CYMBELTIN E.

Pojt. 1 do believe,
(Statift though I am none, nor like to be,)
That this will prove a war ; and you fhall hear
The legions now in Gallia, {ooner landed
In our not-fearing Britain, than have tidings
Of any penny tribute pay’d. - Our countrymen
Are men more order’d than when Fw/ius Cefar
Smil’d at their lack of fkill, but found their courage
Worthy his frowning at: their difcipline
Now mingled with their courages, will make known
To their approvers, they are people {fuch
As mend upon the world.

SSCENE +VE

Ewnter Iachimo.

Phil. See! Iachimo!

Pojt. Sure, the {wift harts have pofted you by land 3
And winds of all the corners kifs’d your fails,
To make your veflel nimble.

Phil. Welcome, fir.

Poft. 1 hope, the briefnefs of your anfwer made
The {peedinefs of your return.

lach. Your lady
Is of the faireft I €’er look’d upon.

Poff. And, therewithal, the beft; or let her beauty
Look through a cafement to allure falfe hearts,
And be falfe with them:.

Iach. Here are letters for you.

Poff. Their tenour good, I truft.

lach. *Tis very like.

Poff. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court,
When you were there?

Iach. He was expe@ted then,
But was not yet approach’d.

Poft. All is well yet. —
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