Prince of Denmarke. -

Guee. What would [hehaue?

Gent. Shefpeakesmuch of her father,(ayes fhe heares
There’s tricks 'th world, and hems, and beatesher hast,
Spurnes cnuioufly at firawes, fpeakesthingsin doubt
That carry but halfe fence, her fpeechis nothing,

Yet the vafhaped vle of it doth moue

The hearers to colleftion, they yawneatit,

And botch the wordsvp fitto theyr owne thoughts,
Which as her wincks, and nods, and geftures yeeld them,
Indeede would make one thinke there milil'ubc thought

“Though nothing fure, yet much vahapp
_ Hora. Twere good fhewere fpoken with, for thee may (trew

Dangerous conie@uresin ill breeding mindes,
Let her comein.
Enter Ophelia.

Bsee. < T omy fickeloule,as finnes true natute is,
¢Each toy feemes prologue to fomegreat amifle,
¢ So full of artle(e iealoufie is guilt,
<Te fpillsit fclfe, in fearing to be fpyle. :
Oph. Whereis the beautions Maieflie of Denmarke ?
Guee. How now Ophelia? Shee fings.
Oph. How fhould I your true loue know from another one,
By bis cockle hat and flaffe, and his Sendall (hoone. '
_ ,an. Alas fweet Lady, whatimports thisfong 2
Oph, Say you, nay pray you marke,
Heis dead & gone Lady, he is dead and gone,
3&}1 his head a grafgreene turph, at his heeles a ftone,
Q.

- Quee. Nay but Ophelia.

Oph. Pray you marke. White his fhrowd as the mountainefnow.
Enter ng.

‘%:fe. Alaslookeheere my Lo
Oph, 'Larded all with (weet flowers,
Which beweept to the ground did not go Song.
‘With true louc fhowers,

King. How doeyou pretty Lady ? :

O{.b. Well good dildyou, they fay the Owle was a Bakers daugh-
ter, Lord we know what we are:{ut know not what we may be.

God beat your table,
K4r



