CYMBELIN E.

Imo0. Let me hear no more.
. Jach. O deareft {foul | your caufe doth flrike my heart
With pity, that doth make me fick, A lady
So fair, and faften’d to an empery
Would make the great’ft king double, to be partner’d
With tomboys, hir'd with that felf exhibition
Which your own coffers yield ! with difeas’d ventures
That play with all infirmities for gold,
Which rottennefs lends nature! fuch boil’d ftuff
As well might poifon poifon! Be reveng’d,
Or fhe that bore you was no queen, and you
Recoil from your great ftock.
Imo. Reveng'd! alas!
How fhould I be reveng’d, if this be true?
As I have fuch a heart, that both mine ears
Muft not in hafte abufe : if it be true,
How fhall I be reveng’d ?
lach. Should he make me
Live like Diana’s prieftefs, *twixt cold theets? ;
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps
In your defpite, upon your purfe? revenge it!
I dedicate myfelf to your fweet pleafure,
More noble than that runagate to your bed,
And will continue faft to your affection,
Still clofe as fure.
Imo. What ho, Pifanio!
{ach. Let me my fervice tender on your lips.
Imo. Away! T do condemn mine ears, that have
So long attended thee: if thou wert honourable,
Thou wouldft have told this tale for virtue, not
For {uch an end thou feek’ft, as bafe as ftrange:
Thou wrong’ft a gentleman, who is as far
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and
Solicit’ft here a lady, that difdains
Thee, and the devil alike. — What ho, Pifanio ! —
The king my father fhall be made acquainted
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