Prince of Denmarke.

they not floppe a Beare-barrell?

Imperious Cefar dead, and tum’d to Clay,
Might floppe a hole, to keepe the wind away.
O that that eacth which kept the world in awe,
Shonld parch a wall expell the waters flaw.

Baut loft, but (oft awhile, here comesthe King, Enter K. 9.
The Queene the Courtiers, who is this they follow? Laertes a
And with fuch maimed rites? this doth betoken, the corfe.

The corfe they foliow, did with defprat hand
Foredooit ownelife, twas of fome eftate,
Couch we a while and marke.

Laer. What Ceremonie ¢ls 2

Ham. Thatis Laertes avery noble youth, marke,

Laer. What Ceremonieels?

Doét. Her obfequies haue been as farreinlarg’d
As we haue warrantie, her death was doubtfull,
And but that great commaund ore-fwayes the order,
She fhould in ground vnfan&ified been lodg'd
Till thelaft crumpet : for charitable prayers,

Flints and peebles (hould be throwne on her::
Yet heere theis allow'd her virgin Crants,
Her mayden firewments, andthe bringing home
Ofbell and buriall.

ZLaer. Muft there no morebe doone?

Dott. Nomore be doone,
We fhould prophane the feruice of the dead,
To finga Requiem and-fuch reft to her
Asto peace-parted loules.

Laer. Layheri'th earth,
And from her faire and vopolluted fle/h
May Violetsfpring : Itel! thee churlith Pricft,
A miniltring Angell fhall my iter be
When thoulyeft howling,

Ham. What, the faire Ophelia,

uee. Sweets to the fweet, farewell,

Thop’tthou thould ' haue been my Hamlets wfe,
1 thought thy bride-bed to haue deckt fvect maide,
And not haue {trew’d thy graue,

Laer, O treble woe —
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