Prince of Denmarke.

Aondwantsnotbuzzers toinfeét his care

With peflikent fpeeches of his fathers death,

Wherein neceffity of matter beggerd,

Willnothing @tick our petfon to arraigne

In eare and eare: & my deare Gertrard, this

Like to a murdring pecce in many places

Gines me [uperfluous death. Anoife within,

- : Enter a Muffenger.
King. Attend, where is my Swiflers, lct them guard the doore,
What isthe mateer ¢
Meffen. Saueyour felfemy Lord.
“The Ocean oucr-peering of his lift
Eates not the flass with more impitious hatt
Then young Laertesinartiotous head
Ore-beares your Officcrs: the rabble call him Lord,
And as the world were now but to beginne,
Antiquity forgot, cuflome not knowae,
The ratificrs and props of euery word,
Thecry choofe we, Laertes thall be King,
Caps, hands, and tongues applau'd it o the clouds,
Laertes thall be King, Laertes Kin%
Zuee. How cheerefully on the falle traile they cry. Anoifewishin.
O thisis counter you falfe Danith dogges,
Enter Laerteswith others.
Xing, The doores are broke,
Laer. Whereis this King ? firs fland you all withent,
Jl. Nolets comein, -
Laer. Ypray you give me leaue.
A, VVewil, wewill,
Laer. 1thankeyou, keepe the doore,  thou vile King,
Giue me my father.
2uee. Calmely good Laertes.
Laer. Thatdrop of blood thats calme proclames me Baftard,
Cries cuckold to my father, brands the Harlot
Euen heere berweene the chalt vafmirched browe
Ofmy true mother,
King. VVhatisthecaufe Laertes
That thy rebellionlookes fo gyant like 2



