o I'll make you

Diear Arethusa, do but take this sword,

[Cxffers kis drawn sword.] 1

j.nhililm-qh how temperate s heart I
Li:B

Tﬁn;nymmmhyuurhnrmlgliwm

In lust without control—Wilt thou,

Bellaro?
I prithee, kill me; thou art poor, and
50

mayst .
Mourish ambitious thoughts: when T am
dend,

This way were freer. Am I raging now?

If I were mad, T should desire to Hve.

Birs,® feel my pulse, whether you have
known

A man in & more squal tune to die,
Bew, Aha,mj']urrt,rm:rpuhhmmnd—
man's Hmel
Ba doss your tongue,
P . You will not. kill me, then?

Anre. Kill vou?

BEL. Kot for the warld.

Pm. I blame not. thee,
Bellario; thou has done but that which

gods

Would have transformed themselves o
do.  Bogone; (1]

Leave me without reply. This is the
Last

Of all our mesting.—(Exi Relllario).)
Kill me with thi= sword,

Be wise, or worse will follow; we are two

Enrth cannot bear at onee, Resolve to

dio,
Or suffer,
Ane, If my fortune bo so good to let me
fall
Upon * thy hand, T shall have peace in
denth.
Yet tell me this: will there be no alan-
diers,
No jealousy in the other world, ne ill
there?
Pri. Mo, T
ARg. Bhow me then the way.
Par. Then guide my fooble hand,
You that have power to do it, for T must
Perform & piece of justicelIf your
youth

1 Froe 1630 edn.
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PHILASTER

Philaster by Francis Beaumont & John Fletcher
M/F SmS, SS, R&D, Kn

IV, ki,
Have any way offended heaven, lot

prayers
Bhort and effectusl reconcile you to it.
Are. | am prepared,

Enter o Coumiry Felloar.

Cown. [Aside] I'Nl see the king, i he be
in the forest; 1 have hunted him these two
hours. If I should enme home and not fam
see him, my sisters would laugh ot me. 1
ean see nothing but people better horsed
than mysclf, that outride me; I ean hear
nothing but shouting. These kings had
neod of good brains; this whooping is able
to put & mean man out of his wits,—
There's & sourtier with his sword drawn;
by this hand, upon & woman, T think!
Prr. Are you at peace?

ARg, With beaven and earth. se
Par. May they divide thy soul and body!
[Wounds her.)

Coux. Hold, dastard! Strike & woman!
Th'art & craven. I warrant thee, thou
waubdst ba loath to play half a dosen venies
ot wasters ¢ with a good fellow for
broken head,

P, Leave us, good friend.
Ane, What ill-bred man art thou, to in-
trude thyself

Upon our private eports, our recreations?

Coux. God 'uds* me, | understand you
not; but | know the rogue has hurt you.
Pun. Pursse thy own affairs. Tt will be il

To multiply bleod upon my head, which

thou 1]

Wilt foree me to.

Coun. I know not your rhetorie; but 1
ean lay it on, if you touch the woman.

They fight,
Pr:. Slave, take what thou deservest!
ArE, Heavens gunrd my lord!
Covm. 0, do you breathe?
Far. T hear the tread of prople. T am hurt.

The gods take part agsinst me. Could

this boor

Have held me thus else? T must shift

for lLife, 110

Though I do loathe it, I would find a

e

To lose it rather by my will than foree.

Exit Phaloster,

Couw. 1 cannot follow the rogue. I
pray thee, wench, some and kiss me now,
* Bouts at ewdgala, ¥ Ged judge.



