d, but be fure
Nolefle beleu'd The Romane Emperors Letters
| Sent by a Confuli to me, fhounld no fooner

Then thine owne worth preferre thee : Go with me.

fom. lle follow Sir. Bua firft , an't pleafethe Gods,

Ile hide my Malter*from the flyes as deepe

Asthefe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when

With wild wood-leaves & weeds, 1ha’ firew’d his grave
And on it {ad a Century of prayers,

(Such asIcan ) twice o’re, lle weepe, and fighe,

And leaving fo his fervice, tollow you,

Sopleale you entertaine me.

Luc. ]gnud youth,

And rather Father thee, then Mafler thee : My Friends,
The Boy hath taught us manly *duties ; Letus
Find outthe pretuictt Dazied-Piot we can,
And mmake bim : With our Pikes and Pastizants
A Grave : Come, Arme him:Boy beis prefers’d
By thee,to us,and he (hall be jnterr’d
As Souldiers can Be cherefull wipe thine eyes,
Some falles are meanesthe happierto arifes

Exeant,

Seena Tertia.

Enter ((ymbeline, Lords, and Pifarse,
Cym. Againe:and bring sne word bow tis withrher,
A Feavour with the ablence of her Sonne:

A
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A madnefle, of which her lif¢’sin danger: Heavens,
How deeply yon at once dg touch me. Jmogen,
The great partof my comfort, gone : My Queene
Vponadefperate bed, and in a time
W hen fearefull Warres pointat me : Her Sonne gone,
So needfull for his prefent ? It ftrikes me, me, palt
The hope of comfort. But for thee, Fellow,
Whoneeds muftknow of her departure, and
Dot {eeme fo ignorant, wee’l enforce it from thee
By af{harpe Torture,

Pif. Sir my life is yours, A
I humbly fet irat your will : Butfor my Miftris,
I_nothing know where the remaines: why gone,
Nor whenfhe purpofes returne, Befeech your Highnes,
‘Hold me your loyall Servant.

Lord. Good my Liege,
The day that (he was miffing, he was heere ;
I dare be bound hee’s true and fhall performe
All parts of his fubjeion loyally. For Cloren,
There wants nodiligence in {ecking him,
And will no doubt be founds

(ym. Thetime istroubleforic «
Weel {lip yon for afeafon, but with jeloufie
Do’s yerdepend,

Lord, Sopicafe your Majefty,
The Romane Leg ions all from Gallia drawne,
Are landed on your Coaft, with fupply
Of Romane Gentlemen, by the Senate fent.

Cym, Now for the Counfaile of mySonand Queene,
I am amaz'd with matter.

Lord. Good my Liege,
Y our preparation can affront no lefle (ready:
Thien what you heare of. Come more, for more you're
The wantis, but to put thefe powersin metion,
That long tomove .

(ym- lthanke you : lets withdraw
And meete the Time,as it{cekes us, We feare not
W hat can from Iraly annoy us, buc
Wegreeve ar chances heere. Away.

Pyf. 1heard no Letter from my Mafter,fince
I wrote him Jmogen was flaine, Tis {trange-
Nor heare I from my Miftris, who did promife
Toyeeld me often tydings. Neither know I
What isbetide to Clozan, but remaine
Perplext mall. The Heavens ftill mult worke
Wherein T am falfe, I am honeft : not troe, to be true.
Thefe prefenc warres (hall finde love my Country,
Even to the nore o’th’ King, or Ile fall in them :
All other doubts, by time let them be cleer’d,
Fortunebrings in fome Boats, thatare not freer’d.  Exi

Exewnt.

Scana Quarta,

Enter Belariwa, Guiderins, & Aviiragus,

Gwi. The noyfeisround ubent us.

Bel. Let usfrom it _

Arvi. What pleafure Sir, findé we in life, to locke it
From A@ion, and Adventure?,

Gwi. Nay, what hope .

Have we in hiding us ? This way the Romaines
Mauft, or for Briraines flay us or receivens
Forbarbarous and unnatarall Revolts
Daring their nfe,and {lay us after.

| Among the Bands) may driveusto a render

Bel: Sonnes,
T’y Lt X .
,}} t‘?] L higher to the Mountdines, there fecure us
O?‘t ¢ Kings party there’s no going - newnefle
Clotens death (we being not knowne, not mufter’d

W hCl'r‘: we hzwc Iiv'd;ﬂlld {o CXtort f'rnms[hst
Which we have done, whofeanfwer would be death
Drawne on his Torture.
. G#i. Thisis (Sir) adoubt
In fuch a time, nothing becomming you,
Nor farisfying ns.

Arvi, Irisnor likely,
That when they heare their Roman horfes neigh,
Behold their quarter'd Fires; have both their eyes
And eares {o cloyd importantly as now,
That they will wafle their time upon our note,
To know from whence we ace.

Bel. Oh,Iam knowne

Of many in the Army : Many yeeres

(Though Cloten then but young ) youfee, not wore him
From my remembrance.” And befides, the King
Hath not deferv’d my Service, nor your Loves,
Who findein my Exile, the want of Breeding
The certainty of this hardlife, aye hopelefie
To have the courtefie your Cradle promis'd,
But to be ftill hot Summers Tanlings, and
The (hrinking Slaves of Winter.

Gwi. Then be fo,
Betrerto ceafcto be. Pray Sir, to’th Army :
I,and my Brother are not knowne; your felfe
S0 out of thought, and thereto fo ore-growne,
Cannot be queftiond.

rui. By this Sunne that fhines
Ile thither : what thing is it, that I never
Did fee man dye, fcarfe ever look'd on blood,
But that of Coward Hares, hot Goats, and Venifon ?
Never beftrid a Horfe fave one, that had
A Rider like my felfe, who ne're wore Rowell, .
Nor Iron on his heele # 1am afham’d
To looke upon the holy Sunne, to have
The benefit of his bleft Beames, remaining
So long a peore unknowne,

Gwi. By heavens lie go,
If you will bleffe me Sir, and give me [eave,
Ile cake the better care : but but if you will not,
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by
The handsof Romanes.

Arws. So fay I, Amen.

Bel, Mo reafon 1 (fince of your lives yon fet
Soflight a valuation) {hould referue
My cmack’d ene to more care. Have with you Boyes:
If in your Country warres you chance todye,
That is my Bed too(Lads)and there llelye.
Lead, lead; thetime feemeslong, their blood thinks {corn
Till it flye our, and fhew them Princes borne.  Exense,

e étus Quintus. Scena Prima.

Epwnter Posthumns alone. :
Peit. Yeabloody cloth, Ile keep thee : for Tam wilht
Thou (houldft be colour’d thus. Yéu married ones,
If each of you fhould take this courfe, how many
Muft murther Wives much better then themfelves

For
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For wrying buta little? Oh Psfanse,
Every good Servant do’s notall Commands :
No Bond, but to doe juft ones. Gods,if you

Should have tane vengeance on my faults, | never

Had liv'd toput on this :{o had you faved

Thenoble mogen to repent, and (trooke

Me (wretch) more worth your Vengeance. But alacke,
You fnatch trom hence for lictle faults;that’s love

To havethem fall no more: you {ome permit

To {econd illes with illes, each Elder worle,

And make them dread it,tothe doers thrift

But /mogen is your owne,do your beft willes,

And make me bleftto obey. Tam bronght hither
Amongth’ Italian Genrry,and to fight

Again{t my Ladies Kingdome : Tis eneugh

That (Britaine) I have kill’d thy Miftris : Peace,

Ile give no wound to thee : therefore good Heavens,
Heare patieatly my purpofe. 1le difrobe me

Of thefe Ttalian weedes, and fuite my felfe

Asdo’sa Britaine Pezant : {o Ile fight

Againft the part I come with: fo lledye

For thee (O Imogen ) cven for whom my life

Isevery breath,a death : and thus unknowne,

Pittied, nor hated, to the face of perill

My felfe Ile dedicate. Let me make men know

More valour in me, then my habits (how.

Gods, put the (trength o'th’ Zeonatiin me :

To fhame the guize o'th’ world, I willbegin,

Scena Secunda.

e ———— A ——

Enter Lucivs , lachima, and tbe Romane Army at one doore
and the Britaine Arwy as another : Leonarms Pofthumss
following like a poore Sonldser. Theymartch over , and goe
owt. Then enter againe in Skirmifb Iachimo and Poithu-
mw : be vanguibeth and difarmeth lachinso , and then
leaves bim.

lac. The heavineffe and guilt within my bofome,
Takes off my manhood: I have belyeda Lady,
The Princefle of this Country ; and the ayreon’t
Revengingly enfeebles me, or could this Carle,
A very drudge of Natures, have {ubdu’de me
In my profeffion ? Knighthoods, and Honors borne
(As Iweare mine)are titles butof {corne.
if that thy Gentry {Britaine) go before
This Lowt, as he exceeds our Lords, the oddes
| Is,that we {carfeare men,and yonare Gods. Exit,
7 he Battasle cominues, the Britaines flye, (ymbeline ic
taken : Then enter to bis refecne, Bellarius, Guiderins,
! and Arviragus,

Bel. Stasd, fand,we have the advantage of the ground,
The Lane is ghuarded : Nothing rowts us,but
The villany of our feares,

Gus. eArvi. Stand,ftand and fight,

Enter Poft humsus, and [econds the Briraines, They refewe
Cymbeline, and Exeunt,
Then enter Lucius, lackimo, and Imiogen,
Luc. Away boy from the Troopes, and fave thy felfe:
For friendskill friends,and the diforder’s fuch

As warre were hood-wink’d.
lac. Tistheir frefh fupplies. 7
Lwuc. Itis adayturn’d ftrangely : or betimes

Let's re. inforce, or flys Exennt,

—— s — -- gt s

Scana Tertia,

- B

Enter Pofllimms, anda Britaine Lord.

Lor. Cam’(t thou from where they made the ftand
Poff, 1did. :
Though yeu it feemes come fromthe Fliers?
Lo, 1did.
Poff. No blagebeto you Sir , for all wasloft,
But that the Heavens fought : the King himfelfe
Of his wings deftitute, the Army broken,
And butthe backes of Britaines{eenc; all flying

The fathion lefle without, and more within. Exit, |

Througha fraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted,
Lolling the Tongue with flaught’ring: having worke
More plentifull, then Toolestodoo’t : firoke downe
Some mortally,{ome {lightly touch’d,fome falling
Meerely through feare, that the ftrait pafie was damm’'d
i With deadmen, hurt behinde, and Cowards living
Todye withlengthned fhame.
l Le. Where wasthis Lane ?
| Peft. Clofeby the battell,ditch’d.& wall’d with turph,
Which gaveadvantage to an ancient Soldiour
(An honeft one I warrant) who deferu’d
Solong abreeding, as his white beard came o,
In doing this for’s Country. Athwart the Lane,
He, withtwo ftriplings (Lads more like to run
The Country bafe, then to commit fuch flanghter,
With faces fit for Maskes, or racher fayrer
T hen thofe for prefervation cas'd, or (hame)
Made good the paffage, cryed to thofe that fled,
Our Br.taines hearts dye flying , not our men,
Todarkenefle flecte foules that flye backwards; {tand,
Or wearc Romanes, and will give you thac
Like bealts, which you thun beaftly, and may fave
But to locke backe in frowne : Stand, ftand. Thelethree,
Threethoufand confident, ina& as many :
Forthree performersare the File,whenall
| The reft donothing, With this word ftand, ftand,
| Accommodated by the Flace; more Charming
| With their owne Noblenefle, which could have turn'd
| ADiftaffe,toa Lance, guilded pale lookes;
Part fhame, part {piritrenew’d,that fome turn'd coward
But by example (Oh a finne in Warre,
Damn’d in the fir{t beginners) ganto looke
\ The way that they did, and to grinlike Lyogs
Vponthe Pikes o’ch’ Hunters, Then beganne
| Aftopi’th’Chafer; aRetyre : Anon
| A Rowt,confufion thicke: forthwith they flye
| Chickens, the way which they ftopt Eagles : Slaves
The ftrides the Vi&ors made : and now our Cowards
Like Fragmentsin hard Voyages became '*
The life o’th’ need : having found the backe doore open
Of the unguarded hearts : heavens, how they wound,
Some flaine before,fome dying; fome their Friends
| Ore-borne ith’ former wave, ren ehac'dby one,
| Are now each one the flanghter-man of twenty : i
Thofe that woald dye, or ere refifty are growne
The mortallbugs o'th’ Field.

Lort
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Lord, Thiswasftrange chance :
A marrow Lane, an old man,and two Boyes.
Post. Nay,doe not wonder atic : yon are made
Rather to wonder at the things you heare,
Then to worke any. Will you Rime upon't,
And vent it for a Mock’ry ? here isone »
“Two Boyes, an Oldman (twice a Boy) a Lank,
“Preferv'd the Brétasnes, was the Romanésbune,
Lerd. Nay,be not angry Sir.
Poit. Lacke, to what ead?
Who dares not {tand his Foe, ile be his friend :
Forif he’ll doe, ashe is made to doe,
I know he'll quickly flye my friendthip too.
You have put nic into Rime.
Lerd, Farewell, youreangry. Exit,
Poit. Still going ? Thisisa Lord : Oh Noble mifery
To be ith’field, and aske what newes of me : )
To day, how many would have given their honors
To have fav'd their Carkafles ? Tooke hecle todoo’t,
And yet dyed to, I,in mineowne woe charm’d;
Could not find death, where Idid heare him groane,
Nor fecle him where he ftrooke. Being an ugly Monfter
Tis ftrange he hides him in fre(h Cups,foft Beds,
Sweet words; or hath moe minifters then we :
That draw hisknives i'th'War. Well I will finde him:
For being now a Favounrer to the Britaine,
No more a Britaine, I have refum’d againe
Thepart I camein. Fight I will no more,
But yeeld me to the verieft Hind, that thal]
Once touch my (houlder. Great the flaughter is
Heere made by'th"Romane ; greatthe antwer be
Britaines muft take, For me, my Ranfomes death,
On eyther fide | come to {pend my breath j
Which neither heere Ile keepe, nor beare agen,
Butend it by fome meanes for Jmagen.
Enter two (Captaines, and Souldiers.
Y Great Jupster be prais’d, Lacin is taken,
Tis thought the old man, and his fonnes, were Angels.
3 There was afourthman, in a filly habir,
That gave th'Affront with them,
¥ Sotis reported :
But none of em can be found. Stand, who’s there ?
Poft. A Roman,
Who had notnow beene drooping heere, if feconds
Had anf{wer’d him.
2 Lay haods on him :a Dogge,
A legge of Rome fhall not returne to tell
W hac Crowes have peckt them here;he brags his fervice
Asifhe were of note : bring him to th’King.
Enter (}mﬁdﬁue, Belarins, Guiderisis, Arsiragms, P;:ﬁm's,
and Romane Captives. The Captasmes prefect Pofthumius to
Cymbeline, who delivers bim over toa Gaoler.

Stzna Quarta.

e e e e e o e e .

Enter Posthumisg, and Gaoler,

G4e. You (hall not now be ftolne,
Yoy have leckes npon you 5
So graze,as you finde Pafture.

2 Gae. 1, 0r aftomacke.

Psff, Moft welcome bondage : for thouart a way
(I thinke) toliberty : yetam I better
Then one thats ficke o'th'Gowr, fince he had rather
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Groane fo in perpetuity, theri be cur'd
B%' th'fure Ph}"ﬁrian,Da ath ; who isthe key
T unbarre thefe Lockes-My confeience thou art fetter*d

| More thenmy (hanks,and wrilts:you good gods give me

The penitent inftrument to picke that Bolt,

Then free for ever. Ist enough Iam forry

So Children tem porall fathers doeappeale ;

Gods are more full of mercy. Muft I 1epent,

I cannot doe it betcer then in Gyves,

Defir’d, niore then conftrain’d, to fatisfie

[f of my freedome tis the maine part, take

No fricter render of me, then m y Alls

I know you are more clement then vild men,

Who of their broken Debrors take a third,

A fixe, a tenth, letting them thrive againe

Ontheir abatement ; thats not my defire.

For Imogens deere life, take mine, and though

Tisnot fo deere, yet tisalife , you coyn’d it,

Tweene man, and man, they waigh not every ftampe :
Thou light, take Pecces for the figures{ake,

( Yourather) mine being yours : and fo great Powres,
If you will take this Audit, take this life,

And cancell thofe cold Bonds, Oh Imogen,
Tle fpeake to thee in filence.

Solemne Mificke, Ewter (as in an Apparition) Sicillins Les-
wains Father to Pofthumses jan old man,ast yred like awar-
rsenr, leading in his hand an wecient Matron (bis wife; and
CHMother to Posthumus ) with WMuficke befere them. Then
after other Viuficke, followesthe two Josng Leowati (Bro-

thers to Pofthumus Jwith wonnds as they dyedin thewarres, |

They circle Pofbosmus ronrd au he lyes fleeping.

Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Mafter
(hew thy {pight, on Mortall fyes : !
With Mars fall ont;with fumo chide, that thy Adulterics
Rates, and Revenges.
Hathmy poore Boy done ought but well,
whofe face Inever faw :
Idy'de whilft in the Wombe he flaide,
attending Natures Law.
Whofe Father then (asmen report,
thou Orphanes Fatherart)
Thou thouldft bave bin, and theeld ed him,
from this earth-vexing fmart,
Meth, Lucina lent not me her ayde,
but tooke me in my Throwes,
That from me was Foffbumus ript,
camie crying mongit his Foes.
A thing of pitty,
Siei. Great Nature like his Ancefiry,
motlded the ftuffe fo faire:
That ke diferv’d the praife oth’ Werld,
asgreat Sscslsws heyre. _
1 Bro. W hen once be was mature for man,
in Britaine where was he
That could ftand up his parallell ?
or fraitfull object be
Incyé of Jmegen, that beft
could deeme hisdignity .
Moth, With Marriage wherefore was he mocke
to be exil’d, and throwne
From Leonats Seate, and caft
from her his deereft one :
Sweet /mogen? o o ; ;
Sics. Why did you fufter Zachimso, flight thing of Ttaly,
ddd To
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To taint his nobler hart and braine,with needle(fe jeloufie

And to become the geeke and {corne oth’others villany ?
2 Bro. For this,from f{tiller Seats we came,

our Parents, and us twaine,
That ftriking in our Counitries caufe,
tell bravely, and were {laine, A

Our Fealty,and Temantis right,with honor to maintaine,

1 Bro, Like hardiment Poftbumus hath :
to (ymbeline perform’d : (journ'd

Then Zupiter, thou King of gods, why haftthouthusad-

The Graces for her Merits (%ltt‘,bcing all todolors turn’d?
Sics. Thy Chriftall window ope ; looke out

no longer exercife :

Vpena valiant Race, thy harfh, and potent injuries :

Moth. Since (lupiter) our Sen is good,
take off his miferies.

Sicil. Peepe through thy Marble Manfion, helpe,

or we poore Gholls willcry :

To’th’fhining Synod of the reft, againft thy Deity,

EBre. Helpe(fupiter) or we appeale,

and trom thy juitice flye.

Tupiter defeends in Thunder and Lightning, fitting #posian
Eagle; ba throwesa Thunder-bols. The Ghosls fall omtheir
kneess
Inp, No more you petty Spirits of Regionlow

Offend our hearing : hath. H ow dare you Gholtes

Accufk the Thunderer, whofe Bolt (you know)

Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coafts.

Poore fhadowes of Elizium, hence, and reft

V pon your never-withering bankes of Flowres,

Be not with mortall accidents opprelt,

No care of yours 1t is, you know tis ours.

W hom beft 1 love, I crofle : to make my guift

The more delay’d, delighted. Becontent,

Y our low-laid Sonne, our god head will uplift :

His comforts thrive, his Trialls well are fpent :

Our Ioviall Starre reign'd at his Birth,and in

Our Temple was he married : Rifc, and fade,

He fhall be Lord of Lady Jmegen,

And happier much by his AfliGion made

This Tablet lay upon his breft, wherein

Our pleafure, his full Fortune, doth confine,

And fo away : no farther with your dinne

Exprefle Impatience, lelt you ftirre up mine:

Mount Eagle, tomy Palace Chriftalline.

Sicsl. He camein Thunder, his Celeftiall breath
Was fulphurons to fmell : the holy Eagle
Stoop’d, asto foote us : his Afcenfion is
More fweet then our bleft fields :_his Royall Bird
Prunes the immortall wing, and cloyes his Beake,
Aswhen his god is pleas’d.

e4il. Thankes Tupiter.
Sici, The Marble Pavement clozes. heisenter’d

His radiant Roofe : Away, and to be bleft

Lerus with care performe his great beheik Vamfb,
Poit. Sleepe, thou haft bin a Grandfire, and begot

A Father ro me : and thou haft created

A Mother,and twobrothers. But (‘oh{corne)

Gone, they went hence fofoone as they wereborne

And {oIam awake. Poore Wretches, that depend

On Greatnefle, Favour ; Dreameas I have done,

Wake, and find nething. But (alas) I {werve 2

Many Dreame not to find, neither deferve,

And yetarefteep’din Favours ;foam 1

That have this Golden chance, and know not why

W hat Fayeries haunt this ground? a booke? Oh rare one,

Afcends.

|
1

B;:' not,as is our fangled world, aGarment
Nobler thenthat it covers. Let thy efeéts
So tollow, tobe moft unlike our Courticrs,

As good, aspromife.
V Hen ai a Lyons whelpe foall to himfelfe unknovn

without ft:&!ng find and be embracd é}r 4 pecce
of tender Ayre : And when from « ftately Cedar fhall be
lopt branches, which being dead many yeeres, foall afterre-
mt'e,&cjojmed to the old Stocke, and fre fbly graw, then
fball Pofthumms end b miferies, Brstaine be fortunate and
flosrifh sn Peace and Plenry.
Tis (till a Dreame :or elle fuch ftuffe asMadmen
Tongue, and braine not : cither both, or nothing,
Or fenfeleile {peaking, or a {peaking fuch
Asfenfe cannotuntye. Bewhatitis,
The Action of my life islike it, which lle keepe
It but for fimpathy.

Enter Gaoler,

Gao.Come Sir, are you ready for death?

Poit, Over-roafted rather : ready long agoes

Gas.Hanging is the word, Sir, if you be ready for that,
youare well Cook’d.

. Poft. Soif I provea good repaft to the S pe@ators, the
difh payesthe {hot.

Gao. A heavy reckoning for you Sir : but the eomfort
is you fhall be called to no more paymeats, feare no more
Taverne Bils, whicharc often the fadnefle of parting, as
the procuring of mirth : you come in faint for want of
meate, depart reeling with toe much drinke :forry that
you have payed too much,and forry that you are payed
too much : Purfe and Braine, both empty : the braine the
heavier, for being toolight sthe Purfe too light, being
drawne of heavinefle. Oh,of this contradicion you fhall

Reades,

| nowbequit: Ohthe charity of a penny Cord, it fummes

up thonfands ina trice : you have no true Debitor, and
Creditor butit : of whats paft, is. and to come, the dif-
charge : your necke(Sir) is Pen, Booke, and Counters :{o
the Acquitance followes.

Peff, lammerrierto dye, then thonartrolives

Gao. Indecd Sir, he that{lcepes, feeles not the Tooth-
Ache : buta man that were te fleepe your fleepe, and 2
Hangman to helpe him to bed,I thinke he would change
places with his Otficer : for looke you Sir,you know not
which way you fhall goe

Pest. Yesindeed doc 1, fellow.

Gao. Yourdeath haseyes ins head then : T have mot
feene him fo pittur'd : you muft either be directed by
fome that take upon them to know,or to ®ke upen your
felfe that which i am fure youdoe not  know ; or lump
the after-enquiry on your owne perill:and how you fhall
{peed in your journies end, I thinke you’ll never retune

[ totell one. :
Poff. 1 tellthee, Fellow, there are none want eyes, 10

dire@ them the way 1 am going, but fuchas winke, aud
will not ufe them.

Gao. What an infinite mocke is this, thata man fhould
have the beft ufe of eyes,tofeethe way of blindnefle: I
am fure hanging's the way of winking.

Enter & Me[Jenger. y

CMef. Knocke off his Manacles,bring your Prifoner to
the King. :

Poff. Thou bringft good newes; Iam calld to be made
free.

Gae, Tle be hang’d then.

* Poft. Thou fhaltbe then freer thena Gaoler ; no bc{b}ts
or

i




[ Would this report become ; bue 1 confider,
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for the dead. Exennt.

Gao. Vnleffle aman would marry a Gallowes, and be-
get yong Gibbets, I ever faw one fo prone: yet on my
Confcience, there are verier Knaves defire to live, forall
he be a Roman ; and there be fome of them too that dye
againit their willes : fo fhould I, if I were one. I would
we wereall of one minde, and oneminde good : O there
were defolation of Gaolers and Galowies : I{peakea-
gainft smy prefent profit, but my wifh hath a preferment |
int. Exit.

Scena Quinta,

——

Enter Cymbeline, Bellarine, Guiderins , Arvi
ragwus, Pifanio, and Lords, |
(3m.Stand by my fide you,whom the Gods have made |
Prelervers of my Throne: woeis my heart, *
Thatthe poore Souldier that fo richly toughr,
Whole ragges, fham'd gilded Armes,whofe naked breft
Stept before Targes of proofe, cannut be found :
He fhall be happy that can finde him, if
Our Grace can make him fo:
Bel. 1never faw
Such Noble fury in {o poorea Thing 3
Such preciousdeeds, in one that promift nought
But beggery,and poore lookes.
Cym. Notydings of him ?
Psfa. He hathbin fearch’d among the dead,and living,
But notrace of him.
Cym. To my griefe, I am
The heyre of his Reward, which I willadde
To you (che Liver, heart,and Braine of Britaine )
By whom (I grant) fhelives. Tis now the time
To aske of whence you are. Report it.
Bel. Si!'t_ 3
In Cambria are we borne, and Gentlemen :
Further to boaft, were neither true, nor modeft,
Vniefle I adde, weare honeft.
Cym. Bow your knees:
Arife my Knights oth’Battell, T ereate you
Companions to onr perfon, and will fit you
With Digoities becomming your eftates.
Enter (ornelivss and Ladses.
There’s bufinefle in rhefe faces : why fofadly
Greetyour our Victory ? youlooke like Romanes,
And not oth'Court of Britaine,
Corn. Hayle greatKing, .
Tofowre your happinefle, I muft report
The Queene is dead.
Cym. Whom worfe thena Phyfitian

By Med’cine life may be prolong’d, yet death
Will feize the Do&tortoo, Howended fhe ? |
(or. With horror, madly dying, like her life,
Which (being cruell to the world ) concluded
Moft cruell to her feife. W hat fhe confeft,
I will report, {o pleafe you. Thefe her Women
Can trip me, if 1 erre, who with wet cheekes
Were prefent when (he finifh’d.
Cym. Prethee (ay. o
Cors. Firll,(he confeft henever lov’dyou:onely
Affected Greatnefi: got by you : not you : '
Married your Royalty, was wife to your place :

Abborr’d your perfoni.
Cym. Shealone knew this ;
Andbut {he fpoke it dying; [ would not
Beleeve her lipsin openingit. Proceed.
(omn, Your daughter, whom (he bore in hand to love
With {uchintegrity, fhe did confeile
Wasasa Scorpton to her fight, whofe life
(Butthat her fight prev ented it) the had
Tane oft by poyfon.
Cym. O molt delicare fiend !
Who ist can readea Woman ? isthere more ?
Corn. More Sir,and warfe, She did confeffe fhe had
For you a mortall Minerall, which being tooke,
Should by the minute feede on life, and lingring,
By inches wafte you. In which time, the purpos’d
By wacching, weeping, tendance, kifling,to
Orecome you with her thew : yes and in time
(Wken the had firced you with her crait, to worke
Her Sonne into th'adoption of the Crowne
But fayling of her end by his {trange abfence,
Grew (hamelefle defperate, open’d (in defpight
Of heaven, and Men) her purpoles s repented
Theevils fhe hatch’d, were not effected : fo
Dilpayring, dyed.
Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ?
Lad. We did, fo pieafeyour highnefle.
Cym. Mineeyes
Were not in faulr, for (he was beantifull :
Mincearesthat heare her flattery;nor my heart.
That thought her like her feeming. It had beene vicious
To have miftrufted her : yet (Oh my Daughter )
That it was foliy in me, thou may{t {ay,
And prove it in thy fecling. Heaven mendall.
Enter Lucins, Lachinso, and other Roman prifoners,
Leonatus behind, and Imogen.
Thou comm’} not Caires now for Tribure, that
The Britaines have rac’d out, though with the loffe
Of many abold one : whole Kinfmen have made fuite
That their good foules may be appeas'd, wich flaugheer
Of you their Caprives, which our felfe have granted,
So thinke of your eftare.
Lxe. Confider fir, the chance of Warre, the day
Was yours by accident : had it gone with us,
W e thould not when the blood was cool, have threated
Our Prifoners with theSword. But fincethe geds
Will have it thas, that nothing but our lives
May be call'd ranfome, let it come : fshiceth,
A Roman, witha Romans heart can {uffer
Auguitus livestothinke on’ : and fomuch
For my peculiar care. This one thing vnely
1 will entreate, my Boy (a Britaine borne)
Let him be ranfom’d: Never Malter had
A Page fo kinde, foduteous, diligent,
So tender over his occalions, true,
So feate, fo Nurfe-like : let his vertue joyne
With my requeft, which Ilemake bold, your highneffe
Cannot deny : he hath doneno Britaine harme,
Though he haveferv’da Roman, Save him (Sir)
And fpare no blood befidce
(ym. I have furely fcene him :
His favour is familiar to me : Boy,
Thou haft look’d thy felfe into my grace,
And art mine owne. I know not why, wherefore,
Tofay,live boy : nere thanke thy Mater, live ;
And aske of Cymbeline what Boone thou wilt,
Fitting my bounty,and thy flate, lle giveit :

ddd 2 Yes,
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Yea, though thou doe demand a Prifoner,
The Nobleft tanc,

Imo. I humbly thanke your Highnefle.

Luc. 1doc not bid thee begge my life,good Lad,
And yet 1 know thou wilt.

Imo. No, no, alacke, 4
Theres other workein hand : I feeathing
Bitrer to me, as death : your life, good Maiter,

Mutt thuffle for it felfe.

Lue. The Boy difdaines me,
He leaves me, {cornes me ; briefelydye their joyes,
That place them on the truthof Gyries, and Boyes.
W hy ftands he {o perplex 2

{ym. Whatwouldit thou Boy 2
I'love thee more, and more: thinke more and more
Whats beft to aske, Knowlt him thou look’ft on? {peake
Wilt have him live ? Ishe thy Kin ? thy friend ?

Ims. Heis a Romane, no more hin to me, :
Then I to your highnefle, who being borne your vaffaile
Am femething neerer.

Cym. Wherefore ey’ft him fo?

Imo. Tletellyou (‘Sir) in private, if you pleafe
To give me hearing.

Cym. 1,withallmy heart,

And lend my beft attention. Whatsthy name ?

Imo, Fidele Sir. .

Cym. Thou'rt mygood youth, my Page,

Ile be thy Mafter : waike with me : {peake freely.
Bel. Isnot this Boy reviu’d from death ?
Arvi. One{and another

Not more refembles thar fweet Rofie Lad :

Who dyed, and was Fidele : what thinke you ?

Gus. Thelamedead thing alive.

Bel. Peacc, peace, fecturther; be eyes us not.forbeare,
Creatures may bealike :were’t he, 1am fure
He wouid have {poketo us.

Gus. But we {ee him dead.

Bel, Befilent :lets {ce turther.

Pifa. 1tis my Miftris :

Since fheis living, letthetime renon,

To good, or bad.

Cym. Come, {tand thouby our fide.

Make thy demandalowd. Sir, ftep you forth,

Civeanlwer to this boy, and doe it frecly,

Or by our Greatnefle, and the grace of it

(Which is our honor) bitter torture fhall

Winnow the truth from falthood. One fpeaketo him,

Imo,. My boone is, that this G entleman may tender
Of whom he badthisRing.

Poft. Whatsthat to him :

Cym. That Diamond upon your finger, fay
How came it yours?

Tach. Thou'lt torture me toleave unfpoken, that
W hich to be fpoke, wou’d torture thee.

Cym, How ?me?

lach, T1am glad o beconfltrain'd to vtter that
W hich torments meto conceale. By Villany
I got this Ring : twas Leonatsss Tewell,

Whom thou did{t banifh : and which more may greeve
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Id rather thou thouldft live, while Nature will,

Thendye ere I heare more : ftrive man, and fpeake.
Jack, Vpona time, unhappy was the clocke

That ftrooke the houre : it was in Rome,accur(t

The Manfion where : twas at a feaft, oh would

Our Viands had bin poyfon’d (or at leaft

Thofe which 1 heav'd to head : ) the good Poffbamm,

( What fhould I fay ? he was too goodto be

Where ill men were, and wasthe beft of all

Among’lt the rarft of good ones) fitting fadly,
Hearing us praile our Loves of Italy
Forbeauty, thar made barrer the {well’d beaft
Of bim that Left could Ipeake : for Feature, laming
T he Shrine of Zewms, or (t raight-pight Miverva,
Pofturesy beyond briefe Nature, For Condition,
A (hop ofall the qualitics, that man _
Loves woman for, befides that hoeke of Wiving,
Fairenefle, which ttrikes theeye.

Cym. 1 {tand on fire. Cometothe matter.

Lich, All tootoone I fhall,
Vuletle thon wouldit grecve quickly, This Poffbumss,
Meft like a Noble Loxd, inlove, and one
Thar had a Royall Lover ;tooke his hiot, '
And (not difpraiiing whom we prais’d, therein
He was as calmeas vertue) he began
His Miftrts picture, which by his tongue, being made,
And then a mind putint, either our bragges
Were crak’d of Kirchin-Trulles, or his defcription
Prov’d usunfpeaking fottes.

(. Nay, nay, to'th’purpofe.

Zack. Y our daugheers Chaftity, (there it begins)

| Heipake of her,as Diar had hot dreames,

And fhe alone were cold : W hereat, I wretch
Made {cruple of bis praife, and wag’d with him
Peeces of gold, gainit this, which then he wore

¥ pon his honor'd finger ) toattaine

In fuite the place ofs bed, and winne this Ring
By hers, and mine Adultury : he (true Knighe)
No leffer of her honor confident

Then 1 did truly finde ber, {takesthis Ring,

And would {o, had it beene a Carbuncle

Of Phaebus W heele ; and mighefo fafely, bad it
Bin all the worth ofs Carre, Away to Britaine
Polte Inn thisdeiigne : Well may you (Sir)
Remember me at Court, where I was tanght
Of your chafte Daughter, the wide difference ’
Twixt Amorous, and Villanous. Being thusquench'd
Of hope, not longiing ; mne Ttalian braine,

Gan 10 your duiler Britaine operate

Mot vildly : for my vantage excellent.

Andto bebriefe, iny practifc {o prevayl'd

That I returnd with {imular proofe enovgh,

To make the Noble Leonagss mad,

By wounding hisbeleife inher Renowne,

W ith Tokens thus,and thus; averring notes

OF Chamber hanging, Pictures this ber Bracclet
(Oh cunning how 1 gotit) nay fome markes
Of fccret om her perfon, that he could not

But thinke her bond of Chaltity quite crackd,

Asit doth me : a Nobler Sir nere liv'd (thee,
Twixt sky and ground. Wiltthou heare more my Lord ? |
Cym. Allthre belongs to this.
Zich That Paragon, thy daughter,
For whom my heart drops blood, and my falfe fpirits
Quailetoreme nber. Give meleave,I faint.
Cym. My Daught ? what of her ? Renew thy frenth

I having rane the forfeyt. Whereupon,
Me thinkes I fee him now.
Po't. 1, (o thou doft,’?
Italian fiend. Aye me, moft credulonsfoole,
Egregious murtherer, Theefe, any thing
Thats ductoall the Villaines paft, in being :
To come. Oh give me Cord, or knife, or poyfon, G
ome

Wine boe
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Some upright Iufticer. ThouKing,fend oyt
For Torturers ingenious :it is I

Thatall th'abhory ed things orh’earth amend
By being worfethenthey. lam Pofthumu,
That kil’d thy Danghter : Villaine-like, Ilye,
That cans'd a leffer villaine then my felfe,
Afacrilegious. Theefetodoo’t. The Temple
Of Vertue was (he : yea, and (he her felfe,
Spet, and throw (tones, calt myre upon me, et
Thedogges oth'ftreet to bay me : ev ery villaine
Be calld Poitbummus Leowatus, and

Be villany leffethen twas. Oh Imogen |

My Queene, my life, my wife : oh Imogen,

| fm.:r_gm, Imogen,

/mo. Peace my Lord, heare, heare.
Poft, Shalls haveaplay ofthis ?
Thou fcornfull Page, there Iye thy part,
Pifa. Oh Gentleman, helpe,
Mine and your Miltris: Oh my Lord Pofibumma,
Youne're killd Jmagentill now : helpe, helpe,’
Mine honor'd Lady.
{ym. Doesthe world goe round?
Poft. How comes thefe (taggers on me?
Fifs. "Wakemy Miftais.
Cym. If this be (o, the gods doe meane to ftrike me
To death, with mortall joy.
Pifa. How fares my Miftris.
Imo. Oh getthee from my fight,
Thou gav{t me poyfon : dangerous Feflow hence,
Breath not where Princesare,
(ym- The tune of Imogen.
F1fa.Lady,the gods throw ftones of fulphure on me,if
Thac box I gave you, was not thought by me
A precious thing, I had it from the Queene.
Cym. New mateer ftill.
Imo, 1t poyfon'd me.
Corn. Oh gods !

| Ilcftoutone thing which the Queeneconfeft,’

Which muftapprove thee honelt. If Pifanio
Have ({aid (he ) given his Miftris that Confeétion
Which I gave him for Cordiall, fhe is ferv’d,

As I would fervea Rat.

(ym. W hats this, Corneliss ?
Cern. The Queenc (Sir) very oft importun’d me
To temper poyfons for ber, ftiil pretending
The farisfa‘tion of her knowledge; onely
In kiliing Creatures vilde, as Catsand Dogges
Of no eltceme, 1dreading, that her purpofe
Was of more danger, did compound for her
A certaine {tuffe, which being tane, would feize
The prefenr power of life, but in fhort time,
All Offices of Nature, thould againe
Doe their due Functions. Have you tane of it ?

Iwo. Mott like I did, for T wasdead.

Bel. My Boyes,there was our error.

Gui. This 1s{ure Fidele,

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady fro you?
Thinke that youare upona Rocke,and now
Throw me againe,

Poit, Hang there like fruire, my foule,
Till the Tree dye.

(7. How now, my flefh 2 My child ?
What, mal’{t thou meadullardinthis A& 2’
Wilt thou not {peaketo me?

Ime. Your blefling Sir.

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame ye not,

|
|
i

You had a motive fort,

Cym. My tearesthat fall
Prove holy-water on thee ; Imgem,
Thy Mothers dead.

fmo. 1am forry for’t my Lord.

Cym. Oh, fhe wasnaugh ; and lovg of her it was
That we mect heere {o ftrangely : but her Sonne
Is gone, we know not how,nor where.

Fifa. My Lord,

Now feare is from me, Tle fpeake troth. Lord (lotten
Vponmy Ladies miifing, cameto me

With hisSword drawae, foam’d at the mouth,and {wore
It 1 difcover'd not which way (he was gone,

It was my inftant death. By accident,

I hada feigned Letter of my Mafters

Thenin my pocket, which dire@ted him

To feeke her on the Mountaines neere to Milford,
Where ina frenzy, in my Mafters Garments

( Which heisforc’d from me) away he poftes

With unchatte purpofe, and witch oath to violate

My Ladies honor, what became of him »

I further know not.

Gai. Let meendthe Story : I flew him chexe.

{ym. Marry,the gods forefend.

I wounld not thy good deeds, (hould from my lips
Plucke a hard {entence : Prethee valiant youth
Deny't againe,

Gwil, I have fpokeit,and I did it.

Cym, He was a Prince,

Gus. A moltincivill one. The wrongs he did me
Were nothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me
With Language that would make me fpurne the Sea,
If1t could foroare tome, 1 cut offs head,

And am right glad he is not ftanding here
Totell thistale of mine,
Cym. Tam{ory for thee:
By thine owne tongue thou art condemn’d, and muft
Endure our Law : Thou’re dead,
Imo. That headlefle man I thought had bin my Lord
(ym. Bind the Offender,
And take him from our preferce,
Eel. Stay, Sir King.
This man 1s better then the man he flew,
Aswell defcended asthy felfe, and hath
More of thee merited, thena Band of Clorens
Had everfcarre for. Lethis Armes alone,
They were not borne for bondage.
Cym, Why old Souldier - L
Wilt thou undooe the worththouart unpayd for
By tafting of onr wrath ? how of defcent
Asgoodaswe? .
eArvi. Inthat he {paketoofarre.
Cym. Andthou thale dye for'r.
Bel. Wewilldye all three,
But I will prove that two on’sare a$ gobd
As Lhave given out him. My Sonnes, I muft
For mine owne part, unfold a dangerous {pecch,
Though haply well for you.

Arvi. Your dangersours.

Guid. And our good his.

Bel, Haveat it then, by leave :
Thou hadft (great King) a Subje®, who
Woas calld Belarsses,. :

Cym, What of him ? he isa banifh’d Traitor.

Bel. He itis,that hath
Affum’d thisage: indeed a bani{h’d man,

g g
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I know not how , a Traitor,
Cym, Take him hence,
The whole world fhall not fave him:

Bel. Not too hot;

Ficft pay me for the Nurfing of thy Sonnes ;
And ket it be confifeate all, 1o {foone
As Lhavereceiv'dit,
Cym. Nurfing of my Sonnes?
B, 1am too blunt,and fawey : Heeres my knee :
Ere I arife, I will preferre my Sonnes,
Then {parenot the old Father, Mighty Sir,
Thefe two young Gentlemen that call me father,
And thinke they are my Sonues,are none of mine,
They are the yflue of your Loynes, my Liege,
And blood of your begetring.
(. How ? my iffue.
Bel, So fureas yon, your fathers « I (old Morgan)
Am that Belarins ywhom you fometime banifh’d :
Your pleafure wasmy ncere offence, my punifhment
It {cife, and all my Treafon that I {ufterd,
Wasall che harme Idid, Thete gentle Princes
(For fuch,and {o they are) thele twenty yeeres
Have | train’d up ;chofe Arts they have, as 1
Could put into them. My breeding was (Sir)
As your Highnefle knowes, Their Nurle I_fﬂrlp_fuff
( Whom for the Thefr I wedded) ftole thefe Children
V pon my Banifhment : I moov'd her too't,
Having receiv'd the punithment before
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty,
Excited me to Treafon. Their deere lofie,
The more of youtwas felt, the more it fhap'd
Vatomy end of ftealing them. Burgracious Sir,
Heere are your Sonnes againe: and I muft loofe
Two of the fweetlt Companions in the World.
The bendiction ofthefe covering heavens
Fall on their headslike dew, for they are worthy
To in-lay heaven with Starres.
Cym. Thouweepft,and fpeakft:
The Service that youthree have done, is more
Vnlike, then this thou telift. 1loft my children,
If thefebe they, Iknow not howtowilh
A payre of worthier Sonncs.

Bel, Bepleas’da while -
This Gentleman, whom I call Polidere,
Moft worthy Prince, as yours, is true Gwideriss :
This Gentleman, my Cadwall, e frvivagns,
Your yonger Princcly Son, he Sir, was lapt
In a moit curious Mantle, wrought by th’hand
Of his Queene Mother, which for more probation
I can with eafe produce,

( ym. Gwidsris had
Vpon his necke a Mole, a fanguine Starre,

It wasa marke of wonder.

Bel, This is he,

Who hath upon him ftill that naturall ftampe s
It was wife Natures end, in the donation
Tobe his evidence now.

Cym. Oh,whatam I
A Mother to the byrth of three ? Nere Mother
Rejoyc’d deliverance more ; Blelt, pray you be,
That after this ftrange ftarting from your Orbes,
Youmay reigne in them now : Oh Imoges,

Thou haft loit by this a Kingdome.

Ime. No, my Lord :

I have got two Worlds by’t. Oh my gentle Brothers,
Have wethus met # Oh never fay heereafter

| But Iam trueltfpesker. Youcalld me Brother
| When 1 was but your Sifter : I youBrother,
W hen we were fo indeed.
Cym. Did youn ere meete ?
arvs, 1 mygood Lord.
Gwi. Andachrlt meeting lov'd,
Continu’d fo, untill we thought he dyed.
Cors. By the Queenes Dramme fhe fwallow’d.
Cym. Oraremitinét!

Hath to it Circum{lantiall branches, which
Drftinction fhould be rich in. W here ? how liv’d you?
And when camg you to ferve our Romane Captive?
How paried wich your Brother ? How firft met them?
Why fled you from the Court ? And whether thefe?
And your threemotives to the Battaile ? with

[ know net how much more fhould be demanded,
And all the other by-dependances

From chance to thance ¢ But nor the time,nor place
Will {erve our long Interrogatories. See,

Poftbumm Anchors upon Imagen; .

And (he (like harmeiciic Lightning) throwes her eye
On him : her brothers, Me : her Mafter hitcing

Each object with aley : the Counter-change

Is feverally inall. Lets quite this gronnd,

And {moake the Temple with our Sacrifices.

Thou art my Bracher, {o we'il hoid thee ever.

Imo. Youare my Mo her too,and did releeve me :
Tofee this giacicus feafon.

f'."jm. Aliore-j :',"d
Save thefein bonds, ler them be joyfull too,

For they (hali talte our Comfort.

Imo. My goodMafter, I will yetdoe youfervice.

Lxe. Happy be you.

Cym. The torlorne Souldier, that o Nobly fought
He would havewell becom’dthis place,and grac'd
The thankings of a King.

Post. 1am Sir
The {ouldier thar did company thefe three
In poore befeeming : twas a htment for
The purpole T then follow’ds That I was he,
Speake Zachimo, T had you downe,and might
tave made your finith.

Task. 1amdowne againe :

But now my heavy Cenfcience finkes my knee,
Asthen your forcedid. Take that life, befeech you,
Which T{o often owe : but your Ring firft,
And heere the Bragelet of the truclt Princefie
That ever {wore her faith.

Peft. Knecle notto me :
The powre that I have on you, is to {pare yous
The malice towardsyou, to forgive you. Live
And deale with others beteer-

Cym. Nobly doom’d 3 .

We'li learneour Freeneffe of a Sonne-in-Law <
Pardons the word toall.

Arvi. You holpe usSir,
As you did meane indeed to be our Brother,
Toy d are we, thac yon are.

Peff. YourServant , Princes. Good my Lord of Rome
Cali forth your Sooch-fayer : As I {lept, methooght
Great /upiterupon his Eagle back’d
Appear’d to me, wirh other{prightly fhewes
Of mine owne Kindred. When1wak'd,I found
This Labell on my bofome ; whofe containing
Is fo from fenfe in hardnefle, thacl can

Make

When fhall I heare all through? This fierce abridgement,
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Make no Collection ofit. Let him fhew
His skill in the conftruction,

Leze, Phslarmenss,

Sesth. Hcere, my good Lord:

Lue, Read, and declare the meaning.

Reades,
V V Hen as a Lyons whelpe, (ball to bim(elfe unknows
withowt [eeking find, and be embracd by a peece
of tender o4 yre: and when from a fately Cedar fhall be
lopt brawches, whieh being dead many yeares, (hal after re-
vsve, be joyuted to the old Stocke, and frefhly grow, then
Joall Pofthummue end bis miferies, Britaine be fortmnate,
and flosrifl in Peace and Plenty.
Thou Leenatns art the Lyons Whelpe,
The fitand apt Conftruction of thy name
Being Leonatss, doth import{o much:
The pecce of tender Ayre, thy vertuous dangliter,
Which we call CMollis Aer, and Mellis Aer
Weterme it Mubier : which Mulbier 1 divine
Isthis molt conftant Wife, who even now
An{wering the Letter of'the Oracle,
Vinknowne to you unfought, were clipt about
With this moft tender Aire.
{ym. Thishathfome {eeming,
Seoth, Thelofty Cedar, Royall (ymbeline'
Perforates thee : And thy lopt Branches, point
Thy two Sonnes forth: whoby Belaréau {tolne
For many yeares thought dead,are now reviv’d
Tothe Majefticke Cedar joyn’d ; wholk iffue

be T ragedy of ( ymbeline.
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Promifes Britaine, Peace and Plenty.

Cym. Well,
My Peace we will begin

Although the Vidor,w

And to the Romane Em

: And Casner Lucisis,

€ {ubmitto C, e/ar,

pire ; promifing

To pay our wonted Tribute, from the hich
We were diffwaded by ogr wicked Queene,
Whom heavensin jultice both o her,and hers
Havelaid moft heavy hand, ;

Sooth. The fingersofthe Powres above, doe tune
The harmony of this Peace : the Vifion
Which I made knowne to Lucim ere the firoke
Of yet this fcarfe-cold-Battaile, at this inftant

Is ﬁJllJCCo:ani{h’d. For the Romane Eagle

From Southre Welt, on wing {oaring aloft
Leflen’d her felfe, and in the Beames oth’Sun

So vanifh’d ; which fore-thew’d our P

Th'lmperiall Cafar, thould againe unite
His favour, with the Radiant (ymbelise,
Which fhines here 1n the Weft.

Cym. Laud wethe gods,
And let our crooked Smoakes climbe to their Nofkrils
Fromour bleft Altars. Publifh wethis peace

Toall our Subjes. Set

we forward : let

A Roman, and a Brittifh Enfigne wave
Friendly together ; fothrough Luds-Towne martch,
And in the Temple of great Zupiter

OarPeace we'llratific : Seale it with feafts,
Set on there : Never was a Warre did ceafe
(Ere bloody hands were wafh’d) with fuch a Peace.

rincely Eagle

Exeunt,

| FINIS.
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