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So to feduce!) won to his thameful luft

The will of my moft feeming virtuous queen.
O Hamlet, what a falling off was there !

From me, whofe love was of that dignity,
That it went hand in hand ev’n with the vow
I made to her in marriage; and to decline
Upon a wretch, whofe nat’ral gifts were poor
To thofe of mine!

But virtue, as it never will be mov’d,

Though lewdnefs court it in a thape of heav’n;
So luft, though to a radiant angel link’d,

Will fate itfelf in a celeftial bed,

And prey on garbage.

But, foft! methinks, I fcent the morning air ;
Bricf let me be: {leeping within mine orchard,
My cuftom always in the afternoon,

Upon my {ecure hour thy uncle ftole

With juice of curfed hebenon in a vial,

And in the porches of mine ears did pour

The leperous diftilment ; whofe effe@

Holds fuch an enmity with blood of man,

That fwift as quick-filver it courfes through
‘The nat’ral gates and alleys of the body ;

And, with a fudden vigour it doth poffet

And curd, like eager droppings into milk,

‘The thin and wholefome blood : fo did it mine ;
And a moft inftant tetter bark’d about,

Moft lazar-like, with vile and loathfome cruft
All my {mooth body.

Thus was I {leeping, by a brother’s hand,

Of life, of crown, of queen at once defpatch’d ;
Cut off even in the bloffoms of my {in,
Unhoufel’d, unanointed, unanneal’d ;

No reck’ning made, but fent to my account
With all my imperfe@ions on my head.
O horrible! o horrible! moft horrible!




