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DORCAS, "
O her Lords, Gentlenen, Ladies, Oficers, Servants,
Shepher desses
SCENE:

Sicilia and Boheni a

ACT I. SCENE I.

Shepher ds,



Sicilia. The pal ace of LEONTES

Enter CAM LLO and ARCH DAMUS

ARCHI DAMJS. | f you shall chance, Canmillo, to visit Bohem a, on the
Ii ke occasion whereon ny services are now on foot, you shall see,
as | have said, great difference betw xt our Bohem a and your
Sicilia.

CAM LLO. | think this coming sunmer the King of Sicilia nmeans to
pay Bohem a the visitation which he justly owes him

ARCHI DAMUS. \Werein our entertainment shall shame us we will be
justified in our loves; for indeed-

CAM LLO. Beseech you-

ARCHI DAMJS. Verily, | speak it in the freedomof ny know edge: we
cannot with such magnificence, in so rare- | know not what to
say. W will give you sleepy drinks, that your senses,
unintelligent of our insufficience, nmay, though they cannot
praise us, as little accuse us.

CAM LLO. You pay a great deal too dear for what's given freely.

ARCHI DAMJS. Believe ne, | speak as my understanding instructs ne
and as mine honesty puts it to utterance.

CAM LLO. Sicilia cannot show hinself overkind to Bohem a. They were
train'd together in their childhoods; and there rooted betw xt
them then such an affection which cannot choose but branch now.
Since their nore mature dignities and royal necessities nmade
separation of their society, their encounters, though not
personal , have been royally attorneyed with interchange of gifts,
letters, loving enbassies; that they have seemd to be together
t hough absent; shook hands, as over a vast; and enbrac'd as it
were fromthe ends of opposed wi nds. The heavens continue their
| oves!

ARCHI DAMUS. | think there is not in the world either malice or

matter to alter it. You have an unspeakabl e confort of your young



Prince Manmillius; it is a gentleman of the greatest pronise that
ever came into my note.

CAM LLO. | very well agree with you in the hopes of him It is a
gallant child; one that indeed physics the subject, makes old
hearts fresh; they that went on crutches ere he was born desire
yet their life to see hima nan.

ARCHI DAMUS. Woul d they el se be content to die?

CAM LLO. Yes; if there were no other excuse why they should desire
to live.

ARCHI DAMUS. |f the King had no son, they would desire to live on
crutches till he had one.

Exeunt
SCENE 1 1.

Sicilia. The pal ace of LEONTES

Enter LEONTES, POLI XENES, HERM ONE, MAM LLI US

CAM LLO, and ATTENDANTS

POLI XENES. Ni ne changes of the wat'ry star hath been
The shepherd's note since we have |l eft our throne
Wthout a burden. Tinme as |ong again
Wuld be fill'd up, nmy brother, with our thanks;
And yet we should for perpetuity
Go hence in debt. And therefore, |ike a cipher
Yet standing in rich place, | multiply
Wth one 'W thank you' nany thousands noe
That go before it.

LEONTES. Stay your thanks a while,

And pay them when you part.

POLI XENES. Sir, that's to-norrow.

I am question'd by ny fears of what nay chance
O breed upon our absence, that may bl ow

No sneaping wi nds at hone, to nmake us say



"This is put forth too truly.' Besides, | have stay'd
To tire your royalty.

LEONTES. W are tougher, brother
Than you can put us to't.

POLI XENES. No | onger st ay.

LEONTES. One sev' ni ght | onger

POLI XENES. Very sooth, to-norrow.

LEONTES. We'll part the tine between's then; and in that
I'"l'l no gainsaying.

POLI XENES. Press nme not, beseech you, so.
There is no tongue that noves, none, none i' th' world,
So soon as yours could win nme. So it should now,
Were there necessity in your request, although
"Twere needful | denied it. My affairs
Do even drag ne honeward; which to hinder
Were in your love a whip to nme; ny stay
To you a charge and trouble. To save both,
Farewel | , our brother

LEONTES. Tongue-tied, our Queen? Speak you

HERM ONE. | had thought, sir, to have held ny peace unti
You had drawn oaths from himnot to stay. You, sir,
Charge himtoo coldly. Tell himyou are sure
Al in Bohemia' s well- this satisfaction
The by-gone day proclaimid. Say this to him
He's beat from his best ward.

LEONTES. Wl | said, Hermone.

HERM ONE. To tell he longs to see his son were strong;
But let himsay so then, and | et himgo;
But let himswear so, and he shall not stay;
W' Il thwack himhence with distaffs.
[ To POLI XENES] Yet of your royal presence |'l]
adventure the borrow of a week. Wen at Boheni a

You take ny lord, I'Il give himny comi ssion



To let himthere a nonth behind the gest
Prefix'd for's parting.- Yet, good deed, Leontes,
I love thee not a jar o' th' clock behind
What | ady she her lord.- You'll stay?

POLI XENES. No, madam

HERM ONE. Nay, but you will?

POLI XENES. | may not, verily.

HERM ONE. Verily!
You put ne off with Iinber vows; but I,
Though you woul d seek t' unsphere the stars with oaths,
Shoul d yet say 'Sir, no going.' Verily,
You shall not go; a lady's 'verily' is
As potent as a lord's. WII go yet?
Force me to keep you as a prisoner,
Not |ike a guest; so you shall pay your fees
When you depart, and save your thanks. How say you?
My prisoner or ny guest? By your dread 'verily,'
One of themyou shall be.

POLI XENES. Your guest, then, nadam
To be your prisoner should inport offending;
Which is for ne | ess easy to comit
Than you to punish.

HERM ONE. Not your gaol er then,
But your kind. hostess. Cone, |'Il question you
O ny lord's tricks and yours when you were boys.
You were pretty |ordings then!

POLI XENES. W were, fair Queen,
Two | ads that thought there was no nore behind
But such a day to-norrow as to-day,
And to be boy eternal.

HERM ONE. WAs not ny lord
The verier wag o' th' two?

POLI XENES. W were as twinn'd lanbs that did frisk i' th'

sun



And bl eat the one at th' other. Wat we chang'd
Was i nnocence for innocence; we knew not
The doctrine of ill-doing, nor dreamd
That any did. Had we pursu'd that life,
And our weak spirits ne'er been higher rear'd
Wth stronger blood, we should have answer'd heaven
Boldly 'Not guilty,' the inposition clear'd
Hereditary ours.

HERM ONE. By this we gather
You have tripp'd since.

POLI XENES. O ny nobst sacred | ady,

Tenpt ati ons have since then been born to's, for
In those unfledg' d days was ny wife a girl;
Your precious self had then not cross'd the eyes
O ny young playfellow.

HERM ONE. Grace to boot!
O this make no conclusion, lest you say
Your queen and | are devils. Yet, go on;
Th' of fences we have made you do we'll answer,
If you first sinn"d with us, and that with us
You did continue fault, and that you slipp'd not
Wth any but with us.

LEONTES. |Is he won yet?

HERM ONE. He'll stay, ny lord.

LEONTES. At ny request he woul d not.
Her mi one, ny dearest, thou never spok'st
To better purpose.

HERM ONE. Never?

LEONTES. Never but once.

HERM ONE. What! Have | twice said well? Wien was't before?
| prithee tell me; cramis with praise, and make's
As fat as tame things. One good deed dyi ng tonguel ess

Sl aughters a thousand waiting upon that.



Qur praises are our wages; you may ride's
Wth one soft kiss a thousand furlongs ere
Wth spur we heat an acre. But to th' goal:
My | ast good deed was to entreat his stay;
VWhat was ny first? It has an el der sister,
O | mistake you. O would her name were Grace!
But once before | spoke to th' purpose- Wen?
Nay, let me have't; | |ong.
LEONTES. Wy, that was when
Three crabbed nonths had sour'd thensel ves to death,
Ere | could nmake thee open thy white hand
And clap thyself my love; then didst thou utter
‘I amyours for ever.'
HERM ONE. ' Tis Grace indeed.
Way, o you now, | have spoke to th' purpose twi ce:
The one for ever earn'd a royal husband;
Th' other for sonme while a friend.
[ G ving her hand to PQOLI XENES]
LEONTES. [Aside] Too hot, too hot!
To mingle friendship far is mngling bl oods.
I have trenor cordis on nme; ny heart dances,
But not for joy, not joy. This entertainnent
May a free face put on; derive a liberty
From heartiness, frombounty, fertile bosom
And wel |l becone the agent. 'T may, | grant;
But to be paddling pal ns and pinching fingers,
As now they are, and naking practis'd smiles
As in a | ooking-glass; and then to sigh, as '"twere
The nmort o' th' deer. O that is entertai nnment
My bosom likes not, nor my brows! Mamlli us,
Art thou ny boy?
MAM LLIUS. Ay, ny good |ord.

LEONTES. 1' fecks!



Why, that's my bawcock. Wat! hast srmutch'd thy nose?
They say it is a copy out of mne. Cone, Captain,
We nust be neat- not neat, but cleanly, Captain.
And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf,
Are all call'd neat.- Still virginalling
Upon hi s pal n?- How now, you wanton calf,
Art thou ny calf?

MAM LLIUS. Yes, if you will, my lord.

LEONTES. Thou want'st a rough pash and the shoots that | have,
To be full like ne; yet they say we are
Al nost as |ike as eggs. Wnen say so,
That will say anything. But were they fal se
As o' er-dy'd blacks, as wind, as waters- false
As dice are to be wish'd by one that fixes
No bourn "twixt his and mne; yet were it true
To say this boy were |like nme. Cone, sir page,
Look on ne with your wel kin eye. Sweet villain!
Most dear'st! my collop! Can thy dan?- nay't be?
Affection! thy intention stabs the centre.
Thou dost make possi bl e things not so held,
Communi cat' st with dreans- how can this be?-
Wth what's unreal thou coactive art,
And fellow st nothing. Then '"tis very credent
Thou mayst co-join with sonething; and thou dost-
And that beyond commission; and | find it,
And that to the infection of ny brains
And hard' ning of my brows.

POLI XENES. What neans Sicilia?

HERM ONE. He sonet hi ng seens unsettl ed.

POLI XENES. How, my | ord!
What cheer? How is't with you, best brother?

HERM ONE. You | ook

As if you held a brow of nuch distraction.



Are you nov'd, ny |lord?

LEONTES. No, in good earnest.
How sonetines nature will betray its folly,
Its tenderness, and make itself a pastine
To harder bosons! Looking on the lines
O ny boy's face, nethoughts | did recoi
Twenty-three years; and saw nysel f unbreech'd,
In nmy green velvet coat; ny dagger muzzl'd,
Lest it should bite its master and so prove,
As ornanents oft do, too dangerous.
How | i ke, nethought, | then was to this kernel
This squash, this gentlenman. M ne honest friend,
W1l you take eggs for noney?

MAM LLIUS. No, ny lord, 1'll fight.

LEONTES. You will? Wy, happy nman be's dole! My brother
Are you so fond of your young prince as we
Do seemto be of ours?

POLI XENES. |f at hone, sir,
He's all ny exercise, nmy mirth, nmy matter;
Now ny sworn friend, and then m ne eneny;
My parasite, ny soldier, statesnman, all.
He makes a July's day short as Decenber,
And with his varying childness cures in ne
Thoughts that woul d thick ny bl ood.

LEONTES. So stands this squire
Ofic'd with ne. W two will walk, ny lord,
And | eave you to your graver steps. Herm one,
How thou I ov' st us show in our brother's wel cone;
Let what is dear in Sicily be cheap
Next to thyself and ny young rover, he's
Apparent to my heart.

HERM ONE. | f you woul d seek us,

We are yours i' th' garden. Shall's attend you there?



LEONTES. To your own bents di spose you; you'll be found,
Be you beneath the sky. [Aside] | amangling now,
Though you perceive ne not how | give line.

Go to, go to!
How she holds up the neb, the bill to him
And arms her with the bol dness of a wife

To her allow ng husband!

Exeunt POLI XENES, HERM ONE, and ATTENDANTS

Gone al ready!

I nch-thick, knee-deep, o' er head and ears a fork'd one!
Go, play, boy, play; thy nother plays, and

Play too; but so disgrac'd a part, whose issue

WIl hiss me to ny grave. Contenpt and cl anour

WIl be ny knell. Go, play, boy, play. There have been
O | amnuch deceiv'd, cuckolds ere now

And many a man there is, even at this present,

Now while | speak this, holds his wife by th' arm
That little thinks she has been sluic'd in's absence,
And his pond fish'd by his next neighbour, by

Sir Smle, his neighbour. Nay, there's confort in't,
Whi | es other nen have gates and those gates open'd,
As mne, against their will. Should all despair

That hath revolted wives, the tenth of mankind

Wul d hang thensel ves. Physic for't there's none;

It is a bawdy planet, that will strike

Where 'tis predominant; and 'tis powrfull, think it,
From east, west, north, and south. Be it concl uded,
No barricado for a belly. Knowt,

It will et in and out the eneny

Wth bag and baggage. Many thousand on's

Have the di sease, and feel't not. How now, boy!



MAM LLIUS. | amlike you, they say.

LEONTES. Wiy, that's sone confort.
What! Canillo there?

CAM LLO. Ay, ny good | ord.

LEONTES. Go play, Mamillius; thou'rt an honest man.

Exit

Camillo, this great sir will yet stay |onger.

CAM LLO. You had nuch ado to nmake his anchor hol d;
When you cast out, it still came hone.

LEONTES. Didst note it?

CAM LLO. He would not stay at your petitions; nade
Hi s business nore material .

LEONTES. Didst perceive it?
[Aside] They're here with ne al ready; whisp'ring,
"Siciliais a so-forth.' 'Tis far gone
When | shall gust it last.- How came't, Canmill o,
That he did stay?

CAM LLO. At the good Queen's entreaty.

MAM LLI US

roundi ng,

LEONTES. 'At the Queen's' be't. 'Good' should be pertinent;

But so it is, it is not. Was this taken
By any understandi ng pate but thine?
For thy conceit is soaking, will draw in
More than the conmon bl ocks. Not noted, is't,
But of the finer natures, by sone severals
O head- pi ece extraordinary? Lower messes
Perchance are to this business purblind? Say.
CAM LLO. Business, ny lord? | think nbpst understand
Bohemi a stays here | onger.
LEONTES. Ha?
CAM LLO. Stays here | onger.

LEONTES. Ay, but why?

CAM LLO. To satisfy your Hi ghness, and the entreaties

O our nost gracious m stress.



LEONTES. Satisfy
Th' entreaties of your mstress! Satisfy!

Let that suffice. | have trusted thee, Canillo,
Wth all the nearest things to ny heart, as well
My chamber-councils, wherein, priest-like, thou
Hast cleans'd ny bosom | fromthee departed
Thy penitent reform d; but we have been
Deceiv'd in thy integrity, deceiv'd

In that which seens so

CAM LLO. Be it forbid, ny |ord!

LEONTES. To bide upon't: thou art not honest; or
If thou inclin'st that way, thou art a coward,
Whi ch hoxes honesty behind, restraining
From course requir'd; or else thou nmust be counted
A servant grafted in ny serious trust,

And therein negligent; or else a foo
That seest a gane play'd hone, the rich stake drawn,
And tak'st it all for jest.
CAM LLO. My gracious |ord,
I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful
In every one of these no man is free
But that his negligence, his folly, fear
Among the infinite doings of the world,
Sonetinme puts forth. In your affairs, ny lord,
If ever I were wilfull-negligent,
It was ny folly; if industriously
| play'd the fool, it was ny negligence,
Not wei ghing well the end; if ever fearfu
To do a thing where | the issue doubted,
Wher eof the execution did cry out
Agai nst the non-performance, 'twas a fear
Wi ch oft infects the wisest. These, ny lord,

Are such allow d infirmties that honesty



I's never free of. But, beseech your G ace,
Be plainer with me; let me know mmy trespass
By its own visage; if | then deny it,
"Tis none of nmine.
LEONTES. Ha' not you seen, Canill o-
But that's past doubt; you have, or your eye-glass
I's thicker than a cuckold' s horn- or heard-
For to a vision so apparent runour
Cannot be nute- or thought- for cogitation
Resi des not in that nman that does not think-
M wife is slippery? If thou wilt confess-
O el se be inpudently negative,
To have nor eyes nor ears nor thought- then say
My wife's a hobby-horse, deserves a nane
As rank as any flax-wench that puts to
Before her troth-plight. Say't and justify't.
CAM LLO. | would not be a stander-by to hear
My sovereign mstress clouded so, without
My present vengeance taken. Shrew ny heart!
You never spoke what did becone you |ess
Than this; which to reiterate were sin
As deep as that, though true.
LEONTES. |s whi spering nothi ng?
I's I eaning cheek to cheek? |Is neeting noses?
Kissing with inside lip? Stopping the career
O laughter with a sigh?- a note infallible
O breaking honesty. Horsing foot on foot?
Skul king in corners? Wshing clocks nore swft;
Hours, mnutes; noon, midnight? And all eyes
Blind with the pin and web but theirs, theirs only,
That woul d unseen be wi cked- is this nothing?
Why, then the world and all that's in't is nothing;

The covering sky is nothing; Bohenia nothing;



My is nothing; nor nothing have these not hi ngs,
If this be nothing.

CAM LLO. Good ny lord, be cur'd
O this diseas'd opinion, and beti nes;
For 'tis nost dangerous.

LEONTES. Say it be, '"tis true

CAM LLO. No, no, ny lord.

LEONTES. It is; you lie, you lie.
| say thou liest, Camillo, and | hate thee;
Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mndless slave,
O else a hovering tenporizer that
Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil
Inclining to themboth. Were ny wife's liver
Infected as her life, she would not |ive
The runni ng of one gl ass.

CAM LLO. Who does her?

LEONTES. Wiy, he that wears her |ike her nmedal, hanging
About his neck, Bohemi a; who- if I
Had servants true about ne that bare eyes
To see alike mne honour as their profits,
Their own particular thrifts, they would do that
Whi ch shoul d undo nore doing. Ay, and thou
H s cupbearer- whom | from nmeaner form
Have bench'd and rear'd to worship; who nmayst see,
Pl ainly as heaven sees earth and earth sees heaven
How | amgall'd- mghtst bespice a cup
To give mine eneny a |lasting wnk;
Whi ch draught to ne were cordial

CAM LLO. Sir, ny lord
I could do this; and that with no rash potion
But with a ling ring dramthat should not work
Mal i ci ously like poison. But | cannot

Believe this crack to be in ny dread m stress,



So sovereignly being honourable.
I have lov'd thee-

LEONTES. Make that thy question, and go rot!
Dost think I am so muddy, so unsettled,
To appoint nyself in this vexation; sully
The purity and whiteness of ny sheets-
Which to preserve is sleep, which being spotted
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps;
G ve scandal to the blood o' th' Prince, ny son-
Wio | do think is nine, and | ove as mne-
Wthout ripe nmoving to 't? Wwuld | do this?
Coul d nman so bl ench?

CAM LLO. | nust believe you, sir.
| do; and will fetch off Bohem a for't;
Provi ded that, when he's renov'd, your Hi ghness

W1l take again your queen as yours at first,

Even for your son's sake; and thereby for sealing

The injury of tongues in courts and ki ngdons
Known and allied to yours.
LEONTES. Thou dost advise ne
Even so as | mne own course have set down.
I"1l give no blenmi sh to her honour, none.
CAM LLO. W lord,
Go then; and with a countenance as clear
As friendship wears at feasts, keep with Bohenia
And with your queen. | am his cupbearer;
If from ne he have whol esone beverage
Account me not your servant.
LEONTES. This is all:
Do't, and thou hast the one half of ny heart;
Do't not, thou split'st thine own.

CAM LLO. "Il do't, ny lord.

LEONTES. | will seemfriendly, as thou hast advis'd ne.

Exi t



CAM LLO. O miserable |ady! But, for ne,
What case stand I in? | nust be the poisoner
O good Polixenes; and nmy ground to do't
I's the obedience to a nmaster; one
Who, in rebellion with hinself, will have
Al that are his so too. To do this deed,
Promotion follows. If | could find exanple
O thousands that had struck anoi nted kings
And flourish'd after, 1'd not do't; but since
Nor brass, nor stone, nor parchnent, bears not one,
Let villainy itself forswear't. | nust
Forsake the court. To do't, or no, is certain
To ne a break-neck. Happy star reign now

Her e cones Bohem a.

Ent er PCOLI XENES

POLI XENES. This is strange. Methinks
My favour here begins to warp. Not speak?
Good day, Camllo.

CAM LLO. Hail, nost royal sir!

POLI XENES. What is the news i' th' court?

CAM LLO. None rare, ny lord.

POLI XENES. The King hath on himsuch a countenance
As he had | ost sone province, and a region
Lov'd as he loves hinself; even now | net him
Wth customary conplinent, when he,
Wafting his eyes to th' contrary and falling
A lip of much contenpt, speeds from ne;
So | eaves ne to consider what is breeding
That changes thus his manners.

CAM LLO. | dare not know, ny |ord.

POLI XENES. How, dare not! Do not. Do you know, and dare not



Be intelligent to nme? 'Tis thereabouts;
For, to yourself, what you do know, you nust,
And cannot say you dare not. Good Camill o,
Your chang'd conplexions are to ne a mrror
Whi ch shows me mine chang'd too; for | nust be
A party in this alteration, finding
Mysel f thus alter'd with't.
CAM LLO. There is a sickness
Whi ch puts sone of us in distenper; but
I cannot name the disease; and it is caught
O you that yet are well
POLI XENES. How! caught of ne?
Make ne not sighted like the basilisk;
I have | ook'd on thousands who have sped the better
By ny regard, but kill'd none so. Camill o-
As you are certainly a gentleman; thereto
Clerk-1like experienc'd, which no | ess adorns
Qur gentry than our parents' noble nanes,
I n whose success we are gentle- | beseech you
If you know aught whi ch does behove ny know edge
Thereof to be informid, inprison't not
In ignorant conceal ment.
CAM LLO. | may not answer.
POLI XENES. A sickness caught of me, and yet | well?
| nmust be answer'd. Dost thou hear, Canillo?
I conjure thee, by all the parts of nman
Whi ch honour does acknow edge, whereof the |east
Is not this suit of mine, that thou declare
What incidency thou dost guess of harm
I's creeping toward nme; how far off, how near
Which way to be prevented, if to be;
If not, how best to bear it.

CAM LLO. Sir, | will tell you;



Since | amcharg'd in honour, and by him
That | think honourable. Therefore mark ny counsel
Whi ch nust be ev'n as swiftly followed as
| nmean to utter it, or both yourself and me
Cry lost, and so goodni ght.
POLI XENES. On, good Canillo.
CAM LLO. | am appointed himto nurder you
POLI XENES. By whom Canill o?
CAM LLO. By the King.
POLI XENES. For what ?
CAM LLO. He thinks, nay, with all confidence he swears,
As he had seen 't or been an instrunent
To vice you to't, that you have touch'd his queen
For bi ddenl y.
POLI XENES. O then ny best blood turn
To an infected jelly, and ny nane
Be yok'd with his that did betray the Best!
Turn then ny freshest reputation to
A savour that may strike the dullest nostri
VWhere | arrive, and ny approach be shunn'd,
Nay, hated too, worse than the great'st infection
That e'er was heard or read!
CAM LLO. Swear his thought over
By each particular star in heaven and
By all their influences, you may as well
Forbid the sea for to obey the noon
As or by oath renbve or counsel shake
The fabric of his folly, whose foundation
Is pil'd upon his faith and will continue
The standing of his body.
POLI XENES. How shoul d this grow?
CAM LLO. | know not; but | amsure 'tis safer to

Avoi d what's grown than question how 'tis born



If therefore you dare trust ny honesty,
That lies enclosed in this trunk which you
Shal | bear along inpawn'd, away to-night.
Your followers | will whisper to the business;
And will, by twos and threes, at several posterns,
Clear themo' th' city. For nyself, I'll put
My fortunes to your service, which are here
By this discovery |lost. Be not uncertain,
For, by the honour of ny parents, |
Have utt'red truth; which if you seek to prove,
| dare not stand by; nor shall you be safer
Than one condemm'd by the King's own nouth, thereon
Hi s execution sworn.

POLI XENES. | do believe thee:
| saw his heart in's face. G ve ne thy hand;
Be pilot to nme, and thy places shal
Still neighbour mne. My ships are ready, and
My peopl e did expect ny hence departure
Two days ago. This jeal ousy
Is for a precious creature; as she's rare,
Must it be great; and, as his person's mghty,
Must it be violent; and as he does conceive
He is dishonour'd by a man which ever
Profess'd to him why, his revenges nust
In that be made nore bitter. Fear o' ershades ne.
Good expedition be ny friend, and confort
The graci ous Queen, part of this thene, but nothing
O hisill-ta' en suspicion! Cone, Canmillo;
I will respect thee as a father, if
Thou bear'st ny life off hence. Let us avoid.

CAM LLO It is in nmine authority to comrmand
The keys of all the posterns. Please your Hi ghness

To take the urgent hour. Cone, sir, away. Exeunt



ACT I'I. SCENE I.

Sicilia. The pal ace of LEONTES

Enter HERM ONE, MAM LLI US, and LADI ES

HERM ONE. Take the boy to you; he so troubles ne,
"Tis past enduring.

FI RST LADY. Come, ny gracious lord,
Shall | be your playfell ow?

MAM LLIUS. No, I'Il none of you.

FI RST LADY. Wy, ny sweet |ord?

MAM LLIUS. You'll kiss ne hard, and speak to nme as if
I were a baby still. | love you better.

SECOND LADY. And why so, mny |ord?

MAM LLI US. Not for because
Your brows are bl acker; yet black brows, they say,
Beconme sone women best; so that there be not
Too much hair there, but in a semcircle
O a hal f-nmoon nmade with a pen.

SECOND LADY. Who taught't this?

MAM LLIUS. | learn'd it out of wonen's faces. Pray now,
What col our are your eyebrows?

FI RST LADY. Blue, ny lord.

MAM LLIUS. Nay, that's a nock. | have seen a | ady's nose
That has been blue, but not her eyebrows.

FI RST LADY. Hark ye:
The Queen your nother rounds apace. W shall
Present our services to a fine new prince
One of these days; and then you'd wanton with us,
If we would have you.

SECOND LADY. She is spread of l|ate
Into a goodly bul k. Good tinme encounter her!

HERM ONE. What wi sdom stirs anpbngst you? Cone, sir, now



I amfor you again. Pray you sit by us,
And tell's a tale.
MAM LLIUS. Merry or sad shall't be?
HERM ONE. As merry as you wll.
MAM LLIUS. A sad tale's best for winter. | have one
O sprites and goblins.
HERM ONE. Let's have that, good sir.
Cone on, sit down; come on, and do your best
To fright me with your sprites; you're pow rfull at it.
MAM LLI US. There was a man-
HERM ONE. Nay, cone, sit down; then on.
MAM LLIUS. Dwelt by a churchyard- | will tell it softly;
Yond crickets shall not hear it.
HERM ONE. Cone on then,

And give't ne in mne ear.

Enter LEONTES, ANTI GONUS, LORDS, and OTHERS

LEONTES. he met there? his train? Camillo with hin®
FI RST LORD. Behind the tuft of pines | net them never
Saw | nmen scour so on their way. | ey'd them
Even to their ships.
LEONTES. How bl est am |
In nmy just censure, in ny true opinion!
Al ack, for |esser know edge! How accurs'd
In being so blest! There may be in the cup
A spider steep'd, and one may drink, depart,
And yet partake no venom for his know edge
Is not infected; but if one present
Th' abhorr'd ingredient to his eye, nmake known
How he hath drunk, he cracks his gorge, his sides,
Wth violent hefts. | have drunk, and seen the spider.

Camillo was his help in this, his pander.



There is a plot against ny life, my crown;
All"s true that is mstrusted. That false villain
Whom | enploy'd was pre-enploy'd by him
He has discover'd ny design, and
Remain a pinch'd thing; yea, a very trick
For themto play at will. How came the posterns
So easily open?

FI RST LORD. By his great authority;
Whi ch often hath no less prevail'd than so
On your conmmand.

LEONTES. | knowt too well.
Gve ne the boy. | amglad you did not nurse him
Though he does bear sonme signs of ne, yet you
Have too much blood in him

HERM ONE. What is this? Sport?

LEONTES. Bear the boy hence; he shall not cone about her
Away with him and | et her sport herself

[MAM LLIUS is | ed out]

Wth that she's big with- for 'tis Polixenes
Has nmade thee swell thus.

HERM ONE. But |'d say he had not,
And 'l be sworn you would believe ny saying,
Howe' er you lean to th' nayward.

LEONTES. You, ny |ords,
Look on her, mark her well; be but about
To say 'She is a goodly | ady' and
The justice of your hearts will thereto ad
"Tis pity she's not honest- honourabl e.
Prai se her but for this her w thout-door form
Which on nmy faith deserves hi gh speech, and straight
The shrug, the hum or ha, these petty brands
That calumy doth use- O | am out!-

That nmercy does, for calumy will sear



Virtue itself- these shrugs, these humis and ha's,
When you have said she's goodly, cone between,
Ere you can say she's honest. But be't known,
From hi mthat has nobst cause to grieve it should be,
She's an adul tress.

HERM ONE. Should a villain say so,
The nmost replenish'd villain in the world,
He were as nmuch nore villain: you, my lord,
Do but mi st ake.

LEONTES. You have m stook, my |ady,
Pol i xenes for Leontes. O thou thing!
Which I1'll not call a creature of thy place,
Lest barbarism naking ne the precedent,
Shoul d a like | anguage use to all degrees
And mannerly distingui shnent | eave out
Betwi xt the prince and beggar. | have said
She's an adultress; | have said with whom
More, she's a traitor; and Canillo is
A federary with her, and one that knows
What she shoul d shanme to know herself
But with her nost vile principal- that she's
A bed-swerver, even as bad as those
That vul gars give bold st titles; ay, and privy
To this their | ate escape.

HERM ONE. No, by ny life,
Privy to none of this. Howw Il this grieve you
When you shall come to cl earer know edge, that
You thus have publish'd nme! Gentle ny lord,
You scarce can right nme throughly then to say
You did m stake.

LEONTES. No; if | mistake
In those foundations which | build upon

The centre is not big enough to bear



A school -boy's top. Away with her to prison
He who shall speak for her is afar off guilty
But that he speaks.
HERM ONE. There's sone ill planet reigns.
I nust be patient till the heavens | ook
Wth an aspect nore favourable. Good ny |ords,
| amnot prone to weeping, as our sex
Conmonly are- the want of which vain dew
Perchance shall dry your pities- but | have
That honourabl e grief |odg d here which burns
Wrse than tears drown. Beseech you all, ny lords
Wth thoughts so qualified as your charities
Shal | best instruct you, neasure ne; and so
The King's will be perfornid!
LEONTES. [To the GUARD] Shall | be heard?
HERM ONE. Who is't that goes with ne? Beseech your highness
My wonen may be with ne, for you see
My plight requires it. Do not weep, good fools
There is no cause; when you shall know your mistress
Has deserv'd prison, then abound in tears
As | cone out: this action | now go on
Is for ny better grace. Adieu, ny lord.
I never wish'd to see you sorry; now
I trust | shall. My wonen, cone; you have | eave.
LEONTES. Go, do our bidding; hence!
Exeunt HERM ONE, guarded, and LADI ES
FI RST LORD. Beseech your Highness, call the Queen again.
ANTI GONUS. Be certain what you do, sir, lest your justice
Prove violence, in the which three great ones suffer,
Yoursel f, your queen, your son.
FI RST LORD. For her, ny lord,
| dare ny life lay down- and will do't, sir,

Pl ease you t' accept it- that the Queen is spotless



I" th' eyes of heaven and to you- | nean
In this which you accuse her.
ANTI GONUS. |If it prove
She's otherwise, I'll keep ny stables where
I lodge ny wife; I'll go in couples with her;
Than when | feel and see her no farther trust her;
For every inch of woman in the world,
Ay, every dramof woman's flesh is false,
If she be.
LEONTES. Hol d your peaces.
FI RST LORD. Good ny | ord-
ANTIGONUS. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves.
You are abus'd, and by sone putter-on
That will be damm'd for't. Wuld | knew the villain!
I would | and-damm him Be she honour-flaw d-
| have three daughters: the eldest is el even;
The second and the third, nine and sone five;
If this prove true, they'll pay for 't. By mine honour,
"1l geld "emall; fourteen they shall not see
To bring fal se generations. They are co-heirs;
And | had rather glib nyself than they
Shoul d not produce fair issue.
LEONTES. Cease; no nore.
You snell this business with a sense as cold
As is a dead man's nose; but | do see't and feel't
As you feel doing thus; and see withal
The instrunents that feel.
ANTI GONUS. |If it be so,
We need no grave to bury honesty;
There's not a grain of it the face to sweeten
O the whol e dungy earth.
LEONTES. What! Lack | credit?

FIRST LORD. | had rather you did lack than I, ny lord,



Upon this ground; and nore it would content ne
To have her honour true than your suspicion
Be blamid for't how you night.

LEONTES. Wiy, what need we
Conmune with you of this, but rather follow
Qur forceful instigation? Qur prerogative
Cal Il s not your counsels; but our natural goodness
Imparts this; which, if you- or stupified
O seenming so in skill- cannot or will not
Relish a truth like us, informyourselves
We need no nore of your advice. The matter
The loss, the gain, the ord'ring on't, is al
Properly ours.

ANTI GONUS. And | wi sh, ny liege,
You had only in your silent judgnment triedit,
W thout nore overture.

LEONTES. How coul d that be?
Ei ther thou art nopst ignorant by age,
O thou wert born a fool. Camillo's flight,
Added to their famliarity-
Whi ch was as gross as ever touch'd conjecture,
That |ack'd sight only, nought for approbation
But only seeing, all other circunstances
Made up to th' deed- doth push on this proceeding.
Yet, for a greater confirnmation-
For, in an act of this inportance, 'twere
Most piteous to be wild- | have dispatch'd in post
To sacred Del phos, to Apollo's tenple,
Cl eonenes and Di on, whom you know
O stuff'd sufficiency. Now, fromthe oracle
They will bring all, whose spiritual counsel had,
Shall stop or spur nme. Have | done well?

FI RST LORD. Wl | done, ny |ord.



LEONTES. Though | am satisfied, and need no nore
Than what | know, yet shall the oracle
Gve rest to th' minds of others such as he
Whose ignorant credulity will not
Cone up to th' truth. So have we thought it good
From our free person she should be confin'd,
Lest that the treachery of the two fled hence
Be left her to perform Cone, follow us;
We are to speak in public; for this business
WIIl raise us all.

ANTI GONUS. [Aside] To |laughter, as | take it,

If the good truth were known.

Exeunt
SCENE | 1.
Sicilia. A prison
Ent er PAULI NA, a GENTLEMAN, and ATTENDANTS
PAULI NA. The keeper of the prison- call to him
Let hi m have know edge who | am Exit GENTLEMAN

Good | ady!
No court in Europe is too good for thee;

What dost thou then in prison?

Re-enter GENTLEMAN with the GAOLER

Now, good sir,

You know ne, do you not?
GAOLER. For a worthy | ady,

And one who rmuch | honour.
PAULI NA. Pray you, then,

Conduct ne to the Queen.

GAOLER | may not, madam



To the contrary | have express comandnent.
PAULI NA. Here's ado, to lock up honesty and honour from
Th' access of gentle visitors! Is't lawful, pray you,
To see her wonen- any of thenP Enilia?
GAOLER So pl ease you, nadam
To put apart these your attendants,
Shall bring Emlia forth.
PAULI NA. | pray now, call her.
W t hdr aw your sel ves. Exeunt ATTENDANTS
GAOLER. And, madam
I nust be present at your conference.
PAULI NA. Well, be't so, prithee. Exit GACLER
Here's such ado to make no stain a stain

As passes col ouri ng.

Re-enter GAOLER, with EM LI A

Dear gentl| ewonan,
How fares our gracious |ady?

EMLIA As well as one so great and so forlorn
May hold together. On her frights and griefs,
Wi ch never tender |ady hath borne greater,
She is, sonething before her tinme, deliver'd.

PAULI NA. A boy?

EM LI A. A daughter, and a goodly babe,

Lusty, and like to live. The Queen receives
Much confort in't; says 'My poor prisoner,
I am as innocent as you.'

PAULI NA. | dare be sworn.

These dangerous unsafe lunes i' th' King, beshrew them
He nmust be told on't, and he shall. The office
Becones a worman best; 1'Il take't upon ne;

If | prove honey-nouth'd, let my tongue blister,



And never to ny red-1ook'd anger be
The trunpet any nore. Pray you, Enilia,
Conmend my best obedi ence to the Queen
If she dares trust nme with her little babe,
I"l'l showt the King, and undertake to be
Her advocate to th' loud st. W do not know
How he may soften at the sight o' th' child:
The silence often of pure innocence
Per suades when speaking fails.
EM LI A. Mst worthy madam
Your honour and your goodness is so evident
That your free undertaki ng cannot m ss
A thriving issue; there is no lady living
So neet for this great errand. Please your |adyship
To visit the next room I'Ill presently
Acquai nt the Queen of your nobst noble offer
Who but to-day hanmer'd of this design
But durst not tenpt a mnister of honour
Lest she shoul d be deni ed.
PAULI NA. Tell her, Emlia,
I"lIl use that tongue | have; if wit flow fromt
As bol dness frommy bosom let't not be doubted
| shall do good
EM LI A. Now be you blest for it!
I"l'l to the Queen. Please you conme sonething nearer
GAOLER. Madam if't please the Queen to send the babe,
I know not what | shall incur to pass it,
Havi ng no warrant.
PAULI NA. You need not fear it, sir.
This child was prisoner to the wonb, and is
By | aw and process of great Nature thence
Freed and enfranchis'd- not a party to

The anger of the King, nor guilty of,



If any be, the trespass of the Queen
GACLER. | do believe it.
PAULI NA. Do not you fear. Upon m ne honour,
W1l stand betw xt you and danger. Exeunt
SCENE 111.

Sicilia. The pal ace of LEONTES

Ent er LEONTES, ANTI GONUS, LORDS, and SERVANTS

LEONTES. Nor night nor day no rest! It is but weakness
To bear the matter thus- mere weakness. |f
The cause were not in being- part o' th' cause,
She, th' adultress; for the harlot Kking
Is quite beyond nine arm out of the blank
And | evel of ny brain, plot-proof; but she
I can hook to me- say that she were gone,
Gven to the fire, a noiety of ny rest
M ght cone to ne again. Wo's there?

FI RST SERVANT. My | ord?

LEONTES. How does the boy?

FI RST SERVANT. He took good rest to-night;
"Tis hop'd his sickness is discharg' d.

LEONTES. To see his nobl eness!
Concei vi ng the di shonour of his nother,
He straight declin'd, droop'd, took it deeply,
Fasten'd and fix'd the shane on't in hinmself,
Threw of f his spirit, his appetite, his sleep
And downri ght | anguish'd. Leave ne solely. Co,
See how he fares. [Exit SERVANT] Fie, fie! no thought of him
The very thought of my revenges that way
Recoil upon me- in hinself too m ghty,
And in his parties, his alliance. Let him be,

Until a tine nmay serve; for present vengeance



Take it on her. Canillo and Polixenes
Laugh at nme, nake their pastinme at nmy sorrow.
They should not laugh if | could reach them nor

Shall she, within nmy powr.

Enter PAULINA, with a CH LD

FI RST LORD. You nust not enter.

PAULI NA. Nay, rather, good my lords, be second to ne.
Fear you his tyrannous passion nore, alas,
Than the Queen's |life? A gracious innocent soul,
More free than he is jeal ous.

ANTI GONUS. That's enough.

SECOND SERVANT. Madam he hath not slept to-night; comanded
None should conme at him

PAULI NA. Not so hot, good sir;
I conme to bring himsleep. 'Tis such as you,
That creep |ike shadows by him and do sigh
At each his needl ess heavings- such as you
Nourish the cause of his awaking: |
Do conme with words as nedicinal as true,
Honest as either, to purge himof that hunour
That presses himfrom sl eep.

LEONTES. What noi se there, ho?

PAULI NA. No noise, my lord; but needful conference
About sone gossips for your Hi ghness.

LEONTES. How
Away with that audaci ous | ady! Antigonus,
| charg'd thee that she should not cone about ne;
| knew she woul d.

ANTI GONUS. | told her so, ny lord,
On your displeasure's peril, and on nine,

She shoul d not visit you.



LEONTES. What, canst not rule her?
PAULI NA. From all di shonesty he can: in this,
Unl ess he take the course that you have done-
Conmit ne for committing honour- trust it,
He shall not rule ne.
ANTI GONUS. La you now, you hear!
When she will take the rein, | let her run
But she'll not stunble.
PAULI NA. Good ny liege, | come-
And | beseech you hear ne, who professes
Mysel f your |oyal servant, your physician,
Your nost obedi ent counsellor; yet that dares
Less appear so, in conforting your evils,
Than such as nobst seemyours- | say | cone
From your good Queen
LEONTES. Good Queen
PAULI NA. Good Queen, ny lord, good Queen- | say good Queen
And woul d by conbat nmeke her good, so were |
A man, the worst about you
LEONTES. Force her hence.
PAULI NA. Let himthat makes but trifles of his eyes
First hand me. On mine own accord I'Il off;
But first I'lIl do ny errand. The good Queen
For she is good, hath brought you forth a daughter
Here 'tis; commends it to your bl essing.
[ Layi ng down the child]
LEONTES. CQut!
A manki nd witch! Hence with her, out o' door
A nost intelligencing bawd!
PAULI NA. Not so.
| amas ignorant in that as you
In so entitling ne; and no | ess honest

Than you are mad; which is enough, 1'll warrant,



As this world goes, to pass for honest.
LEONTES. Traitors!
W1l you not push her out? Gve her the bastard.
[ To ANTIGONUS] Thou dotard, thou art worman-tir'd, unroosted
By thy Dame Partlet here. Take up the bastard;
Take't up, | say; give't to thy crone.
PAULI NA. For ever
Unvener abl e be thy hands, if thou
Tak' st up the Princess by that forced baseness
Whi ch he has put upon't!
LEONTES. He dreads his wife.
PAULINA. So | would you did; then 'twere past all doubt
You'd call your children yours.
LEONTES. A nest of traitors!
ANTI GONUS. | am none, by this good |ight.
PAULI NA. Nor [|; nor any
But one that's here; and that's hinmself; for he
The sacred honour of hinself, his Queen's,
Hi s hopeful son's, his babe's, betrays to slander
Whose sting is sharper than the sword's; and will not-
For, as the case now stands, it is a curse
He cannot be conpell'd to 't- once renove
The root of his opinion, which is rotten
As ever oak or stone was sound.
LEONTES. A call at
O boundl ess tongue, who | ate hath beat her husband,
And now baits me! This brat is none of mne;
It is the issue of Polixenes.
Hence with it, and together with the dam
Commit themto the fire.
PAULI NA. It is yours.
And, might we lay th' old proverb to your charge,

So like you '"tis the worse. Behold, ny |ords,



Al though the print be little, the whole matter

And copy of the father- eye, nose, lip,

The trick of's frown, his forehead; nay, the valley,
The pretty dinples of his chin and cheek; his smles;
The very nould and frame of hand, nail, finger.

And thou, good goddess Nature, which hast nade it

So like to himthat got it, if thou hast

The ordering of the mind too, 'nongst all colours

No yellowin't, |est she suspect, as he does,

Her children not her husband' s!

LEONTES. A gross hag!

And, | ozel, thou art worthy to be hang'd

That wilt not stay her tongue.

ANTI GONUS. Hang all the husbands

That cannot do that feat, you'll |eave yourself

Hardly one subj ect.

LEONTES. Once nore, take her hence.

PAULI NA. A nost unworthy and unnatural |ord

Can do no nore.

LEONTES. |I'Il ha' thee burnt.

PAULI NA. | care not.

It is an heretic that nmakes the fire,

Not she which burns in't. I'Il not call you tyrant
But this nost cruel usage of your Queen-

Not abl e to produce nore accusation

Than your own weak-hing' d fancy- sonething savours
O tyranny, and will ignoble make you

Yea, scandal ous to the worl d.

LEONTES. On your all egi ance,

Qut of the chanber with her! Wre | a tyrant,
Where were her |ife? She durst not call ne so,

If she did know ne one. Away with her!

PAULI NA. | pray you, do not push ne; 1'll be gone.



Look to your babe, nmy lord; 'tis yours. Jove send her
A better guiding spirit! Wat needs these hands?
You that are thus so tender o' er his follies
W1l never do himgood, not one of you
So, so. Farewell; we are gone.

LEONTES. Thou, traitor, hast set on thy wife to this.
My child!' Away with't. Even thou, that hast
A heart so tender o'er it, take it hence,
And see it instantly consumid with fire;
Even thou, and none but thou. Take it up straight.
Wthin this hour bring me word 'tis done,
And by good testimony, or I'Il seize thy life,
Wth that thou else call'st thine. If thou refuse
And wilt encounter with ny wath, say so;
The bastard brains with these ny proper hands
Shall | dash out. Go, take it to the fire;
For thou set'st on thy wi fe.

ANTI GONUS. | did not, sir.
These lords, ny noble fellows, if they please,
Can clear ne in't.

LORDS. W can. My royal |iege,
He is not guilty of her com ng hither

LEONTES. You're liars all

FI RST LORD. Beseech your Hi ghness, give us better credit.
We have always truly serv'd you; and beseech
So to esteem of us; and on our knees we beg,
As reconpense of our dear services
Past and to conme, that you do change this purpose,
Whi ch being so horrible, so bloody, nust
Lead on to some foul issue. We all kneel

LEONTES. | am a feather for each wind that bl ows.
Shall | live on to see this bastard knee

And call nme father? Better burn it now



Than curse it then. But be it; let it live.
It shall not neither. [To ANTIGONUS] You, Sir, come you hither.
You t hat have been so tenderly officious
Wth Lady Margery, your midw fe there,
To save this bastard's life- for 'tis a bastard,
So sure as this beard' s grey- what will you adventure
To save this brat's life?
ANTI GONUS.  Anyt hing, ny | ord,
That ny ability may undergo
And nobl eness i npose. At |east, thus nuch:
"1l pawn the little blood which | have |eft
To save the innocent- anything possible.
LEONTES. It shall be possible. Swear by this sword
Thou wi It perform ny bidding.
ANTIGONUS. | will, ny lord.
LEONTES. Mark, and performit- seest thou? For the fai
O any point in't shall not only be
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife
Whom for this tine we pardon. W enjoin thee
As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry
This fermal e bastard hence; and that thou bear it
To sone renote and desert place, quite out
O our dominions; and that there thou leave it,
Wthout nore nmercy, to it own protection
And favour of the climte. As by strange fortune
It cane to us, | do in justice charge thee
On thy soul's peril and thy body's torture,
That thou commend it strangely to sone pl ace
Where chance may nurse or end it. Take it up
ANTI GONUS. | swear to do this, though a present death
Had been nore nerciful. Cone on, poor babe.
Sone powerful spirit instruct the kites and ravens

To be thy nurses! Wlves and bears, they say,



Casting their savageness asi de, have done

Li ke offices of pity. Sir, be prosperous

In nmore than this deed does require! And bl essing

Against this cruelty fight on thy side,

Poor thing, condem'd to | oss! Exit with the child
LEONTES. No, I'Ill not rear

Anot her's i ssue.

Ent er a SERVANT

SERVANT. Pl ease your Hi ghness, posts
From those you sent to th' oracle are cone
An hour since. C eonenes and Dion
Being well arriv'd from Del phos, are both | anded,
Hasting to th' court.
FI RST LORD. So pl ease you, sir, their speed
Hat h been beyond account.
LEONTES. Twenty-three days
They have been absent; 'tis good speed; foretells
The great Apollo suddenly will have
The truth of this appear. Prepare you, |ords;
Sunmon a session, that we may arraign
Qur nost disloyal lady; for, as she hath
Been publicly accus'd, so shall she have
A just and open trial. Wiile she lives,
My heart will be a burden to ne. Leave ne;
And thi nk upon ny biddi ng. Exeunt
ACT I'l1l. SCENE |

Sicilia. On the road to the Capital

Enter CLEQVENES and DI ON

CLEOVMENES. The climate's delicate, the air nbst sweet,

Fertile the isle, the tenple nmuch surpassing



The conmon praise it bears.
DION. | shall report,
For nost it caught me, the celestial habits-
Met hi nks | so should termthem and the reverence
O the grave wearers. O the sacrifice!
How cer enoni ous, sol enm, and unearthly,
It was i' th' off'ring!
CLEOVENES. But of all, the burst
And the ear-deaf'ning voice o' th' oracle,
Kin to Jove's thunder, so surpris'd ny sense
That | was not hi ng.
DION. If th" event o' th' journey
Prove as successful to the Queen- O be't so!-
As it hath been to us rare, pleasant, speedy,
The time is worth the use on't.
CLEOVENES. Great Apollo
Turn all to th' best! These procl anations,
So forcing faults upon Herm one,
I little like.
DION. The violent carriage of it
WIIl clear or end the business. Wen the oracle-
Thus by Apollo's great divine seal'd up-
Shal |l the contents discover, sonething rare
Even then will rush to know edge. Go; fresh horses.
And graci ous be the issue! Exeunt
SCENE 1 1.

Sicilia. A court of justice

Enter LEONTES, LORDS, and OFFI CERS

LEONTES. This sessions, to our great grief we pronounce,
Even pushes 'gainst our heart- the party tried,

The daughter of a king, our wife, and one



O us too nmuch belov'd. Let us be clear'd
O being tyrannous, since we so openly
Proceed in justice, which shall have due course
Even to the guilt or the purgation
Produce the prisoner.
OFFICER. It is his Hi ghness' pleasure that the Queen

Appear in person here in court.

Enter HERM ONE, as to her trial, PAULINA and LAD ES

Si | ence!

LEONTES. Read the indictnent.

OFFI CER.  [Reads] 'Herm one, Queen to the worthy Leontes, King of
Sicilia, thou art here accused and arraigned of high treason, in
committing adultery with Polixenes, King of Bohem a; and
conspiring with Canmillo to take away the Iife of our sovereign
lord the King, thy royal husband: the pretence whereof being by
circunstances partly laid open, thou, Herm one, contrary to the
faith and all egiance of true subject, didst counsel and aid them
for their better safety, to fly away by night.

HERM ONE. Since what | amto say nust be but that
Whi ch contradicts ny accusation, and
The testinmony on my part no other
But what comes fromnyself, it shall scarce boot ne
To say 'Not guilty." Mne integrity
Bei ng counted fal sehood shall, as | express it,

Be so receiv'd. But thus- if pow rs divine
Behol d our hunan actions, as they do,

| doubt not then but innocence shall make

Fal se accusation blush, and tyranny

Trenbl e at patience. You, ny lord, best know
Who |l east will seemto do so- ny past life

Hat h been as continent, as chaste, as true,



As | am now unhappy; which is nore
Than history can pattern, though devis'd
And play'd to take spectators; for behold ne-
A fellow of the royal bed, which owe
A noi ety of the throne, a great king' s daughter
The not her to a hopeful prince- here standing
To prate and talk for Iife and honour fore
Who pl ease to cone and hear. For life, | prize it
As | weigh grief, which | would spare; for honour
"Tis a derivative fromne to mine,
And only that | stand for. | appea
To your own conscience, sir, before Polixenes
Cane to your court, how | was in your grace
How nerited to be so; since he cane,
Wth what encounter so uncurrent |
Have strain'd t' appear thus; if one jot beyond
The bound of honour, or in act or wll
That way inclining, hard ned be the hearts
O all that hear ne, and ny near'st of kin
Cry fie upon ny grave!
LEONTES. | ne'er heard yet
That any of these bol der vices wanted
Less i mpudence to gai nsay what they did
Than to performit first.
HERM ONE. That's true enough;
Though 'tis a saying, sir, not due to ne.
LEONTES. You will not own it.
HERM ONE. More than mi stress of
Whi ch conmes to nme in nanme of fault, | nust not
At all acknow edge. For Poli xenes,
Wth whom | amaccus'd, | do confess
I lov'd himas in honour he requir'd;

Wth such a kind of |ove as night becone



Alady like me; with a | ove even such,
So and no other, as yourself comranded;
Whi ch not to have done, | think had been in ne
Bot h di sobedi ence and ingratitude
To you and toward your friend; whose | ove had spoke,
Ever since it could speak, froman infant, freely,
That it was yours. Now for conspiracy:
I know not how it tastes, though it be dish'd
For me to try how, all | know of it
Is that Canillo was an honest man;
And why he left your court, the gods thensel ves,
Wtting no nore than I, are ignorant.
LEONTES. You knew of his departure, as you know
What you have underta'en to do in's absence.
HERM ONE. Sir
You speak a | anguage that | understand not.
My life stands in the | evel of your dreans,
VWhich I'll lay down.
LEONTES. Your actions are ny dreans.
You had a bastard by Polixenes,
And | but dreamid it. As you were past all shame-
Those of your fact are so- so past all truth
Wi ch to deny concerns nore than avails; for as
Thy brat hath been cast out, like to itself,
No father owning it- which is indeed
More crimnal in thee than it- so thou
Shalt feel our justice; in whose easiest passage
Look for no | ess than death.
HERM ONE. Sir, spare your threats.
The bug which you would fright me with | seek
To me can life be no comodity.
The crown and confort of ny life, your favour

| do give lost, for | do feel it gone,



But know not how it went; ny second joy
And first fruits of ny body, fromhis presence
I ambarr'd, like one infectious; ny third confort,
Starr'd nmost unluckily, is fromny breast-
The innocent mlk in it nost innocent nouth-
Hal 'd out to nurder; nyself on every post
Proclaimd a strunpet; with i nmodest hatred
The child-bed privil ege denied, which 'longs
To wonen of all fashion; lastly, hurried
Here to this place, i' th' open air, before
I have got strength of limt. Now, ny liege,
Tell me what blessings | have here alive
That | should fear to die. Therefore proceed.
But yet hear this- mstake me not: no life,
| prize it not a straw, but for m ne honour
Which | would free- if | shall be condem'd
Upon surnises, all proofs sleeping el se
But what your jeal ousies awake, | tell you
"Tis rigour, and not |aw. Your honours all
| do refer me to the oracle:
Apol | o be ny judge!

FI RST LORD. Thi s your request
Is altogether just. Therefore, bring forth,
And in Apollo's nanme, his oracle.

Exeunt certain OFFlI CERS

HERM ONE. The Enperor of Russia was ny father;
O that he were alive, and here behol di ng
H s daughter's trial! that he did but see
The flatness of ny msery; yet with eyes

O pity, not revenge!

Re-enter OFFI CERS, with CLEQVENES and DI ON



OFFI CER. You here shall swear upon this sword of justice
That you, C eonenes and Di on, have
Been bot h at Del phos, and fromthence have brought
This seal'd-up oracle, by the hand deliver'd
O great Apollo's priest; and that since then
You have not dar'd to break the holy sea
Nor read the secrets in't.

CLEOVENES, DION. All this we swear.

LEONTES. Break up the seals and read.

OFFI CER.  [Reads] 'Hermione is chaste; Polixenes bl anel ess;
Camillo a true subject; Leontes a jealous tyrant; his innocent
babe truly begotten; and the King shall live without an heir, if
that which is | ost be not found.

LORDS. Now bl essed be the great Apoll o!

HERM ONE. Prai sed!

LEONTES. Hast thou read truth?

OFFI CER. Ay, ny lord; even so
As it is here set down.

LEONTES. There is no truth at all i' th' oracle.

The sessions shall proceed. This is nere fal sehood.

Ent er a SERVANT

SERVANT. My lord the King, the King!
LEONTES. What is the business?
SERVANT. O sir, | shall be hated to report it:
The Prince your son, with nere conceit and fear
O the Queen's speed, is gone.
LEONTES. How! Gone?
SERVANT. |s dead.
LEONTES. Apollo's angry; and the heavens thensel ves
Do strike at ny injustice. [ HERM ONE swoons]

How now, there!



PAULINA. This news is nortal to the Queen. Look down
And see what death is doing.
LEONTES. Take her hence.
Her heart is but o'ercharg' d; she will recover.
I have too much believ'd mne own suspicion.
Beseech you tenderly apply to her
Some renedies for life.
Exeunt PAULI NA and LADI ES wi th HERM ONE
Apol | o, pardon

My great profaneness 'gainst thine oracle.

I"lIl reconcile ne to Polixenes,

New woo ny queen, recall the good Camill o-
Whom | proclaima man of truth, of mercy.

For, being transported by ny jeal ousies

To bl cody thoughts and to revenge, | chose
Canillo for the nminister to poison

My friend Polixenes; which had been done

But that the good mind of Camillo tardied

My swift command, though | with death and with
Reward did threaten and encourage him

Not doing it and being done. He, nobst humane
And fill'd with honour, to ny kingly guest

Uncl asp'd ny practice, quit his fortunes here,
Whi ch you knew great, and to the certain hazard
O all incertainties hinmself comended,

No richer than his honour. How he glisters
Thorough my rust! And how his piety

Does ny deeds nmeke the bl acker!

Re-ent er PAULI NA

PAULI NA. We the whil e!

O cut ny lace, lest ny heart, cracking it,



Break too!

FIRST LORD. What fit is this, good |ady?

PAULI NA. What studied tornments, tyrant, hast for ne?
What wheel s, racks, fires? what flaying, boiling
In leads or oils? What old or newer torture
Must | receive, whose every word deserves
To taste of thy npbst worst? Thy tyranny
Toget her working with thy jeal ousies,

Fanci es too weak for boys, too green and idle
For girls of nine- O think what they have done,
And then run nmad indeed, stark mad; for al
Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it.
That thou betray' dst Polixenes, 'twas nothing;
That did but show thee, of a fool, inconstant,
And dammabl e ingrateful. Nor was't nuch
Thou woul dst have poison'd good Canillo's honour
To have himkill a king- poor trespasses,
More nonstrous standi ng by; whereof | reckon
The casting forth to crows thy baby daughter
To be or none or little, though a devi
Woul d have shed water out of fire ere done't;
Nor is't directly laid to thee, the death
O the young Prince, whose honourabl e thoughts-
Thoughts high for one so tender- cleft the heart
That coul d conceive a gross and foolish sire
Bl emi sh'd his gracious dam This is not, no,
Laid to thy answer; but the last- O | ords,
When | have said, cry 'We!'- the Queen, the Queen
The sweet'st, dear'st creature's dead; and vengeance
For't not dropp'd down yet.
FI RST LORD. The hi gher pow rs forbid!
PAULI NA. | say she's dead; 1'll swear't. If word nor oath

Prevail not, go and see. |f you can bring



Tincture or lustre in her lip, her eye,
Heat outwardly or breath within, I'Il serve you
As | would do the gods. But, Othou tyrant!
Do not repent these things, for they are heavier
Than all thy woes can stir; therefore betake thee
To not hi ng but despair. A thousand knees
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting,
Upon a barren nmountain, and still w nter
In storm perpetual, could not nove the gods
To | ook that way thou wert.

LEONTES. Go on, go on
Thou canst not speak too nmuch; | have deserv'd
Al'l tongues to talk their bitt'rest.

FI RST LORD. Say no nore;
Howe' er t he busi ness goes, you have nmade fault
I' th' bol dness of your speech

PAULINA. | amsorry for't.
Al faults | make, when | shall cone to know them
| do repent. Alas, | have show d too nuch
The rashness of a woman! He is touch'd
To th' noble heart. Wiat's gone and what's past help
Shoul d be past grief. Do not receive affliction
At ny petition; | beseech you, rather
Let nme be punish'd that have mi nded you
O what you should forget. Now, good ny liege,
Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman
The | ove | bore your queen- |o, fool again!
I'"l1l speak of her no nore, nor of your children
I"l1'l not remenber you of nmy own |ord,
Who is |lost too. Take your patience to you
And 'l say not hing.

LEONTES. Thou di dst speak but well

When nost the truth; which | receive nuch better



Than to be pitied of thee. Prithee, bring ne

To the dead bodi es of nmy queen and son

One grave shall be for both. Upon them shal

The causes of their death appear, unto

Qur shame perpetual. Once a day I'Il visit

The chapel where they lie; and tears shed there

Shall be nmy recreation. So | ong as nature

W1l bear up with this exercise, so |ong

| daily vowto use it. Conme, and |lead ne

To these sorrows. Exeunt
SCENE |11.

Bohem a. The sea-coast

Enter ANTIGONUS with the CHI LD, and a MARI NER

ANTI GONUS. Thou art perfect then our ship hath touch'd upon
The deserts of Boheni a?
MARI NER. Ay, ny lord, and fear
We have landed inill tine; the skies look grimy
And threaten present blusters. In my conscience,
The heavens with that we have in hand are angry

And frown upon 's.

ANTI GONUS. Their sacred wills be done! Go, get aboard;
Look to thy bark. I'lIl not be |long before
I call upon thee.

MARI NER. Make your best haste; and go not
Too far i' th' land; 'tis like to be |oud weather
Besi des, this place is fanous for the creatures
O prey that keep upon't.

ANTI GONUS. Go t hou away;
I"I'l follow instantly.

MARI NER. | am gl ad at heart

To be so rid o' th' business. Exit



ANTI GONUS. Cone, poor babe.
I have heard, but not believ'd, the spirits o' th' dead
May wal k again. If such thing be, thy nother
Appear'd to me last night; for ne'er was dream
So like a waking. To me comes a creature,
Someti nes her head on one side sone anot her-
I never saw a vessel of |ike sorrow,
So fill'd and so becom ng; in pure white robes,
Li ke very sanctity, she did approach
My cabin where | lay; thrice bow d before ne;
And, gasping to begin sone speech, her eyes
Becane two spouts; the fury spent, anon
Did this break fromher: 'Good Antigonus,
Since fate, against thy better disposition
Hat h nade thy person for the thrower-out
O ny poor babe, according to thine oath,
Pl aces renote enough are in Boheni a,
There weep, and |leave it crying; and, for the babe
I's counted | ost for ever, Perdita
| prithee call't. For this ungentle business,
Put on thee by ny lord, thou ne'er shalt see
Thy wife Paulina nore.' so, with shrieks,
She nelted into air. Affrighted mnuch,
I didin time collect nyself, and thought
This was so and no slunber. Dreans are toys
Yet, for this once, yea, superstitiously,
I will be squar'd by this. | do believe
Hermi one hath suffer'd death, and that
Apol I o woul d, this being indeed the issue
O King Polixenes, it should here be laid
Either for life or death, upon the earth
O its right father. Blossom speed thee well!

[ Layi ng down the chil d]



There lie, and there thy character; there these
[ Layi ng down a bundl e]
Which nmay, if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty,
And still rest thine. The storm begins. Poor wretch,
That for thy nother's fault art thus expos'd
To | oss and what may follow Wep | cannot,
But ny heart bl eeds; and nost accurs'd am |
To be by oath enjoin'd to this. Farewel !
The day frowns nore and nore. Thou'rt like to have
A lullaby too rough; | never saw
The heavens so dim by day. [Noise of hunt within] A savage
cl amour!
Vel may | get aboard! This is the chase;

I am gone for ever. Exit, pursued by a bear

Enter an ol d SHEPHERD

SHEPHERD. | woul d there were no age between ten and three and
twenty, or that youth would sleep out the rest; for there is
nothing in the between but getting wenches with child, wonging
the ancientry, stealing, fighting- [Horns] Hark you now Wuld
any but these boil'd brains of nineteen and two and twenty hunt
this weather? They have scar'd away two of my best sheep, which
fear the wolf will sooner find than the master. If any where
have them 'tis by the sea-side, browsing of ivy. Good luck, an't
be thy will! Wat have we here? [Taking up the child] Mercy

on's, a barne! A very pretty barne. A boy or a child, I wonder? A
pretty one; a very pretty one- sure, sone scape. Though | am not
booki sh, yet | can read waiting-gentl eworman in the scape. This
has been sone stair-work, some trunk-work, sone behind-door-work;
they were warner that got this than the poor thing is here. 'l

take it up for pity; yet 1'Il tarry till my son cone; he halloo'd

but even now. Woa- ho- hoal



Ent er CLOWN

CLOM. Hilloa, |oa!

SHEPHERD. What, art so near? If thou'lt see a thing to talk on when
thou art dead and rotten, conme hither. Wat ail'st thou, nman?

CLOM. | have seen two such sights, by sea and by land! But | am
not to say it is a sea, for it is now the sky; betw xt the
firmament and it you cannot thrust a bodkin's point.

SHEPHERD. Wy, boy, howis it?

CLOM. | would you did but see how it chafes, howit rages, how it
takes up the shore! But that's not to the point. O the nobst
piteous cry of the poor souls! Sonetines to see 'em and not to
see 'em now the ship boring the noon with her mainnast, and anon
swal l owed with yeast and froth, as you'd thrust a cork into a
hogshead. And then for the land service- to see how the bear tore
out his shoul der-bone; how he cried to me for help, and said his
nane was Antigonus, a nobleman! But to make an end of the ship-
to see how the sea flap-dragon'd it; but first, how the poor
soul s roared, and the sea nock'd them and how the poor gentlenan
roared, and the bear nmock'd him both roaring | ouder than the sea
or weat her.

SHEPHERD. Nane of nercy, when was this, boy?

CLOMN. Now, now, | have not wink'd since |l saw these sights; the
men are not yet cold under water, nor the bear half din'd on the
gentl eman; he's at it now.

SHEPHERD. Wbul d | had been by to have help'd the ol d man!

CLOM. | would you had been by the ship-side, to have hel p'd her;
there your charity would have | ack'd footing.

SHEPHERD. Heavy matters, heavy matters! But | ook thee here, boy.
Now bl ess thyself; thou nmet'st with things dying, | with things
new born. Here's a sight for thee; |ook thee, a bearing-cloth for

a squire's child! Look thee here; take up, take up, boy; open't.



So, let's see- it was told ne | should be rich by the fairies.
This is some changeling. Open't. What's within, boy?

CLOM. You're a nade old man; if the sins of your youth are
forgiven you, you're well to live. Gold! all gold!

SHEPHERD. This is fairy gold, boy, and "twill prove so. Up with't,
keep it close. Hone, hone, the next way! W are |ucky, boy; and
to be so still requires nothing but secrecy. Let ny sheep go.
Cone, good boy, the next way hone.

CLOMN. Go you the next way with your findings. I'll go see if the
bear be gone fromthe gentlenman, and how nuch he hath eaten. They
are never curst but when they are hungry. |If there be any of him
left, I'Il bury it.

SHEPHERD. That's a good deed. |If thou nmayest discern by that which
is left of himwhat he is, fetch ne to th' sight of him

CLOMN. Marry, will |; and you shall help to put himi' th' ground.

SHEPHERD. 'Tis a lucky day, boy; and we'll do good deeds on't.

Exeunt

ACT V. SCENE I.

Enter TIME, the CHORUS

TIME. |, that please sone, try all, both joy and terror
O good and bad, that nakes and unfolds error,
Now t ake upon me, in the name of Tine,

To use ny wings. Inpute it not a crine

To ne or my swift passage that | slide

O er sixteen years, and | eave the growth untried
O that wide gap, since it is in ny powr

To o' erthrow | aw, and in one self-born hour

To plant and o' erwhel m custom Let nme pass

The same | am ere ancient'st order was

O what is nowreceivid. | witness to

The tinmes that brought themin; so shall | do



To th' freshest things now reigning, and nmake stale

The glistering of this present, as ny tale

Now seens to it. Your patience this allow ng,

I turn ny glass, and give ny scene such grow ng

As you had sl ept between. Leontes | eaving-

Th' effects of his fond jeal ousies so grieving

That he shuts up hinsel f- inmagi ne ne,

Gentl e spectators, that | now may be

In fair Bohenmia; and renmenber well

I nmention'd a son o' th' King's, which Florize

I now nane to you; and with speed so pace

To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace

Equal with wond'ring. What of her ensues

I list not prophesy; but let Tine's news

Be known when 'tis brought forth. A shepherd's daughter,

And what to her adheres, which follows after

Is th' argunment of Tinme. O this allow,

If ever you have spent tinme worse ere now,

If never, yet that Time hinmself doth say

He wi shes earnestly you never nmay. Exi t
SCENE I 1.

Bohemri a. The pal ace of POLI XENES

Enter PCLI XENES and CAM LLO

POLI XENES. | pray thee, good Canmillo, be no nore inportunate: 'tis
a sickness denying thee anything; a death to grant this.

CAM LLO It is fifteen years since | saw ny country; though | have
for the nost part been aired abroad, | desire to lay nmy bones
there. Besides, the penitent King, nmy master, hath sent for ne;
to whose feeling sorrows | might be sone allay, or | o erween to
think so, which is another spur to ny departure.

POLI XENES. As thou lov'st ne, Camllo, w pe not out the rest of thy



services by leaving me now. The need | have of thee thine own
goodness hath nade. Better not to have had thee than thus to want
thee; thou, having nade ne busi nesses which none w thout thee can
sufficiently manage, nust either stay to execute themthyself, or
take away with thee the very services thou hast done; which if |
have not enough consi dered- as too nmuch | cannot- to be nore
thankful to thee shall be ny study; and ny profit therein the
heaping friendships. O that fatal country Sicilia, prithee,
speak no nore; whose very nam ng puni shes me with the renenbrance
of that penitent, as thou call'st him and reconciled king, ny

br ot her; whose | oss of his nost precious queen and children are
even now to be afresh |anented. Say to ne, when saw st thou the
Prince Florizel, nmy son? Kings are no | ess unhappy, their issue
not being gracious, than they are in |osing them when they have
approved their virtues.

CAM LLO. Sir, it is three days since | saw the Prince. Wat his
happi er affairs may be are to ne unknown; but | have m ssingly
noted he is of late nuch retired fromcourt, and is | ess frequent
to his princely exercises than fornerly he hath appeared.

POLI XENES. | have considered so nuch, Camllo, and with sone care,
so far that | have eyes under ny service which | ook upon his
removedness; fromwhom | have this intelligence, that he is
sel dom fromthe house of a nost honely shepherd- a nman, they say,
that fromvery nothing, and beyond the inagination of his
nei ghbours, is grown into an unspeakabl e estate.

CAM LLO. | have heard, sir, of such a man, who hath a daughter of
nmost rare note. The report of her is extended nore than can be
t hought to begin fromsuch a cottage.

POLI XENES. That's |ikew se part of nmy intelligence; but, |I fear, the
angl e that plucks our son thither. Thou shalt acconpany us to the
pl ace; where we will, not appearing what we are, have sone
question with the shepherd; from whose sinplicity |I think it not

uneasy to get the cause of ny son's resort thither. Prithee be ny



present partner in this business, and |ay aside the thoughts of
Sicilia.
CAM LLO. | willingly obey your conmand.
POLI XENES. My best Camillo! We nust disgui se oursel ves.
Exeunt
SCENE I 11.

Bohemi a. A road near the SHEPHERD S cottage

Enter AUTOLYCUS, singing

When daffodils begin to peer
Wth heigh! the doxy over the dale,
Why, then cones in the sweet o' the year

For the red blood reigns in the winter's pale.

The white sheet bl eaching on the hedge,
Wth heigh! the sweet birds, O how they sing!
Dot h set ny puggi ng tooth on edge,

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king.

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants,
Wth heigh! with heigh! the thrush and the jay,
Are sunmer songs for ne and ny aunts,

While we lie tunbling in the hay.

| have serv'd Prince Florizel, and in ny time wore three-pile;

but now | am out of service.

But shall | go nourn for that, ny dear?
The pal e noon shines by night;
And when | wander here and there,

I then do nost go right.



If tinkers may have |l eave to |ive,
And bear the sow skin budget,
Then ny account | well may give

And in the stocks avouch it.

My traffic is sheets; when the kite builds, |ook to | esser linen
My father namlid ne Autol ycus; who, being, | as am litter'd under
Mercury, was |ikew se a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles. Wth
die and drab | purchas'd this caparison; and ny revenue is the
silly-cheat. Gallows and knock are too powerful on the highway,;
beating and hanging are terrors to nme; for the life to cone, |

sl eep out the thought of it. A prize! a prize!

Ent er CLOWN

CLOM. Let ne see: every 'leven wether tods; every tod yields pound
and odd shilling; fifteen hundred shorn, what cones the wool to?

AUTOLYCUS. [Aside] |If the springe hold, the cock's nine.

CLOM. | cannot do 't without counters. Let ne see: what aml| to
buy for our sheep-shearing feast? Three pound of sugar, five
pound of currants, rice- what will this sister of mne do with
rice? But ny father hath nade her mstress of the feast, and she
lays it on. She hath made me four and twenty nosegays for the
shearers- three-man song-nen all, and very good ones; but they
are nost of them neans and bases; but one Puritan anbngst them
and he sings psalnms to hornpipes. | nust have saffron to col our
the warden pies; mace; dates- none, that's out of ny note;
nut negs, seven; race or two of ginger, but that | nmay beg; four
pound of prunes, and as many of raisins o' th' sun

AUTOLYCUS. [Govelling on the ground] O that ever | was born

CLOM. |I' th' nane of me!

AUTOLYCUS. O, help ne, help nme! Pluck but off these rags; and then,

deat h, deat h!



CLOMWN. Al ack, poor soul! thou hast need of nore rags to lay on
thee, rather than have these off.

AUTOLYCUS. O sir, the | oathsoneness of themoffend nme nore than the
stripes | have received, which are nighty ones and nillions.

CLOM. Al as, poor man! a mllion of beating nay come to a great
matter.

AUTOLYCUS. | amrobb'd, sir, and beaten; ny noney and apparel ta'en
fromme, and these detestable things put upon ne.

CLOMN. What, by a horsenman or a footnan?

AUTOLYCUS. A footman, sweet sir, a footman.

CLOM. Indeed, he should be a footman, by the garnents he has left
with thee; if this be a horseman's coat, it hath seen very hot
service. Lend ne thy hand, I'lIl help thee. Conme, lend ne thy
hand. [ Hel pi ng hi m up]

AUTOLYCUS. O, good sir, tenderly, O

CLOMN. Al as, poor soul!

AUTOLYCUS. O good sir, softly, good sir; | fear, sir, ny shoul der
bl ade is out.

CLOM. How now! Canst stand?

AUTOLYCUS. Softly, dear sir [Picks his pocket]; good sir, softly.
You ha' done ne a charitable office

CLOMN. Dost |ack any noney? | have a little noney for thee.

AUTOLYCUS. No, good sweet sir; no, | beseech you, sir. | have a
ki nsman not past three quarters of a mle hence, unto whom | was
going; | shall there have noney or anything | want. O fer ne no
money, | pray you; that kills ny heart.

CLOMN. VWhat manner of fellow was he that robb'd you?

AUTOLYCUS. A fellow, sir, that | have known to go about with
troll-ny-danmes; | knew himonce a servant of the Prince. | cannot
tell, good sir, for which of his virtues it was, but he was
certainly whipt out of the court.

CLOM. Hi s vices, you would say; there's no virtue whipt out of the

court. They cherish it to nmake it stay there; and yet it will no



nore but abi de.

AUTOLYCUS. Vices, | would say, sir. | know this man well; he hath
been since an ape-bearer; then a process-server, a bailiff; then
he conpass'd a notion of the Prodigal Son, and nmarried a tinker's
wife within a nile where ny land and living lies; and, having
fl own over many knavi sh professions, he settled only in rogue.
Sone call him Autol ycus.

CLOMN. Qut upon him prig, for ny life, prig!' He haunts wakes,
fairs, and bear-baitings.

AUTOLYCUS. Very true, sir; he, sir, he; that's the rogue that put
me into this apparel

CLOMN. Not a nore cowardly rogue in all Bohemia; if you had but
| ook'd big and spit at him he'd have run

AUTOLYCUS. | nust confess to you, sir, | amno fighter; | amfalse
of heart that way, and that he knew, | warrant him

CLOMN. How do you now?

AUTOLYCUS. Sweet sir, mnmuch better than | was; | can stand and wal k.
I will even take ny | eave of you and pace softly towards ny
ki nsman' s.

CLOM. Shall | bring thee on the way?

AUTOLYCUS. No, good-fac'd sir; no, sweet sir.

CLOMN. Then fare thee well. | nust go buy spices for our
sheep- sheari ng.

AUTOLYCUS. Prosper you, sweet sir! Exit CLOWN
Your purse is not hot enough to purchase your spice. I'll be with
you at your sheep-shearing too. If | nake not this cheat bring
out another, and the shearers prove sheep, let nme be unroll’d,
and ny nane put in the book of virtue!

[ Si ngs]
Jog on, jog on, the footpath way,
And nmerrily hent the stile-a;
A merry heart goes all the day,

Your sad tires in a nle-a. Exit



SCENE | V.

Boheni a. The SHEPHERD S cott age

Enter FLORI ZEL and PERDI TA

FLORI ZEL. These your unusual weeds to each part of you
Do give a life- no shepherdess, but Flora
Peering in April's front. This your sheep-shearing
Is as a neeting of the petty gods,
And you the Queen on't.

PERDI TA. Sir, ny gracious |ord,
To chide at your extremes it not becones me-
O, pardon that | nane them Your high self,
The gracious mark o' th' land, you have obscur'd
Wth a swain's wearing; and nme, poor |lowy naid,
Mbst goddess-like prank'd up. But that our feasts
In every ness have folly, and the feeders
Digest it with a custom | should blush
To see you so attir'd; swoon, | think,
To show nyself a gl ass.

FLORI ZEL. | bless the tine
When ny good fal con nmade her flight across
Thy father's ground.

PERDI TA. Now Jove afford you cause!
To ne the difference forges dread; your greatness
Hat h not been us'd to fear. Even now | trenble
To think your father, by sone accident,
Shoul d pass this way, as you did. O the Fates!
How woul d he | ook to see his work, so noble,
Vilely bound up? What woul d he say? O how
Should I, in these ny borrowed flaunts, behold
The sternness of his presence?

FLORI ZEL. Apprehend



Not hing but jollity. The gods thensel ves,
Hunbling their deities to | ove, have taken
The shapes of beasts upon them Jupiter
Becane a bull and bellow d; the green Neptune
A ram and bl eated; and the fire-rob'd god,
CGol den Apoll o, a poor hunbl e swain,
As | seem now. Their transformations
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer
Nor in a way so chaste, since ny desires
Run not before mi ne honour, nor ny lusts
Burn hotter than ny faith.
PERDI TA. O but, sir,
Your resolution cannot hold when 'tis
Oppos' d, as it must be, by th' powr of the King.
One of these two nust be necessities,
Which then will speak, that you nust change this purpose
O | ny life.
FLORI ZEL. Thou dearest Perdita,
Wth these forc'd thoughts, | prithee, darken not
The mirth o' th' feast. O 1'll be thine, ny fair,
O not ny father's; for | cannot be
M ne own, nor anything to any, if
I be not thine. To this | am npbst constant,
Though destiny say no. Be nmerry, gentle;
Strangl e such thoughts as these with any thing
That you behold the while. Your guests are coning.
Lift up your countenance, as it were the day
O celebration of that nuptial which
W two have sworn shall cone.
PERDI TA. O Lady Fortune,
St and you auspi ci ous!
FLORI ZEL. See, your guests approach

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly,



And let's be red with mrth.

Enter SHEPHERD, with POLI XENES and CAM LLO, di sgui sed;

CLOMN, MOPSA, DORCAS, with OTHERS

SHEPHERD. Fie, daughter! Wen ny old wife liv'd, upon
This day she was both pantler, butler, cook;
Bot h dame and servant; welcomd all; serv'd all;
Wyul d sing her song and dance her turn; now here
At upper end o' th' table, nowi' th' mddle;
On his shoulder, and his; her face o' fire
Wth labour, and the thing she took to quench it
She woul d to each one sip. You are retired,
As if you were a feasted one, and not
The hostess of the neeting. Pray you bid
These unknown friends to's welconme, for it is
A way to nmake us better friends, nore known.
Cone, quench your blushes, and present yourself
That which you are, Mstress o' th' Feast. Cone on,
And bid us wel cone to your sheep-sheari ng,
As your good flock shall prosper.
PERDI TA. [To POLI XENES] Sir, wel cone.
It is my father's will | should take on ne
The hostess-ship o' th' day. [To CAMLLQ
You' re wel cone, sir.
Gve nme those flow rs there, Dorcas. Reverend sirs,
For you there's rosemary and rue; these keep
Seem ng and savour all the winter |ong.
Grace and renenbrance be to you both!
And wel cone to our shearing.
POLI XENES. Shepher dess-
A fair one are you- well you fit our ages

Wth flowrs of winter.



PERDI TA. Sir, the year grow ng ancient,
Not yet on sunmer's death nor on the birth
O trenbling winter, the fairest flowrs o' th' season
Are our carnations and streak'd gillyvors,
Whi ch some call nature's bastards. O that kind
Qur rustic garden's barren; and | care not
To get slips of them

POLI XENES. Wherefore, gentle naiden,
Do you negl ect then?

PERDI TA. For | have heard it said
There is an art which in their piedness shares
Wth great creating nature.

POLI XENES. Say there be;
Yet nature is nade better by no mean
But nature makes that nean; so over that art
Whi ch you say adds to nature, is an art
That nature makes. You see, sweet maid, we marry
A gentler scion to the wldest stock,
And nmake conceive a bark of baser kind
By bud of nobler race. This is an art
Wi ch does nend nature- change it rather; but
The art itself is nature.

PERDI TA. So it is.

POLI XENES. Then make your garden rich in gillyvors,
And do not call them bastards.

PERDI TA. 1'I1 not put
The dibble in earth to set one slip of them
No nore than were | painted | would wi sh
This youth should say "twere well, and only therefore
Desire to breed by me. Here's flow rs for you:
Hot |avender, nmints, savory, narjoram
The marigold, that goes to bed wi' th' sun,

And with himrises weeping; these are flowrs



O middle sunmer, and | think they are given
To men of niddle age. Y are very wel cone.
CAM LLO. | should | eave grazing, were | of your flock,
And only live by gazing.
PERDI TA. Qut, al as!
You' d be so lean that blasts of January
Woul d bl ow you through and t hrough. Now, ny fair'st friend,
I would | had sonme flowrs o' th' spring that m ght
Becone your time of day- and yours, and yours,
That wear upon your virgin branches yet
Your mai denheads grow ng. O Proserpina
Fromthe flowers now that, frighted, thou let'st fal
From Di s' s waggon! - daffodils
That conme before the swal |l ow dares, and take
The wi nds of March with beauty; violets, dim
But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes
O Cytherea's breath; pale prinroses,
That die unmarried ere they can behol d
Bri ght Phoebus in his strength- a nal ady
Most incident to maids; bold oxlips, and
The crown-inperial; lilies of all Kkinds,
The flow r-de-luce being one. O these | |ack
To nmake you garlands of, and ny sweet friend
To strew himo'er and o' er!
FLORI ZEL. What, |ike a corse?
PERDI TA. No; like a bank for love to lie and play on
Not |ike a corse; or if- not to be buried,
But quick, and in mne arns. Cone, take your flowrs.
Met hinks | play as | have seen them do
In Witsun pastorals. Sure, this robe of mne
Does change ny di sposition
FLORI ZEL. What you do

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet,



I'd have you do it ever. \Wen you sing
I'd have you buy and sell so; so give al ns;
Pray so; and, for the ord ring your affairs,
To sing themtoo. Wen you do dance, | wi sh you
A wave o' th' sea, that you might ever do
Not hi ng but that; nove still, still so,
And own no other function. Each your doing,
So singular in each particular,
Crowns what you are doing in the present deeds
That all your acts are queens.

PERDI TA. O Dori cl es,
Your praises are too large. But that your youth,
And the true bl ood which peeps fairly through't,
Do plainly give you out an unstain'd shepherd,
Wth wisdom!| night fear, ny Doricles,
You woo'd ne the fal se way.

FLORI ZEL. | think you have
As little skill to fear as | have purpose
To put you to't. But, cone; our dance, | pray.
Your hand, ny Perdita; so turtles pair
That never nean to part.

PERDI TA. 1'11 swear for 'em

POLI XENES. This is the prettiest |owborn |lass that ever
Ran on the green-sward; nothing she does or seens
But snacks of sonething greater than herself,
Too noble for this place.

CAM LLO. He tells her something
That makes her bl ood | ook out. Good sooth, she is
The queen of curds and cream

CLOMN. Cone on, strike up.

DORCAS. Mopsa nust be your nmistress; marry, garlic,
To mend her Kkissing wth!

MOPSA. Now, in good tine!



CLOM. Not a word, a word; we stand upon our manners.

Cone, strike up. [ Musi c]

Here a dance O SHEPHERDS and SHEPHERDESSES

POLI XENES. Pray, good shepherd, what fair swain is this
Wi ch dances with your daughter?

SHEPHERD. They call him Doricles, and boasts hinself
To have a worthy feeding; but | have it
Upon his own report, and | believe it:
He | ooks like sooth. He says he | oves ny daughter
I think so too; for never gaz'd the noon
Upon the water as he'll stand and read,
As 'twere ny daughter's eyes; and, to be plain,
I think there is not half a kiss to choose
Who | oves anot her best.

POLI XENES. She dances featly.

SHEPHERD. So she does any thing; though | report it
That should be silent. If young Doricles
Do |ight upon her, she shall bring himthat

Whi ch he not dreans of.

Enter a SERVANT

SERVANT. O master, if you did but hear the pedlar at the door, you
woul d never dance again after a tabor and pipe; no, the bagpipe
could not nove you. He sings several tunes faster than you'l
tell noney; he utters themas he had eaten ballads, and all nen's
ears grew to his tunes.

CLOM. He coul d never cone better; he shall come in. | love a
ball ad but even too well, if it be doleful matter nmerrily set
down, or a very pleasant thing indeed and sung | amentably.

SERVANT. He hath songs for man or wonan of all sizes; no nilliner

can so fit his custoners with gl oves. He has the prettiest



| ove-songs for naids; so without bawdry, which is strange; with
such delicate burdens of dildos and fadings, 'junp her and thunp
her'; and where sone stretch-nouth'd rascal would, as it were,
mean nischief, and break a foul gap into the matter, he makes the
maid to answer 'Whoop, do nme no harm good man'- puts himoff,
slights him wth 'Wwoop, do nme no harm good man.'

POLI XENES. This is a brave fellow

CLOM. Believe ne, thou tal kest of an admirable conceited fellow
Has he any unbrai ded wares?

SERVANT. He hath ribbons of all the colours i' th' rainbow, points,
nmore than all the |lawyers in Bohenia can | earnedly handle, though
they come to himby th' gross; inkles, caddisses, canbrics,
| awns. Way he sings 'emover as they were gods or goddesses; you
woul d think a snock were she-angel, he so chants to the
sl eeve-hand and the work about the square on't.

CLOMN. Prithee bring himin; and | et hi mapproach singing.

PERDI TA. Forewarn himthat he use no scurrilous words in's tunes.

Exit SERVANT

CLOM. You have of these pedlars that have nore in themthan you'd

thi nk, sister.

PERDI TA. Ay, good brother, or go about to think.

Enter AUTCOLYCUS, Singing

Lawn as white as driven snow,
Cypress black as e'er was crow,
d oves as sweet as damask roses;
Masks for faces and for noses;
Bugl e bracel et, neckl ace anber,
Perfune for a | ady's chanber;
CGol den quoi fs and stomachers,
For ny lads to give their dears;

Pi ns and poki ng-sticks of steel-



What maids | ack fromhead to heel
Cone, buy of me, cone; cone buy, cone buy;
Buy, |ads, or else your |asses cry.

Cone, buy.

CLOM. If | were not in love with Mopsa, thou shoul dst take no
money of me; but being enthrall'd as | am it will also be the
bondage of certain ribbons and gl oves.

MOPSA. | was pronis'd them agai nst the feast; but they cone not too
| ate now.

DORCAS. He hath proms'd you nore than that, or there be liars.

MOPSA. He hath paid you all he pronis'd you. May be he has paid you
nmore, which will shane you to give him again.

CLOM. Is there no manners |eft anong maids? WIIl they wear their
pl ackets where they should bear their faces? |Is there not
m | ki ng-ti me, when you are going to bed, or kiln-hole, to whistle
of f these secrets, but you nust be tittle-tattling before all our
guests? 'Tis well they are whisp'ring. O ammer your tongues, and
not a word nore.

MOPSA. | have done. Cone, you promis'd ne a tawdry-lace, and a pair
of sweet gl oves.

CLOM. Have | not told thee how | was cozen'd by the way, and | ost
all ny noney?

AUTOLYCUS. And indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad; therefore it
behoves men to be wary.

CLOMN. Fear not thou, man; thou shalt |ose nothing here.

AUTOLYCUS. | hope so, sir; for | have about me nmany parcel s of
char ge.

CLOM. Vhat hast here? Ballads?

MOPSA. Pray now, buy sone. | love a ballad in print a-life, for
then we are sure they are true.

AUTOLYCUS. Here's one to a very dol eful tune: how a usurer's wife

was brought to bed of twenty noney-bags at a burden, and how she



long'd to eat adders' heads and toads carbonado' d.

MOPSA. Is it true, think you?

AUTOLYCUS. Very true, and but a nonth ol d.

DORCAS. Bless nme frommarrying a usurer!

AUTOLYCUS. Here's the midwife's nane to't, one Mstress Tal eporter,
and five or six honest w ves that were present. Wy should |
carry |lies abroad?

MOPSA. Pray you now, buy it.

CLOMN. Cone on, lay it by; and let's first see noe ballads; we'll
buy the other things anon.

AUTOLYCUS. Here's another ballad, of a fish that appeared upon the
coast on Wednesday the fourscore of April, forty thousand fathom
above water, and sung this ballad against the hard hearts of
mai ds. It was thought she was a woman, and was turn'd into a cold
fish for she woul d not exchange flesh with one that |ov'd her.
The ballad is very pitiful, and as true.

DORCAS. Is it true too, think you?

AUTOLYCUS. Five justices' hands at it; and w tnesses nore than ny
pack wi |l hol d.

CLOM. Lay it by too. Another.

AUTOLYCUS. This is a nerry ballad, but a very pretty one.

MOPSA. Let's have some nerry ones.

AUTOLYCUS. Wy, this is a passing nerry one, and goes to the tune
of 'Two nai ds wooing a man.' There's scarce a naid westward but
she sings it; '"tis in request, | can tell you.

MOPSA. can both sing it. If thou'lt bear a part, thou shalt hear;
"tis in three parts.

DORCAS. W had the tune on't a nmonth ago.

AUTOLYCUS. | can bear ny part; you must know 'tis ny occupation.

Have at it with you.

SONG



AUTOLYCUS. Get you hence, for | nust go

VWhere it fits not you to know.

DORCAS. Whi t her ?

MOPSA. O whither?

DORCAS. Wi t her ?

MOPSA. It becones thy oath full well

Thou to ne thy secrets tell.

DORCAS. Me too! Let me go thither
MOPSA. O thou goest to th' grange or mll.
DORCAS. If to either, thou dost ill.

AUTOLYCUS. Neit her.

DORCAS. What, neither?

AUTOLYCUS. Nei t her.

DORCAS. Thou hast sworn ny |ove to be.
MOPSA. Thou hast sworn it nore to ne.

Then whi t her goest? Say, whither?

CLOMN. W'll have this song out anon by ourselves; ny father and
the gentlenen are in sad talk, and we'll not trouble them Cone,
bring away thy pack after nme. Wenches, |'ll buy for you both.
Pedl ar, let's have the first choice. Follow ne, girls.

Exit with DORCAS and MOPSA

AUTOLYCUS. And you shall pay well for 'em

Exit AUTOLYCUS, Singing

W1l you buy any tape,
O lace for your cape,
My dainty duck, ny dear-a?
Any sil k, any thread,
Any toys for your head,
O the new st and fin'st, fin'st wear-a?
Cone to the pedlar;

Money' s a neddl er



That doth utter all nen's ware-a.

Re- ent er SERVANT

SERVANT. Master, there is three carters, three shepherds, three
neat - herds, three sw neherds, that have made thensel ves all nen
of hair; they call thenselves Saltiers, and they have dance which
the wenches say is a gallimufry of gambols, because they are not
in't; but they thenselves are o' th' mnd, if it be not too rough
for sone that know little but bowing, it will please
plentifully.

SHEPHERD. Away! We'll none on't; here has been too nuch honely
foolery already. | know, sir, we weary you

POLI XENES. You weary those that refresh us. Pray, let's see these
four threes of herdsnen.

SERVANT. One three of them by their own report, sir, hath danc'd
before the King; and not the worst of the three but junps twelve
foot and a half by th' squier

SHEPHERD. Leave your prating; since these good nen are pleas'd, |et
them cone in; but quickly now.

SERVANT. Why, they stay at door, sir. Exi t

Here a dance of twel ve SATYRS

POLI XENES. [To SHEPHERD] O father, you'll know nore of that

hereafter.

[To CAMLLO Is it not too far gone? 'Tis time to part them

He's sinple and tells nmuch. [To FLORIZEL] How now, fair
shepher d!

Your heart is full of something that does take

Your mind from feasting. Sooth, when | was young

And handed | ove as you do, | was wont

To load ny she with knacks; | would have ransack'd



The pedlar's silken treasury and have pour'd it
To her acceptance: you have let himgo
And nothing marted with him If your |ass
Interpretation should abuse and call this
Your lack of |love or bounty, you were straited
For a reply, at least if you make a care
O happy hol di ng her

FLORI ZEL. O d sir, | know
She prizes not such trifles as these are.
The gifts she I ooks fromne are pack'd and | ock'd
Up in ny heart, which | have given already,
But not deliver'd. O hear nme breathe ny life
Before this ancient sir, whom it should seem
Hath sometime lov'd. | take thy hand- this hand,
As soft as dove's down and as white as it,
O Ethiopian's tooth, or the fann'd snow that's bolted
By th' northern blasts twi ce o' er.

POLI XENES. What follows this?
How prettily the young swain seens to wash
The hand was fair before! | have put you out.
But to your protestation; let nme hear
What you profess.

FLORI ZEL. Do, and be witness to't.

POLI XENES. And this ny nei ghbour too?

FLORI ZEL. And he, and nore
Than he, and nen- the earth, the heavens, and all
That, were | crown'd the nost inperial nonarch
Thereof nost worthy, were | the fairest youth
That ever made eye swerve, had force and know edge
More than was ever man's, | would not prize them
W thout her love; for her enploy themall;
Commend them and condemm themto her service

O to their own perdition



POLI XENES. Fairly offer'd.

CAM LLO. This shows a sound affection.

SHEPHERD. But, ny daughter
Say you the like to hinP

PERDI TA. | cannot speak
So well, nothing so well; no, nor mean better
By th' pattern of mne own thoughts | cut out
The purity of his.

SHEPHERD. Take hands, a bargain!
And, friends unknown, you shall bear witness to't:
| give ny daughter to him and will nake
Her portion equal his.

FLORI ZEL. O that nust be
I'" th' virtue of your daughter. One being dead,
I shall have nore than you can dream of yet;
Enough then for your wonder. But cone on,
Contract us fore these witnesses.

SHEPHERD. Cone, your hand;
And, daughter, yours.

POLI XENES. Soft, swain, awhile, beseech you
Have you a father?

FLORI ZEL. | have, but what of hin®

POLI XENES. Knows he of this?

FLORI ZEL. He neither does nor shall

POLI XENES. Met hi nks a fat her
Is at the nuptial of his son a guest
That best becones the table. Pray you, once nore,
I's not your father grown incapable
O reasonable affairs? I's he not stupid
Wth age and alt'ring rheuns? Can he speak, hear
Know man from nman, dispute his own estate?
Li es he not bed-rid, and again does not hi ng

But what he did being childish?



FLORI ZEL. No, good sir;
He has his health, and anmpler strength indeed
Than nost have of his age.

POLI XENES. By ny white beard,
You offer him if this be so, a wong
Sonet hing unfilial. Reason ny son
Shoul d choose hinself a wi fe; but as good reason
The father- all whose joy is nothing el se
But fair posterity- should hold sone counsel
In such a business.

FLORI ZEL. | yield all this;
But, for some other reasons, ny grave sir,
Which '"tis not fit you know, | not acquai nt
My father of this business.

POLI XENES. Let him know t.

FLORI ZEL. He shal | not.

POLI XENES. Prithee let him

FLORI ZEL. No, he nust not.

SHEPHERD. Let him nmny son; he shall not need to grieve
At knowi ng of thy choice.

FLORI ZEL. Cone, cone, he nust not.
Mark our contract.

POLI XENES. [ Discovering hinmself] Mark your divorce, young sir,
Whom son | dare not call; thou art too base
To be acknow edg' d- thou a sceptre's heir,
That thus affects a sheep-hook! Thou, old traitor,
I amsorry that by hanging thee | can but
Shorten thy life one week. And thou, fresh piece
O excellent witchcraft, who of force nust know
The royal fool thou cop'st wth-

SHEPHERD. O, ny heart!

POLI XENES. |'Il have thy beauty scratch'd with briers and nmade

More honely than thy state. For thee, fond boy,



If I may ever know thou dost but sigh
That thou no nore shalt see this knack- as never
I mean thou shalt- we'll bar thee from succession
Not hol d thee of our blood, no, not our Kin,
Farre than Deucalion off. Mark thou ny words.
Follow us to the court. Thou churl, for this tineg,
Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee
From the dead blow of it. And you, enchantnent,
Wirthy enough a herdsman- yea, himtoo
That makes hinmsel f, but for our honour therein,
Unworthy thee- if ever henceforth thou
These rural latches to his entrance open
O hoop his body nore with thy enbraces,
I will devise a death as cruel for thee
As thou art tender to't. Exi t
PERDI TA. Even here undone!
I was not nuch afeard; for once or twice
I was about to speak and tell himplainly
The sel f-sane sun that shines upon his court
Hi des not his visage fromour cottage, but
Looks on alike. [To FLORIZEL] WII't please you, sir, be gone?
| told you what woul d conme of this. Beseech you
O your own state take care. This dream of nine-
Bei ng now awake, 1'Il queen it no inch farther,
But milk nmy ewes and weep.
CAM LLO. Wy, how now, father!
Speak ere thou diest.
SHEPHERD. | cannot speak nor think
Nor dare to know that which | know. [To FLORIZEL] O sir,
You have undone a man of fourscore-three
That thought to fill his grave in quiet, yea
To di e upon the bed ny father died,

To lie close by his honest bones; but now



Sone hangman nust put on ny shroud and lay ne
Where no priest shovels in dust. [To PERDI TA] O cursed wretch,
That knew st this was the Prince, and woul dst adventure
To mingle faith with him - Undone, undone!
If I might die within this hour, | have liv'd
To die when | desire. Exi t
FLORI ZEL. Wy | ook you so upon ne?
I am but sorry, not afeard; delay'd,
But nothing alt'red. What | was, | am
More straining on for plucking back; not follow ng
My leash unwillingly.
CAM LLO. Gracious, ny |lord,
You know your father's tenper. At this tinme
He will allow no speech- which | do guess
You do not purpose to him and as hardly
W1l he endure your sight as yet, | fear;
Then, till the fury of his Hi ghness settle,
Conme not before him
FLORI ZEL. | not purpose it.
I think Camllo?
CAM LLO. Even he, ny lord.
PERDI TA. How often have | told you 'twould be thus!
How often said nmy dignity would I ast
But till '"twere known!
FLORI ZEL. It cannot fail but by
The violation of my faith; and then
Let nature crush the sides o' th' earth together
And mar the seeds within! Lift up thy | ooks.
From ny succession w pe ne, father;
Am heir to ny affection.
CAM LLO. Be advi s’ d.
FLORI ZEL. | am and by ny fancy; if ny reason

Wl thereto be obedient, | have reason;



If not, ny senses, better pleas'd with nadness,
Do bid it wel cone.

CAM LLO. This is desperate, sir.

FLORI ZEL. So call it; but it does fulfil nmy vow
I needs nust think it honesty. Camll o,
Not for Bohemi a, nor the ponp that may
Be thereat glean'd, for all the sun sees or
The cl ose earth wonbs, or the profound seas hides
In unknown fathonms, will | break nmy oath
To this ny fair belov'd. Therefore, | pray you,
As you have ever been nmy father's honour'd friend,
Wien he shall miss nme- as, in faith, | mean not
To see himany nore- cast your good counsels
Upon his passion. Let nyself and Fortune
Tug for the time to come. This you may know,
And so deliver: | amput to sea
Wth her who here | cannot hold on shore.
And nost opportune to her need | have
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepar'd
For this design. What course | mean to hold
Shal | not hing benefit your know edge, nor
Concern ne the reporting.

CAM LLO. O ny lord,
I would your spirit were easier for advice.
O stronger for your need.

FLORI ZEL. Hark, Perdita. [ Takes her asi de]
[To CAMLLG I'll hear you by and by.

CAM LLO. He's irrenovabl e,
Resolv'd for flight. Now were | happy if
H's going I could frane to serve ny turn,
Save himfrom danger, do himlove and honour,
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia

And that unhappy king, ny master, whom



| so nmuch thirst to see

FLORI ZEL. Now, good Canill o,
I amso fraught with curious business that
| | eave out cerenony.

CAM LLO. Sir, | think
You have heard of my poor services i' th' |ove
That | have borne your father?

FLORI ZEL. Very nobly
Have you deserv'd. It is ny father's nusic
To speak your deeds; not little of his care
To have them reconpens'd as thought on.

CAM LLO. Wwell, ny lord,
If you may please to think | |ove the King,
And through himwhat's nearest to him which is
Your gracious self, enbrace but ny direction
I f your nore ponderous and settled project
May suffer alteration, on nine honour,
I"l1l point you where you shall have such receiving
As shall becone your Hi ghness; where you nay
Enj oy your mistress, fromthe whom | see,
There's no disjunction to be made but by,
As heavens forfend! your ruin- marry her
And with ny best endeavours in your absence
Your discontenting father strive to qualify,
And bring himup to liking.

FLORI ZEL. How, Canmill o,
May this, alnost a mracle, be done?
That | may call thee sonething nore than nan,
And after that trust to thee.

CAM LLO. Have you thought on
A place whereto you'll go?

FLORI ZEL. Not any yet;

But as th' unthought-on accident is guilty



To what we wildly do, so we profess
Qursel ves to be the slaves of chance and flies
O every wind that bl ows.
CAM LLO. Then list to me.
This follows, if you will not change your purpose
But undergo this flight: nmake for Sicilia,
And there present yourself and your fair princess-
For so, | see, she nust be- fore Leontes.
She shall be habited as it becones
The partner of your bed. Methinks | see
Leontes opening his free arms and weepi ng
H s wel comes forth; asks thee there 'Son, forgiveness!
As 'twere i' th' father's person; kisses the hands
O your fresh princess; o' er and o' er divides him
"Twi xt hi s unki ndness and his kindness- th' one
He chides to hell, and bids the other grow
Faster than thought or tine.
FLORI ZEL. Worthy Camil | o,
What colour for ny visitation shall |
Hol d up before hinf
CAM LLO. Sent by the King your father
To greet himand to give himconforts. Sir,
The manner of your bearing towards him with
What you as fromyour father shall deliver,
Thi ngs known betwi xt us three, I'lIl wite you down;
The which shall point you forth at every sitting
What you mnust say, that he shall not perceive
But that you have your father's bosomthere
And speak his very heart.
FLORI ZEL. | am bound to you
There is sone sap in this.
CAM LLO. A course nore prom sing

Than a wild dedication of yourselves



To unpath'd waters, undream d shores, nobst certain
To m series enough; no hope to help you
But as you shake off one to take anot her;
Not hi ng so certain as your anchors, who
Do their best office if they can but stay you
Where you'll be loath to be. Besides, you know
Prosperity's the very bond of |ove,
Whose fresh conpl exi on and whose heart together
Affliction alters.

PERDI TA. One of these is true:
I think affliction may subdue the cheek
But not take in the mnd.

CAM LLO. Yea, say you so0?
There shall not at your father's house these seven years
Be born anot her such.

FLORI ZEL. My good Canmill o,
She is as forward of her breeding as
She is i'" th' rear o our birth.

CAM LLO. | cannot say 'tis pity
She lacks instructions, for she seens a nistress
To nost that teach.

PERDI TA. Your pardon, sir; for this
I"1l blush you thanks.

FLORI ZEL. My prettiest Perdital
But, O the thorns we stand upon! Camll o-
Preserver of ny father, now of ne;
The medi ci ne of our house- how shall we do?
We are not furnish'd |ike Bohem a's son
Nor shall appear in Sicilia.

CAM LLO. W lord,
Fear none of this. | think you know ny fortunes
Do all lie there. It shall be so ny care

To have you royally appointed as if



The scene you play were mine. For instance, sir,
That you may know you shall not want- one word.

[ They tal k asi de]

Re-ent er AUTOLYCUS

AUTOLYCUS. Ha, ha! what a fool Honesty is! and Trust, his sworn
brother, a very sinple gentleman! | have sold all ny trunpery;
not a counterfeit stone, not a ribbon, glass, pomander, brooch
tabl e- book, ballad, knife, tape, glove, shoe-tie, bracelet,
horn-ring, to keep ny pack fromfasting. They throng who shoul d
buy first, as if ny trinkets had been hall owed and brought a
benedi ction to the buyer; by which nmeans | saw whose purse was
best in picture; and what | saw, to ny good use | renenb'red. My
cl own, who wants but sonething to be a reasonable nman, grew so in
Il ove with the wenches' song that he would not stir his pettitoes
till he had both tune and words, which so drew the rest of the
herd to me that all their other senses stuck in ears. You mi ght
have pinch'd a placket, it was senseless; 'twas nothing to geld a
codpi ece of a purse; | would have fil'd keys off that hung in
chains. No hearing, no feeling, but ny sir's song, and adnmiring
the nothing of it. So that in this tine of lethargy |I pick'd and
cut nost of their festival purses; and had not the old man cone
in with whoobub agai nst his daughter and the King' s son and
scar'd ny choughs fromthe chaff, | had not left a purse alive in

t he whol e arny.

CAM LLO, FLORI ZEL, and PERDI TA cone forward

CAM LLO. Nay, but ny letters, by this neans being there

So soon as you arrive, shall clear that doubt.
FLORI ZEL. And those that you'll procure fromKing Leontes?
CAM LLO. sShall satisfy your father.

PERDI TA. Happy be you



Al'l that you speak shows fair.
CAM LLO. [seeing AUTOLYCUS] Who have we here?

W' Il make an instrument of this; omt

Not hi ng may give us aid.
AUTOLYCUS. [Aside] |If they have overheard me now why, hanging.
CAM LLO. How now, good fellow Wy shak'st thou so?

Fear not, man; here's no harmintended to thee.

AUTOLYCUS. | am a poor fellow, sir.

CAM LLO. Wy, be so still; here's nobody will steal that fromthee.
Yet for the outside of thy poverty we nust nake an exchange;
therefore discase thee instantly- thou rmust think there's a
necessity in't- and change garnments with this gentl eman. Though
the pennyworth on his side be the worst, yet hold thee, there's
some boot. [G ving noney]

AUTOLYCUS. | am a poor fellow, sir. [Aside] | know ye well
enough.

CAM LLO. Nay, prithee dispatch. The gentleman is half flay'd
al r eady.

AUTOLYCUS. Are you in canest, sir? [Aside] | smell the trick
on't.

FLORI ZEL. Dispatch, | prithee.

AUTOLYCUS. |ndeed, | have had earnest; but | cannot with conscience
take it.

CAM LLO. Unbuckl e, unbuckl e.

FLORI ZEL and AUTOLYCUS exchange garments

Fortunate m stress- let ny prophecy

Cone hone to ye!- you nust retire yourself

Into some covert; take your sweetheart's hat
And pluck it o' er your brows, nuffle your face,
D smantl e you, and, as you can, disliken

The truth of your own seening, that you may-



For | do fear eyes over- to shipboard
Get undescri ed.
PERDI TA. | see the play so lies
That | nust bear a part.
CAM LLO. No renedy.
Have you done there?
FLORI ZEL. Should | now neet ny father
He woul d not call nme son
CAM LLO. Nay, you shall have no hat
[Gving it to PERDI TA]
Cone, |ady, cone. Farewell, ny friend
AUTOLYCUS. Adieu, sir.
FLORI ZEL. O Perdita, what have we twain forgot!
Pray you a word. [ They converse apart]
CAM LLO. [Aside] Wiat | do next shall be to tell the King
O this escape, and whither they are bound;
Wherein ny hope is | shall so prevai
To force himafter; in whose conpany
| shall re-view Sicilia, for whose sight
I have a woman's | ongi ng.
FLORI ZEL. Fortune speed us!
Thus we set on, Canillo, to th' sea-side.
CAM LLO. The swifter speed the better
Exeunt FLORI ZEL, PERDI TA, and CAM LLO
AUTOLYCUS. | understand the business, | hear it. To have an open
ear, a quick eye, and a ninble hand, is necessary for a
cut-purse; a good nose is requisite also, to snmell out work for
th' other senses. | see this is the time that the unjust man doth
thrive. What an exchange had this been wi thout boot! Wat a boot
is here with this exchange! Sure, the gods do this year connive
at us, and we nmay do anything extenpore. The Prince hinself is
about a piece of iniquity- stealing away fromhis father with his

clog at his heels. If I thought it were a piece of honesty to



acquaint the King withal, | would not do't. | hold it the nore
knavery to conceal it; and therein am| constant to ny

pr of essi on.

Re-enter CLOWN and SHEPHERD

Asi de, aside- here is nore matter for a hot brain. Every lane's
end, every shop, church, session, hanging, yields a careful man
wor k.

CLOMN. See, see; what a nman you are nowl There is no other way but
to tell the King she's a changeling and none of your flesh and
bl ood.

SHEPHERD. Nay, but hear ne.

CLOMN. Nay- but hear ne.

SHEPHERD. Go to, then.

CLOWN. She bei ng none of your flesh and bl ood, your flesh and bl ood
has not of fended the King; and so your flesh and blood is not to
be punish'd by him Show those things you found about her, those
secret things- all but what she has with her. This being done,
let the aw go whistle; | warrant you.

SHEPHERD. | will tell the King all, every word- yea, and his son's
pranks too; who, | nmay say, is no honest nan, neither to his
father nor to ne, to go about to make me the King's
brot her-in-| aw.

CLOMN. Indeed, brother-in-law was the farthest off you could have
been to him and then your blood had been the dearer by | know
how nmuch an ounce.

AUTOLYCUS. [Aside] Very wisely, puppies!

SHEPHERD. Well, let us to the King. There is that in this fardel
wi Il make himscratch his beard.

AUTOLYCUS. [Aside] | know not what inpedinment this conplaint nmay
be to the flight of my naster.

CLOMN. Pray heartily he be at pal ace.



AUTOLYCUS. [Aside] Though I am not naturally honest, | am so
sometines by chance. Let nme pocket up ny pedlar's excrenent.

[ Takes off his fal se beard] How now, rustics! Wither are you
bound?

SHEPHERD. To th' palace, an it |ike your worship.

AUTOLYCUS. Your affairs there, what, with whom the condition of
that fardel, the place of your dwelling, your nanmes, your ages,
of what having, breeding, and anything that is fitting to be
known- di scover

CLOM. W are but plain fellows, sir.

AUTOLYCUS. A lie: you are rough and hairy. Let me have no lying; it
becones none but tradesnen, and they often give us soldiers the
lie; but we pay themfor it with stanped coin, not stabbing
steel; therefore they do not give us the lie.

CLOWN. Your worship had like to have given us one, if you had not
taken yourself with the nanner.

SHEPHERD. Are you a courtier, an't like you, sir?

AUTOLYCUS. Vhether it like ne or no, | ama courtier. Seest thou
not the air of the court in these enfoldings? Hath not ny gait in
it the neasure of the court? Receives not thy nose court-odour
fromme? Reflect | not on thy baseness court-contenpt? Think'st
thou, for that | insinuate, that toaze fromthee thy business,
am therefore no courtier? | amcourtier cap-a-pe, and one that
will either push on or pluck back thy business there; whereupon
conmand the to open thy affair.

SHEPHERD. My business, sir, is to the King.

AUTOLYCUS. What advocate hast thou to hin®

SHEPHERD. | know not, an't |ike you

CLOM. Advocate's the court-word for a pheasant; say you have none.

SHEPHERD. None, sir; | have no pheasant, cock nor hen

AUTOLYCUS. How bl essed are we that are not sinple nen!

Yet nature m ght have nade ne as these are,

Therefore | will not disdain.



CLOM. This cannot be but a great courtier

SHEPHERD. Hi s garnents are rich, but he wears them not handsonely.

CLOM. He seens to be the nore noble in being fantastical
A great man, |'Il warrant; | know by the picking on's teeth.

AUTOLYCUS. The fardel there? What's i' th' fardel ? Wherefore that
box?

SHEPHERD. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel and box which
none nmust know but the King; and which he shall know within this
hour, if | nmay cone to th' speech of him

AUTOLYCUS. Age, thou hast |ost thy | abour.

SHEPHERD. Wy, Sir?

AUTOLYCUS. The King is not at the palace; he is gone aboard a new
ship to purge nelancholy and air hinmself; for, if thou be'st
capabl e of things serious, thou nust know the King is full of
gri ef.

SHEPHERD. So 'tis said, sir- about his son, that should have
married a shepherd's daughter

AUTOLYCUS. |If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let himfly; the
curses he shall have, the tortures he shall feel, will break the
back of man, the heart of nonster.

CLOMN. Think you so, sir?

AUTOLYCUS. Not he al one shall suffer what wit can nake heavy and
vengeance bitter; but those that are germane to him though
renov'd fifty tinmes, shall all cone under the hangman- which,
though it be great pity, yet it is necessary. An old
sheep-whi stling rogue, a ramtender, to offer to have his
daughter cone into grace! Some say he shall be ston'd; but that
death is too soft for him say |I. Draw our throne into a
sheep-cote!- all deaths are too few, the sharpest too easy.

CLOM. Has the old man e'er a son, sir, do you hear, an't like you
sir?

AUTOLYCUS. He has a son- who shall be flay'd alive; then 'nointed

over with honey, set on the head of a wasp's nest; then stand



till he be three quarters and a dram dead; then recover'd again
wi th aqua-vitae or sone other hot infusion; then, raw as he is,
and in the hottest day prognostication proclains, shall he be set
against a brick wall, the sun looking with a southward eye upon
him where he is to behold himwth flies blowm to death. But
what talk we of these traitorly rascals, whose nmiseries are to be
sml'd at, their offences being so capital? Tell me, for you seem
to be honest plain nen, what you have to the King. Being

somet hing gently consider'd, |I'Il bring you where he is aboard,
tender your persons to his presence, whisper himin your behalfs;
and if it be in man besides the King to effect your suits, here
is man shall do it.

CLOM. He seenms to be of great authority. Close with him give him
gol d; and though authority be a stubborn bear, yet he is oft |ed
by the nose with gold. Show the inside of your purse to the
out side of his hand, and no nore ado. Renenber- ston'd and flay'd
al i ve.

SHEPHERD. An't pl ease you, sir, to undertake the business for us,
here is that gold |I have. I'Il nake it as much nore, and | eave
this young man in pawn till | bring it you

AUTOLYCUS. After | have done what | prom sed?

SHEPHERD. Ay, sir.

AUTOLYCUS. Well, give me the noiety. Are you a party in this
busi ness?

CLOM. In sone sort, sir; but though nmy case be a pitiful one, |
hope | shall not be flay'd out of it.

AUTOLYCUS. O that's the case of the shepherd' s son! Hang him
he'll be made an exanpl e.

CLOMN. Confort, good confort! W nust to the King and show our
strange sights. He nust know 'tis none of your daughter nor ny
sister; we are gone else. Sir, | will give you as much as this
ol d man does, when the business is performed; and remain, as he

says, your pawn till it be brought you



AUTOLYCUS. | will trust you. Walk before toward the sea-side; go on
the right-hand; | will but |ook upon the hedge, and foll ow you.

CLOMW. W are blest in this nman, as | may say, even bl est.

SHEPHERD. Let's before, as he bids us. He was provided to do us
good. Exeunt SHEPHERD and CLOMN

AUTOLYCUS. If | had a mind to be honest, | see Fortune woul d not
suf fer me: she drops booties in nmy mouth. | amcourted now with a
doubl e occasion- gold, and a neans to do the Prince my naster
good; which who knows how that may turn back to ny advancenent? |
will bring these two noles, these blind ones, aboard him If he
think it fit to shore them again, and that the conpl aint they
have to the King concerns himnothing, et himcall me rogue for
being so far officious; for I am proof against that title, and
what shane el se belongs to't. To himw Il | present them There
may be matter init. Exi t

ACT V. SCENE I.

Sicilia. The pal ace of LEONTES

Enter LEONTES, CLEOMENES, DI ON, PAULI NA, and OTHERS

CLEOMENES. Sir, you have done enough, and have performd
A saint-like sorrow. No fault could you nmake
Whi ch you have not redeem d; indeed, paid down
More penitence than done trespass. At the |ast,
Do as the heavens have done: forget your evil;
Wth them forgive yourself.

LEONTES. Wil st | renenber
Her and her virtues, | cannot forget
My bl emishes in them and so still think of
The wong | did nyself; which was so nuch
That heirless it hath made ny ki ngdom and
Destroy'd the sweet'st conpanion that e'er man

Bred his hopes out of.



PAULI NA. True, too true, ny lord.
If, one by one, you wedded all the world,
O fromthe all that are took sonething good
To nmake a perfect wonman, she you kill'd
Woul d be unparallel’d.

LEONTES. | think so. Kill"d!
She | kill'd! I did so; but thou strik'st ne
Sorely, to say | did. It is as bitter
Upon thy tongue as in ny thought. Now, good now,
Say so but sel dom

CLEOVENES. Not at all, good I ady.
You ni ght have spoken a thousand things that would
Have done the tine nore benefit, and grac'd
Your ki ndness better

PAULI NA. You are one of those
Wul d have hi m wed agai n.

DION. If you would not so,
You pity not the state, nor the renmenbrance
O his nost sovereign nane; consider little
What dangers, by his Hi ghness' fail of issue,
May drop upon his ki ngdom and devour
Incertain | ookers-on. What were nore holy
Than to rejoice the former queen is well?
What holier than, for royalty's repair,
For present confort, and for future good,
To bl ess the bed of mmjesty again
Wth a sweet fellowto't?

PAULI NA. There is none wort hy,
Respecting her that's gone. Besides, the gods
W1l have fulfill'd their secret purposes;
For has not the divine Apollo said,
Is't not the tenour of his oracle,

That King Leontes shall not have an heir



Till his lost child be found? Which that it shall,
Is all as nobnstrous to our human reason
As ny Antigonus to break his grave
And cone again to me; who, on ny life,
Did perish with the infant. 'Tis your counsel
My lord should to the heavens be contrary,
Oppose against their wills. [To LEONTES] Care not for issue;
The crowmn will find an heir. Geat Al exander
Left his to th' worthiest; so his successor
Was |like to be the best.
LEONTES. Good Paul i na,
Who hast the nenory of Herm one,
I know, in honour, O that ever |
Had squar'd nme to thy counsel! Then, even now,
I mght have | ook'd upon ny queen's full eyes,
Have taken treasure fromher I|ips-
PAULI NA. And left them
More rich for what they yiel ded.
LEONTES. Thou speak' st truth.
No nore such wives; therefore, no wife. One worse,
And better us'd, would nake her sainted spirit
Agai n possess her corpse, and on this stage,
Where we of fend her now, appear soul -vex'd,
And begin 'Wy to ne'-
PAULI NA. Had she such power,
She had just cause.
LEONTES. She had; and woul d incense me
To nurder her | nmarried.
PAULI NA. | shoul d so.
Were | the ghost that walk'd, 1'd bid you mark
Her eye, and tell me for what dull part in't
You chose her; then |I'd shriek, that even your ears

Should rift to hear ne; and the words that followd



Shoul d be ' Renmenber nine.’
LEONTES. Stars, stars,
And all eyes else dead coals! Fear thou no wife;
I"1'l have no wife, Paulina.
PAULI NA. WI I you swear
Never to marry but by ny free | eave?
LEONTES. Never, Paulina; so be blest nmy spirit!
PAULI NA. Then, good ny |lords, bear witness to his oath.
CLEOVENES. You tenpt hi mover-nuch.
PAULI NA. Unl ess anot her,
As |like Hermione as is her picture,
Affront his eye.
CLEOVENES. Good nadam
PAULI NA. | have done.
Yet, if nmy lord will marry- if you will, sir,
No remedy but you will- give ne the office
To choose you a queen. She shall not be so young
As was your forner; but she shall be such
As, wal k'd your first queen's ghost, it should take joy
To see her in your arns.
LEONTES. My true Pauli na,
We shall not marry till thou bid st us.
PAULI NA. That
Shal | be when your first queen's again in breath;

Never till then.

Ent er a GENTLEMAN

GENTLEMAN. One that gives out hinmself Prince Florizel,
Son of Polixenes, with his princess- she
The fairest | have yet behel d- desires access
To your high presence.

LEONTES. What with hin? He cones not



Like to his father's greatness. H s approach
So out of circunstance and sudden, tells us
"Tis not a visitation framd, but forc'd
By need and accident. Wat train?
GENTLEMAN. But few,
And those but nean.
LEONTES. His princess, say you, with hinf
GENTLEMAN. Ay; the nost peerless piece of earth, | think
That e'er the sun shone bright on
PAULI NA. O Her i one,
As every present tine doth boast itself
Above a better gone, so nust thy grave
Gve way to what's seen now Sir, you yourself
Have said and wit so, but your witing now
I's colder than that theme: 'She had not been
Nor was not to be equall'd.' Thus your verse
Flow d with her beauty once; 'tis shrewdly ebb'd,
To say you have seen a better
GENTLEMAN. Pardon, nadam
The one | have al nost forgot- your pardon
The ot her, when she has obtain'd your eye,
W Il have your tongue too. This is a creature,
Whul d she begin a sect, m ght quench the zea
O all professors el se, nake prosel ytes
O who she but bid follow.
PAULI NA. How! not wonen?
GENTLEMAN. Wren will |ove her that she is a wonan
More worth than any man; nen, that she is
The rarest of all wonen.
LEONTES. Go, C eonenes;
Yoursel f, assisted with your honour'd friends,
Bring themto our enbracenent. Exeunt

Still, '"tis strange



He thus shoul d steal upon us.

PAULI NA. Had our prince,
Jewel of children, seen this hour, he had pair'd
Vll with this lord; there was not full a nonth
Between their births.

LEONTES. Prithee no nore; cease. Thou know st
He dies to nme again when talk'd of. Sure,
When | shall see this gentleman, thy speeches
WIl bring ne to consider that which may

Unf urni sh me of reason

Re-enter CLEOVENES, with FLORI ZEL, PERDI TA, and

ATTENDANTS

They are cone.
Your nother was nost true to wedl ock, Prince;
For she did print your royal father off,
Concei ving you. Were | but twenty-one,
Your father's image is so hit in you
His very air, that | should call you brother
As | did him and speak of sonething wildly
By us performid before. Modst dearly wel cone!
And your fair princess- goddess! O al as!
I lost a couple that 'tw xt heaven and earth
M ght thus have stood begetting wonder as
You, gracious couple, do. And then | |ost-
All mne owmn folly- the society,
Anity too, of your brave father, whom
Though bearing misery, | desire ny life
Once nore to | ook on him

FLORI ZEL. By his command
Have | here touch'd Sicilia, and from him

G ve you all greetings that a king, at friend,



Can send his brother; and, but infirnty,
VWhi ch waits upon worn tines, hath sonething seiz'd
H's wish'd ability, he had hinself
The | ands and waters 'tw xt your throne and his
Measur'd, to | ook upon you; whom he | oves,
He bade ne say so, nore than all the sceptres
And those that bear themliving
LEONTES. O ny brot her-
Good gentl enman!- the wongs | have done thee stir
Afresh within ne; and these thy offices
So rarely kind, are as interpreters
O ny behind-hand sl ackness! Wl cone hither
As is the spring to th' earth. And hath he too
Expos'd this paragon to th' fearful usage
At | east ungentle, of the dreadful Neptune,
To greet a nman not worth her pains, much |ess
Th' adventure of her person?
FLORI ZEL. Good, ny |ord,
She came from Li bya
LEONTES. Where the warli ke Snmal us,
That noble honour'd lord, is fear'd and | ov' d?
FLORI ZEL. Most royal sir, fromthence; from hi mwhose daughter
H's tears proclaimd his, parting with her; thence,
A prosperous south-wind friendly, we have cross'd,
To execute the charge ny father gave ne
For visiting your H ghness. My best train
| have fromyour Sicilian shores dismss'd;
Who for Bohemia bend, to signify
Not only ny success in Libya, sir,
But ny arrival and nmy wife's in safety
Here where we are.
LEONTES. The bl essed gods

Purge all infection fromour air whilst you



Do climte here! You have a holy father,

A graceful gentleman, agai nst whose person,

So sacred as it is, | have done sin,

For whi ch the heavens, taking angry note,

Have | eft ne issuel ess; and your father's blest,
As he from heaven nerits it, with you,

Wrthy his goodness. Wat might | have been,

M ght | a son and daughter now have | ook'd on,

Such goodly things as you!

Enter a LORD

LORD. Most noble sir,

That which | shall report will bear no credit,

Were not the proof so nigh. Please you, great sir,

Bohemi a greets you from hinself by ne;
Desires you to attach his son, who has-
H s dignity and duty both cast off-
Fled fromhis father, fromhis hopes, and with
A shepherd's daughter.
LEONTES. Where's Boheni a? Speak.
LORD. Here in your city; | now canme fromhim
| speak amazedly; and it becones
My marvel and nmy nessage. To your court
Whi |l es he was hast'ning- in the chase, it seens,
O this fair couple- neets he on the way
The father of this seem ng | ady and
Her brother, having both their country quitted
Wth this young prince.
FLORI ZEL. Camillo has betray'd ne;
Whose honour and whose honesty till now
Endur'd all weathers.

LORD. Lay't so to his charge;



He's with the King your father.

LEONTES. Who? Canill 0?

LORD. Canillo, sir; | spake with him who now
Has these poor men in question. Never saw |
W et ches so quake. They kneel, they kiss the earth;
Forswear thenselves as often as they speak.
Bohemi a stops his ears, and threatens them
Wth divers deaths in death.

PERDI TA. O ny poor father!

The heaven sets spies upon us, will not have
Qur contract cel ebrated.

LEONTES. You are narried?

FLORI ZEL. W are not, sir, nor are we like to be;
The stars, | see, will kiss the valleys first.
The odds for high and I ow s ali ke.

LEONTES. My | ord,

Is this the daughter of a king?

FLORI ZEL. She is,

When once she is ny wfe.

LEONTES. That 'once,' | see by your good father's speed,
WIl cone on very slowy. | amsorry,
Most sorry, you have broken fromhis |iking
Where you were tied in duty; and as sorry
Your choice is not so rich in worth as beauty,
That you might well enjoy her.

FLORI ZEL. Dear, | ook up.
Though Fortune, visible an eneny,
Shoul d chase us with nmy father, powr no jot
Hat h she to change our |oves. Beseech you, sir,
Renenber since you owd no nore to tine
Than | do now. Wth thought of such affections,
Step forth mine advocate; at your request

My father will grant precious things as trifles.



LEONTES. Wuld he do so, |'d beg your precious mstress,
Whi ch he counts but a trifle.
PAULINA. Sir, mny liege,
Your eye hath too much youth in't. Not a nonth
Fore your queen died, she was nore worth such gazes
Than what you | ook on now
LEONTES. | thought of her
Even in these |l ooks | made. [To FLORIZEL] But your petition
Is yet unanswer'd. | will to your father
Your honour not o'erthrown by your desires,
I amfriend to them and you. Upon which errand
I now go toward him therefore, follow ne
And mark what way | make. Cone, good ny | ord. Exeunt
SCENE 1 1.

Sicilia. Before the pal ace of LEONTES

Enter AUTOLYCUS and a GENTLENAN

AUTOLYCUS. Beseech you, sir, were you present at this relation?

FI RST GENTLEMAN. | was by at the opening of the fardel, heard the
ol d shepherd deliver the manner how he found it; whereupon, after
alittle amazedness, we were all comanded out of the chanber;
only this, methought | heard the shepherd say he found the child.

AUTOLYCUS. | would nost gladly know the issue of it.

FI RST GENTLEMAN. | nake a broken delivery of the business; but the
changes | perceived in the King and Canillo were very notes of
adm ration. They seemd alnost, with staring on one another, to
tear the cases of their eyes; there was speech in their dunbness,
| anguage in their very gesture; they |look'd as they had heard of
a world ransom d, or one destroyed. A notable passion of wonder
appeared in them but the w sest behol der that knew no nore but
seeing could not say if th' inmportance were joy or sorrow but in

the extremty of the one it nust needs be.



Ent er anot her GENTLENMAN

Here conmes a gentleman that happily knows nore. The news, Rogero?
SECOND GENTLEMAN. Not hi ng but bonfires. The oracle is fulfill'd:
the King' s daughter is found. Such a deal of wonder is broken out

within this hour that ballad-nakers cannot be able to express it.

Ent er anot her GENTLENMAN

Here conmes the Lady Paulina's steward; he can deliver you nore.
How goes it now, sir? This news, which is call'd true, is so like
an old tale that the verity of it is in strong suspicion. Has the
King found his heir?

THI RD GENTLEMAN. Most true, if ever truth were pregnant by
ci rcunst ance. That which you hear you'll swear you see, there is
such unity in the proofs. The nantle of Queen Herm one's; her
jewel about the neck of it; the letters of Antigonus found with
it, which they know to be his character; the majesty of the
creature in resenbl ance of the nother; the affection of nobl eness
whi ch nature shows above her breeding; and many ot her evi dences-
proclaimher with all certainty to be the King' s daughter. D d
you see the neeting of the two kings?

SECOND GENTLEMAN. No.

THI RD GENTLEMAN. Then you have | ost a sight which was to be seen
cannot be spoken of. There m ght you have behel d one joy crown
anot her, so and in such manner that it seemid sorrow wept to take
| eave of them for their joy waded in tears. There was casting up
of eyes, holding up of hands, with countenance of such
distraction that they were to be known by garnment, not by favour
Qur king, being ready to | eap out of hinmself for joy of his found
daughter, as if that joy were now becone a loss, cries 'O thy

not her, thy nmother!' then asks Bohenmi a forgiveness; then enbraces



his son-in-law, then again worries he his daughter with clipping
her. Now he thanks the old shepherd, which stands by like a

weat her-bitten conduit of many kings' reigns. | never heard of
such anot her encounter, which |anes report to followit and
undoes description to do it.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. What, pray you, becane of Antigonus, that carried
hence the chil d?

THI RD GENTLEMAN. Like an old tale still, which will have matter to
rehearse, though credit be asleep and not an ear open: he was
torn to pieces with a bear. This avouches the shepherd' s son, who
has not only his innocence, which seens nmuch, to justify him but
a handkerchi ef and rings of his that Paulina knows.

FI RST GENTLEMAN. What becane of his bark and his followers?

THI RD GENTLEMAN. Weck'd the sanme instant of their master's death,
and in the view of the shepherd; so that all the instrunments
whi ch aided to expose the child were even then | ost when it was
found. But, O the noble conbat that 'twi xt joy and sorrow was
fought in Paulina! She had one eye declin'd for the |oss of her
husband, another elevated that the oracle was fulfill'd. She
lifted the Princess fromthe earth, and so | ocks her in enbracing
as if she would pin her to her heart, that she m ght no nore be
i n danger of | osing.

FI RST GENTLEMAN. The dignity of this act was worth the audi ence of
ki ngs and princes; for by such was it acted.

THI RD GENTLEMAN. One of the prettiest touches of all, and that
whi ch angl'd for mne eyes- caught the water, though not the
fish- was, when at the relation of the Queen's death, with the
manner how she cane to't bravely confess'd and | anented by the
Ki ng, how attentivenes wounded his daughter; till, fromone sign
of dolour to another, she did with an "Alas!'- | would fain say-
bleed tears; for | amsure ny heart wept bl ood. Who was nost
mar bl e there changed col our; sone swooned, all sorrowed. If all

the world could have seen't, the woe had been uni versal



FI RST GENTLEMAN. Are they returned to the court?

THI RD GENTLEMAN. No. The Princess hearing of her nother's statue,
which is in the keeping of Paulina- a piece many years in doing
and now newmy performd by that rare Italian master, Julio
Romano, who, had he hinself eternity and could put breath into
his work, would beguile nature of her custom so perfectly he is
her ape. He so near to Hermione hath done Hernione that they say
one woul d speak to her and stand in hope of answer- thither with
all greediness of affection are they gone, and there they intend
to sup.

SECOND GENTLEMAN. | thought she had sonme great matter there in
hand; for she hath privately twice or thrice a day, ever since
the death of Hermione, visited that renmoved house. Shall we
thither, and with our conpany piece the rejoicing?

FI RST GENTLEMAN. Who woul d be thence that has the benefit of
access? Every wink of an eye sone new grace will be born. CQur
absence makes us unthrifty to our know edge. Let's al ong.

Exeunt GENTLEMEN

AUTOLYCUS. Now, had | not the dash of nmy former life in nme, would
preferment drop on ny head. | brought the old nman and his son
aboard the Prince; told himl heard themtalk of a fardel and
know not what; but he at that tinme over-fond of the shepherd's
daughter- so he then took her to be- who began to be nuch
sea-sick, and hinmself little better, extremty of weather
continuing, this nystery renmai ned undi scover'd. But '"tis all one
to me; for had | been the finder-out of this secret, it would not

have relish'd anong ny other discredits.

Ent er SHEPHERD and CLOWN

Here conme those | have done good to against ny will, and al ready
appearing in the bl ossons of their fortune.

SHEPHERD. Cone, boy; | am past noe children, but thy sons and



daughters will be all gentlenmen born.

CLOM. You are well met, sir. You denied to fight with ne this
ot her day, because | was no gentl eman born. See you these
cl othes? Say you see themnot and think ne still no gentl enman
born. You were best say these robes are not gentlenmen born. Gve
me the lie, do; and try whether | amnot now a gentl eman born

AUTOLYCUS. | know you are now, sir, a gentleman born

CLOMN. Ay, and have been so any time these four hours.

SHEPHERD. And so have |, boy.

CLOMN. So you have; but | was a gentlenman born before ny father
for the King's son took me by the hand and call'd nme brother; and
then the two kings call'd ny father brother; and then the Prince,
my brother, and the Princess, ny sister, call'd ny father father
And so we wept; and there was the first gentleman-like tears that
ever we shed.

SHEPHERD. W& may |ive, son, to shed nany nore.

CLOMN. Ay; or else '"twere hard luck, being in so preposterous
estate as we are.

AUTOLYCUS. | hunbly beseech you, sir, to pardon ne all the faults
have conmitted to your worship, and to give ne your good report
to the Prince ny master.

SHEPHERD. Prithee, son, do; for we nust be gentle, now we are
gent | enen.

CLOM. Thou wilt amend thy life?

AUTOLYCUS. Ay, an it |ike your good worship.

CLOM. Gve ne thy hand. | will swear to the Prince thou art as
honest a true fellow as any is in Bohem a.

SHEPHERD. You may say it, but not swear it.

CLOMN. Not swear it, now | ama gentleman? Let boors and franklins
say it: I'Il swear it.

SHEPHERD. How if it be fal se, son?

CLOM. If it be ne'er so false, a true gentleman nmay swear it in

the behalf of his friend. And I'I|l swear to the Prince thou art a



tall fellow of thy hands and that thou wilt not be drunk; but I
know thou art no tall fellow of thy hands and that thou wilt be
drunk. But 1'Il swear it; and | would thou woul dst be a tal

fell ow of thy hands.

AUTOLYCUS. | will prove so, sir, to nmy power.

CLOMN. Ay, by any neans, prove a tall fellow If | do not wonder
how thou dar'st venture to be drunk not being a tall fellow,
trust me not. Hark! the kings and the princes, our kindred, are
going to see the Queen's picture. Come, follow us; we'll be thy
good nmsters. Exeunt

SCENE 111.

Sicilia. A chapel in PAULINA" s house

Enter LEONTES, POLI XENES, FLORI ZEL, PERDI TA, CAM LLG

PAULI NA, LORDS and ATTENDANTS

LEONTES. O grave and good Paulina, the great confort
That | have had of thee!

PAULI NA. What, sovereign sir,
I did not well, I neant well. Al ny services
You have paid hone; but that you have vouchsaf'd,
Wth your crown'd brother and these your contracted
Heirs of your kingdoms, ny poor house to visit,
It is a surplus of your grace, which never
My life may | ast to answer.

LEONTES. O Pauli na,
W honour you with trouble; but we cane
To see the statue of our queen. Your gallery
Have we pass'd through, not without nuch content
In many singularities; but we saw not
That whi ch ny daughter came to | ook upon
The statue of her nother.

PAULI NA. As she liv'd peerless,



So her dead likeness, | do well believe,
Excel s whatever yet you | ook'd upon
O hand of man hath done; therefore | keep it
Lonely, apart. But here it is. Prepare
To see the life as lively nock'd as ever
Still sleep nock'd death. Behold; and say 'tis well.
[ PAULI NA draws a curtain, and di scovers HERM ONE
standing |ike a statue]
I like your silence; it the nore shows off
Your wonder; but yet speak. First, you, ny |iege.
Conmes it not sonething near?
LEONTES. Her natural posture!
Chide ne, dear stone, that | may say indeed
Thou art Hermione; or rather, thou art she
In thy not chiding; for she was as tender
As infancy and grace. But yet, Paulina,
Her mi one was not so nuch wrinkl ed, nothing
So aged as this seens.

POLI XENES. O not by nuch!

PAULI NA. So nuch the nmore our carver's excellence,
VWhich lets go by sone sixteen years and nakes her
As she liv'd now

LEONTES. As now she might have done,

So much to ny good confort as it is

Now piercing to ny soul. O thus she stood,
Even with such life of majesty- warmlife,

As now it coldly stands- when first | woo' d her
| am ashanmi d. Does not the stone rebuke me

For being nore stone than it? O royal piece,
There's magic in thy majesty, which has

My evils conjur'd to renenbrance, and

From thy admiring daughter took the spirits,

Standing like stone with thee!



PERDI TA. And give ne | eave,
And do not say 'tis superstition that
I kneel, and then inplore her blessing. Lady,
Dear queen, that ended when | but began,
G ve nme that hand of yours to Kkiss.
PAULI NA. O, patience!
The statue is but newy fix'd, the colour's
Not dry.
CAM LLO. My lord, your sorrow was too sore laid on,
Whi ch sixteen winters cannot bl ow away,
So many sunmers dry. Scarce any joy
Did ever so long live; no sorrow
But kill'd itself nuch sooner.
POLI XENES. Dear ny brother,
Let himthat was the cause of this have powr
To take off so nmuch grief fromyou as he
WI1l piece up in hinself.
PAULI NA. | ndeed, ny |ord,
If | had thought the sight of ny poor inage
Woul d t hus have wrought you- for the stone is mine-
I"d not have show d it.
LEONTES. Do not draw the curtain.
PAULI NA. No | onger shall you gaze on't, |est your fancy
May think anon it noves.
LEONTES. Let be, let be.
Wuld | were dead, but that mnethinks already-
What was he that did nake it? See, ny lord,
Wul d you not deemit breath'd, and that those veins
Did verily bear blood?
POLI XENES. Masterly done!
The very |life seens warm upon her |ip.
LEONTES. The fixture of her eye has notion in't,

As we are nock'd with art.



PAULINA. 1'11 draw the curtain.
My lord's alnost so far transported that
He' Il think anon it I|ives.
LEONTES. O sweet Paulina,
Make ne to think so twenty years together!
No settled senses of the world can match
The pl easure of that nadness. Let 't al one.
PAULINA. | amsorry, sir, | have thus far stirr'd you;
I could afflict you farther.
LEONTES. Do, Pauli na;
For this affliction has a taste as sweet
As any cordial confort. Still, nmethinks,
There is an air cones fromher. Wat fine chisel
Coul d ever yet cut breath? Let no man nock ne,
For I wll Kkiss her.
PAULI NA. Good ny |l ord, forbear.
The ruddi ness upon her lip is wet;
You'll mar it if you kiss it; stain your own
Wth oily painting. Shall | draw the curtain?
LEONTES. No, not these twenty years.
PERDI TA. So long could I
Stand by, a | ooker-on.
PAULI NA. Ei t her forbear,
Quit presently the chapel, or resolve you
For nore amazenent. |f you can behold it,
I"1l make the statue nove indeed, descend,
And take you by the hand, but then you'll think-
Which | protest against- | am assisted
By wi cked powers.
LEONTES. What you can neke her do
I amcontent to | ook on; what to speak
I amcontent to hear; for 'tis as easy

To nmake her speak as nove.

but



PAULI NA. It i

s requir'd

You do awake your faith. Then all stand still;

O those that think it is unlawful business

| am about,

LEONTES. Proc

| et them depart.

eed.

No foot shall stir.

PAULI NA.  Musi

"Tis tine;
Stri ke all
"1 fill y

Bequeath to

Dear lifer

Start not;

You hear ny

c, awake her: strike. [ Musi c]
descend; be stone no nore; approach;
that | ook upon with marvel. Cone;
our grave up. Stir; nay, cone away.
deat h your nunbness, for fromhim
edeens you. You perceive she stirs.
[ HERM ONE cones down fromthe pedestal]
her actions shall be holy as

spell is lawful. Do not shun her

Until you see her die again; for then

You kill her double. Nay, present your hand.

When she was young you woo'd her; now in age

I's she beconme the suitor?

LEONTES. O, she's warm

If this be magic, let it be an art

Lawful as eati ng.

POLI XENES. She enbraces him

CAM LLO. She hangs about his neck.

If she pertain to life, let her speak too.

POLI XENES. Ay,
O how stol"

PAULI NA. That
Were it but

Li ke an ol d

and nmake it mani fest where she has liv'd,
n fromthe dead.

she is living,

told you, should be hooted at

tale; but it appears she lives

Though yet she speak not. Mark a little while.

Pl ease you t

0 interpose, fair madam Kneel,

And pray your nother's blessing. Turn, good | ady;



Qur Perdita is found.

HERM ONE. You gods, | ook down,
And from your sacred vials pour your graces
Upon ny daughter's head! Tell ne, mne own,
Where hast thou been preserv'd? Wiere liv'd? How found
Thy father's court? For thou shalt hear that |
Knowi ng by Paulina that the oracle
Gave hope thou wast in being, have preserv'd
Myself to see the issue.

PAULI NA. There's tinme enough for that,
Lest they desire upon this push to trouble
Your joys with Iike relation. Go together
You precious winners all; your exultation
Partake to every one. |, an old turtle,
WIl wing nme to sonme wither'd bough, and there
My mate, that's never to be found again,
Lament till | am/lost.

LEONTES. O peace, Pauli na!
Thou shoul dst a husband take by ny consent,
As | by thine a wife. This is a match,
And made between's by vows. Thou hast found m ne;
But how, is to be question'd; for | saw her
As | thought, dead; and have, in vain, said many
A prayer upon her grave. 1'll not seek far-
For him | partly know his mnd- to find thee
An honour abl e husband. Cone, Canill o,
And take her by the hand whose worth and honesty
Is richly noted, and here justified
By us, a pair of kings. Let's fromthis place.
What! | ook upon ny brother. Both your pardons,
That e'er | put between your holy | ooks
My ill suspicion. This your son-in-Iaw,

And son unto the King, whom heavens directing,



Is troth-plight to your daughter. Good Pauli na,
Lead us from hence where we may |eisurely

Each one demand and answer to his part
Performid in this wide gap of time since first

We were dissever'd. Hastily | ead away. Exeunt

- THE END-



