THE WINTERS TALE. 547
And, gafping to begin fome {peech, her eyes

Became two {pouts: the fury {pent, anon

Did this break from her. Good Ansigonus,

Since fate, againft thy better difpofition,

Hath made thy perfon for the thrower-out

Of my poor babe, according to thine oath,

Places remote enough are in Bithynia,

There weep, and leave-it crying ; and, for the babe

Is counted loft for ever, Perdita,

I pr'ythee, call’t: for this ungentle bufinefs

Put on thee by my lord, thou ne’er fhalt fee

Thy wife Paulina more. And fo, with fhrieks,

She melted into air. Affrighted much,

I did in time colle& myfelf, and thought

This was {o, and no {lumber: dreams are toys;

Yet, for this once, yea, {fuperftitioudly, :

I will be {quar’d by this. 1 do believe,

Elormione hath fuffer’d death; and that

Apollo would, this being indeed the iffue

Of king Polixenes, it thould here be lay’d,

Either for life or death, upon the earth

Of its right father. Bloffom, fpeed thee well! :
[laying down the child.

There lie ; and there thy character: there thefe;

Which may, if fortune pleafe, both breed thee, pretty one,

And fill reft thine. The ftorm begins: poor wretch,

That, for thy mother’s fault, “art thus expos’d

To lofs, and what may follow! Weep I cannot,

But my heart bleeds : and moft accurs’d am I

To be by oath enjoin’d to this. Farewel!

The day frowns more and more ; thou art like to have

A lullaby too rough: I never {faw

The heav’ns fo dim by day. A favage clamour ?

Well may I get aboard ! this is the chafe;

I am gone for ever. [EXZZ‘ pwﬁzec[ 5_)1 a bear,
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