THE WINTERS TALE

From him that has moft caufe to grieve it thould be,
She’s an adult’refs.

Her. Should a villain fay fo,
The moft replenifh’d villain in the world,
. He were as much more villain: you, my lord,
Do but miftake.

Leo. You have miftook, my lady,
Polisenes for Leontes. O thou thing!
Which T’ll not call a creature of thy place,
Left barbarifm, making me the precedent,
Should a like language ufe to all degrees,
And mannerly diftinguithment leave out
Betwixt the prince and beggar. I have faid,
She’s an adult’refs ; I have faid with whom :
More, fhe’s a traitor ; and Camillo is
A federary with her, one that knows
What {he {hould be atham’d to know herfelf,
But with her moft vile principal ; that the’s
A bed-fwerver, even as bad as thofe
The vulgar give bold’{t titles ; ay, and privy
To this their late efcape.

Her. No, by my life,
Privy to none of this: how will this grieve you,
When you fhall come to clearer knowledge, that
You thus have publifh’d me? gentle my lord,
You {carce can right me throughly then, to fay
You did miftake.

Leo. No, if I do miftake
In thofe foundations which I build upon,
The centre is not big enough to bear
A {choolboy’s top. Away with her to prifon :
He who fhall {peak for her, is far off guilty
In that he {peaks.

Her. There’s fome ill planet reigns;
I muft be patient, till the heavens look
With afpe& of more favour. Good my lords,
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