; e A tus Primus. Scena ‘Prima. %
‘ Enter Camillo and Archidamss. The Shepheards Note,(ince we haue left our Th-rone
} Arch. Withour a Burthen : Time 25 long againe

F you (hall chance( Camsilo)to vifit Bohemia,on
¥t the like occafion whereon my feruices are now
on-foor, you fhall fee(as T haue {aid)great dif-
ference betwixe our Bobemsaand your Sicilia.

‘ Cam, Ithinke, this comming Semmer, the King of
Sicilia meanes to pay Bobemia the Vifiration, which hee
iuftly owes him.

Arch. Wherein otr Enterrainmsent fhall thame vs:we
will be izfified in our Loues : for indeed---

Cam. *Befeech you---

Areh Verely 1 {peake it in the freedome of my know-
ledge : we cannot with fuch magnificence--~in fo rare-—
I know not what to fay--- Wee will giue you fleepie
Drinkes, that your Sences (vo-intelligent of our infuffi-
cience) tmay,though they cannot prayfe vs, as little ac-
cufe vs,

Cam. Youpaya greatdeale to deare, for what’s giuen
freely.

Arch. *Beleeueme, I fpeake as my vnderftanding in-
ffru@s me,and as mine honeftie puts it to veterance.

Cam. Sicilia cannot {hew himfelfe ouer-kind to Bobe-
mia : They wete trayn’d together in their Child-hoods ;
and there rooted berwixt them then fuch an affection,
which cannot chufe but braunch now, Since their more
mature Dignities,and Royall Neceffities,made feperati-
on of their Societie, their Encounters(though not Perfo-
nall) hath been Royally attornyed with enter-change of
Gifts,Letters;louing Embaffies,that they have feem’d to
be togecher,though abfent:fhooke hands,as ouera Vaft;
and embrac’d asic were framtheends of oppofed Winds.
The Heauens continue their Loves, -

Arch, 1 thinke thereis not in the World,either Malice
or Matter, to alterit. You haue anvnfpeakable comfort
of your young Prince Mamillins: ivisa Gentleman of the
greateft Promife,that cuer came into myNote,

Cam. I verywellagree withyou,in the hopes of him:
it is a @allant Chuld jofie;that (indeed jPhylicksthe Sub-
iet, makes old hearts frefh: they that wenvon Crutches
erc he was borne,defire yet theirlife.to fee hima Man.

- Arch. Would theyelf{e be content ro die ?

Cam.Yessif there were no otherexcule,why they fhould
defiretoline, ;

Areh, If the King had o Sanne, they would defire to
line on Crutches till he had one.ic i 1) Exeunto

Scena. Seciinga.

Eurer Leantes, Hermione, Mam: linet, Pelixenes,Camills,
Pol. Minc Changes of the Watry-Starre hath been

Would be fill'd vp(my Brother)with eur Thanks,
And yet we fhould,for perpetuitie,
Goe hencein debe : And therefore,like a Cypher
(Yer Randing inrich place) I multiply
‘W ith one we thanke you,many thoufands moe,
That goe before it.
Leo. Stay your Thanks 2 while,
And pay them when you part.
Pol. Sir,that’s to morrow :
J am que@tion’d by my feares,of what may chance,
Or breed vpon our abfence,that may blow
No fneaping Winds at home,to make vs fay,
This is put forth too truly:befides, I haue Ray’d
To'tyre your Royaltie,
Leo. We are tougher (Brother)
Then you can put vs to’t,
Pol. Nolonger ftay,
Leo. One Seuenight longer.
Pol. Very {ooth, to morrow,
Leo. Weele part che time becweene’s thenzand in that
Ile no gaine-faying.
Pol. Prefle menot (befeech you) fo:
There is no Tongue that moues;nene,nonei'th* World
So foone as yours;could win me: fo it (hould now,

| Were there neceffitie in your requeft,although

Twere needfull I deny’d it. My Affaires

Doe cuen drag me home-ward : which to hinder,
Were (in your Loue) a Whip tome; my ftay,

To youa Charge,and Trouble : to faue both,
Fareweli {our ¥rother.)

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

Her. 1had thought (Sir)to haue held my peace,vntill
You had drawne Qathes from him,not to Ray: you(Sir)
Charge him ton coldly. Tell him,you arc fure
All in Bobemia's well : this facisfadtion,

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

Les. Well faid; Hermione.

Her. Totcll,helongs to (ze his Sonpe,were firengs
But let himi fay fo then,and let him goe;

But let him {weare {o,and be fhall net flay,
Wee'lthwack him hence with Diftaffes.

Yet of your Royall prefence, Ile aduenture

The borrow of 2 Weeke, When at Bohemia
You take my Lord, Ile giue him my Commiffion,
Telet him therea Maneth,behind the Geft
Prefix’d for’s parting: yer (goad-deed) Leontes,

I loue thee not a Idrre o’th’ Clock,behind

Aa What
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The Winters T ale.

What Lady fhe her Lord. You'le flay #
Pol, No,Madame
Her. Nay, but you will ?
Pol. 1 maynotverely.
Her. Verely?
You put me off with limber Vowes: but 1, »
Though you would feek t’vnfphere the Stars with Oaths,
Should yet fay, Sir,no going : Verely
You fhall not goe ; 2 Ladyes Verely’is
Aspotentasa Lords, Will you goe yet?
Force me to keepe you as a Prifoner,
Not like a Gueft : {o you fhall pay your Fees
:When you depart,and {ane your Thanks, How f'-.;.y you?
My Prifener ? or my Gueft ? by your dread Verely,
One of them you {hall be.
Pol, Your Gueft then,Madame :
To be yeur Prifoner,(hould import offending ;
Which is for me,lefle eafic to commit,
Then you to punifh.
Her. Not your Gaolerthen,
But your kind Hoftefle. Comse, Tle queftion you
Of my Lords Tricks,and yours ,when you were Boyes:
You were pretty Lordings then 2
Pol. Wewere (faire Queene)
Two Lads,that thoughs there was no more behind,
But fuch a day to morrow,ss to day,
And to be Boy eternall.
Her. Was not my Lord

The veryer Wag o’'th’two ?

And bleat the one at th'other: what we chang’d,
W as Innocence,for Innocence : we knew not
The Doétrine of 1ll-doing, nor dreasi’d
Thatany did : Had we pu:fuw'd chac life,
And our weake Spirits ne’re been higher vear'd
With ftronger blood,we fhould haue anfwer'd Heauen
Boldly,not guilty ; the Impofition clear’d,
Hcreditarie ours.
Her, By this we gather
You haue tript fince;
Pol. O my moft facred Lady,
Temprations haue fince then been borne to's: for
In thofe vnfledg’d dayes,was my Wife a Girle
Your precious {elfe had then not crofs’d the eyes
-{ Of my young Play_fellow.
Her, Grace to boot:
Of this make no conclufion,leaft you fay
Your Queene and I are Deuils : yet goeon,
Th’offences we haue made you doe,wee’le an{were,
1 If you firft finn’d with vs: and thac with vs
.| You did continue faule; and that you {liptnot
With any,bur withvs.
Leo. 1s he woon yet?
Her. Hee'le fay (my Lord.)
Leo. At myrequeft.he would not :
Hermione (my deareft ) thou neuer {poak’ft
Teobecter purpofe.
Her. MNeuer?
Lea. Neuer,but once.
Her \Whart? haue Itwice faid well? when was’t before?
I prechee tell me: cram’s with prayfe,and make's ;
| As fat as tamne things: One good deed,dying tonguelefle,
Slaughters a thoufand,wayting vpon that,
{ Our prayies are our Wages. You may ride’s
With ene foft Kifle a thoufand Furlongs,ere
With Spur we heat an Acre. But toth*Goale ;

Pol.We were as twyn’d Lambs thae did frisk i’th’ Sun,

My laft good deed,was to entreat his ftay,

What wasmy firft? icha’s an elder Siffer,

Or I miftake you: O,would her Name were Grace,
Butonce before I {poke toth’ purpofe ? when?
Nay,let me haue’t: 1 long.

Leo. Why ,that was when

hree crabbed Moneths had fowr’d themfelues to degely
EreT could make thee opep thy white Hand: ’
A clap thy felfe my Loue;then didft thou vicer,

Tam yours for cuer,

Her. "Tis Grace indeed,
Why lo-you row;I hauefpoke to th’ purpofe twice:
The one,foreuer earn’d a Royall Husband; »
Th'other for fome while a Friend,

Leo. Too hot, too hot;
Tomingle friendfhip farre,is mingling bloods,
1 haue Tremor Cordis on me : my heart daunces,
But not forioy; not ioy. This Entertainment
May afree face put on: deriuea Libertie
From Heartincfle,from Bountie,fertile Bofome,
Andwell become the Agent:'t may;T graune:
But to be padling Palmes,and pinching Fingers,
As now they are;and making practis’d Smiles
Asina Looking-Glaffe; and then to figh,as twere
The Mort o’th’Deere : ohythat is entertainment
My Bofome likes not, nor my Browes, Mumillius,
Art thou my Boy ?

Mm. 1,mygood Lord,

Les. Yfecks : :
Why thhe’s my Bawcock:what?has’t fmutch’d thy Nofe?
They fay it is a Coppy out of mine, Come Captaine,
Wemuft be neat ; not neat,but cleanly,Captaine;
And yet the Steere,the Heycfer,and the Calfe,
Areall call’d Neat. Seill Virginalling
Vpon his Palme? How now (youwanton Calfe )
Art theu my Calfe ?

CMam. Yes,if you will (my Lord.)

Lzo.Thou want’t arough pafh,& the fhoots that L haue
To be full likeme : yet they fay we are
Almoftas likeas Egges; Women fay fo,
(Thac will fay any thing.) But were they falfe
Aso're-dy’d Blacks;as Wind,as Waters;falfe
As Diceare to bewifh'd by one thatfixes
No borne twixt hisand mines yet were ittrue,
To fay this Boy were like me. Come(Sir Page)
Looke on me with your. Welkin eye: fweet Villine,
Moft.dear’ft,my Collep: Can thy Dam;may’t be
Affe&ion?thy Intention ftabs the Center,
Thoudo’ft make poffible thfhgs not fo held,
Communicac'ft with Dreames(how canthis be?)
With what’s vnreall: thoucoa&iueare,
And fellow’ft nothing: Then tis very credent, :
Thou may’ft co-ioyne with fomething,and chou do'ft,
(And that beyond Commiffion) and Ifind it,
(And that tothe infedtion of my Braines,
And hzrdning of my Browes.)

Pol. What meanes Sicilia?

Her. He {fomething feemes ynfetled.

Pol. How?my Lord 2 .

Les.What cheere? how is’t with you,beft Brother?

Her.Youlook as if you held a Brow of much diftraction:
Are youmou'd (my Lordr)

Leo. No, in good earneft. ey
How fometimes Nature will betray it’s folly ?
It’s tendernefle ? and make ic felfe a Paftime
To harder bofomes? Looking on'the Lynes 2

: (9]
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Of my Boyes face,me thoughts I did requoyle
Twentie three yeeres,and faw my felfe vn-breech'd,
In my greene Veluet Coat ;my Dagger muzzel'd,
Leaft it fhould bite it’s Mafter, and fo preue
(As Ornaments oft de’s) too dangerous ;
How like(me thought)I then was to this Kernell,
This Squafh,this Gentleman, Mine honeft Friend,
Will you take Egges for Money ?
Mam. No (my Lord) Ilefight.
Leo. Youwill:why happy man be’s dole.My Brother
Are you {o fond of your young Prince,as we
Doc feeme to be of ours?
Pol. if at home (Sir)
He’s all my Exercife,my Mirth,my Macter;
Now my fworne Friend,and then mine Enemy ;
My Parafite,my Souldier: State(~man;all:
He makes a Iulyes day,(hort as December,
And with his varying child-nefle, cures in me
Thoughts,that would thick my bload,
Leo. So ftandsthis Squire
Offic’d with me: We two will walke(my Lord)
And leaue you to your graver fteps. Hermione,
How thou low’t vs,fhew in our Brothers welcomes
Let what is deate in Sicily,be cheape:
Next to thy felfe,and my young Rouer,he’s
Apparant to my heart,
Her. If youwould fecke vs,
We are yours i'th’Garden : fhall’s attend you there?
Leo, Toyourowne bents difpole you:you’le be found,
Be you beneath the Sky: I am angling now,
(Though you percciue me not how I giue Lyne)
Goetoo, goe too.
How fhz holds vp the Neb# the Byllto him ?
| And armes her with the boldnefle of 2 Wite
To herallowing Husband. Gone already,
Ynch-thick,knee-deepe;ore head and eares a fork’d one.
Goe play(Boy)play: thy Mother playes, and I
Play too;but fo difgrac’d a part,whofe iffue
Will hiffe me to my Graue: Contemprand Clamor
Will be my Knell. Goe play(Boy)play,there haue been
(Or I ammuch decein’d) Cuckolds ere now,
And many a man there is (euen at chis prefent,
Now,while I {peake this) holds his Wife by th’Arme,
Tha litele chinkes (he ha's been fluyc’d in’s abfence,
And his Pond fith’d by his next Neighbor (by
Sir Smile,his Neighbor:) nay,there’s comfort in't,
Whiles othermen haue Gates, and thofe Gates opend
(As mine) again(t cheir will, Should all defpaire
That haue reuolted Wines,the tenth of Mankind
W ould hang themfelues, Phyfick for’t,there’s none:
It is abawdy Planet,that will ftrike
Where''tis predeminant;and ’tis powrefull: thinke it »
From Eaft,We(t,North,and South;be it concluded,
No Barricado fora Pelly. Know',
It will let inand oucthe Enemy,
With bag and baggage : many thoufand on’s
Haue the Difeafe and feele't nor, How now Boy 2
e Mam. Tamlikeyou fay.
Les. Why,that’s fome comfort.
W hat ? Camsillo there ?
Cam. 1,my good Lord.
Leo. Goeplay(Mamlling) thou'rt an honeft man:
Camiflo,this greac Sir will yet ftay longer.
Cam. Youhad muchadoe to make his Anchor hold,
When you caft out,it (till came hotie.
Les. Didftnoteiz?
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(»m. Hewould not ftay at your Petitions,made
His Bufinefle more materiall.

Leo. Didft perceiveic?
They're here with me already; whifp’ring,rounding :
Siciliais a fo-forth : "tis farre gone,
When 1 fhall gult it laft. How cam’t (Camsiils )
That he did ftay ?

Cam. Atthe good Queenes encreatie.

Leo. Atthe Queenes be’t: Good fhould be pértinent,
But fo it is,it is not. Was this taken
By any vnderftanding Pate but thine?
For thy Conceir is foaking,will draw in
More then the common Blocks. Not neted,is’,
But of the finer Natures? by fome Seueralls
Of Head-peece extraordinarie? Lower Mefles
Perchance are to this Bufineffe purblind ? fay.

Cam. Bufinefle,my Lord? I thinke moft vnderftand
Bobemia (tayes here longer,

Leo. Haz

Cam. Stayesherelonger,

Leo. 1,but why ? ]

Cam. To f{atisfie your Highnefle,and the Entreaties
Of our moft gracious Miftrefle.

Leo. Satisfie?
Thentreaties of your Miftreffe? Sacisfie ?
Let that foffice. I haue trufted thee (Camillo)
With all the neereft things to my heare, as well
My Chamber-Councels,wherein(Prieft-like)thou
Haft cleans’d my Bolome: T,from thee departed
Thy Penitent reform’d : but we haue been
Deceiu’d in thy Integritie,deceiu’d
Inthat whkich{eemes fo.

Cam. Be it forbid (my Lord.)

Les. Tobide vpon’t: thouarcniot honeft: or
If thou inclin’ft that way,thou art a Coward,
Which hexes honeftie behind, reftrayning
From Courfe requir’d : or elfe thou muft be counted
A Seruant,grafted in my ferious Truft,
And thereinnegligent : or elfea Foole,
Thac {eeft 2 Gaise play’d home, the rich Stake drawne,
Andtak’t it all for ieaft,

Cam. My gracious Lord,
I may be negligent foolifh,and fearefull,
In euery one of thefe,no man is free,
Buc that hisnegligence, his folly, feare,
Among the infinite doings of the World,
Semetime puts forth in your affaires (my Lord.}
If cuer I were wilfull-negligent,
It was my folly ¢ if induftriouly
I play’d the Foole,it was my negligence,
Not weighing well the end : if euer fearefull
To doe a thing,where I the iffue doubted,
Whereof theexecution did cry out
Againftthe non-performance,’twas a feare
Which oft infe&s the wifeft : thefe(my Lord)
Are fuch allow’d Infirmities,that honeftie
Is neuer free of, But befeech your Grace
Be plainer with me, ler me know my Trefpas
By it’s ownevifage; if | then deny ic,
"Tis none of mine.

Leo. Ha' not you feene Camsille ¢
(But that’s paft doubr: you haue, or your eye-glaffe
Is thicker then a Cuckolds Horne) er heard?
(For toa Vifion fo apparant,Rumor
Cannot be mute) er thoughr?(for Cogitatiori
Refides not in thar man,that do's not thinke)
Aaz
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My Wife is flipperie 2 If thou wilt confefle,
Or elfe be impudently negatiue,
To haue nor Eyes,nor Eares,tior Thought,then {ay
My Wife’s a Holy-Horfe,deferues a Name
As ranke as any Flax-Wench,that puts to
Betore her troth-plight : fay’t,and inflify’.

Cam. 1would not be a ftander-by, to heare
My Soueraigne Miftreffe clouded fo,wichout
My prefent vengeance taken: "fhrew my heart,
Y ou neuer fpoke what did become you leffe
Then this; which to reiterate, were fin
As deepe as that,though true.

Leo, Iswhifpering nothing ?
Is leaning Checke to Checke ? ismeating Nofes ?
Kifling with in-fide Lip? ftopping the Cariere
Of Laughter,witha figh? (a Note infallible
Of breaking Honeftie) horfing foot on footz?
Skulking in corners? withing Clocks more {wift 2
Houres,Minutes? Noone,Mid-night ? and all Eyes
Blind with the Pin and Web,but theirs; theirs onely,
That would vnfeene be wicked?Is this nothing?
Why then the World,and all that’s in't,is nothing,
The couering Skie is nothing,Bokemia nothing,
My Wife is nothing,nor Nothing haue thefe Nothings,
If this be nothing,

Cam. Good my Lord,be cur’d
Of this difeas’d Opinion, and betimes,
For ’tis moft dangerous,

Leo. Say it be,’tis true,

Cam. No,no,my Lord.

Leo, Itis: youlye,youlye:
I {ay thoulyeft Camsillo,and [ hate thee,
Prenounce thee a grofie Lowt,a mindleffe Slaue,
Or elfe ahouering Temporizer,that
Canft with thine eyes at once fee good and euill,
Inclining to them both: were my Wiues Liuer
Infe&ed (as her life) (he would not live
The running of one Glaflz.

Cam. Who do’s infeét het 2

Leo, Why he thac weares her like her Medull hanging
About his neck (Bobemis) who,if |
Had Seruants true about me,that bare eyes
To {ee alike mine Honor.as their Profits,
(Their owne particular Thrifts) they would doe that
Which fhould vndoe more doing : I,and thou
His Cup-bearer,whom [ from meaner forme
Haue Bench’d,and rear’d to Worfhip,who may'ft fee

Plainely,as Heauen fees Earth,and Earth {ees Heauen,
HowIam gall’d,might’ft be-fpicea Cup,
To giue mine Enemy a lafting Winke:
Which Draught to me,were cordiall.

Cam. Sir(my Lord)
I could doe this, and that with ne rafh Potion,
Bt with a lingring Dram,thar fhould not worke
Mialicioufly like Poyfon : But Icannot
Bleleeue this Crack to be inmy dread Miftreffe
(So foueraignely being Honorable.)
I haue lowd thee,

Les Make that thy queftion,and goerot :

/| D@’(t thinke I am fo muddy, o vnfetled,

To appoint my felfe in this yexation?

Sully the puritie and whitenefle of my Sheetes
(Whichto preferue,is Slecpes which being {pocted
1s Goades, Thornes. Nettles, Tayles of Wafpes)
Giue feandall to.the blood o'th’ Prince,my Sonne,

]

(Who I doe thipkeis mine,and loue as mine)

T he Winters Tale...

Without ripe mouing to’t ? Would 1doe this ¢
Could man foblench #
Cam. Imuft beleeue you(Sir)
I dee, and will fetch off Bobemia for’t :
Prouided,that when hee’s remou’d,your Highnefle
Will take againe your Queene,as yours at firft,
Euen for your Sonnes fake,and thereby for fealing
The Iniurie of Tongues,in Courts and Kingdomes
Knowne,and ally’d to yours.
Leo. Thou do’ft aduife me,
Euen fo as I mine owne courfe haue fet downe :
1le give no blemifh to her Honor,none.
Cam. My Lord,
Goethen ; and with a countenance as cleare
As Friend(hip weares at Feafts,keepe with Bobemia,
And with your Queene ; 1am his Cup-bearer,
If from me he hane wholefome Beueridge,
Account me not your Seruant,
Leo. Thisisall:
Do’t,and thou haft the one halfe of my heart ;
Do’t not,thou fplitt’ft thine owne,
Cam. lle do’t;my Lord.
Leo.T wil feeme friendly,as thou haft advis’'d me, Exit
Cam. O miferable Lady. But for me,
What cale ftand Lin¢ 1 muft be the poyfoncr
Of good Pelixenes,and my ground to do's,
Is the obedience to a Mafter; one,
Who in Rebellion with himf(elfe,will haue
All that are his, {o too. To deethis deed,
Promotion followes : If 1could find example
Of thoufand’s that had ftruck anoynted Kings,
And flouriflv’d after, I'd not do’t : But fince
Nor Braffe,nor Stone,nor Parchment beares not one,
Let Villanie it felfe forfwear’s, I muft
Forfake the Court: to do’t,or no,is certaine
Tomeabreake-neck. Happy Starre raigne now,
Here comes Bobem:a. Euter Polixeness
Pol, Thisis ftrange: Me thinkes )
My fauor here begins to warpe. Not fpeake?
Good day Camillo.
Cam. Hayle moft Royall Sir.
Psl. What is the Newes i’th’ Court 2
Cam. Nonecrare (my Lord.)
Pol, The King hath on him fuch a countenance,
As hehad loft fome Pronince,and a Region
" Lou'd, as he loues himfelfe : enen now I met him
With cuftomarie complement,when bee
Wafting his eyes to th’ contrary,and falling
A Lippe of much contempt,{peedes from me,and
So Jeaues mejto confider what is breeding,
That changes thus his Manners,
{am. 1dare not know (my Lord.)
Pol. How,dare not?doe not?doc you know,and dare not?
Be intelligent to me,’tis thereabouts ;
For to your felfe,what you dee know,youmu#t,
And cannot fay,you dare not, Good Camifla,
Your chang’d complexions are to me a Mirror,
Which fhewes me mine chang’d too:for I muft be
A partie in this alteration,finding
My felfe thus alter’d with’t,
(am. Thereisaficknefle
Which puts fome of vs in diftemper, but
I cannot name the Difeafe,and it is caughe

' Of you,that yet are well,

Pol, How caught of me?
Make me not fighted like the Bafilifque.
I have




1 haue look’d on-thoufands,who haue fpéd'the beccer
By my regard,but kill'd none fo : Camillo,
Asyouare certainelya Gentleman;thereto
Clerke-like experienc’d,which no feffe adornes

Our Gentry,then our Parents Noble Names,

In whofe fuccefle weare gentle': T befeech you,

If you know ought which do’s behoue my knowledge, *
Thereof to be inform’d,imprifon't not

In ignorant concealement.

Cam. [ may notanfwere.

Pol. A Sickneffe caught of me,and yet T'well »
I muft be anfwer'd. Do’it thou heare Camillo,

1 coniure thee,by all the parts of man,
Which Honordo’s acknowledge,whereof the leaft
Is not this Suit of mine,thatthou declare
What incidencie thou do’ft ghefle of harme
Is creeping toward me how farre off,how necre,
Whichway to be preuented,if to be :
If not, how beftto beare it.

Cam. Sir,I willtell you,
Since I amcharg'd in Honor,and by him
That I thinke Honorable:therefore marke my counfaile,
Which muft be eu’n as {wiftly followed,as
I meane to vtter it ; or both your felfe,and me,
Cry loft,and {e goed night,

Pol, On,good Camills,

Cam. 1am appointed him to murther you.

Pol. Bywhom, Camillo ?

Cam, By theKing,

Pol. Forwharz

Cam. He thinkes,nay with all confidence he fweares,
Ashe had feen’t,or beene an Inftrument
To vice you to’t,that you haue touche his Queene
Forbiddenly.

Pol. Ohthen,my beft blood turne
To aninfected Gelly,and my Name
Be yoak’d with his,that did betray the Beft :

Turne then my freftheft Reputation to

A fauour,that may ftrikethe dulleft Nofthrill
Where I arriue,and my approch be fhurs’'d,

Nay hated too,worfe then the great'it Infe&ion
Thatere was heard,or read.

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

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

Pol. How fhould this grow ?

Cam. 1know not: but T am fure ’tis {aferto
Auoid what’s growne,then queftion how tis borne.
It therefore you dare truft my honefiie,

That lyes enclofed in this Trunke,which you
Shall beare along impawnd,away to Nighe,
Your Followers T will whifper to the Bufinefie,
And will by twoes,and threes,at feuerall Pofternes,
Clearethem o’th’ Citie : For my felfe, Ile put
My fortunes to your {eruice(whichare here

By this difcouerie loft.) Be not vncerraine,
Forby the honer of my Parents, 1

Haue viered Truth: which if you {eeke to proue,
I dare not ftand by 3 nor fhall you be fafer,
Then one condemnd by the Kings owne mouth:
Thereon his Execution {worne.

T bet¥inters T ale.
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Pol, 1doebelecue thee:
1 faw his heart in’s face.Giue me thy hiand;
Be Pilot to me,and thy places (hall
Still neighbour mine. My Ships arc ready, and
My people didexpeét my hence departure = ]
Two dayesagoe. This Icaloufie
Is for aprecious Creature : as {hee’s rare,
Maftit be grear; and,as his Perfon’s mightie,
Muft it be violent : and,as he do’s conceiue,
He is difhonor’d by a man,which ener
Profefs’d to him: why his Reuenges maft
In that be made more bitter, Feare ore-fhades me:
Good Expedition be my friend,and comfore
The gracious Queene,part of his Theame;but nothing:
Of his ill-ta’ne tufpition. Come Camillo,
I will refpect thee as a Father,if
Thou bear’t my life off,hence : Let vsauoid.

Cam. Itisin mineauthoritie to command
The Keyes of all the Pofternes : Pleafe your Highnefle
Torake thevrgenthoure, Come Sir,away.  Exesnt.

e A étus Secundus. Scena Prima.

Enter Hermione, Mamillins Ladies: Lesutes,
Awntigonus, L ords.
Her. Take the Boy to you: he fo troublesme,
"Tis paft enduring,
Lady. Come(my gracious Lord)
Shall I'be your play-fellow 2
Mam. No,lle noneof you.
Lady. Why(my fweet Lord?)
Mam. You'le kifle me hard,and {peake to me, as if
I'werea Baby ftill. T loueyou berter, !
2. Lady, And why fo(my Lord?) !
Mam. Not for becaufe i
Your Browes are blacker (yet black-browes they fay
ecome fome Women beft,{o that there benot l
{

Toce much haire there, but in a Cemicircle,
Or a halte-Moone,made witha Pen,)

2.Lady, Who raught’this?

Mam., 1learn’d it out of Womens faces: pray now,
What colour are your eye-browes ? :

Lady, Blew(my Lord.) !

Mam. Nay,that’sa mock:T have feenea Ladies Nofe !
That ha’s beene blew,but not her eye-browes. {
.. Lady. Harkeye, [
» e Queenc(your Mother)rounds apace:we {hall
Prefent our feruicesto a fine new Prince
Oue of thele dayes,and then youl’d wanten with vs,
If we would haue you.

2. Lady, Sheis{pread oflate
Into a goodly Bulke(good time encounter her.)

Her. Whatwi{dome ftirs amongft you?Come Sir,now

I am for you againe : "Pray you fic by vs, '
And tell’sa Tale.

Mam, Merry or {ad, fhal’tbe 2

Her. Asmerryasyoo will,

Mam, AfadTale’sbeft for Winter:
I haue enc of Sprights,and Goblins.

Her. Let’s bauesthat (good Sir,)
Come-on, fir downe, come-on,and doe your beft,

To fright me with your Sprights:yoti're powrefull atit.
Aag Ham, There

o

e ot
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CMam. Therewasaman.
Her. Nay,come fit downe: then on,
Mam. Dwelt by a Church-yard: I will tell it foftly,
Yond Crickets thall not heare it.
Her. Comeonthen,and giu’t mein mine eare,
Leon. Was hee metthere? his Traine ? Camillo with
‘him 2
Lord. Behind the ruft of Pines I met them,neuer
Saw I men fcowre {o on their way: I eyed chem
Euen to their Ships. ‘
Leo, How bleftam I
In my iuft Cenfure? in my true Opinion ?
Alack,for lefler knowledge,how accurs'd,
Inbeing fobleft? . There may bein the Cup
A Spider fteep’d,and one may drinke; depart,
And yet partakeno venome: (for his knowledge
Is not infeGed) but if one prefent
Th'abhor’d Ingredient to his eye, make knowne
Howhe hath drunke, he cracks his gorge, his fides
With violent Hefts: I have drunke,and {eenc the Spider,
{amillo was his helpe in this,his Pandar;
There is a Plot againft my Life,my Crowne
All's true chat is mifirufted: that falfe Villaine,
Whom I employ’d, was pre-employ’d by him :
He ha's difcouer'd my Defigne,and I
Remainea pinch’d Thing; yea,a very Trick
For them to play at will: how came the Pofternes
So eafily open #
Lerd. By his great authority,
Whichroften hath no lefle prauail d,ther fo,
On your command,
Leo. 1know’t too well.
Giueme the Boy, T am glad you did not nurfe him:
Though he do’s beare fome fignes of me, yet you
Haue too much blood in him.
Her, Whatisthis? Spore?
Leo. Beare the Boy hence, he (hall not come zbout her,
Away with him,and let her fport her felfe
With that fhee’s big-with, for *tis Polixvenes
Ha’s made thee fwell thus.
Her. But il'd {ay he had not ;
And Ile be fworne you would beleeue my faying,
How c’re you leanc to ti’ Nay-ward,
Leo. You (my Lords)
Looke on her,marke her well: be bur about
Tofay fheis a goodly Lady,and
The iuftice of your hearts will thereto adde
"Tis pitty fhee’snot honeft : Honorable 3
Prayfe her but for this her without-dore-Forme,
(Which on my faith defcrues high fpeech ) and ﬁraisht
The Shrug,the Hum,o: Ha,(thefe Petty-brands
That Calumnie doth vfe; Ob,Tam out,
That Mercy do’s, for Calumnie will {care
Vertue it {elfe) thefe Shrugs,thefe Hum’s,and Ha's,
When you haue {aid (hee’s goodly,come betweene,
Ereyou can fay {hee’s honeft : But be’t knowne
(From him that h2’s moft caufe to gricue it fhould be)
Shee’s an Adultreffe.
Her. Should a Villaine fay fo,
(The moft replenith’d Viilaine in the World)
He were as muchmore Villaine : you (my Lord)
Dae but miftake.
Leo. Youhaue miftooke (my Lady)

| Polixenes for Leontes : O thou Thing,

(Which Ile not call a Creature of thy place,
Leaft Barbarifme {making me the precedent)

&
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Should 2 like Language vfe to all degrees, /.
And mannerly diftingpifbment leave ou,
Betwixt the Princeand Begger:) I haue faid
Shee’s an Adultrefle, 1 haue faid wich whom =
More; thee’sa Traytor,and Camillo is 5
A Federarie with heryand onethat knowes
What {he thould (hame toknow her felfe;
Bat with ber moft vild Principall : that fhee’s
A Bed-fwaruer,cuen asbad as thofe
Thac Vulgars give bold'@ Titles; T,and priuy
Tochis theirlate efcape,
Her. No (by my life) N
Priuy to none of this : how will this grieue you,
When youfhall come to clearer knowledge, thac
You thus haue publifh’d me > Gentle my Lord,
You {carce canright me throughly,then, to {ay
You did miftake.
Leo, No: if Imiftake
In thofe Foundatiens which I build vpon,
The Centre is not bigge enough vo beare
A Schoole- Boyes Top. Away with ber,to Prifon :
He who fhall fpeake for her,is a farré_off guiltie,
But that he {peakes.
Her. There’s fome ill Planet raignes:
I muft be patienc,till the Heauens looke
With an afpeét more fanorable. Good my Lords,
Iam not prone to weeping (as our Sex
Commonly are) the want of which vaine dew
Perchance (hall dry your picties : but J haue
That honorable Griefe lodg’d here,which burnes
Worfe then Teares drowne: 'befeech youall (my I.cx’ds)
With thoughts {o qualified,as your Charities
Shall beft infiruét you,meafure me; and fo
The Kings will be perform’d,
Les. Shall [ be heard ?
Her Who is’t that goes with me?'befeech your Highnes
My Women may be with me, for you fce
My plight requiresit. Doe not weepe(good Fooles )
There is no caufe: When you fhall know your Miflsis
Ha’s deferv’d Prifon,then abound in Teares,
AsIcomeout; this A&tion I now goeon,
Is formy better grace, Adieu (my\Lord)
I'never wifh'd to fee you forry, now
I truft I fhall ; my Wormen come,you haue Jeaue,
Leo. Goe,doe our bidding : hence,
Lord. Befeech your Highnefie call the Queene againe.
Antig. Be certaine what you do(Sir)leaft your Iuftice
Proueviolence, in the which three great ones {uffer,
Your Selfe,your Queene,your Sonne,
Lord. For her (my Lord)
I dare my life lay downe,and will do’t (Sir)
Pleafe yon t’accept it,that the Queenc is fpotlefle
I'th’ eyes of Heanen, and to you (1 meane
In this,which you accufe her, ) .
Antsg. If it proue ,
Shee’s otherwife, Ile keepe my Stables where
I lodge my Wife,Ile goe in couples with her:
Then when 1feele,and fee her, no farther truft her:
For euery ynch of Womaninthe World,
Ieuery dram of VW omans flefh is falfe,
IF ﬂ'le bc.
Leo. Hold your peaces,
Lord. Geod my Lord,
Antig. Itis for you we fpeake,not for our felues:
You are abus’d,and by fome putter on,
That will be damn’d for’c: would 1 knew the Villaine, :
T woulc




1 would Land-damnehim : be fhehonor-flaw'd,
I haue three daughters : the eldeft is eleuen;

The fecond, and the third, nine:and {ome fiue :
Ifthis proue true, they’l pay for’t, ‘By mine Honor
Tle gell’d emall : fourteene they fhall not fee
Tobring falfe generations »they are co-heyres,

And I had rather glib my félfe;thencthey

Should not proeduce faire iffue.

Leo, Ceafe, 110 more :

You {mell this bufineffe with a fence as cold
Asisadead-mans nofe : but I dofee’t, and feel’,
As you feele doing thus : and fee withall %
The Infiruments cthat feele,

Antig. Ificbefo,

We needeno graueto burie honcﬂy,
There’s not a graine of it, the face to fweeten
Of the whole dungy-earth, ~

Leo. What?lackeI credit ?

Lord. Ihadrather you did lacke thenT (my Lord)
Vponthis ground : and more it would content me
To haue her Honor true, then your fufpition
Beblam’d for't how you might.

Leo, Why what neede we
Commune with you ofthis ? but rather follow
Our forceful! inftigation ? Our prerogarive
Cals not your Counfailes, but our narurall goodneffe
Imparts this : which, ifyou, or ftupified,

Or feeming fo, in skill, cannot, or will not
Rellifh a truth, like vs : informe your felucs,
We ncede nomore of your aduice : the matterg
The loffe, the gaine, the ord’ring on’e,
Is all properly ours®

Antip. AndIwifh (my Liege)
Youhad onely in your filent iudgement tride it,
Without more ouerture,

Leo, How could thatbe ?
Either thou art meft ignorant by age,
Ot thou wer'tborne a foole : Camille’s flight
Addedto their Familiarity
(Which was as graffe, as euer touch’d conie&ture,
That lack’d fight onely, nought for approbation
But onely {eeing, all other circumftances
Made yp to’th deed) doth pufh-onthis proceeding,
Yet,fora greater confirmation
(For inan A&te of this importance,‘twere
Moft pitteous to be wilde) I hane difpatch’din poft,
To facred Delphos, to Appolk’'s Temple,
Cleomines and Dion, whom you know
Of fuff'd-fufficiency : Now, from the Oracle
They will bring all, whefe fpirituall counfaile had
Shall ftop, or fpurre me, Haue I done well 7

Lord. Well done (my Lord.)

Leo. ThoughTam farisfide, and needeno more

Then whiat I know, yet {ballthe Oracle
Giue reft to th’'mindes of others ; fuch ashe
Whofe ignorant credulitie, will not
Comevp to th'truth. Se haue wethought it good
From our free perfon, fhe thould be confinde,
Leaftthat the treachery of the two, fled hence,
Be left her to performe. Come follow vs,
Weare to fpeake in publique : for this bufineffe]
Will raife vs all.

Antig. Tolaughter, asTtake ity

Ifthe good truth, were knowne. Exesunt

T he il/iqu Tale.
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Scena Secunda,

Enter Paulsina, a Gentlewsan, Gaoler, Emilia,

Panl. TheKeeper of the prifon, call to him :
Let him hiue knowledge who Iam. Good Lady,
No Court in Europeis too good for thee,
What doft thou then in prifon ? Now good Sir,
You know me, do younot ?

Gao. Foraworthy Lady,
Andene, who much I henour.

Pan. Prayyouthen,
Conduétmeto the Queene.

Gao. I may not(Madam)

Tothe contrary I haue exprefle commandment,

Pan. Herc’s a-do, tolocke vp honefty & honour from
Thiaccefle of gendle vifitors, Is’tlawfull prayyou
To {ee her Women ? Any of them? Emilia?

Gas. So pleafe you (Madam)

To puta-part thefe your attendants, I
Shall bring Emitia forth,

Pan. 1praynow call her:
With-draw your {elues.

Gao. And Madam, 4
I muft be prefent at your Conference,

Pan, Well:be’tfo: prethee.

Heere's fuch a-doe, to make no ftaine, a flaine,
As pafies colouring, Deare Gentlewoman,
How fares our gtacious Lady ?

Emil. Aswellas onefo great, and fo forlorne
May hold together : On her frights, and greefes
(Which never tender Lady hath borne greater) |
She is, fomething before her time, deliuer’d.

Pan, A boy ?

Emil. A daughter, and 3 goodly babe,
Lufty, and like to Jiue : the Queenc receiues
Much comfort in’t : Sayes, my poore prifoner,
Iaminnocent as you,

Pan. 1dare be{worne:

Thefe dangerous, vafafe Lunes i'th'King,befhrew them:

| Hemuftbetold on’t, and he fthall : the office

Becomes a womanbeft. Ile take’t vpon me,
IfIproue hony-mouth’d, let my tongue blifter,
And neuer to my red-look’d Anger bee
The Trumpet any more : pray you (Emilia)
Commend my beft obedience to the Queene,
If (he dares traft me wi:h her livtle babe,
I'le thew’t the Kiing, and vndertake ro bee
Her Aduocateto th’lowd’f. We do not know
How he may foften at the fight o’th’Childe :
The filence oftenof pure innocence
Perfwades, when fpeaking failes,

Emil. Mo worthy Madam,
your honor, and your goodnefle is {o enident,
That your free vndertaking cannot miffe
A thriving yffue: there is no Lady lining
So mecete for this great errand 3 pleafe your Ladifhip
Tovifit the next roome, Ile prefently
Acquaint the Queene of your moft noble offer,
Who, but to day hammered of this defigne,
But dutft not tempt a minifter of honour
Leaft fhe (hould be deny’d,

Pau
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Paul. Tellher (Emilis)
Ile vie that tongue I haue : If wit low from’
As boldneffe from my bofome, le’t not be doubted
1{hall do goed,
Emil. Now be youbleft forit,
Ile to the Queene : pleale you come fomething neerer,
Gas. Madam, if’t pleale the Queene to fend che babe,
I know not what I {hall incurre, to paflei,
Hauing no warrant.
Paw. Youneede not feare it (fir)
This Childe was prifoner te the wombe, 2nd is
By Law and procefle of great Nature, thence
Frec'd, and enfranchis’d, not a partie to
The anger of the King, nor guilry of
(1fany be) the trefpafle of the Queene,
Gao. 1dobelecueir,
Panl. Donotyoufeare : vpon mine honor, I

Will ftand betwixt you, and danger. Exennt

Scena Tertia.

Enter Leentes, Sernants, Panlira, Antigonus,

and Lords.

Leo. Nornight, nor day,noreft: Itisbut weakne(le
Tobeare the matter thus : meere weakne(le, if
The caufe were not in being : part o’th caufe,
She, th’Adultrefle : for the harlot-King
Is quite beyond mine Arme, out of the blanke
And leuell of my braine : plot-proofe :but {hee,
I can haoketo me : {ay that fhe were cone,
Giuen to the fire, 2 moirty of my reft
Might come to me againe. Whofe there?

Ser. My Lord.

Le¢o, How do's the boy?

Ser, Hetooke good reft to night : ’tis hop'd
His ficknefle is difcharg’d.

Les. Tofeehis Noblepeffe,
Conceyuing the dithonour of his Mother.'
He [traight declin’d, droop’d, tookeit deeply,
Faften’d, and fix’d the thame en’c in hinfelfe -
Threw-ofthis Spirit, his Appetite, his Sleepe,
And down-right languifh'd. Leaue me folely: goe,
See how he fares: Fie, fie, no thovglit of him,
The very thought of my Revengeschat way
Recoyle yponme : inhim{clfe too mightie,
And in his parties, his Alliance; Lethim be,
Vatill a timemay ferue. For prefent vengeance
Takeit on her: Camillo, and Polixenes
Laughatme : make their paftimeac my forrow:
They fhould not laugh, ifI could reach them, nor
Shall (he, within my powre.

Enrer Paslina.

Lord, Youmuft notenter,
Panl. Nay rather (goodmy Lords) be fecond tome :
Feareyou his tyrannous pafsion more (alas)
Then the Queenes lire ? A gracious innocent foule,
| More free, then he is iealous.
Antig. That's enough.
Ser, Madam ; he hath not {lept to night, commanded
Wone fhouald come at him.
Pan. Natfo hot (good Sir)
Icometo bring him fleepe. "Tis fuch as you

iy

That creepe like fhadogyes by him, anddo fighe
At eachthis needlefle heanings : fuchas you
Nourifh the caufe of hisawaking. I
Do comé with words, asmedicinall, as true ;
(Honef, as cither; ) to purge him of that humer,
That prefles him from {ieepe.

Leo. Who noyfe there, hoe ? .

Pan. Nonoyfe(my Lord) but needfull conference
About fome Gofsips for your Highneffe, ;

Les. How?

Away with that audacious Lady, dntigonsm,
Icharg’d thee that fhe fhould not come about me,
I knew {he would.

Ant. 1told her fo (my Lord)

On your difpleafures perill, and on mine,
She fhould pot vific you.

Les, \What? canftnot rule her?

Paul, FromalldifhoneRic he can : in this
(Vnleffe he take the courfe that you haue done)
Commit me, for committing honor, truft it,

He {hall net rule me: )
Ant. La-younow, you heare,

When fhe will take che raine,I Iet her un,

But fhee’l not flumble.

Paxl, Goodmy Liege.I come:

And I befeech you heare me, who profeifes
My felfe yourloyall Seruant, your Phyfizian,
Your moft obedient Counfailor : yetthat dares
Lefle appeare fo,in comforting your Enilles,
Then fuch as moft feeme yours, Ifay,1 come
From yotir good Queene.

Leo. Good Quicene ?

Parl. Good Queene (my Lord)good Quesne,
I{uy gcod Queene,

And would by combate, make her gaod fo, were I
A man, the worft about you.

Leo. Vorceherbence,

Pan. Lechim that makes but trifles of his eyes
Firft hand me : on mine owne accord, Ile off,

B cfirft, iledo myerrand. The good Queene
(For fheis good ) hath brought you forch a daughter,
Heere 'tis: Commends it to your blcﬁing.
Les, QOut:
A mankinde Witch ? Hence with her, out o’dofe :
A meitintelligencing bawd.
Psul, WNotlo:
I am as ignorant in that, as you,
In {o enticling me :and ne lefle honeft
Then you are mad : which is enough, Ile warrant
(As this world goes) to paffe for honeft:
Leo, Traivors 3
Will you not pufh her out ? Giue her the Baflard,
Thou dotard, thou art woman-tyr’d : vnroofied
By thy dame Partlet heere. Take vp the Baftard,
Take’t vp, Ifay : give’t tothy Croane.
Panl. Foreuer
Vavenerablebe thy hands, if thou
Tak’t vp the Princeffe, by that forced bafeneffe
Which he ha’s put vpon't.

Leo. Hedreads his Wife.

Panl. So L would you did :then 'twere paft all doubt
Youl'd call your children, yours,

Leo. Aneftof Traitors,

Ant. 1am none, by this good light,

Pau. NorI :norany
But one that’s heere : and that’s himfelfe : for he,

The {
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The facred Honor of himfelfe,his Queenes,
His hopefull Sonnes,his Babes,betrayesto Slander,
Whofe fting is fharper then the Swords; and will not
(For as the cafe now ftands, itis a Curfe
He cannot be compell’d too’t) once remoue
The Root of his Opinion,which is rotten,
As euer Oake,or Stone was found.

Leo. A Callat
Of boundlefle tongue, who late hath beat her Husband,
And now bayts me : This Brat is none of mine,
Itis the Iflue of Poltxenes,
Hence with it,and together with the Dam,
Commit them to the fire,

Paul. Itisyours:
And might we lay th’old Prouerb to your charge,
So like you,’tis the wor(e; Behold (my Lords)
Although the Print be little,the whole Mateer
And Coppy of the Father: (Eye,Nofe,Lippe,
The trick of s Frowne, his Fore-head, nay,the Valley,
The pretty dimples of his Chin,and Cheeke; his Smiles:
The very Mold,and frame of Hand,Nayle,Finger.)
And thou good Goddefle Narmre,which haft made it
So like to him that got it,if thou haft
The ordering of the Mind tao, mongft all Colours
No Yellow in’t,leaft (he {ufpet,as he do’s,
Her Children,not her Husbands,

Leo. A grofleHagge :
And Lozell, thou art worthy to be hang’d,
Thatwilt not ffay her Tongue,

Antig, Hangall the Husbands
That cannot doe that Feat,youw’le leaue your felfe
Hardly one Subie&.

Leo. Once more take herhence.

Panl, A woft vaworthy,and vnnaturall Zord
Can doenomore,

Les. lleha’thee burnt,

Panl. 1carenot:

Tt is an Heretique that makes the fire,

Not {he which burnes in't. Ile not call youTyrant:

Bur this moft cruell viage of your Queene

(Not able to produce more accufation

Then your owne weake-hindg’d Fancy){omehing fauors
Of Tyrannie,and will ignoble make you,
Yea,fcandalous to the World.

Leo. Onyour Allegeance,

Qut of the Chamber with hers Werela Tyrant,
Where were her life? (he durft not call me {o,
1f fhe did know me one, Away with her.

Paul. 1pray you doe not puth me,Ile be gone.
Looke to your Babe(my Lord )'tis yours: /one fend her
A berterguiding Spirit. What needs thefe hands?

Y ou that are thus fo tender o're his Follyes,
Will neuez doe him good,not one of you,
So,fo: Farewell,we are gone. Exir.

Leo. Thou(Traytor)haft fet on thy Wifetothis.
My Child? away with’e ? euen thousthat haft
A heart fo tender o're it,take it hence,

And fee it inftantly confum’d with fire.

Euen thou,and none but thou. Take it vp ftraight:
Within this houre bring me word tis done,

(And by good teftimonie) or Ile {eize thy life,

W ith what thou elfe call 'k thine: if thou refufe,
And wilt encounter wich my Wrath, fay fo;

The Baftard-braynes with thefe my proper hands
Shall 1 dath eut: Goe,rake it to the fire,

For thou {ee*ft or thy Wife,
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Antig, 1did not, Sir:
Thefe Lords,my Noble Fellowes,if they pleafe,
Can cleare me in't.
Lords. We can: myRoyall Liege,
He isnot guiltie of her comming hither.

Leo. You're lyersall,

Lord, Befeech your Highnefle,giue vsbetter credit:
We haue alwayes truly feru’d youyand befeech”

So to efteeme of vs : and on our knees we begge,
(As recompence of our deare feruices

Paft,and to come) that you doe change this purpofe,
Which being fo horrible,(o bloody,muft

Lead on to fome foule Iffue. Weall kaeele.

Leo. Tam aFeather for each Wind thatblows :
Shall Iliue on,to fee this Baftard knecle,
And call me Father ? better burne it now,
Then curfeicthen, Butbeit: letit live.
It {hall not neyther. You Sir,come you hither
You that haue beene {o tenderly officious
With Lady CMargerse;your Mid.wife there,
To faue this Baftards lite; for *tis a Baftard,
So fure as this Beard’s gray. What will you aduenture,
To faue this Brats life?

Antig. Any thing (my Lerd)
That my abilitie may vndergoe,
And Noblenefle impofe: at leatt thus much;
1le pawnethe litele blood which T haue left,
To faue the Innocent : any thing poffible.

Lso. Tt (hallbe poffible : Sweare by this Sword
Thou wilt performe my bidding,

Antig. Twill (my Lord.)

Leo. Marke,and performe it : {ceft thouzfor the faile
Of any peint in’c, hall not onely be
Deach to thy felfe,but to thy lewd-tongu'd Wife,
(Whom for this time we pardon ) We enioyne thee,
As thou art Liege-man tovs,that thou carry
This female Baftard hence,and that thou beare it
To fome remote and defarc place,quite out
Of our Dominions; and that there thou leaue it
(Withont more mercy ) toitowne protection,

And fauour of the Climate: as by firange fortune
It cameto vs,I doe in Tuftice charge thee,

On thy Soules perill,and thy Bodyes torture,
That thou commend it Rrangely to fome place,
Where Chance may nurfe,or end it : take icvp.

Antig. 1§weare to doe this: though a prefent death
Had beene more mercifull. Come on (poore Babe)
Some powerfull Spirit inftru& the Kytes and Rauens
To be thy Nuzfcs. Wolues and Beares,they fay,
(Cafting their fauageneflc afide) haue done
Like offices of Pitty. Sir,be profperous
In more then this deed do’s require ; and Bleffing
Againft this Crueltie, fight on thy fide
(Poore Thing,condemn’d to loffe,)

Les. No:1le not reare
Anothers Iffue, Enter a Seruant,

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

Being well arriu’d from Delphos,are both landed,
Halting to th’ Courr.

Lord. So pleale you (Sir)their fpeed
Hath beene beyond accompr.

Leo, Twentiethree dayes
They haue beene ablent : *tis goed fpeed: fore-tells
The great Apolle fuddenly will haue

Exit.

The
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The truth of'this appeare : Prepare you Lords,
Summona Seffion,that we may arraigne

Our moft difloyall Lady : foras fhe hath

Been publikely accus’d, fo fhall the haue

A iuftand open Triall. While fhe liues,

My heart will be a burthen to me, Leaueme,
And thinke vpon my bidding, Exeunt,

L)
—

eAttus Tertins. Scena Prima.

Enter Cleomines and Dion,

Cleo, The Clymar’s delicate,the Ayre mof fweet,
Fertile the Ifle, the Temple much furpaffing
The common prayfe it beares,
Dion. 1{hall report,
For moft it caught me,the Celeftiall Habits,
(Me thinkes I {o fhould terme them) and the reuerence
Of the graue Wearers. O,the Sacrifice,
How ceremonious, folemne,and vn-earchly
It was 'th’Offring?
Cles. Butof all the burft
And the eare-deaff’ ning Voyce o'th’'Oracle,
| Kin to Zoses Thunder,fo furpriz'd my Sence,
That I was nothing.
{  Dio. If th’euent o’th’Tourney
Prouc as {ncceflefull to the Queene (O be’t fo)
Asit hath beene tovs,rare,pleafant,(peedic,
The time is worth the vic on’t.
Cles. Great Apolls
Turne all co th’beft: thefe Proclamations,
So forcing faults vpon Hermione,
I litcle like,
Dio, The violent carriage of it
Will cleare,or end the Bufineffe,when the Oracle
(Thus by Apolle’s grear Dinine feal’d vp)
Shall the Contents difcouer : fomething rare
Euen then will rafh to knowledge. Goe: freth Horfes,
And gracious be the ifluc. Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Leontes, Lords,Officers : Hermione (as to her
Trviall) Ladses : Clesmines,Dion.

Lee. ThisSeffions(to our great griefe we pronounce)
Euen pufhes’gainit our heare. The partie try’d,
Thie Daughter of a King,our Wife,and ene
Ofvstoo much belou’d. Let vs be clear'd
Ofbeing tyrannous,fince we fo openly
Proceed in Iuftice,which fhall haue due courfe,
i Euen to the Guilr,or the Purgation :
} Produce the Prifoner,
Officer. Itis his Highnefle pleafure,that che Queene

Appeare in perfon, here in Court, Stlence.

Leo. Readethe Indi&tment.

Officer. Hermione, Qneene to the worthy Leontes, Kin
of Sicilia, thos art here accnfed and arraigned of High Trea-
[onysn committing Adultery with Polixenes King of Bohemia,

|

and confhiring with Camillo te take away the Lifesf zmrS;;,;_
raigne Lord the King,thy Royall Husband: the pretencewhey,
&e;xg by civeumftances partly layd open thow(H ermione) ¢y,
trary bo the Faith and Allegeance of a true S whiel didf cops.
[aile and ayde them, for their better [afetie, to flye away by
Night,
Her, Sincewhat I amto fay,mufi bebut that
Which contradiéts my Accufation,and
The teftimonie on my part,no other
But what comes from my felfe,it fhall fcarce boot me
To fay,Not guiltie : mine Integritie
Being counted Falfchood, fhall(as T exprefle it)
Be foreceiw’d. Bue thus,if Powres Divine
Behold our humane Ations (as they doe)
I doubt not then,but Innocence thall makes
Falfe Accufation bluth,and Tyrannie
Tremble at Patience. You (my Lord ) beft know
(Whom leaft will feeme to doe fo) my paft life
Hath beene as continent,as chafte,as true,
As I am now vnhappy ; which is more
Then Hiftorie can patterne,though deuis’d,
And play’d,to take SpeQators, For behold me,
A Fellow of the Royall Bed,which owe
A Moitie of the Throne; 2 great Kings Daugh:cr‘
The Mother toa hopefull Prince,here ftanding
To prate and talke for Life,and Honor fore
Who pleafe to come,and heare, For Life, | prizeit
AsTweigh Griefe(which I would fpare:) Fer Honor,
"Tis a deriuatiue from me tomine,
And onely that I ftand for. Lappeale
To your owne Confcience (Sir) before Polixeses
Came to your Court, how I was in your grace,
How merited to be fo: Since he came,
With what encounter fo vncurrant, I
Haue ftragn’d t'appeare thus; if one iot beyond
The bound of Honor,or in a&, or will
That way enclining, hardned be the hearts
Of sll that heare me,and my neer'ft of Kin
Cry fie vpon my Graue,
Les. Ine'reheard yet,
Thatany of thefe bolder Vices wanted
Lefle Impudence to gaine-fay what they did,
Then to performe it firft,
Her. That’s true enough,
Thoughtisa faying(Sir) not due to me,
Leo. Youwill not owne it,
Her. Mere then MiftrefTe of|
Which comes to me in name of Faule,I muft nos
At all acknowledge. For Polixenes
(With whom I am accus’d) I doe confeffe
Tlou’d him,as in Honor herequird :
With fuchi a kind of Loue,asmight become
A Ladylikeme; witha Loue,euen fuch,
So,and no other,as your felfe comraanded :
Which,notte haue done,I thinke had been in me
Both Difobedience,and Ingratitude
To you,and toward your Friend,whofe Loue had fpoke,
Euen fince it could fpeake,froman Infagt,freely,
That it was yours. Now for Confpiracie,
I know not how it taftes,thongh it be difh'd
Formetotry how : AllIknow of it,
Is,that Camillo was an honeft man:
And why he left your Coiirt,the Gods themfelues
(Wotting no more then I) are ignoranc.
Leo. Youknew of his departure,as you know
What you haue vnderta’'ne to doe in’s abfence.,

Hﬂ. Sir, ‘




Her, Sir, ,

You fpeake a Language that T vnderftand not:
My Life ftandsin the leuell of 'your Dreames,
Which Ile lay downe,

Leo. Your Actions are my Dreames.
You had a Baftard by Polixenes,
And I buc dream’d it: As you were paft all (hame,
(Thofe of your Fact are {o){o paft all truth;
Which to deny,concernes more then availés: foras
Thy Brat hath been caft out,like to it felfe,
No Father owning it{which is indeed
More criminall in thee then it) fo thou
Shalt feele our Iuftice; in whole cafieft paflage,
Looke for no leffe then death,

Her, Sir,fpase your Threats:
The Bugge which you would fright me with, I fecke:
| To me can Life be no commoditie;
| The crowne and comfort of my Life(your
{1doe giue loft, for I doefeeleit gone,
But know not how it went. My fecond Toy,
And firft Fruits of my body,from his prefence
Iam bar’d,like one infe@ious, My third comfort
(Star’d moft vnluckily) is from my breaft
{ The innocent milke in it moft innocent mouth)
Hal’d out to murther. My {elfe on euery Poft
Proclaym’d a Strumpet : With immodeft hatred
The Child-bed primiledge deny’d, which longs
To Women of all fathion. Laftly hurried
Here,to this place,i'th’ epen ayre before
I haue got ftrength of limir, Now(my Liege)
Tell me what bleflings I have here aliue,
That I fhould feare to die ? Therefore proceed :
But yet heare this : miftake me not: no Life,
(I prize it not aftraw) but for mime Honor,
Which I would free: if 1{hall be condemn’d
Vpon furmizes (all proofes{leeping elfe,
But what your Iealoufies awake) | zell you
“Tis Rignr,and not Law. Yeur Honors all,
[ doe referre me to the Oracle:
Apolle be my Tudge.

Lord, This your requeft
Is altogether iuft : therefore bring forth
(And in Apollo’s Name) his Oracle.

Her. The Emperor of Ruffia was my Father,
Oh that he werealiue,and here beholding
His Danghters Tryall s that he did but fee
The flatneffe of my miferie ; yer with eyes
Of Pitty,not Reuenge.

Officer.You here fhal fweare vpon this Sword of Tuftice,

That you (Cleomines and Dion) haue
Been both ag Delphos,and from thence haue brought
This feal’d-vp Oracle.by the Hand deliver’d
Of great Apoko's Prieft; and that fince then,
Youhane not dar'd to breake the holy Seale,
Nor read the Secrets in’t,

Cleo Dio. All this we fweare,

Leo, Breakevp the Seales,and read.

Officer. Hermione és chaff,Polixenes blameleffe,Camillo
a true Subiett, Leontes a fealoss Tyrant, bu imnocent Babe
truly begorren, and the Kung [lall line withont an Heire,if that
which w loft.be not found,
Lords. Now bleffed be the great Apoklo.
Her. Prayfed.
L. Haftthou read truth?
Offic. 1(my Lord)eien {o asitis here fet downe.
Leo, Thereisno truchat all ven'Qracle:

) 94

Fauor)

ThelVinters

Tale. 287

The Seffions thall proceed: this is meere filfchood.
Ser. My Lord theKing: the King 2
Les. Whatis the bufineffe?
Ser. OSir,I thall be hated to report it.”
The Prince your Sonne,with meere conceit,and feare
Of the Queenes {peed,is gone.
Leo. How? gone?
Ser. Ts dead.

Les, Apslia's angry,and the Heauens themlclues

Doe fliike at my Ininftice. How now there

Paul, This newes is mortall te the Queene;Look dewne

And {ee what Death is doing. '
Leo. Take her hence:

Her heartis but o’re-charg’d : the will recouera

I haue too much beleew’d mine owne fufpition:

’Befeechyoutenderly apply to her '

Some remedies for life. .Apollo pardon

My great prophanenefle ‘gain(t thine Oracle.

Ile reconcile me to Pelixencs,

New woe my Queene, recall the good Camsillo

(Whom I proclaime a man of Truth,of Mercy:)

For being tranfported by my Iealoufies

To bloody thoughts,and to renenge,I chefe

(amills for the minifter,to poyfon

My friend Polixenes : which bad beendone,

But that the good mind of Camillo tardied

My fwift command : thoughI with Death,and with

te
Reward,did threaten and encourage him,

Mot doing it,and being done : he(moft humane,
And filP’d with Honor) te my Kingly Gueft
Vnclafp’d my pra&ife,quit his fortunes here
(Which youxnew great) and to the hazard
Of all Incertainties,himfelfe commended,
No richer then hisHonor: How he glifters
Through my Ruft? and how his Pietie
Do’s my'deeds make the blacker?

Panl. Woe the while:
O cut my Lace,leaft my heatt(cracking it)
Breake too. :

5 Lord. Whatfitis this?good Ladyé '

Panl. What ftudied torments(Tyrant)haft for me2
What Wheeles?Racks?Fires? What flaying?boyling?-
In Leads,or Oyles ? What old,or newer Torture
Muft I receiue?whote euery word deferues ;
Totafte of thy moft worft. Thy Tyranny
(Together working with thy Tealoufies,

Fancies too weake for Boyes;too greene and idle
For Girles of Nine) O thinke whac they have done; ~
And then run mad indeed : farke-mad: forall

Thy by-gone fooleries were but {pices of ir.

That thou betrayed'ft Po/ixenes, twas nothing,
(That did but fhew thee,of a Foole,inconftant,
And damnable ingratefull:) Nor was’c much,

Thou would't haue poyfon’d good (amille’s Honor,
To hauehim kill a King : poore Trefpafies,

More monftrous {tanding by : wherdof 1reckon
The cafting forcth to Crowes,thy Baby-daughtery
To be ot rione,or little though a Deuill

Would haue fhed water out of fire,eredon’e :

Nor is’t direltly layd to thee the death

Of the young Prince, whofe honorable thoughts
(Thoughts high for one (o tepder) clefrthe heare
That could conceite a'groffe and foolifh Sire
Blemifh’d his gracious Dam : thisis notsno,

Layd to thy anfwere: but the laft: O Lords, e
When I haue f2id,cry woe: the Queene'the Queene,
2l o Thel
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Not drop’d downe yer,

Then all thy woes can flirre : therefore betake thee
Tonothing but difpaire. A thoufand knees,
Ten thoufand yeares together, naked, fa fing,
Vpon abarren Mountaine, and ftill Winter
In ftorme perpetuall, could not mouethe Gods
To looke that way thou wer't.

Les. Goon,goon:
| Thou canft not fpeake too much, I haue deferw'd
All tongues to talke their bitureft,

Lord. Saynomore;
How ere the bufinefle goes, you haue made fault
I'th boldnefie of your fpeech.

Pax. 1am forry for'cs
Allfaults Tmake, when I fhall come to know them,
I dorepent: Alas, I baue thew’d too much
The rathneffe ofa woman : be is rouche
Toth’Noble heart. What's gone, and what’s paft helpe
Should be paft greefe: Donot receive affliétion
Atmy petition; I befeech you, racher
Let mebe punifh'd, that haue minded you
Of what you {hould forget. Now (good my Liege)
Sir, Royall Sir, forgiue afoolifh woman
The loue I bore your Queenc (Lo, foole agzine)
Ile {fpeake of herno more, nor of your Children ;
Ile not remember you of my owne Lord,
(Whoisloft too:) take your patience to you,
And lle fay nothing.

Leo. Thou didft {peake but well,
When moft the truth : which I receyue much betrer,
Thentobe pittiedof thee. Prethee bring me
To the dead bodies of my Queene, and Sonne,
One graue fhall be for both: Vpon them fhall
The caufes of their death appeare (vato
Our thame perpetuall) once a day, Ile vifie
The Chappeil where they lye, and teares fhed there
Shall be my recreation, Solong as Nature
Will beare vp with this exercife, fo long
I dayly vow to vfe it. Come,andlcademe
To thefe {forrowes.

Exennt

Scena Tertia,

Enter Antigonns, a Marriner, Babe, Sheepe-
\beard, and Clowne.

<Ant.Thouart perfet then, our fhip hath toucht vpon
The Defarts of Babewmia,

Mar. 1 (my Lord)and feare

We baue Landed inill time : the skies looke grimly,
And threaten prefent blufters. Inmy conicience
The heavens with that we haue in hand, are angry,
And frowne vpon’s,

«Ant, Theit {acred wil's be done : go get a-boord

?
Looke to thy barke,Ile not be long before

The Winters Tale.
The {weet'fh, deer’} creature’s dead: & vengeance fore | Iecall vpon thee.!
Mar. Make your beft hafte, and gonot

Lovd, The higher powres forbid, Too-farrei’th Land : 'us like to be lowd weather,

Pan. 1fay the’sdead: lle fwear't. Ifwogdnoroath | Befides this place is famous for the Creatures
Preuailenot, go and fee : if you can bring Of prey, that keepe vpon't,
Tincture, orluftrein her lip, her eye Antig. Gothouaway,
Heate outwardly, or breath within, Ile ferue you Ile follow inftancly.
As Iwould dothe Gods. But, Othou Tyrant, eMar, 1am glad at heart
Do not1epent thefe things, for they are heauier Tobeforidde o’th bufineffe. Exit

Ant. Come, poore babe;
I haue heard (but notbeleeu’d) the Spirits o’th’dead
May walke againe : if fuch thing be, thy Mother
Appear’d to me laft ni ght : for ne’re was dreame
So like a waking. To me comes a creature,
Sometimes her head on one fide, {fome another,
I never faw a veflell of like forrow
So fill'd, and fo becomming : in pure white Robes
Like very fanclity fhe did approach
My Cabine where I lay : thrice bow’d before me,
And (gafping to begin fome fpecch) her eyes
Became two fpouts ; the furie fpent, anon
Did this breake from her. Good Antigonss,
Since Fate (againft thy better difpofition)
Hath made thy pesfon for the Thower-out
Of my poore babe, according to thine oath,
Places remote enough are in Bahemia,
There weepe, and leaue it crying: and for the babe
Is counted lof} for euer, Perdita
Ipretheecall'c: For this vagentle bufineffe
Put on thee, by my Lord, thou ne’re (halt fee
Thy Wife Pasliva more : and fo, with fhrickes
Shemelced into Ayre. Affrighted much,
I did in time colle& my felfe, and choughe
This was {o, and no flumber : Dreames, are toyes,
Yet for this once, yea {uperRRitioufly,
I wili be {quar’d by this. Idobeleeue
Hermione hath fuffer’d deach, andthat
Apello would (this being indeede the iffue
Of King Poljxenes) it thould heere be laide
(Either for Iife, or death) vpon the earth
Ofit’s right Father. Bloffome, fpeed chee well,
There lye, and there thy charra@er : there thefe,
Which may if Fortune pleafe, both breed thee (pretty)
And flill reft thine. The florme beginnes,poore wreich,
That for thy mothers fault, art thus expos'd
Toloffe, and what may follow. WeepeI cannot,
But my heart bleedes : and moft accur(t am I
Tobe by oath enioyn’d to this. Farewell,
The day frownes mere and more : thou'rt like to haue
A lullabie too rough : I neuer faw
The heauens fo dim, by day. A favage clamor ?
Well may I get a-boord : This is the Chace,
Tram gonefor euer, Exit purfued by 4 Bears.
Shep. 1 would there wereno age betweene ten and
three and twenty, or that youth would fieep out the reflt
for there is nothing (in the betweene) but getting wen-
ches with childe, wronging the Auncientry, ffealing,
fighting, hearke you now : would any but thefe boylde-
braines of nineteene, and two and tw enty hunt this wea-
ther ? They haue fcarrd away two of my beft Sheepe,
which I feare the Wolfe wiil fooner finde then the Mai-
fter ; if any where I haue them, *tis by the fea-fide, brou-
zing of luy. Good-lucke (and’t be thy will) what haue
we heere ? Mercy on’s, a Barne? A very pretty barne; A
boy, ora Childe I wonder?(A pretty one, a veric pretrie
one) fure fome Scape; Though Jamnot bookifh, yet]
can




can reade Waiting-Gentlewoman in the feape: this has
beene fome Raire-worke, fome Trunke-worke,{fome be-
hinde-doore worke : they were warmer that got; this,
then the poore Thing is heere. Tle take it vp for pity,yet
Ile tarry till my fonne come : he hallow’d but euen now.

Whoa-ho-hoa, »

Euter Clowne,

Clo. Hilloa,loa.

Shep. What?artfoneere ? Ifthowlefeca thingte
talke on, when thou are dead and rotten ,  comehither :
whet ayl’ft thou, man ? ‘

(5. Lhaue feene two fuch fights, by Sea & by Land:
but { am niot to {ayit is a Sea, for itis now the skie, be-
ewixt the Firmament and it, you cannot thruft a bodkins
oint.

Shep, Why boy, how isic ?

Clo. 1wouldyou did but fee how it chafes,how it ra-
ges,how it takes vp the thore,but that's not to the point:
Oh, the moft pitteons cry of the poore {foules,fornetimes
to fee’ein, and not to {ee'em : Now the Shippe boaring
the Moone with her maine Maft, 2nd anon fwallowed
with yeft and froth,asyouldchrufta Corke into ahogl-
head. And then for the Land-feruice , to {ee how the
Beare tore out his fhoulder-bone, how he cride tomee
for helpe, and {aid bis name was Aurigonitsya Nobleman:
But to make an end of the Ship, to feehow the Sea flap-
dragon'd it : but firit, how the poore {oules roaved, and
the fea mock’d them:and how the poore Gentleman roa-
red, and the Beare mock’d bim, both roaring lowder
then the fea, or weather. :

Shep. Name of mercy,when was this boy?

Cla. Now, now : I haue not wink’d fince I faw thefe
fights : themenarenot yet cold vnderwater, northe
Beare halfe din’d on the Gentleman : he's at it now.:

Shep. Would I had bin by, to haue help’d the olde
man.

Clo. Twould youhad beene by the (hip fide, to have
help’d her;there your charity would have lack’d footing.

Shep. Heauy matters, heauy matrers : bur lookethee
heere boy. Now bleffe thy felfe: thou mec’lt with things
dying, I withthings new borne. Here’s afight for thee:
Looke thee, a bearing-cloath for aSquires childe: looke
thee heere, take vp, take vp (Boy: ) open’e: fo, let’s fec,it
was told me I (hould be rich by the Fairies. This is fome
Changeling : open’t : what’s within,boy?

Cls. You'rea mad oldeman: Ifchefinnes of your
youth are forgiuen you, you're well toliue. Golde, all
Gobd.

Shep, 'This is Faiery Gold boy, and "twill prouefo: vp
with’t, keepe it clofe: home, home, the nextway. We
are luckie (boy) and to bee fo flill requires nothing but
fecrecie. Letwy fheepe go : Come (good boy)the next
way home,

Cls. Go youthenext way with your Findings, Ile go
fee if the Beare bee gone from the Gentleman, and how
much he hath eaten: they are neuer curft bur whenthey
ate hungry : if there be any of him left,Ile bury ic.

Shep. That's a good deed : if chou mayeft difcerne by
that which is left of him, what be s, fetch me to th'fighe
of him,

Clowne. "Marrg will I: and you fhall helpeto put him
i'th’ground.

Shap. *YTisa thky d'ay, boy, and wee’l do good deeds
on’t Y Exeunt
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A s Quartus. Scena Prima.

PR ———— —_—

Enter Time, the Chorms.
Time. Jthatpleafe fome, tryall: bothioy and terror
Ofgood, and bad : that makes, and vofolds error, ‘
Now take ypon me (in the name of Time)
Tovfe my wings : Impute itnot acrime
To me, or my {wift paffage, that I flide
Ore fixteenc yeeres,and leaue the growth vatride
Of'that wide gap, fince it is in my powre
To orcthrow Law,and in one {elfe.borne howre
To plant, and ore-whelme Cuftome. Letme pafle
The fame I am), ere ancient’ft Order was,
Or what is now recein’d. I witneffe to
The times that broughtthemin, {ofhalll do
To th'frefheR things now reigning, and make flale
The gliftering of this prefent,as my Tale
Now feemestoit: your patience this allowing,
I turne my glafle, and gine my Scene fuch growing
As you had {lept berweene : Leortes leaving
Th'effe&s of his fond icaloufies, fo greeuing
That he fhuts vp him{eife. Imagine me
(GentleSpe&tators) thar Inow may be
In faire Bohemia, and remember well,
I mentioned a fonne o’thKings, which Florizell
T now name to you: and with fpeed {o pace
To {peake of Perdita,now growne ingrace
Equall with wend'ring. . Whar of her infues
I lift not prophefie : bucler Times newes
Be kaowne when ’tis brought forth. A fhepherds daugh-

And what to her adheres, which followes after, {cer’
Is th’argument of Time : of thisallow,

Ifeuer you haue fpent time worfe, ere now s

Ifneucr, yet that Time himfelfe doth fay;

He withes earnefily, you neuer may. Exit.
Tr— - e

Scena Secunda.

Enter Polixenes, and Camillo.

Pol. 1pray thee (good Camillo) be no more importu-
nate ;: 'tis a ficknefle denying thee any thing : adeath to
grant this,

Cam, Itisfifteene yeeres fince I faw my Countrey :
though I baue (for the moft part) bin ayred abroad,I de-
fire to lay my bones there,  Befides, the penitent King}
(my Mafter) hath {ent for me, to whofe feeling (orrowes
1 might be fome allay, or I oreweene to thinke fo)which
is another fpurre to my departure,

Pol, Asthoulow( me ((mills) wipe not out the reit
of thy feruices, by leauing menow : the neede I haue of
thee, thineowne: gcodnefle hath made ¢ better not to
haue had thee, then thus to want thee,thou hauing made
me Bufineffes, (which hone (without thee) can fuffici-
ently manage) muft either flay to execute them thy fclie,
or take away with thee thevery feruices thou haft done:
which if T haue not enough confidered (a5 too much I
cannot) to bee more thankefull to thee, fhall bee my itu-
die, and my profite therein, the heaping friendfhippes.
Of that fatall Countrey Sicillia, prethee {peakeno more,
whofe very naming,punnifhes me with the remembrance
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| of that penitent (as thou calft him)and reconciled King
i my brother, whole loffe of his moft precious Queene &
| Children, are enen now to be a-frefh lamented. 'Say to
me, when faw’ft thou the Prince Florizell my fon ? Kings
areno leffe vnhappy, their iffue,not being gracious, then
they ar¢inloofing them, when they haue approued their
Vertues.

Cam, Sir, it is three dayes fince I faw the Prince: what
his happier sffayres may be, arc to me voknowne : but 1
haue (mifsingly) noted, he is of late much retyred  from
Court, and is lefle frequent to his Princely exercifes then
formerly he hath appeared.

Pol. I baue conlidired fo much ((emills) and with
fome care, fo farre, thatT haue eyes vnder my feruice,
which looke vpon hisremounedneffe: from whom I haue
this Intelligence, that he is feldome from the houfe of a
mo(t homely thepheard : a man (they fay) that from very
nothmg, and bcyond the imagination of his neighbors,
1s growne into an vnfpezkable eRate, ;

Cam. Thaveheard (fir) of fuch a man, whohatha
daughter of moft rarenote : the report of heris extended
more, then can’be thought to begin from fucha cottage

Pol. That's likewife part o'fmy Entdligcncc : but(I
feare) the Angle that pluckes our fonne thither, Thou
fhalcaccompany vs to the place, where we will (not ap-
pearing what we are Jhaue fome queftion withthe fhep.
heard ; from whofe fimplicity, T thinke it not vneafic to
get the caufe of my fonnes reforc thether. *Prethe be m
prefent partner in this bufines,and lay afide the thoughss
of Sicillia,

Cam. Iwillingly obey your command.

Pol. Mybelt Camillo,we muft difguife our felues. Exit

Scena Tertia.

Enter Autolicas finging,
When Daffadils begin ta pecre,
With beigh the Doxy oner the dale,
Why then comes inthe fircet o'the yeere,
For thereddlood raigns in § winters pate.

The white [Feete bleaching on the hedge,
With ey the fweet birds,0 how they fing:
Doth fet my pug ging teoth an edge,

Fora g»m:fé of Ale s adifls for a King.

T he Larke that tirra- Lyrachaunts,

with beigh,the Thrafh andthe Lay :

Avre Summer fongs for me and my Aunts

While we lye tumbling in the hay,

I baue ferw’d Prince Florizefl, andin my time wore three
pile, but now 1 am out of feruice.

But [ball I go monrne for that (my deere)
the pale Mdoone [bines by night :
Andwhen I wander here and there
1 then do moff goright.
If Tinkers may bane le ane to line,
and beare the Sow-skin Bowget,
Thew may acconne I well may giue,
and in the Stockes auonch-it.
My Trafficke is fheetes : when the Kite builds, looke to
ieffer Linuen, My Father nam’d me eAutolicus jwho be-

T he Winters Tale. -
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ing (as Iam) lycter'd vnder Mercurie, waslikewife a
{napper-vp of ynconfidered trifies : With Dye and drab,
I purchas’d this Caparifon,and my Reuennew is the filly
Cheate, Gallowes,and Knecke, are too powerfull on
the Highway, Beating and hanging are’ terrors tomee:
For thelife to come, 1{lecpe out the thought ofir, Aj
prize, a prize. o

Enter Clowne,

Clo, Letme fee, euery Leauen-weather toddes, euery
tod yeeldes pound and odde {hilling : fiftcene hundred
{horne, what comes the wooll too ?

Aut. Ifthe fprindge hold, the Cocke’s mine.

Clo. 1cannotdo’t without Compters. “Let mee fee,
whatam I to buy for our Sheepe-fhearing-Feaft? Three
pound of Sugar, fiue pound of Currence, Rice: What
will ths fifter of mine do with Rice ? But my father hath
made her Miltris of the Feaft, and the layesiton . Shee
hath made-me four and twenty Nofe-gayes for the fhea-
rers (three-man fong-men, all, and ver'y good ones) but
they are moft of them Meanesand Bafes; but one Puri.
tan amongft them, and he fings Pfalmes to horne-pipes,
I muft haue Saffron to colour the Warden Pies, Mace:
Dates, none: that’s out of my note : Nutmegees, (euen s

oy . bb‘ ~
2 Raceortwo atGmger, buctthat 1 may begqe : Foure

pound of

Aut. Ob,rhat cuer I wasborne,

Cls* Fth'name of me,

Ant, Ohhelpe me, helpe mee : plucke but off thefe
ragges: and then, death,death,

Cle. Alacke poore foule, thou haft need of more rags
to lay on thee,rather then haue thefe off.

Asnt, Oh fir, theloath{omnefle of them offend mee,
more then the tripes I hauereceived, which are mightie
ones and millions,

fPrewyns, and as many of Reytons o’'th Sun.

Clo. Alaspoore man,amillion of beating may come
to 2 great matter,

Agt. Tam rob’d fir, and beaten : my money, and ap-
parrell tane from me,and thefe dereftable things putvp-
onme,

Cls. What,by a horfe-man,or a foot-man ?

vAnt, Afootman (fweet fir) a foorman.

Cle. Tadeed,he {hould bea footman, by the garments
he has lefc with thee : Ifthisbeea horfemans Coate, it
bath feene very hot feruioe, Lend me thy hand,lle helpe
thee, Come,lend me thy hand,

Auat. Oh good fir, tenderly, oh,

Cls. Alaspoorefcule,

Aut, Oh good fir, {oftly, good fir : 1 feare (fir) my
fhoulder-blade is out.

Clo. How now? Canft ftand ?

Aunt. Softly,deere fir: good fir, foftly : you ha done
me a charitable office.

Clo. Doeftlacke any mony ? Thaue a lictle mony for
thee.

Aut, No,good {weet fir :no, I befeech you fir:1 haue
a Kinfman not paft three quarters of amile hence , vnto
whome I was going : Tfhalltherehaue money, er anie
thing I want : Offer me no money I pray you, that killes

my heart.

Clow. What manner of Fellowwas hee that rebb’d
7ou p
} Ant, Afellow (fir) that T haue knowne to goe about
with Troll'—my—d\ames : T knew him once a feruant of the
Prince : Icannettell goodfir, for whichof his Ver-
tues it was, but heewas certainely Whipt out of the
Court.

Cis.




Clo.His vices youwould {ay : there’s no vertue whipe
out of the Court : they cherifh itto make it ftay there;
and yet it will no more but abide,

Aut. VicesIwouldfay (Sir.) Tknow thisman well,
he hath bene fince an Ape-bearer, thena Procefle-feruer
(aBayliffc) then hee compaft a Motionof the Prodigalil
fonne, and married a Tinkers wife, within a Mile where
my Land and Living lye; 5 and (hauving flowne ouer ma-
ny knauifh profeffions) he fetled onely inRogue: fome
call him Aatelicus.

Cls. Outvpen him : Prig, for my life Prig:he haunts
Wakes,Faires,and Beare-baitings.

Aut. Very true fir : he firhee: that’s the Rogue thac
put me into this apparrell.

(e. Nota morccowardly Rogue in all Bokemia; If
you had but leok’d bigge, and f{pitacbim, hec’ld have
runne,

falfe of heart that way, & that he knew I warrant him,

Clo. How doygounow ?

Aut. Sweetfir, much betterthen T was : T can ftand,
and walke: I will even take my leaue of you,& pace foft-
ly towards my Kin{mans.

Clo. Shall1bring thee on the way?

Ant. No,good fac’d fir, no fweet fir.

Cle. Then fartheewell, I muft go buy Spices for our
{heepe-thearing. Exit.

Ant. Profper you {fweet fir. Your purfe isnot hote-
nough to purchafe your Spice: Ilebe withyouat your
{heepe-fhearing too : 1f T make not this Cheat bring out
another, and the {heerers proue (heepe,let me be vorold,
and my name put in the booke of Vertue.

Song. log-ou,Tog-on, the fost-path way,
And mervily et the Stile-a :
Amerry beart goes all the day,

Your (adtyres in a HMile-a.

1

Exit,

Scena Quarta.

Enter Florizell, Perdita,Shepherd Clowne,Polixenes,Ca-
millo, Mopfa, Dorcas,Sernants, Autolicws.
Flo. Thefe your vav{uall weeds, to each part of you
Do’s giue a life : no Shepherdefle, but Flora
Peering in Aprilsfront. This your fheepe-fhearing,
Is as ameeting of the petty Gods,
Andyou the Queene on’.
Perd, Sir:my gracious Lord,
To chide atyour exgreames, it not becomes me
(Oh pardon, that T name them: ) your high felfe
The graciousmarke o’ti’Land, you haue obfcur’d
With a Swaines wearing : and me (poore lowly Maide)
Mot Goddeffe.like prank’d vp: But that our Feafts
In euery Mefle,haue folly ; and the Feeders
Digeft with a Cuftome, I fhould bluth
To {eeyou fo attyt’d : fworne I thinke,
To thew my felfe a glaffe,
Flo. Ibleflethe time;
When my good Falcon, made her flight a-croffe
Thy Fathers ground.
Perd. Now Joue affoord you caufe:
To me the difference forges dread (your Greatnefle

ThelV inters Tczle;

Ant. Tmuft confefle to you(fir)T amno fighter : Tam |
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Hath not beene vs'd to feare:) euen now I trembla
Tothinke your Father, by fome accident
Should paffe this way, as you did : Oh the Fates,
How would he looke, to fee his worke, fo noble,
Vildely bound vp ? What would he fay > Or how
Should I (inthefe my borrowed Flaunts) behold
The Aernneffe of his prefence ?
Flo, Apprehend
Nothing but iellity : the Goddes themfelues
(Humbling their Deities to loue) have raken
The fhapes of Beafts vponthem. Iupiter,
Became a Bull,and bellow’d: the greene Neptune
A Ram, and bleated : and the Fire-roab’d-God
Golden Apollo, 2 poore humble Swaine,
As I feeme now. Their transformations,
Were neuer for a peece of beaury, rarer,
Nor in a way fo chafte : fince my defires
Run not before mine honor : nor my Lufts
Burne hotter then my Faith,
Perd. O butSir,
Your refolution cannot hold, when ’tis
Oppos’d (as it muft be) by th’powre of the King :
One of thefe rwo muft be necefsities,
Which then will {peake, that you muft change this pur-
Or I mylife. (pole,
Flo. Theudeer’lt Perdita,
With thefe forc'd thoughts, I prethee darken not
The Mirth o'th’ Feait : Or Ile be®hine (my Faire)
Or not my Fathers. ForI cannot be
Mine owne, ner any thing to any, if
I be notthine. Tothis I am mofl conflane,
Though deftiny {ay no. Be merry (Gentle)
§trangle fuch thoughts as thefe,with any thing
Thatyou behold the while. Your guefts are comming :
L ft vp your countenance, as it were the day
Of celebration of that suptiall, which

i 'We two haue fworne fhall come.

Perd. O Lady Fortune,
Stand you aufpicious.

Flo. See, your Guefts approach,
Addreffe your felfe to entertaine them fprightly,
And let’s bered with mirth.

Skep. Fy (daughter) when my old wifelin'd : vpen
This day, the was both Pantler, Butler, Cooke,
Both Dame and Seruant : Welcom’d all : ferw’d all,
Would fing her {ong, and dance her turne : now heere
Acvpperend o’th Table; now, ’th middle::
On his thoulder, and his : her face o’fire
With labour, and the thing {he tooke to quenchit
She would to each one fip. You areretyred,
Asif youwere afeafted one : and not
The Hofteffe of the meeting : Pray you bid
Thefe vnknowne friends to’s welcome, foritis
A way to make vs bezter Fiiends, more knowne.
Come, quench your blufhes, and prefent your felfe
That which you are, Miftris o'th’Feaft. Comeon,
And bid ys welcome 1o your fheepe-fhearing,
As your good flocke fhall profper.

Perd. Sir, welcome:
Itis my Fathers will, I fhould take onmee
The Hofteffefhip o’th’day : you’re welcome fir.
Giue me thofe Flowres there (Dorcas.) Reuerend Sirs,
For you, there’s Rofemary, and Rue, thelekeepe
Seeming, and favour all the Winter long :
Grace, and Remembrance be to you both,
And welcome to our Shearing.

bz Pol.

T
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T he Winters T ale.

Pol, Shepherdefle,
(A faire oneare you:) well you fit our ages
With flowres of Winter, !
Perd. Sir,the yeare growing ancient,
Not yet on fummers death, nor on the birth
Of rembling winter, the fayreft flowres o'th feafon
Are our Carnations, and fireak’d Gilly-vors,
(Which fome call Natures baftards) of that kind
Our rufticke Gardens barren, and I carenot
To get {lips of them,
Pol. Wherefore (gentle Maiden )
Do youneglect them.
 Perd. Forlhaue heard it faid,
There is an Art, which intheir pideneffe thares
With great creating-Nature,
Pol. Say therebe:
Yet Nature is made better by no meane,
But Nature makes that Meane : fo over that Art,
(Which you fay addes to Nature )isan Are
That Nature makes : you fee (fweet Maid) we marry
A gentler Sien, to the wildeft Stocke,
And make conceyue a barke of bafer kinde
By bud of Nobler race. Thisisan Art
Which do’s mend Nature : change icrather, but
The Art it [elfe, is Nature,
Perd. Soitis,
Pol, Ther.makeyouGardenrichir Gilly’vors,
And do not call them $aftards,
Perd. 1le not put
TheDiblein earth, to fet eneflip of them:
Nomore then were I painted, I would wifh
This youth fhould fay twer well : and onely therefore
Defire tobreed by me. Here’s flowres for you :
Hot Lauender, Mints, Sauory, Mariorum,
The Mary-gold, that goes to bed with’Sun,
And withhimrifes, weeping : Thefe are flowres
Of middle fummer, and I thinke they are giuen
To men of middle age. Y'are very welcome.
Cams. 1{hould leauc grafing, were I of your flocke,
And onely liue by gazing.
Perd, Outalas:
You’ld be {o leane, that blafis of Ianuary (Friend,
Would blow you through and through.Now (my fairft
I would I had fome Flowres o’th Spring, that might
Become your time of day : and yours, and yours,
That weare vpon your Virgin-branches yet
Your Maiden_heads growing : O Proferpina,
For the Flowres now, that (frighted) thoulec'ft fall
From Dyffes Waggon : Daffadils,
That come beforethe Swallow dares, and take
The windes of March with beauty : Vielets (dim,
But {weeter chen the lids of Zuno’s eyes,
Or Cytherea’s breath) pale Prime-rofes,
That dye vomarried, ere they can behold
Bright Pheebus in his firength (2 Maladie
Moft incident to Maids:) bold Oxlips,and
The Crowne Imperiall ; Lillies of all kinds,
(TheFlowre-de-Lucebeing one.) O,thefe lacke,
To make you Garlands of ) and my {weet friend,
To ftrew bim o’re, and ore.
Flo. What? like a Coarfe?
Perd, No, like a banke, for Loue tolye, and play on:
Notlike a Coarfe: or if : not to be buried,
But quicke, and in mine armes. Come,take your flours,
Me thinkes I play as I haue feene them do
In Whitfon-Paftorals : Sure this Robe of mine

&

, Do’s change ray difpofition;

Flo. What you do,
Still betters what is dene. When you fpeake (Sweet)
I'ld haue you do it euer : When you fing,
Yld haue you buy, and fell fo : fo giue Almes,
Pray fo: and for the ord’ring your Affz yres,
To fing them too. When you do dance, I with you
A waue o'th Sea, that you might ever do
Nothing but that : moue @ill, fill fo :
And owne no other Fun&ion, Fach your doing,
(So fingular, in each particular)
Crownes what you are doing, in the prefent deeds,
That all your A&es,are Queenes,

Perd. O Doricles,

Yourpraifes are too large: but that your youth
And the true blood which peepes fairely through's,
Do plainly giue you out an vnftain’d Sphépherd
With wifedome, I might feare (my Doricles)

You woo’d me the falfe way.

Fls, 1thinke you haue
As lictle skill to feare, as I haue purpofe
Toputyouto’r, Butcome,our dancel pray,

Your band (my Perdira:) fo Turtles paire
That neuer meaneto part.
|  Perd. Ilefweare for’em.

Po’. This isthe prettieft Low-borne Laffe,that euer
Ran onthe greene-ford : Nothing fhe do's, or feemes
But fmackes of fomething greater then her {elfe,

Too Noble for this place.

Cam. He tels her fomething
Thatmakes her blood locke on’t: Good footh fheis
The Queene of Curds and Creame.

Clo. Come on: firike vp.

Dercas, Mop[a muit be your Miftris : marry Garlick
to mend her kiffing with,

CHep. Now in good time.

Clo. Nota word,a word,we ftand vpon our manners,
Come,firikevp.

Heere a Dannce of Shepheards and
Shephearddeffes.»

Psl. Pray good Shepheard, what faire Swaine is this,
Which dances with your daughter?

Shep. They call him Doricles, and boafts himfelfe
To hauea wortby Feeding ; but I haue it
Vpon his owne report, and [ beleeue it :

Helookes like footh : he fayes he loues my daughter,
I thinke fo too ; for neger gaz’d the Moone
Vponthe water, as hee’l ftand and reade
As‘twere my daughters eyes: and to be plaine,
Ithinke there is nor halfe a kiffe to choofe
Whe loues another beft.
Pol. She dances featly.
Shep: So fhe do’s any thing, theugh Ireportit
That fhould be filent : 1f yong Dericles
Do light vpon her, fhe fhall bring himthat
Whichhe not dreames of, Enter Sernant.
Ser. O Mafter :ifyou did but heare the Pedler atthe
doore, you would neuer dance againe after a Tabor and
Pipe: no, the Bag-pipe could not moue you: hee finges
{everall Tunes, fafter then you'l tell money : hee vrters
themas he had eaten ballads, and all mens eares grew to
his Tunes.
Clo. He conld neuer come better : hee fhall comein ¢
I loue a ballad but euen oo well, if it be dolefull mater
merrily fet downe : ora very pleafant thing indeede, and

{fung lamentably.

Ser,




Ser, Hehath fongs forman, or woman, of all fizes:
No Milliner can fo fit his cnftomeérs with Gloues: he has
the pretticft Loue-fongs for Maids, fo without bawdrie
(whichis ftrange,) with {uch delicate burthens of Dil-
do’s and Fadings : Iump-her, and thump-her; and where
fome ftrerch-mouth’d Rafcall, would (asic were) meane
mifcheefe, and breake a fowle gap into the Matter, hee
makes the maid to anlwere, Whosp, doe menobarme good
man: put’s him off, flights him, with whesp, dee mee no
barmse good man.

Pol, Thisis a braue fellow,

Clo, Beleeee mee, thoutalkeft ofan admirable con-

eited fellow,has he any vnbraided Wares ?

Ser. Hee hath Ribbons of all the colours i’th Raine-
bow ; Points, more then all the Lawyersin Bobemia, can
learnedly handle,though they come to him by th’groffe:
Inckles, Caddyfles, Cambrickes, Lawnes: 'why he fings
em ouer, as they were Gods, or Goddefles: you weuld
thinke a Smocke were a fhee-Angell, be fo chauntes o
the flecue-hand, and the worke about the fquare ont.

Clo. Pre’theebring himin, andlethim approach fin-
ging.

Perd. Forewarne him,that he vie no feurrilous words
in’s tunes.

Clow. Youhaue of thefe Pedlers, that hauemorein
them, then youl’d chinke (Sifter.)

Perd, 1,goodbrother, or go about to thinke,

Enter Autolicus finging.
L awne as white as drincn Snow,
Cypre(fe blacke as ere was Erow,
Glones as [weete as Damaske Rofes,
Maskes for faces, and fornofes :
Bugle-bracelet, Necks-lace Amber,
Perfume for a Ladies Cliamber
Golden Qnoifes, and Stomachers
Formy Lads, to gise their deers :
Pinsy andpoaking-flickes of ffeele.
wWhat CMaids lacke from head tobeele :
(ome bsy of me, come:come buy come buy,
Buy Lads, or elfeyour Laffes cry . Come bay.

Cls, IfI werenotin loue with CMopfa, thou fhouldft
take no money of me, but being enchrall’d as I amit will
alfo be the bondage of certaine Ribbons and Gloues,

Mop. 1was promis’d themagainft the Feaft,but they
come not too late now.

Dor. He hath promis’d you more rhenthat,’ or there
be lyars.

Mop. Hethath paid youall he promis’d yon: ’May be
he has paid you more, which will thame iyou ta giuc him
againe,

Clo. Isthere no manners left among maids? Will they
weare their plackets,where they thould bear their faces ?
Is there not milking~time ? When you are going to bed?
Orkill-bole? To whiftle of thefe fecrets, but youmuft
betittle-tatling: before all our guefls?'Tis well they are
whifpring:clamor your tongues,and not 2 word more.

Mop. 1haue done ; Come you ptomis’d meatawdry-
lace, and a paire of fweet Gloues,

Clo. HaueInot told thee how I was cozen'd by the
way,and loft all my money,

Aut. Andindeed Sir, there are Cozeners abroad,ther-
fore it behoottes men to be wary.

Clo. Fearenot thou man,thou fhalt lefe nothing here

Auts Thopefo fir,for Ihaue about me many parcels
of charge,

Thel inters T ale.

MarWhat haft heere? Ballads ? 1
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a10p, Praynowbuyfome: Ilouea ballet in print, a
life, for then we are fure they are true.

Aut. Here'sone, toavery dolefull tune, howa Viu- §

rers wife vras brought to bed of twenty money baggsat

aburthen, and how (helong'd to eate Adders heads, and §

Toads carbonado’d,

AMop. Isitrrue, chinkeyou 2

Aut. Verytrue, and but amoneth old,

Der. Blefle mefrom marrying a Viurer.

Aut. Here’s the Midwiues name to’t : one Mift, Tale-
Porter,and fiue or fix honeft Wiues, that were prefent.
Why (hould I carry lyes abroad ?

Map* ’Pray you now bty it.

Clo. Come-on,layitby: andlet’s firft fee moe Bal-
lads : Wee'l buy the other rhings anon,

Aut, Here'sanother ballad of a Fifh, thateppeared
vpon the coaft,on wenfday the fourefcore of April,fortie
thoufand fadom aboue water, & fung this ballad againft

the hard hearcs of maids : it was thought fhe wasa Wo- [

maon,and was turn’d into a cold fith, for (he wold not ex-
change fiefh with one that lou'd her: The Ballad is very
pittifull, and as true.

Dor, s it true roo, thinke you,

Awntol, Five Iuftices handsatit, and witneflesmore
then my packe will hold.

Cls. Lay it bytoo ;anether.

Azxe. This is a merry ballad, but a very pretty one.

AMoep, Let’s haue fome merry ones,

aAut, Why thisis a pafling merry one,and g
tune of two maids wooingaman: there’s fcarfe a Maide
weltward but fhe fings it: *tis in requef},I can tell you.

Mop. Wecanboth fingit: ifthowltbearea partythou |

fhalt heare, 'tis in three parts,
- Dear, We had the tune on’t,amonthagee,

Aut. 1canbeare my part, you muft know ’tis my oc-
cupation : Haue at it with you:

Song  Get yon hence, for I'mnff gos

Aut,  Where it fissnot you to know.

Dor. #whether?

Mop O whether

Dor. ®hetber?

Mop. It becomszs thy eath full well,y
Thon tome thy fecretstell.

Dor: Metoo: Le;me go thether :

Mop  Orthongocft toth Grange, or Mill,

Dor:  Iftocither thos doft i,

Aut:  Neither.,

Dort:  What neither ?

Aut:  Neither :

Dor:  Thou baft fworne msy Loste tobe,

Mop  Thow haft fiworue it more to mee.
Thenwhetber gogfl2 Saywhether ?
~ Clo.Wee'l hauethis fong out anon by our felues: My
Father,and the Gent.are in {ad talke,& wee’ll nottrouble
them : Come bring away thy pack after me,Wenches Ile
buy foryou both:Pedler let’s haue the firt choice;folow
me girles. Aut: And you fhall pay well for "em,
Song, Willyowbuy any Tape,or Lace for your Crpe?
My dainty Ducke, my deeve-a? .
Any Silke, any Thred, any Toyes for yorr bead
Of the news’t and fins't fins't weare-a,
(ometothe Pedler, Money s a medler,

That doth viter all mens ware-. Exi;

Sernant. Mayfter, there isthree Carters, three Shep_
herds,three Neat- herds,three Swine-herds y have mad,
them
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themfelues all men of haire, they cal themfelues Saltiers,
and they haue a Dance, which the Wenches fay is 2 gal-
ly-maufrey of Gambols, becaufe they are netin’e : but
they themfelues are o’'th’minde (if it bee not too tough
for fome; that know little but bowling) it will pleafe
plentifully,

Shep. Away : Wee'lnoneon’t ; heere has beene too
much homely foclery already. Iknow (Sir) wee wea-
rie you.,

Pol. Youwearie thofe that refrefh vs i1 pray let’s {ee
thefe fouse-threes of Heard(men.

Ser. Onethree of them, by their ownereport (Sir,)
hath danc’d before the King : and not the worft of the
three, but iumpestwelue foote and a halfe by th'fquire,

Shep. Leaueyour prating, fince thefe gaod men are
pleal’d, ket them come in : but quickly now.

Ser. Why, they ftay at doore Sir.

Heare o Dance of twelue Satyres,

Pol, O Father, yow’l know more of that heereafter:
Is it not too farre gone ? "Tis time to partthem,

He's fimple, and tels much. How now(faire fhepheard)
Yourheart is full of fomething, thatdo’s take

Your minde from feafting. Sooth, when I was yong,
Andhanded lose, as you do ;I was wont

To load my Shee with knackes : I would haue ranfacke
The Pedlers filken Treafury, and haue powr'd it

To her acceptance : you haue let him go,

Andnothing marted with him. Ifyour Laffe
Interpretation fhould abufe, and call this

Yourlacke ofloue, or bounty, you were ftraited
Forareply atleaft, if youn make a care

Of happie holding her.

Elp,: Old Sir, I know
She prizes not fuch trifles as thefe are ¢
The gifts (he lookes from me, are packe and locke
Vpinmy heart, which Thave giuen already,
Butnot deliver’d. O heare me breath my life
Before this ancient Sir, whom (it fhould {eeme
Hath fometime lou’d: T take thy hand, this hand,
As foftas Doues-downe, and as white asit,
Or Ethyopianstooth, or the fan’d fnow, that’s belted
By ti'Northerne blafs, twice ore.

Pol, What followes this ?
How prettily th’yong Swaine feemes to wath
The hand, was faire betore ?  haue put youout,
But to your proteftation : Let me heare
What you profefle,

Flo. Do, and be witnefle too’c.

Pol, And this my seighbourtoo ?

Flo. Andhe,and more
Then he, and men : the earth, the heauens,and all ;

That were I crown’d the moft Imperiall Monarch
Thereof moft worthy : were I the fayreft youth

That euer made eye fiverne, had force and knowledge
More then was cuer mans, I wonld not prize them
Withouther Loue ; for her, employ them all,
Commend them, and condemne them to her {eruice,
Or o their owne perdition, ‘
Pol. Fairely offer’d.

Cam. This fhewes a found affe&ion.

Skep. Burmy daughter,
Say you the like to him,

Per. Icannor fpeake
So well, (nothing fo well) no, nermeane better
By th'patterne of mine-owne thoughts, I cut our
The puricie of his, ]

Shep. Take hands, a bargaine ;
And friends vnknowne, you fhall beare witnefe 1’y «
I give my daughter to him, and will make
Her Portion, equall his,

Flo. O,that muft bee

I'th Vertue of your daughter : Onebeing dead,
I {hall haue more then you can dreame ofyet,
Enough then‘for your wonder : but come-on,
Contraét vs forethefe Witnefles.

Shep. Come, your hand :

And daughter, yours,
Pol. Soft Swaine a-while, befeech you,
Haue you a Father ? el b
Flo. 1 hauve:but whatofhim ?
Pol. Knowes he of this¢
Flo. He neither do’s, nor fhall,
Pol. Me-thinkes a Father,
Is at the Nuptiall of bis fonne, 2 gueft
Thatbeft becomes the Table : Pray you once more
Isnot your Father growneincapeable
Of reafonableaffayres ? I's he not ftupid
With Age, and alering Rheumes? Can he fpeake ? heare ?
Know man, from man? Difpute his owne eftate 7
Lieshe not bed-rid ? And againe, do’ s nothing
But what he did, being childifh?

Flo. No good Sir :
He has his health, and ampler Rrength indeede
Then moft haue of his age,

Pol. By my white beard,
You offer him (if this be fo) a wrong
Something vnfilliall : Reafon my fonne
Should choofe himfelfe a wife, but as good reafon

The Father (‘all whofeioy is nothing elfe
But faire pofterity) fhould hold fome counfaile
Ia fuch a bufineffe.
Flo. I yeeldallthis;
But for fome other reafons (my graue Sir)
Wehich 'tis not fic you know, I not acquaint
My Father of this bufineffe,
Pol. Lethimknow’t,
Flo. He fhall not,
Pol, Pretheelet him.
Fla. No, he muft not.
Shep. Lethim (my fonne) he fhall not need to grecue
At knowing of thy choice.
Flo. Come,come, hemuftnot :
Marke our Contra&.
Pol. Marke yourdiuorce (yang fir)
Whom fonneI darenot call : Thou art too bafe
Tae be acknowledge. Thou 2 Scepters heire,
That thus affectsa theepe-hooke? Thou, old Traitor,
Iam forry, that by hanging thee, I can
but fhorten thy life one weeke. And thou, freth peece
Of excellent Witcheraft, whom of force muit know
The toyall Foolethou coap’ft with.
Shep. Ohmy heart.
Pol. 1lz haue thy beauty {cratchr with briers 8 made
More homely thenthy flate. For thee (fend boy)
If I may euer know thoudoft but figh,
That thou no more fhalt neuer fee this knacke(as neuer
I meane thou fhalt) wee'l barre thee from fucceffion,
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our Kin,
Farre then Pencalion off : (marke thou my words)t
Follow vs to the Court.” Thou Chusle, for this time
(Though full of our difpleafusc) yer we free thee
Fromthedead blow of it, And youEnchantment,
Wor. {
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Worthy enough a Heardfman : yeahim too,
That makes himfeife (but for our Honot therein)
Vaworthy thee. Ifeuer henceforch, thou
Thefe rurall Latches, to his entrance open,
Or hope hisbody more, with thy embraces,
I will deuife a death,as cruell for thee
Asthou arttenderto’e.

perd. Euen heerevndone:
I was not much a-fear’d : for once, or twice
I wasabout to f{peake, and tell him plainely,
The felfe-fame Sun, that (hines vpon his Court,
Hides not his vifage from our Cotrage, but
Lookes on alike. Wilt pleafe you (Sir) begone?
Itold youwhat would come of'this : Befeech you
Ofyout owne ftate take care : This dreame of mine
Being now awake, Ile Queene it no inchfarther,
But milke my Ewes,and weepe.

Cam, Why how now Father,
Spcake ere thou dyefl,

Shep. T cannot {peake, nor thinke,
Nor dare to know, that which I know : O Sir,
Y ou haue vndone aman of fourefcore chree,
That thought to fill his grauein quiet : yea,
To dyevpon thebed my father dy'de,
To lye clofe by his honefi bones ; but now
Some Hangman muft puc on my (hrowd, andlay me
Whereno Prieft fhouels-in duft. Oh curfed wretch,
That knew’ft this was the Prince, and wouldt aduenture
To mingle faith with him. Vndone, vndone:
1£I might dye within this houre, I haue liv'd
TodiewhenIdeflire.

Flo, Why locke you fovponme?
Iam but forry, notaffear’d : delaid,
Butnothing altred : What I was, I am
More firaining o, for plucking backe; not following
My leafh yowillingly.

Cam. Gracious my Lord,
Youknow my Fathers temper : atthis time
He will allow no fpeech : (which I do gheffe
You do nat purpofe to him:) and as hardly
Will he endure your fight, as yet 1 feare;
Then till the fury of his Highneffe fectle
Come not before him,

Flo. Inot purpofeits:
I thinke Camills.

Cam. Euenhe,myLord.

Per. How often haue told you’twould be thus?
How often {aid my dignity would lalt
Buttill ‘twer knowne?

Flo. It cannot faile, butby
The violation of my faith, and then
Let Nature crufh the fides o'th earth together,
And marre the feeds within, Lift vpthy lockes:
From my fucceffien wipe me {Father) 1
Am heyre to my affeltion.

Cam. Beaduis’d,

Flo. 1am:and bymy fancie,if my Reafon
Will thereto be obedient : 1 haue reafon:
If not, my fences better pleas’d with maduefle,
D¢ bid it welcome,

Cam. This is defperate (fir,)
{ Flo. Socallit:butitdo’s fulfill my vow:

I needs muft thinkeit honefty. Camillo,

Not for Bobemia, nor the pompe that may
Be thereat gleaned : for all the Sun fees, or
The clofe earth wombes, or the profound feas;, hides

Exit.

Exit.
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Ir vanknowne fadomes, will I breake my oath
To this my faire below'd : Therefore, 1pray you,
As you haue euer bin my Fathers honour’d friend,
When he (hall miffe me, as (in faith I meane not
To fee him any more) caft your good counfailes
Vpon his pafsion: Letmy felfe, and Fortune
Tug for thetime to come. This you may krow,
And fo deliuer, Tam put to Sea
With her, who heere I cannot hold on {hore:
And moft opportune to herneede, I haue
A Veflellrides fat by, but not prepar’d
For this defigne. What courfe I meane to hold
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor
Concerne me the reporting.

Cam. O my Lord,
T would your {pirit were eafier for aduice,
Or ftronger for your neede,

Fls. Hearke Perdita,
Ile heareyou by and by.

Cam. Hee's irremoueable,'
Refolud for flight : Now were I happy if
His going, I could frame to ferue my turne,
Saue him from danger, do him loue and honor,
Purchafe the fight againe of deere Sicillia,
And thatvnhappy King, my Mafler, whom
1 fo much chirft to fee.

Flo, Now good Camillo,
T am {o fraught with curious bufineffe, that
1 leaue out ceremony.

Cam . Sir,1 thinke
You haue heard of my poore feruices, i’th loue
That I haue borne your Father?

Fla. Verynobly
Haue you deferu’d : Itis my Fathers Muficke
Tof{peake your deeds : not little of his care
To haue them recompenc’d, as thought om.

Cam. Well (my Lord)
If you may pleafe to thinke I loue the King, .
And through him, what's neereft to him, which is
Your gracious felfe; embrace but my direétion,
If your more ponderous and fetled proiect

| May fuffer alteration. Onmine honor,

Ile point you where you fhall haue fuchreceiuing
As fhall become your Highnefle, where you may
Enioy your Miftris ; from the whom,I fee
There’s no difiunction to be made, but by
(As hzauens forefend) your ruine : Marry her,
And with my beft endeuours, in your abfence,
Your difcontenting Father, ftriue to qualifie
And bring him vp to liking.

Flo+ How Camillo
May this (almoft a miracle) be done?
That I may call thee fomething more then man,
And after that truft to thee.

(Cam. Haue youthought on
A place whereto you'l go ¢

Flo. Notany yet :
But as th’vnthought-on accident is guiltie
To what we wildely do, fo we profefie
Our felues to be the {laues of chance, and flyes ]
Of euery winde that blowes.

Cam, Thenlift tome:
This tollowes, if you will not change your pm‘pofc
But vndergo this flight; make for Sicillia, )
Andthere prefent your felfe, and your fayre Princefle,

(For fo I fee fhe muft be) *fore Leontes 3
Shee

-~
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She fhall be habited, as it becomes
The partner of your Bed. Me thinkes I (ee-
Leontes opening his free Armes,and weeping
His Welcomes forth:asks thee there Sonne forgiueneffe,
As ‘ewere i'th’ Fathers perfon: kiffes the hands
Of your fre(h Princefle; ore and ore dinides him,
"Twixt his vokindnefTe,and his Kindneffe : th’one
He chides to Hell ,and bids the other grow
Fafter then Thought, or Time,
Flo, Worthy Camilla,
What colour for my Vifitation, (hall |
Hold vp before him ?
Cam. Sent by the King your Father
To greechim,and to giue him comiforts. Sir,
The manner of your bearing towards him,with
What you (as from your Fat her) fhall deliuer,
Things knowne betwixt vs three, 1l write you downe,
The which thall point you forth at euery fitting
What you muft fay: that he (hall not perceiue,
But that you haue your Fathers Bofome there,
And fpeake his very Heart,
Flo. Tambound to you:
Thereis fome fappe in this,
Cam. A Courfe more promifing,
Then a wild dedication of yeus felucs
To vopath’'d Waters,vndreanm’d Shores; mofl certaine,
To Miferies enough : no hope to helpe you,
But as you (hake off one,to take another
Nothing {o certaine,as your Anchors, who
Doetheirbeft office,if they can but ftay you,
Where you'llebeloth to be: befides you know,
Profperitie’s the very bond of Loue,
Whofe freth complexion,and whofe heart together,
Affli&ion alters,
Perd. Oneof thefeis true :
I thinke Afflition may fubdue the Cheeke,
Burnot take-in the Mind.
Cam. Yea? {ayyoufo?
There fhall not,at your Fathers Honfe, thefe feuen yeeres
Be borne another fuch.
Flo. My good Camillo,
She’s as forward, of her Breeding,as
She isi’th’ reare >our Birth,
Cam. I cannot (ay tis pitty
| She lacks Infiruétions,for fhe feemes a Miftrefle
To moft thar teach.
Perd. Your pardon Six,for this,
Heblufh you Thanks.
lo. My prectieft Perdita,
But O,the Thornes we ftand vpon: (Camslls)
Preferuer of my Father,now of me,
The Medicine of our Houfe : how fhall we doe ?
We are not furnifh'd like Bobemia’s Sonne,
Nor thall appeare in Sicilia.
(am. My Lord,
Feare none of rhis: Ithinke you know my fortunes
Doe all Iyethere: it thall be fo my care,
T o haue you royally appointed,as if
The Scene you play,were mine, Forinftance Sir,
4 That vou may know you thall not want: one word,
Enter Autolicus.
A#t. Ha,ha,whata Foole Honefticis and Truft(his
fworne brothery avery fimple Gentleman. I haue fold
a1l my Tromperie: not a counterfeit Stone,not a Ribbon,
Clafle, Pomander, Browch, Table-booke, Ballad, Knife,
Tape,Gloue,Shope-tye,Braceler, Horne-Ring, to keepe

my Pack from fafting : they throng whe fhould buy firft,
3sif my Trinkets had beene hallowed,and brought 2 be-
nediction tothe buyer: by which meanes, I faw whofe
Purfe was beft in Picture ; and what I faw, to my good
vie,I remembred. My Clowne (who wants but {fome-
thing to bea reafonable man) grew fo in Ioue with the
Wenches Song,that hee would not flirre his Petty-toes,
till be had both Tune and Words, which fo drew the reft
of the Heard to me, thar all their other Sences flucke in
Eares : you might have pinch’d a Placket, it was fence.
lefle ; twas nothing to gueld a Cod-peece of a Purfe: I
would haue fill'd Keyes of that hung in Chaynes : no
hearing,no fecling, but my Sirs Song, and admiring the
Nothing of it, So that inthis time of Lethargie,I pickd
and cut moft of their Feftinall Purfes: And had not the
old-man come in with a Whoo-bub againft his Dan gh-
ter, and the Kings Sonne, and fcar’d my Chowghes from
the Chaffe, I had not left a Purfe alive in the whole
Army,

Cars. Nay,butmy Letters by thismeanes being there
So foone as you arriue,{hall cleare that doubt,

Fls. Andthofe that you'le procure from King Leontes?

Cam. Shall fatisfie your Father,

Perd. Happy beyou:

All that you fpeake, (hewes faire.
Cam, Who haue we here ?

Wee’le make an Infirument of this : omit

Nothing may giue vs aide.
Ant, If they have ouer-heard me now:why hanging.
Cam. How now (good Fellow)

Why fhak’i thou {0 ? Feare not (man)

Here's no harme intended to thee,

Awrt. Iamapoore Fellow,Sir.

Cam. Why,befoflill: here’s no body will fleale that
fromthee : yet for the our-fide of thy pouertie, we muft
malean exchange; therefore dif-cafe thee inftantly (thou
muft thinke there’s a neceffitic in’z)and change Garments
with this Gentleman: Thoughthe penny-worth (on his
fide) be the worft,yet hold thee,there’s fome boor.

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

(am. Nay prechee difpatch: theGentleman is halfe
fled already.

Aut. Are you in earnef,Sir? (I fimell thetrick on’t.)

Flo, Difpacch,] prethee,

«Ant, Indeed I haue had Earneft, but I cannot with
confcience take it,

Cam. Vabuckle,ynbuckle,
Fortunate Miftrefle (let my prophecie
Come home to ye:) you mu retire your felfe
Into fome Couert ; take your fweet-hearts Hat
And pluck it ore your Browes, muffle your face,
Dif-mantle you, and (s you cun) difliken
The truth of yourowne feeming,that youmay
(ForI doe feare eyes ouer) te Ship-boerd
Get vndefcry'd,

Perd. 1{eethe Play folyes,
That I muft beare a part.

{am. No remedie:

| Haue you done there ?

Flo. Should Inow meet my Father;
He would not call e Sonne.
Cam. Nay,you thall haueno Hat :
Come Lady,come : Farewell (my friend.)
Ant. Adieu,Sir,
Flo, O Perdita: what haue we twaine forgot?

"Pray |




’Pray you a word. '

Cam. WhatI doenext,(hall be totell the King

Of this efcapej,and whither they are bound ;
Wherein,my hope is,I {hall {o preuaile,
To force himafter: inwhofe company
I thall re-view Sicilsa 3 for whofe fight,
I haue a Womans Longing.

Flo. Fortune {peedvs:

Thus we fet on (Camills) to thSea-fide,

Cam. The{wifter fpeed,the better. Exit.

Aunt. 1vnder@and the bufinefle,I heareit : to haue an
open eare,a quick eye,and animble hand,is necefflary for
a Cut-purfe; a good Nofe is requifite alfo, to fmellont
worke for th’other Sences. I {ee thisisthe time that the
yniuft man doth thriue, What an exchange had this been,
without boot 2 What aboot is here,with this exchange?
Sure the Gods doe this yeere conniue at vs, and we may
doe any thing extempore. The Prince himfelfe is about
a peece of Iniquitie (fealing away from his Father,with
his Clog at his heeles:) if I thought it were a peece of ho-

hold it the more knauerie to conceale it ; and therein am
I conftant to my Profeffion,

Enter Clowne and Shepheard.
Afide,afide, here is more matter for a hot braine : Every
Lanes end, euery Shop,Church,Seflion,Hanging, yeelds
a carefull man worke,

Clowne. See,fee fwhat a man you are now ? there is no
other way, buttoqil the King fhe’s a Changeling,and
none of yout flefh and blood,

Shep. Nay,but heare me,

Clsw, Nay;but heare me,

Shep. Goce too then.

Clew. She being none of your flefh and blood, your
flefh and blood ha’s not offended the King, and fo your
flefh and blood is not to be punifh’d by him. Shew thefe
things you found about her (thofe fecret things, all bue
what fhe ha’s with her:) This being done,let the Law goe
whiftle: I warrant you.

Shep, Iwill tell the King all, euery word, yea, and his
Sonnes prancks too ; who, I may fay, is no honeft man,
neither to his Pather,nor to me,to goe about to makeme
the Kings Brother in Law. .

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

Anr, Very wilely (Puppies.)

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

Aut, Tknow not what impediment this Complaint
may be to the flight of my Mafter,

Clo. *Pray heartily he be at’ Pallace.

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

Shep. Toth’ Pallace (and it like your Worfhip.)

Ant, Your Affaires there? what? with whom? the
| Condition of that Farchell ? the place of your dwelling ?
your names? your ages? of what hauing? breeding,and
any thing that js fitting to be knowne,difcouer ?

Clo. Weare but plaine fellowes,Sir.

Aur. ALye; you arerough,and hayrie: Let me have
nolying; it becomes none but Tradef-men,and they of~
ten giue vs (Souldiers) the Lye, but wee pay them forit
with famped Coyne,not flabbing Steele, therefore they
doenot giue vs the Lye,

The li/t;niqr: T ale.

" Clo. Your Worfhip had like to haue giuen vs one, if

ne@tie to acquaint the King withall, I would not do'r: I-
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you had not taken your felfe with the manner.

Shep. Areyoua Courtier,and’t like you Sir?

Aunt. Whether it Ike me,or no,Iam a Courtier, Seeft
thou not the ayre of the Court,in thefe enfoldings? Hath
not my gate init,the meafure of the Court? Receiues not
thy Note Court-Odour from me ? Reflect I not on thy
Bafenefle, Court-Contempt ? Think'ft thou, for that I
infinuate, attoaze from theethy Bufinefle, 1am there-
foreno Courtier? I am Courtier Cap-a-pe; and one that
will eyther puth-on, or pluck-back, thy Bufineffe chere:
whereupon I command thee to open thy Affaire.

Shep. My Bufinefle,Sir,is tothe King.

Aut, What Aduocate ba’lt thouto him ¢

Shep. 1know not (and't like you.)

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

Shep, None,Sir: I haueno Pheazant Cock,nor Hen. §

Ant. How blefled are we,that are not fimple men 2
Yet Nature might haue made me asthefeare,

Therefore T will not difdaine.

Clo. This cannot be but a great Courtier.

Shep. His Garments are rich, but he weares them not
hand{omely.

Clo. He {eemestobe the more Noble,in being fanta-
fticall : A greatman,Ile warrant; I know by the picking
on’s Teeth,

Aut. The Farthell there ¢ What's ,i'th’ Farthell ?
Wherefore that Box 2

Shep. Sir, therelyes fuch Secretsin this Farthell and
Box,whichnone muft know but the King,and which hee

fhall know within this houre, if I may come to th’ {peech |

of him,

Aut. Age,thou haft loft thy labour,

Shep. Why Sir?

Ant. The King isnot at the Pallace, heis gone aboord
a new Ship,to purge Melancholy, and ayre himfelfe : for
it thou bee'lt capable of things ferious, thou muft know
the King is full of griefe.

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

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

Clo. Thinke you {o,Sir?

Aut, Not hee alone fhall {uffer what Wit can make
heauie,and Vengeance bitter;but thofe that are Iermaine
to him (though remou'd fiftie times){hall all come vader
the Hang-man: whichythoughic be greac pitty, yet it is
neceflarie. An old Sheepe-whiftiing Rogue, a Ram-ten-
der,to offer to haue his Daughter come into graceSome
{ay bee fhall be fon’d : but that death is too foft for him
(fay I:) Drawour Throne into aSheep-Coat ? all deaths
are too few,the fharpeft too eafie.

Clo. Ha’s the old-man ere a Sonne Sit(doe you heare)
and’t like you,Sir ? :

Ant, Heeha'saSonne : who fhall be flayd aliue, then
’noynted ouer with Honey, fex on the head of a Wafpes
Neft,then ftand till he be three quarters and a dram dead;
then recouer’d againe with Aquavite, or fome other hot
Infufion: then,raw as he is(and in the hoteft day Progne-
ftication proclaymes) {hall he be feragainft a Brick-wall,
(the Sunne looking with 2 South- ward eye vponhim
where hee is to behold him,with Flyes blown to death.)
Buc what talke we of thefe Traitorly-Rafcals, whofe mi-
feries are to be fmil'd ac,their offences being fo capitalls

Telj

=




298

Tell me(for you feeme to be honeft plaine men)what you
haue to the King : being fomething gently confider’d,lle
bring you where he is abeord, tender your perfons to his
prefence, whifper him in your behalfes ; and if it be in
man, befides the King, to effeét your Suites, here is man®
{hall doe i,

Clow. He feemes to be of great authoritie: clofe with
him, giue him Gold; and though Authoritie be a ftub-
borne Beare, yet hee is oft led by the Nofe with Gold :
fthew the in-fide of your Purfe to the out-fide of his
hand, and no more adoe. Remember flon’d, and flay’d
aliue, :

Shep. And’t pleafe you(Sir)to vndertake the Bufineffe
forvs, here is that Gold I haue: Ile make it as much
more, and leaue this young man in pawne, till I bring it
you.

Aput. Afcer Thaue done what T promifed?

Shep. 1 Sir.

Aut. Well, giue me the Moitie: Are youa partie in
this Bufinefle ?

Clow. Infome fort, Sir: but though my cafebe a pit-
tifull one,I hope I fhall not be flayd out of it.

Ant, Oh, that’s the cafe of the Shepheards Sonne::
hang him,hee’le be'made an example. : :

Clow. Comfort,good comfort: We muftto the King,
and fhew our ftrange fights: he muft know ’tis none of
your Daughter, nor my Sifter : wee are goneelfe. Sir,I
will giue you as much as this old man do’s, when the Bu-
finefie is performed,and remaine(as he fayes)your pawne
till it be brought you.

Aunt, 1willtruft you, Walke b¥ore toward the Sea-
fide, goeon cheright hand, I will but looke vponthe
Hedge,and follow you.

Clow. Weare blefs’d,in thisman: as I may fay, even
blefs’d.

Shep. Lev’s before,as hebids vs : he was prouided to
doe vs good.

Ant. 1f T had a mind to be honeft,I {ee Fortane would
not fuffer mee: fhee drops Booties in my mouch, I am
courted now with a double occafion:(Gold,2nd a means
to doe the Prince my Mafter good ; whichywho knowes
how that may turne backe to my aduancement ? ) 1 will
bring thefe two Moales,thefe blind-ones,aboord him. if
he thinke it fit to fhoare them againe, and that the Com-
plaint they haue to the King, concernes him nothing, let
him call me Rogue, for being fo farre officious, for I am
proote againft that Title,and what fthame elfe belongs
to’t: 4o him will I prefent chem,there may be matter in
it. *  Exennt.

e A tlus Qﬁintm. Scena Prima.

Enter Leontes,Cleomines, Dion,Paulina,Sergants -

’ FElorizel, Perdita.
Cleo. Sir,you baue dene enough,and haue perform’d
A Sainc-like Sorrow : No fault could youmake,
Which you haue not redeem’d ; indeed pay’d downe
More penitence then done trefpas: At the laf
Doe,as the Heauens haue done;; forget your euill,
With them, forgiue your felfe,
Leo. Whileft I remember
Her,and her Vertues, I cannot forget

T be Winters T ale.

| Haue taken Treafure fromher Lippes.
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My blemifhes in them,and fo fill thinke of
The wrong I did my felfe: which was fo much,
That Heire-lefle it hath made my Kingdome,and
Deftroy’d the fweert Companion, that ere man
Bred his hopes out of.true.
Paul. Too true(my Lord:)
If one by one,you wedded all the Werld,
Or from the All that are,tooke fomething good,
To make a perfe Woman ; fhe you kill’d,
Would be voparallell'd.
Leo. 1 thinke fo, Kill'd?
SheIkill'd? Ididfo: butthou firik’ft me
Sorely, to fay I did : itisas bitter
Vpon thy Tongue,as in my Thought. Now,good dow,
Say fo but feldome.
(teo. Notatall, good Lady:
You might haue fpoken a thoufand things,that would
Haue done the time more benefit,and grac’'d
Your kindnefle bereer.
Parl. Yousreone of thofe
Would haue him wed againe.
Dio. 1f you would not fo,
You picty not the Stare nor the Remembrance
Of his moft Soueraigne Name : Confider little,
What Dangers,by his Highneffe faile of Iffue,
May drop vpon his Kingdome,and deuoure
Incertaine lookers on, What were more hely,
Then to reioyce the former Queene is well ?
Whar holyer,then for Royalties repayre,
For prefent comfort,and for future good,
To bleffe the Bed of Maieftie againe
With a fweet Fellow to’c ?
Pasl. There is none worthy,
(Refpe&ing herthat’s gone:) befides the Gods
Wil haue fulfill’d their fecret purpofes :
For ha’s pot the Dinine Apollo faid ?
Is’t not the tenor of his Oracle,
That King Leontes thall not baue an Heire,
Tillhis loft Child be found 2 Which, that it (hall,
Is all as monfirous to our humane reafon,
As my entigonusto breake his Graue,
And come againe to me: who,on my life,
Did perifh with the Infanc. Tis your councell,
My Lord fheuld to the Heauens be contrary,
Oppole againft their wills, Care not for Iffue,
The Crowne will find an Heire. Great Alexander
Left his to th’ Worthieft : fo his Succeflor
Was like to be the beft.
Les. Good Panlina,
Who haft the memorie of Hermione
I knowin honor: O,that ever I
Had {quar’d me to thy councell : then,cuen new,
I might haue look’d vpon my Queenes full cyes,

Panl, Andlefcthem
More rich,for what they yeelded,

Leo. Thoufpeak'fteruch:
No more fuch Wiues,therefore no Wife : one worfe,
And better vs'd, would make her Sainted Spiric
Againe poflefle her Corps,and on this Stage
{Where we Offendors now appeare) Soule-vext,
And begin,why to me?

Panl. Had fhe fuch power,
She had iuft fuch caufe.

Leo. Shehad, and weuld incenfe me
To murther her I marryed.

Pasl, 1




Panl. 1fhouldf{o: :
Were I the Ghoft that walk’d,11'd bid you marke [
Hereye,and tell me for what dull part in’c
Y ou chofe her : then II'd fhrieke,that cuen your gares
Should rift to heareme,and the words that follow’d,
Should be, Remember mine.

Leo. Starres,Starres,

And all eyes elfe,dead coales : feare.thouno Wife
1le haue no Wife, Paulina.
. Panl. Will you {weare
‘Neuer to marry,but by my free leave ?
Leo. Neuer (Panlina){o be blefs’d my Spirit.
Panl.Then good my Lords, beare witneflc to his Qath,
~ Cleo, Youtempt him ouer-much.
| Panl. Volefle another,
‘As like Hermione,as is her Pilture,
Affront his eye,
Cles. Good Madame,I haue done.
Paul. Yetif my Lord will marry : if you will Sir;
No remedic but you will : Give me the Office
iﬁTo chufe youa Queene : fhe fhall not be fo young
As was your former,but (he fhall be fuch
As (walk’d your firft Quecnes Ghoft) it fhould take oy
Yo {ee her in your armes.
Leo. Mytrae Paslina,
We fhall not marry,till chou bidft vs,

Panl. That

Shall be when your firft Queene’s againe in breath:
Neuer ull then,

Enter 4 Seraant,

Ser. One that giues out himfelfe Prince Florizell, -
Sonne of Polixenes,with his Princefle (fhe
The faire(t I haue yet beheld) defires acceffe
To your high prefence,

Leo. What withhim? he comes not
Like to his Fathers Greatneffe: his approach
(So out of circumflancesand fuddaine) tells vs,
"Tis not a Vifitatien fram’d,but forc’d
By lxegd,atad accident. What Trayne?

Ser. But few,
And thofe but meane,

Leo. His Princefle (fay you) with him?

Ser, 1: themoft peerelefle pecce of Earth,I thinke,
That ere the Sunne fhone bright on,

Panl. Oh Hermione,
Aseuery prefent Time doth boaft it {elfe
Aboue a better,gone ; fo muft thy Grauve
Giue way to what's feene now. Sir, you your felfe
Haue faid,and writ fo ; but your writing now
Is colder then that Theame: fhe had not beene,
Norwas not to be equall’d,thus your Verfe
Flow’d with her Beautie once ; tis threw dlycbb'd,
To fay you haue feenc a better,

Ser. Pardan,Madame:
The one, I hauealmoft forgot (your pardon:)
The other,when (he ha’s obtayn’d 'your Eye,
Will haue your Tongue too. This is a Creature,
Would fhe begin a Seét,might quench the zeale
Of all Profeflors elfe s make Profelytes
Of who fhe but bid follow.

Paxl. How? not women?

Ser. Women will loue her,that fhe is 2 Woman
More worth then any Man : Men,that fhe is
The rareft of all Women, '

Les. Goe Cleomines,

T/J_cf ii/':l'ﬂte.”f Tale.

Yourfelfe (affifted with your honor'd Friends)
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Bring them to our embracement, Still 'tis ftrange,

He thus fhould fteale vpon vs, Exir,
Pan/, Had our Prince

~ (Tewell of Children)feene this houre,he had payr’d

Well with this Lord ; there was not full amoneth
Betweene their births,

Leo, ’Prethee nomore; ceafe : thou know’(t
He dyes to me againe,whentalk’d-of : fure
When I fhall fee chis Gentleman,thy {peeches
Will bring me to confider that, which may
Vnfurnith me of Reafon, They are come.

Eunter Florizell, Perdita,Clesmines and sthers,

Your Mother was moft true to Wedlock,Prince,
For {he did print your Royall Father off,
Conceiuing you. Were I but twentie one,
Your Fathers Image is fo hit in you,
(His very ayre) that I thould call you Brother,
As [ did him,and peake of fomething wildly
By vs perform’d before, Moft dearely welcome,
And your faire Princefle (Goddefle) oh: alas,
Ilofta couple;that ewixt Heauen and Earth
Might thus haue ftood,begetting wonder,2s
You (gracious Couple) doe: and then I loft
(All mine owne Folly ) the Societie,
Amitie too of your braue Father,whom
(Though bearing Miferie) I defire my life
Once more to looke on him,

Flo, By his command
Haue I here touch’d Sicilia,and from him
Giue you all greetings, that a King (at friend)
Can fend his Brother : and but Infirmitie
(Which waits vpon worne times)hath fomething feiz’d
His wifth’d Abilitie,he had himfelfe
The Lands and Waters, twixt your Throne and his,
Meafur'd,to looke vpon you ; whom heloues
(He bad me fay fo)more then all the Sceprers,
And thofe that beare them,living,

Leo. Oh my Brother,
(Good Gentleman) the wrongs I haue done thee,ftirre
Afrefh within me : and thefe thy offices
(Sorarely kind) are as Interpreters
Of my behind-hand {lacknefle, Welcome hither,
As isthe Spring to th’Earth, And hath hetoo
Expos’d this Paragonto th’ fearefull viage
(Ac leaft vogentle) of the dreadfull Neprune,
To greetawman,not worth her paines; much leffe,
Th'aduenture of her perfon ?

Flo. Goodmy Lord,
She came from Libia.

Leo. Where the Waslike Smajus,
That Noble honor'd Lord, is fear'd,and lowd ?

Flo. Moft Royall Sir,
From thence : from him,whofe Daughter
His Teares proclaym’d his parting with her : thence
(A profperous South-wind friendly)we haue crofs'd,
To exccute the Charge my Father gaue me,
For vifiting your Highneffe : My beft Traine
Fhaue from your Sicsilian Shores difmifs’d 3
Who for Bohemia bend,to fignifie
Not onely my fuccefle in Libia (Sir)
But my arriuvall,and my Wifes, in fafctie
Here,where we are.

Lga, Theblefled Gods
Purge all Infe&tion from our Ayre, whileft you
Doe Clymatehere : you haue a holy Father,
A gracefull Gentleman,againft whofe perfon ‘

(So
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(So facred as it i5) T haue done finne,
For which,the Heauens (raking angry note)
Haue lefe me Iffuc-lefle : and your Father’s blefs’d
(As he from Heauen merits it) with you,
Worthy his gooddefle, Whart mighe I haue been,
Might I a Sonne and Davghter now haue look’d on,
Such goodly things as you ?

Enter a Lord,

Lord, Moft Noble Sir,

That which I (hall report,will beare no credit,
Were not the proofe fonigh, Pleafe you(grear Sir)
Bohemiagyeets youfrom himfelfe,by me:

Defires you to attach his Sonne,who ha’s

(His Dignitie,and Dutie both caft off)

Fled from his Father,from his Hopes,and with

A Shepheards Daugheer.

Leo. Where’s Bobemia? {peake:

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

Flo. Camillsha’s betray’d me;
Whofe honor, and whole honedtie till now,
Endur’d all Weathers.

Lord. Lay’t foto his charge :
He’s with the King your Father,

Leo. Who 2 Camille ?

Lord. Camillo(Sir:) 1{pake with him: who now
Ha’s thele poore men 1n queftion. Neuer faw
Wretches {o quake : they knecle,they kiffe the Earth;
Forfweare themfclues as oftenas they fpeake:
Bobemia ftops his eares,and threatens them
With diuers deaths, in death.

Perd. Oh my poore Father:

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

Leo. Youare marryed ?

Fla. Wearenot (Sir) norare we liketobe:
The Starres (I fee) will kiffe the Valleyes firft :

The oddes for high and low’s alike.

Les. My Lord,

Is chisthe Daughter of a King ?

Els. Sheis,

When ence fhe is my Wife.

Leo. Thazonce (1 fec ) by your good Fathers {peed,
Will come-onvery flowly. Tamforry
( Moft forry) yon haue broken from hisliking,
Where you were ty'd in dutie : and as {erry,

Your Choifeis not {forich in Worth, as Beautie,
That you might well enioy her.
Flo. Deare,looke vp :
Though Fortune,vifible an Enemie,
Should chafe vs,with my Father; powre no iot
Hath fhe to change our Loues. Befeech you (Sir)
Remember,fince you ow'd no more to Time
Then I doe now: with theught of fuch Affe&ions,
| Step forth mine Aduocate : at your requeft,
My Father will graunt precious things,as Trifles,
i Leo. Would he doe fo,I'ld beg your precious Miftris,
| Which he counts but a Trifle. :
Panl. Sir (my Liege)

Youz eye hath roe much youth in’t a0t a moneth

\ The Newes,Rogero.

|
|

"Fore your Queene dy’d,fhe was more worth fuch gazes,
Then what you looke on now.
Leo. I thought of her,

Eueninthefe Lookes I made, But your Petition

Is yet vn-anfwer'd : I will to your Father :

Your Honor not o’re-throwne by your defires,

T am friend te them,and you: Vpen which Errand

Inow goe toward him: therefore follow me,

And marke whatway I make; Come good my Lord.
Exennt.

Sceena Secunda.

Enter Antolicns and a Gentleman.

Ant. Befeech you (Sir)were you prefent at this Re-
lation?

Gent.1, 1was by at the opening of the Farthell heard
the old Shepheard deliuer che manner how he found it:
Whereupon(aftera little amazedneffe )we were all com-
manded out of the Chamber : onely this (me thought) I
heard the Shepheard fay,be found the Child.

Ant, Twould moft gladly know the iffue of it.

Gent.1. 1 make 2 broken delilierie of the Bufinefle;
but the changes I perceiued in the King,and Camills,were
very Notes of admiration : they feem’d almoft,with fla.
ring on one another, to teare the Cafes of their Eyes,
There was fpeech in their dumbneffe, Language in their
very gefture: they look’d as they had heard of 2 World
ranfom’d,or one defiroyed : a notable paffion of Won-
der appeared inthem ; but the wifeft beholder,that knew

no more but {ecing, could not fay, if th'importance were
Ioy,or Sorrow ; but inthe extremitie of the one, it muft
needs be. Enter another Gentleman.

Here comes a Gentleman, that happily knowes more:

Gent.2, Nothing but Bon-fires:the Oracle is fulfill'd;
the Kings Daughteris found : fucha deale of wonderis
broken out within this houre,that Ballad-mekers canrot
be able to expreffe it, Enter anotlier Gentleman.
Here comes the Lady Pawlina’s Steward, hee can deliuer
youmore, How goesitnow (Sir.) This Newes (which
is call'd true) is [o like an old Tale,thac the veritie of it is
in fireng {ufpition : Ha’s the King found his Heire ¢

Gent.3. Moft true, if ever Truth were pregnant by
Circumftance : That which you heare, you'le fweare
you fee, there is fuch vnitie in the proofes, The Mantle
of Queene Hermiones : het Iewell about the Neck of it:
the Letters of Antigonus found wich it,which they know
to be his Character : the Maieftie of the Creature,in re-
femblance of the Mother : the Affe&ion of Noblenefle,
which Nature fhewes aboue her Breeding, and many o-
ther Evidences, proclayme her, with all certaintie, ro be
the Kings Daughter, Did you fee the meeting of the
two Kings? ,

Gent.2. No,

Gent.3. Then haueyou loft s Sight which was to bee
feene,cannot bee fpoken of. There might you haue be.
held one loy crowne another,{o and in fuch manner, thas
it feem’d Sorrow wept to take lcaue of them : for their
Ioy waded in teares. There was cafting vp of Eyes,hol-
ding vp of Hands,with Countenance of fuch diftraétion,

thac they were to be knowne by Garment,not by Faver,
Our
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Our King being ready to leape out of himfelfe, for ioy of
his found Daughter ; as if that ey were now become a
Lofle, cryes, Oh, thy Mother, thy Mother : then askes
Bobemia forgiuenefle, then embraces his Sonne-in-Law:
then againe worryés he his Daughter,with clipping her.
Now he thanks the old Shepheard (which ftands by,like
a Weather-bitren Conduir, of many Kings Reignes,) I
nzuer heard of fuch another Encouncer;which lames Re-
port to follow it,and vndo's defcriptionto doe it.

Gent.2. What, pray you, became of Aurigonss, that
carryed hence the Child ? ‘

Gent.3. Likean old Tale ftill, which will haue matter
to reheatfe,though Credit be aflecpe, and not an earco-
pen; he was torne to picces with a Beare : This auouches
the Shepheards Sonne; who ha’s nor onely his Innocence
(which feemes much)to juftific him,but a Hand-kerchief
and Rings of his,that Panlira knowes.

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

Gent. 3. Wracke the fame inftant of their Maflers
deach, and in the view of the Shepbeard : fo that all the
Inftrumeants which ayded to expofe the Child,were enen
then loft, when it was found. But oh the Noble Combat,
that ‘twixt loy and Sotrow was fought in Paulina. Shee
had one Eye declin’d for the loffe of her Husband | ano-
ther eleuaced,that the Oracle was fulfill'd: Shee hifted the
Princefle from the Earth, and {o locks herinembracing,
as if thee would pin herto her heare, that fhee might no
more be in danger of loofing.

Gent, 1. The Dignitieot this A& was worth the au-
dience of Kings and Princes for by fuch was it aéted.

Gent.3, Oneof the prettyeflt touches of all, and that
which angl’d for mine Eyes (caught the Water, though
not the Fith) was, when at the Relation of the Queeres
death (with the manner how thee came to’t,braucely con-
fefs'd, and lamented by the King ) how attentiuenefle
wounded his Daughrer, till (from one figne of dolour to
another)fhee did(with an 4las) Twould faine fay,bleed
| Teares 5 forI am {ure, my heart wept blood. Whowas
moft Marble, there changed colour : fome fwownded,all
forrowed : if all the World could haue feen’t, the VWoe
had beene vniverf{all.

Gent.1. Arethey returned to the Court ?

Cent.3, No: The Princefle hearing of her Mothers
Statue (which is in the keeping of Paulina) a Peece many
yeeres in doing, and now newly perform’d, by that rare
Italian Mafter, /ulio Romano, who (had he himfelfe Ecer-
nitie, and could put Breath into his Worke) would be.
guile Nature of her Cuftome, fo perfectly heis her Ape:
He {o neere to Hermione,hath done Hermione, that they
{ay one would fpeake to her,and fland in hope of anfwer,
Thither (withall greedineffe of affetion)are they gone,
and there they intend to Sup.

Gent. 2. 1 thought fhe had fome grear mateer there in
hand, for fhee hach priuately, twice or thrice a day, ever
fince the death of Hermione vilited that remoued Houfe,
Shall wee thither,and with cur companie peece the Re-
ioycing ?

Gent,1. Who would be thence, that ha's the benefit
of Accefle ? euery winke of an Eye, fome new Grace
will beborne: our Abfence makes vs vnthriftie to our
Knowledge. Let's along, Exit,

Aut.. Now (had Inot the dath of my former life in
me) would Preferment drop on my head.” I1breught the
old man and his Sonne aboord the Prince ; told him, I
heard them ralke of a Farthell,and I know not what: bue
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he at that time ouer-fond of the Shepheards Daughter(1o
he then tooke her to be)who began tobe much Sea-fick,
and himfelfe little better, extremitie of Weather conti-
nuing, this Myfterie remained vndifconer’d. Butis all
one tome: for had Ibeeneche finder-out of this Secret,
it would not haue rellifh’d among my other difcredirs.
Enter Shepheard and Clowns.

Here come thofe I haue done good to againft my will,
and alreadie appearing in the bloflfomes of their For-
tune.

Shep. Come Boy, Iam paft moe Children: but thy
Sonnes and Daughters will be all Gentlemen borne,

Clow, Youarewell met (Sir;) you deny’'d to fight
with mee this otherday , becaufe I was no Gentleman
borne, See you thele Clothes ? fay you fee themnot,
and thinke me flill no Gentleman borne : You were beft
fay thefe Robes are not Gentlemen borne, Giuemethe
Lye: doe: and try whether I am not now a Gentleman
borne.

Axt. 1know youare now(Sir)a Gentleman borne.

Clow, 1,and hauebeen fo any time thefe foure houres.

Shep. And fo haue1,Boy.

Ciew. So you haue : but T was a Gentleman borne be-
fore my Father: for the Kings Sonne tooke me by the
hand, and call’d mee Brother: and then the two Kings
call’d my Father Brother: and then the Princé (iny Bro-
ther)and the Pritice(le(my Sifter)cal’d my Father,Father;
and {o wee wept : and there was the fist Gentleman-like
teares that ener we fhed.

Shep. W e may liue (Sonne)to thed many more.

Ciow.1: or el{e’twere hard luck beingin fo prepofte.
rous c{tate as we are,

Agnt. Thumbly befeech you (Sir)to pardon me all the
faults I haue committed to your Worthip, and'to giue
me your good report to the Prince my Mafter,

Shep. *Prethee Sonne doe: for we muft be gentle,now
weare Gentlemen,

Clow. Thouwilt amend thy life ?

Aut. 1anditlike your good Worthip,

Clow. Giueme thy hand: I will fweare to the Prince,
thou arc as honeft a true Fellowsas any isin Bobemia.

Shep. You may fay it,but not {weare ir,

Clow. Not {weare it,now I am a Gentleman ? Let
Boores and Francklins fay ic,Tle fweare it,

Shep. How it itbe fal{e (Sonne?)

Clow, 1f it be ne're fo falle, a true Gentleman may
{fweareit,in the behalfe of his Friend : And Ile fweare to
the Prince, thou art a tall Fellow of thy hands, and that
thou wiltnot be drunke: but I know thou art no tall Fek
low of thy hands,and that thou wilt be drunke : but Ile
{weareit, and I would thou weuld’ft be a tsll Fellow of
thy hands,

Aut, Twill proue {o(8Sir) to my power.

Clow. 1,by any meanes proue a tall Fellow: if I donot
wonder, how thou dar’{t venture to be drunke, not being
a tall Fellow,truft me not. Harke,the Kings and the Prin-
ces (our Kindred) are going to fee the Queenes Picture,
Come,follow vs: wee'le be thy good Mafters,  Exennt.

Scena Tertia. '

Enter Leentes,Polixenes,Florizell,Per dita,Camills,
Paslina: Hermione (like a Statue:) Lords,¢ic.
Leo. O graueand good Paslima,the great comfort
That1have had of thee?

Cc Panl. W hat
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Panl. What(Soueraigne Sir)
I did not well,I meant well ; all my Seruices
You haue pay’d home, But that you haue youchfaf’d
(With your Crown’d Brother,and thefe your contraéted
Heires of your Kingdomes) my poore Houfe to vifit;
Itisa {urplus of your Grace,which neuer
My life may laftto anfwere,

Leo. O Pawnliva,
We honor you with trouble : but we came
To fee the Statue of our Queene, Your Gallerie
Haue we pals’d through,not without much content
In many fingularities ; but we faw not
That which my Daughter came to looke vpon,
The Statue of her Mother,

Panl. As fheliu'd peerelefle,
So her dead likenefle I doe well beleene
Esxcells what cuer yet you look’d vpon,
Or hand of Man hath done : therefore I keepeit
Louely,apart, But here it is : prepare
To fee the Life as linely mock'd, as euer
Still Sleepe mock’d Death:behold,and fay ’tis well,
I like your filence,it the more thewes-off
Your wonder: but yet fpeake,firft you (my Liege)
Comes it not fomeching neere 2
Leo. Hernaturall Pofture,
Chide me (deare Stone) that I may fay indeed
Thou art Hermioue ; or rather thou art {he,
In'thy not chiding : for fbe was as tender
As Infancie,and Grace. But yet (Panlina)
Hermione was not {o much wrinckled,nothing
So aged as this feemes,
Pol. Ohynot by much.
Paul. Somuch the more otr Caruers excellence.
Which lets goe-by fome fixteene yeeres,and makes her
As {he liv'd new.
Les. Asnow fhe might haue done,
Se much to my good comfort, as it is
Now piercing to my Sovle. Oh,thus the ftoed,
Euen with fuch Life of Maicflie(warme Life,
{ Asnowit coldly ftands) when firft | woo'd her.
Iamatham’d : De’s nownthe Stone rebuke me,
For being more Stone then it? Oh Royall Peece :
| There’s Magick in thy Maieftie,which ha’s
My Euils coniur’d to remembrance s and
From thy admiring Daughter toake the Spirits,
| Standing like Srone with thee,
Perd. And giue me leaue,
{ And doe not fay “tis Superftition,thae
T kneele,and then implore her Blefling, Lady,
Deere Queenc,that ended when I but began,
Giue me that hand of yours,to kiffe.

Panl. O, patience :
The Statue is buc newly fix’d ; the Colour’s
Not dry.

Cam. My Lord,your Sorrow was too fore lay'd-on,
Which [ixteene Winters cannot blow away,

So many Summers dry : {carce any loy
Did cuer folong live; no Sorrow,

Bue kill'd it felfe much fooner,

Pol. Dcere my Brother,
Let bim,that was the caufe of this, haue powre
Totake-off fomuch griefe fromyou,as he
Will peece vp in himfelfe,

Panl. Indeed my Loxd,
If T had thovght the fight of my poore Image
Would thus haue wrought you (for the Stene is mine)

{

1l'd not haue fhevd it.
Leo. Doe not draw the Curtaine,
Panl. No longer {hall you gaze on’s,leaft your Fancie
May thinke anon, it moues,
Leo, Letbe, let be:
Would I were dead,but that me thinkes alreadie,
(What was he that did make it?) See (my Lord)
Would younot deeme it breath’d 2 and that thofe veines
Did verily beare blood ?
Pol. ’Mafterly dene:
The very Life feemes warme vpon her Lippe.
Leo. Thefixure of her Eye ha’s motion in’,
As we aremock’d with Art,
Paxl. Ile draw the Curtaine ;
My Lord’s almoft {o farre tranfported,that
Hee'le thinke anon it liues.
Leo. Ohfweet Paslina,
Make me to thinke fo twentie yeeres together :
No fetled Sences of the World can match
The pleafure of that madneffe, Let’talone,
Panl. 1am {orry (Sir) I haue thus farre fird you : but
1 could afflick you farther,
Leo. Doe Pasnling -
For this Affliction ha’s 2 tafte as fweet
As any Cordiall comfort, Still me thinkes
There is an ayre comes from her. What fine Chizzell
Could euer yet cut breath ¢ Letno man mock me,
For I will kiffe her,
Paul. Good my Lord,forbeare:
The ruddineffe vpon her Lippe,is wet :
Youle marreit,if you kiffeic; ftayne your owne
With Oyly Painting: {hall I draw the Curtaine,
Leo. No: not thefe twentie yeeres,
Perd. Solong could I
Stand-by, a Jooker-on,
Panl. Either forbeare,
Quit prefencly the Chappell,or refolue you
For more amazement : if you can behold ir,
Ile make the Statue moue indeed; defcend,
And take you by the hand : buc then yourle thinke
(Which I proteft againft) Iam affifted
By wicked Powers,
Les. What you can make her doe,
Iam content to looke on : what to fpeake,
Iam content to heare: for’tis as eafie
To make her fpeake,as moue,
Panl. Itisrequird
Youdoe awake your Faith: then,all ftand @ill :
On: thofe that thinke it is vnlawfull Bufinefle
Iamabout,let them depart,
Leo. Proceed :
No foot fhall ftirre.
Parl, Mufick; awake her: Strike:
"Tis time: defcend; be Stone no more : approach :
Strike all that looke vpon with meruaile : Come::
Ile fill your Graue vp: flirre: nay,come away:
Bequeath to Death yournumnefle: (for from him,
Deare Life redeemes you) youperceiue fhe firres:
Startnot : her A&ions {hall be holy, as
Youheare my Spell is lawfull : doe not fhun her,
Vatill you fee her dye againe; for then
You kill herdouble: Nay,prefent yous Hand ;
When fhe was y<ung,you woo’d her: now,inage,
Is fhe become the Suitor ?
Leo. Oh fhe’s warme:

If this be Magick, letit be an Are

Law-.
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Lawfull as Eating,

Psl. She embraces him,

Cam, She hangs about hisnecke,
If fhe pertaine to life, let her fpeaketoo.

Pol, 1,and make it manifcft where fhe ha’s liwd,
Or how ftolne from the dead ?

Pant, That fheisliuing,

Wereit but told you, {hould be hooted at
Like an old Tale : but it appeares fhe liues,
Though yet fhe fpeake not. Marke alittle while:
Pleafe you to interpofe (faire Madam) knecle,
And pray your Mothers blefling : turne good Lady,’
Our Perdita is found.

Her. You Godslooke downe,
And from your facred Viols poure your graces
Vponmy davghtershead : Tell me (mine owne)
Where haft thoubin preferu’d? Whereliwd?How found
Thy Fathers Court ? For thou fhalt heare thac I
Knowing by Panline, that the Oracle
Gaue hope thou waft in being, haue prefera’d
My felfe, to fee the yflue.

Paul. There’s ttme enough for that,
Leaftthey defire (vpen thispufh)to trouble
Your ioyes, with like Relation. Go together
You precious winners all : your exulration
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Partake to cuery one: I (an old Turtle)
Will wing me to fome wither'd bough, and there
My Mate (that’s neuer to be found againe)

. Lament,till I am loft.

Leo, O peace Pailina:
Thou fhouldft a husband take by my confent,
As1by thinea Wife. Thisis a Match,
And madebetweene’s by Vowes. Thou haft found mine,
Buthow, is tobe queltion’d : for I faw her
(As Ithought) dead :and haue (in vaine) faid many
Alprayer vpon her graue, Ile not feeke farre
(For him, I partly know his minde) to finde thee
An honourable husband, Ceme Camills,
And take her by‘th:: hand : whefe worth,and honefty
Is richly noted : aifd heere ivttified
By V's,a paire of Kings, Let’s from this place.
What? Jooke vpon my Brother : both your pardens,
That ere I put betweene your holy lookes
My ill fufpition : This your Sen-in-law,
And Sonne vnto the King, whom heauens directing
Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Paulina,
Leade vs from hence, where we may leyfurely
Each one demand, and anfwere to his part
Perform'd in this wide gap of Time, fince firft

Wewere diffeuer’d : Haftily lead away. Exennt,

- ——

The Names ofthe A&ors.

- Eontes, Kixg of Sicillia,
[ L. <M amillus, yong Prince of Sicillia,

Camillo.

Ant igonns. Fonre
Cleamines. ¢ Lords of Sicéllia,
Diorna S

Hermione, Queeneto Leontes.
Perdita, Danghter to Leontes and Hermione .
Paplina, wife to Antigonus.

Emilia, a Lady.
Polixenes, King of Bobemia.
Flovizell, Prince of Bohemia.
Old Shepbeard, reputed Father of Perdita.
Clowne bis Sonne,
Awutolicus,a Rogwe.
Avrchidamns, a Lord of Bohemsia.
Other Lords, and Gentlemen, and Serunants,
Shepbeards,and Shepheardde[fes.
FINIS.







