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The baitle continues; the Britons fly, Cymbeline 7s zakens then enter
to bis refcue, Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. ’

Bel. Stand, ftand| we have th’ advantage of the ground ;
That lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but
The villany of our fears.

Guid. Arv. Stand, ftand, and fight!
Enter Pofthumus, and feconds the Britons. They re/cue Cymbeline,

and exeunt.

Then enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen.

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and fave thyfelf:
For friends kill friends, and the diforder’s {fuch
As war were hoodwink’d.
Lach. *'Tis their frefh fupplies.
Luc. It is a day turn’d ftrangely. Or betimes
Let’s reenforce, or fly. [ Exeunt.

S G E N E 11.
Another part of the Field of Battle.

Enter Pofthumus, and o Britith Lord..

Lord. &£ XAM'ST thou from where they made the ftand ?
. Poje Tyl

Though you it {feems came from the fliers.

Lord. 1 did.

Poft. No blame be to you, fir; for all was loft,
But that the heavens fought: the king himfelf
Of his wings deftitute, the army broken,
And but the backs of Britain {cen ; all flying
Through a firait lane, the enemy full-hearted,
Lolling the tongue with flaught’ring, having work
More plentiful than tools to do’t, firuck down
Some mortally, {ome {lightly touch’d, fome falling

Merely




