CY¥YMBELINE

The feeptre, learning, phyfick, i

Al follow thee, and come to duf?.

Guid. Fear 7o more the Zngmiﬂg—ﬂa/ﬁ.
Arv. Nor th’ all dreaded thunder—flone.

Guid. Fear no flander, cenfure rafb.
Arv. Thou haft finifl’d joy and moan.

Both. Al lovers young, all lovers muf?t
Confign to theey, and come to du/?.

Guid. No exorcifer barm thee !

Arv, And no witcheraft charm thee !

Guid. Ghoft unlay'd jorbear thee !

Arv. WNothing ill come near thee!

Both. Quier confummation have
Unremoved be thy grave !

Enter Bellarius, with the body of Cloten.

Guid. We've done our obfequies: come, lay him down.
Bel. Here’s a few flow’rs, but about midnight more ;

The herbs that have on them cold dew o’ th’ night

Are ftrewings fitt’ft for graves. — Upon the face ; —

You were as flow’rs, now wither’d; even fo

Thefe herbelets thall, which we upon you ftrow. —

Come on, away; apart upon our knees.

‘The ground that gave them firft has them again :,

‘Their pleafure here is paft, fo is their pain. [ Exeunt.

5 G E N BEXs¥T

Imogen awakes.

Yes, fir, to Milford-Haven, which is the way P —
I thank you. — By yon bufh? — Pray, how far thither ? —
"Ods pittikins! can it be fix mile yet P —
I've gone all night: —’faith, I’ll lie down and {leep.
But, foft! no bedfellow: —o gods, and goddefles!
[ feeing the bod)y.

The flow’rs are like the pleafures of the world ;
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