Prince of Denmarke.

Ghoff. Tthat inceftuous, chatadulterate beaft,

With witcheraft of his wits, with trayterous gifts,
O wicked wit, and giftes that haue the power
Soto feduce; wonneto his fhamefull luft

The will of my moft feeming vertuous Queene;
O Hamletswhat falling off was there

From me whofelouewas of that dignitie

That itwent hand in hand, euen withthe vowe
Y made to her in marriage, and todecline
Vppona wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore,
Tothofe of mine 3 but vertue asit neuer will bernooued,
Though lewdneflecourtitin a fhape of heauen
So but thoughto aradiant Angle hackte,

Wil fortit {elfein a celeftiall bed

And pray on garbage.

But {oft, me thinkes I fentthemorning ayre,
Bricfelerme be 3 fleeping within my Orchard,
My cuftomealwayes of the 2fternoone,

‘Vpon my fecure houre, thy Vncle flole
Withiuyceof curfed Hebonain a viall,

And inthe porches of my eares did poure

The leaprous diftiiment, whofe effeét
Holds{uch an enmitie with blood of man,
‘That fwift as quickfiluer ic courfes through
The naturall gates and allies of thebody,

And witha{odainevigour itdoth pofTe(le
And curdelike eager droppingsinto milke, -
The thin and whollomeblood ; (o did it mine;
And amoftinflant terzer barcktabout

Moft Lazerlike with vile and lochfome cruft .
All my {mooth body. :

Thus was I flecping by abrothers hand,

Oflife, of Crowne, of Queene aronce difpatcht,
Cut off euen in the bloflomes of my finne,
Vnhuzled, difappoinzed, vnanueld,

No reckning made, but {ent to my account
Withall my imperfe€uons on my head,

O horrible, 6 horrible, moft horrible.
Ifthou haft naturein thee beazaﬁ 10t,
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