198 CYMBELINE

I'll take the better care; but if you will not,
The hazard therefore due fall on me by
The hands of Romans!
Arv. So fay I; amen!
Bel. No reafon I, fince of your lives you fet
So {light a valuation, fhould referve
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, boys.
If in your country wars you chance to die,
That is my bed too, lads, and there I'll lie.
Lead, lead.—The time feems long, their blood thinks fcorn, [afide.
Till it fly out, and fhow them princes born. [ Exeunt.
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A C L.\, SCENE I
A Field between the Britith and Roman Camps.
Enter Polthumus wizh a bloody bmzdéercﬁz'ef-.

PosTuHUuMUS.

\/ EA, bloody cloth, T'll keep thee; for I wifh’d

# Thou fhouldft be colour’d thus. You married ones,
If each of you would take this courfe, how many
Muft murder wives much better than themfelves

For wrying but a little? — O Pifanio /

Every good fervant does not all commands

No bond, but to do juft ones. —Gods! if you
Should have t2’en vengeance on my faults, I never
Had liv'd to put on this; fo had you faved

The noble Imogen to repent, and ftruck

Me, wretch, more worth.your vengeance. But, alack
You fnatch {fome hence for little faults; that’s love
To have them fall no more: you fome permit

To {econd ills with ills, each worfe than other,

And make them dreaded, to the doers’ thrift.

But Imogen’s your own: do your beft wills,
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