CYMBELTINE
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Cymbeline’s Zent,

Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pifanio,
and Lords.

Cym. STA ND by my fide, you whom the gods have made

) Prefervers of my throne. Wo is my heart,

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid,
But took me in my throes,
That from me my Pofthumus rip’d,
Came crying ’mong’ft his foes,
A thing of pity !
Sici. Great nature, like his anceftry,
Moulded the ftuff fo fair,
That he deferv’d the praife o’th’world,
As great Sicilius’ heir.
1 Ero. When once he was mature for man,
In Britain where was he
That could ftand up his parallel,
Or rival object be
In eye of Imogen, that beft
Could deem his dignity ?
Moth. With marriage therefore was he mock’d
To be exil’d, and thrown
From Leonatus’ feat, and caft
From her his deareft one:
Sweet Imogen ! :
Sici, Why did you fuffer Tachimo,
Slight thing of Italy,
To taint his noble neart and brain
With needlefs jealoufy,
And to become the geck and fcorn
O’th’other’s villany ?
2, Bro. For this, from ftiller {eats we came,
Our parents, and us twain,
That, ftriking in our country’s caufe,
Fell bravely and were {lain,
Our fealty and Zenantius’ right,
W ith honour to maintain.
1 Bro. Like hardiment Poffhumus hath
To Cymbeline perform’d : -
Then, Fupiter, thou king of gods,
W hy haft thou thus a djourn’d
The graces for his merits due,
Being all to dolours turn’d ?
Sici. 'Thy cryftal window ope ; look out;
No longer exercife,
Upon a valiant race, thy harfh
And potent injuries.
Moth. Since, Fupiter, our fon is good,
Take off his miferies.
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