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Ant. 1 {wear to do this; though a prefent death
Had been more merciful. Come on, poor babe;
Some powerful {pirit inftru& the kites, and ravens,
To be thy nurfes! Wolves and bears, they fay,
(Cafting their favagenefs afide) have done |
Like offices of pity. Sir, be profperous
In more than this deed does require! and blefling, 1
Againft this cruelty, fight on thy fide,

Poor thing, condemn’d to lofs! [ Exit with the child,

Leo. Noj; I'll not rear
Another’s iffue.

Enter a Me[fenger.
Meff. Pleafe your highnefs, pofts,

From thofe you fent to th’ oracle, are come
An hour fince. Cleomines and Dion, .
Being well arriv’d from Delphos, are both landed,
Hafting to th’ court. |
Lord. So pleafe you, fir, their {peed
Hath been beyond account.
Leo. Twenty three days
They have been abfent: this good {peed foretels
The great Apollo fuddenly will have
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, lords,
Summon a feflion, that we may arraign
Our moft difloyal lady ; for, as fthe hath
Been publickly accus’d, fo fhall fhe have
A juft and open trial. While fhe lives,
My heart will be a burden to me. Leave me,

And think upon my bidding.

[ Exeunt feverally.




