Prince of Denmarke,

Bora, MyLotd, 1 came tofeeyour fathers funerall.
Han, Iprethee doenotmocke mefellowe ftudient,
I thinke it was to my mothers wedding,
Hors, Indeedemy Lord icfollowed hard vppon.
Ham, Thrift, thnift, Horatio, the fanerall bak’c meates
Did coldly furnifhforth the marriage tables,
Would 1 had metmy deareft foeinheauen
Or cuer I bad (eene that day Horatio,
My father, me thinkes I fee my father.
Hora. Wheremy Lord ¢
Han. Inmymindes eye Horatia.
Hera. I faw him once, 2 wasa goodly King,
Ham. Awasamantake him forallinall
1 thall netlocke vppon his Likeagaine.
s, My Lord Ithinke I faw himyefternight.
Ham. {aw,who?
Hors. My Lord theKingyour father,
Hem., TheKing my father ¢
Fira, Seafon your admiration for a while
With an atrent earetill Imay deliuer
'V ppon the witnesof thefe gentlemen
T his marnile toyou.
Ham. ForGods loveletme heare?
Eore. Two nights together had thefe gentiemen -
Marcellus, and Barnardo, on theirwatch
Inthe dead waftand middleof thenight
Beene thusincountred, a figarelikeyour father
Armed atpoynt, exaltly Capapea
Appeates before them, and with {olemne march,
Goes {lowe and ftately by thems thricehe walke
By their oppref} and feare furprifed Eres
Within his tronclions length, whiPlt chey difti'd
Almofito gelly, with the attof feare
Seand dumieand {peakenotto him; thisto me
In dreadfull fecrefic impart they did,
And I with themthe third night keptthewarch,
Whercas they had delivered bothintume
Forme of the thing, eachword madetrue and good,

The Apparifion comes ;1 knewe your father,
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