Prince of Denmarke.

Asany the moft valgarthing tofence,
Why thould wein our peuifh oppolition
Takeit to hart, fie, tis afaule ro Ecaucn, :
A fault againft the dead, 2 fault to nature,
Toreafon moftabfurd, whofe common theame
1s death of fathers, and who ftill hath czyed
From the firit courfe, till he that died today
This muft be fo : we pray you throw to cart
This vopreuailing woe, and thinke of vs
As ofafather, for letthe world take note
You are the moftimediate to our throne,
And with no le[fe nobilitie of love
Thenthat which deareft father beares his fonne,
Doclimpart toward youfor your intent
1n going back tofchoole in Pistenberz.
Itis mo%t retrogard to our defire,
Andwe befeech youbend you toremnaine
Heerein the cheare and comforrof oureye,
Our chiefelt courtier, cofin, and our fonne.
Duec. Lernotthy motherloofe her prayers Flamlet,
Lpray thee ftay with vs, gocnot to Wisenberg,
Haow, 1 fhallinallmy beft obay you Magam.
King, Whytisalouing and a faire reply,
Be as our felfein Denmarke, Madam comie;
"This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Handes
Sits finiling tonzy hart, in grace whereof,
Noiocond health that Denmarke drinkesto day,
But the ereat Cannonto the cloudes fhall rell,
And theKings rowfe the heanen fhall brute againe,
Refpeaking earthly thundery comeaway.  Fiifb,
Ham. O thatthistoo too {allied Alefh would mele,
Thaw and relolue it felfe into a dewe,
Orthat the euerlafling bad not fixe
Hiscannon ‘%ain& fealeflaughter, 6God, God,
Howwary, {lale, flat, and viprofitable
Seeme tome all the vies of thisworld 2
Fie on’t,ah fie, tis an vhweeded garden

Exeunt ali,
but Hmlze.

That growes to feede, things rancke and grofeinnature,

Poffefleit mezrely that itfhoulé comethus

But
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