THE WINTERS TALE,

At each his needlefs heavings, fuch as you
Nourith the caufe of his awaking: I

Do come with words, as medicinal, as true;
Honeft as cither, to purge him of that humour
That prefles him from {leep.

Leo. What noife there, ho?

Pau. No noife, my lord, but needful conference,
About fome goflips for your highnefs.

Leo. How?

Away with that audacious lady. Auzigonus,
I charg’d thee that fhe fhould not come about me:
I knew, fhe would. :
Apnz. 1 told her fo, my lord,
On your difpleafure’s peril, and on mine,
She fhould not vifit you.

Leo. What? canft not rule her?

Pau. From all dithonefty he can; in this,
(Unlefs he take the courfe that you have done,
Commit me, for committing honour,) truft me,
He fhall not rule me.

Ant. Lo-you now, you hear:

When {he will take the rein, I let her runj
But {he’ll not ftumble.

Pau. Good my liege, I come—
And, T befeech you, hear me, who profefs
Myfelf your loyal {ervant, your phyfician,
Your moft obedient counfellor; yet that dares
Lefs appear {o, in comforting your evils,
Than {uch as moft feem yours. I fay, I come .
From your good queen.

Leo. Good queen !

Pau. Good queen, my lord,
Good queen, I fay, good queen ;
And would by combat make her good, fo were I
A man, the worft about you.

L.¢o. Force her hence.
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