HE-TRAGE DIEOL

CYMBELIN E.

o Atus Primus. Scena Prima.

Enter two Genticmena k Bigge of this Gentleman (our Theame ) deceaft
1 \ As he was borne. The King he takes the Babe
1. Gent, To his protection, cals him Poffbummns Leonatm,
== On donot meeraman butFrownes. Breedes him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber,
-‘i!'_:g],k)ux bloods no more obey the Heauens Puts to him all the Learnings that his nme
E;ﬁ Then our Courtiers Could make him the receiver of, which he tooke
y ,}g} |Still feeme, as do's the Kings. As we do ayre, faft as’twas miniftred,
= Gent, But what'sthe matter? And in’s Spring, became a Harueft: Liv’d in Court ’

1. His daugbter and the heire ofskingdome (whom | (Whichrareitisto do)moft prais’d, moft iou'd,

7]
He purpos’d to his wiuesi{ole Sonne, 2 Widdow A fample to the yongefi: to th'more Mature,
That late he married hath refeer’d her felfe t A glaffe chae feated them: and to the grauver
5 ?; 7 N

2 = 4 4 - SN =
Virto a poore, but worthy Gentleman. She’s wedded, A Childe that guided Dotards. To his Miftris,
Her Husband banifh'd; {he ymprilon’d, all For whot he now is banith’d) her owne price

r 1 1 “ * . ¥ Y . P - i
s ourward forrow, thougn I chinke the King Proclaimes how {he efteem’d him; and his Vertue
2 B o 3

Be touch’d at very heart, By her clectio may be truly read,what kind of man heis.

2 Nonebut the King? 2 'T honot him,euen out of yourreport.
¢ Hethathath lofthertoo: {ois the Queene, But pray you tell me, is fhe fole childe to’'th’King ? ,
That moft defir’d the Match. Butnora Courtier, 1 His onely childe: ‘
Although they weaie their faces to the bent He had two Sonnes (it this beworthyour hearing,
Ofthe Kings lookes, hath a heast that isnot Markeit) the eldeft of them, at three yeares old
Glad at the thing they {cowle at. I'th’fwathing cloathes, the other from their Nurfery
2 And why {o? . Were {tolne, and to this houre, no ghefle in knowledge
1 He that hath mifs’d the Princefle, is a thing Which way they went,
Toobad, for bad report: and he that hath her, 2 How long isthis ago?
(l meane, thar married her,a!ackegcod man, l 1 Some twenty yeares,
And therefore banifh'd ) is a Creature, fuch, ; » Thara Kings Children (hould be {o conuey’d,
Astofeeke throughthe Regions ofthe Earth Sof{lackely guarded, and the fearch {o {low
Forone, his like 5 there would be fomething failing That could net trace them.
In him, that {hould compare. I do not thinke, 1 Howfoere, tis firange,
So faire an Outward, and fuch fuffe Within Or that the negligence may well belaugh’dacs

Endowes a man, but hee. Yetis it true Sir.

» You fpeake him farre. 2 1dowell beleeue you.
|- 3 1doextend him(Sir)within himfelfe, I Wemuft forbeare. Heere comes the Gentleman,
Crufh him together, rather then vnfold The Queene,and Pringefle. Exennt

His meafure duly.
. What’s his name,and Birth 2

-]

¢ 1cannotdelue himto theroote +His Father 2
Was call'd Sicillins, who didioyne his Honot lSC(jng Sgcundg&
Againft the Romanes, with Caffibulan,
But had his Titles by Tenantiss, whom o
He {erv’d with Glory,and admis’d Succefle
So gain'd the Sur-addition, Leonatus.
‘Andhad (befides thisGentleman in queftion) '
Two othet Sonnes, who in the Warres o'th’time On, No,be affur'd you (hall not finde me(Daughter)
Dy'de with their Swords in hand.For whichitheir Father | Afterthe {lander of molt Sicp—Mothcm;

Then old,and fond of y{lue, tooke fuch fosrow Euill-ey’d vito you You're my Prifoner, bue

That he quit Being; and his gentle Lady Your Gaoler fhall deliuver you the keyes 5
zz 3 Thag
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Enter the Qucene, Poft bumsss, and Imagen.
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F walke a-while, Ashee ~1~“ make me wit his eye, or eare,
me halfe honre hence, i Diftinguifh him from |
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The Trs'{gez{y_ of Cymbeline.

A o

| to extend him,be it buc to fortifie her udgement,which |

elfe an eafie bautery might lay flac for taking a Begger
without lefle quality. But how comes it;he is to foiourne
| with you? How creepes acquaintance 2

Phil. His Father and 1 were Souldiers together, to

whom I haue bin often bound for no lefle then wy life.

Enter Posthumuns.,
{ Heere comes the Britaine. Lethim befo entertained a-
mong’ft you,as {uites with Gentlemen of your knowing,
to a Stranger of his quality. Ibefeech you all be better
knowne to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you,
asa Noble Friend of mine. How Worthy heis, I will
leane to appeare hercafier, rather then Rory him in his
owne hearing.

French. Sir,wehaue knowne togicher in Orleance.

Poft.Since when,I haue bin debter to you for courte-
fies,which [ will becoegto pay,and yet pay Rill.

French. Sit,you o're-rate my poore kindneffe, was
glad I did atzone my Countryman and you:it had beene
pitey you fhould haue beene put together, with fo mor-
tall a purpofe,as then each bore, vponimportance of o

{light and triuiall a nature,
| Poit, By yourpardon Sir,I was then a young Trauel-
ler, rather thun'd to go euen with what J heard, thenin
my cuery adtion to be guided by ethers experiences:but
vponmy mended iudgement (it I offend to fay it is men-
ded) my Quarrell was notaltogether {light.

French. Faith yes, to bepuc to the arbiterment of
Swords, and by fuch two that would by alllikelyhood
haue confounded one the other,or haue falne both.

Tach, Can we with manners, aske what was the dif-
fevence ?

French, Safely, 1 thinke, twas a contention in pub-
licke, which may (without contradiétion) fuffer the re-
port. It was much likean argument that fell out laf
night, where each of vs fell in praife of our Country-
Miftrefles. This Gentleman,at that time vouching, (and
vpon warrant of bloody affirmation ) his to be more
Faire,Vertuous, Wife, Chafte, Conitant, Qualified,and
lefle atcemprible then any, the raref of our Ladiesin
Fraunce,

Iach. That Lady iznot now liuing; or this Gentle-
mans opinion by this,werne out,

Pgff. She holds her Vertue flill,and I'my mind.

Italy.

Pofth. Being fo farre provok’d as I was inFrance:]
would abate her nothing,though I profeffe my felfe her
Adorer,not her Friend.

fach, As faire,and as good:a kind of handinhand
comparifon, had beene fomething too faire, and too

I haue feenc as that Diamond of yours out-lufters many
I haue beheld, T couldnot beleeue fhe excelled many :
but I haue not fecne the mot pretious Diamond that is,
nor you the Lady.

Pof?. 1prais’d her as I rated her : {o do I my Stone:

Tach. What do you efteeme iz at?

Poff. More then the world enjoyes.
{  Jach, Either your vnparagon'd Miftirs is dead, or

{he’s out-priz’d by a trifle.

Poff. Youare miftaken: the one may befolde or gi-

uen,or if there were wealth enoungh for the purchafes,or

and enely the guift of the Gods,
Tach. Whichthe Gods haue given you ?

——

Courtier to convince the Honouy ofmy Mifiris : 1f inthe

e a——

Jach. You muft not fofarre preferre her, fore ours of

good for any Lady in Britanie; if {he went before others. |

merite for the guift. The other isnor athing for fale, |

Peft. Which by their Graces I will keepe. %
lach. You may weare her in title yours :but you
know firange Fowle light vpen neighbouring Ponds.
Your Ring may be ftolne too,lo your brace ofvnpriz;:::m
ble Eftimations,the one is but fraile, and the other Cafu-
alle A cunning Thiefe, or a (that way) accomplifh’d
Courtier, would hazzard the winning bothof firft and
laft.

Poff. Your Traly ,containes none (o accomplifh’d 2
S
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holding or loffe of that, youterme her fraile, I dono-
thing doubt yeu haue flore of Theeues,notwithftanding
1 feare not my Ring.

Let vsleaue heere,Gentlemen 2

Poff, Sir, with all my heart. This worthy Signior I
thanke him, makes no firanger of me, we are familiar ar
firft.

Tach. With fiue times fo much conuerfation,] fhould
get ground of your faire Miftris; make her go backe,e-
ven to the yeilding, had I admittance, and opportunitie
to friend.

Poff. Noyno,

lach. 1 dare thereupon pawne the moytieof my E-
ftate, to yourRing, which in my opinion o’ré-values it
fomething : but I make my wager rather againft your
Confidence,then her Reputation, And to barre your of-
fence heerein to, Idurft attempe it againft any Lady in
the world,

Peft, Youarea great deale abus'd inteobold a per-
{wafion,and 1 doubt not you fuftaine whacy’are worthy
of,by your Attempt.

Tach, What'sthat ?

Pofth. ARepulle though your Attempt ( as you call
it)deferue more;a punifhment toa.

Phi. Gentlemen enoughofthis, it came in roo {o-
dainely lexit dyeas it was bome,and I pray you be bet-
ter 3cqnamc<’d,

lach. Would I had put my Pftate,and my Neighbors
on thapprobation of what I have ipoke,

Poft. What Lady would you chufe to affaile?

Iach. Yours,whomin confancie youthinke ftands
fo {afe. I will lay youten thoufands Duckets to your |
Ring, that commend me tothe Court where your La.
dy is,with no more aduantage then the opportunitic of a
fecond conference, and 1 will bring from thence, that
Honor of hers, which youimogine fo referv’d,

Posthmus. 1will wage agamnft your Gold,Goldto
it: My Ring I holde deere as my finger, *is partof
it

lach. Youarea Friend, and there in the wifer :ifyou
buy Ladies flefh ata Million aDiam, you cannot pre-
feurc it from rainting; buc 1 {ee you haue fome Religion
inyou,thar you feare.

Pofthu. This is but'a cuftome inyour wngue: you
beare a grauer purpofe I hope,

Jack. 1am the Mafter of my fpeeches,and would vn-
der.go what’s fpoken,l fweare.

Pofthn. Willyou?lfhall bu: lend my Diamond till
your returne :let there be Couenants drawne between’s.
My Miftris exceedes in goodnefe,the hugenefle of your
vaworthy thinking, ] dare you to thismacch : heere’s my
Ring.

Phil, Twillhaveitno lay, {

Zack. BytheGodsitisone: if 1bring youno fuffi-
cient teftimony that Thaue enioy’d the deereft bodily

partot your Miftris:my tenthoufand Duckets are yours,
fo

!
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No furthe
va‘\ i {end for

Cor, Thumb Fxie
Weepes 11\ ou?)
PE‘_E[D Signior lachime w Doft chouchinkeintin
Pray let vs follow em. She will not quen ftructions enter
Where rul.yne-v» po Do thou wadc:

A7

When thoun {ha g1 rd thelouesm y Sonne,;;
. ; 3
Cisi Qo) Ile tell thee onth ﬁ_anr ou art then
) 114 YE A oy
OLEHd DEXLA. As great asis thy M: (h:..(_ucﬂttx;fcf b4

>
Iis r'r.:rt:mcs a

I : {peechlefle, and his name
I‘: at i t
C

[eto exchanpe on .’Vu]]'llulhu;f, i

at comes, comes to decay

in him. What fhalt thou e
Tobe (_qm.\.x r on athing that leanes ?

Exit Ladies, W ho cannot be new built, nor ha’s no Friends

it thofe r‘ruk ges? Soi n,__'. as but to prop him.? Thou tak’ft vp

hey are :,M.ui m Thouk ;.u*,f;’,,*' nor what : But take it for thy labour,

Itisathing I made, which hath the King

| -deem’d frons de Idonotknow
| ) ore Cordiall. I"\i;‘l:,',ii,?!‘g,?i'[‘.ffcl‘.i,!;-.'ftg
I Icis anearneitofa {d(t?‘ncf 4'-0\,-;‘;
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't me fuch a Queftion: Haue I not ben
Thy Pupill long ? Haft thounot learn'd we how ; stC i‘m@;-.»:,;.”:: y Smm.‘,
To make Perfumes? Diftill? Preferue? Ycafo.,-, ake noticeo El.wC: Ile moue theKing
That QUH‘ ”"E‘;I hmcf himfelfe doth w w’) me oft pe of thy Pre fermen mch j
For my Confed Rion ?H.uhm‘ thusfarre psa,caﬁi,‘if':w defd 1en my :sifﬁ, cheefel ly,
(Vnle effe thou think’@ me diuell lifh) is't not mecte defert; ar n bound
Hut I did amplifiemyi .M:-’me(i in . Callm / women, Exit Pifa.!
| re ; conftant knaue,
{ ,on {uch Creatures as ‘ is Luﬁu
‘; anging (bus none humane) nbrancer of her, tohold
; g 15and :Lpﬂ ¥ [ " faft to her Lord, I haues oiuen hi m th,&\
ﬂumz.:mg otheir A(} 1d by them gamtf V%"c:i:.“nl‘{h: take, {hal i quite h.pmklehc«
Their feuerall vertu eftecls. Of Leidpers for her Sweete : and \wh\\. fheafter
Cor, Y.our '?'!';-":=Licfﬂ: xcept { id her humor, thall be affur'd
{ Shall from this praétife, buc make hard your heart: To talte of too.
i?c!: . the feeing ] 1be
Both noyfome, and infe&tious, Enter Pifavio,and Ladiess
;fu L"' content {.’u.“\i. !
O i : vell dones
;ﬂz:!éa, he Violers, Co ‘w\iwc es, and t the Prime-Rofes
e comes a fai L, vpon him Beare to my Cloffet : Fare thee well. Pifanmse
| firft worke . Hee’s for his Ma@es Thinke on my words. Exit Qu.and L '
my tomy Senne. Howwow Pifa / | [ f
vour feraice for this timeis ended, H :xd,i proue vntrue, 1
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The ‘frdger{y of Cymbeline.

[

Scena Septiﬂm.

Enter Imogen alome,
Imo, A Father crueli,and aStepdame falfe,
A Foolifh Suitor toa Wedded- Lady,
That hath her Husband banith’d : O .tha: Husband,
My {upreame Crowne of griefe,and thofe repeated
Vexationsofita. Had I bin Theefe-ftolne,
Asmy two Brothers,happy : but mo(t miferable
Is the defires chat’s glorious. Bleffed be thofe
How meane {o ere,that haue their honeft wills,
Which feafons comfort. Who may thisbe ? Fye,

Enter Pifanioyand lachimo,

Pifz. Madam a Noble Gentleman of Romes
Comes from my Lord with Letters.

Tach, Change you, Madam :

The Worthy Leonarus is in {afety,

And greetes your Highnefle deerely.
Imo. Thanks goodSir,

You're kindly welcome,

Tach, All ofher,that is out of doore,moft rich :
If (he be furnifh’d with 2 mind forare
She is alone tiy Arabian-Bird; and I
Haue loft the wager. Boldnefle be my Friend:
Arme me Audacitie from head to foore,

Orlike the Parthian 1 fhall flying fight,
Racher direétly fly,
Imogen reads.
He is one of the Noble(t note,towhofe kindne(Jes I ans moft in-
finitely tied. Reflett vpon bim accordingly, as you value your
truff. . Leonatus,
So farre T reade 2loud.
But even the very middle ofmy heart
Is warm'd by’th’reft,and rake it thankefully.
You areas welcome(worthy Sir)as I
Haue words to bid you,and fhall finde it fo
Inall'that I can de.

Jach. Thankes faireft Lady:

What are men mad? Hach Nature given themeyes
To fee this vaulted Arch,and the rich Crop

Of Seaand Land,which can diftinguifh ewixe
Thefirie Orbes aboue, and the twinn'd Stones
Vpon the number'd Beach,and can wenot
Partition make with Spectales fo pretious

Twixt faire,and foule ?

Imo. Whatmakes your admiration?

Tach, Tt cannotbeitth’eye :for Apes,and Monkeys
"Twixt two fuch She’s;would chatrer this way,and
Contemne with mowes theother, Nori'th'iudgment :
For Idiots in this cafe of fauour,would
Be wifely definic: Nor i'th’ Appetite.

Sluttery to fuch neate Excellence,oppos’d
Should make defire vomit emptinefle,
Not {oallur d to feed.

Jmo. What is the matter trow £

Tach. The Cloyed will :

T'hat fatiate y ec vofatisfi'd defire,that Tub
Bothfill'dand running : Rauening firft the Lambe,
 Longs after for the Garbage.

Ime. What, deere Sir,

Thus rap’syou ? Are you well?

Tach. Thanks Madsm well : Befeech you Sir,
Defire my Man's abode,, wherse 1 did leaue hims

| He's frange and peeuith.

Pifa. 1 was going Sir,
To give him welcome.
Imo. Continues well my Lord?
His health befeech you ?
Tach, Well, Madam,
Ime, Ishe difpos’d to mirth ? Thope heis,
lach. Exceeding pleafant : none a firanger there,
Somerry,and fo gamefome: he is call’d
The Britaine Reueller.
Imo. When he was heere
He did incline to fadneffe,and oft times
Notknowiug why.
dach. 1 never faw him fad.
Thereis a Frenchman his Companion,one
An eminent Monfieur,that it feemes rauch loues
A Gallian-Girle at home, Hefurnaces
The thicke fighes from him;whiles the iolly Bricaine,
(Your Lord I meane)laughes from’s free lungs «cries oh,
Can my fides hold,to think that man who knowes
By Hiftory,Report,or his owne proofe
What woman is,yea what fhe cannot choofe
But muft bezwill’s free houres languifh:
For aflured bonaage ?
Ime. Willmy Lord fay fo?
Zach. 1 Madam,with his eyes inflood; with laughter,
Itisa Recreation to be by
And heare him mocke the Frenchman:
But Heauen’s know fome men are muchtoo blame.
Iwmo. NotheIhope.
Iach, Not he :
But yct Heauen’s bounty towards him,might
Be vs'd more thankfully. Inhimfelfe ‘tis muchg
In you,whichlaccount bisbeyond all Taleats.
Whil't I am bound to wonder,l am bound
To pitty too.
Ime. What do youpitty Sir ?
Iach, Two Creatures heartyly.
Imo. Am]oneSir?
Youlooke onme : what wrack difcerne you in me
Deferues your pitty ?
Jach. Lamentable : what
To hide me from the radiant Sun,and folace

" I'th'Dungeon by a Snuffe.

Imo. 1pray youSir,
Deliver with more openneffe your an{weres
Tomydemands. Whydo you pitty me ?

Tach. Thatothersde,
(I was about to fay)enioy your —but
Itisan office of the Godste vengeiit,
Not mine to fpeake on't.

Imo Youdo feeme to know
Something of e, or whatconcernes me; pray you
Since doubring things goill,often hurts more
Then to be fure they do. For Cerrainties
Echer are paft remedies; or timely knowing,
The remedy then borne. Difcouer tome
What both you {pur and ftop,

Inckh’ Had I this cheeke
Tobathe my lips vpon :this hand, wholetouch,
(Whofe eunery touch)would force rhe Fecless foule
To'th’oach of loyalty, Thisobie&.which
Takes prifoner the wild mecion of mine eye,

Fiering it onely heere,fhould I (damn’d then)

S‘ et
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The Tragedy of Gumbeline.

b ]

S lauuer with lippesas common as the ftayres

T hat mount the Capitoll : Toyne gripes,with hands
Made hard with hourely falthoad (fa]ﬂmod as
With labour:) then by-peeping in an eye
Bafe and illuftrious asthe fmoakie light
That’s fed wich flinking Tallow :it were fic
Thatall the plagues of Hell (hould atonetime
Encounte h'reuolt.

Imo. My Lord, 1 fea
Hasforgot Brittaine,

Fach. Bundhimbelfe, hor I
Inclin’d to this intellipence, pronounce
The Beggery ofhisehange: but 'tis your Graces®
That from my muteflt Canfeience, to my tonguc,
Charmey this repoit sut,

Jmo. Letne heape no more.

Jach: O deereft Scile : your Caufe doth flrike my hart
With pitty,ihat doth make meficke, A Lady
So faire,and faften’d to an Emperie
Would make the greact King double, ro be partner’'d
Wich Tombeyes hys'd, with that felfe exhibition
Whichyour owne Cofters yeeld s wich difeas’d ventures
That play with all Infiemicies f

*
.

rine
riuc

for Geld,
Which rottenneile can lend Mature, Such boyl'd ftuffe
As well might poyfon Poyfon. Bereueng'd,
Or (he that bore you;was no Queene,and you
Recoyle from your great Stocke.
Ima. Reueng’d:
How fhould I be reneng d? If this betrue,
(As I haue fuch aHearr, that both mine eares
Muft notin hafie abufe )if it betrue,
How fhould I be reueng’d ?
Jach. Should he make me
Liue like Diana’s Pricft, betwixt cold fheets,
Whiles he is vaulting variable Rampes
Inyour defpight, vpon your parfe: revenge it,
1 dedicate my {elfe to your fweet pleafure,
More Noble then that runnagateto your bed,
And will continue faft to your Affeétion,
Still clofe, as {ure.
Imo. What hoa, Pifanie ?
I2ch, Letmemy feruice tenderon your lippes.
Imo., Away, | do condemne mine eares,that haue
So long attended thee. 1fthou wert Honourable
Thou wouldf haue told this tale for Veertue, not
For fuch an end thou feck’t, as bafe,as firange :
Thou wrong’® aGentleman, who is as farre
Fromthy report, as thou from Honor: and
Solicites heere a Lady, that difdaines
Thee,and the Diaell alike. What hoa, Pifanio ?
The King my Father fhall be made acquainted
Of thy Affaule: if he fhall chinke it fir,
A fawcy Stranger in his Coure, to Mart
Asin aRomifh Stew, and to expound
His beaftly mindeto vs;; he hath a Coure
Helittle cares for, and a Daughter, who
Henot refpe&satall. Whathoa, Pifanio?
Iach. O happy Leonatns] may fay,
The credit that thy Lady hath of thee
Deferues thy truft, and thy moft perfe& goodnefle
Her affiir’d credit, Blefledlive yonlong,
A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that euer
Country call’d his ; 2nd you his Miftris, onely
For the mo worthieft fit. Giueme vour pardon;
T haué fpoke this to know ifyour ‘Affiance
Were deeply rooted, and {hall make your Lotd,

e — S
e —~———

| That which heis,new o’re 3 And he is one
The trueft manner’d : fuch a hely Witch,
That he enchants Socieriesinto him 3
Halfe all men hearts are his.
Ima. Youmake amends.
Lach. Hefits'mongf men, like 2 defended God 3
Hehath a kinde of Honor fets him off,
More then amortall feeming. Benotangrie”
(Moft mighty Princefle) thac I haue aduentus’d:
To try your taking of afalfereport, which hach
Honour’d with confirmation your great Judgement,
Inthe ele(tionofaSir,forare, -
Which you know, cannot erre. The loue I beare him,
Aade me to fan you thus, but the Gods madeyon
(Valike all others) chaffeleffe. Pray your parden.
Tmo, All’s well Sir : :
Take my powre i'th’Court for yours,
lach. My humblethaokes: 1had almoft forges
T’intreat your Grace, but in a{mall requefl,:
And yer of moment too,for it concernes:
Your Lord, my fclfe, and other NobleFriends
Are partners in the bufine(le,
Ime. Pray whatis’c? :
Tach. Some dozen Romanes of vs, and your Lord
(The beft Feather of our wing )haue mingled fummes
Tobuy a Prefent for the Emperor :
Which I (the Fadtor for the reft) haue done
In France: "tis Plate of rare deuice, snd Iewels
Ofrich, and exquifite forme, their valewes great,
And I am fomething curious, being firange
To have themiin fafe flowage : May it, pleafe you
To take them in protetion.
Imo, Willingly :
And pawne mine Henor for their fafety, fince
My Lord hathintereft in them, I will keepe them
In my Bed-chamber,
Tach. They areina Trunke
Attended by my men : 1 will make bold
To fend them to you, onely for thisnight :
I muftaboord to morrow.
Imo, O no,no,
lach. Yes ibefeech : or I fhall fhort my word
By length’ning my returne, From Gallia,
I croft theSeas on purpofe,and on promife
To fee your Grace.
Ime. 1thankeyou for your paines s
Butnot away to morrew,
Iash, O] muft Madam.
Therefore 1 {hall befeech you,if you pleafe
To greet your Lord with writing, doo’t to nighe,
I haue out-ftood my time, which is materiall
To'th’tender of our Prefent,
Imo, 1 will write:
Send your Trunke to me, it thall fafe bekepe,
And traely yeelded you ; you're very welcome, Exesnt.

Actus Secundus. ScenaPreima.

Enter Clotten,andthe two Lords,

Clot. Was there euer man had (uch lucke>when 1 kit
the Jacke vpon an vp-caft, to be hit away? 1 had a hun-
dred pound ont ¢ andthena whorien Iacke-an-Apes

muft
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1, What oot he. by that ? you hane broke his pate
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with vour Bowle,
s, {fhis wit had binlikehimthat broke it :ic would
‘ haue run aU out.
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Clet. Lamnotvextv'more at avy thing inth'earth ta

7

- ) = ! o T | 1
poxon t. 1bad rather net be fo Nobleas 1 am:t they dare
{ not fight'with me, becaufe of the Queene my Mo-

ther : euery Iacke-Slaue hath his belly full of Fighting,
}

| 2and Imuft govp and dewne like a Cock, that 50 bCﬂ"

{ can match.
2. You are Cnc?«'c and Capon toe, and
Cock, wiﬁ your combe on.
(,!’0.’ Sa , )kn.hﬂll ?
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offence comy inf c-uo;“
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it is fic I fhould commit
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2. Litisficfor ysur Lord(hip onely.
Clot. Why {
1. Didyou heere of a Stranger that’s come to Court

night?
Clot. A St ranger.and I not know on’c ?

apge Fellow himfelfe;and knowes it not.

lian come,

trail

o
.

Leownatus Frie

Clot, Diowarss? Abanitht Rafeall; and he’sanother,
whatfosuer he be. Who L:.;:}. youof this Stranger?
Oune of vour Lordfthips Pages &
I. un [your LOT0LNIT £l
Clot. Wel Ok

I‘: !EI‘:'»';.
de 1n'tr

bt"l\l‘_‘ i"-’.)':“v!ﬂf* Go not d(l‘/“r':{‘-
| Clot. Come, llego o {ee this Italian s what T haueloft

Ile winne to night of him, Come :go

gf\.h,

to day at Bowl
1le atzend your Lordfhip,

2.
gThsi {uch a craftie Diucl] as 15 bis Mother
Should yeild the world this Affe: & wor :sn_.i.‘n:t

w:hl er Breine this her Sonne

iy JOi f“‘ﬂ" fi

Deares all dewn e,andt

Cannot take two ﬁ om

Aud leade eighteene,
Theoudiuing frr:)rcr/

Berwi | hey Cre e oo n'd
Det w?ruu ver | L0y stCp=Galk Fouern dy
A Mother hou 1 ]

. g
More hateful

| Of thy desre
! (‘: the diuo: rce,

en that horrid A&

- the Heauens held firme
ur. Keepe vn(}‘xak d

vind that thou maift ftand

v'd Lord : and this great Land Exesn? .

at
banuh’
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l.'" ﬂ,l.} /:/ ::” Cﬁflqlfzf
Enterds Heogen §én ber Bed \ﬂm{ @ L:!dr:’,;
?'mc; S 4o’ s there > M y'woman'; felene 2
«“Pleafe you Madam.

1’#’-‘10. \f\r h«.l ln, ure Jb

and “tis thought one of
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7 /z@ n:gmfy of Gymb beline.

mut take me vp for fwear u as-if 1 borrowed mine { T;ad . Almof mi idnight,Madsm.

vathes of hmhs 1d mighsnot fpend:themvac my pleafiire, !ma. I baue read three hourés then:

| Mine eyes are weake,
[ ~ 1
Fold downe the leaferwhere I haue léfr :

to bed,

( Takenot away the Taper, leaue it burning:;
| B nd if thou canit awake by foure o’ch? clﬁtk
I Ipryt hee callme : Sleepe hath ceiz’d me wholly.

o0 your ;unn&;on 1commend me ,Gods ,

§
From Fayiies,and th (.]!,ﬂ‘ipilflSOfEH":'!l‘{.,h!g

Guard me befeech yee, Sleepes.
Tachimo from the Trunke.
Tach, Th C’ -kets fing,and mans o'-:-lapm dfenfe
Rep'ur esitfelfeb 3 reft : Our Tarquine thus
Did foftly ;-:1’ ethe Rufhes, crcluwakcn 'd
The Chaftitie he wounded. Cyrberes,
Iiow 1." "L.eh' thou becom’ft thy Bed;frefh Lilly,

L aQly

¢ Sheetes i that J rr=chct0uch,

C\
LJ{‘.‘C. Ru ’ ies vr\'wa:ag;rmo

How -5-:-:?(3;1 they do "Tis her breaching that
Perfumes the Chaml er EhUG :the Flame o’th Taper
E".L:w;-“ | would vnder-peepe her lids,

ghts,now vCanapied
7l :

\h,but fome narurallvotes about her Body,
choufand meaner va.-:iwab“"-

entoric.

% 1 A
’UD("CI\.TZ{“;\, windowes, White and
{ With Blew of Heauens owne tiné,
1[ T'o note the Chamber, I will wrize all-"m"_c';r:.
t Such,and fuchy i Therethe window, fuch
| = Cleao i ot v = - -
‘ Th'adernement af h DEA;TNC ALTAS, igurcs,
{ Why fuch, ~~:.j {uch : and the Contentso’sh’Story, -
;
|
\

e 0:151 vpoun hér}
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| And !‘ml S nfe bJ[J)ﬁpﬂ(l" I 1':!-{,
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{ Thus ina Chappelllying, Comeoff;come off;

)pery as the Gordish-knos V'a,! ard.
*Tis mine,and this will witnefe outwar dly,
As .'1i'r,'v'|1;i

ly as the Canfci

nfcience do®s w n‘\m 2

To'th’madding of her Lord. Onherleft breft

A mo ole Cinque-fported: Like rimf{on drops

I' th’bortome of a Cowdlippe. Heere’sa Voucher;

Stronger then euer Law could make; this Secret

| Will force him thinke ¥ haue pick’'d the lock,and rane

T he treafure of her Honour. No more :to what end #

Why fhould I writethis downe, that’s siueted,
crew’d to my memorie. She hath binreading |

Th-- Tale of 7 eress heere the leaffe’s turn’d downe

Pln;, omele ganevp. Lhaueenough,
Trunc 1»"’aw;nm«anamrnrin {pring of it.
Lr tha

Lall

B
(Ll

at

Cs

To t]
Swift. fwift, you Lhamnsc,tnﬂn
May beare the Rauens eye:: Ilm.gmnfc:a
Though this a heauenly Angell: hell is heere.

Cfat'r;;\f ﬁz;’:-"u

at daw ning.

One,two,three: time,time,

Sce

'y
J‘ —'

"“—. : o
1 ertia.

Ewnter Clotten and Lovds,
1. Your Lordfhip is the moft pu-’mm..zu“.k}ﬂﬁt
moft coldeft that ener.turn’d vp .“.cz".
Clot. Tt would make any man cs oofe,
i. But not euery man Pauent aftes e noble temper
of your Lordihip ;
you winne.

fo it
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Clet

B e

T

e

Exit, |

Youare moft | het, and furigus ywhen
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Winning will pit any man into courage: ifI could get

>

this foolith Tiogen, 1 fhould haue Gold enongh : it’s
mof morning, is’t ot ?

1 Day,my Lord.

Clor. 1wonld this Muficke

{ed to gine her MaficKe amornings they fay icwill pene-
trace. Enter Mufitsans.
Comeon, tune: If you can penctrate her with your fin-
gering,{o : wee'l try with tonggre too 2if none will do, let
her remaine rbat He never give o're, Firft, a very excel-
lent good conceyred thing; afier a wonderful {weet aire,
with admirablérich wordsro it, and then et her confi-
der.

al-

would come: 1 am adui-

L6 ]

SONG.
Hearke, bearke the Larke at Heancens
and Phabies gins arife,
His Steedstowater atthefe Springs
onchalic'd Elowres that ’;:

gate fings,

| And winking CALary-buds begin to ope tbeir Golden eyes

With encry ::b:;g that pretiy i, my Lady fweet arife :
Arife,arife.

So, ger you gone: if this pea trate, I will confider your
Muficke the better : if it do not, it isa voyce in her earcs

which Horfe-haires, and Calues-guts, northe voyce of

vnpaued Eunuch go bqot,can neuer amed.
Enter Cymbaline and Q\gqfr: 3

2 Heere comes the King.
Clot. Tam glad I was vp folate, forthat’s the reafon
{ 5 - :
I was vp focarely: he cannot choofle but take this Ser-

uice ] haue dene, fatherly. Good morrow to your Ma-
iefty, and to my gracious Mother.

Cym.Attend you herethe doore of our flern daughter
Will Mhenot forth ?

Clot I haue affayl’d |
{afes no notice.

Cym. The Exile of her
She hath not yet forgot him, fome more time
Muft weare the'print of his remembrance on',
And chen fhe’s yours,
9u. You are moft bound to'th’King,

[ 0

Who let’s go by no vantages, that may

1er with Mufickes,but fhe vouch-

£
.

finionis too new,

| Preferre you tahis daughrter : Frame your felfe

To orderly folicity, and be friended
With aptneffc of the feaflos : make denials
Encreale your Serui fofeeme, asif
You were infpir'd to do thofe duties which
You tender to her : that you in all obey her,
Saue when command toyour difmiffion tends,
And therein you are fenfeleffe,

Clot. Senfeleffe? Not {o.

Mef. So like you (Sir) Ambaffadors fromRome;
The oneis (aims Lucins.

Cym. A worthy Fellow,
Albeit he comes on angry purpofenow ;
But that’s no fault of his : we muft receyue him
According to the Honor of his Sender,
And towards himfelfe, his goodnefle fore-fpent cnvs
We mufl extend our notice : Our deere Sonne,
When you haue given good morhing to your Miftris,
Attend the Queénc, and vs, we (ll have neede
T’employ you towards{this Romane.
Come our Queene.

Clot. If fhe be vp, Ilefpeake with her : ifnot
Lec her lye flill, and dreame : by your leaue hoa,
1 know her women are about her ¢ what

~pe s
Lo

Exennt,
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IfI do line one of their hands, 'tis Gold 5

Which buyes admittance (oft it doth) yez,and makes

Diana s Rangers talfe themielues, yce!;i vp

Their Deere to’th’fand o’th’Stealer : and ’ris Gold

Which makes the True-man kill’d,and favesthe Thaefe:
Nay fomertime hangs both Theefe, and True-man : what
Can i i d nd el 1] I

Can itnot do,and vndeo? I will inake

One of her women Lawyer to me, for

I yet noc vnderftand the ca
By your leave:

{e my {clfe.
Knockes,
Enter a Lady,

La. Who's there thac knockes?

Clot. A Gentleman.

La. No more.

Clot. Yes,and a Genclewomans Sonne,

La. That'smere
Then fome whofe Taylors are as deere as yours,
Can iuftly boa® of : what's your Lordfhips pleafure

Clot. Your Ladies perfon, is fhe ready? .

"
&
4

La. 1,tokeepeher Chamber.
Clot. ThereisGold for you,
Sell me ood

La 1y good name ? or to report of youl
What I thall thicke is good.  The Princefle.

ik

ster Tmoren,
-\)

Clor, Goodt

norrow faireft, Sifter your fweet hand.

Imo. Good morfow Sir, you lay outr too much paines
For purchg['i ng buztroubles the_timnkcs 1 giue, .
Is telling you that I am poore'of thankes,
And {car{e can {pare them.

Clor. Sull I fweare Iloveyou,

Imoa, 1f you but {aid {0, twere as deepe wi
Ifyou fweare flill, your recompence is (hll
That Iregard itnot,

Clot. Thisisno anfwer.

Imo. Butthatyou fhall not fay, T'yeeld being filen:
I wopld net fpeake, 1pray youipare me, faich
1hall vofold equall difcourtefie
To yous beft kinduefle : one of your great knowing
Shcu'd learne (being taught) forbearance,

1 Clot. Toleaue youin yourmadnefle, *cwere my fin,
I will not.

Ima. Feoiesarenot mad Folkes.

Clot. Do you call me Foole ?

Imo. Aslammad Ido:
1fyou'l be patient, lle no more be mad,

That cures vs both. I am much ferry (Sir)
Youput me to forget a Ladies manners

By being {o verball : 2nd learne now, tor all;
That I which know my beart, do heerz pronounce
By th'very truth ofit, I care not foryou,

And am foneere the lacke of Chasitie

To accufe my felfe, I hate you : which I had rathes
Y ou fele, then make’t may boaft.

Clor. You finne againft
Obedience, which you ewe your Father, for
The Contra& you p':'etr:nd with that bafe Wretch,
One, bred of Almes, and fofter’d with cold difhes,
With {craps o’th*Coure : Itisno Contract, none ;
And thoughitbeallowed in meaner partics
( Yet who then he more meane) to knit theic foules
(On whom there is no more dependancie
But Brats and Beggery) in{elfe-figur'd knot,

Yet youare curb’d from that enlargement, by
24 2

th me:
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he Travedy of Cymbelne.
1 he Tragedy of Gymbel

T he confequence o'th’Crowne,and muft ner foyle
T he precious note of it; with a bafe Slaue,
AHilding for a Liuorie,a Squires Cloth,
A.Pantler; not fo emingnt.

Imo. Prophane Fellow :
‘W ert thou the Sonne of Zupiter,and no more,
But what thou art befides : thou wer’t too bafe,
To be hisGroome : thou wer't dignified enough
| Euen to the point of Enuie. 1f’twere made
Comparatiue for your Vertues,to be ftil'd
The vader Hangman of his Kingdome; and hated
For being prefer’'d fo well,

Clet. TheSouth-Fog rorhim.

Imo. He neuer can meere more mifchance,then come
To bebutnam’d of thee. His mean’ Garment
That euer hath but clipt hisbodyj; is dearer
In my refpedt,then all the Heires aboue thee,
Were they all made fuch men : How now Pifanie?

Enter Pifanio,

Clot, His Garments? Now the diuell.

Ime. To Dorerhy my woman hie thee prefently,

Clot, HisGarment ? i

Imo. Tam iprighted with aFoole,
Frighted,and angred worfe : Go bid my woman
Search for a Iewell, thactoo cafually
Hath lefc mine Arme: it was thy Mafters. Shrew e
If I would loofe it for a Reuenew,

Of any Kings in Europe. Idothink,
1{aw’t this morning : Confident [ am.
Laft night ‘cwas on mine Arme; I kifs'd it,
I hope it be not gone,to tell my Lord
That I kiffe aught but he,

Pif: 'Twill not beloft,

dmo. Thopefo: go and {earch,

Clot. You haue abus’d me:

Hismeaneft Garment ?

Imo. 1,1{aid fo Sir,

If you will make’t an A&ion,call witneffeto't.
Clot, Twill enferme your Father,

Imo. Your Mothertoo :

She’s my good Lady; and will concieue,l hope
But the worft of me, So I leaue your Sir,

Toth’worft of difcontent. Exit.
Clst. llesbereueng’d:s
His mean’ft Garment ? Well, Exit,

— R, e alad

Scena Quarta.

Enter Pofthumus and Philario,

Poft, FeareitaortSir:Iwould I were fo fure
To winne the King, as I am bold, her Honour
Will remaine her’s,

Phil. What meanes do you make to him ?

Poff, Notany : butabide the change of Time,
Qnake in the prefent winters fate,and with
That warmer dayes would come : In thefe fear’d hope
I barely gratific your loue; they fayling
I muft die much your debror.

Phil. Yout very goodnefle,and your company,
Ore-payesall I can do, By this your King,

Hath heard of Great Anguftus : Caiss Luciss,
Will do’s Commiffion throughly. AndI think

|

{
i

Hee'le grant the Tribate : {end th’Arserages,
Or looke ypon our Romaines,whofe remembrance
Isyetirefhin their griefe.

Poff. 1do beleeue

(Starift though I am none,nor like tobe)

Thatchis, will proue a Warre; and youfhall heare

The Legion now in Gallia,{ooner landed

In our not-tearing-Britaine,then haue tydings

Of any penny Tribute pajd. Our Countrymen

Are men more order’d,then wheo Zuliss Cefar

Smal'd at cheir lacke of skill but found their courage

W orthy his frowning at. Their difcipline, ]
(Now wing-led with cheir courages)will make knowne
Totheir Approucrs, they are People,{uch

That'mend vpon the world, Enter Tackino,

Pz, Sce lackimo.

Poft. The {wifteft Harts,haue pofted you by land;
And Windes of all the Corners kifs’d your Sailes,
To make your veffell nimble.

Phil. W elcome Sir,

Poff. Thopethe briefenefle of your anfwere,made
The (peedinefle of your returne.

Lachi. Your Lady,

Is one of the fayreft chat I haue look’d vpon

Poff. Andtherewithall the beft,or let her beauty
Lookethorough a Cafement to allure falfe hearts,
And befalfe with them. y

Lachi, Heereare Letters for you.

Poff. Their tenure good I truf.

Tach, "Tisvery like,

Poff, Was Caisss Lucinsin the Britaine Coust,
When you were there ?

lach, He wasexpeted then,

But not approach’d.
Poft. Alliswellyer,
Sparkles this Scone asit was wont,or is’t not
Too dull for your good wearing ?
Tach. 1f1haueloft it,
I fhould haue loft the worth of it in Gold,
Ile make aiourney twice as farre,tenioy :
A fecond night of fuch fweet {hortnefle, which
Was mine in Britaine, for the Ring is wonne,
Poft. The Stones too hard te come by.
Jach. Nota whit,
Your Lady being fo eafy,

Poff. Make note Sir
Your loffe,your Spore : I hope you know that we
Muft not continue Friends.

Lach. Good Sir,we muft
If you keepe Couenant : had I notbrought
The knowledge of your Miftris home,I grant

| We were to queftion farther; but I now

Profeffemy felfe the winner of her Honer,
Together with your Ring; and not the wronger
Of ber,or you hauing proceeded but
By both your wilies,

Poft. Ifyouncan mak’t apparant
That yon have tafted her in Bed; my hand,
And Ring is yours. Ifnot,the foule opinion
You bad ofher pure Honours gaines,or loofes,
Your Swerd,or minegor Maficrlefle leaue both
Te who fhall finde them.

Lach. Sir,mv Circumflances
Being fo nere the Truth,as I will make them,
Mauft firft induce you to belecue; whofe irength
Iwill confirme wic h oach,which I doubt not
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You'l giue me leaue to {pare, when you fhall finde
Youneede it nots

Poff. Proceed.

Iach. Firft, her Bed-chamber
(Where I confeffeT {lept not, but profeffe
Had that was well worth watching) ic was hang'd
With Tapiftry of Sitke,and Siluer, the Stery
Proud Clecpatra, when (he mer her Roman,

And Srdnms fwell’d aboue the Bankes, or for

The preffe of Boates, or Priae. A peece of Worke
Sobranely done, fo rich, that icdid firiue

1n Workemanfhip, 2nd Value, which I wonder'd
Could be fo rarely,and exactly wraught

Since the true life on’t was

Poft. Thisis troe :
Andrhisyou might hauc heard of heere, by me,
Or by fome other.

Zach. More particelars
Muoft iuftifie my knowledge.

Poff. Sothey muft,

Or doe your Honour iniury,

Iscir. The Chimney
1s South the Chamber, and the Chimney-peece
Chafte Dian, bathing : never faw { figures
Selikely toreport themfelues ; the Cutter
Was as another Nature dumbe, out-went her,
Motion,and Breath left out.

Poff, Thisisathing
Which you mighi from Relation likewifereape,
Being, as it is, much {pokeof.

Iach. TheRoofe o’th’'Chamber,

With golden Cherubins is fretted. Her Andirons
(1 had forgot them) were two winking Cupids
OfSiluer, each on one foote ftanding, nicely
Depending on their Brands.

Poff. Thisis her Honor :

Letic be granted you haue feencall this (and praife
Be giuento your remembrance) the defeription

Of what is in her Chamber, nothing faues
Thewager you haue laid.

Tach. Thenifyoucan
Be pale, I begge but leaue to ayre this Tewell : See,
And now tis vp againe : it muft be married
To that your Diamond, Ile keepe them.

Poft. Toue
Once more let me behold it: Isic that
Which I left with her?

Tach. Sir (I thanke her)that
She friptit from her Arme : 1 {ee her yer :
Her pretty Alion, did out-fell her guift,
Andyet enrich’d it too: (he gaue it me,
And faid, fhe priz’d it once,

Poft. May be,fhe pluck’d it off
To fend it me.

Lach. Shewrites fo to you? doth fhe

Poff. O no,no,u0, tis true. ;
It isa Bafiliske vnto mine eye,

Killes me to looke on’t: Letthere be no Honer,

W here there is Beauty . Truth,where femblance : Loue;

Where there’s another man. The Vowes of Women,
Of nomore bondsge be, to where they are made,
Then they are to their Vertues;which is nothirg
O,aboue meafure falfe. ¢ oo

Phil, Haue patience Sir, |
And take your Ring againc, 'tis not yet wonncs -
Tt may be probable fhe loft it sor” ‘

Who knowes ifone her women, being corrupted. .
Hath ftolne it from her.
Poft. Very true,
And {o 1hope he cameby’t:backe my Ring, [
Render to me fome corporall igne about her
More eaident then this : for this was flolne,
Lach., By lupiter, I had it from her Arme,
Poff. Hearkeyou,he {weares: by lupiter he {weares,
'Tistrue, nay keepe the Ring s ris true : 1 am {ure
She would not loofe it : her Actendants are
All fwerne, and bonourable : they induc’d to ftealeir 2
And by a Stranger ? No, he hath enioy’d her,
The Cogpifance of her incontinencie
Is chis ; fhe hath boughr thename of Whore,thus deesly
There, take thy hyre, and all che Fiends of Hell
Diuide themfclues betweene you,
Phil. Sir, be patient:
Thisisnot firong enough to be beleew’d
Of one perfwaded well of.
Poff. Neuertalkeon’t:
She hath bin colted by him.
Iesh, 1f you fecke
For further fatisfying, vnder her Breaft
(Worthy her preffing) lyes aMole, right proud
Ofthat moft delicate Lodging. By my life
I kiftic, and it gaue me prefent hunger
Tofecde againe, though full. Youdo remember
This ftaine vpon her ?
Po/t. 1,and it doth confirme
Another {aine, 2s bigge as Hell can hold,
Were there no more but it.
lach. Will you heare mare?
Poft. Spare your Arethmaticke,
Nerier count the Turnes : Once,and a Million,
Lich. llebe fworne.
Peoff. No {wearing:
If you will {weare you haue not done’t, youlye,
And i will kill thee, if thou do’ft deny
Thou'{t made me Cuckold.
lach. Tle deny nothing. ]
Pof. O that I had her heere,to teare her Limb-meale:
I will go there and doo’t, 'th'Court,before
Her Father.  Ile do fomething.
Phil. (‘Mltﬁ‘ befides
The gouernment of Patience, You have wonne :
Leo’s follow him, and peruert the prefent wrach
He hath again(t himfelfe,
Tach, Wich all my heart,

i e i e e o 7

Exite

Exeunt,
Enter Pofthumsuse

Pef?. Ts there no way for Men to be, but Womicn
Muft be halfe-workers? Weareall Baltards,
And that mof(t venerable man, which T
Did call my Facher, was, I know not where .
When I was Ramps. Some Coyner with his Tooles
Made ine a counterfeit : yet nay Mother feem’d
The Dign of that time : fo doth my Wife
The Non-pareill of this. Oh Vengeance, Venggance !
Me of tmy lawfull pleafure fhe refirain’d,
And pray’d me oft forbearance : didit with
A pudencie fo Rofie, the {weetview ot
Might well haue warm’d olde Saturne 5
That I thought her _ % et
As Chafle, as vn-Sunn’d Snow,. Oh,all the Diuels!
Thisyellow Jachimdin an houre, wastnor ¢
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Or 18(T3; at firft ¢ Perchance he {poke not,buc

Like a full Acorn’d Boare,a Iarmen on,

Cry’de oh, and mounted ; found no sppoficion

But what he look’d for, fhould oppole, and the
Should from encounter guard. Could T finde oue
The Womanspart in me, for there’s no motion

. Thac tends to vice 1n man, but [ affirme

Itis the Womans part : beit Lying, noteir,

The womans : Flateering, biers ; Deceiuing, hers:
Luft,and ranke thoughts, hers,hers ; Reuenges hets:
Ambitions, Couetings, change of Prides, Difdaine,
Nice-longing, Slanders, Muortability
All Faults that name, nay, that Hell knowes,

Why hers, in part, or all: butracher all For evento Vice
They are not conftant, bur are changing ftill;
One Vice, burofa minuceold, for one

Not halfe {o old as that. Ile write againt them,
Deteft them, curfe them : yet 'tis greater Skill
Inatrue Hate, to pray they have their will : '
Thevery Diuels cannot plague them better. Exst,

Actus Tertius. ScenaPrima.

Enter in State,Cymbeline, Qucene,Clotten, and Lords at
one doore, and at ansther , Caius, Lucius,
and Attendants.

Cym. Now fay, what would Augaftus Cafir with vs?
Luc. When Inlios Cufar (whofe remernbrance yet
Liues in mens eyes, and will to Eares and Tongues
Be Theame, and hearing eter)was in thig Britain,
And Conquer'd it, Caffibulan thine Vinkle
(Famous in Cefirs prayfes, no whit leffe
Then inhis Fears defer uing it) for him,
Andhis Succeflion, granted Rome a Tribute,
Yeerely three thoufand pounds ; which(by chee)lately
Is left vatender’d.,
2. Androkill the meruaile,
| Shall be fo euer.:
Clot. "There be many Cafars,
Erefuch another Julins" Britaine’s a world
By it felfe, and we will nothing pay
For wearing our owne Nofes.
2%, Thatopportunity
Which then they had to take from'’s, to refume
Wehaueagaine, Remembe; Sir, my Liege,
TheKingsyour Anceftors, together with
The naturall bravery of your Ifle, which flands
As Neptunes Parke, ribb’d,and pal’din
With Oakes vnskaleable, and roaring Waters,
With Sands that will not beare your Enemies Boates,
But fucke chem vp to’th’Top-maft, A kinde of Conqueft
Cafarmade heere, but made fot heere his bragge
Of Came, aiid Saw, and Ouer-came : with fhame|
1(The firf thageier codeh’d him) he was carried
From offeidr Coaft, twice beaten : and his Shipping
(Pooreignorane Baubles) on our terrible Seas
LikeEgge-thelsmou'd vpon their Surges, crack’d
As ealily’gaint oui Rockes. For ioy whereof,
The fam'd Coffibulsn, who was once at point
(Oh giglet Eortune) to mafter Cefars Sword,
Made Lids-Z owne with rgioycing-Fires brighr,

_ Our felues to be, we do. Say thento Cefar,

s,

And Britaines flruc with Courage, p
Clor. Come, there's no more Tribute to be paid : ous |
Kingdome is firongerthen it was at thar time : and (as I
faid) there is no mo fuch Cafars jother of them may haue |
crook’d Nofes, but to owe {uch raice Armes, none, |
Cym. Son, let your Mother end, |
Clot."We haue yet many among ys, ¢an gripeas bard
as Caffibulan, 1 doe not faylamone: butT hauea hand.
Why Tribute? Why (hould we pay Tribute # If Cefar |
can hide the Sun fromvs with a Blanket,or put the Moon
inhis pocket,we will pay him Tribute for light: elfe Sir,
no more Tribute, pray you now.
Cym. You muft know,
Till the iniurious Romans, did extore
This Tribute from vs, we were free, Cafars Ambition,
Which {well’d fo much, that it did almoft ftrecch
The'fides o’th*World,againft all colour heere,
Did put the yoake vpon’s ; which to fhake off
Becomesa watlike people, whom we reckon

Our Anceftor wasthat Mulmutins, which
Ordaind our Lawes, whofe vie the Sword of Cefar
Hath too much mangled ; whofe vepayre, and franchife,
Shall (by the power we hold) be our good deed,
Tho Rome be therfore angry. Mulmuties made our lawes
Who was the fir@ of Britaine, which did put
His browes withina golden Crowne,and call’d
Himf{elfe aKing,

Luc. 1am forry Cymbeline,
That Tam to pronounce Angnftus (efar
{Cefar, that hath moe Kings his Seruants,then
Thy felfe Domefticke Officers) thine Enemy ¢
Receyueit from me then, Warre, and Confufion
In Cefars name pronounce I’gainftthee : Looke
For fury, notto berefifted. Thus defide,
I'thankethee for my felfe.

Cym. Thou art welcome Cains,
Thy Cefar Knighted me ; my youth I {pent
Much voder him ; of him, 1 gather’d Honour,
Which he, to fecke of me againe, perforce,
Behooues ms keepeatveterance, Iam perfed,
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for
Their Liberties arenowin Armes aPrefident
Which notto reade, would fhew the Britaines cold :
So Cefar fhall not finde them,

Lue, Let proofe fpeake.

Clor. His Maiefty biddesyou welcome. Make pa-
flime withvs, a day, or two,or longer : if you feek ys af-
terwardsin other tearmes, you fhall findevs in our Salt-
water-Girdle: ifyou beate vs our of it, it is yours: if you
fall in the aduenture, our Crowes fhall fare the better for
you : and there’s an end,

Lue, Sofir,

Cym. Tknow your Mafters pleafure,and he mine::
Allthe Remaine, is welcome. Exennt,

Stena Secunda.

Enter Pifanio reading of a Letter,
Pif. How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write younot
What Monfters her accufe ? Leonars ;
Oh Mafter, whata firange infe&ion ‘f

v
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| Is falne jpro thy eate? Whae falfe Tealian,
| (As poyfono us tengu’dsas lland°'4)hat|x pr*um d
1O

1 Ont hjhofwcfxdv”ca ucv'-*D;{]o‘, 1?Ne.
i She’s punifh d for m-r Tmm and vndergoes

i More Goddefle-like,then \/V ifeclikes fuch Affaules
{ Aswould takein um*Vomm Oh my Mafter,

|- Thy mindik 011“r,m now as lowe,as were
| Th 1y For

runes. How ? That [ thould murther her,

pe ana Tyuih,snd Vowes;which I
1 to -LI,J: command ? I ber rHer blood?
| 1*1; be (o,to do ooud feruice, never

| Letme bk cout .Lcd ruiceable. How lookelT,

| That I thould feemeto lacke humanny,

So mbf.h as 'L‘hls 1‘.’)3)[ comesto? Jo:‘:"r ‘l\Tl'v:T :L',i“i[r:r.,

That I hzwffn‘ bier J‘y berowae command,

Shalf gine thee rpww:mz;.ﬂ, Ohdamn’d Pv*f‘r

Blacke 25 the Inke'tha’s :scn‘ =leff= bauble,

Arttho ‘ie for rr:« A@; and look i':

Sa’ Jm in-like without fﬁc e here fhe comes
r.. ater ;r

‘ [}‘\.'

l‘:'ﬂ(j'

Fpens
I amicnoranciwwhatlam commanded.

fm/} ’r{u‘f" Now ]’/f."ﬂi*'a?

Pif. Ma sa [ eter from my Lotd.

Imo. v"‘;f\w,;uv Lord? "i" it is my Lerd Leowates?
Qh,learn’d indeed were th:
That knew the Starres,as
Heel'd .,/tusPutue open. You good Gods,
Lec what isheerecontai nd);\l (h of Loue,
Ofmy Lords heal th,of his cont
That we twoare s mdw let
Some gricfes are medcin
Forit doth phyficke S.n ue,of his content,
‘ AHLL' inthat, Good Wax,t 1ylmllc"b'6(tb
| You Bees that make 'Hcif’Lo kes of counfaile.
i And men in dangerous Bondes pray not

n} w reTe |

2t Altronomer

T ki Yo
I ..'sé,,w ‘rmm.s,

efit ; yet not
that grieue him;
able thatis one of them,

Louers,

d\'.i\n,

e,

Tmumﬂ orfeytoursyo uc.n'm prifor et
Youcla i; e yourig Cupids T "b'(“ : goud Newes Gods.

| A

s

] : - s
yosr Fat ';:':r'f wraih ( /?*Mfr; be take ,*wc: 72

| 7 I
)
! E

| Dowminton

\conld not be fo cv rn'c:[.‘a me,as Yot 2 (ob the dee-

erten reneyy me with your eyes. Take
L awin L mbria at Milford-Hauen : what yonr
";r,,@,-.f.;[e yott, ,o‘luw. So hewilbes yor

k_,','a'.**r""cs \wonld e

l
bat vempaines loyall to bis Vow ,and your en cred-

I.cona.m Poftbumus

tlikeme:
yond,beyond : {ay,and | fpeakethicke

( .z%o fhould fill the bo
yihmdthering of the Senfe)how f‘z.rm: 1s
of n*.-_-'ir.me b‘lcﬂf:d Milford, And byt

AN
vV

res of hearing,

"Wwa) y

HOW
{OW

Jales was made fol ."wh:a i
niserite fuch a Haven. Bucfirft
oW weimay feale from hence: and forthe gap

T }“ ¢ wef(hall mak‘::n f]mc, ﬁnm fv"lw f —L,m’-::’;j
hence,

of all,

oW ger
5
R

v

i \\ hy fhmuld Wcu{—c be l:)ogrne orere D:gf;
\“ch( fthat heereafter, Prythee {peake,
f How 1t c of Miles may we

§
1
— . —

aJ.'\s.(

3

nany {to rell rid

e

i £ _ - Y

Tw.x hosare,and houre ?
Pif. One fcore’cwixt Sun,and Sun, ;

Madam’s enough for you : and too mucki too. {
Imo. Why,one that rode to’s Excution Man, '

Could peuer go fo flow : I hane heard ot?sdmg W agcz:,
Where Horfes haue bis nimbler then the Sands
Thae run i'th’Clocks behalfe. Butthis is Foolrie,
Go,bid my Woman faigne a Sicknefle,fay
She le hometo hf’r Fa\rlwer and prn!ndr me prefently
i\ Ridmo Suit: No coftlier thenwould fir
Fran ‘lms Huf w1fc.
Mj;:. Madam, vom"rc beft confider.
lme. |1 ‘cc*‘ ctore me(Man) nor heere, ﬂt:i heere;
Nor whatenfues but haueaPog in the
bds. through, ﬁ\\;“,’,fp"‘lufe
o : There’s nomore jo fay:
| 5

(S0 | 3 - 3
Acceflible is none but Milford way.

e

That Il canne

Exennt:

B =

Scena T ertia.

]
o )
{7

arins ,Gutderins and Aruiragus.

howt .u‘u.c the Hcaucrb, and bowea you
Toainornings holy office. The Gates of Menarches
Arc mcf  {o high,that Giants may et through

Aud keepe their im p;ow‘ Turbonds on,without

Good morrow to the Sun. Haile thou faire Heauen,
Wehoufe i'th'Rotke,yet vie thee not fo hardly
Asprouder liuers do.

v

Guid, Haile Heauen.

Aruir. Haile Heauen.

Bela, Now for our Mountaine {port, vp to yond hill
SUr 'mwe-" e yong: lle tread thefe Flars. Confider,
When ye \’1 abeueperceive me likes a Crow,
'L";'w tis Place, which leffen’s,and fets off, [

td youmay then revolue what Tales,I have told you,
“ZLLu;»r, u'T rincess of the Tricks in Warre,

his .‘f;t.‘i:"".cn
Y

isnot Seruice; fobeing done,
o allowed. Toa nprthmu thus,
sfic from all things we {ee:

{ often ro our comfors, fhall we finde
i in ’l"t‘tlmld

I e. 'Ohthisli
tending fora checke :
ing noching for a Babe:
ing in vnpayd-for Silke s

aipe tf .t‘vui him "*um:ﬂ«;s 1m fine,

pes 1is Boo t)l!l"’ Lo OULSs

0uT proo ofe you fpeak: we poore vnfledg d
..omv ew o’'th’nel}; nor knowesno
e. ?xm ly this lifeis beft,

rerroyou

fa

3

kevncros’d:n

ea o1 knowne. Well correfponding
¢ (fiffe Age; batvato v:}ms
ip ance : trauaihin b J
(j:s%",)uij_‘h thatno Ies
a4t
Arai: What fhouid we ‘?c:n"c
When we are old 25 you > When we {hall heare |
and @ .ud beate darke December? How ‘
ur pinching Caue, (hall we difcourfe !
aaa 3 The}
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Weare bealtly; fubile as the Fox for prey,
Like warlike as the Wolfe, for what we eare -
Our Valour is to chace what flyes : Our Cage :
We make a Quire, as df}:h the prifon’d Bird,
And fing our Bendage freely, ;

Bel. How you {peake,
Did youbut know the Citties Viuries,
And felt them knowingly : the Arto'th’Court,
As hardro leaue, as keepe : whole top to climbe
Is certaine falling : or fo {lipp'ry, that
The feare’s asbad as failling, Thetoyle o’th’Warre,
A paine that onely {eemes to feeke out danger

And hath asoft a land’rous Epitaph,

AsRecord of faire A&t. Nay, many timest
Dothill deferue, by doing well : what’s worfe
Muft curc’fie at the Cenfure. Oh Boyes, thisStorie
The World may reade inme: My bodie’s mark’'d
With Roman Swords ; and my report, was once
Firft, withthe beft of Note, (ymbeline lou'd me,

) And when a Souldier was the Theame, my name
Was not farre off : then was [ asa Tree

V
A Storme, or Robbery (call it what you will)

1

And left me bare to weather.
Gui. Vncertaine fauour.

|
1
i
|
,5.,
Y
[
|
| But that two Villaines, whofe falfe Qathes preuayl’d
[ Before my perfect Honos, {wore to Cymbelive,

{ I was Confederate with the Romanes : fo
Followed my Bani(hment, and this t wenty yeeres,

YO .-

Where I hauelin'd at honelt freedome, payed
More pious debts to Heauen, then in all

This is not Hunters Language 5 he that firikes
The Venifon firk, fhal! be the Lord o'th’Feaft,
¥ To bim the other two fhall minifter,

I And we will feare no poylon, which attends
' 1n place of greater State:

e

How hard itis to bide the fparkes of Nature :
| Thefe Boyes know little they are Sonnes to’th’King,
| Nor Cymbeline dreames thatthey are aliue.
3 They thinke they are mine,
L And though train’d vp thus meanely
i I'th’Caue, whereon the Bowe their thoughts do hit,
E The Roofes of Palaces, and Nature prompts ther
{i1n fimple andlowe things, to Prince it, much
I Beyond the tricke of others. This Paladonr,
E Theheyre of Cymbelsse and Britaine, who
| The King his Facher call’d Guiderins . Ioue,
Whenon my thice-foor ftoole I fir, and tell
| The warlike feats I haue done, his {pirits flye out
y : {ay thus wine Enemy fell,
And thus I [cr my foote on’s necke, euen then

The Princely blood flowes in his C ecke,he fweats,

T rie IR
INto my » L«

1

That adks my words, The yonger Brother Cadwall,

Once druirag s, inaslikea figure

Strikeslife into my {peech, ana fhewes much more

His ewne concey uing. Hearke, the Game is rows'd,

Oh Cymbelive, Heanen and my Conf{cience knowes
Thou didd'R vniuftly banifh re : whereon

e et

T b . -
I heFreezing houres away > We haue feene nothing :

I'th’'name of Fame,and Honor, which dyes i'th’fearch,

'hofe boughes did bend wich fruit. Butin one night,

Shooke downe my msllow hangiugs : nay my Leaues,

Bel. My fault being nothing (as I haue tald you oﬂ:}

This Rocke,and thele Demefies, haue bene my World,

The fore-end of my time, But, vp to'th’Mountaines,

Ile meete you in the Valleyes, Exennt,

for the purpofe ; where, if thos feare toffrike, and to make mee

Straines his yong Nerves, and puts himfelfe in pofture

Atthree, and twoyeeres old, I ftole thefe Babes, i
Thinking to barre thee of Succeffion, as {
Thourefts me of my Lands.. Exriphiley: g

Thou was’t their Nurfe, they took thee for their mather, |
And cuery day do honor toher graue: :
My felfe Belariss, that am Mergan call'd

They take for Nawrall Father. The Game is vp. . Exit.

S

e et e s S

Scena Quarta.

Enter Pifanio and Imogen.

Ime. Thou told’ft me when we carpe frd harle, §place
Was neereac hand : Ne're long’d my Mother o
Tofce mefirft, as Thaue now : Pyfanie, Man ;
Where is Poffbumns  What is in thy mind
That makes thee ftare chus ? Wherefore breaks that figh
From th'inward of thee? One, but painted thus
Would be interpreted a ihmg perplex’d
Beyond felfe-explication. Pyt thy felfe
Into a haviour oflefle feare, ere wildneffe
Vanquifh my Rayder Senfes. Whav's the matter?
Why tender {t thou that Paper to me,with
Alooke vntender ? [ft be Summer Newes
Smile too’t before : if Winterly, thouneed'®t
But keepe chat coune’nance fl, My Husbands hand ?
That Drug-damn’d Italy, hath out-craftied him,
And hee's at fome hard point., Speakeman, thy Tongu:
May take off fome exireamitie, which to reade
Would be enen mortall to me.

Pif. Plealeyoureade,
And you (hall finde me (wretched man) a thing
The moft difdain’d of Fortune.

Trmogen reades. X

Ny Myftris (Pifanio) bath plaide the S trumpet in m;‘t
X Bed : the Teftimonies whereaf, lyes 5;’¢’ed;1{g inme.d [peak:
not out of weake Surmifes, but from proofe as firong as my
grecfe,and as cevtaine as I expect my Remenge. T bat pare ;thos
( Prfamo) mult alle for me,if thy Faith benot tainted with the |
breach sf bers ; let thine owne bands take away ber lefe : 1 fball
Line thee apportunity at filford Hanen, She batk my Letter

certaine it i5 doney thett art the Pander to ber dsfbononr, and
equally to me difloyall.
4 - SO

Pif. What fhall I need to draw my Sword,the Papeg
Hath cut her throat alreadie ? No, 'tis Slander,
Whofe edge is fharper then the Sword,whofe tongue
OQut-venomes a'l the Wormes of Nyle, whofebreath
Ridesonthe pofting windes,and doth belye
All corners of the World, Kings,Queencs,and Stacess,
Maides, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Graue
This viperous flander enters. What cheere,Madam ?
Ims, Falle to his Bed ? What s itto be falfe 2
Tolyein watch there, and to thinke on him? )
To weepetwixt clock and clock?lf‘ﬂcep charge Na ure, |
Tobreakeit with a fearfull dreame of him,

And cry my felfe awake # That'sfalfeto’s bed? Isic? |
Pyfa. Alas good Lady, ;

Imo. 1falfe? Thy Confcience witnefle : Zackimo, |
Thou didd’R acenfe him of]’ncontancncie; :

j Thou then Jook’df like a Villaine : now, me think es 7 :
Thy |




Mine A
| The Time inuiting thee ? The perturb’d Court

‘The Tragedse of ymbeline.

Thy fauotirs good enough, Some lay of Ttaly
( Whofe mother was herpainting) hath betraid him:
Poorel am ftale,a Garment out of fathion,
And for 1 amricher then to hang by th*walles,
I muft beript : To peeces with me : Oh !
Mens Vowes are womens Traitors. All goed fecning
By thy'reuslt (oh Husband) fhalibe choughe
Puc on for Villainy 3 tiot berne where’t growes,
But worne a Baitefor Ladies,

Pifa. Good Madam,heare me.

mo. True honelt men being heard like falle e £neas,
Were in his time t’nougbt falfe : and Synons weeping
Did (candall many a holy teare itocke pitcy
From moft true wretchedneffe, Sothou, Pefthumims

Wil lay the Leauen'on all propermen ;

| Goouly,and gallant, fhali be falfe snd periur'd

From thy great faile : ComeFeilow; be thou honeft,
Dothou thy Mafters bidding. Whenthou feeft him,
A little witneffe my obedience. Locke
T draw the Sword my {elfe, take it, and hit
The innocent Manfion of'my Loue (my Heart:)
Fearenot, "tis empry of all things, burGreefe :
Thy Mafter is not there, who wasindeede
Theriches of it. Dohisbidding, ftrike,
houmay# be valiant ina betcer caufe;;

Burnow thoun feem'ft a Coward.

Pif. HencevileInftsyment,
Thou fhalt not damne my hand,

Imo. Why, I muftdye:
And if I do not by thy hand, thou art
No Seruant of thy Mafters, Againft Selfe-flaughter,
There is a prohibition fo Diuine,

| Thac crauens my wezkehand = Come,heere’s my heart :

Somezthing’s 3-foot : Soft,foft, wee'l no defence,
Obedient as the Seabbard. Whatis heere,
TheScriptures of the Loyall Leonatas,
All turn’d co Herefie? Away,away
Corrupters of my Faith, you fhall nomore
Be Stomachers to my heart : thus may poore Fooles
Beleeue falfe Teachers : Though thoie that arc betr
Do feele the Treafon fharpely, yet che Traitor
Seands in worle cafe of woe. And thou Poftbumins,
That didd’ft fet vp my difobedience gainft the King
My Father, and makes me put into contempt the fuices
Of Princely Fellowes, thalt heereafter finde
It isno aGe of common paffage, but
A firaine of Rareneffe : and I grecue my feife,
To thinke, whenthon fhalt be difedg’d by her,
That now thou tyreft on, how thy memory
Will then be pang’d by me. Prychee difpatch,
The Lambe entreats the Butcher. Wher®s thy knite?
Thou art too{low to do thy Mafters bidding
When T defireittoo.
Pif. Oh gracious Lady:
Since I receiw’d command to do this bufinefle,
1 haue not {leprone winke,
Imo. Doo’t,and to bed then.
P4f. lle wake mine eye-balles firft.
Imo. Wherefore then
Didd4'@ yndertake 10 ? Why haft thou abus’d
Somany Miles, withapretence? This place?
vion ? and thine owne ¢ Our Horfes labour?

;’.!d

For my being abfent ? whereunto I never
Purpofereturne. Why haft chou gone fo farre
T o be vo-bent ? when thou haft tane chy (tand,

A e et e e T
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Th’ele&ted Deere before thee 2
Pif. Buttowintime ‘
To loofe fo bad employment, in the which
I haue confider’d of a courfe: good Ladie
Hzare me with patience.
Imo, Talke thy tongue weary, fpeake :
haue heard I am a Strumpet, and mine eare
herein fal{e firooke, can take no greater wound,
Nor tent, to bottomethat, Butfpeake,
Pif. Then Madam,
I thought you would notbacke againe.
Imo, Moft like,
Bringing me heere to kill me.
P:f, Notfo neither:
Butif | were as wife, as honeft, then
My purpofe would proue well : it cannot be,
But that my Mafler is abus’d. Some Villaine,
I,and ingular in his Are, hath doneyou both
This curied iucie,
Imo, Some Roman Curtezan?
Pifz. No,onmy life:
le giue but notice you are dead, and fend him
Some bloody figne ~fit. For 'tis commanded
1 (hould do to: you fbal] be mift ac Court,
And that will weil confirme it, !
Why good Fellow, '
ha!l 1 dothe while? Where bide? How live ¢
Orin avy life, what comfore, when I am
Dead tomy Husband 7
P, ifyounlbacke to'th’Court.
Imo. No Court, no Father, uor no mere adoe
Woith that har(h, noble, imple nothing:
That Cistten, whofe Loue-fuite hath bene to me
As frarefull asa Siege.
P4, Ifnor at Court,
Thea not in Britaine muft you bide.
Imo. Wherethen?
ach Bricaine all the Sunne thas thines? Day 2 Night?
re they not butin Britaine? I'th*'worlds Volume
Our Britaine {eemes as of it, but notin'e:
t Poole,aSwannes-nc(t, prychee thinkes
evs out of Britaine.
Pif. Tammoft glad
Youthinke of other place : Th’ Ambaffader,
Lucins the Romane comes to Milford-Hauen
To morrow. Now, ifyou could weare a minde '
Darke, 2s your Fortune is, and buc difguife ‘
['hat which vappeare it felfe, muft not yet be, ‘
But by feife-danger, you (hould tread a courfe
Preter,and full of view : yea,happily,neere
The refidence of Poffhumus ; (o nie (at leaft)
That thovgh bis A ttiens were not vifible, yer
Xeport fhould render him hourely to your ease,
Astruely as he mooues.
Imo, Chfor{uch meanes,
Though perill tomy modeflie, not
I would aduenture.
P:f. Well then, heere’s the point:
You muft forger to be a Waoman: change
Command, into obedience. Feare,and Nicene(fe
(The Handmaides of all Women, or more truely
Woman it presty felfe}into a waggifh courage,
in gybes, <‘luicki‘--$ii‘.rl.‘\fcf'ﬁ.‘f’d‘J‘n’ClC and
azell : Nay, you muft
that rareft Treafure r:t?f'ycw!n‘ Cheeke,

ing it (but ob the harder heart,
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Alacke no remedy ) to the greedy touch
Oft common-kiffing Titaz: and forget
Your labourfome and dainty Trimmes, wherein
You made great /uno a:igry.
Imo, Nay bebreefe?
I {ee into thy end, and am almof}
A man already.
Pif. Ficft,make vour felfe but like one,
Fore~thinking this. Ihauealready fic
('Tisinmy Cloake-bagge) Doublet,Hat,Hofe,all
hat anfwer to them ; Would you in their fcru'mg,
(And with what imitftion you car borrow
From youth of {uch a feafon) 'tore Noble Lucins
Prefent your felfe, defire his feruice : tell him
Wherein you're happy ; which will make him know,
If thachis head haue eare in Muficke, doubtlefe
With ioy be willimbrace you : for hee’s Honourable,
Anddoubling that, moft holy. Yourmeanesabroad
You haue me rich, and I will neuer faile
Beginning, nor fupplyment.

Imo. Thou artall the comfore
The Gods will diet me with, Prythee away,
| There’smore to be confider’d : but wee'l cuen
Allthet good time will giue vs. This atcempr,
I am Souldier too, and will abide it with
A Princes Courage. Away, I prythee.

Pif, Well Madam, we mult take a thort farewell,
| Leaft being mift, I be (ufpeted of
Your carriage from the Courr, 1y Noble Miftris,
| Heere is a boxe, L had it from the Queene,
| What’sin’t is precious : Ifyou are ficke at Sea,
OrScomackc-qualm’d at Land, a Dramme of this
Will drive away diftemper. To fome fhade,
And fit you to your Manhood : may the Gods
Direét youto the beft.
Imo, Amen:Ithankechee,

Exennt.

Scena Ouinta.
'\_/

‘ Enter Cymbrline, Oueene, Cloten, Lusius,
: and Lords,
Cym. Thus farre and fo farewell,

| Lue. Thankes,Royall Sir:
My Emperor hath wrote, I asuft from hence,
And am right forry, that ] muftreport ye
My Mafiers Enemy.

Cym. Our Subiets (Sir)
Will not endure his yoake ; and for our felfe
To thew lefle Soveraignty then they, muft nceds
Appeare va-Kinglike,

Luc. SoSir : I defive of you
A Conductouer Land, to Milford-Hauen,
Madam, all joy befallyour Grace,and you,

Cym. My Lords,you are appointed forthar Office :
The due of Honor, in no point omit :
Sofarewell Noble Luciss,

Lrec.~Yourband, my Lord.

Clot, Receiueit friendly : but from chis time forth
{ I weare it as your Encmy.
Luc, Sir, the Fuent
| Isyettoname the winner. Fareyou well.

Cym. Leavenotthe worthy Lucins,good my Lords
Tull be haue croft the Seuern, Happines, Exit Lucius,Gc
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Y#. Hegfeshence frowning: but it honours vs
That we hafc ginenbim caufe,
Clor. “Tis all the betrer, !
Your valiant Britaines haue their wifhes init, f
Cym. Lucinshath wrote already to the Emperog
How it goes heere, Itfits vstherefore ripely
Our Chariots,and gur Horfemen be in readineffe :
The Powres that he already hathin Gallia
Will foone bedrawne 1o bead,from whence hemoues
His warre for Briraine.
La. "Tisnot {leepy bufinefle,
But muft be look’dtoo fpeedily,and firongly.
Cym. Our expeftation that it would be thus
Hatch made vs forward, Butmy gentle Queene,
Where is our Daughter ? She hath.not appear’d
Beforethe,Romap, nor to vs bathtender'd
The duty of the day. Shelooke vs [ike
A thing more made of malice, then of duty,
Wehauenoted it. Call her before vs, for
We haue beene too flight in fufferance.
Qa. Royall Sir,
Since the exile of Poffbamus, mofk retyr’d
Hach her life bin: the Cure whereaf| ;Ily Lord,
‘Tis time muft do, Befeech your Maiefly,
Forbeare fharpe fpeeches ro her. Shee’sa Lady *
So tender of rebukes, that words are firoke;,
And ftrokes death to her,
Enter a Meffenger.
Cywm. Whereisihe Sir? How
Can her contempt be anfwer’d
Mef. Pleafe youSir,
Her Chambersareall lock’d, and there’s no an{wer
That will be giuep to'th’lowd of noife, we make,
QOu. My Loxd, whea laft I went to vilic her,
She pray’d me to excufe her keeping clofe,
Whereto confirain’d by her infirmitie,
She fhould that dutie leaue vnpaide to you
Which dayly (he wasbound to proffer : this
She with’d me to make knowne - but our great Court
Made me toeo blamie in memory.,
Cym. Herdooreslock’d?
Not feenc of late? Grant Heaucns, that which I
Feare, proue falfe,
Q#. Sonne,l fay, follow the King.
Clot. That man of hers, Pifanio, her old Seruane
I haue net feene thefe two dayes.
Qu. Go,lookeafter :
Pifanio, thou that Rand’@ fo for Pofbsmns,
Hehatha Drugge of mine : T pray, his abfence
Proceed by (wallowing that, For he beleeues
Icis athing moft precious, Butfor her,
Where is fhe gone? Haply difpaire hath feiz’d her :
Or wing'd with feruour of her loue, (he's flowne
Toher defic’d Poffoumsns : gone the is,
To death, orto dithonor, and my end
Can make good vfe of either, Shee being downe,
I haue the placing of the Brittifh Crowne,
Enter Cloten,
How now, my Sonne ?
Clot. "Tis certaine fhe is fled :
Goinand cheergthe King, herages, none {
Dare come about him.
Hu. Allthebeccer: ma
is night fore-ftall him of the comming day. Exit On.
Clo. 1loue, and hate her ; for fhe's Faire and Royall,
And chat the hath all courly pares more exquifite

Exir,

Exit,

Th
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The Tragedse of CGmbeline.

Then Lady, Ladies, Woman, from euery one
The beft (he hath, arid theofall compounded
Out-felles them all. Iloueher thetefore, bue
Difdsining me;and:throwing Favourson
The low Pofthaummt, landers fo her indgement,
That what's elfe rare; is'choald'd : andin char poiit
I'will concludeto hate her;nay indesde,
Tolbc reneng’'d vporhier. Famwhen Fooles fhall—
Exter Pifanio,

Who is heere? What, are youpacking firrah ?
Come hither : Ah youpreciovs Pan(’a;_, Villaine,
Whereisthy Lady 2 Ina woid, ocelfe '
Thou art Rraighewaywith the Fiends:

Pif. Ob, geod my:Lord;

Clo. Where isthyLady? Q¢ by Tupiter,
I willnot aske agame. Clofe Villaine,
Ile haue this Seerevfrom thy heart, or rip
Thy heastvefindeiz. Js (he with Poffbumus ?
From whofe fo many waights of bafenefle, cannot
A dram of worth be drawne,

Pif. Alas,my Lord,
How can fhe be withhim ¢ When was the mi(s'd ?

' He s in Rome.

Clor, Whereis fheSir? Comeneerer:
No farther halting : {atisfie me home,
What is become of her ? N

Pif. Oh, my all-worthy Lord.

Cle. All-worthy Villaine,

Difcouer where thy Mifris is, 2t once,
Atthehext word : nomore of worthy Lord ¢
Speake, or thy filence on the inftant;is

Thy condemnation, and thy death.

Pif, ThenSir:

This Paperis the hiftorie of my knowledge
Touching her flight. ‘

Clo. Let’s fee’t: I will purfue her
Euen to Angufius Throne.

Pif: Orchis, or perifh,

She’s farre enough, and what helcarnes by-this,
May proue his travell, not her danger,

(lo. Humbh.

Pif. Ile write to my Lord fhe’s dead : Oh Jmogen,
Safe mayft thou wander, {afe rerurneagen.

Clot. Sirra,isthis Letter true ?

Pif. Sirsas Ithinke.

Clot. tis Poffhumushand,1 know’s. Sirrah, if thou
would’ft not be a Villain, but do me true feruice: vnder-
go thofe Imployments wherin I fhould haue caufe tovle
thee with a ferious induftry, thatis, whac villainy {oere I
bid thee do to performeiit, diredtlyand truely, I wonld
thinke thee an honeft man ¢ thou fhould’f} neither wane
my meanes forthy releefe, normy voyce for thy prefer-
ment.

Pif. Well,mygoodLord,

Clot. Wilethou ferue mee? For fince patiently and
conftantly thoa haft-tucketo the-bare Fortune of that
Begger Poftbumusy thou canft not in the courfe of grati-
tude, but bea diligent follower of mine, Wilt thou ferue
meee o 7 :

Pif. Sir, Twill.

Clo.-Giue mee thy hand, heere’smy purfe. Haft any
of thy late Mafters Garments in thy poffeffion?

Pifan, 1haue (my'Lord) atmy Lodging, the {ame
Suire he wore, when he tooke leaue of my Ladic & Mi-
firefle. '

k Cle. Thefirft feruicethoudoft mee, fetch that Spite

hither, et it be thyfitf fetuice, 'go.

Pif. 1{hallmy Lord. Exir,

Cls. Meetthee 2t Milford-Haven : (I forgot to askel
him one thing, 11e remember’t anon: ) euenthere, thoy
villaine Poftbumres will 1kill thee, 1 would thefe Gar.
ments were come. She faide vpon atime (the bitternefTe |
of it, [now belch from my heare) that fhee held the very |
Garment of Pofthumms, in more refpet, then my Noble
and nacurall perfon ; rogether with the adornement of
my Qualities, With that Suice vpon my backe wil Ira-~
uifh her: firft kill bim,andin her eyes; there {hall the fee
my valour, which wil then be 2 torment to hir contempt,
He on the ground, my fpeech of infulment ended o his
dead bodic, and when my Luft hath dined (which, asl
{ay,to vex her, I will execute inthe Cloathes that {he {o
prais’d:)to the Couit Ile knock her backe, foot her home
againe. She hach defpis'd mee reioycingly, andlle bee
merry in my Reuenge.

Enter Pifaxnia,
Bethofe the Garments?

Pif. 1,myNoble Lord.

(ls. Howlongis’t fince (he went to Milford-Hauen?

Pif. Shecan {carle be chere yet.

Cle. Bringthis Apparrell to my Chamber, that is
the fecond thing that I haue commanded thee. The third
is, that thou wilt be a voluntarie Mute to my defigne. Be
but dutions, and true preferment fhall tender it felfe to
thee. My Revengeisnow 2t Milford, would Thad wings
to follow it. Come,and be true, Exate

Pif. Thou bid'{t me to my loffe : for true to thee,
Were to proue falfe, which I will never bee |
To him that is moft triie.. To Milford go,
Aundfinde not herywhom thou purfue}.  Flow,flow
YouHeauenly bleflings on her: This Fooles fpeede
Be croft with flowneffe ; Labour be his mecde.

385 |

Exis

Scena Sexta.

e A ———

Ewnter Imogen alone.

Imo. 1f{eea mans lifeisa tedious one,
I haue tyr’d my felfe - and for ewo nights together
Haue madethe ground mybed. 1(hould be ficke,
Butchar my refolution helpes me : Milford,
When from the Mountaine top, Pifania fhew’d thee,
Thou was’t within a kenne. OhToue,I thinke
Foundations flye the wretched : fuch T meane,
Where they (hould be releeu’d. Two Beggers' told me,
I could not miffe my way. Will poore Folkes Iye
That haue Affli&ions on them, knowing “tis
A punifhment, or Triall ? Yes; no wonder, ‘
When Rich.ones fcarfe tell true. Tolapfein Fulnefle
Is forer, thento lye for Neede : and Falthood
Is worf{ein Kings, then Beggess. My deere Lotd,
Thou art one o'th’falfe Ones : Now I thinke on thee,
My hunget’s gone ; but euen before, I was
At point to finke, for Food. But whatis this?
Heere isapath oot - tisfome fauage hold:
I wére beft not call ; I dare not call: yet Famine
Ere cleaneit o’re-throw Nature, makes it valiane,
Plentie, and Peace breeds Cowards : Hardnefle ener
Of Hardineffe is Mother. Hoa? who's heere?
Ifany thing that’s ciuill, fpeake : iffauage,

Take, |
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1 be T ragedyof Gymbeline.

"ake,orlend, Hoa? No anfwer ? Then Ile enter,

deit draw my Sword 5 and if mine Encmy !
bur feare the Sword like me, hee'l fcarfely looke on’t. '
Sucha Foe,good Heauens. Exit,

Scena § ﬁptz’maz.

Enter Belarins Guidevios, and A rHiragis.

Bel, YouPolidorehaue prou’d beft Woedman, and
Are Mafter of the Feaflt : Cadwall, and |
Will play the Cooke, and Sexuant, is onr march:
The lweat of induliry would dry, and dye
But forthe end it workes too. Come,our ftomackes
Will make what®s homely, (asoury : Wearinefle
Can fnore vponthe Flint, when reftie Sloth
Findes the Downe-pillow hard. Now peace be beere,
Poote houfe, that keep’(t thy felfe,

G#i. 1amthroughly weary,

Arwi, 1amweake with toyle, yettrongin appetite,

Gui. Thereis cold meat i'th’Caue, we'l brouz on that
Whil'ft whac we haue kill’'d, be Cook’d,

Bel. Stay,comenotin:
But that it eates our victualles, I fhould thinke
Heere were a Faiery.

Gui. What's the mateer, Sir ?

Bel. By lupiter an Angeil : or if not
An earthly Paragon, Behold Dinineneffe
No elder thena Boy.

Enter Imagen.

Imo. Good mafters harme menot:
Before I enier’'d heere, I call'd,and thought
To hauebegg'd,or bought,what i hauetookigood treih

.

Gold ftrew’d i'th’Floore, Heere's money for my Meatc,
I would haue left it on the Boord, fo foone ¥
As I had made my Meale ; and parted f
With Pray’rs for the Prouider.,
Gui. Money? Younth, ,
eMru. All Gold and Siluer rather turne to durt, f
As’tis no better reckon’d, but of thofe
Who worthip durty Gods,
Imo, 1{ecyou’re angry:
Know, if you kill me for my faule, I fhould

Bel, Whetherbound ?
Imo. To Milford-Hauen. .
Bel. What’s your name? ‘
I, Fidele Sir :1have a Kinfiman, who
Is bound for Iraly ; he embark’d ac Milford,
1 To whom being going, almeft fpent with hunger,
I am falne in this offence,
{ Bel. Prythee (faireyouth)
Thinke vs no Churles : nor mealure our good mindes
By this rude place we liue in. Well encounter'd,
"Tis almoft night, you {hall haue better cheere
Ere you depart; and thankes to ftay,;and eateit: |
Boyes, bid him welcome.
1 G Were youawoman, youth,
Ifhould woo hard, but be your Groome in honefty:
Ibid foryou, as I do buy.
Arni. Jle make’t my Comfore
Heis aman, Ilcloue him 25 my Brother:
And fucha welcome as 1'1d giue to him

1 haue felne nouche,nor wou'd not,though I had found |
(=) 3 > bal

, A balT y | Forthis immediate Leuy, he commands
Haue dyed, had I not madei, [

(After long abfence) fuch is yours’ Moft welcomes
Be Iprightly, for youfall 'mong ft Friends,

Imo. "Mongft Friends? !
IfBrothers : would it had bin fo, that they
Had bin my Fathers Sonnes, then had my prize
Bin lefle, and (o more equall ballating
To thee Poftbumus,

Bel. Hewrings at fome diftrefle.

G#i. Would I could free’t,

Arui, OrI,whatereicbe,
What paine it coft, what danger : Gods !

Bel. Hearke Boyes,

Imo. Greatmen
Thart had a Court no bigger then this Caue,
Thac did ateend chemfelues, and had the vertue
Which their owne Confcience feal'd them :laying by
That nothing-guift of differing Multitudes
Could not cut-peere thefe twaine. Pardonme Gods,
I'ld change my fexe to be Companion with them,
Since Leonatns falfe.

Del. Itfhall befo :
Boyes wee'l go dreffe our Hunr. Faire youth comein;
Difcourfe is heauy, fafting : when we haue fupp’d
Wee’l mannerly demand thee of thy Story,
So farre as chow wilt fpeakeit,

Gni, Pray diawnceres

Arni, TheNigheto'th’Owle,
And Motne toth’Larke lefle welcome.

Imo. Thankes Sir.

Arui, 1pray draw neere,

Exeunt,

Scena Otlana.

Euter twe Roman Senators,and Tribunes.
1.8en. Thists the tenor of the Emperors Wric;
That fince the common men are now in Aétion
"Gaioft the Pannonians, and Dalmatiaps,
And that the Legions now in Gallia, are
Full weake to vndertake our Warres againft
The faloe-off Britaines, that we do incite
The Gentry to this bufineffe. Hecreates
Lucins Pro-Confull : and to vou the Tribunes

His ablolute Commiffion. Long liue Cefar.

Twé. s Lucins Generall of the Forces ?

2.8en. 1.

Tri. Remaining nowinGallia?

1.5¢n. With thole Legions
Which I have {poke of, whereunto your letie
Mutt be fupplianc : the words of your Commiffion
Will tye you to the numbers, and the time
Of'their dilpatch,

Tri. Wewill difcharge our duty. Exeunt,

R
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A tus Quartus.  Scena ‘Prima.

e

Enter Clotten alons.
Cler T am neere to’th’place where they fhould meet,
if Pifanio haue mapp'd weruely, How fit his Garmenss

ferue me? Why (hould his Miftris whe was made by him
Th?t
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The Tm;gedzé of Cymbeline.

rather (fauing
reuerence of the Word ) for’tis faide a Womans fitnefle
comes by fics : therein I muft play the Workman, I dare
fpeakeit to my felfe, foritisnot Vainglorie fora man, |
and his Glafle, to confer in his owne Chamber;I meane,
the Lines of (ny body are as well drawne as his ;no lefle
young, more firong, notbeneach himin Fortunes, be-
ond him in the aduantage of the time, abouve himin
Birth, alike conuerfant in generall feruices, and more re-
markeable in fingle oppofitions; yet this imper{euerant
Thing loues him in my defpight. What Mortalitic 15 ¢
Pofthumuss, thy head (which now is growing vpponthy
fhoulders) fhall within this houre be off, thy Miftris in-
forced, thy Garments cut to peeces before thy face: and
all this done, fpurne her home to her Father, who may
(happily)be alittle angry for my fo rough viage: burmy |
Mother hauing power of his teftinefle, (hall turne all 10~ i
tory commendations. My Horfeis tyed vp fafe, out
Sword, and to a fore purpofe : Fortune put theminto my
hand : This is the very defcription of their meeting place
and the Fellow dares not deceiue me. Exit,

Scena Secunda.

Enter BelarinsGuiderins , Arttirags,and
Imogen from the Cauc,

Bel. You are not well : Remaine heere in the Caue,
Wee'l come to you after Hunting,

Arui. Brother, ftay heere :
Are we not Brothers?

Imo. Soman and man {hould be,
But Clay and Clay, differs in dignitie,
Whofe dutt isboth alike. Tam very ficke,

Gui. Goyou to Hunting,Ile abide with him.

Imo, SofickeIamnot,yetl amnotwell:
But not fo Citizen 2a wanton, as
To feeme to dye, ere ficke : So pleafe you, leaue me,
Sticke to your Iournall courfe : the breach of Cuftome,
Is breachofall, Tamill, buc your being by me
Cannotamend me. Society, is io comfort
To onenot {ociable : I am not very ficke,
Since I can reafon of it : pray yautruft me heere,
1le rob none but my feife, and let me dye
Stealing fo poorely.

Gwi. 1louethee : Ihaue{pokeit,’
How much the quantity, thewaight asmuch, |
As1do lone my Father.

Bel, What? How? how?

Arui, Ifitbefinne to {ay {o (Sir) I yoakemee
In my good Brothers fault: Iknow net why
1 loue this youth, and I haue heard you fay,
Loue’s reafon’s,without reafon. The Beere at doore,
And a demand who is't (hall dye, I'ld fay *
My Father, not this youth,:

Bel. Ohnoble firaine!
O worshinefle of Nature, breed of Greatneffe!
«“Cowards father Cowards ,& Bafe things Syre Bace;

- Our Courtiers fay, all’s fauage, but at Court ;

¢«Nature hath Meale, and Bran ; Contempt, and Grace,
T'me not their Father, yet who this (hould bee,
Deth myracle it {elfe, lou’d before mee,
35 . " L 2
Tis the ninth houre o’th’Morne,
Arni, Brother, farewell.

— — e

Imo. Twilhye iport.

Ares. Youhealth, So pleafe you Sir,

Imo, Thefeare kinde Creatures. {
Gods, what lyes I have heard ;

Experience, oh thou difproou’t Report. ;
Tn’emperious Seas breeds Monfters ; forthe Difh,
Poore Tribucary Riuers, as {weet Fifh :
I am ficke fill, heare-ficke; Pifanio,
1le now tafte of thy Drugge.
G#:. 1 couldnot flirre him ¢
He faid he was gentle, but vofortunate;
Difhonefily afflicted, but yer honeft.
Aiwi, Thusdid he aufwer me : yet {aid heereafeer,
I might know more. ‘
Bel. Toth’Field, to’th’Field
Wee'l leaue you for this tite, go in,and reft,
Arsi, Wee'l notbe long away,
Bel, Praybe not ficke,
For you muft be our Hufwife.
Ima. Well,orill,
I ambound to you,
Bel. And (hal’ct beeuer.
This youth, how exe diftre@,appeares he hath had
Good Anceftors.
Arui. How Angell-like he fings?
Gwi. But his ncate Cookerie ¢
Arui. He cut our Rootes in Charraéters,
And {awc’f our Brothes, as J#no had bin ficke,
And he her Diezer.
Arni, Nobly he yoakes
A fmiling, witha figh ; asifthe fighe
Was thatit was, for not being fuch a Smile:
The Smile, mocking the Sigh, that it would flye
Fromfo diuinea Temple, to commix
With windes, that Saylors raile at.
G#i. 1donote,
That greefc and patience rooted in them both,
Mingle their fpurres together,
Arni. Grow patient,
And let the ftinking- Elder (Greefe) vatwine
His perifhing roote, with the encreafing Vine.
Bel. Itis greacmorning. Comeaway: Who's there?
Enter Cloten.
Clo. 1cannot finde thofe Runnagates, that Villaine
Jath mock’d me, Jamfaint.
Bel, Thofe Runnagates?
Meancs he notvs ? I partly know him, 'tis’
Cloten, the Sonne o'th’ Queene, I feare fome Ambufh:
I faw him not thefe many yeares, and yet
I know ’tishe: We archeld as Out-Lawes : Hence.
Gui. Heis burone : you,and my Brother fearch
What Companies are neere ; pray you away,
Let me alone with him.
Clot. Soft, what are you
That flye me thus ? Some villaine-Mountainers?
I haue heard of fuch. ‘What Slaue art thou?
Gri. A thing;
More {lauith did I ne're, thenan{wering
A Slaue withour a knocke.
Clot, ThouarraRobber,
A Law-breaker, a Villaine : yeeld thee Theefel
Gui, Towho? to thee ? What are thou ? Haue not I
An arme asbiggeas thine ? A heateyas bigge :
Thy words | grantarebigger ; for I weare not \
My Dagger inray mouth, Say what thouart: !
o Why |

Exit,

———————
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383 4L ne L ragedy of Cymbeline. §
Efﬁ,f I'theul dyeeld toth } For we do feare the'Law, What company E
Cilot, Thou Villaine bafe, [ Difcouer you abroad ? |
Know'(t me not by my Cloathes? § Bel. No fingle foule f
Gui. No, northy Taylor, Rafcall : | Canwe {er eyeon : but in allfafereafon :
Whois thy Graudfather ? He made thofe cloathes, 2 He muft hasue fome Attendants, Thouvgh his Honor
Which (as it feeme ) make thee. Was nothing but mutation, I, and thar ;‘
Clo. Tho ious Varlet, } Fromone bad thing to worfe ; Not Frenzie, |
ciyier | Notabfolute madneffe could fo farre haue raw’d
en, and thanke To bring him heere alone : although perhaps
chiemi thee, Thou art fome Foole, It may be heard at Court, that fuch as wee
I Caue heere, hunt heere, are Oucelaw:s) and intime
May make fome (tronger head, the which he hearine
| (Aalitis like him) mighc breake out, and [weare ot
Heel’d fetch vs in, yecis’t not probable
To come alone, cither he fo vndertakine,
Or they .ffv fuffering : then on good giﬁi;nd we feare,
1f we do feare this Body hath ataile
More perillousthen the head,
ircher feare, Arni. Let Ord’nance
: thy meere Confufion, thou fhalt know Come as the Gods fore~(ayit ; howfoere, !
| 1am Sonne to’th’Qucene, My Brether hath done well. v
| Gwmi. 1amforry for't 2 not feeming Bel. 1hadnominde
hvas thy Birth, To hunt thisday : The Bovy Fideles fickene{e i
[ (Tor. Artnetafeard ? Did make my way long forth.
i Gui. Tholethat I reuerence, thofe I feare : the Wile: G#i. With his owne Sword,
g AtFooles T laugh :not fears them,

Clot, Dyeche deach -
When T haue flaine thee with my proper hand,
lle follow thofe that euen now fled hence :
And on the Gates of Luds-7 ewne fet your heads:
Yeeld Rufticke Mountaineer. Fight and Exennt,

Enter Belarins and Arsuirago,

Bel. No Companie’s abroad ?
{  Arni, Nooeinthe world : you did mifake him fure.
|  Bel. lcannottell: Longisit fince I faw him,
But Time hath nothing blurr'd thofe lines of Fauour
| Which then he wore: the {natches in his voice,
Andburlt of fpeaking wereas his : Iam abfolute
{Twas vety Cloten.
| Arai. In this place we left them ;
Iwifh my Brother make good time with him,
You fay he is{o fell.

Bel,” Being fcaife madevp

|
}I meane to man; he had nocapprehenfion
|
i
[

e e

Y

Of roaring terrors : For defe& of iudgement
{ Is oft che caufe of Feare,
Euter Guiderius,

Brother.

oter wasa Foole, an empty purfe
money in’t : Not Hercules

7

g this, the Foole had boine

1 My head, as 1 do his.

| 2 Whathaft chou done ?

; Tamop t what: cat off one Clotens head,
{ Sonne 1 ae (after his ownereport)

{ Wi ‘raivor, Mountaineer, and fwore

With bis owne fingle band heel’d take vs in,
difplace our heads, where (thanks the Gods) they grow
And fet cheor on'Luds- Towne,

Bel. We areall endone,

Gui. Why,worthy Father,what haue we to loofe,
| But that he fworeto take, our Liges ? the Law
rotetts not vs, thenawhy thould we be tender,
oletanarrogant peece of flefh threat vs ?

Play Iudge, and Executioner, all himfelfe ?

i M)
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Which he did waue againt my throat, I have tane
His head from him : Ile throw't into the Crecke
Behinde our Rocke, and let it to the Sea,
And tell the Fithes, bee's the Queenes Sonne, Cloten,
That’s all I reake. Exit,

Bel, Ifeare’twill bereueng’d :
Would (Polidere) thou had*} nor-done’s s though valour
Becomes thee well enouph,

Arni. Would I had done’t:
So the Revenge alone purfu’de me : Polidore
1louechee h:mhc-rly, but enuy mnuch
Thouhaft robb’d me of this deed; I would Rcucngf:s
That poffible Rrengrh might meet, wold feek vs through
And put vs ro our anlwer, 2

Bel, Well,
Wee'l buntno more to day, nor feeke for danger
Where there’s ne profit, Iprythee to our Rocke,
You and Fidele phay the Cookes s Ile fta
Till hafty Polidore returne, and bgi'ug him
To dinner prefently,

Arai. Poore ficke Fidele,
Ile willingly to him, to gaine his colour,
11°d lec a parifh of fuch Clorens blood,
And praife my felfe for ¢ harity.,

Bel. Oh thouGoddefle,
Thou diuine Nature ; thou thy fclfe thou blazen'f
Inthefe two Princely Boyes they are as gentle
As Zephires blowing below the Violet,
Not wagging his fweet head ; and yer,as rough
(Their Royall blood enchaf'd) as the rud’ft winde,
Thatby the top doth take the Mountaine Pine,
And'make him foope to th'Vale. *Tis wondes
That an invifible inftin& thould frame them
To Royalty vnlearn’d, Honor vataughe,
Ciuility not feene from other : valour
That wildely growes in them, bat yeeldsacrop
Asifichad beene fow'd : yer ftill it's ftrange
What Clotens being heere to vy pertends,
Or what his death will bring vs,

Enter Guiderens, !

G, Where's wy Brother 2

£1s done:

Exit.

1|
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Thaue fent Cloens Clot-po le downe the fireame,
In Embaffic to his Mother; his Bodie’s hoftage
For his returne. Solenm Dnfick,

Bel, My ingenuous Infirument, :
(Hearke Polidere)it founds : bur what occafion
Hach Cadwal now to giue itmotion ? Hearke,

Gwi. 1s heat home?

Bel, He went hence euen now,

Gwi. What does he meane ?
Since death of my deer’t Mother
It did not fpeake before. All folemne things
Should an{wer {olemne Accidents, Themarter?
Triumphes for nothing, and la'mcnting Toyes,
Isiollity for Apes, and greefe for Boyes.
Is Cadwall mad ?

Enter Arniragus, with I magen dead, ﬁmr:ﬂg
ker 1i bzs Arpses.

Bel. Looke, heere he comes,
And brings the dire occafionin his Armes,
Of what we blame him for,

Arui, The Bird is dead
That we haue made{ognuch on. I hadrather
Haueskipt from fixteene yeares of Ag-, vo fixty ;
To hauerurn’d my lesping time into a Crutch,
Then haue feene this.

Gns. Ohfweetelt, fayrefk Lilly
My Brother weares thee not the one halfe fo well,
As when thou grew'(t thy felfe,

Zel. Oh Meélancholly,
Who euer yet could found thy bottome ? Finde
The Ooze, to thew what Coaft thy {luggifh care
Might'ft eafilefthatbour in. Thoublefled thing,
Toue knowes what man thoumight'(t haue made : bue I,
Thou dyed’'(t a moft rare Bay, of Melancholly.
How found you him?

Arui. Starke,asyoufee:
Thus {miling, as fome Fly had tickled flumber,
Not as deaths dart. being laugh'd at ¢ hisright Checke
Repofing ona‘Cufhion,

Gui. Where?

Arai, Oth'floore:
His armiés thusleagu’d, Ithought heflept,and put
My clowted Brogues from off my feete, whofe rudeneffe
An{wer’'d my fteps too lowd.

Gwi. Why,he but {leepes:
Ifhe be gone, hee’l make his Graue, a Bed::
With female Fayries will his Tombe be haunted,
And Wormes will not come to thee.

Arui, WithfayreftFlowers
Whil't Sommer lafts, and I line heere, Fidele,
Ile {weeten thy {ad graue : thou fhaltnor lacke
The Flower that’s like thy face. Pale-Primrofe, not
| The azur’d Hare-bell, like thy Veines : no,nor
Theleafe of Eglantine, whom nor to{lander,
Out-fweetned not thy breath : the Raddocke would
With Charitable bill (Oh bill fore fhaming:
Thofe rich-left=heyres, that let their Fathers lye
Without 2 Monument) bring theeall this,
Yea, 2nd furr’d Moffe befides. When Flowres are none
To winter-ground thy Coarfe 2

Gwui. Prythee hauedone; .
And do not play in Wench-like words with thae
Which is fo ferious. Let vebury him,

And sot protradt with admiratien,what

Is now due debr: To’th’graue.

Arwi. Say,where fhall’s lay him ?

!

e
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Gwui, By good Euriphile, our Mether.

Arui. Bee't{o: :
And let vs (Polidore) though now our voyces . =..
Haue got the mannifh cracke, fing him to’th’ground
Asonce to our Mother : vfe like note, and words,
Saue that Esriphile, muft be Fidele,

ui. Cadwall,

I cannot fing : Ile weepe,and word it with thee s
For Notes of forrow, out of tune are worfe
Then Priefts, and Pbanes thatlye.

Arsi. Weel [peakeitthens:

Bel. Grear greefes 1 {ee med'cine the leffe : For Cloten
Is quite forgor. He wasa Queenes Sonne;Boyes,

And though he came our Euemy;remember

He was paid for that: though meane,and mighty rotcing
Together haue one duft, yer:Renerence

(That Angell of the world) doth make diftin&ion
Ofplace ‘tweene highyand low. Our Foewas Princely,
And though you tooke his life; as being our Foe,

Yet bury him,as a Prince,

Gwi. Pray yomfecch him hicher,
Tberfises body is as good as Aiax,
When neyther are aliue.

Arui. Ifyou’lgo fetch him, .

Wee'l fay our Song the whil’} : Brother begin,

Gni. Nay Cadwall, we mulk lay his head to th'Eaft,
My Father hath a reafon for't,

Arai, “Tistoe, :

Gni, Comeon then,and remoue him,

Arui. So,begin.

SONG.
Guid, Feare romorethe beate o'th Sun,
Neor the furions Winters rages, .
T hos thy worldly task baft don,
Howme art gox and tane thy wages,
Golden Lads and Girles all muf?,
As Chimugy-Sweepers come to duft,
Arui. Feare nomore the frowne o'tfa’Grm:,'
Thow are paft the Tirants ffroake,
Care no moreto cloath axnd eate,
Totheethe Recde i5 45 the Oake
The Scepter, Learning, Phyficke mnf?,
All follow thes and come to duff.
Guid. Fearenomore the Lightning flafls,
Arui. Nerth'all-dreaded Thunderftone.
Gui, Fearenot Slander, Cenfarerafb,
Arui, Thoshaftfinill'd Loy and mene.
Both, ¢l Loser s young all Louers muff,
( onfigne to thee and come te duft.
Guid. No Exorcifor harme thee,
Arui. Nor nowitch-craft charme thee

Guid, Ghoft vnlaidforbeare thee,

Arvi. Nothing ill come neere thee.

Both. Buiet confusmation hane,

Andrenowned be thy grase.
Enter Belarius with the body sf Cloten.

Gui. Wehaue done our obfequies s
Come lay him downe, <

Bel Heere’s a few Flowres,but *bout midnight more::
The hearbes that haue on chem cold dew o’th’nighe
Are firewings fit'® for Graues: vpon their Faces.

You were as Flowres, now wither’'d s euen fo

Thefe Herbelets fhall,which we vpon you ftrew,

Come on,away,apart vpon our knees :

The ground that gave them firft, ha’s them againe s

Their pleafures here are paft,fo are their paine,  Exennt.
bb Imogen
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| Imogewawakes., Succefledo th’Roman héaft, Ly 'l"
| Yes Sir, to Milford-Hauen, which is the'way? | Luc. Dreame often (o, i
| I thanke you:: by yond buth? pray how farre thether ? And never falfe. Soft hoa, what truncke is heere ?

*Ods pivtikins : can it bedfixemile ye?: Without his top ? The ruine fpeakes, that fometime i

I have goae altnight: Faithslle lye domﬁ:nc,and_ﬂcepco It was a wort hy building, How? a Page?
!Bus{'nt': ; no Bedfcllow ¢ Oh Gods,and (..xoddcﬁcsr.’ Or dead, or fleeping on'him ? But dead rather: I

Thele Flowresare like the pleafures of the World ; For Nature doth abhorre to make his bed

This blgedyarianthe carevon’. ‘Thopel'dreame: With the defun&, or {lecpe vpon the dead.
| For {o I thoughe I was a@ade-keeper; Let’s fee the Boyes face, : ' )

And Coolie to honeft Cyearurest’ But tignor {6 Cap. Hec’s aline my Lord. 1
$1’Twasz buta bolt ofnothing, {thotat fothing, : Luc, Hee’lthen infirud® vs of this body : Youne one;

Which the Braine makes.of Fumes. "Ourvery eyes; ™ Informevs of thy Fortunes, for it feemes g

Are fometintes like ourfudgements,blindé. Good faith They craue to be demanded : who isthis

I tremble tillwith fearesburiftherebe® | Thoumak't thy bloady Pillow ? Ot who was he

YetlefcinHeauen, as fmall adrop of pittie That (otherwife chennoble Nature did)

As a Wrens eye ; fear'd Gods, a part of it. tlath alter’d that good PiGure? Whar's thy intexef}

The Dreame’sheere flill ieuen when I wakeit is ‘ In this fad wracke? How came’s ? Whois't ?

Without mie,as within me ¢ not imagin’d, felr, What art chou?

A headlefle man? The Garments of Pos¥hniiirs ? ? Imo. 1amunothing; orifnor,

I know the fhape of’ Legge : this is his Hand : Nothing to be were better: This was my Mafier,

His Foote Mercuriall : his martiall Thigh A very valiant Britaine, and 2 good, '

The brawnaes of Hercules : but his Llouviall face—— That heere by Mountaineers lyes flaine : Alas,

Murtherin heauen ? How 2 *tis gone.  Pifano, Thereis no more fuch Mafters : I may wandex

All Curfes madded Hecnba gaue the Greékes, From Eaftto Occident, cry out for Stfl,\icg,

And mineto boot, be darted on thee s thoi | Try many,all good : ferue tsuly : neuer

Confpir'd with that Irregulous diuell Cloten, | Finde fuch another Mafler.

Hath heere cut off my Lord. To write; and read, l Lue, "Lacke,good youth:

Be henceforch treacherous. Damn’d Prfunio, Thou mou’(t no lefle with thy complsining, then

Hath with his forged Letters (damn’d Pifanio) Thy Maifter in blecding : fay his namic.good Fricnd.,
{ From this moft braueft veffell of the world ‘ Imo, Richard du Champ - 11 do lye,and do

5(!’00}{6 themaine top 1Oh P&ﬂ)’?timlﬁ) 3135, } No harme b} i;’ [hongh the Gods hCJIé; I th{’.

Whereisthy head?where's that? Aye me ! where’s that 2 They’l pardon it. Say you Sis ?

Pifanio might haue kill'd thee at rthe heart, : £ Luc, Thy name ?

And left this head on. How {hould thisbe, Pifanio? ] Imo, FideleSir.

*Tis be, and Cloten :Malice; and Lucreinthem | Lwe. Thoudoo’Rapproue thy (elfe the very fame::

Haue laid this Wae heere;  Oh ‘tis pregnant, pregnant ! Thy Name well fics thy Faith ; thy Faith,thy Name
{ The Drugge he gaue'me, which hee faid was precious Wilt rakechy chancé with me? 1 will not {2
{ And Cordiall tome; haue I'not found ic Thou fthsltbe fo well maftér'd, but be fure
i Murd’rous to’thiSen{es ? That confirmes it home ; No lefiebelou'd. The Romane Emperors Letters |
{ This is Pifanio’s deede; and Cloter: Oh' % Sent by 2 Confull to me, fhould not fooner y
i Giue colour to my pale eheeke with thyblood,

i
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That we thehorrider may feeme to thofe
Which chance tofindevs. Oh,my Lord 'my Lord!
Enter Lucius,Captaines and a Soothfayer. ‘
Cap. Tothem,the Legions garrifon’d in Gallia
After your will, haue croft the Sea, atrending
Youheere at Milford-Hauen, with your Shippes
They are heere in readinefle,
Luc, But what from Rome?
Cap, TheSenate hath firr’d vp the Confiners,
And Gentlemen of Traly, moft willing Spirits,
That promife Noble Service : and they come
Vinder the Condu&t of bold Zachinmo,
Syenna’s Brother.
Luc. When expeét you them?
Cdp, Withthe nextbenefic o’th'winde,’
Luc, This forwardneé(le
Makes our hopes faire. Command our prefent numbers

{-Beaiufter'd : bid the Capraitieslooke too't. Now Sir,

What hade youdeeamn’d of late of this warres purpofe.
Soorlss ‘Laftniphitchie very Gods fhew’d me a vifion

(I faft,and prayed forcheir Incelligence) thus::

I faw ledes Birdy elieRoman Eagle wing’d

From the {pungy South, to this part of the Weft,

'!'hcre vantfhtd intheSun -beames,which partends

\

Vinlefle my finpesabufe my Diuination)

e T, o S . "

i
|
|
|
\

- With wild wood-leaues & weeds, I ha’ firew’d his graue

Then thine owne werth preferre thee : Go with me,
Imo. lle follow Sir, But firft,and’t pleafe the Gods,

te hidemy Mafter from thie Flies,as deepe

As thefe poore Pickaxes can digge : and when

Andonicfaid a Century of prayers
(Such as I can)twice o’te, Tle weepe,and fighe;
And leaning fo his feruice,follow you,
So pleafeyou entertaine miee.
Las. 1good youth,
And rather Father thee, then Mafter thee : My Friends,
The Boy hath taught vs manly duties : Let vs
Finde out the prectieft Dazied-Plot we can,
And make hira with our Pikes and Partizans
A Graue: Come, Arme him: Boy hee’s preferr’d
By thee, tovs, and he thall be incerr’d
As Souldiers éan. Be cheerefull wipe thine eyes,
Some Falles sre meanes the happier to arife, Exenns |

Scenal ertia.

e e

Enter Cymbeline, Lovds,and Pifanio.
Cym. Againes and bring me word how *is with her,
A Feauour with the abfence of her Senne;
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Cym. Thetimeistroub :
Wee'l flip vontm a feafon, but our iealoufic
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or when ﬂ‘u. pULpoiles recurne, Beieech your Ig0Nes,

At
wl

th’Kin g or Ile fall in them

|
[
1
_‘(l)y‘ (“uway) 1
|
|
I

ings in fome Boats,tharare not fteer’d, Exiz,
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| Be [ Sonncs7

Of Clotens death (we b‘,m«n
1A mom; the Bans m) may driuc vs Lo 2 renaer
Vhere w¢e hf‘.!"‘l”‘ﬂ a; and [0 extort ;-v;opx’:; that

‘Nmm we haue done, whofe anfwer would be death
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Drawne on with Torture, {
Gus, Thisis (Sir)a doubt i
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Nor {atis fy:pg Vs, {
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chold their quarter d Fires ; have boach their eves
Aud eares {o cloyd importantly as now,
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i Ot many in the e Atmy : Manj 'JNrcs
(Though Cleten thenbut young) ) you fee, not wore him
From my tr?nu«.ub. ance. And befides, the King
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1not deferv’d my Ecr:u‘cc,, nor yeur Loues,
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this heard 11 e, aye hopelef
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| Bettertoceafetobe. Pray Sir, to'th’Army ;

ll I, and my Brother are not knowne ; your felfe

\ So out of thought, and thereco fo ore -growne

1 Cannot be mwii.on’d,

i€ k Arui. By chis Sunne that fhines
!

Ile thither : Whatthing is’, thac I never

Did {ee man dye, {ca irie ever look’d on blnad,
nsr that m(_uvnm Hares, hot Goars, and Venifon ?

v"i eftrid a Horle fane ane, that had

dey like my felfe, whoneve wore Rowell,
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Lord. This was firange chance :
A narrow Lane, an old man,and two Boyes,
Poft, Nay,do not wonder atit : you are made
Rather co wonder at thechings you heare,
Then to workeany. Will youRime vpon’t,
And vent it for a Mock'rie ? Heere is one :
“Two Beyes,an Oldman (twicé 3 Bay)a Lans,
“Prefers'd the Britaines, was the Romanes bare.
Lord, Nay,benor angry Sjr.
Poff. Lacke,to whatend ?
Who dares not (tand his Foe, 11e be his Friend -
For if hee’ldo, as he is made td doo,
I knowhee’l quickly flye my fiiendthip too.
You haue put me into Rime.
Lovd. Farewel, you're angty, Exit,
Poft. Still going ¢ Tt a Lord : Oh Noble mifery
To be i'th’Field,and 23ke what newes of me:
To day, how many would haue giuen their Honours
To haue fau’d their Carkafles? Teokeheele to doo'r,
And yet dyed too. I,in mine owne woe charm’d
Could not finde death, where I did heare him groane,
Nor feele him where he firooke. Being an vgly Monfler,
“Tis firange he hides himin frefh Cups,foft Beds,
Sweet words ; or hath moe minifters then we
That draw his kniues ch*War, Well T will finde him :
Forbeing now a Fauourer to the Britzine,
No more a Britaine, T haue refum’d againe
The part Icamein. Fight I will no more,
But yeeld me to the verieft Hinde, that fhall
Once rouch my (houlder, Greatthe {laughteris
Heere madeby’th'Romane ; greac the Ani

e

e

3 fwer be
Britaines muft take. For me, my Ranfome’s death,
On eycher fide [ come to {pend my breath ;
Which neycher heere Ile keepe, norbeare agen,
But end it by fome meanes for Imaogen.
Enter two Captagnes,and Soldiers.
1 Great Tupiter be prais’d, Lucinsis taken,
*Tis thought the old man,and his fonnes, were Angels,
2 There was afourthman,ina filly habit,
That gaue th’Affront with them,
1 So’tisreported:
Butnone of 'em can be found. Stand,whe’s there ?
Poff. A Roman, :
Who had notnow beene drooping heere,if Seconds
Had anfwer’d him.
2 Lay hands onhim:a Dogge,
Alegge of Rome fhall not retuine to tell )
What Crows haue pecke them here : he brags his fernice
Asifhe were of note : bring him to’th’King. r
Enter C ymebeline, Belarins Griderires, Aruivagus Pifanio, and
Romane Cﬁpfi&ic.r. The Captaines preﬁ’nt Poﬁhumm to
Cymbeline,who deliuers bins oner to 2 Gaoler.

Scena Ounarta.
)

Enter Pofthumus,and Gaoler.

Gao. You fhali nosnow be flolne,
You haue lockes vponyou:
So graze, asyou finde Pafture,

2.Gao. 1,0ra omacke,

Peff. Molt welcome hgndagc; for thouarta way
(1 thinke) to liberty: yet am I berter
| Then one that’s ficke o'th’Gowe,fince he had rather

}
»*

et e,

Tragedieof Cymbeline.

I

. _ —— e

J

Groanefo in perpetuity, then be cur'd

By’th’luce Phyfitian, Death ; who is the key

T'vobarre thefe Lockes.My Confcience,thou are fercer’d
More then my fhanks,& wnifts:you good
The penitent Inffrument to picke that Belr,
Then free for ener. Is’ enough I am forry 2
So Children temporall Fathers do appeale;
Gods are more full ofmcrcy. Muft [ repent,
I cannot do it better then in Gyues,
Defit’d, more then confirain’d, tofacisfie
Ifot my Freedome tis the maine pare, take
No @eicter render of me, then my All.

I know youare more clement then vilde men,
Who of their broken Debtors take a third,
A fixr,a tenth, letting them thriue againe >

On theirabatement ; that's not my defire,

For Imegens deere lite, take mine; and thoagh

"Tis not fo deere, yet 'tis a life ; you coyn’d ir,

T weene man,and man,they waigh not cuery flampe =
Thoughlight, take Peeces for the figures fake,
(Yourather) minebeing yours : anafo great Powres,
Ifyouwill take this Audir, take this life,

And cancell thefe'cold Bonds, Oh Imogen,

Ile fpeaketo thee in filence. S

Solemne Muficke. Enter (asin an Apparation)Sicillises Leg-
natrs, Father 10 Pofthsimis an old man,ateyied like @ war-
rionr, leading in bus basd an ancientr AMatron (bis wife, e

=1 ” ’ ; i
Moather to Posthumus ) with Muficke before thems, Then.
after other Muficke followes the twa yonrg Leonati (Ero-
J . ¢ =
vhers to P osth@mus) with woands as they died in the warrs.
Ti:e)' circle Poftbunsns ronnd as bie lies [leeping.

Sicil. No more thou Thunder-Mager
thew thy {pight,on Mortali Flies ;
With Mar. fallous with Zune chide,chac thy Adulteries
Rates,and Reuenges.
Hath my poore Boy done ought but well,:
whole face [ neuer faw :
Idy’de whil’ft in the Wombe he ftaide,
attending Natures Law,
Whofe Father then (as men report,
thou Orphanes Father art)
Thotr (hould®® haue bin, and fheelded him,
from this earth-vexing fmart. ¢
CMoth. Lu#cinalent not me her ayde,
but tooke me in my Throwc‘s,
That from me was Poffbumns ript,
came exying ‘'mong’tt his Foes,
A thing of pitty.
Sicil. Great Nature like hisz‘&ruzeﬂ‘rif.;3
moulded the Guffe fo faire:
Thached feru'dthe praife o'th"World,'
as great Sicilues heyre.
1.Bro. When once he was mature for man.
in Britaine where was hee ¢
That could ftand vp bis paralelt ?
Or fruitfull obie@ bee?
Ineye of Imogen, that beft could deeme
his dignitie.

~

Gods glue mic |

Mo, With Marriage wherefore was he mpcke
to be exil'd,and throwne
From Leonati Seate, aud caft from her,"
his deereft one s

Sweete Imogen?
Sic. Why did you {uffer Zackimo flight thing of Iealy, e\
bbb 3 ¥
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| f he ngeézér j,—r_f, it nbe /me., =

( Abhorr'd your petfon. _ :
man WﬂuHmzrw aGallowes, & be- | Cym. She alonc kaew this: !
yIneuer faw.onefo prone : yeron my | And but fhe fpokeit dying, T would not

: alm > are verier Knaues defire whuL, ‘or all l Belecue her lips in-opening it. Proceed.

Caon
oni L!""”*

| \
hebea Roman'; an yme 6f them too : Cors. Your daunn er,whom (he borein' » :
illes; fofhould I, if I swere one, lf’luwd : Nith ‘ucnmtﬁr’my, {he did confeffe - E
| yne minde,and oneminde L?.:r“ “QOrhere | WasasaScorpionto her {whr whofe ki p
; '-;,\-’Gi'cf-.%cff:!amn of Gaolers and Galowfes : 1 fpeake a- | (Butthatherfligl ‘trl)xfl.n.f)i.(\j 1:)i l
‘ v with hath a prefermient | Taneoft by poylon. E
: J Cyms, O moft delicate Fiend! {
| Whois't canteade 1‘\,’041’*‘;' 1s mrim.u.“ ¢
N T T R S SR R R L T T Corn, More Sir,and worle,
¢ { For youa mortall Minerall s W
| Should by t mﬁtmrt; fﬂmiﬂ anlife, )
L G dahnhinh ) 0 TR L | Byinchesw afte you. Ir: which S, f"*f"‘u( 0087 "
By watching, weepi
Enter Cymbeline, i35 ( i, Artin Orecome you w ¢
: ragus, ! hvm and Lords. (When fhe had ‘:ttcﬁ you with herc raft, to worke
Cym.Stand by my fideyou 5’=r'>:n aeintot -
Preferuers of my Throne: wo But fay! fh
Thatth CZP“O'“t“’;""lidifr:‘x'Li'ﬂ\"f.h | G lefle
Who fCIwﬂ»iJC‘i {fham “"m ad Arm ed breft alie \ a H}
Steptrbefore Targes of proofe, cannot
HLi 1all be happy. that can finde bum,if
£ canmake him {o. “ym. Heard youall this,her ,1 Tomen ?
/ euer faw ' ‘ shne(le
Such Noble fury in fo poore
\,J(b}urmu‘m eds, wcifulls
But beggery,and poore loo iteery, nofg wwl eatr, i
Cyws. Notydings ofl "'.‘c:'m}m; I} ene vicious §
?-zj"}s, He hath bin {ea 73 { Tohanemiftr u{ ther: yer (Oht
: Tq:t*'W'\gf 1y e, tholiinay
And proueir in thy feeling. Heauen mendall.
Enter Lucives lmbm;o and other &whmpx ﬂ

e fU
Tribute, that
f \;‘u..k‘,slo(f:: s

any a bold one : whofe Kinfmen haue made fuite

The Britaines haue rac’d out, thot

anaent

their m:od foules may be appeas’d, with ﬂa:zgh:c:

=N s Al 5 o P e g oy TS =
her teue, nov modelt, which our lelte haue g«.u;;:‘d..
’
ye.are honefl, ceaf ymu Lﬂatc“
] ' i X
Confider Sir, the chance of Warre, theddy

o
Was yours by accide
WA y

We .””ml.i not when the blood was cool have threatend

: had ingone « 'mm V8
5
s €

Our Prifouers with the Sword. Buc fince the Gods

uamp‘ niong
With L),(fm‘ es becommir 1g your cimtc

e

Enter Corneli ‘-a'ﬁ-,i;ffff. Will hmaczt thus, that nothing bur our liues
There’s bufinefle in thefe faces : why { Maybeecall 1-§ran!'-f‘mt ! »t it come : ‘,u%ur'h
Greet you our Viétory ? lo Lvln) |
And not o' th’Court am
Corn. Hayle greatXi | y pec hing onely
To fowre your he “-')""1lg-13; I ] will entreate, mby Boy (a Bricaine borne)

The Qcmc is deads |

C}/"?J. Who worfe 2 | :‘
| W ould this reportbecome? | Sotender ouer hisoccalions, true, :
l y Med’cinelifemay 01_:,1-“‘:- } ®o fe y | let his vertue ioyne ‘
1 Till feizethe Doéter too. i Withmy rﬁl ue {‘ 1 Ile makebold.yo
{ - Cor. Withhosror, madly dying, J!‘\F hc“"i"r«:'; i Can bat ll, oneno Hruaizm‘mrmar,
| ich (1 c*ﬁm.du‘c-—.ﬁ i

/

7:5;. d a Roman, ' Saue him (Sir) L 2
A And fpare noblood befide.

1 Cym. 1 have furely feenehim
| Hisfanouris fawniliar to me : Boy,

h

|

| 1 ”““1 haft look’d thy {elfe into m¥

ﬁ‘ X ’ | Andarc mine owne. ] "}-'m‘*-w not why w‘"e-*-ﬂf}gmr

| R 3 B adiFat fos ted K ilen: s s

| Cor, Firft{he contefi {he neaerlou'd you i otlely | To {ay, liue boy : ne’re than kethy I Mafter, line 3

| Affe&ted Greaeneffe got by you': notyou : | Anda }- ﬂf(/?’ﬂl’:fﬁh"dhﬁl Boone hou wilk, { 52
\ Married your Royaley, was wifeto your place : ' Figeing my bounty, and thy flate, Ile give ics i

\ , @it : : B
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Yea, though thou do demand a Prifoner
‘The Nobleft tane.

Ime, Ihumbly thanke your Highneffe.
L#c. 1donotbidthee begos my.life, good Lad,

And yer]l know thou wilt,
Imo. No,no,alacke,

There’s other worke in hand :

Bitter to me, as death s

Mut fhuffle for it {elfe.

Lus. The Boy dildaings me,
Heleaues me,{cornes me: briefely dye
That place them on the rruth otGyri_cs,and Boyes.
Why ftands he {o perplexc 2

Cym. What would’ft thou Boy ?

I loue thee more,and more : chinke more and more
What's beft to aske. Know’ft him thou look'ft on?fpeak
Wilt haue him live? Is he thy iin? thy Friend ?
Ime. HeisaRomane, no more kintome,
Then I to yaur Highnefle, who being born your vaffaile
Am fomething neerer.
Cym. Whereforc ey’ him fo?
u (Sir)in private,if you pleafe

ing.

1{ee a thing
your life,good Mafier,

1 o

tnest

A

T s
lujs.‘z’

Ima, Hetellyo
To giue me hearing
Cym. 1,with all my heart,
And lend my beft atcention. What’s thy name ?
Imo, FideleSit.
Cym. Thou'rt my goodyouth : my Page
Ile be cthy Mafter: walke with me: {peake freely,
Bel. IsnotthisBoy reuin’d from death ?
«Arei. Ope Sand another
Nort more refembles that {weet Rofie Lad :
Who dyed, and was Fidele - what thinke you ¢
Gwus. The fame dead thing aliue,
Bel.Peace,peace; feefurther : he eyes vs not, forbeare
Creatures may be alike s were’che,1 arm {ure
He would haue fpoketovs.
Gni. But we fee him dead.
Bel. Befilent:lers fee further.
Pifa. Itis my Milriss
Since fhe is lining, let thie time ron on,
To good,or bad.
Cym. Come, fland thou by out (ide,

| Make thy demand alowd. Sir, fiep you forch,

Giue anfwer to this Boy, and do it frecly,
Or by our Greatneflfe, and the grace of it
(Which is our Honor ) bitter torture {hall
Winnow thetruth from falthood. Oue fpeake to him.
Imo, My booneis, thatthis Gentleman may render
Of whom he had this Ring,
Poff. Vifhat's thatto him?
Cym. That Diamond vpon your Finger, {ay
How came it yours ?
fach, Thou'lc torture me to leaue vnfpoken, that
Which to be [poke, wou'd torture thee.
{ym. How?me?
lach, J am glad to be conftrain’d to vtter that
Which torments me to conceale. By Villany
I goi this Ring : 'twas Leonatss Iewell,
Whom thou did'{t banifh :and which more may greeue
Asitdoth me : a NoblerSir,ne’relin’d (thee,

t ' Twixe sky and ground. Wilc thou heare more my Lord ?

Cym. Allthat belongstothis.

Lach, -That Paragon, thy daughter,
Fer whommy hearcdrops blood, and my falfe fpirits

Quailetoremember, Give me leaue, I fain.

I bad rather thou fhould’ liue, while Nature will,
Thendye ere I heare more : firine man, and {peake,
Jach. Vpon a time, vihappy wasthe clocke
Thatftrooke thehoure : it was in Rome, accurft
The Manfion where : twas ara Feaft, oh would
Our Viands had bin poyfcn'd(or acleaft
Thofe:which I heaw'd to head:) the good Pofthums,
(What fhould I {ay? he wastoo good to be
Whereill men were,and was the beft of all
Among'fttherar'ft of good ones) fitting fadly,
Hearing vs praife our Loues of Jraly it
For Beauty, that made barren the fwell’d boaft
Ofhim that beft could {peake : for Feature, laming
The Shrine of Uewms, or firaight-pight Aineraa,
Poftures, beyond breefe Nature. For Condition,
A fhop of all the qualities,that man
Loues woman for, befides that hooke of Wining,
Fairenefle, which @rikes the eye, =
Cym. iftand on fire, Come tothe matter.
lach. Alltoo foonelhall,
Vileffe thou would'ft greeve quickly, This Poffbumus,
Moft like a Noble Lord, in loue, and one »
That had a Royall Louer, tooke his hine,
And (nor difpraifing whom we prais’d, therein
He was as calme as vertue) he began
His Miftris picture, which,by his tongue, being made,
And then a minde putin’c, either ourpbrsgges
Were crak’d of Kicchin-Trulles,or his defcription
Prou’d vs vnfpeaking fottes,
Cym, Nay,n:y,to’:h‘pmpcfc,
Jach. Your daughters Chaftity, (thereit beginnes)
He fpakeofher, as Dsan had hot dreames.
And fhe alone, were cold: Whereat, I wretch
Made fcruple ot his praife, and wager d with him
Peeces of Gold, ’gainft cthis,which then he wore
Vpon his honour’d finger) to attaine
In fuite the place of’s bed, and winne this Ring
By hers,and mine Adulcery : he (crueKnighe)
No lefler of her Honour confident
| Then Ididtruly finde ber, ftakes this Ring,
And would {o,had it beene a Carbuncle
Of Pheebus Wheele; and migh fo {afety, had ic
Bin all the weorth of’s Carre. :’&way to Briraine
Pofie I in this defigne s Well may you (Sir)
Remember me at Coyrtywhere I was taught
Ofyour chafte Daughter.the wide difference
"Twixt Amoreus,and Villanous, Being thus quench’d
Of hope,not longing ; mine Italian braine,
Ganin your duller Britaine operare
Motft vildely : formy vantage excellent.
And tobe breefe, my pradtife o preuayl’d
That I return’d with fimular proofe enough,
To make the Noble Leonatize mad,
By wounding his belecfe in her Renowne,
With Tokens thus,and thus fauerring notes
Of Chamber-hanging Pictures, this her Braeelet
(Oh cunning how 1 got) nay fome markes
Of fecret on her perfon, that he conld not
But thinke her bond of ChaRity quite crack’d,
Thaning “tane the forfeyr, Whereupon,
Me thinkes [ fee him now.
Poft. 1fo thoudo’t, .
Iralian Fiend. Ayeme,moft credulous Foole,
Egregious mortherer, Theefe,any thing ’
That'sducto all the Villaines paft,in being

{
!
i
|
!

{

Somy !

Cym. My Daughter?what of his?Renew thy firength | Tocome. Oh give me Cord, or knife,or poyloa,
;Atc’m = =~
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