Prince of Denmarke.

Each{mall annexment petty confequence
Attends the b?)'ﬂmus raine,neuer alone
Did theKing figh, buta generali grone.
King. Armeyoulpray youtothis fpeedy viage,
For we will fetters puc about this feare
Which now goes too free-footed.
Rof. Wewillhaftvs,  Exeunt Gens,

Enter Polonizs,

Pol, MyLord, hee’s going to his mothers clofer,
Behind the ArrasTle conuay my felfe.
Tohearethe procefle, Ile warrant thee'letax him home,
Andasyoufayd, and wifely wasit fayd,

Tis meete that fome more audience chen a mother,
Since nature makes them parciall, (houid ore.heare
Thefpeechof vantage; farre you well my Leige,
Plecall vponyou ere you goeto bed.
Andtellyouwhat I knowe. Exit,

King. Thaokesdeere my Lord,
O my offenceis ranck, it {mels 1o heauen,
Ithaththe primall eideft curfe vppont,
A brothers murther, pray can I not,
Thonghinclinationbeas fharp as will,
My ftronger guilt defears my flrong entent,
And like a man to double bafsines Sound,
I ftand in paufe where I fhall firlt beginne,
And both negle&, what ifthis curfed hand
Werethicker then it felfewith brothers blood,
Is there not raine enoughirn the fiweete Heauens
To wafh it white as foowe, whersto ferues mercy
But to confrontthe vifageofoffence?
And what's in prayer but this two fold force,
To beforeftalled erewe come o fall,
Or pardon being downe,then I'le lookevp,
My fauleis paft, bur oh what forme of prayer
Can ferue my rurne, forgive me my foule murther,
Thar cannotbe fince § amilil] poileft
Of thofe effedtsfor which T did the murther 3
My Crowne, mine owne ambition, and my Queenes
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