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ACT IV. SCENE I

Enter Time as Chorus.

T i1ME,

THAT pleafe fome, try all, both joy and terrour
E Of good and bad, that make and unfold errour,
Now take upon me, in the name of time,
To ufe my wings. Impute it not a crime
To me, or my {wift paffage, that I {lide
O’er fixteen years, and leave the growth untry’d
Of that wide gap; fince it is in my power
To o’erthrow law, and in one felf-born hour
To plant and o’erwhelm cuftom: let me pafs
The fame I am, ere ancient’ft order was,
Or what is now receiv’d. I witnefs to
The times that brought them in, fo fhall I do
To th’ frefheft things now reigning, and make ftale
The gliftering of this prefent, as my tale
Now {eems to it. Your patience this allowing,
I turn my glafs, and give my {fcene fuch growing
As you had {lept between. Leontes leaving
'Th’ effects of his fond jealoufies, fo grieving
That he fhuts up himfelf; imagine me,
Gentle {petators, that I now may be
In fair Bithynia, and remember well,
‘There is a {fon o’th’ kings, whom Florizel
I now name to you, and with {peed fo pace
‘Lo {peak of Perdita, now grown in grace
Equal with wond’ring : what of her enfues
I lift not prophefy : but let time’s news
Be known when ’tis brought forth. A fhepherd’s daughter,
And what to her adheres, which follows after,
Is



