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ACT V.. SCENEBE L
: A Camp.
Enter Baftard, Regan, Gentlemen, and Soldiers.

BAsTARD:

NOW of the duke, if his laft purpofe hold ;
Or whether fince he is advis’d by aught

To change the courfe ? he’s full of alteration,

And felf-reproving : bring his conftant pleafure.
Reg. Our fifter’s man is certainly mifcarry’d.
Bajt. *Tis to be doubted, madam.

Reg. Now, fweet lord,

You know the goodnefs I intend upon you:

Tell me, but truly, but then {peak the truth,

Do you not love my fifter ?

Bajt. In honour’d love. ;
Reg. But have you never found my brother’s way

To the fore-fended place?

Bafl. No, by mine honour.
Reg. 1 never fhall endure her: dear my lord,

Be not familiar with her.

Baf?. Fear not; fhe and the duke her hufband —

Enter Albany, Gonerill, and Soldiers.

Alb. Our very loving fifter, well be met. —
Sir, this I heard, the king is come to his daughter
With others, whom the rigour of our ftate
Forc’d to cry out. Where I could not be honeft
I never yet was valiant: for this bufinefs,

It toucheth us as France invades our land,
Not holds to th’ king, with others, whom, I fear,

Moft juft and heavy caufes make oppofe.
Reg.




