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1609

Cymbeline.

Dramati s Personae

CYMBELI NE, King of Britain

CLOTEN, son to the Queen by a fornmer husband
POSTHUMUS LEONATUS, a gentl eman, husband to | nogen
BELARI US, a bani shed | ord, disguised under the nane

of Mbrgan

QU DERI US and ARVI RAGUS, sons to Cynbeli ne,

di squi sed under the
nanes of POLYDORE and CADWAL, supposed

sons to Bel ari us

PH LARIO Italian, friend to Posthumnus

IACHHMO, Italian, friend to Philario

A FRENCH GENTLEMAN, friend to Philario

CAIUS LUCIUS, General of the Ronman Forces

A ROVAN CAPTAI N

TWO BRI TI SH CAPTAI NS

Pl SANI O, servant to Post hunus
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CORNELI US, a physici an

TWO LORDS of Cynbeline's court
TWO GENTLEMEN of the sane

TWO GAOLERS

QUEEN, w fe to Cynbeline
| MOGEN, daughter to Cynbeline by a fornmer queen
HELEN, a | ady attendi ng on | nbgen

APPARI TI ONS

Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, a
Soot hsayer, a
Dutch Gentl eman, a Spani sh Gentl eman, Misi ci ans,
Oficers,
Captai ns, Soldiers, Messengers, and Attendants

SCENE:
Britain; Italy
ACT |. SCENE I.
Britain. The garden of CYMBELINE' S pal ace

FI RST GENTLEMAN. You do not neet a man but frowns;
our bl oods
No nore obey the heavens than our courtiers
Still seem as does the King's.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. But what's the matter?
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Hi s daughter, and the heir of's
ki ngdom whom
He purpos'd to his wife's sole son- a w dow
That |late he married- hath referr'd herself
Unto a poor but worthy gentleman. She's wedded;
Her husband bani sh'd; she inprison'd. All
I's outward sorrow, though |I think the King
Be touch'd at very heart.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. None but the King?
FI RST GENTLEMAN. He that hath | ost her too. So is
t he Queen,
That nost desir'd the match. But not a courtier,
Al t hough they wear their faces to the bent
O the King's |ooks, hath a heart that is not
G ad at the thing they scow at.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. And why so?
FI RST GENTLEMAN. He that hath m ss'd the Princess
is a thing
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Too bad for bad report; and he that hath her-
| nmean that married her, alack, good man!
And therefore banish'd- is a creature such
As, to seek through the regions of the earth
For one his like, there would be sonething failing
In himthat should conpare. | do not think
So fair an outward and such stuff within
Endows a man but he.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. You speak himfar.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. | do extend him sir, within
hi nsel f;
Crush himtogether rather than unfold
Hi s neasure duly.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. What's his name and birth?
FI RST GENTLEMAN. | cannot delve himto the root;
hi s fat her
Was call'd Sicilius, who did join his honour
Agai nst the Romans w th Cassi bel an,
But had his titles by Tenantius, whom
He servid with glory and admr'd success,
So gain'd the sur-addition Leonatus;
And had, besides this gentleman in question,
Two ot her sons, who, in the wars o' th' tine,
Died with their swords in hand; for which their
f at her,
Then ol d and fond of issue, took such sorrow
That he quit being; and his gentle |ady,
Big of this gentleman, our thene, deceas'd
As he was born. The King he takes the babe
To his protection, calls himPosthunus Leonat us,
Breeds him and nakes hi mof his bed-chanber,
Puts to himall the learnings that his tinme
Coul d nake himthe receiver of; which he took,
As we do air, fast as 'twas mnist'red,
And in's spring becane a harvest, liv'd in court-
Which rare it is to do- nost prais'd, nost |ov'd,
A sanple to the youngest; to th' nore nmature
A glass that feated them and to the graver
A child that guided dotards. To his m stress,
For whom he now i s bani sh'd- her own price
Procl ai n6 how she esteemid himand his virtue;
By her election may be truly read
What ki nd of man he is.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. | honour him
Even out of your report. But pray you tell ne,
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s she sole child to th' King?
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Hi's only child.
He had two sons- if this be worth your hearing,
Mark it- the el dest of themat three years old,
" th' swathing clothes the other, fromtheir
nur sery
Were stol'n; and to this hour no guess in
know edge
Whi ch way they went.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. How long is this ago?
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Sone twenty years.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. That a king's children should be
So convey'd,
So sl ackly guarded, and the search so sl ow
That could not trace thenl
FI RST GENTLEMAN. Howsoe'er 'tis strange,
O that the negligence may well be laugh'd at,
Yet is it true, sir.
SECOND GENTLEMAN. | do well believe you.
FI RST GENTLEMAN. We nust forbear; here cones the
gent | eman,
The Queen, and
Princess. Exeunt

Enter the QUEEN, POSTHUMUS, and | MOGEN

QUEEN. No, be assur'd you shall not find ne,
daught er,
After the slander of nobst stepnothers,
Evil-ey'd unto you. You're ny prisoner, but
Your gaol er shall deliver you the keys
That | ock up your restraint. For you, Posthunus,
So soon as | can win th' offended King,
| wll be known your advocate. Marry, yet
The fire of rage is in him and 'twere good
You lean'd unto his sentence with what patience
Your w sdom may i nform you.
POSTHUMJUS. Pl ease your Hi ghness,
Il wll from hence to-day.
QUEEN. You know the peril.
"Il fetch a turn about the garden, pitying
The pangs of barr'd affections, though the King
Hat h charg'd you shoul d not speak
t oget her. Exi t
| MOGEN. O di ssenbling courtesy! How fine this tyrant
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Can tickle where she wounds! My dearest husband,
| sonething fear ny father's wath, but nothing-
Al ways reserv'd ny holy duty- what
Hi s rage can do on nme. You nust be gone;
And | shall here abide the hourly shot
O angry eyes, not conforted to live
But that there is this jewel in the world
That | may see agai n.
POSTHUMUS. My queen! ny m stress!
O | ady, weep no nore, lest | give cause
To be suspected of nore tenderness
Than doth becone a man. | wll remain
The | oyal ' st husband that did e' er plight troth;
My residence in Rone at one Philario's,
Who to ny father was a friend, to ne
Known but by letter; thither wite, ny queen,
And with mne eyes I'll drink the words you send,
Though i nk be made of gall.

Re- ent er QUEEN

QUEEN. Be brief, | pray you.

If the King cone, | shall incur |I know not

How nmuch of his displeasure. [Aside] Yet I'l
nove him

To walk this way. | never do hi mw ong

But he does buy ny injuries, to be friends;
Pays dear for ny
of f ences. Exi t
POSTHUMUS. Shoul d we be taking | eave
As long a termas yet we have to live,
The | oat hness to depart woul d grow. Adi eu!
| MOGEN. Nay, stay a little.
Were you but riding forth to air yourself,
Such parting were too petty. Look here, |ove:
This dianond was ny nother's; take it, heart;
But keep it till you woo another wfe,
When | nbgen i s dead.
POSTHUMUS. How, how? Anot her?
You gentle gods, give ne but this |I have,
And sear up ny enbracenents from a next
Wth bonds of death! Remain, remain thou here
[ Puts
on the ring]
Wil e sense can keep it on. And, sweetest,
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fairest,
As | ny poor self did exchange for you,
To your so infinite loss, so in our trifles

| still win of you. For ny sake wear this;
It is a manacle of love; I'Il place it
Upon this fairest prisoner. [Puts a bracel et

on her arnij
| MOGEN. O t he gods!
When shall we see agai n?

Ent er CYMBELI NE and LORDS

POSTHUMJS. Al ack, the King!
CYMBELI NE. Thou basest thing, avoid; hence from ny
si ght
If after this command thou fraught the court
Wth thy unworthi ness, thou diest. Away!
Thou' rt poison to ny bl ood.
POSTHUMJS. The gods protect you,
And bl ess the good renai nders of the court!
I am
gone.
Exi t
| MOGEN. There cannot be a pinch in death
More sharp than this is.
CYMBELI NE. O di sl oyal thing,
That shoul dst repair ny youth, thou heap'st
A year's age on ne!l
| MOGEN. | beseech you, sir,
Har m not yourself with your vexation.
| am sensel ess of your wath; a touch nore rare
Subdues all pangs, all fears.
CYMBELI NE. Past grace? obedi ence?
| MOGEN. Past hope, and in despair; that way past

gr ace.

CYMBELI NE. That m ghtst have had the sole son of ny
queen!

| MOGEN. O bl essed that | mght not! | chose an
eagl e,

And did avoid a puttock.
CYMBELI NE. Thou took'st a beggar, woul dst have nade
ny throne
A seat for baseness.
| MOGEN. No; | rather added
A lustre to it.
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CYMBELI NE. O thou vile one!
| MOGEN. Sir,
It is your fault that | have |ov'd Posthunus.
You bred himas ny playfellow, and he is
A man worth any woman; over buys ne
Al nost the sum he pays.
CYMBELI NE. What, art thou nmad?
| MOGEN. Al npbst, sir. Heaven restore ne! Wuld | were
A neat-herd's daughter, and ny Leonatus
Qur nei ghbour shepherd's son!

Re- enter QUEEN

CYMBELI NE. Thou foolish thing!
[ To the QUEEN] They were agai n together. You have
done
Not after our command. Away w th her,
And pen her up.
QUEEN. Beseech your patience.- Peace,
Dear | ady daughter, peace!- Sweet sovereign,
Leave us to ourselves, and nake yourself sone
confort
Qut of your best advice.
CYMBELI NE. Nay, |et her |anguish
A drop of blood a day and, being aged,
Die of this folly. Exit,
wi t h LORDS

Enter PI SANI O

QUEEN. Fie! you nust give way.

Here is your servant. How now, sir! Wat news?
PISANIO. My lord your son drew on ny master.
QUEEN. Ha!

No harm | trust, is done?

Pl SANI O. There m ght have been,

But that ny master rather play'd than fought,

And had no hel p of anger; they were parted

By gentl enen at hand.

QUEEN. | amvery glad on't.
| MOGEN. Your son's ny father's friend; he takes his
part

To draw upon an exile! O brave sir!

| would they were in Afric both together;

Myself by with a needle, that | mght prick
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The goer-back. Wiy cane you fromyour master?
PISANIO. On his command. He woul d not suffer ne
To bring himto the haven; |eft these notes
O what commands | shoul d be subject to,

When't pleas'd you to enploy ne.
QUEEN. Thi s hath been
Your faithful servant. | dare |ay m ne honour
He will remain so.
PISANIO. | hunbly thank your Hi ghness.
QUEEN. Pray wal k awhi | e.
| MOGEN. About sone hal f-hour hence,
Pray you speak with ne. You shall at |east
Go see ny lord aboard. For this tine | eave
ne. Exeunt
SCENE I1.
Britain. A public place

Enter CLOTEN and two LORDS

FIRST LORD. Sir, | would advise you to shift a
shirt; the violence
of action hath nade you reek as a sacrifice.
Where air cones out,
air cones in; there's none abroad so whol esone as
t hat you vent.
CLOTEN. If ny shirt were bloody, then to shift it.
Have | hurt hinf
SECOND LORD. [Aside] No, faith; not so much as his
pati ence.
FIRST LORD. Hurt him H's body's a passabl e carcass
I f he be not
hurt. It is a throughfare for steel if it be not

hurt.
SECOND LORD. [Aside] His steel was in debt; it went
o' th' back

side the town.
CLOTEN. The villain would not stand ne.
SECOND LORD. [Aside] No; but he fled forward still,
toward your
face.
FI RST LORD. Stand you? You have | and enough of your
own; but he
added to your having, gave you sone ground.
SECOND LORD. [Aside] As many inches as you have
oceans.
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Puppi es!
CLOTEN. | would they had not cone between us.
SECOND LORD. [Aside] So would I, till you had
measur' d how |l ong a
fool you were upon the ground.
CLOTEN. And that she should Iove this fellow, and
refuse ne!
SECOND LORD. [Aside] If it be a sin to nmake a true
el ection, she is
dam’ d.
FIRST LORD. Sir, as | told you al ways, her beauty
and her brain go
not together; she's a good sign, but | have seen
smal |l reflection
of her wt.
SECOND LORD. [Aside] She shines not upon fools,
| est the reflection
shoul d hurt her.

CLOTEN. Cone, I1'll to ny chanmber. Wuld there had
been sonme hurt
done!

SECOND LORD. [Aside] | wish not so; unless it had

been the fall of
an ass, which is no great hurt.

CLOTEN. You'll go with us?

FIRST LORD. I'Il attend your | ordship.

CLOTEN. Nay, cone, let's go together.

SECOND LORD. Wl |, ny
| ord. Exeunt

SCENE 111.
Britain. CYMBELINE S pal ace

Enter | MOGEN and Pl SANI O

| MOGEN. | would thou grew st unto the shores o' th'
haven,

And questioned' st every sail; if he should wite,
And | not have it, '"twere a paper | ost,
As offer'd nercy is. What was the | ast
That he spake to thee?

PISANIO. It was: his queen, his queen!

| MOGEN. Then wav' d his handkerchi ef?

Pl SANI O And kiss'd it, nadam

| MOGEN. Sensel ess |inen, happier therein than I!
And that was all?
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Pl SANI OO No, madant for so | ong
As he could make ne with his eye, or care
Di stinguish himfromothers, he did keep
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchi ef,
Still waving, as the fits and stirs of's mnd
Coul d best express how slow his soul sail'd on,
How swift his ship.

| MOGEN. Thou shoul dst have made him
As little as a crow, or |less, ere left
To after-eye him

Pl SANl OO Madam so | did.

| MOGEN. | woul d have broke m ne eyestrings, crack'd

t hem but

To I ook upon him till the dimnution
O space had pointed himsharp as ny needl €;
Nay, followed himtill he had nelted from
The snmal I ness of a gnat to air, and then
Have turn'd m ne eye and wept. But, good Pisani o,
When shall we hear from hinf

Pl SANI O. Be assur'd, nmadam
Wth his next vantage.

| MOGEN. | did not take ny |eave of him but had
Most pretty things to say. Ere | could tell him
How | would think on himat certain hours
Such thoughts and such; or | could make hi m swear
The shes of Italy should not betray
M ne interest and his honour; or have charg'd him
At the sixth hour of norn, at noon, at m dni ght,
T encounter me with orisons, for then
| amin heaven for him or ere | could
G ve himthat parting kiss which | had set
Betw xt two charm ng words, cones in ny father,
And |ike the tyrannous breathing of the north
Shakes all our buds from grow ng.

Enter a LADY

LADY. The Queen, nmdam
Desires your Hi ghness' conpany.
| MOGEN. Those things | bid you do, get them
di spat ch' d.
I wll attend the Queen.
Pl SANI O. Madam |
shal | . Exeunt
SCENE | V.
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Rome. PHI LARI O S house

Enter PH LARI O | ACH MO, a FRENCHVAN, a DUTCHVAN,
and a SPAN ARD

| ACH MO, Believe it, sir, | have seen himin
Britain. He was then
of a crescent note, expected to prove so worthy
as since he hath
been all owed the nanme of. But | could then have
| ook'd on him
w thout the help of admration, though the
cat al ogue of his
endownent s had been tabled by his side, and | to
peruse hi m by
I tens.
PH LARI O You speak of himwhen he was |ess
furnish'd than now he
IS with that which makes him both w thout and
wi t hin.
FRENCHMAN. | have seen himin France; we had very
many there could
behold the sun with as firmeyes as he.
| ACH MO, This matter of marrying his king's
daughter, wherein he
must be wei ghed rat her by her value than his own,
words him |
doubt not, a great deal fromthe nmatter.
FRENCHVAN. And then his bani shnent.
| ACHI MO. Ay, and the approbation of those that weep
this | anentabl e
di vorce under her colours are wonderfully to
extend him be it
but to fortify her judgnent, which el se an easy
battery m ght | ay
flat, for taking a beggar, without |ess quality.
But how cones it
he is to sojourn wth you? How creeps
acquai nt ance?
PH LARIO H's father and | were soldiers together,
to whom | have
been often bound for no less than ny life.

Ent er POSTHUMUS
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Here cones the Briton. Let himbe so entertained
anongst you as
suits with gentlenen of your knowing to a
stranger of his
quality. | beseech you all be better known to
this gentl eman,
whom | commend to you as a noble friend of mne.
How worthy he is
I wll |eave to appear hereafter, rather than
story himin his
own heari ng.
FRENCHMAN. Sir, we have known together in Ol eans.
POSTHUMJS. Since when | have been debtor to you for
courtesies,
which | wll be ever to pay and yet pay still.
FRENCHMAN. Sir, you o'errate ny poor kindness. |
was glad | did
atone ny countryman and you; it had been pity you
shoul d have
been put together with so nortal a purpose as
t hen each bore,
upon inportance of so slight and trivial a nature.
POSTHUMJS. By your pardon, sir. | was then a young
travel l er;
rat her shunn'd to go even with what | heard than
in my every
action to be guided by others' experiences; but
upon ny nended
judgnent- if | offend not to say it is nended- ny
guarrel was not
al t oget her slight.
FRENCHVAN. Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrenent
of swords, and
by such two that would by all |ikelihood have
conf ounded one the
ot her or have fall'n both.
| ACH MO, Can we, with manners, ask what was the
di fference?
FRENCHMAN. Safely, | think. 'Twas a contention in
public, which
may, w thout contradiction, suffer the report. It
was much |ike
an argunent that fell out |ast night, where each
of us fell in
prai se of our country m stresses; this gentleman
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at that tine

vouchi ng- and upon warrant of bl oody affirnmation-
his to be nore

fair, virtuous, w se, chaste, constant,
gualified, and |ess

attenptabl e, than any the rarest of our ladies in
France.

| ACH MO, That lady is not now living, or this

gent | eman' s opi ni on,

by this, worn out.

POSTHUMUS. She holds her virtue still, and I ny
m nd.

| ACH MO. You nust not so far prefer her fore ours
of Italy.

POSTHUMJUS. Being so far provok'd as | was in
France, | woul d abate

her not hi ng, though | profess nyself her adorer,
not her friend.
| ACH MO, As fair and as good- a kind of hand-in-
hand conpari son-
had been sonething too fair and too good for any
| ady in Britain.
If she went before others | have seen as that
di anmond of yours
outlustres many | have beheld, | could not but
bel i eve she
excel l ed many; but | have not seen the nost
preci ous di anond t hat
I's, nor you the |ady.
POSTHUMUS. | prais'd her as | rated her. So do | ny
st one.
| ACH MO, What do you esteemit at?
POSTHUMUS. More than the worl d enjoys.
| ACH MO. Either your unparagon'd mstress is dead,
or she's
outpriz'd by a trifle.
POSTHUMJS. You are m staken: the one may be sold or
given, if there
were weal th enough for the purchase or nerit for
the gift; the
other is not a thing for sale, and only the gift
of the gods.
| ACH MO. Which the gods have given you?
POSTHUMJUS. Wi ch by their graces | wll keep.
| ACH MO. You may wear her in title yours; but you
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know strange fow

| i ght upon nei ghbouring ponds. Your ring may be
stol'n too. So

your brace of unprizable estinmations, the one is
but frail and

the other casual; a cunning thief, or a that-way-

acconplish'd
courtier, would hazard the wi nning both of first
and | ast.

POSTHUMUS. Your Italy contains none so acconplish'd
a courtier to
convi nce the honour of ny mstress, if in the
hol di ng or | oss of

that you termher frail. | do nothing doubt you
have store of
t hi eves; notwithstanding, | fear not ny ring.

PH LARI O. Let us | eave here, gentlenen.
POSTHUMJUS. Sir, wth all ny heart. This worthy
signior, | thank
him makes no stranger of ne; we are famliar at
first.
| ACHHMO. Wth five tinmes so nuch conversation
shoul d get ground
of your fair mstress; make her go back even to
t he yi el di ng, had
| admittance and opportunity to friend.
POSTHUMUS. No, no.
| ACH MO, | dare thereupon pawn the noiety of ny
estate to your
ring, which, in ny opinion, o' ervalues it
sonet hi ng. But | make
my wager rather against your confidence than her
reputation; and,
to bar your offence herein too, | durst attenpt
It agai nst any
l ady in the world.
POSTHUMJS. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold
a persuasion,
and | doubt not you sustain what y' are worthy of
by your attenpt.
| ACH MO, What's that?
POSTHUMUS. A repul se; though your attenpt, as you
call it, deserve
nore- a puni shnent too.
PH LARI O Gentl enen, enough of this. It cane in too
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suddenl y; | et
it die as it was born, and | pray you be better
acquai nt ed.
| ACHI MO, Would | had put ny estate and ny
nei ghbour's on th'
approbation of what | have spoke!
POSTHUMUS. What | ady woul d you choose to assail ?
| ACH MO. Yours, whomin constancy you think stands
so safe. | wll
| ay you ten thousand ducats to your ring that,
comrend nme to the
court where your lady is, with no nore advant age
t han t he
opportunity of a second conference, and | wll
bring fromthence
t hat honour of hers which you i magi ne so reserv'd.
POSTHUMJUS. | will wage against your gold, gold to
it. My ring |
hold dear as ny finger; 'tis part of it.
| ACHIMO. You are a friend, and therein the w ser.
I f you buy
| adies' flesh at a mllion a dram you cannot
preserve it from
tainting. But | see you have sone religion in
you, that you fear
POSTHUMUS. This is but a customin your tongue; you
bear a graver
pur pose, | hope.
| ACH MO, | amthe master of ny speeches, and would
undergo what's

spoken, | swear.
POSTHUMUS. WI I you? | Shall but |end ny dianond
till your return.

Let there be covenants drawn between's. My
m stress exceeds in
goodness the hugeness of your unworthy thinking.
| dare you to
this match: here's ny ring.
PHILARIO | will have it no | ay.
| ACH MO, By the gods, it is one. If | bring you no
suf fici ent
testinmony that | have enjoy'd the dearest bodily
part of your
m stress, ny ten thousand ducats are yours; Sso is
your di anond
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too. If | conme off, and | eave her in such honour
as you have
trust in, she your jewel, this your jewel, and ny
gold are yours-
provi ded I have your conmmendation for my nore
free entertai nnment.
POSTHUMUS. | enbrace these conditions; |let us have
articles betw xt
us. Only, thus far you shall answer: if you nmake
your voyage upon
her, and give ne directly to understand you have
prevail'd, | am
no further your eneny- she is not worth our
debate; if she remain
unseduc' d, you not making it appear otherw se,
for your ill
opi nion and th' assault you have nmade to her
chastity you shal
answer me with your sword.
| ACHI MO. Your hand- a covenant! W will have these
t hi ngs set down
by | awful counsel, and straight away for Britain,
| est the
bargain should catch cold and starve. | wl|
fetch my gold and
have our two wagers recorded.
POSTHUMUS. Agr eed. Exeunt POSTHUMJS
and | ACH MO
FRENCHVAN. W Il this hold, think you?
PH LARI O Signior lachinbo will not fromit. Pray
let us follow'em
Exeunt
SCENE V.
Britain. CYMBELINE S pal ace

Enter QUEEN, LADIES, and CORNELI US

QUEEN. Wil es yet the dew s on ground, gather those

fl onwers;
Make haste; who has the note of thenf
LADY. |, nmdam

QUEEN. Di spat ch.
Exeunt LADI ES
Now, Master Doctor, have you brought those drugs?
CORNELI US. Pl easeth your Hi ghness, ay. Here they
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are, madam
[ Presenti ng
a box]

But | beseech your Grace, w thout offence-
My consci ence bids nme ask- wherefore you have
Commanded of ne these nbst poi sonous conpounds
Whi ch are the novers of a | angui shing death
But, though slow, deadly?

QUEEN. | wonder, Doct or,
Thou ask'st ne such a question. Have | not been
Thy pupil long? Hast thou not |earn'd ne how
To make perfunes? distil? preserve? yea, so
That our great king hinmself doth woo ne oft
For my confections? Having thus far proceeded-
Unl ess thou think'st nme devilish- is't not neet
That | did anplify ny judgnent in
O her conclusions? | wll try the forces
O these thy conpounds on such creatures as
We count not worth the hangi ng- but none human-
To try the vigour of them and apply
Al laynments to their act, and by them gat her
Their several virtues and effects.

CORNELI US. Your Hi ghness
Shall fromthis practice but nake hard your heart;
Besi des, the seeing these effects will be
Bot h noi sone and i nfecti ous.

QUEEN. O, content thee.

Enter PI SANI O

[ Asi de] Here cones a flattering rascal; upon him
WIIl | first work. He's for his master,
An eneny to ny son.- How now, Pisanio!
Doctor, your service for this tine is ended;
Take your own way.

CORNELI US. [Aside] | do suspect you, madam
But you shall do no harm

QUEEN. [To PISANIQ Hark thee, a word.

CORNELI US. [Aside] | do not |like her. She doth

t hi nk she has

Strange ling' ring poisons. | do know her spirit,
And will not trust one of her malice with
A drug of such damm'd nature. Those she has
WIIl stupefy and dull the sense awhil e,
Wi ch first perchance she'll prove on cats and
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dogs,
Then afterward up higher; but there is
No danger in what show of death it nmkes,
More than the |l ocking up the spirits a tine,
To be nore fresh, reviving. She is fool'd
Wth a nost false effect; and | the truer
So to be false wth her.

QUEEN. No further service, Doctor,

Until | send for thee.
CORNELI US. | hunbly take ny
| eave. Exi t
QUEEN. Weeps she still, say'st thou? Dost thou
think in time
She will not quench, and let instructions enter

Where folly now possesses? Do thou work.
When thou shalt bring nme word she | oves ny son,
["l'l tell thee on the instant thou art then
As great as is thy master; greater, for
His fortunes all |ie speechless, and his nane
Is at |ast gasp. Return he cannot, nor
Conti nue where he is. To shift his being
Is to exchange one msery with anot her,
And every day that cones cones cones to
A day's work in him Wat shalt thou expect
To be depender on a thing that |eans,
Who cannot be new built, nor has no friends
So much as but to prop hinf

[ The QUEEN drops the box. PISAN O

takes it up]

Thou tak'st up
Thou know st not what; but take it for thy |abour.
It is athing | made, which hath the King
Five tinmes redeemid fromdeath. | do not know
What is nore cordial. Nay, | prithee take it;
It is an earnest of a further good
That | nmean to thee. Tell thy m stress how
The case stands with her; do't as fromthyself.
Thi nk what a chance thou changest on; but think
Thou hast thy mstress still; to boot, ny son,
Who shall take notice of thee. I'lI|l nove the King
To any shape of thy prefernment, such
As thou'lt desire; and then nyself, | chiefly,
That set thee on to this desert, am bound
To load thy nerit richly. Call ny wonen.
Thi nk on ny words.
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Exit Pl SANI O
A sly and constant knave,
Not to be shak'd; the agent for his naster,
And t he renenbrancer of her to hold
The hand-fast to her lord. | have given himthat
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her
O leigers for her sweet; and which she after,
Except she bend her hunour, shall be assur'd
To taste of too.

Re-enter PI SANI O and LADI ES

So, so. Well done, well done.
The violets, cowslips, and the prinroses,

Bear to ny closet. Fare thee well, Pisanio;
Thi nk on ny words. Exeunt QUEEN
and LADI ES

Pl SANI O. And shal | do.
But when to ny good lord | prove untrue
["1l choke nmyself- there's all 1'Il do for
you. Exi t
SCENE VI .
Britain. The pal ace

Enter | MOGEN al one

| MOGEN. A father cruel and a step-dane fal se;
A foolish suitor to a wedded | ady
That hath her husband banish'd. O that husband!
My suprene crown of grief! and those repeated
Vexations of it! Had | been thief-stol'n,
As ny two brothers, happy! but nost m serable
Is the desire that's glorious. Bl essed be those,
How nean soe'er, that have their honest wlls,
Wi ch seasons confort. Who nay this be? Fie!

Enter PI SANI O and | ACH MO

Pl SANl OO Madam a nobl e gentl eman of Rone
Conmes fromny lord with letters.
| ACHI MO. Change you, madanf?
The worthy Leonatus is in safety,
And greets your H ghness dearly.
[Presents a letter]
| MOGEN. Thanks, good sir.
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You're kindly wel cone.
| ACH MO, [Aside] Al of her that is out of door
nost rich!
If she be furnish"d with a mnd so rare,
She is alone th' Arabian bird, and I
Have | ost the wager. Bol dness be ny friend!
Arm nme, audacity, fromhead to foot!
O, like the Parthian, | shall flying fight;
Rat her, directly fly.
| MOGEN. [ Reads] 'He is one of the noblest note, to

whose

ki ndnesses | amnost infinitely tied. Reflect
upon him

accordingly, as you val ue your trust.
LEONATUS. '

So far | read al oud;
But even the very mddle of ny heart
Is warmd by th' rest and takes it thankfully.
You are as wel cone, worthy sir, as |
Have words to bid you; and shall find it so
In all that | can do.

| ACH MO. Thanks, fairest | ady.
What, are nen mad? Hath nature given them eyes
To see this vaulted arch and the rich crop
O sea and | and, which can distinguish 'tw xt
The fiery orbs above and the twi nn'd stones
Upon the nunber'd beach, and can we not
Partition nake with spectacles so precious
"Tw xt fair and foul ?

| MOGEN. What mekes your adm ration?

| ACH MO, It cannot be i' th' eye, for apes and

nonkeys,
"Tw xt two such shes, would chatter this way and
Conterm with nows the other; nor i' th' judgnent,
For idiots in this case of favour would
Be wisely definite; nor i' th' appetite;

Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos'd,
Shoul d make desire vomt enptiness,
Not so allur'd to feed.

| MOGEN. What is the matter, trow?

| ACH MO, The cloyed will -
That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, that tub
Both fill'd and running- ravening first the | anb,
Longs after for the garbage.
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| MOGEN. What, dear sir,
Thus raps you? Are you well?

| ACH MO. Thanks, nmdam well.- Beseech you, sir,
Desire ny man's abode where |I did | eave him
He's strange and peevi sh.

PI SANIO. | was going, sir,
To give him

wel cone. Exi t
| MOGEN. Continues well ny lord? H s health beseech
you?

| ACH MO, Wl |, nmadam
| MOGEN. |Is he dispos'd to mrth? | hope he is.
| ACH MO. Exceedi ng pl easant; none a stranger there
So nmerry and so ganesone. He is call'd
The Britain reveller.
| MOGEN. When he was here
He did incline to sadness, and oft-tines
Not know ng why.
| ACH MO, | never saw hi m sad.
There is a Frenchman hi s conpani on, one
An em nent nonsieur that, it seens, nuch | oves
A Gallian girl at hone. He furnaces
The thick sighs fromhim whiles the jolly Briton-
Your lord, | nean- |aughs froms free | ungs,
cries 'Q
Can ny sides hold, to think that man- who knows
By history, report, or his own proof,
What woman is, yea, what she cannot choose
But nust be- will's free hours |anguish for
Assur ed bondage?
| MOGEN. WII my lord say so?
| ACHI MO. Ay, madam wth his eyes in flood with
| aught er.
It is a recreation to be by
And hear hi m nock the Frenchman. But heavens know
Sonme nmen are much to bl ane.
| MOGEN. Not he, | hope.
| ACH MO. Not he; but yet heaven's bounty towards
hi m m ght
Be us'd nore thankfully. In hinself, "tis nuch;
In you, which I account his, beyond all talents.
Wil st | am bound to wonder, | am bound
To pity too.
| MOGEN. What do you pity, sir?
| ACH MO, Two creatures heartily.
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| MOGEN. Am | one, sir?
You | ook on ne: what weck discern you in ne
Deserves your pity?

| ACHI MO. Lanent abl e! What,
To hide me fromthe radi ant sun and sol ace
' th'" dungeon by a snuff?

| MOGEN. | pray you, sir,
Deliver with nore openness your answers
To nmy demands. Wiy do you pity nme?

| ACH MO, That others do,
| was about to say, enjoy your- But
It is an office of the gods to venge it,
Not mine to speak on't.

| MOGEN. You do seemto know
Somet hi ng of me, or what concerns ne; pray you-
Si nce doubting things go ill often hurts nore
Than to be sure they do; for certainties
Either are past renedies, or, tinely know ng,
The renedy then born- discover to ne
What bot h you spur and stop.

| ACH MO, Had | this cheek
To bathe ny |ips upon; this hand, whose touch,
Whose every touch, would force the feeler's sou
To th' oath of loyalty; this object, which
Takes prisoner the wild notion of mne eye,
Fixing it only here; should I, damm'd then,
Slaver wwth |ips as common as the stairs
That nount the Capitol; join gripes wth hands
Made hard with hourly fal sehood- fal sehood as
Wth | abour; then by-peeping in an eye
Base and illustrious as the snoky |ight
That's fed with stinking tallow it were fit
That all the plagues of hell should at one tine
Encounter such revolt.

| MOGEN. My lord, | fear,
Has forgot Britain.

| ACH MO. And hinself. Not |
Inclin'd to this intelligence pronounce
The beggary of his change; but 'tis your graces
That from ny nutest conscience to ny tongue
Charnms this report out.

| MOGEN. Let ne hear no nore.

| ACH MO. O dearest soul, your cause doth strike ny

heart

Wth pity that doth nake nme sick! A |ady
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So fair, and fasten'd to an enpery,
Whul d nake the great'st king double, to be
partner'd
Wth tonboys hir'd with that self exhibition
VWhi ch your own coffers yield! with diseas'd
vent ur es
That play with all infirmties for gold
Wi ch rottenness can | end nature! such boil'd
stuff
As wel |l m ght poison poison! Be reveng' d;
O she that bore you was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great stock
| MOGEN. Reveng' d?
How should | be reveng' d? If this be true-
As | have such a heart that both m ne ears
Must not in haste abuse- if it be true,
How shoul d | be reveng' d?
| ACHI MO. Shoul d he nmake ne
Live like Diana's priest betw xt cold sheets,
Whiles he is vaulting variabl e ranps,
In your despite, upon your purse? Revenge it.
| dedicate nyself to your sweet pleasure,
More noble than that runagate to your bed,
And will continue fast to your affection,
Still close as sure.
| MOGEN. What ho, Pisani o!
| ACH MO, Let nme ny service tender on your |ips.
| MOGEN. Away! | do condemmn mi ne ears that have
So long attended thee. If thou wert honourabl e,
Thou woul dst have told this tale for virtue, not
For such an end thou seek'st, as base as strange.
Thou wong' st a gentleman who is as far
Fromthy report as thou from honour; and
Solicits here a | ady that disdains
Thee and the devil alike.- Wat ho, Pisanio!-
The King ny father shall be nmade acquai nted
O thy assault. If he shall think it fit
A saucy stranger in his court to mart
As in a Romish stew, and to expound
H s beastly mnd to us, he hath a court
He little cares for, and a daughter who
He not respects at all.- Wat ho, Pisanio!
| ACHI MO. O happy Leonatus! | may say
The credit that thy |lady hath of thee
Deserves thy trust, and thy nbst perfect goodness
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Her assur'd credit. Blessed |ive you | ong,
A lady to the worthiest sir that ever
Country call'd his! and you his mstress, only
For the nost worthiest fit! G ve ne your pardon.
| have spoke this to know if your affiance
Were deeply rooted, and shall nake your |ord
That which he is new o' er; and he is one
The truest manner'd, such a holy witch
That he enchants societies into him
Hal f all nmen's hearts are his.
| MOGEN. You make anends.
| ACH MO, He sits 'nongst nen |i ke a descended god:
He hath a kind of honour sets him of
More than a nortal seem ng. Be not angry,
Most m ghty Princess, that | have adventur'd
To try your taking of a false report, which hath
Honour'd with confirmati on your great judgnent
In the election of a sir so rare,
Wi ch you know cannot err. The |love | bear him
Made ne to fan you thus; but the gods nade you,
Unli ke all others, chaffless. Pray your pardon.
I MOGEN. All's well, sir; take ny powr i' th' court
for yours.
| ACH MO, My hunbl e thanks. | had al nbst forgot
T entreat your Grace but in a small request,
And yet of nonent too, for it concerns
Your lord; nyself and other noble friends
Are partners in the business.
| MOGEN. Pray what is't?
| ACHI MO. Sonme dozen Romans of us, and your | ord-
The best feather of our wi ng- have m ngled suns
To buy a present for the Enperor;
VWhich I, the factor for the rest, have done
In France. 'Tis plate of rare device, and jewels
O rich and exquisite form their val ues great;
And | am sonet hing curious, being strange,
To have themin safe stowage. May it pl ease you
To take themin protection?
| MOGEN. WIlingly;
And pawn m ne honour for their safety. Since
My lord hath interest in them | wll keep them
I n my bedchanber.
| ACH MO, They are in a trunk,
Attended by ny nen. | will nake bold
To send themto you only for this night;
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| nmust aboard to-norrow.
| MOGEN. O, no, no.
| ACH MO. Yes, | beseech; or | shall short ny word
By length'ning my return. From Gl lia
| cross'd the seas on purpose and on promni se
To see your G ace.
| MOGEN. | thank you for your pains.
But not away to-norrow
| ACHHMO. O | must, nmadam
Therefore | shall beseech you, if you pl ease
To greet your lord wwth witing, do't to-night.
| have outstood ny tine, which is materi al
"To th' tender of our present.
IMOGEN. | will wite.
Send your trunk to ne; it shall safe be kept
And truly yielded you. You're very
wel cone. Exeunt
ACT |1. SCENE I
Britain. Before CYMBELI NE S pal ace

Enter CLOTEN and the two LORDS

CLOTEN. Was there ever man had such | uck! Wen I
ki ss'd the jack,
upon an up-cast to be hit away! | had a hundred
pound on't; and
then a whoreson jackanapes nust take nme up for
swearing, as if |
borrowed m ne oaths of him and m ght not spend
them at ny
pl easure.
FI RST LORD. What got he by that? You have broke his
pate with your
bow .
SECOND LORD. [Aside] If his wit had been |ike him
that broke it, it
woul d have run all out.
CLOTEN. When a gentleman is dispos'd to swear, it
I's not for any
standers-by to curtail his oaths. Ha?
SECOND LORD. No, ny lord; [Aside] nor crop the ears
of them
CLOTEN. Whoreson dog! | give himsatisfaction?
Wul d he had been
one of ny rank!
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SECOND LORD. [Aside] To have snell'd like a fool.
CLOTEN. | amnot vex'd nore at anything in th'
earth. A pox on't! |
had rather not be so noble as | am they dare not
fight with ne,
because of the Queen ny nother. Every jacksl ave
hath his bell yful
of fighting, and | nust go up and down |ike a
cock that nobody
can match
SECOND LORD. [Aside] You are cock and capon too;
and you crow,
cock, with your conb on.
CLOTEN. Sayest thou?
SECOND LORD. It is not fit your lordship should
undert ake every
conpani on that you give offence to.
CLOTEN. No, | know that; but it is fit |I should
commt offence to
ny inferiors.
SECOND LORD. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only.
CLOTEN. Wiy, so | say.
FIRST LORD. Did you hear of a stranger that's cone
to court
to-ni ght?
CLOTEN. A stranger, and | not known on't?
SECOND LORD. [Aside] He's a strange fellow hinself,
and knows it
not .
FIRST LORD. There's an Italian cone, and, 'tis
t hought, one of
Leonatus' friends.
CLOTEN. Leonatus? A banish'd rascal; and he's
anot her, what soever
he be. Wio told you of this stranger?
FI RST LORD. One of your |ordship's pages.
CLOTEN. Is it fit | went to |l ook upon hinf? Is there
no derogation
in't?
SECOND LORD. You cannot derogate, ny | ord.
CLOTEN. Not easily, 1 think.
SECOND LORD. [Aside] You are a fool granted;
t heref ore your issues,
bei ng foolish, do not derogate.
CLOTEN. Cone, I1'll go see this Italian. Wat | have
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| ost to-day at
bowls I'll wn to-night of him Cone, go.
SECOND LORD. 1"l attend your | ordship.
Exeunt CLOTEN and
FI RST LORD
That such a crafty devil as is his nother
Should yield the world this ass! A wonman t hat
Bears all down with her brain; and this her son
Cannot take two fromtwenty, for his heart,
And | eave ei ghteen. Al as, poor princess,
Thou di vi ne | nogen, what thou endur'st,
Betw xt a father by thy step-dane govern'd,
A nother hourly coining plots, a wooer
More hateful than the foul expulsion is
O thy dear husband, than that horrid act
O the divorce he'd nmake! The heavens hold firm
The walls of thy dear honour, keep unshak'd
That tenple, thy fair mnd, that thou nmayst stand
T enjoy thy banish'd lord and this great
| and! Exi t
SCENE I1.
Britain. | MOGEN S bedchanber in
CYMBELI NE' S
pal ace; a trunk in one corner

Enter I MOGEN in her bed, and a LADY attending

| MOGEN. Who's there? My woman? Hel en?
LADY. Pl ease you, nadam
| MOGEN. What hour is it?
LADY. Al nost m dni ght, nmadam
| MOGEN. | have read three hours then. M ne eyes are
weak;
Fol d down the | eaf where | have left. To bed.
Take not away the taper, |leave it burning;
And if thou canst awake by four o' th' clock,
| prithee call nme. Sleep hath seiz'd ne
whol 1 y. Exit LADY
To your protection | commend ne, gods.
Fromfairies and the tenpters of the night
Guard ne, beseech ye!
[ Sl eeps. | ACH MO cones from
t he trunk]
| ACH MO. The crickets sing, and man's o' er-1| abour'd
sense
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her

Repairs itself by rest. Qur Tarquin thus
Did softly press the rushes ere he waken'd
The chastity he wounded. Cytherea,
How bravely thou becom st thy bed! fresh lily,
And whiter than the sheets! That | m ght touch!
But ki ss; one kiss! Rubies unparagon'd,
How dearly they do't! 'Tis her breathing that
Perfumes the chanber thus. The flanme o' th' taper
Bows toward her and woul d under-peep her lids
To see th' enclosed lights, now canopi ed
Under these wi ndows white and azure, lac'd
Wth blue of heaven's own tinct. But my design
To note the chanber. | wll wite all down:
Such and such pictures; there the w ndow, such
Th' adornnent of her bed; the arras, figures-
Wiy, such and such; and the contents o' th' story.
Ah, but sone natural notes about her body
Above ten thousand neaner novabl es
Wuld testify, t' enrich mne inventory.
O sl eep, thou ape of death, lie dull upon her!
And be her sense but as a nonunent,
Thus in a chapel lying! Cone off, cone off;

[ Taki ng of f
bracel et ]
As slippery as the Gordian knot was hard!
"Tis mine; and this will w tness outwardly,
As strongly as the conscience does wthin,
To th' madding of her lord. On her |eft breast
A nol e cinque-spotted, |ike the crinson drops
" th' bottomof a cowslip. Here's a voucher
Stronger than ever |aw could make; this secret
WIIl force himthink | have pick'd the | ock and

ta' en

The treasure of her honour. No nore. To what end?
Why should | wite this down that's riveted,
Screw d to ny nenory? She hath been reading |ate
The tale of Tereus; here the leaf's turn'd down
Where Phil onel gave up. | have enough.

To th' trunk again, and shut the spring of it.
Swft, swft, you dragons of the night, that

dawni ng

May bare the raven's eye! | |lodge in fear;
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here.

[ A ock strikes]

One, two, three. Tine, timnel Exi t
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into the trunk
SCENE 111.
CYMBELI NE' S pal ace. An ant e-chanber adj oi ni ng
| MOGEN' S apartnents

Ent er CLOTEN and LORDS

FI RST LORD. Your |ordship is the nost patient nan
In |loss, the nost
col dest that ever turn'd up ace.
CLOTEN. It would nmake any man cold to | ose.
FI RST LORD. But not every man patient after the
nobl e tenper of
your | ordship. You are npost hot and furious when
you W n.
CLOTEN. Wnning wll put any man into courage. |f |
could get this

foolish I nogen, | should have gold enough. It's
al nost nor ni ng,
is't not?
FI RST LORD. Day, ny |ord.
CLOTEN. I would this nmusic would cone. | am advi sed
to give her
musi ¢ a nornings; they say it will penetrate.

Ent er nusi ci ans

Cone on, tune. If you can penetrate her with your
fingering, so.

W'll try with tongue too. If none wll do, let
her remain; but

"Il never give o'er. First, a very excellent
good- concei t ed

thing; after, a wonderful sweet air, wth
admrable rich words to

it- and then | et her consi der.

SONG

Har k, hark! the lark at heaven's gate sings,
And Phoebus 'gins ari se,

H s steeds to water at those springs
On chalic'd flowrs that lies;

And w nki ng Mary-buds begin
To ope their gol den eyes.
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Wth everything that pretty bin,
My | ady sweet, arise;
Arise, arise!

So, get you gone. If this penetrate, | wll
consi der your nusic

the better; if it do not, it is a vice in her
ears which

hor sehairs and cal ves' guts, nor the voice of
unpaved eunuch to

boot, can never anend.
Exeunt nusi ci ans

Enter CYMBELI NE and QUEEN

SECOND LORD. Here cones the King.
CLOTEN. | amglad | was up so late, for that's the
reason | was up
so early. He cannot choose but take this service
| have done
fatherly.- Good norrow to your Majesty and to ny
graci ous not her.
CYMBELI NE. Attend you here the door of our stern
daught er ?
WI1l she not forth?
CLOTEN. | have assail'd her with nusics, but she
vouchsaf es no
noti ce.
CYMBELI NE. The exile of her mnion is too new,
She hath not yet forgot hinm sone nore tine
Must wear the print of his remenbrance out,
And then she's yours.
QUEEN. You are nost bound to th' King,
Who |l ets go by no vantages that may
Prefer you to his daughter. Frame yourself
To orderly soliciting, and be friended
Wth aptness of the season; nmake denials
| ncrease your services; so seemas if
You were inspir'd to do those duties which
You tender to her; that you in all obey her,
Save when command to your dism ssion tends,
And therein you are sensel ess.
CLOTEN. Sensel ess? Not so.

Ent er a MESSENGER
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MESSENGER. So |ike you, sir, anbassadors from Rone;
The one is Caius Lucius.

CYMBELI NE. A worthy fellow,
Al beit he cones on angry purpose now,
But that's no fault of his. W nust receive him
According to the honour of his sender;
And towards hinself, his goodness forespent on us,
We nust extend our notice. Qur dear son,
When you have given good norning to your m stress,
Attend the Queen and us; we shall have need
T enploy you towards this Roman. Cone, our queen.

Exeunt al |
but CLOTEN
CLOTEN. If she be up, I'll speak with her; if not,
Let her lie still and dream By your |eave,
ho! [ Knocks]

| know her wonen are about her; what

If I do line one of their hands? 'Tis gold

Whi ch buys admittance; oft it doth-yea, and nakes
Di ana's rangers fal se thensel ves, yield up

Their deer to th' stand o' th' stealer; and 'tis

gol d
Whi ch makes the true nan kill'd and saves the

t hi ef;
Nay, sonetinme hangs both thief and true man. Wat
Can it not do and undo? I wll nake

One of her wonen | awer to ne, for
| yet not understand the case nyself.
By your
| eave. [ Knocks]

Enter a LADY

LADY. Who's there that knocks?
CLOTEN. A gentl eman.
LADY. No nore?
CLOTEN. Yes, and a gentl eworman's son.
LADY. That's nore
Than sonme whose tailors are as dear as yours
Can justly boast of. What's your lordship's
pl easure?
CLOTEN. Your lady's person; is she ready?
LADY. Ay,
To keep her chanber.
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CLOTEN. There is gold for you; sell ne your good
report.
LADY. How? My good nane? or to report of you
What | shall think is good? The Princess!

Ent er | MOGEN

CLOTEN. Good norrow, fairest sister. Your sweet
hand.
Exi t
LADY
| MOGEN. Good norrow, sir. You lay out too nuch pains
For purchasing but trouble. The thanks | give
Is telling you that | am poor of thanks,
And scarce can spare them

CLOTEN. Still I swear | |ove you.
| MOGEN. |If you but said so, 'twere as deep with ne.
If you swear still, your reconpense is stil

That | regard it not.

CLOTEN. This is no answer.

| MOGEN. But that you shall not say | yield, being

silent,

I would not speak. | pray you spare ne. Faith,
| shall unfold equal discourtesy
To your best kindness; one of your great know ng
Shoul d | earn, being taught, forbearance.

CLOTEN. To | eave you in your nadness 'twere ny sin;
Il wll not.

| MOGEN. Fools are not mad fol ks.

CLOTEN. Do you call me fool ?

| MOGEN. As | am mad, | do;
If you'll be patient, I'll no nore be nad;
That cures us both. | amnuch sorry, sir,
You put nme to forget a |ady's nanners
By being so verbal; and |earn now, for all,
That I, which know ny heart, do here pronounce,
By th' very truth of it, | care not for you
And am so near the lack of charity
To accuse nyself | hate you; which | had rather
You felt than make't ny boast.

CLOTEN. You sin agai nst
bedi ence, which you owe your father. For
The contract you pretend with that base wetch,
One bred of alns and foster'd wth cold dishes,
Wth scraps o' th' court- it is no contract, none.
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And though it be allowed in neaner parties-
Yet who than he nore nean?- to knit their soul s-
On whomthere is no nore dependency
But brats and beggary- in self-figur'd knot,
Yet you are curb'd fromthat enlargenent by
The consequence o' th' crown, and nust not foil
The precious note of it with a base sl ave,
A hilding for a livery, a squire's cloth,
A pantler- not so em nent!

| MOGEN. Profane fell ow
Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no nore
But what thou art besides, thou wert too base
To be his groom Thou wert dignified enough,
Even to the point of envy, if 'twere nade
Conparative for your virtues to be styl'd
The under - hangman of his ki ngdom and hated
For being preferr'd so well.

CLOTEN. The south fog rot him

| MOGEN. He never can neet nore m schance than cone
To be but namid of thee. H s nean' st garnent
That ever hath but clipp'd his body is dearer
In ny respect than all the hairs above thee,
Were they all made such nen. How now, Pisanio!

Enter PI SANI O

CLOTEN. 'His garnents'! Now the devil -
| MOGEN. To Dorothy nmy wonman hie thee presently.
CLOTEN. "Hi s garnent'!
| MOGEN. | amsprited with a fool;
Frighted, and ang'red worse. Go bid ny woman
Search for a jewel that too casually
Hath left mne arm It was thy naster's; shrew ne,
If I would lose it for a revenue
O any king's in Europe! | do think
| saw t this norning; confident I am
Last night '"twas on mne arm | kiss'd it.
| hope it be not gone to tell ny lord
That | ki ss aught but he.
PISANIO. "Twill not be | ost.
| MOGEN. | hope so. Go and search.
Exit Pl SANI O
CLOTEN. You have abus'd ne.
"H s neanest garnent'!
| MOGEN. Ay, | said so, sir.
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If you wll nmake 't an action, call witness to 't.
CLOTEN. I will informyour father.
| MOGEN. Your nother too.
She's ny good [ ady and will conceive, | hope,
But the worst of me. So I |eave you, sir,
To th' worst of
di scontent . Exi t
CLOTEN. I'Il be reveng' d.
"H's nmean' st garnent'!
Vel | . Exi t
SCENE 1 V.

Ronme. PHI LARI O S house
Ent er POSTHUMUS and PHI LARI O

POSTHUMUS. Fear it not, sir; | would | were so sure
To win the King as | am bold her honour
WI1l remain hers.

PH LARI O What neans do you nake to hinf
POSTHUMUS. Not any; but abide the change of tine,
Quake in the present winter's state, and w sh

That warnmer days would cone. In these fear'd hopes
| barely gratify your love; they failing,
| must die nuch your debtor.

PH LARI O Your very goodness and your conpany
O erpays all | can do. By this your king
Hat h heard of great Augustus. Caius Lucius
WIl do's comm ssion throughly; and | think
He'll grant the tribute, send th' arrearages,
O | ook upon our Romans, whose renenbrance
Is yet fresh in their grief.

POSTHUMUS. | do believe
Statist though I am none, nor |ike to be,
That this will prove a war; and you shall hear
The Il egions nowin Gallia sooner |anded
In our not-fearing Britain than have tidings
O any penny tribute paid. Qur countrynen
Are men nore order'd than when Julius Caesar

Sml'd at their lack of skill, but found their
cour age

Wrthy his frowning at. Their discipline,

Now m ngled with their courages, wll nmake known

To their approvers they are people such
That nend upon the worl d.
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Enter | ACH MO

PHI LARI O. See! [ achi no!
POSTHUMUS. The swiftest harts have posted you by
| and,

And w nds of all the conmers kiss'd your sails,
To make your vessel ninble.

PH LARI O Wl cone, sir.

POSTHUMUS. | hope the briefness of your answer nade
The speedi ness of your return.

| ACH MO. Your | ady
Is one of the fairest that | have | ook'd upon.

POSTHUMUS. And therewithal the best; or let her

beauty

Look through a casenment to allure fal se hearts,
And be false with them

| ACH MO, Here are letters for you.

POSTHUMJS. Their tenour good, | trust.

| ACH MO, 'Tis very like.

PH LARI O Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court
When you were there?

| ACH MO, He was expected then,
But not approach’d.

POSTHUMJUS. Al is well yet.
Sparkles this stone as it was wont, or is't not
Too dull for your good wearing?

ACH MO, If | have lost it,
| should have lost the worth of it in gold.
"Il make a journey twice as far t' enjoy
A second ni ght of such sweet shortness which
WAS mine in Britain; for the ring is won.

POSTHUMJS. The stone's too hard to cone by.

| ACH MO, Not a whit,
Your | ady being so easy.

POSTHUMUS. Make not, sir,
Your | oss your sport. | hope you know that we
Must not continue friends.

| ACHI MO, Good sir, we nust,
If you keep covenant. Had | not brought
The know edge of your m stress honme, | grant
W were to question farther; but | now
Prof ess nyself the wi nner of her honour,
Together with your ring; and not the w onger
O her or you, having proceeded but
By both your wlls.
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POSTHUMJUS. |f you can make't apparent
That you have tasted her in bed, ny hand
And ring is yours. If not, the foul opinion
You had of her pure honour gains or |oses
Your sword or mine, or masterless | eaves both
To who shall find them

| ACH MO, Sir, ny circunstances,
Being so near the truth as | wll make them
Must first induce you to believe- whose strength
I will confirmwth oath; which | doubt not
You'll give ne |eave to spare when you shall find
You need it not.

POSTHUMUS. Pr oceed.

| ACHI MO. First, her bedchanber,
Where | confess | slept not, but profess
Had that was well worth watching-it was hang'd
Wth tapestry of silk and silver; the story,
Proud Cl eopatra when she net her Ronman
And Cydnus swell'd above the banks, or for
The press of boats or pride. A piece of work
So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive
I n wor kmanshi p and val ue; which | wonder'd
Coul d be so rarely and exactly w ought,
Since the true life on't was-

POSTHUMUS. This is true;
And this you m ght have heard of here, by ne
O by sone ot her.

| ACH MO, More particul ars
Must justify my know edge.

POSTHUMUS. So t hey nust,
Or do your honour injury.

| ACH MO. The chi mey
Is south the chanber, and the chi meypi ece
Chaste Dian bathing. Never saw | figures
So likely to report thensel ves. The cutter
WAs as anot her nature, dunb; outwent her,
Motion and breath left out.

POSTHUMUS. This is a thing
Whi ch you might fromrelation |ikew se reap
Being, as it is, nmuch spoke of.

| ACHI MO. The roof o' th' chanber
Wth golden cherubins is fretted; her andirons-
| had forgot them were two w nking Cupids
O silver, each on one foot standing, nicely
Dependi ng on their brands.
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POSTHUMJS. This is her honour!
Let it be granted you have seen all this, and
prai se
Be given to your renenbrance; the description
O what is in her chanber nothing saves
The wager you have | ai d.

| ACH MO, Then, if you can, [ Shows
t he bracel et]
Be pale. | beg but leave to air this jewel. See!
And now 'tis up again. It nust be married
To that your dianond; I'll keep them

POSTHUMUS. Jove!
Once nore let ne behold it. Is it that
VWhich | left with her?
| ACHIMO. Sir- | thank her- that.
She stripp'd it fromher arm | see her yet;
Her pretty action did outsell her gift,
And yet enrich'd it too. She gave it nme, and said
She priz'd it once.
POSTHUMUS. May be she pluck'd it of
To send it ne.
| ACH MO, She wites so to you, doth she?
POSTHUMUS. O, no, no, no! 'tis true. Here, take
this too;
[ G ves
t he ring]
It is a basilisk unto m ne eye,
Kills me to ook on't. Let there be no honour
Were there is beauty; truth where senbl ance; |ove
Where there's anot her man. The vows of wonen
O no nore bondage be to where they are made
Than they are to their virtues, which is nothing.
O, above neasure fal se!
PH LARI O. Have patience, sir,
And take your ring again; 'tis not yet won.
It may be probable she lost it, or
Who knows if one her wonen, being corrupted
Hath stol'n it from her?
POSTHUMUS. Very true;
And so | hope he canme by't. Back ny ring.
Render to ne sone corporal sign about her,
More evident than this; for this was stol'n.
| ACHIMO. By Jupiter, | had it fromher arm
POSTHUMJUS. Hark you, he swears; by Jupiter he
swears.
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"Tis true- nay, keep the ring, 'tis true. | am
sure
She woul d not lose it. Her attendants are
Al'l sworn and honourable- they induc'd to steal
it!
And by a stranger! No, he hath enjoy'd her.
The cogni zance of her incontinency
Is this: she hath bought the nane of whore thus
dearly.
There, take thy hire; and all the fiends of hell
Di vi de thensel ves between you!
PH LARIO. Sir, be patient;
This is not strong enough to be believ'd
O one persuaded wel | of.
POSTHUMUS. Never talk on't;
She hath been colted by him
| ACH MO, If you seek
For further satisfying, under her breast-
Wrthy the pressing- lies a nole, right proud
O that nost delicate lodging. By ny life,
| kiss'dit; and it gave ne present hunger
To feed again, though full. You do renenber
This stain upon her?
POSTHUMJUS. Ay, and it doth confirm
Anot her stain, as big as hell can hold,
Wre there no nore but it.
| ACHHMO. WIIl you hear nore?
POSTHUMJS. Spare your arithmetic; never count the
t urns.
Once, and a mllion!
ACHIMO. 1'll be sworn-
POSTHUMUS. No sweari ng.
If you will swear you have not done't, you lie;
And | will kill thee if thou dost deny
Thou' st nmade ne cuckol d.

| ACH MO, 1'Il deny not hing.
POSTHUMJS. O that | had her here to tear her I|inb-
neal !
I wll go there and do't, i' th' court, before
Her father. 1'll do
somet hi ng- Exi t

PH LARI O Quite besides
The governnent of patience! You have won.
Let's follow himand pervert the present wath
He hat h agai nst hinsel f.
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| ACHHMO. Wth all ny
heart. Exeunt
SCENE V.
Rone. Another roomin PH LARI O S house

Ent er POSTHUMJS

POSTHUMJUS. |s there no way for nen to be, but wonen

Must be hal f-workers? We are all bastards,

And t hat nost venerabl e man which

Did call nmy father was |I know not where

When | was stanp'd. Sonme coiner with his tools

Made nme a counterfeit; yet mnmy nother seem d

The Dian of that tinme. So doth ny wfe

The nonpareil of this. O vengeance, vengeance!

Me of nmy |awful pleasure she restrain'd,

And pray'd ne oft forbearance; did it with

A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on't

M ght well have warmid old Saturn; that | thought
her

As chaste as unsunn'd snow. O all the devils!

This yellow lachinp in an hour- was't not?

O less!- at first? Perchance he spoke not, but,

Li ke a full-acorn'd boar, a German one,

Cried "O' and nmounted; found no opposition

But what he | ook'd for should oppose and she

Shoul d from encounter guard. Could I find out

The woman's part in ne! For there's no notion

That tends to vice in man but | affirm

It is the woman's part. Be it lying, note it,

The wonman's; flattering, hers; deceiving, hers;

Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers; revenges,
hers;

Anbi tions, covetings, change of prides, disdain,

Ni ce | onging, slanders, mutability,

Al'l faults that man may nane, nay, that hel
knows,

Why, hers, in part or all; but rather all;

For even to vice

They are not constant, but are changing still

One vice but of a mnute old for one

Not half so old as that. I'Il wite agai nst them

Det est them curse them Yet 'tis greater skil

In a true hate to pray they have their wll:

The very devils cannot plague them
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better. Exi t
ACT I11. SCENE I.
Britain. A hall in CYMBELINE S pal ace

Enter in state, CYMBELI NE, QUEEN, CLOTEN, and
LORDS at
one door, and at another CAIUS LUCI US and
attendant s

CYMBELI NE. Now say, what woul d Augustus Caesar with

us?

LUCI US. When Julius Caesar- whose renenbrance yet
Lives in nen's eyes, and wll to ears and tongues
Be thene and hearing ever- was in this Britain,
And conquer'd it, Cassibelan, thine uncle,

Fanmous in Caesar's praises no whit |ess
Than in his feats deserving it, for him
And his succession granted Ronme a tribute,
Yearly three thousand pounds, which by thee lately
Is left untender'd.
QUEEN. And, to kill the marvel,
Shal | be so ever.

CLOTEN. There be many Caesars
Ere such another Julius. Britain is
A wrld by itself, and we wi Il nothing pay
For wearing our own noses.

QUEEN. That opportunity,

Wi ch then they had to take from's, to resune
W have again. Renenber, sir, ny |iege,

The ki ngs your ancestors, together with

The natural bravery of your isle, which stands
As Neptune's park, ribb'd and pal'd in

Wth rocks unscal able and roaring waters,

Wth sands that will not bear your enem es' boats
But suck themup to th' top-nast. A kind of
conquest

Caesar nmade here; but nade not here his brag
O 'cane, and saw, and overcane.' Wth shane-
The first that ever touch'd him he was carried
From of f our coast, tw ce beaten; and his

shi ppi ng-
Poor ignorant baubles!- on our terrible seas,
Li ke egg-shells nov'd upon their surges, crack'd
As easily 'gainst our rocks; for joy whereof
The fam d Cassi bel an, who was once at point-
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O giglot fortune!- to master Caesar's sword,
Made Lud's Town wth rejoicing fires bright
And Britons strut w th courage.
CLOTEN. Cone, there's no nore tribute to be paid.
Qur kingdomis
stronger than it was at that tine; and, as |
said, there is no
noe such Caesars. Ot her of them may have crook'd
noses; but to
owe such straight arnms, none.
CYMBELI NE. Son, |et your nother end.
CLOTEN. W& have yet many anong us can gripe as hard
as Cassi bel an.
| do not say | amone; but | have a hand. Wy
tribute? Wiy shoul d
we pay tribute? If Caesar can hide the sun from
us with a bl anket,
or put the nmoon in his pocket, we will pay him
tribute for |ight;
else, sir, no nore tribute, pray you now.
CYMBELI NE. You nust know,

Till the injurious Romans did extort
This tribute fromus, we were free. Caesar's
anbi ti on-

VWhich swell'd so nuch that it did al nost stretch
The sides o' th' world- against all col our here
Did put the yoke upon's; which to shake of
Becones a warli ke peopl e, whom we reckon
Qursel ves to be.

CLOTEN. W do.

CYMBELI NE. Say then to Caesar,
Qur ancestor was that Ml mutius which
Ordain'd our |aws- whose use the sword of Caesar
Hat h t oo nuch nmangl ed; whose repair and franchi se
Shall, by the power we hold, be our good deed,
Though Rone be therefore angry. Ml nutius nade

our | aws,

Who was the first of Britain which did put
His brows within a golden crown, and call'd
Hi msel f a ki ng.

LUCIUS. | am sorry, Cynbeline,
That | amto pronounce Augustus Caesar -
Caesar, that hath noe kings his servants than
Thysel f donestic officers- thine eneny.
Receive it fromne, then: war and confusion
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In Caesar's nane pronounce | 'gainst thee; | ook
For fury not to be resisted. Thus defi ed,
| thank thee for nyself.
CYMBELI NE. Thou art wel cone, Cai us.
Thy Caesar knighted nme; ny youth | spent
Much under him of himl gather'd honour,
Wi ch he to seek of ne again, perforce,
Behoves ne keep at utterance. | am perfect
That the Pannoni ans and Dal mati ans for
Their liberties are nowin arns, a precedent
VWi ch not to read would show the Britons col d;
So Caesar shall not find them
LUCI US. Let proof speak.
CLOTEN. Hi s majesty bids you wel cone. Make pastine
with us a day or
two, or longer. If you seek us afterwards in
ot her terns, you
shall find us in our salt-water girdle. If you
beat us out of it,
it is yours; if you fall in the adventure, our
crows shall fare
the better for you; and there's an end.
LUCI US. So, sir.

CYMBELI NE. | know your master's pl easure, and he
m ne;
Al the remain is,
wel cone. Exeunt
SCENE 11 .

Britain. Another roomin CYMBELINE' S pal ace
Enter PISANIO reading of a letter

Pl SANI OO How? of adultery? Wierefore wite you not
What nonsters her accuse? Leonat us!
O master, what a strange infection
Is fall'n into thy ear! What false Italian-
As poi sonous-tongu' d as handed- hath prevail'd
On thy too ready hearing? D sloyal ? No.
She's punish'd for her truth, and undergoes,
More goddess-like than wife-like, such assaults
As would take in sone virtue. O ny master
Thy mind to her is now as | ow as were
Thy fortunes. How? that | should murder her?
Upon the I ove, and truth, and vows, which I
Have made to thy command? |, her? Her bl ood?
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If it be so to do good service, never

Let me be counted serviceable. How | ook |

That | should seemto | ack humanity

So nmuch as this fact cones to? [Reads] 'Do't. The
letter

That | have sent her, by her own command

Shal | give thee opportunity.' O dam'd paper,

Black as the ink that's on thee! Sensel ess baubl e,

Art thou a fedary for this act, and | ook'st

So virgin-like without? Lo, here she cones.

Ent er | MOGEN

| amignorant in what | am commanded.

| MOGEN. How now, Pi sani o!

Pl SANl OO Madam here is a letter fromny |ord.

| MOGEN. Who? thy lord? That is ny |lord- Leonatus?
O learn'd indeed were that astrononer
That knew the stars as | his characters-
He'd lay the future open. You good gods,
Let what is here contain'd relish of |ove,
O ny lord's health, of his content; yet not
That we two are asunder- let that grieve him
Sonme griefs are ned' cinable; that is one of them
For it doth physic | ove- of his content,
Al'l but in that. Good wax, thy |eave. Blest be
You bees that nmake these | ocks of counsel! Lovers
And nmen i n dangerous bonds pray not alike;
Though forfeiters you cast in prison, yet
You clasp young Cupid's tables. Good news, gods!

"Justice and your father's wath, should he take
me in his

dom nion, could not be so cruel to nme as you, O
t he dearest of

creatures, would even renew me with your eyes.
Take notice that |

amin Canbria, at MIford Haven. What your own
| ove will out of

this advise you, follow. So he w shes you al
happi ness t hat

remains loyal to his vow, and your increasing in
| ove

LEONATUS

POSTHUMUS. '
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O for a horse wwth wngs! Hear'st thou, Pisanio?
He is at MIford Haven. Read, and tell ne
How far '"tis thither. If one of nean affairs
May plod it in a week, why may not |
Gide thither in a day? Then, true Pisanio-
Wo long'st like ne to see thy |ord, who | ong' st-
O let nme 'bate!- but not |ike nme, yet |ong' st,
But in a fainter kind- O not |ike ne,
For mine's beyond beyond!-say, and speak thick-
Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing
To th' snothering of the sense- how far it is
To this sanme blessed MIford. And by th' way
Tell me how Wal es was made so happy as
T inherit such a haven. But first of all,
How we may steal from hence; and for the gap
That we shall nmake in tinme from our hence-going
And our return, to excuse. But first, how get
hence.

Why shoul d excuse be born or ere begot?
W'l talk of that hereafter. Prithee speak,
How many score of mles may we well ride
"Tw xt hour and hour?

Pl SANI O. One score 'tw xt sun and sun,
Madam 's enough for you, and too nuch too.

| MOGEN. Why, one that rode to's execution, man,
Coul d never go so slow. | have heard of riding

wager s

Where horses have been ninbler than the sands
That run i' th' clock's behalf. But this is

fool'ry.
G bid ny wonman feign a sickness; say
She'll hone to her father; and provide ne
presently

Ariding suit, no costlier than would fit
A franklin's husw fe.

Pl SANl OO Madam you're best consi der.

| MOGEN. | see before ne, man. Nor here, nor here,
Nor what ensues, but have a fog in them
That | cannot | ook through. Away, | prithee;
Do as | bid thee. There's no nore to say;
Accessible is none but MIford

way. Exeunt
SCENE I11.
Wal es. A nount ai nous country with a cave
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Enter fromthe cave BELARI US, GU DERI US, and
ARVI RAGUS

BELARI US. A goodly day not to keep house with such
Whose roof's as | ow as ours! Stoop, boys; this
gat e
I nstructs you howt' adore the heavens, and bows
you
To a norning's holy office. The gates of nonarchs
Are arch'd so high that giants may jet through
And keep their inpious turbans on w thout
Good norrow to the sun. Hail, thou fair heaven!
W house i' th' rock, yet use thee not so hardly
As prouder livers do.
GUI DERI US. Hail, heaven!
ARVI RAGUS. Hail, heaven!
BELARI US. Now for our nountain sport. Up to yond
hill,
Your legs are young; I1'll tread these flats.
Consi der,
When you above perceive ne |ike a crow,
That it is place which | essens and sets off;
And you may then revolve what tales | have told
you
O courts, of princes, of the tricks in war.
This service is not service so being done,
But being so allow d. To apprehend thus
Draws us a profit fromall things we see,
And often to our confort shall we find
The sharded beetle in a safer hold
Than is the full-wing'd eagle. O this life
I's nobler than attending for a check,
Ri cher than doing nothing for a bribe,
Prouder than rustling in unpaid-for silk:
Such gain the cap of himthat makes himfine,
Yet keeps his book uncross'd. No life to ours!
GUI DERI US. Qut of your proof you speak. W, poor
unf | edg' d,
Have never wing'd fromview o' th' nest, nor know
not
What air's fromhonme. Haply this life is best,
If quiet life be best; sweeter to you
That have a sharper known; well correspondi ng
Wth your stiff age. But unto us it is
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A cell of ignorance, travelling abed,
A prison for a debtor that not dares
To stride a limt.

ARVI RAGUS. What shoul d we speak of
When we are old as you? Wien we shall hear
The rain and w nd beat dark Decenber, how,
In this our pinching cave, shall we discourse.
The freezing hours away? W have seen not hi ng;
We are beastly: subtle as the fox for prey,
Li ke warli ke as the wolf for what we eat.
Qur valour is to chase what flies; our cage
We nmake a choir, as doth the prison'd bird,
And sing our bondage freely.

BELARI US. How you speak!
Did you but know the city's usuries,
And felt them know ngly- the art o' th' court,
As hard to | eave as keep, whose top to clinb
Is certain falling, or so slipp'ry that
The fear's as bad as falling; the toil o
A pain that only seens to seek out danger
" th'nanme of fanme and honour, which dies i

t h' sear ch,

And hath as oft a sland' rous epitaph
As record of fair act; nay, many tines,
Doth ill deserve by doing well; what's worse-
Must curtsy at the censure. O boys, this story
The world may read in ne; ny body's mark'd
Wth Roman swords, and nmy report was once
first wwth the best of note. Cynbeline lov'd ne;
And when a soldier was the thene, ny nane
Was not far off. Then was | as a tree
Whose boughs did bend with fruit; but in one night
A storm or robbery, call it what you will,
Shook down ny nel | ow hangi ngs, nay, ny | eaves,
And | eft nme bare to weather.

QU DERI US. Uncertain favour!

BELARI US. My fault being nothing- as | have told

you oft-

But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail'd
Bef ore ny perfect honour, swore to Cynbeline
I was confederate with the Romans. So
Follow d nmy bani shnent, and this twenty years
This rock and these denesnes have been ny worl d,
Where | have liv'd at honest freedom paid
More pious debts to heaven than in al

th' war,
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The fore-end of ny tine. But up to th' nountains!

This is not hunters' |anguage. He that strikes

The venison first shall be the lord o' th' feast;

To himthe other two shall mnister;

And we will fear no poison, which attends

In place of greater state. I'll nmeet you in the
val | eys.

Exeunt GUI DERI US

and ARVI RAGUS

How hard it is to hide the sparks of nature!

These boys know |ittle they are sons to th' King,

Nor Cynbeline dreans that they are alive.

They think they are mine; and though train'd up
t hus neanly

' th' cave wherein they bow, their thoughts do
hi t

The roofs of palaces, and nature pronpts them

In sinple and low things to prince it mnuch

Beyond the trick of others. This Pol ydore,

The heir of Cynbeline and Britain, who

The King his father call'd Guiderius- Jove!

When on ny three-foot stool | sit and tel

The warli ke feats | have done, his spirits fly out

Into ny story; say 'Thus m ne eneny fell,

And thus | set ny foot on's neck'; even then

The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats,

Strains his young nerves, and puts hinself in
post ure

That acts ny words. The younger brother, Cadwal,

Once Arviragus, in as like a figure

Strikes Iife into nmy speech, and shows nuch nore

Hi s own conceiving. Hark, the gane is rous'd!

O Cynbel i ne, heaven and ny consci ence knows

Thou di dst unjustly bani sh ne! \Wereon,

At three and two years old, | stole these babes,

Thi nking to bar thee of succession as

Thou refts me of ny |lands. Euriphile,

Thou wast their nurse; they took thee for their
not her,

And every day do honour to her grave.

Mysel f, Belarius, that am Morgan call'd,

They take for natural father. The gane is
up. Exi t

SCENE 1 V.
Wal es, near MIford Haven
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Enter PI SANI O and | MOGEN

| MOGEN. Thou told' st nme, when we cane from horse,
t he pl ace
Was near at hand. Ne'er long' d ny nother so
To see ne first as | have now. Pisanio! Mn!
Where i s Posthunmus? What is in thy mnd
That nakes thee stare thus? Wherefore breaks that
si gh
Fromth' inward of thee? One but painted thus
Wul d be interpreted a thing perplex'd
Beyond sel f-explication. Put thyself
Into a haviour of |less fear, ere wl dness
Vanqui sh ny stai der senses. Wat's the matter?
Wiy tender'st thou that paper to ne with
A | ook untender! If't be summer news,
Smle to't before; if winterly, thou need' st
But keep that count'nance still. M husband's
hand?
That drug-damm'd Italy hath out-craftied him
And he's at sone hard point. Speak, man; thy
t ongue
May take off sonme extremty, which to read
Wul d be even nortal to ne.
Pl SANI O. Pl ease you read,
And you shall find me, wetched man, a thing
The nost disdain'd of fortune.
| MOGEN. [ Reads] 'Thy m stress, Pisanio, hath play'd
the strunpet in
ny bed, the testinonies whereof lie bleeding in
me. | speak not
out of weak surm ses, but from proof as strong as
nmy grief and as
certain as | expect ny revenge. That part thou,
Pi sani o, must act
for me, if thy faith be not tainted with the
breach of hers. Let
t hi ne own hands take away her life; | shall give
t hee opportunity
at MIford Haven; she hath ny letter for the
pur pose; where, if
thou fear to strike, and to nake ne certain it is
done, thou art
t he pander to her dishonour, and equally to ne
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di sl oyal ."'
Pl SANI OO What shall | need to draw ny sword? The
paper
Hat h cut her throat already. No, 'tis slander,
Whose edge is sharper than the sword, whose tongue
Qutvenons all the worns of N |le, whose breath
Ri des on the posting w nds and doth belie
Al corners of the world. Kings, queens, and
st at es,
Mai ds, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave,
Thi s vi perous slander enters. \Wat cheer, nmadanf
| MOGEN. Fal se to his bed? Wiat is it to be false?
To lie in watch there, and to think on hinf
To weep tw xt clock and clock? If sleep charge
nat ur e,
To break it wwth a fearful dream of him
And cry nyself awake? That's false to's bed,

s it?
Pl SANI O. Al as, good | ady!
| MOGEN. | false! Thy consci ence w tness! |achino,

Thou di dst accuse himof incontinency;

Thou then | ook'dst |ike a villain; now nethinks,

Thy favour's good enough. Sone jay of Italy,

Whose not her was her painting, hath betray'd him

Poor | amstale, a garnent out of fashion,

And for I amricher than to hang by th' walls

| nmust be ripp'd. To pieces with ne! QO

Men's vows are wonen's traitors! Al good seem ng,

By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought

Put on for villainy; not born where't grows,

But worn a bait for | adies.

Pl SANI O. Good madam hear ne.
| MOGEN. True honest nen being heard, like false

Aeneas,

Were, in his tinme, thought false; and Sinon's
weepi ng

Did scandal many a holy tear, took pity

From nost true wretchedness. So thou, Posthunus,

WIlt lay the | eaven on all proper nen:

Goodly and gallant shall be false and perjur'd

Fromthy great fail. Cone, fellow, be thou honest;

Do thou thy nmaster's bidding; when thou seest him

Alittle witness ny obedi ence. Look!

| draw the sword nyself; take it, and hit

The i nnocent mansion of ny |love, ny heart.
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Fear not; 'tis enpty of all things but grief;
Thy master is not there, who was indeed
The riches of it. Do his bidding; strike.
Thou mayst be valiant in a better cause,
But now thou seem st a coward.

Pl SANI O. Hence, vile instrunent!
Thou shalt not damm ny hand.

| MOGEN. Wy, | nust die;
And if | do not by thy hand, thou art
No servant of thy master's. Against self-slaughter
There is a prohibition so divine
That cravens ny weak hand. Cone, here's ny heart-
Sonething's afore't. Soft, soft! we'll no

def ence! -
bedi ent as the scabbard. What is here?
The scriptures of the |oyal Leonatus
Al turn'd to heresy? Anay, away,
Corrupters of ny faith! you shall no nore
Be stomachers to ny heart. Thus nay poor fools
Bel i eve fal se teachers; though those that are
betray'd

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor
Stands in worse case of woe. And thou, Posthunus,
That didst set up ny di sobedi ence 'gainst the King
My father, and nmake ne put into contenpt the suits
O princely fellows, shalt hereafter find
It is no act of conmpn passage but
A strain of rareness; and | grieve nyself
To think, when thou shalt be disedg' d by her
That now thou tirest on, how thy nenory
WIIl then be pang'd by ne. Prithee dispatch.
The |l anp entreats the butcher. Were's thy knife?
Thou art too slow to do thy master's bidding,
Wien | desire it too.

Pl SANI O. O gracious | ady,
Since | receiv'd command to do this busines
| have not slept one w nk.

| MOGEN. Do't, and to bed then.

PISANIO. 1'll wake m ne eyeballs first.

| MOGEN. Wherefore then
Di dst undertake it? Wy hast thou abus'd
So many mles with a pretence? This place?
M ne action and thine own? our horses' | abour?
The tine inviting thee? the perturb'd court,
For ny being absent ?- whereunto | never
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Pur pose return. Wiy hast thou gone so far
To be unbent when thou hast ta'en thy stand,
Th' el ected deer before thee?
PISANIO. But to win tine
To | ose so bad enpl oynent, in the which
| have consider'd of a course. Good | ady,
Hear nme with patience.
| MOGEN. Tal k thy tongue weary- speak.
| have heard | ama strunpet, and m ne ear,
Therein fal se struck, can take no greater wound,
Nor tent to bottomthat. But speak
Pl SANI O. Then, nmadam
| thought you woul d not back agai n.
| MOGEN. Mbst i ke-
Bringing nme here to kill ne.
Pl SANI O. Not so, neither;
But if | were as wi se as honest, then
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be
But that ny master is abus'd. Sone villain,
Ay, and singular in his art, hath done you both
This cursed injury.
| MOGEN. Sonme Ronman courtezan!
Pl SANIO. No, on ny life!
"Il give but notice you are dead, and send him
Sonme bl oody sign of it, for '"tis commanded
| should do so. You shall be mss'd at court,
And that will well confirmit.
| MOGEN. Wy, good fell ow,
What shall | do the while? where bide? how |live?
O inny life what confort, when | am
Dead to ny husband?
PISANIO. If you'll back to th' court-
| MOGEN. No court, no father, nor no nore ado
Wth that harsh, noble, sinple nothing-
That Cl oten, whose |ove-suit hath been to ne
As fearful as a siege.
PISANIO. If not at court,
Then not in Britain nust you bide.
| MOGEN. Where then?
Hath Britain all the sun that shines? Day, night,
Are they not but in Britain? I' th' world' s vol une
Qur Britain seens as of it, but not in't;
In a great pool a swan's nest. Prithee think
There's livers out of Britain.
Pl SANI O. | am nost gl ad
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You t hink of other place. Th' anbassador,
LUCI US t he Roman, cones to MIford Haven
To-morrow. Now, if you could wear a m nd
Dark as your fortune is, and but disguise
That which t' appear itself nmust not yet be
But by sel f-danger, you should tread a course
Pretty and full of view, yea, happily, near
The residence of Posthunus; so nigh, at |east,
That though his actions were not visible, yet
Report should render himhourly to your ear
As truly as he noves.
| MOGEN. O for such neans,
Though peril to ny nodesty, not death on't,
| woul d adventure.
PISANI O. Wl |l then, here's the point:
You nust forget to be a wonan; change
Command i nto obedi ence; fear and ni ceness-
The handmai ds of all wonen, or, nore truly,
Wnan it pretty self- into a waggi sh courage;
Ready in gi bes, quick-answer'd, saucy, and
As quarrel ous as the weasel. Nay, you nust
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek,
Exposing it- but, O the harder heart!
Al ack, no renedy!- to the greedy touch
O comon- ki ssing Titan, and forget
Your | aboursone and dainty trinms wherein
You nmade great Juno angry.
| MOGEN. Nay, be brief;
| see into thy end, and am al nost
A man al r eady.
PI SANI O. First, make yourself but |ike one.
Fore-thinking this, | have already fit-
"Tis in ny cl oak-bag- doublet, hat, hose, al
That answer to them Wuld you, in their serving,
And with what imtation you can borrow
From youth of such a season, fore noble Lucius
Present yourself, desire his service, tell him
Wherein you' re happy- which will make hi m know
If that his head have ear in nusic; doubtless
Wth joy he will enbrace you; for he's honourabl e,
And, doubling that, nost holy. Your neans abroad-
You have ne, rich; and I will never fai
Begi nni ng nor suppl ynent.
| MOGEN. Thou art all the confort
The gods wll diet me with. Prithee away!
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There's nore to be consider'd; but we'll even
Al that good tinme will give us. This attenpt
| amsoldier to, and will abide it with
A prince's courage. Away, | prithee.
Pl SANIO Well, madam we nust take a short farewell,
Lest, being mss'd, | be suspected of

Your carriage fromthe court. My noble m stress,
Here is a box; | had it fromthe Queen.
What's in't is precious. If you are sick at sea
O stomach-qualmd at land, a dramof this
WIIl drive away di stenper. To sone shade,
And fit you to your manhood. May the gods
Direct you to the best!
| MOGEN. Anmen. | thank thee.
Exeunt severally
SCENE V.
Britain. CYMBELINE S pal ace

Enter CYMBELI NE, QUEEN, CLOTEN, LUCIUS, and
LORDS

CYMBELI NE. Thus far; and so farewel|.
LUCI US. Thanks, royal sir.
My enperor hath wote; | nust from hence,
And amright sorry that | nust report ye
My master's eneny.
CYMBELI NE. Qur subjects, sir,
WIIl not endure his yoke; and for ourself
To show | ess sovereignty than they, nust needs
Appear unkingli ke.
LUCIUS. So, sir. | desire of you
A conduct overland to MIford Haven.
Madam all joy befall your G ace, and you!
CYMBELI NE. My lords, you are appointed for that

of fice;
The due of honour in no point omt.
So farewell, noble Luci us.

LUCI US. Your hand, ny |ord.
CLOTEN. Receive it friendly; but fromthis tine
forth
| wear it as your eneny.
LUCIUS. Sir, the event
Is yet to nane the winner. Fare you well.
CYMBELI NE. Leave not the worthy Lucius, good ny
| ords,
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Till he have cross'd the Severn. Happi ness!
Exeunt
LUCI US and LORDS

QUEEN. He goes hence frowning; but it honours us
That we have gi ven hi m cause.

CLOTEN. 'Tis all the better;
Your valiant Britons have their wishes init.

CYMBELI NE. Lucius hath wote already to the Enperor
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely
Qur chariots and our horsenen be in readiness.
The pow rs that he already hath in Gllia
WI1l soon be drawn to head, from whence he noves
H s war for Britain.

QUEEN. 'Tis not sleepy business,

But nust be look'd to speedily and strongly.
CYMBELI NE. Qur expectation that it would be thus
Hat h made us forward. But, mnmy gentle queen,
Where is our daughter? She hath not appear'd

Bef ore the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd

The duty of the day. She |ooks us |ike

A thing nore made of malice than of duty;

We have noted it. Call her before us, for

We have been too slight in sufferance. Exi t
a MESSENGER

QUEEN. Royal sir,

Since the exile of Posthunus, nost retir'd

Hath her |ife been; the cure whereof, ny |lord,

"Tis time nust do. Beseech your Mjesty,

For bear sharp speeches to her; she's a | ady

So tender of rebukes that words are strokes,

And strokes death to her.

Re- ent er NMESSENGER

CYMBELI NE. Where is she, sir? How
Can her contenpt be answer'd?
MESSENGER. Pl ease you, sir,
Her chanbers are all |ock'd, and there's no answer
That will be given to th' |oud of noise we mnake.
QUEEN. My lord, when last | went to visit her,
She pray'd ne to excuse her keeping close;
Whereto constrain'd by her infirmty
She should that duty | eave unpaid to you
Wi ch daily she was bound to proffer. This
She wish'd ne to make known; but our great court
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Made ne to blame in nenory.
CYMBELI NE. Her doors | ock'd?
Not seen of |ate? G ant, heavens, that which |
f ear
Prove
fal se! Exit
QUEEN. Son, | say, follow the King.
CLOTEN. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant,
| have not seen these two days.
QUEEN. Go, | ook after.

Exit CLOTEN
Pi sani o, thou that stand' st so for Posthunus!
He hath a drug of mne. | pray his absence

Proceed by swallow ng that; for he believes

It is a thing nost precious. But for her,

Where i s she gone? Haply despair hath seiz'd her;
O, wing'd with fervour of her |love, she's flown
To her desir'd Posthunus. Gone she is

To death or to di shonour, and ny end

Can make good use of either. She being down,

| have the placing of the British crown.

Re- ent er CLOTEN

How now, ny son?
CLOTEN. 'Tis certain she is fled.
Go in and cheer the King. He rages; none
Dare cone about him
QUEEN. All the better. May
This night forestall himof the com ng

day! Exi t
CLOTEN. | |l ove and hate her:; for she's fair and
royal ,

And that she hath all courtly parts nore exquisite
Than | ady, | adies, woman. From every one

The best she hath, and she, of all conpounded,
Qutsells themall. I love her therefore; but

Di sdai ning nme and throw ng favours on

The | ow Post hunus sl anders so her judgnent

That what's else rare is chok'd; and in that point
I wll conclude to hate her, nay, indeed,

To be reveng' d upon her. For when fools

Shal | -

Enter PI SANI O
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Who is here? What, are you packing, sirrah?
Conme hither. Ah, you precious pander! Villain,
Where is thy lady? In a word, or else
Thou art straightway with the fiends.

Pl SANI O. O good ny | ord!

CLOTEN. Wiere is thy lady? or, by Jupiter-
I wll not ask again. Cose villain,
['"l'l have this secret fromthy heart, or rip
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthunus?
From whose so many wei ghts of baseness cannot
A dram of worth be drawn.

Pl SANI O. Al as, ny |ord,
How can she be with hinf? When was she m ss'd?
He is in Rone.

CLOTEN. Wiere is she, sir? Cone nearer.
No farther halting! Satisfy ne hone
What is becone of her.

PISANIO. O ny all-worthy | ord!

CLOTEN. Al l-worthy vill ain!
Di scover where thy mstress is at once,
At the next word. No nore of "worthy |ord"!
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is
Thy condemmation and thy death.

Pl SANI O. Then, sir,
This paper is the history of ny know edge
Touchi ng her flight.

[Presenting a letter]

CLOTEN. Let's see't. | wll pursue her
Even to Augustus' throne.

PISANIO. [Aside] O this or perish.
She's far enough; and what he |learns by this
May prove his travel, not her danger.

CLOTEN. Hunh!
PISANIO. [Aside] I'll wite to ny lord she's dead.
O I nogen,

Saf e mayst thou wander, safe return again!
CLOTEN. Sirrah, is this letter true?
PISANIO. Sir, as | think.
CLOTEN. It is Posthunus' hand; | knowt. Sirrah, if
t hou woul dst
not be a villain, but do nme true service, undergo
t hose
enpl oynents wherein | should have cause to use
thee with a
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serious industry- that is, what villainy soe'er |
bid thee do, to
performit directly and truly- | would think thee
an honest man;
t hou shoul dst neither want ny neans for thy
relief nor ny voice
for thy prefernent.
Pl SANI O. Well, ny good |ord.
CLOTEN. WIt thou serve ne? For since patiently and
constantly thou
hast stuck to the bare fortune of that beggar
Post hunus, thou
canst not, in the course of gratitude, but be a
diligent foll ower
of mne. WIt thou serve ne?
PISANIO. Sir, | will.
CLOTEN. G ve nme thy hand; here's ny purse. Hast any
of thy late
master's garnments in thy possession?
PISANIO. | have, ny lord, at ny |odging, the sane
suit he wore when
he took | eave of ny |ady and m stress.
CLOTEN. The first service thou dost ne, fetch that
suit hither. Let
It be thy first service; go.
PISANIO. | shall, ny
| ord. Exi t
CLOTEN. Meet thee at MIford Haven! | forgot to ask
hi m one t hi ng;
"'l remenber't anon. Even there, thou villain
Post hurmus, w il |
kill thee. I would these garnents were cone. She
said upon a
time- the bitterness of it | now belch fromny
heart- that she
hel d the very garnment of Posthunmus in nore
respect than ny noble
and natural person, together with the adornnent
of nmy qualities.
Wth that suit upon ny back will | ravish her;
first kill him
and in her eyes. There shall she see ny val our,
which wll then
be a tornent to her contenpt. He on the ground,
ny speech of
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I nsul tment ended on his dead body, and when ny
| ust hat h di ned-

which, as | say, to vex her I will execute in the
cl ot hes t hat
she so prais'd- to the court I'lIl knock her back,

foot her hone

again. She hath despis'd ne rejoicingly, and |'|
be nmerry in ny

revenge.

Re-enter PISANIO, with the cl othes

Be those the garnents?
Pl SANI O. Ay, ny noble |ord.
CLOTEN. How long is't since she went to MIford
Haven?
Pl SANI O. She can scarce be there yet.
CLOTEN. Bring this apparel to ny chanber; that is
t he second thing
that | have commanded thee. The third is that
thou wilt be a
voluntary nute to ny design. Be but duteous and
true, prefernent
shall tender itself to thee. My revenge i s now at
MIford, would
| had wings to followit! Cone, and be

true. Exi t
Pl SANI O. Thou bid'st ne to ny loss; for true to thee
Were to prove false, which I will never be,

To himthat is nost true. To MIford go,
And find not her whom thou pursuest. Flow, flow,
You heavenly Dbl essings, on her! This fool's speed
Be cross'd with sl owness! Labour be his
meed! Exi t
SCENE VI .
Wal es. Before the cave of BELARI US

Enter | MOGEN al one, in boy's clothes

IMOGEN. | see a man's life is a tedi ous one.
| have tir'd nyself, and for two nights together
Have nmade the ground ny bed. | should be sick
But that nmy resolution helps ne. MIford,
When from the nountain-top Pisanio show d thee,
Thou wast within a ken. O Jove! | think
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Foundations fly the wetched; such, | nean,
Were they should be reliev'd. Two beggars told ne
| could not mss ny way. WIIl poor folks Ilie,
That have afflictions on them knowng 'tis
A puni shnment or trial? Yes; no wonder,
When rich ones scarce tell true. To |lapse in
ful ness
Is sorer than to lie for need; and fal sehood
Is worse in kings than beggars. My dear | ord!
Thou art one o' th' false ones. Now | think on
t hee
My hunger's gone; but even before, | was
At point to sink for food. But what is this?
Here is a path to't; 'tis sone savage hol d.
| were best not call; | dare not call. Yet fam ne,
Ere clean it o' erthrow nature, nmakes it valiant.
Pl enty and peace breeds cowards; hardness ever
O hardiness is nother. Ho! who's here?
If anything that's civil, speak; if savage,
Take or lend. Ho! No answer? Then I'I| enter.
Best draw ny sword; and if m ne eneny
But fear the sword, |like ne, he'll scarcely | ook
on't.
Such a foe, good heavens! Exi t
into the cave

Enter BELARI US, GUI DERI US, and ARVI RAGUS

BELARI US. You, Pol ydore, have prov'd best woodnan
and
Are master of the feast. Cadwal and |
W11l play the cook and servant; 'tis our match.
The sweat of industry would dry and die
But for the end it works to. Cone, our stomachs
WIl make what's honely savoury; weariness
Can snore upon the flint, when resty sloth
Fi nds the down pillow hard. Now, peace be here,
Poor house, that keep'st thyself!
GUI DERIUS. | am thoroughly weary.
ARVI RAGUS. | amweak with toil, yet strong in
appetite.
QU DERIUS. There is cold neat i' th' cave; we'll
browse on t hat
Whi | st what we have kill'd be cook'd.
BELARI US. [Looking into the cave] Stay, cone not in.
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But that it eats our victuals, | should think
Here were a fairy.
QU DERI US. What's the matter, sir?
BELARI US.. By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not,
An earthly paragon! Behol d divi neness
No el der than a boy!

Re-enter | MOGEN
| MOGEN. Good nmsters, harm ne not.

Before | enter'd here | call'd, and thought
To have begg'd or bought what | have took. Good

troth,

| have stol'n nought; nor would not though |I had
f ound

Gold strewd i' th' floor. Here's noney for ny
nmeat .

| would have left it on the board, so soon
As | had nade ny neal, and parted
Wth pray'rs for the provider.

QU DERI US. Mbney, yout h?

ARVI RAGUS. All gold and silver rather turn to dirt,
As '"tis no better reckon'd but of those
Who worship dirty gods.

| MOGEN. | see you're angry.
Know, if you kill me for my fault, | should
Have died had | not nmade it.

BELARI US. Wi t her bound?

| MOGEN. To M| ford Haven.

BELARI US. What's your nane?

| MOGEN. Fidele, sir. | have a kinsman who
I's bound for Italy; he enbark'd at MIford;
To whom bei ng goi ng, al nost spent wi th hunger,
| amfall'n in this offence.

BELARI US. Prithee, fair youth,
Think us no churls, nor neasure our good m nds
By this rude place we live in. Wll encounter'd!
"Tis al nost night; you shall have better cheer
Ere you depart, and thanks to stay and eat it.
Boys, bid himwel cone.

GUI DERI US. Were you a woman, youth,
| should woo hard but be your groom In honesty
| bid for you as |'d buy.

ARVI RAGUS. |'Il nmake't my confort
He is a man. 1'll |love himas ny brother;
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And such a welcone as |I'd give to him
After | ong absence, such is yours. Mst wel cone!
Be sprightly, for you fall 'nobngst friends.

| MOGEN. ' Mongst friends,
If brothers. [Aside] Wuld it had been so that

t hey

Had been ny father's sons! Then had ny prize
Been | ess, and so nore equal ballasting
To thee, Posthunus.

BELARI US. He wrings at some distress.

QU DERIUS. Wuld | could free't!

ARVIRAGUS. O |, whate'er it be,
VWhat pain it cost, what danger! Gods!

BELARI US. [ Whi spering] Hark, boys.

| MOGEN. [ Aside] Geat nen,
That had a court no bigger than this cave,
That did attend thensel ves, and had the virtue
VWi ch their own conscience seal'd them |aying by
That nothing-gift of differing nmultitudes,
Coul d not out-peer these twain. Pardon ne, gods!
I'"d change ny sex to be conpanion wth them
Si nce Leonatus' false.

BELARIUS. It shall be so.
Boys, we'll go dress our hunt. Fair youth, cone

Di scourse is heavy, fasting;, when we have supp'd,
W'l | mannerly demand thee of thy story,
So far as thou wilt speak it.
GUI DERI US. Pray draw near.
ARVI RAGUS. The night to th' ow and norn to th'
| ark | ess wel cone.
| MOGEN. Thanks, sir.
ARVI RAGUS. | pray draw
near . Exeunt
SCENE VI | .
Rome. A public place

Enter two ROVAN SENATORS and TRI BUNES

FI RST SENATOR. This is the tenour of the Enperor's
Writ:
That since the common nen are now in action
"Gai nst the Pannoni ans and Dal mati ans,
And that the legions nowin Gllia are
Ful | weak to undertake our wars agai nst
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The fall'n-off Britons, that we do incite
The gentry to this business. He creates
Luci us proconsul; and to you, the tribunes,
For this inmmedi ate | evy, he conmands
Hi s absol ute conm ssion. Long |ive Caesar!
TRIBUNE. |s Lucius general of the forces?
SECOND SENATOR. Ay.
TRIBUNE. Remai ning now in Gllia?
FI RST SENATOR. Wth those | egions
Whi ch | have spoke of, whereunto your |evy
Must be supplyant. The words of your conm ssion
WIIl tie you to the nunbers and the tine
O their dispatch.
TRIBUNE. W wi |l discharge our
duty. Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE |
Wal es. Near the cave of BELARI US

Ent er CLOTEN al one

CLOTEN. | amnear to th' place where they should

meet, if Pisanio

have mapp'd it truly. How fit his garnents serve
nme! Why shoul d

his m stress, who was nmade by himthat nade the
tailor, not be

fit too? The rather- saving reverence of the
word- for 'tis said

a wonman's fitness cones by fits. Therein | nust
pl ay the worknman.

| dare speak it to nyself, for it is not vain-
glory for a man and

his glass to confer in his own chanber- | nean,
the lines of ny

body are as well drawn as his; no |ess young,
nore strong, not

beneath himin fortunes, beyond himin the
advant age of the tine,

above himin birth, alike conversant in general
servi ces, and

nore remarkable in single oppositions. Yet this
| mper cei ver ant

thing loves himin ny despite. What nortality is!
Post hunus, thy

head, which now is grow ng upon thy shoul ders,
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shall within this

hour be off; thy mstress enforced; thy garnents
cut to pieces

before her face; and all this done, spurn her
honme to her father,

who may, haply, be a little angry for nmy so rough
usage; but ny

not her, havi ng power of his testiness, shall turn
all into ny

commendations. My horse is tied up safe. Qut,
sword, and to a

sore purpose! Fortune, put theminto ny hand.
This is the very

description of their neeting-place; and the
fell ow dares not

decei ve
ne. Exi t

SCENE 11 .
Wal es. Before the cave of BELARI US

Enter, fromthe cave, BELARI US, GU DERI US
ARVI RAGUS,
and | MOGEN

BELARI US. [To I MOGEN] You are not well. Remain here
in the cave;
We'll conme to you after hunting.
ARVI RAGUS. [To | MOGEN] Brother, stay here.
Are we not brothers?
| MOGEN. So man and man shoul d be;
But clay and clay differs in dignity,
Whose dust is both alike. | amvery sick.
QU DERIUS. Go you to hunting; 1'lIl abide with him
| MOGEN. So sick | amnot, yet | amnot well;
But not so citizen a wanton as
To seemto die ere sick. So please you, |eave ne;
Stick to your journal course. The breach of custom

Is breach of all. | amill, but your being by ne
Cannot anend ne; society is no confort
To one not sociable. | amnot very sick,

Since | can reason of it. Pray you trust ne here.
["l'l rob none but nyself; and let ne die,
Stealing so poorly.

QU DERIUS. | love thee; | have spoke it.
How nmuch the quantity, the weight as nuch
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As | do love ny father.
BELARI US. What ? how? how?
ARVIRAGUS. If it be sin to say so, sir, | yoke ne
In my good brother's fault. | know not why
I love this youth, and | have heard you say
Love's reason's w thout reason. The bier at door,
And a demand who is't shall die, 1'd say
"My father, not this youth.'
BELARI US. [ Aside] O nobl e strain!
O wort hiness of nature! breed of greatness!
Cowar ds father cowards and base things sire base.
Nat ure hath neal and bran, contenpt and grace.
I"'mnot their father; yet who this should be
Doth mracle itself, lov'd before ne. -
"Tis the ninth hour o' th' norn.
ARVI RAGUS. Brother, farewell.
| MOGEN. | wish ye sport.
ARVI RAGUS. Your health. [To BELARI US] So pl ease
you, Sir.
| MOGEN. [ Aside] These are kind creatures. Gods,
what lies |I have
hear d!
Qur courtiers say all's savage but at court.
Experi ence, O, thou disprov'st report!
Th' inperious seas breed nonsters; for the dish,
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish.
| amsick still; heart-sick. Pisanio,
"Il now taste of thy drug.
[ Swal | ows sone]
QU DERIUS. | could not stir him
He said he was gentle, but unfortunate;
Di shonestly afflicted, but yet honest.
ARVI RAGUS. Thus did he answer ne; yet said hereafter
| m ght know nore.
BELARIUS. To th' field, to th" field!
We'll leave you for this tine. Go in and rest.
ARVI RAGUS. W'l | not be | ong away.
BELARI US. Pray be not sick,
For you nust be our husw fe.
| MOGEN. Well, or ill,
| am bound to you.
BELARI US. And shalt be ever. Exit | MOGEN
Into the cave

This youth, howe'er distress'd, appears he hath
had
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Good ancest ors.
ARVI RAGUS. How angel -1i ke he sings!
GQUI DERI US. But his neat cookery! He cut our roots
I n characters,
And sauc'd our broths as Juno had been sick,
And he her dieter.
ARVI RAGUS. Nobly he yokes
Asmling with a sigh, as if the sigh
Was that it was for not being such a smle;
The sm |l e nocking the sigh that it would fly
From so divine a tenple to conmm x
Wth winds that sailors rail at.
QU DERIUS. | do note
That grief and patience, rooted in himboth,
M ngle their spurs together.
ARVI RAGUS. Grow pati ence!
And |l et the stinking elder, grief, untw ne
Hi s perishing root with the increasing vine!
BELARIUS. It is great norning. Conme, away! Wo's

t here?
Enter CLOTEN
CLOTEN. | cannot find those runagates; that villain
Hat h nock'd ne. | amfaint.

BELARI US. Those runagat es?
Means he not us? | partly know him 'tis
Cloten, the son o' th' Queen. | fear sone anbush
| saw hi m not these many years, and yet
I know 'tis he. W are held as outlaws. Hence!
QU DERIUS. He is but one; you and ny brother search
What conpanies are near. Pray you away;
Let ne alone with him Exeunt BELARI US
and ARVI RAGUS
CLOTEN. Soft! What are you
That fly nme thus? Sonme villain nountaineers?
| have heard of such. Wat slave art thou?
GQUI DERI US. A thing
More slavish did | ne'er than answering
"A slave' w thout a knock.
CLOTEN. Thou art a robber,
A | aw breaker, a villain. Yield thee, thief.
GUI DERI US. To who? To thee? What art thou? Have not

An armas big as thine, a heart as big?
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Thy words, | grant, are bigger, for | wear not
My dagger in nmy nouth. Say what thou art;
Wiy | should yield to thee.
CLOTEN. Thou vill ain base,
Know st nme not by ny cl ot hes?
GUI DERI US. No, nor thy tailor, rascal,
Who is thy grandfather; he nade those clothes,
Which, as it seens, nake thee.
CLOTEN. Thou precious varl et,
My tailor nade them not.
GUI DERI US. Hence, then, and thank
The man that gave themthee. Thou art sone fool;
| amloath to beat thee.
CLOTEN. Thou injurious thief,
Hear but my name, and trenble.
GUI DERI US. What's thy nane?
CLOTEN. C oten, thou villain.
GUI DERI US. C oten, thou double villain, be thy nane,
| cannot trenble at it. Wre it toad, or adder,
spi der,
" Twoul d nove ne sooner.
CLOTEN. To thy further fear,
Nay, to thy nmere confusion, thou shalt know
| amson to th' Queen
QU DERIUS. |"'msorry for't; not seem ng
So worthy as thy birth.
CLOTEN. Art not afeard?
QUI DERI US. Those that | reverence, those | fear-
the w se:
At fools | laugh, not fear them
CLOTEN. Di e the death.
Wien | have slain thee with ny proper hand,
"Il follow those that even now fl ed hence,
And on the gates of Lud's Town set your heads.
Yi el d, rustic nountaineer.
Exeunt, fighting

Re-ent er BELARI US and ARVI RAGUS

BELARI US. No conpany's abroad.
ARVI RAGUS. None in the world; you did m stake him

sur e.
BELARIUS. | cannot tell; long is it since | saw him
But tinme hath nothing blurr'd those |ines of
f avour
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Whi ch then he wore; the snatches in his voice,
And burst of speaking, were as his. | am absol ute
"Twas very C oten.
ARVIRAGUS. In this place we |left them
I wish nmy brother nmake good tine with him
You say he is so fell.
BELARI US. Bei ng scarce nmade up,
| mean to man, he had not apprehension
O roaring terrors; for defect of judgnent
Is oft the cease of fear.

Re-enter GU DERIUS with CLOTEN S head

But, see, thy brother.

QU DERIUS. This Cloten was a fool, an enpty purse;
There was no noney in't. Not Hercul es
Coul d have knock'd out his brains, for he had

none;
Yet | not doing this, the fool had borne
My head as | do his.
BELARI US. What hast thou done?
QU DERIUS. | am perfect what: cut off one Cloten's
head,
Son to the Queen, after his own report;
Who call'd nme traitor, nountaineer, and swore
Wth his own single hand he'd take us in,
Di spl ace our heads where- thank the gods!- they
gr ow,
And set themon Lud's Town.

BELARI US. W are all undone.

GUI DERI US. Why, worthy father, what have we to | ose
But that he swore to take, our |ives? The | aw
Protects not us; then why should we be tender
To |l et an arrogant piece of flesh threat us,

Pl ay judge and executioner all hinself,
For we do fear the | aw? What conpany
Di scover you abroad?

BELARI US. No single sou
Can we set eye on, but in an safe reason
He nmust have sone attendants. Though his hunour
WAs not hing but nutation- ay, and that
From one bad thing to worse- not frenzy, not
Absol ute madness could so far have rav'd,

To bring himhere al one. Although perhaps
It may be heard at court that such as we
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Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in tine
May make sone stronger head- the which he hearing,
As it is |like him mght break out and swear
He'd fetch us in; yet is't not probable
To cone al one, either he so undertaking
O they so suffering. Then on good ground we fear,
If we do fear this body hath a tail
More perilous than the head.
ARVI RAGUS. Let ordi nance
Conme as the gods foresay it. Howsoe'er,
My brother hath done well.
BELARI US. | had no m nd
To hunt this day; the boy Fidele's sickness
Did make ny way | ong forth.
QU DERIUS. Wth his own sword,
Whi ch he did wave against ny throat, | have ta'en
Hs head fromhim I'lIl throwt into the creek
Behind our rock, and let it to the sea
And tell the fishes he's the Queen's son, C oten.
That's all |
reck. Exi t
BELARIUS. | fear'twill be reveng' d.
Woul d, Pol ydore, thou hadst not done't! though
val our
Becones thee wel |l enough.
ARVI RAGUS. Wuld | had done't,
So the revenge al one pursu'd ne! Pol ydore,
| Iove thee brotherly, but envy nuch
Thou hast robb'd ne of this deed. | would

revenges,
That possible strength m ght neet, would seek us
t hr ough,
And put us to our answer.
BELARI US. Well, 'tis done.
We'll hunt no nore to-day, nor seek for danger
Where there's no profit. | prithee to our rock.
You and Fidele play the cooks; |'ll stay

Till hasty Pol ydore return, and bring him
To di nner presently.

ARVI RAGUS. Poor sick Fidel e!
"1l willingly to him to gain his col our
I"d let a parish of such O oten's bl ood,
And praise nyself for

charity. Exi t
BELARI US. O t hou goddess,
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Thou divine Nature, thou thyself thou bl azon' st
In these two princely boys! They are as gentle
As zephyrs bl owi ng bel ow the vi ol et,

Not waggi ng his sweet head; and yet as rough,
Their royal blood enchaf'd, as the rud' st w nd
That by the top doth take the nountain pine
And make himstoop to th' vale. 'Tis wonder
That an invisible instinct should frane them
To royalty unlearn'd, honour untaught,

Cvility not seen from other, val our

That wldly grows in them but yields a crop
As if it had been sow d. Yet still it's strange
What Cloten's being here to us portends,

O what his death will bring us.

Re- ent er GUI DERI US

GUI DERI US. Where's ny brother?
| have sent Cloten's clotpoll down the stream
In enbassy to his nother; his body's hostage
For his return.
[ Sol etm nusi c]
BELARI US. My ingenious instrunment!
Har k, Pol ydore, it sounds. But what occasion
Hat h Cadwal now to give it notion? Hark
QU DERIUS. Is he at hone?
BELARI US. He went hence even now.
GUI DERI US. What does he nean? Since death of ny
dear' st not her
It did not speak before. Al solemm things
Shoul d answer sol emn acci dents. The matter?
Triunphs for nothing and | anenting toys
Is jollity for apes and grief for boys.
I s Cadwal nmad?

Re-enter ARVI RAGUS, with | MOGEN as dead,
beari ng
her in his arns

BELARI US. Look, here he cones,
And brings the dire occasion in his arns
O what we blanme himfor!
ARVI RAGUS. The bird is dead
That we have made so much on. | had rather
Have skipp'd from si xteen years of age to sixty,
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To have turn'd nmy leaping tinme into a crutch,
Than have seen this.
GQUI DERI US. O sweetest, fairest lily!
My brother wears thee not the one half so well
As when thou grew st thyself.
BELARI US. O nel anchol y!
Who ever yet could sound thy bottonf? find
The ooze to show what coast thy sluggish crare
M ght' st easiliest harbour in? Thou bl essed thing!
Jove knows what man thou m ghtst have made; but I,
Thou di edst, a nost rare boy, of nelancholy.
How found you hi nf
ARVI RAGUS. Stark, as you see;
Thus smling, as sone fly had tickled sl unber,
Not as death's dart, being laugh'd at; his right
cheek
Reposi ng on a cushi on.
GUI DERI US. \Wher e?
ARVI RAGUS. O th' floor
H's arms thus leagu' d. | thought he slept, and put
My cl outed brogues fromoff ny feet, whose
rudeness
Answer'd nmy steps too | oud.
GUlI DERI US. Way, he but sl eeps.
I f he be gone he'll nmake his grave a bed;
Wth female fairies will his tonb be haunted,
And worns will not conme to thee.
ARVI RAGUS. Wth fairest flowers,
Whi | st summer lasts and | live here, Fidele,
"Il sweeten thy sad grave. Thou shalt not | ack
The flower that's like thy face, pale prinrose;
nor
The azur'd hare-bell, Iike thy veins; no, nor
The | eaf of eglantine, whom not to sl ander,
Qut - sweet ' ned not thy breath. The ruddock woul d,
Wth charitable bill- Obill, sore sham ng
Those rich-left heirs that let their fathers lie
Wt hout a nonunent!- bring thee all this;
Yea, and furr'd nposs besides, when flowrs are
none,
To winter-ground thy corse-
GQUI DERI US. Prithee have done,
And do not play in wench-1like words with that
VWhich is so serious. Let us bury him
And not protract with admrati on what
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I's now due debt. To th' grave.
ARVI RAGUS. Say, where shall's lay hinf
GUI DERI US. By good Euri phil e, our nother.
ARVI RAGUS. Be't so;
And | et us, Polydore, though now our voices
Have got the mannish crack, sing himto th'
gr ound,
As once to our nother; use |ike note and words,
Save that Euriphile nmust be Fidele.
GUI DERI US. Cadwal ,
| cannot sing. I'll weep, and word it with thee;
For notes of sorrow out of tune are worse
Than priests and fanes that I|ie.
ARVI RAGUS. W'l | speak it, then.
BELARI US. Geat griefs, | see, nmed cine the |ess,
for Cloten
Is quite forgot. He was a queen's son, boys;
And t hough he canme our eneny, renenber
He was paid for that. Though nean and m ghty
rotting
Toget her have one dust, yet reverence-
That angel of the world- doth make distinction
O place '"tween high and I ow. Qur foe was
princely;
And t hough you took his life, as being our foe,
Yet bury himas a prince.
GQUI DERI US. Pray you fetch him hither.
Thersites' body is as good as A ax',
When neither are alive.
ARVI RAGUS. |If you'll go fetch him
We'l|l say our song the whilst. Brother, begin.

Exi t
BELARI US
GUI DERI US. Nay, Cadwal, we nust lay his head to th'
East ;

My father hath a reason for't.
ARVI RAGUS. 'Tis true.
GUI DERI US. Cone on, then, and renove him
ARVI RAGUS. So. Begin.

SONG
GQUI DERI US. Fear no nore the heat o' th' sun

Nor the furious winter's rages;
Thou thy worldly task hast done,
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Home art gone, and ta'en thy wages.
Gol den lads and girls all nust,
As chi mmey-sweepers, cone to dust.

ARVI RAGUS. Fear no nore the frown o' th' great;
Thou art past the tyrant's stroke.
Care no nore to clothe and eat;
To thee the reed is as the oak.
The sceptre, |earning, physic, nust
Al follow this and cone to dust.

GUI DERI US. Fear no nore the lightning flash,

ARVI RAGUS. Nor th' all-dreaded thunder-stone;

@GUI DERI US. Fear not sl ander, censure rash;

ARVI RAGUS. Thou hast finish'd joy and noan.

BOTH. Al lovers young, all l|overs nust
Consign to thee and cone to dust.

GUI DERI US. No exorci ser harmthee!
ARVI RAGUS. Nor no witchcraft charmthee!
GUI DERI US. Ghost unl aid forbear thee!
ARVI RAGUS. Nothing ill cone near thee!l
BOTH. Qui et consummati on have,

And renowned be thy grave!

Re-enter BELARIUS with the body of CLOTEN

GUI DERI US. We have done our obsequies. Cone, |ay
hi m down.
BELARI US. Here's a few flowers; but 'bout m dnight,
nor e.
The herbs that have on them cold dew o' th' night
Are strewngs fit'st for graves. Upon their faces.
You were as flowrs, now wither'd. Even so
These herblets shall which we upon you strew.
Conme on, away. Apart upon our knees.
The ground that gave themfirst has them again.
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain.
Exeunt all
but | MOGEN
| MOGEN. [ Awaking] Yes, sir, to MIford Haven. Which
is the way?
| thank you. By yond bush? Pray, how far thither?
"Qds pittikins! can it be six mle yet?
| have gone all night. Faith, 1'll |ie down and
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sl eep.
But, soft! no bedfell ow O gods and goddesses!
[ Seei ng
t he body]
These flow rs are |like the pleasures of the world;
This bl oody man, the care on't. | hope | dream

For so | thought | was a cave- keeper,

And cook to honest creatures. But 'tis not so;

"Twas but a bolt of nothing, shot at nothing,

Whi ch the brain makes of funes. Qur very eyes

Are sonetines, |like our judgnents, blind. Good
faith,

| trenble still with fear; but if there be

Yet left in heaven as small a drop of pity

As a wen's eye, fear'd gods, a part of it!

The dreamis here still. Even when | wake it is

Wthout nme, as within ne; not imagin'd, felt.

A headl ess man? The garnents of Posthunus?

| know the shape of's leg; this is his hand,

His foot Mercurial, his Mrtial thigh,

The brawns of Hercul es; but his Jovial face-

Murder in heaven! How 'Tis gone. Pisanio,

Al'l curses madded Hecuba gave the G eeks,

And mine to boot, be darted on thee! Thou,

Conspir'd with that irregulous devil, C oten,

Hat h here cut off ny lord. To wite and read

Be henceforth treacherous! Damm'd Pisanio

Hath with his forged letters- damm'd Pi sani o-

Fromthis nost bravest vessel of the world

Struck the main-top. O Posthunus! al as,

Where is thy head? Were's that? Ay ne! where's

t hat ?
Pi sanio m ght have kill'd thee at the heart,
And |l eft this head on. How should this be?
Pi sani 0?

"Tis he and Cloten; malice and lucre in them
Have laid this woe here. O 'tis pregnant,

pr egnant !
The drug he gave ne, which he said was precious
And cordial to nme, have I not found it
Murd' rous to th' senses? That confirns it hone.
This is Pisanio' s deed, and Coten. O
G ve colour to ny pale cheek wwth thy bl ood,
That we the horrider may seemto those
Wi ch chance to find us. O ny lord, ny |ord!
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[Falls fainting
on the body]

Enter LUCI US, CAPTAINS, and a SOOTHSAYER

CAPTAIN. To themthe legions garrison'd in Gllia,
After your will, have cross'd the sea, attending
You here at MIford Haven; with your ships,

They are in readiness.

LUCI US. But what from Rone?

CAPTAIN. The Senate hath stirr'd up the confiners
And gentlenen of Italy, nost willing spirits,
That prom se nobl e service; and they cone
Under the conduct of bold |achino,

Si enna' s br ot her.

LUCI US. When expect you thenf

CAPTAIN. Wth the next benefit o' th' w nd.

LUCI US. This forwardness
Makes our hopes fair. Conmand our present nunbers
Be nuster'd; bid the captains ook to't. Now, sir,
What have you dreamid of late of this war's

pur pose?
SOOTHSAYER. Last night the very gods show d ne a
Vi si on-
| fast and pray'd for their intelligence- thus:
| saw Jove's bird, the Roman eagle, w ng'd
From the spongy south to this part of the west,
There vanish'd in the sunbeans; which portends,
Unl ess ny sins abuse ny divination,
Success to th' Roman host.

LUCI US. Dream often so,
And never false. Soft, ho! what trunk is here
Wthout his top? The ruin speaks that sonetine
It was a worthy building. How? a page?
O dead or sl eeping on hinf But dead, rather;
For nature doth abhor to nake his bed
Wth the defunct, or sleep upon the dead.
Let's see the boy's face.

CAPTAIN. He's alive, ny lord.

LUCIUS. He'll then instruct us of this body. Young

one,

Informus of thy fortunes; for it seens
They crave to be denmanded. Who is this
Thou mak' st thy bloody pillow? O who was he
That, otherw se than noble nature did,
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Hath alter'd that good picture? Wiat's thy
I nt er est

In this sad weck? How cane't? Wo is't? Wat art
t hou?

| MOGEN. | am nothing; or if not,

Not hing to be were better. This was ny master,
A very valiant Briton and a good,
That here by nountaineers lies slain. Alas!
There is no nore such masters. | may wander
From east to occident; cry out for service;
Try many, all good; serve truly; never
Fi nd such anot her master.
LUCI US. ' Lack, good yout h!
Thou nov' st no less with thy conplaining than
Thy master in bleeding. Say his nanme, good friend.
| MOGEN. Richard du Chanp. [Aside] If | do lie, and
do
No harm by it, though the gods hear, | hope
They' || pardon it.- Say you, sir?

LUCI US. Thy nane?

| MOGEN. Fidele, sir.

LUCI US. Thou dost approve thyself the very sane;
Thy nane well fits thy faith, thy faith thy nane.
WIlt take thy chance with nme? I will not say
Thou shalt be so well master'd; but, be sure,

No | ess belov'd. The Ronman Enperor's letters,
Sent by a consul to ne, should not sooner
Than thine own worth prefer thee. Go with ne.
IMOGEN. I'Il follow, sir. But first, an't please
t he gods,
["1l hide ny master fromthe flies, as deep
As these poor pickaxes can dig; and when
Wth wild wod-1| eaves and weeds | ha' strew d his

grave,
And on it said a century of prayers,
Such as | can, twice o'er, |I'Il weep and sigh;

And | eaving so his service, follow you,
So pl ease you entertain ne.
LUCI US. Ay, good yout h;
And rather father thee than master thee.
My friends,
The boy hath taught us manly duties; |et us
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can,
And make hi mw th our pikes and parti sans
A grave. Conme, armhim Boy, he is preferr'd
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By thee to us; and he shall be interr'd
As soldiers can. Be cheerful; w pe thine eyes.
Sone falls are neans the happier to
ari se. Exeunt
SCENE I'11.
Britain. CYMBELINE S pal ace

Enter CYMBELI NE, LORDS, PISANI O and attendants

CYMBELI NE. Again! and bring me word how "tis with
her .
Exi t
an attendant
A fever with the absence of her son;
A madness, of which her life's in danger. Heavens,
How deeply you at once do touch ne! | npgen,
The great part of ny confort, gone; ny queen
Upon a desperate bed, and in a tine
When fearful wars point at ne; her son gone,
So needful for this present. It strikes nme past
The hope of confort. But for thee, fellow,
Who needs nust know of her departure and
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it fromthee
By a sharp torture.
PISANIO. Sir, ny life is yours;
| hunbly set it at your will; but for ny m stress,
I not hing know where she renmai ns, why gone,
Nor when she purposes return. Beseech your
Hi ghness,
Hol d ne your |oyal servant.
LORD. Good ny |i ege,
The day that she was m ssing he was here.
| dare be bound he's true and shall perform
Al parts of his subjection loyally. For C oten,
There wants no diligence in seeking him
And wi Il no doubt be found.
CYMBELI NE. The time is troubl esone.
[To PISANNQ We'll slip you for a season; but our
] eal ousy
Does yet depend.
LORD. So pl ease your Majesty,
The Roman | egions, all from@Gllia drawn,
Are | anded on your coast, wth a supply
Of Roman gentl enen by the Senate sent.
CYMBELI NE. Now for the counsel of ny son and queen!
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| amamaz'd with matter.
LORD. Good ny |iege,
Your preparation can affront no |ess
Than what you hear of. Cone nore, for nore you're
r eady.
The want is but to put those powrs in notion
That | ong to nove.
CYMBELI NE. | thank you. Let's w thdraw,
And neet the tine as it seeks us. W fear not
What can fromltaly annoy us; but
We grieve at chances here. Away! Exeunt al
but PI SANI O
PISANIO. | heard no letter fromny naster since
| wote himlnogen was slain. 'Tis strange.
Nor hear | fromny mstress, who did prom se
To yield ne often tidings. Neither know
What is betid to Coten, but remain
Perplex'd in all. The heavens still nust work.
Wherein | amfalse | am honest; not true, to be
true.
These present wars shall find | |ove ny country,
Even to the note o' th' King, or I'Il fall in
t hem
Al other doubts, by tinme let them be clear'd:
Fortune brings in sone boats that are not
st eer’ d. Exi t
SCENE | V.
Wal es. Before the cave of BELARI US

Enter BELARI US, GUI DERI US, and ARVI RAGUS

GUI DERI US. The noi se is round about us.
BELARI US. Let us fromit.
ARVI RAGUS. What pl easure, sir, find we inlife, to
| ock it
From action and advent ure?
GUI DERI US. Nay, what hope
Have we in hiding us? This way the Romans
Must or for Britons slay us, or receive us
For barbarous and unnatural revolts
During their use, and slay us after.
BELARI US. Sons,
W'l |l higher to the nountains; there secure us.
To the King's party there's no goi ng. Newness
O Coten's death- we being not known, not
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nmust

er'd

Anong t he bands-may drive us to a render

Wiere we have liv'd, and so extort fronis that
Whi ch we have done, whose answer woul d be deat h,
Drawn on with torture.

QU DERIUS. This is, sir, a doubt

In such a tinme nothing becom ng you
Nor satisfying us.

ARVI RAGUS. It is not likely

That when they hear the Roman horses nei gh,

Behold their quarter'd fires, have both their eyes
And ears so cloy'd inportantly as now,

That they will waste their time upon our note,

To know from whence we are.

BELARIUS. O, | am known

hi m

O many in the arny. Many years,
Though d oten then but young, you see, not wore

From ny renenbrance. And, besides, the King
Hat h not deserv'd ny service nor your |oves,
Wio find in ny exile the want of breeding,
The certainty of this hard life; aye hopel ess
To have the courtesy your cradle proms'd,

But to be still hot sumrer's tanlings and

The shrinking sl aves of w nter.

@QUI DERI US. Than be so,

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to th' arny.
| and nmy brother are not known; yourself

So out of thought, and thereto so o' ergrown,
Cannot be questi oned.

ARVI RAGUS. By this sun that shines,

["I'l thither. What thing is't that | never

Did see man die! scarce ever |ook'd on bl ood

But that of coward hares, hot goats, and veni son!
Never bestrid a horse, save one that had

A rider like nyself, who ne'er wore rowel

Nor iron on his heel! | amashanid

To | ook upon the holy sun, to have

The benefit of his blest beans, renaining

So | ong a poor unknown.

GUI DERI US. By heavens, |'Il go!
If you will bless ne, sir, and give ne | eave,
"Il take the better care; but if you wll not,

The hazard therefore due fall on ne by
The hands of Romans!
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ARVI RAGQUS. So say |. Anmen.
BELARI US. No reason |, since of your lives you set
So slight a valuation, should reserve
My crack'd one to nore care. Have with you, boys!
If in your country wars you chance to die,
That is nmy bed too, lads, and there I'Ill lie.
Lead, lead. [Aside] The tinme seens long; their
bl ood t hi nks scorn
Till it fly out and show them princes
bor n. Exeunt
ACT V. SCENE I.
Britain. The Roman canp

Ent er POSTHUMUS al one, with a bl oody
handker chi ef

POSTHUMUS. Yea, bloody cloth, 1'lIl keep thee; for
wi sh' d
Thou shoul dst be colour'd thus. You married ones,
I f each of you should take this course, how nmany
Must nurder w ves nuch better than thensel ves
For wying but alittle! O Pisanio!
Every good servant does not all commands;
No bond but to do just ones. Gods! if you
Shoul d have ta'en vengeance on ny faults, | never
Had liv'd to put on this; so had you saved
The nobl e I nbgen to repent, and struck
Me, wetch nore worth your vengeance. But al ack,
You snatch sonme hence for little faults; that's
| ove,

To have themfall no nore. You sone perm:t
To second ills with ills, each el der worse,
And make themdread it, to the doer's thrift.
But | nogen is your own. Do your best wlls,
And make ne bl est to obey. | am brought hither
Anong th' Italian gentry, and to fight
Agai nst ny lady's kingdom 'Tis enough
That, Britain, | have kill'd thy m stress; peace!
"Il give no wound to thee. Therefore, good

heavens,
Hear patiently my purpose. |'ll disrobe ne
O these Italian weeds, and suit nyself
As does a Britain peasant. So I'Il fight
Agai nst the part | cone with; so I'll die

For thee, O Inpbgen, even for whomny life
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Is every breath a death. And thus unknown,
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril
Myself I'I|l dedicate. Let nme nmake nmen know
More val our in nme than ny habits show

CGods, put the strength o' th' Leonati in ne!

To shanme the guise o' th' world, I will begin
The fashion- | ess wthout and nore
Wi t hin. Exi t
SCENE || .

Britain. Afield of battle between the British
and Roman canps

Enter LUCIUS, | ACH MO, and the Roman arny at one

door, and
the British army at another, LEONATUS POSTHUMUS
fol |l ow ng
| i ke a poor soldier. They march over and go out.
Al aruns.
Then enter again, in skirmsh, | ACH MO and
POSTHUMUS.
He vanqui sheth and disarneth | ACH MO, and then
| eaves him

| ACH MO. The heaviness and guilt within nmy bosom
Takes of f nmy manhood. | have belied a | ady,
The Princess of this country, and the air on't
Revengi ngly enfeebles ne; or could this carl,
A very drudge of nature's, have subdu'd ne
I n nmy profession? Knighthoods and honours borne
As | wear mine are titles but of scorn.
If that thy gentry, Britain, go before
This |l out as he exceeds our |lords, the odds
Is that we scarce are nen, and you are

gods. Exi t

The battle continues; the BRITONS fly; CYMBELI NE
I s taken.

Then enter to his rescue BELAR US, GUI DERI US, and
ARVI RAGUS

BELARI US. Stand, stand! W have th' advantage of
t he ground;
The | ane i s guarded; nothing routs us but
The villainy of our fears.
GUI DERI US and ARVI RAGUS. Stand, stand, and fight!
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Re-enter POSTHUMUS, and seconds the Britons; they
rescue
CYMBELI NE, and exeunt. Then re-enter LUCH US and
I ACHI MO,
wi th | MOGEN

LUCI US. Away, boy, fromthe troops, and save
t hysel f;
For friends kill friends, and the disorder's such
As war were hoodw nk'd.
|ACH MO, '"Tis their fresh supplies.
LUCIUS. It is a day turn'd strangely. O betines
Let's reinforce or
fly. Exeunt
SCENE I'I'1.
Anot her part of the field

Enter POSTHUMUS and a Britain LORD
LORD. Cami st thou fromwhere they nade the stand?

POSTHUMUS. | did:
Though you, it seens, cone fromthe fliers.

LORD. | did.
POSTHUMUS. No bl ame be to you, sir, for all was
| ost,

But that the heavens fought. The King hinself
O his wngs destitute, the arny broken,
And but the backs of Britons seen, an flying,
Through a strait |ane- the eneny, full-hearted,
Lol ling the tongue with slaught'ring, having work
More plentiful than tools to do't, struck down
Sonme nortally, sonme slightly touch'd, sone falling
Merely through fear, that the strait pass was
dami d

Wth dead nmen hurt behind, and cowards I|iving
To die with | ength' ned shane.

LORD. Where was this | ane?

POSTHUMJUS. C ose by the battle, ditch'd, and wall'd

with turf,
Whi ch gave advantage to an anci ent sol dier-
An honest one, | warrant, who deserv'd

So long a breeding as his white beard cane to,
In doing this for's country. Athwart the | ane
He, with two striplings- lads nore |ike to run
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The country base than to conmt such sl aughter;
Wth faces fit for masks, or rather fairer
Than those for preservation cas'd or shame-
Made good the passage, cried to those that fled
"Qur Britain's harts die flying, not our nen.
To darkness fleet souls that fly backwards! Stand;
O we are Romans and will give you that,
Li ke beasts, which you shun beastly, and may save
But to | ook back in frown. Stand, stand!' These
t hr ee,
Three thousand confident, in act as many-
For three perforners are the file when al
The rest do nothing- with this word ' Stand,
stand!"’
Accommodat ed by the place, nore charm ng
Wth their own nobl eness, which could have turn'd
A distaff to a lance, gilded pal e | ooks,
Part shanme, part spirit renew d; that sone turn'd
cowar d
But by exanple- O a sin in war
Damm' d in the first beginners!- gan to | ook
The way that they did and to grin like lions
Upon the pikes o' th' hunters. Then began
A stop i' th' chaser, a retire; anon
A rout, confusion thick. Forthwith they fly,
Chi ckens, the way which they stoop'd eagl es;
sl aves,
The strides they victors made; and now our
cowar ds,
Li ke fragnments in hard voyages, becane
The life o' th' need. Having found the back-door
open
O the unguarded hearts, heavens, how t hey wound!
Sone slain before, sonme dying, sone their friends
O erborne i' th' former wave. Ten chas'd by one
Are now each one the slaughterman of twenty.
Those that would die or ere resist are grown
The nortal bugs o' th' field.
LORD. This was strange chance:
A narrow | ane, an old man, and two boys.
POSTHUMUS. Nay, do not wonder at it; you are nade
Rat her to wonder at the things you hear
Than to work any. WIIl you rhyne upon't,
And vent it for a nock'ry? Here is one:
"Two boys, an old man (twi ce a boy), a |ane,
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Preserv'd the Britons, was the Romans' bane.’
LORD. Nay, be not angry, sir.
POSTHUMUS. ' Lack, to what end?
Who dares not stand his foe I'll be his friend;
For if he'll do as he is nade to do,
| know he'll quickly fly ny friendship too.
You have put ne into rhyne.
LORD. Farewel|l; you're

angry. Exi t
POSTHUMUS. Still going? This is a lord! O noble
m sery,
To be i' th' field and ask 'VWhat news?' of ne!

To-day how many woul d have given their honours
To have sav'd their carcasses! took heel to do't,
And yet died too! I, in mne ow woe charnmd
Could not find death where | did hear him groan,
Nor feel himwhere he struck. Being an ugly

nonst er,

"Tis strange he hides himin fresh cups, soft
beds,

Sweet words; or hath noe mnisters than we

That draw his knives i' th' war. Well, | wll
find him

For being now a favourer to the Briton,

No nmore a Briton, | have resun d again

The part | cane in. Fight I will no nore,

But yield ne to the veriest hind that shal
Once touch ny shoul der. G eat the slaughter is
Here made by th' Roman; great the answer be
Britons nust take. For me, ny ransonis deat h;
On either side | cone to spend ny breath,

Whi ch neither here I'l|l keep nor bear again,
But end it by sonme neans for |nogen.

Enter two BRI TI SH CAPTAI NS and sol di ers

FI RST CAPTAIN. G eat Jupiter be prais'd! Lucius is
t aken.
"Tis thought the old man and his sons were angels.
SECOND CAPTAIN. There was a fourth man, in a silly
habi t,
That gave th' affront with them
FI RST CAPTAIN. So 'tis reported;
But none of 'em can be found. Stand! who's there?
POSTHUMUS. A Ronan,
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Who had not now been drooping here if seconds
Had answer'd him
SECOND CAPTAIN. Lay hands on him a dog!
A leg of Ronme shall not return to tel
What crows have peck'd them here. He brags his
servi ce,
As if he were of note. Bring himto th' King.

Ent er CYMBELI NE, BELARI US, GUI DERI US, ARVI RAGUS,
Pl SANI O, and Ronman
captives. The CAPTAINS present POSTHUMJS to
CYMBELI NE, who delivers
hi m over to a gaol er. Exeunt ommes
SCENE 1 V.
Britain. A prison

Ent er POSTHUMUS and two GAOLERS

FI RST GAOLER. You shall not now be stol'n, you have
| ocks upon you;
So graze as you find pasture.
SECOND GAOLER Ay, or a stomach.
Exeunt GAOLERS
POSTHUMJUS. Mbst wel cone, bondage! for thou art a
way,
| think, to liberty. Yet am| better
Than one that's sick o' th' gout, since he had
r at her
Groan so in perpetuity than be cur'd
By th' sure physician death, who is the key
T unbar these |ocks. My conscience, thou art
fetter'd
More than ny shanks and wists; you good gods,
give ne
The penitent instrunent to pick that bolt,
Then, free for ever! Is't enough I amsorry?
So children tenporal fathers do appease;
Gods are nore full of nmercy. Must | repent,
| cannot do it better than in gyves,
Desir'd nore than constrain'd. To satisfy,
If of ny freedom'tis the main part, take
No stricter render of nme than ny all.
| know you are nore clenent than vile nen,
Who of their broken debtors take a third,
A sixth, a tenth, letting themthrive again
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On their abatenent; that's not ny desire.
For Inogen's dear |ife take m ne; and though
"Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life; you coin'd it.
"Tween man and man they wei gh not every stanp;
Though |ight, take pieces for the figure's sake;
You rather mne, being yours. And so, great
pow r s,
If you will take this audit, take this |ife,
And cancel these cold bonds. O | nbgen!
"Il speak to thee in
si |l ence. [ SI eeps]

Solemn nmusic. Enter, as in an apparition,

SIClLIUS
LEONATUS, father to POSTHUMUS, an old man
attired
like a warrior; leading in his hand an
anci ent
matron, his WFE, and nother to POSTHUMJS,
Wi th
musi ¢ before them Then, after other nusic,
fol | ows
the two young LEONATI, brothers to
POSTHUMUS,
wi th wounds, as they died in the wars.
They circle POSTHUMUS round as he lies
sl eepi ng

SICILIUS. No nore, thou thunder-master, show

Thy spite on nortal flies.

Wth Mars fall out, with Juno chide,
That thy adulteries

Rat es and revenges.

Hat h nmy poor boy done aught but well,
Wose face | never saw?

| died whilst in the wonb he stay'd
Attendi ng nature's | aw,

Whose father then, as nen report
Thou or phans' father art,

Thou shoul dst have been, and shi el ded him
Fromthis earth-vexing smart.

MOTHER. Luci na I ent not nme her aid,

But took nme in ny throes,
That from ne was Post humus ri pp' d,
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Cane crying 'nongst his foes,
A thing of pity.

SICILIUS. Geat Nature like his ancestry
Moul ded the stuff so fair
That he deserv'd the praise o' th' world
As great Sicilius' heir.

FI RST BROTHER. When once he was mature for man,
In Britain where was he
That could stand up his parallel,
O fruitful object be
In eye of Inbgen, that best
Coul d deem his dignity?

MOTHER. Wth marriage wherefore was he nock'd,
To be exil'd and t hrown
From Leonati seat and cast
From her his dearest one,
Sweet | nogen?

SICILIUS. Wiy did you suffer |achino,
Slight thing of Italy,
To taint his nobler heart and brain
Wth needl ess jeal ousy,
And to becone the geck and scorn
O th' other's villainy?

SECOND BROTHER. For this fromstiller seats we cane,
Qur parents and us twain,
That, striking in our country's cause,
Fell bravely and were sl ain,
Qur fealty and Tenantius' right
Wth honour to maintain.

FI RST BROTHER. Li ke hardi nent Post hunus hat h
To Cynbeline performnd.
Then, Jupiter, thou king of gods,
Wy hast thou thus adjourn'd
The graces for his nmerits due,
Being all to dolours turn'd?

SICLIUS. Thy crystal w ndow ope; | ook out;

No | onger exercise
Upon a valiant race thy harsh
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And potent injuries.

MOTHER. Si nce, Jupiter, our son is good,

Take of f his m series.

SICLIUS. Peep through thy marbl e mansion.
cry

O we poor ghosts w ||

To th' shining synod of the rest

Agai nst thy deity.

BROTHERS. Hel p, Jupiter! or we appeal,
And fromthy justice fly.

Hel p!

JUPI TER descends-in thunder and |ightning,

sitting

upon an eagle. He throws a thunderbolt.

GHOSTS

fall on their knees

JUPI TER. No nore, you petty spirits of

The

regi on | ow,

O fend our hearing; hush! How dare you ghosts

Accuse the Thunderer whose bolt,

you know,

Sky-pl anted, batters all rebelling coasts?
Poor shadows of Elysium hence and rest

Upon your never-w thering banks of flow rs.

Be not with nortal accidents opprest:

No care of yours it is; you know 'tis ours.

Whom best | love | cross; to make ny gift,
The nore delay'd, delighted. Be content;

Your |ow1laid son our godhead wl |
Hs conforts thrive, his trials well
Qur Jovial star reign'd at his birth,

uplift;

Qur tenple was he nmarried. Ri se and fade!

He shall be lord of Lady I|nopgen,

And happi er nmuch by his affliction nade.

This tablet |lay upon his breast,

wher ei n
Qur pleasure his full fortune doth confi ne;

And so, away; no farther with your din

Express inpatience, |lest you stir

Mount, eagle, to ny pal ace
crystalline. [ Ascends]

SICILIUS. He cane in thunder; his celestial

up m ne.

Was sul pherous to snell; the holy eagle
Stoop'd as to foot us. Hi s ascension is

More sweet than our blest fields.
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Prunes the immortal wi ng, and cl oys his beak,
As when his god is pleas'd.
ALL. Thanks, Jupiter!
SICILIUS. The marbl e pavenent closes, he is enter'd
H s radiant roof. Away! and, to be blest,
Let us with care performhis great behest.
[ GHOSTS vani sh]

POSTHUMUS. [ Waki ng] Sl eep, thou has been a
grandsi re and begot

A father to ne; and thou hast created
A not her and two brothers. But, O scorn,
Gone! They went hence so soon as they were born.
And so | am awake. Poor wetches, that depend
On greatness' favour, dreamas | have done;
Wake and find nothing. But, alas, | swerve;
Many dream not to find, neither deserve,
And yet are steep'd in favours; so aml,
That have this gol den chance, and know not why.
What fairies haunt this ground? A book? Orare

one!

Be not, as is our fangled world, a garnent

Nobl er than that it covers. Let thy effects

So follow to be nost unlike our courtiers,

As good as prom se.

[ Reads] 'When as a lion's whelp shall, to hinself
unknown,

w t hout seeking find, and be enbrac'd by a piece
of tender air;

and when froma stately cedar shall be |opp'd
branches whi ch,

bei ng dead many years, shall after revive, be
jointed to the old

stock, and freshly grow, then shall Posthunus end
his m series,

Britain be fortunate and flourish in peace and
plenty."'

"Tis still a dream or else such stuff as madnen
Tongue, and brain not; either both or nothing,
O sensel ess speaking, or a speaking such

As sense cannot untie. Be what it is,

The action of ny life is like it, which

"Il keep, if but for synpathy.
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Re- ent er GAOLER

GAOLER. Conme, sir, are you ready for death?
POSTHUMUS. Over-roasted rather; ready |ong ago.
GAOLER Hanging is the word, sir; if you be ready
for that, you are
wel | cook' d.
POSTHUMUS. So, if | prove a good repast to the
spectators, the dish
pays the shot.
GAOLER A heavy reckoning for you, sir. But the
confort is, you
shall be called to no nore paynents, fear no nore
tavern bills,
whi ch are often the sadness of parting, as the
procuring of mrth.
You cone in faint for want of neat, depart
reeling with too much
drink; sorry that you have paid too nmuch, and
sorry that you are
paid too nuch; purse and brain both enpty; the
brain the heavier
for being too light, the purse too |ight, being
drawn of
heavi ness. O, of this contradiction you shall now
be quit. O the
charity of a penny cord! It suns up thousands in
atrice. You
have no true debitor and creditor but it; of
what's past, is, and
to cone, the discharge. Your neck, sir, is pen,
book, and
counters; so the acquittance foll ows.
POSTHUMUS. | amnerrier to die than thou art to
live.
GAOLER I ndeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the
t oot hache. But a
man that were to sleep your sleep, and a hangman
to help himto
bed, | think he would change places with his
of ficer; for |ook
you, sir, you know not which way you shall go.
POSTHUMUS. Yes indeed do I, fellow
GAOLER. Your death has eyes in's head, then; | have
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not seen him so
pictur'd. You nust either be directed by sone
t hat take upon them
to know, or to take upon yourself that which I am
sure you do not
know, or junp the after-inquiry on your own
peril. And how you

shall speed in your journey's end, | think you'll
never return to
tell one.

POSTHUMJUS. | tell thee, fellow, there are none want
eyes to direct
themthe way | am goi ng, but such as w nk and
will not use them
GACLER. What an infinite nock is this, that a man
shoul d have the
best use of eyes to see the way of blindness! |
am sure hangi ng's
the way of w nking.

Ent er a MESSENGER

MESSENGER. Knock off his manacl es; bring your
prisoner to the King.
POSTHUMUS. Thou bring' st good news: | amcall'd to
be made free.
GACLER. 1'Il be hang'd then.
POSTHUMJS. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler;
no bolts for the
dead. Exeunt POSTHUMJS
and NMESSENCER
GAOLER Unless a man would marry a gal |l ows and
beget young gi bbets,
| never saw one so prone. Yet, on ny conscience,
there are verier
knaves desire to live, for all he be a Ronman; and
t here be sone
of themtoo that die against their wlls; so

should I, if I were

one. | would we were all of one m nd, and one
m nd good. O there

wer e desol ati on of gaolers and gal |l owses! | speak
agai nst ny

present profit, but nmy wish hath a prefernent
in't. Exit
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SCENE V.
Britain. CYMBELINE' S tent

Ent er CYMBELI NE, BELARI US, GUI DERI US, ARVI RAGUS,
Pl SANI O, LORDS, OFFI CERS, and attendants

CYMBELI NE. Stand by ny side, you whomthe gods have
made
Preservers of my throne. Whe is ny heart
That the poor soldier that so richly fought,
Whose rags shanmi d gil ded arns, whose naked breast
Stepp' d before targes of proof, cannot be found.
He shall be happy that can find him if
Qur grace can make hi m so.
BELARI US. | never saw
Such noble fury in so poor a thing;
Such precious deeds in one that prom s'd nought
But beggary and poor | ooks.
CYMBELI NE. No tidings of hinP
Pl SANI O. He hath been search'd anong the dead and
l'iving,
But no trace of him
CYMBELINE. To ny grief, | am
The heir of his reward; [To BELARI US, GU DERI US,
and ARVI RAGUS]
which I will add
To you, the liver, heart, and brain, of Britain,
By whom | grant she lives. '"Tis now the tine
To ask of whence you are. Report it.
BELARI US. Sir,
In Canbria are we born, and gentl enen;
Further to boast were neither true nor nodest,
Unl ess | add we are honest.
CYMBELI NE. Bow your knees.
Arise ny knights o' th' battle; | create you
Conpani ons to our person, and wll fit you
Wth dignities becom ng your estates.

Ent er CORNELI US and LADI ES

There's business in these faces. Wiy so sadly
Greet you our victory? You | ook |ike Ronmans,
And not o' th' court of Britain.

CORNELI US. Hail, great King!
To sour your happiness | nust report
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The Queen i s dead.
CYMBELI NE. Who worse than a physici an
Wuld this report beconme? But | consider
By ned'cine'life nmay be prolong' d, yet death
W1l seize the doctor too. How ended she?
CORNELI US. Wth horror, madly dying, |like her life;
Wi ch, being cruel to the world, concl uded
Most cruel to herself. What she confess'd
I wll report, so please you; these her wonen
Can trip nme if | err, who with wet cheeks
Were present when she finish'd.
CYMBELI NE. Prithee say.
CORNELI US. First, she confess'd she never lov'd
you; only
Affected greatness got by you, not you;
Married your royalty, was wife to your place;
Abhorr'd your person.
CYMBELI NE. She al one knew this;
And but she spoke it dying, | would not
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed.
CORNELI US. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to
| ove
Wth such integrity, she did confess
Was as a scorpion to her sight; whose |ife,
But that her flight prevented it, she had
Ta'en of f by poi son.
CYMBELI NE. O nost delicate fiend!
Wio is't can read a wonman? |Is there nore?
CORNELI US. More, sir, and worse. She did confess
she had
For you a nortal mneral, which, being took,
Should by the mnute feed on life, and ling'ring,
By inches waste you. In which tinme she purpos'd,
By wat chi ng, weeping, tendance, kissing, to
O erconme you with her show, and in tine,
When she had fitted you with her craft, to work
Her son into th' adoption of the crown;
But failing of her end by his strange absence,
G ew shanel ess-desperate, open'd, in despite
O heaven and nen, her purposes, repented
The evils she hatch'd were not effected; so,
Despai ri ng, di ed.
CYMBELI NE. Heard you all this, her wonen?
LADY. We did, so please your Hi ghness.
CYMBELI NE. M ne eyes
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Were not in fault, for she was beautiful;

M ne ears, that heard her flattery; nor ny heart

That thought her |ike her seemng. It had been
Vi Ci ous

To have m strusted her; yet, O ny daughter!

That it was folly in nme thou mayst say,

And prove it in thy feeling. Heaven nend all!

Enter LUCIUS, | ACH MO, the SOOTHSAYER, and
ot her
Roman prisoners, guarded; POSTHUMJS behi nd, and
| MOGEN

Thou com st not, Caius, now for tribute; that
The Britons have raz'd out, though with the | oss
O many a bold one, whose kinsnmen have nmade suit
That their good souls may be appeas'd with
sl aught er
O you their captives, which ourself have granted;
So think of your estate.
LUCI US. Consider, sir, the chance of war. The day
Was yours by accident; had it gone with us,
We shoul d not, when the bl ood was cool, have
threaten'd
Qur prisoners with the sword. But since the gods
WIIl have it thus, that nothing but our |ives
May be call'd ransom let it cone. Sufficeth
A Roman wth a Roman's heart can suffer
Augustus lives to think on't; and so nuch
For my peculiar care. This one thing only
Il will entreat: ny boy, a Briton born,
Let himbe ransom d. Never naster had
A page so kind, so duteous, diligent,
So tender over his occasions, true,
So feat, so nurse-like; let his virtue join
Wth ny request, which I'll make bold your
H ghness
Cannot deny; he hath done no Briton harm
Though he have serv'd a Roman. Save him sir,
And spare no bl ood besi de.
CYMBELINE. | have surely seen him
Hs favour is famliar to ne. Boy,
Thou hast |ook'd thyself into ny grace,
And art mne own. | know not why, wherefore
To say 'Live, boy.' Ne'er thank thy master. Live;
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And ask of Cynbeline what boon thou wilt,
Fitting ny bounty and thy state, |I'll give it;
Yea, though thou do demand a pri soner,
The nobl est ta' en.
| MOGEN. | hunbly thank your Hi ghness.
LUCIUS. | do not bid thee beg ny life, good I|ad,
And yet | know thou wlt.
| MOGEN. No, no! Al ack,
There's other work in hand. | see a thing
Bitter to ne as death; your |ife, good master,
Must shuffle for itself.
LUCI US. The boy di sdai ns ne,
He | eaves ne, scorns ne. Briefly die their joys
That place themon the truth of girls and boys.
Why stands he so perpl ex' d?
CYMBELI NE. What woul dst thou, boy?
| love thee nore and nore; think nore and nore
What's best to ask. Know st himthou | ook' st on?
Speak,
WIlt have himlive? Is he thy kin? thy friend?
| MOGEN. He is a Roman, no nore kin to ne
Than | to your Hi ghness; who, being born your
vassal
Am sonet hi ng nearer.
CYMBELI NE. Wherefore ey' st himso?
I MOGEN. I'Il tell you, sir, in private, if you
pl ease
To give ne hearing.
CYMBELI NE. Ay, with all ny heart,
And | end ny best attention. Wiat's thy nanme?
| MOGEN. Fidele, sir.
CYMBELI NE. Thou'rt ny good youth, ny page;
"Il be thy master. Walk with nme; speak freely.
[ CYMBELI NE and | MOGEN
converse apart|]
BELARIUS. Is not this boy reviv'd from death?
ARVI RAGUS. One sand anot her
Not nore resenbles- that sweet rosy |ad
Who di ed and was Fidele. What think you?
@GUI DERI US. The sane dead thing alive.
BELARI US. Peace, peace! see further. He eyes us
not; forbear.
Creatures may be alike; were't he, | amsure
He woul d have spoke to us.
GUI DERI US. But we saw hi m dead.
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BELARIUS. Be silent; let's see further.
PISANI O [Aside] It is ny mstress.
Since she is living, let the time run on
To good or bad. [ CYMBELI NE and
| MOGEN advance]
CYMBELI NE. Cone, stand thou by our side;
Make thy demand al oud. [To IACHHMJ) Sir, step you
forth;
G ve answer to this boy, and do it freely,
O, by our greatness and the grace of it,
VWhi ch is our honour, bitter torture shal
Wnnow the truth fromfal sehood. On, speak to him
| MOGEN. My boon is that this gentlenman nay render
O whom he had this ring.
POSTHUMUS. [Aside] What's that to hinf
CYMBELI NE. That di anond upon your finger, say
How cane it yours?
| ACH MO, Thou'lt torture ne to | eave unspoken t hat
Whi ch to be spoke would torture thee.
CYMBELI NE. How? ne?
|ACHIMO. | amglad to be constrain'd to utter that
Which tornments ne to conceal. By villainy
| got this ring; 'twas Leonatus' jewel,
Whom t hou di dst bani sh; and- which nore may
grieve thee,
As it doth ne- a nobler sir ne'er liv'd
"Tw xt sky and ground. WIt thou hear nore, ny
| ord?
CYMBELI NE. All that belongs to this.
| ACHI MO. That paragon, thy daughter,
For whom ny heart drops blood and ny false spirits

Quail to renmenber- Gve ne |leave, | faint.
CYMBELI NE. My daughter? What of her? Renew thy
strengt h;

| had rather thou shouldst live while nature w il

Than die ere | hear nore. Strive, man, and speak.
| ACH MO, Upon a tine- unhappy was the clock

That struck the hour!- was in Ronme- accurs'd

The mansi on where!- '"twas at a feast- O would

Qur vi ands had been poison'd, or at | east

Those which | heav'd to head!- the good Posthunus-

What should |I say? he was too good to be

Where ill nmen were, and was the best of al

Anongst the rar'st of good ones- sitting sadly

Hearing us praise our loves of Italy
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For beauty that nmade barren the swell'd boast
O himthat best could speak; for feature, |amng
The shrine of Venus or straight-pight M nerva,
Postures beyond brief nature; for condition,
A shop of all the qualities that man
Loves woman for; besides that hook of w ving,
Fai rness which strikes the eye-

CYMBELINE. | stand on fire.
Conme to the matter.

| ACHHMO. All too soon | shall,
Unl ess thou woul dst grieve quickly. This

Post hunus,
Most |ike a noble lord in | ove and one
That had a royal |over, took his hint;
And not di spraising whomwe prais'd- therein
He was as cal mas virtue- he began
H s m stress' picture; which by his tongue being
made,

And then a mnd put in't, either our brags
Were crack'd of kitchen trulls, or his description
Prov'd us unspeaki ng sots.

CYMBELI NE. Nay, nay, to th' purpose.

| ACH MO. Your daughter's chastity- there it begins.
He spake of her as Dian had hot dreans
And she al one were cold; whereat |, wetch,
Made scruple of his praise, and wager'd with him
Pi eces of gold 'gainst this which then he wore
Upon his honour'd finger, to attain
In suit the place of's bed, and win this ring
By hers and mne adultery. He, true knight,
No | esser of her honour confident
Than | did truly find her, stakes this ring;
And woul d so, had it been a carbuncle
O Phoebus' wheel; and m ght so safely, had it
Been all the worth of's car. Away to Britain
Post | in this design. Well may you, sir,
Renenber ne at court, where | was taught
O your chaste daughter the wi de difference
"Tw xt anorous and vill ai nous. Being thus gquench'd
O hope, not longing, mne Italian brain
Gan in your duller Britain operate
Most vilely; for ny vantage, excellent;
And, to be brief, ny practice so prevail'd
That | return'd with sinular proof enough
To make the nobl e Leonatus nad,
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By wounding his belief in her renown

Wth tokens thus and thus; averring notes

O chanber - hangi ng, pictures, this her bracel et-
O cunning, how |l got it!- nay, some marks

O secret on her person, that he could not

But think her bond of chastity quite crack'd,

| having ta'en the forfeit. Wereupon-

Met hi nks | see hi m now

POSTHUMUS. [ Com ng forward] Ay, so thou dost,
Italian fiend! Ay ne, nost credul ous fool,

Egregi ous nurderer, thief, anything
That's due to all the villains past,
To cone! O give ne cord, or knife,
Some upright justicer! Thou, King,

For torturers ingenious. It is |

That all th' abhorred things o' th'

I n being,
or poi son,

send out

earth anend

By bei ng worse than they. | am Post hunus,

That kill'd thy daughter; villain-like, | lie-
That caus'd a lesser villain than nyself,

A sacrilegious thief, to do't. The tenple

O virtue was she; yea, and she herself.

Spit, and throw stones, cast mre upon ne, set
The dogs o' th' street to bay ne. Every villain

Be call'd Post hunus Leonatus, and

Be villainy less than 'twas! O | nogen!
My queen, ny life, my wife! O I npbgen

| nogen, | nogen!
| MOGEN. Peace, ny lord. Hear, hear!

POSTHUMJS. Shall's have a play of this? Thou

scor nful page,
There lies thy part.
She falls]
Pl SANI O. O gentl enen, hel p!

[ Strikes her.

M ne and your mistress! O ny |lord Posthunus!
You ne'er kill'd Inogen till now. Help, help!

M ne honour'd | ady!
CYMBELI NE. Does the world go round?

POSTHUMJS. How cones these staggers on ne?

Pl SANI OO Wake, ny m stress!

CYMBELINE. If this be so, the gods do nmean to

strike ne
To death with nortal joy.
Pl SANI OO How fares ny m stress?
| MOGEN. O, get thee fromny sight;

Thou gav' st ne poi son. Dangerous fellow, hence!
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Breat he not where princes are.

CYMBELI NE. The tune of | npgen!

Pl SANI O. Lady,
The gods throw stones of sul phur on ne, if
That box | gave you was not thought by ne
A precious thing! | had it fromthe Queen.

CYMBELI NE. New matter still?

| MOGEN. It poison'd ne.

CORNELI US. O gods!
| left out one thing which the Queen confess'd,
Whi ch nmust approve thee honest. 'If Pisanio
Have' said she 'given his mstress that confection
Which | gave himfor cordial, she is serv'd
As | would serve a rat.

CYMBELI NE. What's this, Cornelius?

CORNELI US. The Queen, sir, very oft inportun'd ne
To tenper poisons for her; still pretending
The satisfaction of her know edge only
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs,
O no esteem |, dreading that her purpose
Was of nore danger, did conpound for her
A certain stuff, which, being ta' en woul d cease
The present powr of life, but in short tine
Al offices of nature should again
Do their due functions. Have you ta'en of it?

| MOGEN. Mbst like I did, for I was dead.

BELARI US. My boys,
There was our error.

QU DERIUS. This is sure Fidele.

| MOGEN. Why did you throw your wedded | ady fromyou?
Thi nk that you are upon a rock, and now
Throw ne agai n.

[ Enbr aci ng hi nj

POSTHUMJUS. Hang there like fruit, ny soul,
Till the tree die!

CYMBELI NE. How now, ny flesh? ny chil d?
What, mek'st thou nme a dullard in this act?
WIlt thou not speak to ne?

| MOGEN. [ Kneeling] Your blessing, sir.

BELARI US. [ To GU DERI US and ARVI RAGUS] Though you

did love this
yout h, | blane ye not;

You had a notive for't.

CYMBELINE. My tears that fal
Prove holy water on thee! |npgen,
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Thy not her's dead.

| MOGEN. | amsorry for't, ny |lord.

CYMBELI NE. O she was naught, and long of her it was
That we neet here so strangely; but her son
I s gone, we know not how nor where.

PISANIO. My | ord,

Now fear is fromne, I'l|l speak troth. Lord
Cl ot en,
Upon ny lady's mssing, cane to ne
Wth his sword drawn, foamid at the nouth, and
swor e,
If | discover'd not which way she was gone,
It was ny instant death. By acci dent
| had a feigned letter of ny master's
Then in my pocket, which directed him
To seek her on the nountains near to MIford;
Where, in a frenzy, in ny nmaster's garnents,
Whi ch he enforc'd fromne, away he posts
Wth unchaste purpose, and with oath to violate
My | ady's honour. What becane of him
| further know not.

QU DERI US. Let nme end the story:
| slew himthere.

CYMBELI NE. Marry, the gods forfend!
| would not thy good deeds should fromny |ips
Pluck a hard sentence. Prithee, valiant youth,
Deny't agai n.

GUI DERI US. | have spoke it, and | did it.

CYMBELI NE. He was a pri nce.

QU DERIUS. A nost incivil one. The wongs he did ne
Wre not hing prince-like; for he did provoke ne
Wth | anguage that woul d make ne spurn the sea,
If it could so roar to ne. | cut off's head,
And amright glad he is not standing here
To tell this tale of m ne.

CYMBELINE. | am sorry for thee.

By thine own tongue thou art condemm'd, and nust
Endure our law. Thou'rt dead.

| MOGEN. That headl ess man
| thought had been ny |ord.

CYMBELI NE. Bi nd the of fender,

And take him from our presence.

BELARI US. Stay, sir King.

This man is better than the man he sl ew,
As wel | descended as thyself, and hath
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More of thee nerited than a band of C otens
Had ever scar for. [To the guard] Let his arns
al one;

They were not born for bondage.

CYMBELI NE. Wy, old soldier,
WIlt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for
By tasting of our wath? How of descent
As good as we?

ARVI RAGUS. In that he spake too far.

CYMBELI NE. And thou shalt die for't.

BELARIUS. W will die all three;
But | will prove that two on's are as good
As | have given out him M sons, | nust
For m ne own part unfold a dangerous speech,
Though haply well for you.

ARVI RAGUS. Your danger's ours.

QU DERI US. And our good his.

BELARI US. Have at it then by | eave!
Thou hadst, great King, a subject who
Was call'd Bel ari us.

CYMBELI NE. What of hinf? He is
A banish'd traitor.

BELARIUS. He it is that hath
Assumi d this age; indeed a banish'd man;
| know not how a traitor.

CYMBELI NE. Take hi m hence,
The whole world shall not save him

BELARI US. Not too hot.
First pay ne for the nursing of thy sons,
And let it be confiscate all, so soon
As | have receiv'd it.

CYMBELI NE. Nursing of ny sons?

BELARIUS. | amtoo blunt and saucy: here's ny knee.
Ere | arise | wll prefer ny sons;
Then spare not the old father. Mghty sir,
These two young gentlenen that call ne father,
And think they are ny sons, are none of m ne;
They are the issue of your loins, ny |iege,
And bl ood of your begetting.

CYMBELI NE. How? ny issue?

BELARI US. So sure as you your father's. |, old

Mor gan

Am t hat Bel ari us whom you soneti ne bani sh' d.
Your pleasure was ny nere offence, ny puni shnent
Itself, and all ny treason; that | suffer'd
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Was all the harm | did. These gentle princes-
For such and so they are- these twenty years
Have | train'd up; those arts they have as
Could put into them M breeding was, sir, as
Your Hi ghness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile,
Whom for the theft | wedded, stole these children
Upon ny bani shnent; | nov'd her to't,
Havi ng receiv'd the puni shnent before
For that which I did then. Beaten for |oyalty
Excited ne to treason. Their dear | oss,
The nore of you 'twas felt, the nore it shap'd
Unto ny end of stealing them But, gracious sir,
Here are your sons again, and | nust |ose
Two of the sweet'st conpanions in the world.
The benediction of these covering heavens
Fall on their heads |ike dew for they are worthy
To inlay heaven with stars.

CYMBELI NE. Thou weep' st and speak' st.
The service that you three have done is nore
Unli ke than this thou tell'st. | lost ny children.
I f these be they, | know not how to w sh
A pair of worthier sons.

BELARI US. Be pl eas'd awhil e.
This gentl eman, whom | call Pol ydore,
Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Cuiderius;
This gentl eman, ny Cadwal , Arviragus,
Your younger princely son; he, sir, was lapp'd
In a nost curious mantle, wought by th' hand
O his queen nother, which for nore probation
| can with ease produce.

CYMBELI NE. Cui derius had
Upon his neck a nole, a sanguine star,
It was a mark of wonder.

BELARI US. This is he,
Who hath upon himstill that natural stanp.
It was wi se nature's end in the donation,
To be his evidence now.

CYMBELINE. O what am|1?
A nother to the birth of three? Ne'er nother
Rejoic'd deliverance nore. Blest pray you be,
That, after this strange starting fromyour orbs,
You may reign in them now O |Inopgen,
Thou hast lost by this a kingdom

| MOGEN. No, ny |ord;
| have got two worlds by't. O ny gentle brothers,
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Have we thus net? O never say hereafter

But | amtruest speaker! You call'd ne brother,

When | was but your sister: | you brothers,

When we were so indeed.

CYMBELINE. Did you e'er neet?
ARVI RAGUS. Ay, ny good |ord.
GUI DERIUS. And at first neeting |ov'd,

Continu'd so until we thought he died.
CORNELI US. By the Queen's dram she swal | ow d.
CYMBELINE. Orare instinct!

When shall | hear all through? This fierce

abri dgnent

Hath to it circunstantial branches, which

Di stinction should be rich in. Were? howliv'd

you?

And when cane you to serve our Roman captive?

How parted with your brothers? how first net thenf

Wiy fled you fromthe court? and whither? These,

And your three notives to the battle, with

| know not how much nore, should be demanded,

And all the other by-dependences,

From chance to chance; but nor the tinme nor place

WIIl serve our long interrogatories. See,

Post hunmus anchors upon | nogen;

And she, like harm ess lightning, throws her eye

On him her brothers, nme, her master, hitting

Each object with a joy; the counterchange

Is severally in all. Let's quit this ground,

And snoke the tenple with our sacrifices.

[ To BELARIUS] Thou art ny brother; so we'll hold

t hee ever.
| MOGEN. You are ny father too, and did relieve ne
To see this graci ous season.
CYMBELINE. All o'erjoy'd

Save these in bonds. Let them be joyful too,

For they shall taste our confort.
| MOGEN. My good nmaster,

Il wll yet do you service.

LUCI US. Happy be you!
CYMBELI NE. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly
f ought,
He woul d have well becomid this place and grac'd
The thanki ngs of a king.
POSTHUMUS. | am sir,
The soldier that did conpany these three
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In poor beseeming; 'twas a fitment for
The purpose | then follow d. That | was he,
Speak, lachino. | had you down, and m ght
Have nmade you fi ni sh.
| ACH MO. [Kneeling] | am down agai n;
But now ny heavy consci ence sinks ny knee,
As then your force did. Take that |ife, beseech
you,
VWhich | so often owe; but your ring first,
And here the bracelet of the truest princess
That ever swore her faith.
POSTHUMUS. Kneel not to ne.
The pow r that | have on you is to spare you;
The malice towards you to forgive you. Live,
And deal with others better.
CYMBELI NE. Nobly doom d!
We'll [earn our freeness of a son-in-I|aw
Pardon's the word to all.
ARVI RAGUS. You hol p us, sir,
As you did nean i ndeed to be our brother;
Joy'd are we that you are.
POSTHUMUS. Your servant, Princes. Good ny |lord of
Rone,
Call forth your soothsayer. As | slept, nethought
G eat Jupiter, upon his eagle back'd,
Appear'd to ne, with other spritely shows
O m ne own kindred. When | wak'd, | found
This | abel on ny bosom whose contai ni ng
Is so fromsense in hardness that | can
Make no col lection of it. Let him show
H's skill in the construction.
LUCI US. Phi | ar nonus!
SOOTHSAYER. Here, my good | ord.
LUCI US. Read, and decl are the neani ng.
SOOTHSAYER. [ Reads] 'Wien as a lion's whelp shall,
to hinself
unknown, w thout seeking find, and be enbrac'd by
a piece of tender air; and when froma stately
cedar shall
be | opp'd branches which, being dead many years,
shal |
after revive, be jointed to the old stock, and
freshly grow
t hen shall Posthunus end his mseries, Britain be
fortunate
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and flourish in peace and plenty.'

Thou, Leonatus, art the |lion's whel p;

The fit and apt construction of thy nane,
Bei ng Leo-natus, doth inport so nuch.

[ To CYMBELI NE] The piece of tender air, thy

vi rtuous daughter,

VWhich we call 'nollis aer,' and 'nollis aer'
W termit "nulier'; which "mulier’ | divine
Is this npost constant wife, who even now
Answering the letter of the oracle,

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp' d about
Wth this nost tender air.

CYMBELI NE. This hath sone seeni ng.

SOOTHSAYER. The lofty cedar, royal Cynbeline,
Personates thee; and thy | opp'd branches point
Thy two sons forth, who, by Belarius stol'n,
For many years thought dead, are now reviv'd,
To the majestic cedar join'd, whose issue
Prom ses Britain peace and pl enty.

CYMBELI NE. Wel I,

My peace we will begin. And, Caius Lucius,

Al t hough the victor, we submt to Caesar

And to the Ronman enpire, prom sing

To pay our wonted tribute, fromthe which

W were di ssuaded by our w cked queen,

Whom heavens in justice, both on her and hers,
Have | ai d nost heavy hand.

SOOTHSAYER. The fingers of the pow rs above do tune
The harnmony of this peace. The vision
Whi ch | made known to Lucius ere the stroke
O yet this scarce-cold battle, at this instant
Is full acconplish'd; for the Roman eagl e,

From south to west on wing soaring aloft,
Lessen'd herself and in the beans o' th' sun

So vani sh'd; which foreshow d our princely eagle,
Th' i nperi al Caesar, Caesar, should again unite
Hi s favour with the radi ant Cynbeli ne,

Wi ch shines here in the west.

CYMBELI NE. Laud we the gods;

And | et our crooked snokes clinb to their nostrils
From our bless'd altars. Publish we this peace

To all our subjects. Set we forward; |et

A Roman and a British ensign wave

Friendly together. So through Lud's Town march;
And in the tenple of great Jupiter
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Qur peace we'll ratify; seal it with feasts.

Set on there! Never was a war did cease,

Ere bl oody hands were wash'd, with such a
peace. Exeunt

2 i Renascence Editions
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