Prince of Denmarke.

My Liege and Maddam, 1o expoflulate
What maieftie fhould be, what dutie s,
Why day is day, night, night, and time is time,
Were nothing butto wafk night, day,and time,
Thercfore bremitieis the foule of wit,
And tedioufnes the lymmes and outward florithes,
1 will be briefe, your noblefonneis mad :
Mad call I, for to define true madnes,
What ift but to be nothing elsbut mad,
Butletthat goe.
wee, More mateer withlefleart,
Pol. Maddam, ] fweare I vieno artatall,
That hee’s mad tis true, tis true, tis pitty,
Aand pitty fis is true, a foolith figure,
But farewell it, for Iwill vie no axe,
Mad let vs graunt him then, and now remaines
T hat we find out the caule of this effe&,
Or rather fay, the caufe of this defed,
For this effe& defeétine comes by caufe
T hus it remaines, and the remainder thus
Perpend,
1 haue a daughter, haue while (he s mine,
Whoin her dutie and obedience, marke,
Hath giuen me this, now gather and furmife,
Tothe Celeitiall and my foules Jdotl, the mot besti~
tified Ophelia, that’s an 4l phrafe, a vile phrafe,
sfied is a vile phy afe, but you fboall begre: tius in
her excellent white bofome, thefe ¢c.
LDause. Came this from Hamiet to her 2
Pol, Good Maddam ftay awhile, I will be faichfull,
Donbe thou ihe ftarres are fire, Letter,
Doubt that the Sunve doth mose,
Deonbs truth to be alyer,
But newer doubt I losse,
O deere Ophelia,1amill at thefe sumbers, T haue not art to recken
my grones, but that I loue theebeft, 6 moft befl belieueit, adew.
T hine evermore moft deere Lady, whilft this machineis to bim.
Pol. Thisin obedicnce hath my daughter howne me, {Hambet,
And more about hath his folicitings
As
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