Prince of Denmarke.

O heate,dry vp my braines, teares feauen times falt
Burne out the {ence and vertue of mine eye,
By heauen thy madnesfhall be payd with weight
Tell our feale turne the beame, O Rofe of May,
Deere mayd, kind (ilter, fiveet Opbedia,
O heauens, it poffible a young maids wits
Should be as mortall asa poore mans life,
Oph, They bore him £are—f'aﬂe on the Beere, Song.
And in his graue rain’d many a teare,
Fare you well my Doue.
Laer. Hadlt thou thy wits, and did'ft perfwadereuenge
1t could not mooue thus.
Oph. Youmuft fing a downe adowne,
Andyou call hitr a downe 2. O how the wheele becomesit,
Ttis the falfe Steward thac ftole his Maifters daughter,
Laer. Thisnothing’s more then matter.
Oph. There’s Rolemary, thats for remembrance, pray you loue re-
member, and there is Pancies, thatsfor thoughts.
Laer. A document in madnes, thoughtsand remembrance fitted.
Ophe. There’s Fennill foryou, and Colembines, there’s Rewe for
you, & heere’s fome for me,we may call it herbe of Grace a Sondaies,
you may weare your Rewe with a difference, there’s a Dafie, I would
ﬁiue youfome Violets, but they witherd all when my Father dyed,
they fay a made agood end,
For bonny fweet Robiniis all myioy.
Laer. Thoughtand afllictions, paflion, hell it felfe
Sheturnesto fauour and to prettines,
Oph. And wil anot come againe, Song.
And wil a not come againe,
No, no, he is dead, goe to thy death bed,
He neuer will come againe.
His beard was as white as fhow,
Flaxen was his pole,
He s gone, heis gone,and we caft away mone,
Goda mercy on his foule, and of all Chriftians foules,
God buy you.
Laer. Doeyouthiso God,
King. Laertes,] mult commune with your griefe,

Oryou deny meright, goe butapart,
Lz Make
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