CYMBELIN E.

Save that Euriphile muft be Fidele.
Guid. Cadwal,
I cannot fing: T'll weep, and word it with thee
For notes of forrow, out of tune, are worfe
Than priefts and fanes that lie.
Arv. We'll {peak it then.
Bel. Great griefs, I fee, med’cine the lefs: for Cloten
Is quite forgot. He was a queen’s fon, boys,
And, though he came our enemy, remember
He has pay’d for that: the mean and mighty rotting
Tooether have one duft; yet reverence
(The angel of the world,) doth make diftinction
Of place “twixt high and low. Our foe was princely ;
And though you took his life, as being our foe,
Yet bury him as a prince.
Guid. Pray, fetch him hither.
Therfites’ body is as good as Ajax’
When neither are alive.
Aro. If you'll go fetch him,
We'll fay our fong the whilft, — Brother, begin. [Ewiz Bellarius.
Guid. Nay, Cadwal, we muft lay his head to th’ eaft ;
My father hath a reafon for’t.
Arv. *'Tis true.
Guid. Come on then, and remove him.
Arv. So, begin.

Song..

Guid. Fear no more the heat 6 th’ fun,
Nor the furious winter’s rages;

Thow thy worldly taft hajt done,
Home art goney and ta en thy wages.

Golden lads and girls all muf?,

As chimneyfweepers, come to duf?.

Arv. Fear no more the frown o th’ greaty
Thou art paft the tyrant’s firoke ;

Care no more to clothe and eat 5

To thee the reed is as the oak :
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