Prince of Denmarke.

This was your husband, lookeyou now what followes,
Heereis your husband like a mildewed eare,
Blafting his wholfome brother, haue you eyes,
Could you on this faire mountaine leaue to feede,
Andbatten on this Moore ; ha, haue you eyes ¢
You cannotcall it lowe, for atyour age
The heyday in the blood is tame; it’s humbie,
And waits vppon the indgement, and what iudgement
Would ftep from thisto this,fence fure youe haue
Els could you not haue motion, but fure that fence
Isappoplext, for madneffe would notetre
Nor fence to extacie was nere (o thral’d
But it referu’d fome quantity of choife
Toferveinfucha dig’erencc. what deuill waft
That thus hath cofund you at hodmanblind ;
Eyes without feeling, fecling without fighe,
Eares without hands, or eyes, fmelling {anceall,
Or but a fickly part of one true (ence
Could not o mope : 6 fhame where isthy blufh 2
Rebellious hell, ' :
¥f thou canft mutine ina Matrons bones,
Toflaming youthlet vertuebe as wax
And meltin her owne fire, prociaime no fhame
Whenthe com;ulﬁue ardure giues thecharge,
Sincefroftitfelfe as atiuely dothburne,
And reafon pardons will, ~ -
Ger. O Hamlet{peake no more, ,
Thou turnft my very eyesintomy foule,
And there I feefuch blacke and greeued fpors
Aswill leauetheretheir tin’ét.
Haon, Naybuttolie
Inthe ranck {weat of an infeemed bed
Stewed in corruption, honying, and making loue
QOuer the nafly ftie. :
~__Ger. Ofpeake to me nomore,
Thefewordslike daggers enter in my eares,
Nomore fweete Hanlez,
* Haon, A murthererand avillaine,
A flaucthat is not ewentith pare thekyth
iy Of
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