Prince of Denmarke.

Will not perufe the foyles, fo that with eafe,
Or with a litcle huffling, you may choofe
A fword vnbated, and in a pace of praélife
Requite him for your Father.
Laer. Iwill doo’t,
And for purpofe, lle annoynt my fword,
1boughtan vadtion of a Mountbanck
So mortall, that bue dippe a knifein it,
Where it drawes blood, no Cataplafme fo rare,
Colle&ted from all fimples that haue vertue
‘Vndes the Moone, can fauc the thing from death
Thatis but fcratcht withall, Ile tutch my poine
With this contagion, that if T gall him flightly it may be death,
King. Letsfurther thinkeofthis.

- Wey what conuenience both of time and meanes
May fit vs to our thapeifithis fhould fayle,
And that our driftJooke through our bad performance,
‘Twere better not aflayd, therefore this proie&,
Should hauea back orfecond that might hold
Ifchis did blaltin lproofei foftlet me fec,
Wee'le make afolemne wager on your cunnings,
1 hate, whenin your motion you are hoteand dry,
Asmake your bouts more violent to that end,
And that he calls for drinke, e haue prefard him
A Challice for the nonce, whereon but fipping,
Ifhe by chaunce efcape your venom’d ftuck,
Our purpofe may hold theres but flay, what noyfe 2

: Enter Quesne,
Luee. Onewoe doth tread vpon anothers heele,
So fait they follows your Sifters drownd Laerzes,
Laer. Drown'd, 6 where ?
Quce. Thereisa Willow growes afcaunt the Brooke
That (howes his horry leauesin the glafly flreame,
Therewith fantaftique garlands did {he make
Of Crowflowers, Nettles, Daifes, and long Purples
That liberall Shepheards giuc a groffer name,
But our cull- cold maydes doe dead mens fingers call them.
There on the pendant boughes her cronee weedes :
M, Clambnng
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