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Pau. Let him that makes but trifles of his eyes
Firft hand me: on mine own accord I'll off,
But, firft, I'll do my errand. The good queen,
For fhe is good, hath broughL you forth a daughtcx,
Here 'tis; commends it to your blefling. [/aying down the child,
Leo. Out!
A mankind witch! hence with her out o’ door :
A moft intelligencing bawd.
Pau. Not {o;
I am as ignorant in that as you,
In {o entit’ling me; and no lefs honeft
Than you are mad ; which is enough, I'll warrant,
As this world goes, to pafs for honeft.
Leo. Traitors !
Will you not pufh her out? give her the baftard. [#0 Ant.
Thou, dotard thou art woman-tyr’d, unroofted
By thy dame Partler here.. Take up the baftard ;
Take’t up, I fay; give’t to thy croan.
Pau. For ever
Unvenerable be thy hands, 'if thou
Tak’ft up the princefs, by that forced bafenefs
Which he has put upon’t!
Leo. He dreads his wife.
Pau. So I would you did! then, ’twere paPc all doubt,
You’d call your children yours.
Leo. A neft of traitors !
Ant. I am none, by this good light.
Pau. Nor I; nor any,
But one, that’s here; and that’s himfelf. For he,
The facred honour of himfelf, his queen’s,
His hopeful {on’s, his babe’s, betrays to {lander,
Whofe fting is {harper than the {word’s ; and will not
(For, as the cafe now ftands, it is a curfe |
He cannot be compell’d to’t) once remove |
The root of his opinion, which is rotten,
As ever oak, or ftone, was found.

Leo.



