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Caft thoufand beams upon me, like the fun ?
They promis’d me eternal happinefs,
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel
I am not worthy yet to wear: I fhall,
Afluredly.
Grif. T am moft joyful, madam, fuch good dreams
Poflefs your fancy.
Cath. Bid the mufick leave,

“Tis harfh and heavy to me. [mufick ceafes.
Pat. Do you note [afide to Griffith.

How much her grace is alter’d on the fudden ?
How long her face is drawn ? how pale fhe looks,
And of an earthly cold ? obferve her eyes.
Grif. She’s going, wench. Pray, pray, —
Paz. Heav’'n comfort her !

Enter a M, effenger.

Me/. An’t like your grace, —
Carh. You are a faucy fellow,
Deferve we no more rev’rence ?
Grif. You're to blame, .
Knowing fhe will not lofe her wonted greatnefs,
"To ufe {o rude behaviour: go to, kneel.
Me/. 1 humbly do entreat your highnefs’ pardon :
My hafte made me unmannerly. - There is ftaying
A gentleman fent from the king to fee you. |
Cath. Admit him entrance, Grifith: but this fellow

Let me ne’er {ee again., [ Exit Meffenger.

Enter Lord Capucius.

If my fight fail not,
You thould be lord ambafiador from the €MpEror,
My royal nephew, and your name Capucius.

Cap. Madam, the fame, your fervant.

Cath. O my lord,

The times and titles now are alter’d firangely
~ With

i 1€




