Prince of Denmarke.

Jam iu{g}r kild with mine owne treachery.
Han. How dooes the Quecac?
King. Sheefounds tofeethem bleed.
. No, no, the drinke, the drinke, 6 my deare Hamles,
The drinke the drinke, I am poyfned.
Hem, QO villanie, howlet the doore belock’s,
Treachery, feekeitour.
Laer. Iis heere Hamlet, thou art {laine,
No medcinin theworld can doe thee good,
Intheethereis not halfe an houres life,
The treacherousinftrument isin my hand
Vnbated and enuenom’d, the foule pradtife
Hatheurn’d it felfe onme, loe heere I lie
Neuer to rifeagaine, thy mother’s poyfned,
1 can no more, theKing, theKings too blame.
Haem. Thepointinuenom’d to, then venometo thy worke.
vAl, Trealon, treafon.
King. Oyet defend me friends, ¥ am but hurr.
Ham, Hearethoumnceftions damned Dane,
Drinke of this potion, is the Onixe heere?
Follow my mother,
Laer. Heisiufly ferued, it is a poyfon temperd by himfelfe, .
Exchange forgiueneile with me noble Hanlet,
Mineand my fathers death come notvppon thee,
Nor thine onme,
Ham, Heaven make thee free ofit, Ifollow thee ;
Y am dead Hovaro, wretched Queenc adiew.
Yourhar looke pale, and tremble at thischance,
Thar are but mutes, or audience vo this a&t,
Had I bur time,as this fell fergeant Death
Is ftrictin hisarreft, 6 I could teil you,
Buazletit be ; Horatio 1 am dead,
Thouliueft, report me and my caufe arighe
To the vofatished.
Hora. Neuerbelieueit;
¥ ammorean anricke Romainethen a Dane,
Heere’syet fome liquer left.
Hos, Astiarraman
Giue me the cup, let goe, by heauen Tie hate,
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