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At all acknowledge. For Polixenes,
With whom I am accus’d, I do confefs,
I lov’d him, as in honour he requir’d ;
With fuch a kind of love, as might become
A lady like me; with a love, even fuch,
So, and no other, as yourfelf commanded :
Which not to have done, I think, had been in me
Both difobedience and ingratitude
To you, and towards your {riend ; whofe love had {poke;
Even fince it could {peak, from an infant, freely,
That it was yours. Now, for confpiracy,
I know not how it taftes, though it be difh’d
For me to try how ; all I know of it,
Is, that Camillo was an honeft man;
And why he left your court, the gods themfelves,
Wotting no more than I, are ignorant.
Leo. You knew of his departure, as you know
What you have underta’en to do in’s abfence.
Her. Sir, :
You {peak a language that I underftand not:
My life ftands in the level of your dreams,,
Which I'll lay down.
Leo. Your adtions are my dreams..
You had a baftard by Polixenes,
And I but dream’d it: as you are paft all thame;
(Thofe of your fac are) fo youre paft all truth ;
Which to deny, concerns more than avails :
For as thy brat’s caft out, like to itfelf,
No father owning it, (which is, indeed,
More criminal in thee than it) {o.thou
Shalt feel our juftice; in whofe eafieft paffage:
Look for no lefs than death.
Her. Sir, {pare your threats ;
The bug, which you would fright we with, I feek :
To me can life be no commodity ;

‘The crown and comfert of my life, your favour,
Ido



