.The Tragedie of Hamlet

King, Conceit vpon her Father. ,

Opb. Pray lets haue nowords of this, but when they aske you
what it meanes, {3y you this. '

To morrow is S. Valentines day, Song.
Allin the morning betime,
And | a mayde at your.window
Tobe your Valentine. ,
Thea vp herofe,and dond his clofe,and dupt the chamber doore,
Letin the maide,that out a maide,neuer departed more,
y’gq pr Cn'y opbf&‘- .
Opo. Indeede withoutan oath Ile make anend one,
By gisand by Saint Charitic,
alack and fie for fhame,
Young menwill doo’t if they come too’,
by Coclc they are too blame,
Quoth the, Before you eumbled me, you promiid me to wed,
(Heanfwers) Sowaouid I a doneby yonderfunne
And thou hadf} not come to my bed.

Kif?. How long hath fhe beene thus? :

Opb. Thope all will be well,we muft be patient, but I cannot chufe
but weepetothinke they would lay him 'th cold ground my brother
fhall know of it, and o 1 thanke you for your good counfaile, Come
my Coach, God night Ladies, god night,

Sweet Ladyes god night, god night.

King. Follow her clofe, giue her good watch I pray you.

O this is the poylon of deepe gricfe, it fprings all from her Fachers
death, and now behold, 6 Gerrrard, Gertrard, '

When forrowes come, they come not fingle fpyes,

Butin batralians ; firt her Facher flaine,

Next, your fonne gone, and he moft violent Author

Of hisowne iuft remoue, the people muddied

Thick and vawholfome in thoughts, and whifpers

Forgood Polonisa death : and wehaue done buc greenly

In hugger mugger to inter him : poore Opheda
Deui%:d from herfelfe, and her faire iudgement,
V Vithout the which we arc pitures, or meere beafls,
Laft, and as much contayning as all thefe,

Her brother isin fecret come from Fraunce,

Feeds on this wonder keepes himfelfein clowdes,
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