Prince of Denmarke,
Shall you my fonnes you haue me, haue you not?
Rey. My Lord, I have, s

Pol. God buy ye, far ye well,

Rey. Good m; Lord?

Pol. Oblerue hisinclination in your felfe,
Rey. 1fhallmy Lord.

Pol. And let him ply his mufique,

Rg. Well my Lord, Exi Reys

Enter Opbelia,
P, Farewell, How now Opbhedia, whats the matter 2
Oph. O my Lord, my Lord, I haue beene fo affrighted,
Pol. Withwhati'th nameof God ?
be. My Lord, as I was fowingin my cloffet,
Lord Eleoslet with his doubletall vobrac'd,
No hat vpon hishead, his flockins fouled,
‘Vngartred, and downe gyued to hisancle,
Pale ashis thire, his knees knocking each other.
And with alooke fo pittiousin purport
Asifhehadbeenloofed out of hell
T o fpeake of horrors, he comes beforeme.
Pol, Madforthy loue?
Oph. My lord [ doenct know,
Buteruly I doe feareit.
Pol, WhatGidhe?
Oph. Hetookemeby thewrift, and held mehard,
Then goes he to thelengdhs of all his arme,
Andwith his other hand thus ore his brow,
He falls vo fuch peruiall of my face
Asa would draw it, long Rayd he fo,
At laft, alittie fhaking of mune arme,
And chrice his head thus waning vp and downe,
Hle raifd afigh fo pictious and pmfgnnd
Asitdid feeme to thatter all hisbulke,
And end his beeings that done, heletsmegoe,
And with his hiead ouer his thoulder tuen’
Hec feem’d to find his way wichout bis eyes,
Por out sdoores he wen: without theyr helps,

th ded cheis & .
And to thelalt bended theis cgh:onér-: —
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