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And on the gates of Lud’s town fet your heads
Yield, mountaineer. [Exeunt, fighting,
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Reenter Bellarius, and Arviragus,

Bel. No company’s abroad.

Arv. None in the world: you did miftake him, fure.
Bel. 1 cannot tell: long is it fince I faw him,
But time hath nothing blurr’d thofe lines of favour,

Which then he wore ; the fnatches in his voice,
And burft of {peaking, were as his: I’'m abfolute,
“T'was very Cloten.
Arwv. In this place we left them ;
I with my brother make good time with him,
You fay he is fo fell.
Bel. Being {carce made up,
I mean, to man, he had not apprehenfion
Of daring terrours ; for defe& of judgment
Is oft the cure of fear. But fee, thy brother,

Reenter Guiderius, with Cloten’s head.

Guid. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purfe,
There was no money in’t: not Hercules:
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had none:
Yet I not doing this, the fool had born
My head, as I do his.
Be/. What haft thou done?
Guid. I'm perfe& what; cut off one Clozer’s head,
Son to the queen, after his own report,
Who call’d me traitor, mountaineer; and fwore
With his own fingle hand he’d take us in,
Difplace our heads, where, thanks to th’ gods, they grow,
And fet them on Lud’s town. :
Bel, We're all undone!
Guid. Why, worthy father, what have we to lofe,
But



