rrince of DenmarRe.

FHan, Twill warch to nigh
Perchauncetwill walke againe.

Hora. T warn’c icwill.

Haw, Ificalfome my noble fathers perfon,
Tlefpeake to it though hellit felfe fhould gape
Andbid mehold my peaces I pray ‘zou all
Ifyou haue hetherto conceald this fight
Letit be renablein your filence {lill,

And what fomeuer ¢ls fhall hap to night,
Gineitan vnderftanding but no tongue,
T will requite your loues, fo farre you well -
Vppon the platforme twixt a leauen and ewelfe
Hle vifice you.
«All. Our dutie to your honor. Exeunt.
Ham, Your loues, as mine royou, farwell.
My fathers {pirit (in armes) allis not well,
1 doubtfome foule play, would the night were come,
Till then fit ftill my foule, fonde deedes will rife
Thoughall the earth ore-whelme themto mens eyes. Bt
Enter Laevtes, and Opbeliabis Sister.

Laor. My neceflaries are inbarcke, farwell,
Aand fifter, as the winds giue benefic
And conuay, in alsiftant doe noc fleepe
Burler me heerefrom you,

Opbe. Doeyoudoubt that¢

Laey, For Homles, and themiffing of his Buour,
Hold ic afafhion, and a oy inblood
A Violetin the youth of primy nature,
Forward, not permanent, fweete, not lafting,
The perfume and foppliance of 2 minute
Nomore.

Opbx. Nomorebutfo.

Laeyr. Thinke it no more.
For nature creflant does ot growe alone
1n chewes and bulkes, but as this temple waxes
T heinward feruice of the minde and foule
Growes wide withall, perhapes he loues you now,
And now no foylenor cautell doth hefimreh
The vertue of hiswill, but yo::“ mufl feare,

-2

Car



