Tbe Tragedie of Hamlet

beaft, tis not fo, it beginnes wich Pirrbes, the rugged Pirrbus,he whofe
fable Armes,

Black as his purpofe did the night refemble,

When helay couched in th'omynous horfe,

Harh now this dread and black compleftion {meard,

With heraldy more difinall head rofoote,

Nowis he totall Gules horridly tricke

Withblood of fathers, mothers, danghters, fonnes,

Bakd and empafled with the parchin ftreeres
That lend atirranas and a damned Iigic
Totheir Lords murther, rofted in wrath and fire,

And thasore-cifed with coagulate gore,

With eyes like Carbunkles,the helhfh Phrbus
Old grandfire Priam {eekes 5 fo proceede you,

.‘Pd.g Foregod my Lord well §oken, with goed accentand good

Pley. Anon hefinds him, (difcretion,
Striking t00 fhore at Greckes, his anticke fyord
Rebellious to his arme, lies where ir fals,
Repugnant to commaund; vnequall matche,
Pirrhns at Priam drives, in rage finkes wide,

But with the whiffeand winde of his fell fword,
Thvonerued facher fals :

Seeming tofeele this blowe, with flaming top
Stoopesto his bafes and with a hiddious erafh
Takes prifoner Piwbuseare, for loe his fword
Which was declining on the milkie head :
Ofreucrent Priam, feem’d i%th ayreto flick,

S0 as a painted tirant Pivhus flood

Like anewtrall to his will and matter,

Did nothing »

But as we often fee againt fome ftorme,

A filencein the heauens, the racke {tand flilf,
Thebold winds fpeechlefle, and the orbebelowe
As hufh as death, avon the dreadfill thunder
Dothrend the region, fo after Pivbus paufe,

A rowfed vengeance fets him new 2 worke,

And nieuer did the Cyclops hammersfall,
OnMafes Armor fore’d for proofe eterne,
With leffe remotfe then Pirrbas blceding fword
Now falls on Priam, Z



