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Mutft I receive ? whofe every word deferves

To tafte of thy moft worft. Thy tyranny,
Together working with thy jealoufies,

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle
For girls of nine, o! think what they have done,
And then run mad indeed ; ftark mad; for all
Thy by-gone fooleries were but {pices of it.

That thou betray’dft Polixenes, 'twas nothing ;
That did but thow thee of a foul inconftant

And damnable ingrateful : nor was’t much,
Thou would’ft have poifon’d good Casmillo’s honour,
To have him kill a king: poor trefpaffes,

More monftrous ftanding by ; whereof I reckon
The cafting forth to crows thy baby-daughter,
To be, or none, or little ; though a devil

Would have fthed water out of fire, ere don’t:
Nor is’t directly lay’d to thee, the death

Of the young prince, whofe honourable thoughts
(Thoughts high for one fo tender) cleft the heart
That could conceive a grofs and foolith fire
Blemifh’d his gracious dam: this is not, no, -
Lay’d to thy anfwer ; but the laft, o, lords,
When I have faid, cry, wo! the queen, the queen,
"The {weeteft creature’s dead ; and vengeance for’t
Not drop’d down yet.

Lord. The higher powers forbid !

Pau. 1 fay, fhe’s dead: I'll fwear’t: if word, nor oath
Prevail not, go and fee: if you can bring
Tin&ure or luftre in her lip, her eye,

Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll ferve you
As I would do the gods. But, o thou tyrant!
Do not repent thefe things, for they are heavier
Than all thy vows can ftir: therefore betake thee
'To nothing but defpair. A thoufand knees,

Ten thoufand years together, naked, fafting,
Upon a barren mountain, and fill winter
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