¥y s

- P

e v~y

oy o~ e 8
1 -

L U st e g A e it % mrnormn e S

u; LN L

oA ttus Primus.

HAMLET,Prince of Denmarke.

o~ e Ve o~

Scaena Prima.

Enter Barnardo and Francsfco swo Centinels,

Barnar do,

f  ‘Frax. Nay anfwer me: Stand & vefold
7 your fclfe,
\ Zar. Longliuethe King,
Y OF Fran. Barnardo?
Bar, He.
Fran, You come moft carcfully vpon vour houre,
Bar.'Tis now (trook twelue,get thee to bed Franesco.
Fran, For this releefemuch chankes: Tis bitei cold,
And I am ficke at heart.

Barn, Haue vou had quict Guard?

Fran. Not aMoufcfhrring.

Barn, Well, goodm-r;ht. 1f'you do meet Foratio and
Afarcellus, the Ruuals of my Watch,bid them make hall.
Enter Horatso and Aarcellis.

Fran. 1thinke Ihearcthem, Stand. who'stheie?
Hor. Ericnds to thus ground.
Mar. And Leige-mentothe Daae,
Fras. Giucyou good mght.
PMar. O farwel honeft Soldicr,who hath rcliew'd you?
Fra. Barnards 1a’s my place giueyou gooduinht,
Eaut [ran.
Afsr. Holla Tariardo
Bar. Say,whatis Horazetacie?
Hor. A pceceot him.
Bar. Welcomn [ler 2o, welcome good Marceilu.
Mar. What,ha'sthis ihing appear’d againeto mght.
Bar. 1hauc fcene nothing
Aar. Horatiofne., ts Gut ourFantalie,
And will not let beleete cake iold of him
Touching this dieaded figur, twvice fceneof vs,
Thercfore I haue intreaicd hinalong,
With v, to watch the mitutes ot this Night,
Thacsfagiine this Apparition come,
Hemay approue cur eyes, and fpeaketoit.
Flor, Tufh,wfh, twillnotappcare,
Bar. Sitdownea.while,
Andlet vson.zapriecffatic your cares,
That are fo furtiie Lapnnft our Story,
What we tio *iglies haue {zene,
Hor. Well fitwe dawne,
And et ys Lieare Rarsards ipeake of this.
‘Larn. T fnightofali,
When youd (ame Starre t'at s V7 2fward fromthe Pole
i 113d made his courfe tillums 3 part of Hezuen
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Where now it burnes, Marcellus and my felfe,
The Bell then beating one.
Cltar. Peace,breake thee of : Enter the Ghofl.

Looke where 1t comes againe.
Baru, Inthe fame figure, like the King that’s dead.
Afar. Thouarta Scholler; {peake to it For 1ts0.
Barn, Loohesitnot ike the King? Matke it Horatso,
Hori, Mot Like: It harrowes me with f2ar & woader
Darn, 1t vroni Lbe poketoo.

Alar. Quefiiont Horatie,

Ffor. Whatart thou that viurp'@t chistime of nigh.,
Together with that Faire and Warlike forme
In which the Marelty of burted Denmarke
Dud (emetines wiarch: By Heauen 1 chargethiee fpeake,

AL, Ttis ofiended.

Barn, Sceicidelies awae,

Hor. 522y :i cuke; ipeake s [ Chagedhee (peake,

Eastihe Ghoff.

Alar.’Tis gone asd wilnozanfwer,

Lara. Howow Mo atw ¢ Youtremble & look pale :
Isnotthss fomething more then Fantafie ?
Whattunkeyou on't 2

Hor. Before my God, Imight not this belecuz
\Without the fenfible and truz auouch
Ofimin.onacey s

Ay Isenen) LotheKing ?

Ho. Astiou 2.ttothy felfe,

Sachiwasthe very Armour Lic had on,

A Licath Ambitious Nore ey cornbatted:

So frown'd he ance, when i an angry parlc

He fmot the fiedded Peliax ondhie fee,

“Tis fhange,

Mars 1oastearce beforeand inft atthis dead houre,
Wit AMaraall falk=, hath Le gone by our Watch.

vl Ahat particalar thoughe towork, T know not :
Butinti ¢ grofic and fcope of my Opinion,

‘Tiusboa 'os fon,e irange erruption to our State,

Muar, Coodreow hit downe, & tell me bethat knowes
Why this e ftmétand moft obfervant Watch,
Somyhely toyles lie fubiedr of the Land,

And why furh dayly Cattor Prazon Carnon

AndForrn poe Mart tor Implements of warre:

Why fuchimypr e of Ship-wrights,wholc fore Taske

Do’s not dirudle the Sunday from the weceke,

Whatmight be toward, that thus fweaty haft

Dnrh make the Nightioynt-Labourer with the day :

Who is'c that can informe me?

Hor, Thatcanl,
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TbeTragedie of Hamlet.

Atlcaftthe whifper goes fo : Our laft King,
Whofe Image euen but now eppear'drovs,
Was(as you know) by Ferembr as of Nerway,
(Thereto prick’d on by a moft emulate Ptide)
Dar'd to the Combate. Inwhich, our Valiane Ham/er,
(For fo this fide of our knowne world efteem'’d him)
Dud {lay this Fertinbras : who by a Seal'd Compa@,
Wellratified by Law, and Heraldue,
Did forfetce (withhislife) all thofe his Lands
Which he lood feiz d on, to the Conqueror ;
Againtt the which,a Moty comperent
Was gaged by our King : whizh had return’d
To the Inheritance of Fortimbras,
Had he bin Vanquilher, as by the fame Cou'nant
And carriage of the Acuicle deficne,
His fll to Hamlet. Now iie, young Fortmbra,
Of vaimproued Mettle, hot and fuily
Hathin che skires of Norway, heere and there,
Shark'd vp a Lift of Landletle Refolates,
For Foode and Dict, to fome Enterprize
That hatha ftomacken’c : which is no other
(And it doth well appeare vato our State)
But o recoucr of vs by fitong band
Aodzeniaes Compulfauue, thofe forefaid Lands
Soby hisFFather loft : and this (T take1t)
Is themane Matite of our Preparations,
The Sourie of this our Watch,and the cheefe head
Of this poft-hatt, and Remage in the Land,

Enter Ghaft againe,
But fotr, beha'd: Loz, where it comes apatae =
He croffe it, though it blaft me. Stay llufion:
If thou haft any found, or vie of Voyce,
Speaketo me. Iftherebeany qood thingto bedone,

That may to thee do eale, and grice to me; fpeak to me.

Ifthou art priuy to thy Countrics Fate
(Which happily foreknowing may 1.oyd) Oh {peake,
Or, if thou hatt vp-hoorded in thy hife
Extoited Treafure in the wombe of Earth,
(For which, they fay, you Spirits oft walkein death )
Speakeofit. Stay,and fpeake. Stop it Marcelus,
Mar. Shall 1 ttrike acir with my Partizan ?
Hor. Do if it will not ftand.
Barn, "Tisheere,
Her. *Tis heere.
AMar, 'Tisgorle.
Wedo 1t wrong, being {o Maicfticall
To otferitthe thew of Yiolence,
Foritisasthe Ayre,invaluerable,
And our vaine blowes, mahcious Mackery.

Exit Ghoff.

Bars, 1t wasabour to{peake, when the Cocke crew.

Hor. Avdthenjc(tarted, bkea gmlry thing

Vpon a fearfull Summons, 1hzueheard,
~The Cocke thatis the Trumpet tothe day,
Doth withhis lofty and fhrill-founding Throate
Awakethe God of Day: and athis warring,
Whether in Sea,or Fire, in Earth jor Ayte,
Th'extravagant, and erting Spirit, hyes
TouhisConfire. Andof thetruth heerein,
T..isprefent Obie& made probation,

Mar. Itfaded onthe crowing of the Cocke,
Some fayes, that cuer *gainft that Seafon comes
Wherein our Sauiours Birth is celebrated,

The Bird of Dawning fingethallnighe long:

And then (they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad,

The nights are wholfome, then ne Planéts finike,

No Faiery talkes, nor Wicch hath power to Charme

\

Hor. SohaueT heard, and do i part beieeue e,
But looke, the Morne in Ruflet mnantle clad,
Walkes o're the dew 6fyon high Lafteine Fill,
Breake we our Watch vp, and by my sduice
Letvsimpare what we haue feencronighi
Vntoycng Hamlet. Forvpon my bfe,

This $piric dumbe to ve,will fpeake to him :
Do you tonlent we fhall acquaint hin with ie,
Asneedfullin our Loaes, fiting sur Duty ?

Aar, Lecdo't] pray,and I thismorrirg know

Wheee we fhail finde hun molt conueniently,  Excwn;

Scena Secsnda.

Enter Clan?ius King of Dexmarke, Gertrude ,tbe O weene,
Hamics, Polomms, Lacries, and bss Sefier O-
phzisa, Lords e Attendent a

K7 Though yet of Hamler out deere Brothers death
The memory be greene : and chat it vs beficted
To Scaic our heaits in greefe, and our whole Kingdome
Tobecontralted in one brow of woe
Yct {o tarre hath Difcrecion fought with Nature,
That we with wileft forrow thinke on him,
Together with remembrance of ourfelues.
Thercfore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen,
Th'imp =il loynureffe of this warlike State,
Haue we,as twers, with a defeated ioy,
With one Anfpicious, ard one Dirrping eye,
\With mirch v Funerall, and with Dirge :n Marniage,
In equall Scale werghing Delightand Dole
Taken to Wife shor haue we hecrein barr’d
Y-urbet-er Wifedomes, which haue freely gone
Withth s siairealong, for all our Thankes.
Now fullowes, that you know young Fortunbras,
H>lding a weake fuppofall of out worth ;
O« thinking by our late deere Brothers death,
Our State to be difioyne, and ouc of Frame,
Colteagued with the dreame of his Aduantages
He hath no: hy\'d topefter vswith Meflage,
Importing the turrender of thofe Lands
Loft by his Father : withall Bonds of Law
To our moft vahiaut Biother, Somuch fer him,

Enter Voltemand and Cornelinas,

Now for our {elfe, and for this ime of meeting !

Thus much the bufineffeis, Wehauehecre writ
ToNorway, Vacle of young Fortirbras,

Who lmpotent and Bednid, fcarfely heares
Ofthis hus Nephewes purpofe, tofupprefle

s further gate heerein. In chacthe Leuies,
The Lifts, and full proportions are all made

Out of his fubie&t : and we heere difpatch

You good Corncline, and you Voltemand,

For bearwng of this greeting to old Norway,
Giuing to you no further perfonall power

To bufinefle with the King, more then the fcope

_Of thiefe dilated Articlesallow ;

Farewell andlet your halt commend yoor duty,
Pols. Yuthatyand all things,will we fhew our duty,
Kmg. We doubtitnothing hesrtily farewell.
Exit Voltewand and (ornelins.
Andnew Laertes, what's the newes with you ?
You
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Te Tragedic of Hamiee,

You told vs of fome fuites Whatis’c Laerres? - .
You cannot fpeake of Reafon to the Dane, - ,
And loofe your voyce. Whas would'ft thou beg Lasrras,
That fhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ?- -
The Head is not more Native sothe Heare,
The Hand more Inftrumentall tothe Mouth, °
Thenis the Throne of Dcamarke to thy Father,
What would’ft chou baue Lacries 2

Laer. Dread my Lord, '
Your lcaue and fauour to returne to France. ? .
From whence, though willingly 1 came to Denmarke
To fhew my duty in your Coronation,
Yet now I muft confeflc, that duty done,
My thoughes and wifhes bend againe towards France,
And bow themto your graciousleaue and parden.
King, Haue you your Fathersleanc ?
What fayes Polloniss? '

Psl. zlc hath my Lord!:
I do befeech you giue him leaue to go,
King. Takethy fairehoure Laertes, time be thine,
Andchy beft graces fpend itac thy will :
But now my Cofin Hamles,and my Sonne?
Haem, A litcle more then kin, and leffe thenkinde.
Kwg. Howisitthatthe Clouds thill hang on you ¢
Hams, Not fomy Lord, I amtoo much i’th’Sun.
Bucen. Good Hamlet cat thy mghtly colour «ff,
And let thine eyc looke like a Friend on Denmarke.
Do not for euer with thy veyled lids
Secke for thy Noble Fatherin the duft;
Thou know'ft *tis common,sil that liues muft dye,
Paffing through Nature, to Frermity,
Ham. 1Madam,itis comton.
Queen. I itbe;
Why feemes it {o particular with thee.
H.am.Scemes Madam? Nay,it is : 1know not Seemes:
*Tis not alone my inky Cloake (good Mather)
Nor Cuftomary fuites of folemne Blacke,
Nor windy (ufpiration of forc’d breath,
No, nor the fruitfull Riuer In the Eye,
Nor the dcic&ed hauiour of the fo}ﬁe,
Together with all Formes, Moods, thewes of Griefe,
That can denote metruly. Thefe indeed Sceme,;
For they arc aQtions that s man might play :
But I haue that Withia, which paffeth fhow;
Thefe, but the Trappings,and the Suites of woe.

King. “Tis (weetand commendable
Inyour Natute Hamlet,
To giuethefe mourning duties to your Father: .
But you muft know, your Father loft s Facher,
-That Father loft, loft his , and the Suruiuer bound
In filiall Obligation, for fome terme
To do oblequious Sorcow. Butto perfeuer
In obttinate Condolemeut, is a coucfe
Of inpious Rubbomnefle. "Tis vomanly greefe,
Lt fhewes 3 willinoft incorreét to Heauen,
A Heare viforufizd, a Minde impatient,
An Voduflandirg Gaple, and vaichool'd :
{or,what we kuow muft be,and is as common
A any the mo!t vulgar thing to fence,
' hy fhould we in our peeusfh Oppofition
Take itto hicarr ? Fye, tis o fault to Heauen,
, A faulz againft the Dead, a fauleee Nature,
To Reafon moft abfurd, whofe common Theame
is death of Fathers, and who ftill hath cried,
From the firft Coarfe,till he that dyed to day,
rtis multbe fo. Wepray you throw to earth

|

This voprevayling woe, and thinke of vs 7 -
AsofaFather; For let the wocld tske note,
Youare the moft immediate te our Throne,
And with noleffe Nobility of Lowe,
Then that which deereft Fathes beares his Sonne
Do Iimpart towards you. Foryourintent ’
In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg,
Itis moft retrograde to ous defire:
And we befeech you, bend you to remaine
Heese in the cheere and comfort of our eye,
Our checfeft Courtier Cofin,and our Sonne.
A2n. Letnot thy Mother lofe her Prayers Mamks -
I prythee ﬂz with vs, go not to Wiktenberg.
Ham. 1{hallinallmy beft :
Obey you Madam,
King, Why "tis alouing,and a faire Reyly,
Be as our felfe in Denmarke. Madam come,
This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamler
Sits fmuling to my heart ; in grace whereof,,
No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to dsy,
But the great Cannon to the Clowds fhaliell,
And the Kings Rouce,the Heauens fhall bruice againe,
Refpeaking earthly Thunder, Come away, Exenm
HManct Hasisles

Ham. Oh thatthis too too folid Flefh, would melt,
Thaw, and refolue it felfe into a Dew:
Or that the Euerlafting had not fixt
His Cannon "gainft Selfe-flaughter. OGod, O Gad!
How weary,ftale flat,and voprofitable
Seemes to me all che vics of this world ?
Fie an’t? Ohfie, fie, ’tis an vaweeded Garden
Thatgrowes to Seed : Things rank, and groffein Nature
Poffefle it meercly, That ic thould come to this:
But two months dead :Nay, o0t fo much; oot two,
So excellent a King, that was to this
Hiperiontoa Satyre : fo louing to my Mother,
T hathe mightnot beteene the windes of heauen
Vifit ber face too roughly. Heauen and Earth
Muft I remember : why fhe would hang onhim,
Ay if encreafe of Appetite had growne
By what it fed on ; and yet wichin 3 month ?
Lecme rot thinke on’c : Frailty, thy name is wornan,
A Lttle Month, or ere thofe thooes were old,
With which fhe followed my poore Fathers body
Like Niobe, all teares. Why fhe, euen fhe.
(O Heauen | A beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon
Would haue mourn’d longer) married with mine Vikle,
My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father,
Then I to Hercmles. Within s Moneth?
Ere !et the falt of moft varighteous Teares
Had lefc the fluthing of her gauled eyes,
Shemarried. O moft wicked fpeed,topoft .
With fuch dexterity to IncefRuous fheets :
Itisnot, nor it cannot come to good.
Butbreske my heart, for I muft hold my teague.

Enter Horatis, Barnard, and Marselim.

Her. Haileto your Lordfhip.
Ham, Jam glad to fee you well :
Horatio,or 1 doforget my felfe,
Hoer. The{ame my Lord,
And your poore Seruant euer.
Ham, Sir my good friend,
Ile change that name with you :
And what make youfrom Wittenberg Horatio ?

May.
z -
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Marcelns.

Mar, My good Lord. :

I7m. 1 amvery gladto ee you: good cuen Sir.
Bac whar in fasth make you from Wirremberge?

Her. Atroanc difpofition, good my Lord,

H.m. | would not haue your Enemy {ay fo;
Nor fhll you doe aune care that violence,

To makettrutter ofyour owne report

A canft your felte. Tknow youaie no Truant:
Dy what ssyour atfairein E/ffenor 2

Wl teach you to drnke decpe,ere you depart,

I7cr. My Lord,l came to fce your Fathers Fanerall,

H:m. 1pray thee doznot mock me (fellow Student)
I thinkeitwas co fee my Mochers Wedding,.

Ior, Indced vy Lerd,ittollowed haed vpan.

I ‘Thft thafe Foratio s the Funerall B ke-meats
D1 ccldly furaih torth che Marziage Tables;
\Vaould 1 had mecmy dearett foe in heauen,

Liz Thad euer feene thar day Horatro,
*Ay frcher, me thinkes T1ee mv fathier,

Hor, Ohwherey Lord?

H.m. Inmy miniseve (Heratio)

I{ v, Ihawhim once; he wasa goodly King.
U J7ers. Hewas a man, take himfor allnall
* 1 fLalloo. look vpon hus hke agane,
i Hor, My Lord, Tedunke I iaw him yeflernighe.
Tem Saw? Wha?
Her. My 1 ocd the King your Father.

Ham. The King my Facher?
| #7r. Scalon yuur admiration for a while
Wethan attentearce till f may deliuar
V:ontic witneflc of thele Gentlemen,
T mariacll toyou,

Him. ForHeauznsloue let me heare,

Flo-. T wonmghes together, had thefe Gentlemen
v (L1 reelun 37d Bareardo) ontheir Watch
i I thedead walt and middie of che night

; ~:nettusencountred. A figure like your Father,
.. a4 Jarallpoines exallly, Cap « Pe,
Appeares before them, and with follemne march
Gees fIowand ftately : By them thrice he walke,
B heroppreltand icare-furprized eyes,
Veathon b Troncheons fengehs whilft chey beftil'd
Aiowsl e Jeliy withthe At of feare,
S:and duvle and tpeale notco him. This to me
In dreadfull fzcrzcie w part they did,
And Lvathdhemthe third Night kepe the Wacch,
Whereas they had deler’d bothintime,
Foraw of thething; each word made une and good,
The Appartton cornes | knew your Father :
Thele hand, are notmore hike,

Ham. Bt where wacthas?

Aar. My Loid vpenthe platforme where we watche.

11w Didyournotipesketont?

77y, My Lord, T did;
Butanfwere made it none: yet once methought
It Lified vp it head and did addreffe
It {clfe to motion, like as it would fpeake:
Bt cuen then, the Morming Cncke crew lowd ;
A~ atthe found e fhvnnke in haft away,
And vamfnt from our fighe,

Ha=. Tisvery (trange.

Her. Asldoe lice iny honnard Lord ‘tis true;
And we ¢id th.nke i writ downe in our duty
Toleryou know ot 1t

Ham. Indeed, indeed Sirs; but thistroublesme.

|

‘Froward,not permanent; {weer not lafting

[

Hold you the watch to Nights
Both, We doemy Lori !
Ham. Arm'd,fay you?
Both. Armvd, my Lord.
Ham. Fiom top totoe?
‘Both, My Lord,from head to foote.
Ham. Then {aw you oot his face?
Hor. Ovyes,my Lord, hewore his Beauer vp.
Iam, What,lookt he frowningly?
Her. A countenance moreinforrow theninanger.
Ham. Pale,orred?
Hor. Ny very pale,
Hars. Andhxclhis eyes vpon you?
Hor. Matit conftantly.
M.z 1would I had beene chere,
Her. Tt would haue muchamaz'd you,
H:m Veylike,very Lke: taditlong? (dred.
Her. While one wich moderate hatt mighetell a hup-
eqll. T ongerlonger.
Ho. Mot when I faw’t.
Ham. His Beard was grifly? no.
Hor. It was, as I hauc icenc 1c1n hislife,
A Sable Siluer'd, (gaine.
I1am. Tle watch toNight ; perchance twill wake a-
Ior  Twarrant you newills
Hoam. 1f acaffume my noble Fathers perfon,
le fpeske torr,though Hellt telte fhonld gape
Anabid me hold my peace. 1 pray youall,
It you haue hatherto canceald this figheg
Lctiebee treblein your tilence (hll
And whatfocuerels thalthap to mighe,
Giuertan vader(hinding butno tongues
I willrequite your loucs 5 {o, fareye well : '
Vpoo the Platforme twixt elcuen and tw. lue,
He v'hcyou,
AR. Ourduty to your Honour, Excant,
Ham. Your loue,asminc to you: farewell,
My Fachers Soinicin Armes 2 Allisnotwell:
I doubtiome frule play : would the Night were come ;;
Thlithen ic thllwy foule; foule deeds will rife,
Though alt the carth orewheln them to mens-cies. Exir.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Lasrtes and Cpheiia,

Laer, My neceflaries arc urbark't; Farewell ;
And Siteryasthe Winds gine Benefie,
And Conuoy 1s affiRant; doe not flecpe,
Buz et meheare from you.

Ophel. Doe you doubrrhar?

Lacr. For Hamlet,and the u fling of bis fauours,
Hald it afafhion and a toy n Bloud;
A Violet1athe youth of Primy Nature;

Toe (upphiance of a minute? No more.

Ophel, Nomore but fo,

Laer. Thinkeitno more:
For nature creffant does noc grow alone,
Inthewes and Bulke: but as his Templewaxes,
The inward feruice of the Minde and Soule
Growes wide withall, Perhaps he loues you now,
And nownotoyle nor cautell dath befmerch
The vertue ot his feare : but you muft feare

[. ii. 165—1. iii. 16
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His greatnele weigh'd, his will is not his ownes
For hee himfelfe is tubiet to his Birth:
Hee may not, ss vnuallued pecfons doe,
Carue for humfelfe ; for, on his choyce depends
The fan&ity and health of the weole State,
And therefore muft his choyce be circumfcrib'd
Vutothe voyce and yeelding of that Body,
Whereof heisthe Head, Thenit he fayes he loues you,
It fits your wifedome fo farre to belecue it ;
As heinhis peculiar Se& and force
May giuc his {aying decd: which is no further,
Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall,
Then weigh what lofle your Honour may fuftaine,
If withtoo credent eare youlifthis Songs ;
Or lofe your Heare; or your chaft Treafure open
To his vnmaftred importuniry.
Feare it Opbelia,feare it my deare Sifter,
Andkeepe within the reare of your AffeQion;
Out of the fhot and danger of Defire,
The charieft Maid is Prodigall enough,
1€(he vamaske her beauty to the Moone :
Vertue it (elfe fcapes not calumnious firoakes,
The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring
Too oft before the buttons be difclos'd,
Aadin the Morne and liquid dew of Youth,
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent,
Be wary then, beft fafeey hes in feare;
Youth toit felfe rebels, thoughnone elfe neere.
Ophe. 1thall th’effe&@ of this good Leffon keepe,
As watchmen to my heare: bucgood my Brother
Doe not as fome vagracious Paftors doc,
Shew me the Reepe and thorny way to Heauen;
Whilft like a puftand recklefle Libertine
Himfelfe,the Primrofe path of dalliance treads,
Aundreaks not his owne reade,

Laer. Ob, feare menot.

Esnter Polonsm,

IRtay toolong ; but here my Facher comes:
A double bleffing is a double grace;
Occafion {miles vpon a fecond leaue.

Polon, Yet heere Laertes¢ Abootd,aboord for fhame,
The winde {its in the thoulder of your faile,
And you are Raid for there: my blefling with you;
§ Andthefe few Preceprs ir thy memory,
See thou Chara&er, Giue thy thoughts notongue,
Nor any vaproportion’d thought his A&:
Be thou familiar; but by no meanes valgar:
The friends thou haft, and their adoption tride,
Grapple them tothy Soule, with hoopes of Stecle :
But doe not dull thy palme, with entertainroent
Of each vnhatch't,ynfledg’d Comrade, Beware
Of cintrance to a quatrell : but being in
Bear’t that th'oppoled may beware of thee,
Giue cueiy man thine eare;buc few thy voyce:
Taks each mans cenfure;but referuethy indgement ¢
Coftly thy habic as thy purfe canbuy ;
Butnot expaicftin fancie; rich,not gawdies
For the Apparcll oft proclaimes the man,
Andthey i [ranee otthe beltranck and facion,
Are of amoft fciz ot and gencrous chefin thye.
Neicher a bor owennor a lender beg
For lone oft lofes breh i faifc and friend:
And barcowing dils tie e iec ot Husbandry.
Thisaboue al'; tothine cwnetelfe betrue:
And i mu i follow,asihs MaghccheDay,
Thou canit not thenbe falfe to Ly man,

T be Tragedie of Hamlet,

Farewell: my Bleffing feafon this in thee, B

Laer, Moft humbly doe I take my leaue, my Lord.

Polen. The time inuites you, goe, your feruants tend,

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well
What I haue faid to you.
Ophe. "I'isinmy memory locke,
And you your ielte fhall keepe the key of it.
Laer. Farewell, Exit Laer,

Polen. What ift Ophelsshe hath faidto you 2

Opbe. So pleafe you,fomthing touching the L. Hamler,

Polen. Marry, wellbethought: '

Tis told me he hath very oft of late

Ghuen priuate time to you; and you your felfe

Haue of your audience beene moft free and bounteous.
Ificbe fo, as fo tis put on me;

Andchat in way of caution: Imuft tellyou,

You doe not vnderftand your felfe fo cleerely,
Asitbehoues my Daugheer, and your Honour,

What is betweene you, giue me vp the truth?

Ophe. He hath my Lord of late, made many tenders
Of his affe&ion tome.

Polon. AffeQion,puh. You {peake like a greene Girle
Vnfiftedin fuch perillous Circum flance. ’
Doe you belecue his tenders,as you call them?

Ophe. 1donot know, my Lord,whac I thould thinke.

Polen. Marry lle teachyou; thinke your fclfc a Baby,

- Thatyou haue tane histenders for true pay,

Which are not ftarling. Tender your {clfe more deaily;
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafe,
Roaming it thus, you'lcende: me afoole.

Cphe. My Lord,be hath importun'd me with loue,
In honourable fafhion.

Pelon. 1 fathion youmay callit,go 100,80 too,

Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpecch,
My Lord, withallthe vowes of Heaucen,

Polon. 1.Springes to catch Woodcocks. Idoe know
When the Bloud burnes,how Prodigall the Soule
Giues thetongue vowes: thefe blazes,Davgher,
Giuing more light then heate; extin@in both,

Euen in their promife, as itis a making;

Youmu®nottake for fire. For this time Daughter,

Be fomewhat fcanter of your Maiden prefence;

Set your entreatments at a higher race,

Then a command to pariey. For Lord Humles,

Belecue fo much in him thathe is young,

And withalarger tether may he walke,

Then may be gzn you, In few,Opbefia,

Doenot belecue his vowes;for they are Broakers,

Not of the eye,whichtheir Inuefiments thow :

But meere implorators of vntioly Sutes,

Breathing like fanchfied and pious bonds,

Thebetter to beguile, Thisss forall :

I would not in plaine tearmes, from this time forth,

Haue you o lander any moment leifure,

Asto giue words or talke withthe Lord Hamles :

Looketoo’t, Icharge you; come your waycs,
Opbe. 1 fhall obey my Lord. Exennt,

Enter Hamslet floratio, Marcellua,
Ham. The Ayrebites threwdly @ is it very cold?
Hor. Jtisanipping and an eager ayre.
Ham. Whathowernow?
Her, Tthaoke stlacks of ewelue,
Mar, Nojios firocke, (feafon,
Hor. Indecd Jlearditnot: thenitdrawes neere she

Whercin the Spinchield his wont to walke, l
What |

-
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What does thismeancmy Lord ? (roufe,
Ham, TheKing doth wake tonight, and takes his
Keepes waflels and the fwaggering vpipring recles,
And ss he dreines his dravphts of Renifh dowue,
Thekertle Drum and Trumpet thus bray out
The criumph of his Pledge.
Horat. Isitacuftome?
Ham. Tmarryift;
And to wy mind, thoueh T am native heere,
And to the manner boine: Itis 1 Cettome
Motc honou:*d in the breach,thea the obieruance,
Laier Chuft.
Hor. Looke my Lotre,ut comes,
Hane. Angelsand Minuflers cf Guace defend vse
Bz theuaSpiticolhealth,er Gobli daaxndd,
Lrogz withthes ayies fiom beaven,or biadls from 1
Bethy cuents wiched or charnirzbic,
Theu cen’ftin fuch 3 quetiionabls (bape
That T will fpecketothee, e call tace Famlet,
King Father, Royzll Danc 1 Ob,ob,aufwerme,
Letmenot buriim Jgrozance; buttell
Why thy Cainoniz'd bones Hearfed in death,
{Haue bui t cherr cenments, why the Sepulcher
Whercin we faw thee quiedy enuro’d,
Hath op'd his ponderous and Maible jawes,
iouititheeypageine? What may this meape?
haz thou dead Cuarfe againe in compleat Reele,
Reu s thus the ghimplisor theMoone,
Making Nighehicicus? And we fooles of Nature,
So horridly to fhake vus difpchition,
WithiheughesBeyond thee; -cachies of our Soules,
Say,whyisthis? wherefore? whatfhould wedoe?
Cheftb.clens Hamlet,
For. Jebeckonsvoy togoeaway withir,
Asf it fome irvpartment did defire
To youalene,
Mar, Looke withwhat courtzous a&ion
Jewaks you toa moreremoued ground :
Bur doe not goe with it.
Fior, No,byno mcanes.
Ham. lewillnotfpeake: then will I follow it
Ior. Doenot my rord,
Ham. Why, what fhould bethe feare?
I docnot feemy hife aza pins fee;
And for my Soule,what can itdoeto that ?
Being athing immortall asit feife:
It waucs me forth againe;lefollow it.
Ifor, V/hazifit tempt you toward che loud my Lord?
Or to the drezdfull Sonnet of che Cliffe,
That bectles o're his bafe intothe Sea,
And there afumes {ome oiher hortible forme,
Which might depriue your Soucraignty of Resfon,
And draw you into madnetie thike of 1t
Fm. Jewaftsrde flill : gocon lle follow thee.
Aar; Youfhslinot goemny Lords
Hem, Hold oft ycur hand,
Hor, Beruld,youfhallnot goe.
Hems. My fotecries cue, |
And mokes eachpetty Artire in this body,
As hardy as the Nemian Lions ncrue s
Sullam fcal'd? Vnhand me Gentlemen:
By Heau'n,le make a Ghoft of him thatlets me:
I fayawsy,goc on,llcfollasw thee.
Exewnt Ghoft & Hamlet,
. Hor. He waxes defperate withimagination,
Mar. Les follow;’is not fiethus to obey bim.

12!,
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Hor, Haueafteryto whatifluc will this come ?
Mar. Somethingis rotten i the Scate of Denmarke.
Her, Hcauenwilldireétie
Mar. Nay,levs follow him.
Enter Choft and Hapsler. (ther.
Fl:m Where wilt thoulead nic? (peak;lle go ro fus.
Gho. Marke me
Ham, I will,
Gho, My howetisalmoft come,
When I'to fulphurousand tormenting Flames
Muft render vp my felfe.
Ham, Alaspoore Ghofl,
Ghe. Pitty merot,but lend thy ferious heating
To what 1 fhall vntold. )
Bum, Speake,1am beundtoheare.
Gha. Soartthou toreuenge,when thou fhale beare,
Ham. What?
Gho. 1 am thy Fathers Spirir,
Doom’d for acertaine rerme to walke the night;
And fur the day confin'd o faft i Fiers,
Tiil che foule crimes done inmy dayes ot Nature
Arcburntand purg'd eway ? Butthatfamtorbid
To tell che fecrers of my sifon-Houfes
i coulda Tale vofold,whole hightefl word
Would harrow vp thy loule, frecze (hy young blood,
Make (hy two cyes hike Starres, ttart fiem their Spheies,
Thy knotty and combined Jocks to pare,
And exch particuar haire vo fiand an end,
Like Qmlles vpon the fretfuii Parpentine :
Bot tins eternall blafenmult not e
Tocaics of fleth and blowd; Lt 2fazles, oh L,
fcheu didit ever thy deare Fatlier loue,
Ham. Oh Heauenl
Che. Reuenge his foulc andmoft vanatusall Musther,
Ham, Murther?
Gloft. Murthermofl foule,asin the befticis;
Rut thiswoft foule,firange,and vonaturail.
Ham. Hall hzft me 1o hnow e,
T hat with wings as fwift
As meditation,or the thovghes of Loue,
May fweepe to my Reucenge.
Choft. 1 finde thee apt,
And duller fhoulft chou be thertthe fac weede
Thatrotsit {elfe in eale.on Lethe Wharfe,
Would'(t thounoy firrein this. Now Ham/er heare :
It’s giuen out,that fleeping in mine Orchard,
A Serpent ftuag me : fo the whole eare of Denmarke,
Is by aforged praceffe of my deach
Rankly abus’d : But know thou Noble yoush,
The Serpent that did fling thy Fathers life,
Now weares his Crowne. .
Ham. O my Propheiicke fovle: mine Vincle 2
Ghsff. 1thatinceltvous, thac adulrerace Boaft
With witcheraft of hus wits, hath Traitorous guifts,
Oh wicked Wit,and Gifes,that haue the power
So to feduced \Wonroto this thamefull Luft
The wiliof my moft feeming vestuous Queenes
O fiamler, what 3 f2lhing el wac there,
Fromme,whofe lone was of that dignity,
That it went hand in hand, cuen withthe Yow
Imadeco her in Marriage; and to decline
Vpon a wreich, whofe Naturall gifts were poora
Tothofle of mine. But Vertue,as it never wil be moved,
Though Lewdneflc coustitin a {hape of Heauen :
So Lyft, though to a radiant Angelilink’d,
Will fate it felfe in a Celeftiallbed, & prcy on Garbage.
) Oo But

Lyennmt,
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My cuftome alwayes jn the afternoone;
Vpon my fecure hower thy Vncie ftole
W ith 1uyce of curfed Hebenonina Violl,
And in the Porches of mine eares did poure
The leaperous Dittilnent; whofe effet
Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man,
T hat fwifeas Qmnick-Oluer,ic courfes through
The nacurall Gacesand Allies of theBody;
And witha fodame vigoarit dothpoffer
Aad curd, hke Avgre droppiags o Milke,
The thinand whollhmebleed: fo didit mine;
And amoft mttan: Tecrer bak'dabour,
Mol Lazar-like, with vile and lcathfome cruft,
All my, fmooih Boy.
Thus was I, {lespisg, by a Brothers hand,
Of Life,of Crowne, and Queene at once difpatche g
Cut off euen i the Bloflomes of iny Sinne,
Vuhouzzl=d, difappoeinte.d, vonaneld, .
No reckoning made,bur i2nt tomy account
W th all ;my impeifections oa my head;
Oh b reble Oh bhornible, mot horrible:
1fthou ha@ nature inthee beare st not;
Letnotthe Reyall B:d of Denmacke be
A Couch for Luxury ard dumned Inceft,
But how{oeucr thou purfucﬁ ths ALY,
Taint not thy mnd 3nor et thy Soule contriue
Aganit chy Mother eughr; leavelics to heauen
And tothole Thornss thatn ber bofome loage,
Toprickeand fling her. Farethee well atonce;
The Glow-worme fhowes the Matine to be neere,
And gins to pale s voefe@uall Fire:
Adueadne Haum!st 2 rernznberme, Enit,

Hm Onallycuhoftof Heauen ! OhEarh whatels?
And hall 1 ¢ eple Hal 2 Oh fies hold my heary - -
Aud you:ny [aaewes, grow notir tame Old;
But beare me {httely vp: Reviemberthee? !
I, thou pocre Ghoft, win'e memory holds afeate
In this d:fkralted Globe : Remember thee 2
Yes,trom the Table of my Memory,
Tle wipe away all tniusall fond Records,
All fawes of Bookes,ail formes, all piefures paft,
That youth and ebferuation coppied there;
Andthy Commandmentall alone fhail hiwe
Within the Beoke 2nd Voiume of my Braine,
Vomixc with bafer matcer; yes, yes,by Heauen:
Ohmoft pernicious womasn !
Oh Villaine, Villaine, firil.ng damned Villaine !
My Tables,my Tables; meetitis f fexit downe,
That one may fimile,and (mile and be s Villaineg
At Jeaft P'm {ure it may be fo in Denmarke ;
So Vnckle there you are: now te my word;
Itis; AdueyAdue, Remembei me: I haue fworn'c.

Hor & Mar.within. My Lord,my Lord,

Exter Horatie and Marcells. |

2o, Lotd Timlet.

IHHor, Iicauenfecurchim,

Mar, Sobeit.

IHor. 1o, habs my Losd.

Ham, Bilin, hn lo boyy come bird,come.

Mar. Howift's miy Noble Lord?

Hor. Whatnewes, my Lord?

Tiam. O wonderfyll!

Her. Gondmy Lord tell it,

t Ham. Noyoulreucale.

258 The Tragedieof Hamlet.
Bux fofe me thinkes I fent the Mornings Ayte; Her. Not 1, my Lord, by Heauen. '
Bricfelecme be : Sleeping within mine Orchard, Mar. Norl, myLovd. (thinkiw?

¢ aSwb.

Ham. How fay you then, wonldheare of men once
Butyoullbe fecret? :

Both. 1, by Heav'n, my Lord.
Ham. There’s nere avillaine dwelling in all Denmarke
But hee's an arrantknaue.
Her. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the
Grauc,to tell vs this,
Ham. Why right,you are i’ch’ right;
And fo, without more circumftance atall,
Thold it fit that we (hake hands,and pare:
You,as your bufines and defires fhall point you:
For cuery man ha's bufinefle and defire,
Suchasitis : and for mine owne poore part,
Looke you, 1le goe pray.
Hor. Thefe are but wild and hurling words,my Lord.
Ham. 1'm {orry they offend you heartily :
Yes faith hearuly.
Hor. Thare'sno offencemy I ord,
Ham. Yes, by Saint Patrecke bur thereismy Lord,
And imuch offence oo, touchmng this Vifion hiecre :
Itis anhonelt Ghoft, thatletme tell you
Furyour defire to know what is betweene vs,
O reimsfter’tas you may.  And now good friends,
Asyou aic Fuiends,Sch-I'ers and Soldiers,
Giue meoae poore requefl.
Hor. Whatis'tmy Lotd? wewill.
Ham Neuer make known what you haue feen to nighe,
Both. My Lord we will not,
Flam Nay, but{wear't,
Hor, 1nfathmylord,not L.
Mar. Norlmy Lord: in faith,
Ham. Vpon my (word.
M oveell \We haue fwornamy Lord already.
Iim Indeed,vponny (word [ndeed.
Gho. Sv eare, Glioft cries vuder the Stage.
Ham. Ahhaboy,laye( thou (0. Art thou there true-1

p~wy ? Corne one you here this fellow in the felleredge
Corfenzrofweare. . ‘

H.-. pn)[‘(.i.t the Quchi my Lotd.
"Hun Neuer oofpeake ofthis that you haue feene,
Sweareby my [word, ‘ ‘
Gho. Sweare,
Ham. Hic ¢ vbigue? Then wee'l (hifk for grownd,
Come nither Gentlemen,
And lay your hands 2gaine vpon my fword,
Neuer to fpeake ol s that you haue heard:
Sweareby my Sword, ‘
Gho S veare. (faft?
Flam, Wel ia1d old Mole,can’t worke i'th’ ground fo
A wouy Proner,once mere remoue good friends. 1
Hor. Obday and mghe bue thisis wondrous {trange.
Ham, Andthereforeas a firanger giue it welcome,
There are more things in Hzauen and %arth, Horatis,
Then are dream'’t of in our Philofophy But come,
Here as before, neuer {o helpe you mercy,
How ftrange or odde fo ere I beare my {clfe;
(As I perchance heereafier fhall thinke meet
To put ar Antcke difpofition on 1)
That you ar fuch time fecing me, neuer {hall
W ith Armes encombred thus, or thus, head fthake;
Or by prenouncing of fome doubtfull Phrafe;
As well,we know,or we could and it we would,
Or if we lith to fpeske 5 or chere be and if there mighe,
Or fuch ambiguous giuing out to note,

Thae}
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That vou know ought of me¢; thisnot to dod: - -
S grace and racrcy at your. mbfbnecde helpe you :
Sweare. . '

Grofk. Sweare. .

Ficm. Reft, reft percurked Spirié: {o Gendlemen,
Wichall my loue | doe commerd n.ctoyou;
And whazto poorza man as Har/zt is, '
Moy doe Cexpreflt his louc and fending to you,”
God villing hallaotlacke: fetveaoem togethery
Ana il you fincersonyour lippes 1 pray,” v
fhzumersont ot 1oynt: Obcocled fprghr,
Iht eucr 1 was bormero fat it*.ight.'
N.y,comeles goerogetter, -

Exevke.

e e e = et e e e - .

Aus Seciundus. '

Inter Folon::zs and Reyweidos

Tol -+, Guug tim his money,and thefenotes Reynildo.

Reviol 1w liwyg lord, =

Pol.n. You thall.doemarueis wilely: good Rejnilds,
Before you wifire hura you make ibquiry
Ofivs behawonr, .

Ren !, My Lovd, T and intend it

Io'ers Marry wellicdg
Veywveditad, TockeyouSir,
Engenems iR ewhoeDansters arcin Pansg
And Liew,and who:what mea 2350 wnere they keepes

Y haccompainy, it wbrtogpence s snd tin ling

By th.c encompafiementand dis ef gueftion,
That they doue know my fonre: Come you morenccrer
Thenyour partculat deraid- vaslitovchie,
Tikevouas 'nrerc {une diftan: hnowledoe of him,
And thus I know haus futher and i fhiends,
Aad m paithim. Docyou marke thus Reyro!do?

Reizel, 1,very well my Lord.

Pilon. Andinpait bim,butyou may fay notwelly
Buc:ftbebee Tarraas heesvery wilde;
Ad :Qedfoand fog and thers put onlim

\Wie forgenizs you pleafe: mairy, none foranke,
As nny difbicnour bup; take heed ofthae

But S, fach wanion, wildy zndviuall fl ps,

Asare Compr-ions uoted and mofi haowne
Toycudhand Libery.

Feyeel As grming my Leed,

Polon. 1,0r cunhivy, {anang,fwearing,
Quarctling,di Whoseg. Youmay grefo tane.

Reynol. My Lord @l ot would dvdhoncur hian

Polon. Farthno,asvoumay ‘eafonir mthe chaiges
Youmuft not put anocher fcandull on bum,

That heeis opento Incontinenai;

That's not my meaning:but breath = s faukis fo quaintly,

That they may feeme the taints of hberty;

The flafh and out-breake of a ficry minde,

A fauagenes in vareclain’d bloud of generall affaule,
Rernol. Betiny good Lord.
Fa'om  Whereforethould vou doe this?

. Reynol. Tmy Lord, T would know that,

Polen. My Sir heerc’smy dofe, :
Aind Ibelicuess s a fecchof warranc: \
Youlsy:ingihef flight fulleyes on my Sonne, ‘
As twerzathing ahiude fol'd e’ working:  (found, |
Marke you your party in conuerfe; lum you would
\Hm'mg cucr fcene. Inthe prenominate crimes,
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The youth you breath of guilty, be sffur'd
He clofes w:th you 1n this conteqaence: BN
Good fir,or fo,or fnend, or Gentlerian.. .
Accordwng to thePhrafe and the Addinion; |
Of man sud Country. .l '
Reynol. Very gnodmy Loxd.,
Polor. And theaSir does hethis? '
He does : what was Fabouttofay?-
I was about tg fay fomthing : where did Jleape?
Repaol, At clotes inthe confequence: ’

N

Attriend, or fo,and Gentleman,

Felen. Atclcirsnthe confequence, I marry,
He clofes wih youtiws. 1know the Gentlenan,
Uaw lamyetterd y,or tother day;

O, thaaor thenwith tuch and indiand as y~u Oy,
1 here was he gaming, theieo'tctooke uv’s Roufe,
Fhere falling ow at Teanis 3 orpcichance,
I faw him enter fuch a houfe of {ale;
Pilelices,a Brothell, o: fo forith. Sce you now;
Y our bait of faifhocd,takes this Cape of tiuth;
And thus doewe of wiledeme and of reach
With windlefes,and w.th allaies of Buas,
By ndirctticns fude di-eShions our :
S0 by my toramer Leéture and aduice
Shaliyou my Senncsyou baue me,haue younot?
Revml- My Lord 1 have,
Polon. Godbuy youtareyou wells
Reynsl, Goad ey Lord.

Pelon. Obluuetus wckination in your felfe.

Reynel, 1{hullmy Lotd,

Polon. Andlcrhun piyetis Mulicke.

Reyrol. Well,my Lord Fast,

Enter Cpbelsa,

Pobor. Farewedd:
How now Ophelia, what's the matees?

Opbe. Al:smy Lord,Ihaue beene foafiticheed,

Polon. With whatinthen2me of Heauen ?

Ophe. My Lord, as 1 was fowing in my Chaa:bet,
1.ovd Hamler with his doublerall vabrac'd,
Mohatvponhishead, s Rockings foul'd,
Vag- rered, and downe gined to his Anckle,
Pale as bus fLire s knces hooching cachothe,
Avd with s[ookefo pruous o purport,
A .ifhchaabeen loofed out of nell,
To{peakeorhorrors : Lz comes before me,

Tolax. Madtor thy Loue?

OrbesMy Lord,I doe notknow: but truly I do farei,

FPolon. What faid he?

Ophe. Hetookeme by the wrift,and held me hard 5
Thrngoeshe to the length of all his arme;
And with his otherhand thus o're hisbrow,
He falsto fuch perufall of my face, .
Ashe would diaw it. Long ttatd he fo,
Atialt,ahitele thaking of mine Arme::
And tbrice his head thus wauing vp and downc;
He rais’d a figh,fo pittious and protound,
Thatie did fzeme to fhatter all his bulke,
Andend hisbeing, Toat done, he lets me goey
And with his head ouer his thoulders turn d,
He feem’d to fiade his way without his eycs,
For cut aderes he went without their helpe;
Avnd tothelatt,bended their light on me.

Polon. Gocwithme, I will goe fecke the King,

Thisisthe very extafie of Loue,
Whofe violent property foredoes it felfe,

And
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And leads the will co defperate Vndertakings,
Asofc as any paffion voder Heauen, -
Thatdoes affli&t ous Matured. 1am fasrie,
Whaat haue you giuen Riouany hard wépds of late ?
Ophe. No my good Lord : but as you did command;
1 did repell lus Letters,ind deny'de
His accefle rome.
Pol. Thac hath made him mad,
I am forrie that with better fpeed and iudgement
1 had not quoted him. Ifeare he did but wrifle,
And meant £2 wracke thee : bot befhrew myicaloufie :
It feeme it isas proper to ow Age,
To ¢ @beyond our tejues in our Opinions,
Asiti common {or che yonger fore
Tolacke diicrenion, Conie,go weto the King,
This muft be kn~wae, W b-eing kept clofe might move

More greefe to hude, thenhatc to viter love.  Exeame.
Scena Secunda.
& ter Keng,Qmeene,Refincrane,and Guriden-

Jherma Cumalys,:

King, Welcome deere Rofiacrance and Gurldenfcrne.
Morzouer, thac we much did long to fee you,
Theneede we haue to vle you,did pronoke
Our hafhie fending. Something haue you heard
Qf H.amlets transformation ;1o call e,
Since not th'exterior, noc the inward man
Reietmbles thatitwas. What it thould bee
Mo:cthen bhus Fathiers death, thac thus hach put him
Soundifronwrvadeiftanding of hanfelfe,
Icaunotdezmeof, lintreatyouboth,
Thatbeing of fo young aryecbrought vp wich him:
And bince fo Ne-ghbour'd to his youth,and humaur,
That you vouchtafe your zeft heere 1 o Court
Someiiztle time: fo by your Companies
To draw him en to pleafures,and to gather
So much as from Occafions youmay gleanc,
Thatopen’d lies within our -emedie.

©Ox. Good Gentlemen,he hath much talk’d of you,
Andture [sin, two men there are not humng,
Towhembcmoareadheres. If it will plcafc you
To fhew vs {o much Gentrie,and good will,
As to expend your time with vs a-while,
For the fupply and pro‘it of our Hope,
Your Vidration fhall teceiue fuch chankes
Asfirsa Xisgsravembrance.

Fyjin. Bochyour Maielhes
Migli by the Soueraiyne power you have of vs,
Gut vsie dread piesiires, more nto Command
Theato Errreatie,

G, Voo Lonth t‘bc'},
Aacor - g e en iedoes, in zhcfullbenc,
w1 ey heely atyour feete,

e el

) i uia‘_i Od .
'Tovecar
Foooo dnhe: Kelacrance and gentle Guildenflerse,
Sa Nnanne: Cufdenferne and gentle Rofincrance,
Ancibolechyo Lsftindy o vifit
My wee ach chasge  Sonne.
Ciotomasive,
Anibning the Gentleaen where Hamlet is,
G/ Heauensmake our prefence and our pra&ifes
Plez2ntand helpfull to him. Exit,

S et e ey ————
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weene. Amen,
& “ ‘_'fﬂ "bﬂil‘l-
Pol. Th’Ambaffadors fiom Noiwey,'my good Losd
Areioyfully return'd, .
King. Thou illhafl bin the Father of good Newes.
Pol. Hauel,my Lord? Affure you,my good Lic ge,
I'hold my dutie,as I hold my Soule,
Both to my God,oneto my gracious King.:
And I do thinke, or clfe this braine of mine
Hunts not the traile of Policie, fo fure
As 1 haue vs'd to do : that 1 haue found
The very caufe of Hamsiess Lunacie. |
Kimg. Oh{peake of that,that I dolong to heare.
Pol Grue firft admittance to th’ Ambafladors,
My Newes fhall be the Newes to that greatFeaft,
King, Thy (elfe do grace ta them,and bring them in,
He tels memy fweet Quieene, that hehath found
The headandfourfe of ali your Sonnes diftemper.
2u. 1doubtitisno other,but the maine,
Hus Fathers deathyand our o're-hafly Marriage,
Enter Polowins, Vsltumand, and Cornelira,
King. Well,we fhall s lam.W elcome good Frends:
Say ¥ oftumand, what from our Brother Norwev ¢
Vols. Moft faire returne of Greetings,and Defires.
Vpon our firfl, he fent out to fupprefle
His Nephewes Leuies,which to him appear’d
To beapreparation "gainftche Poleak ;
But better look’d into,he truly found
It was again{t your Highneflc, whereat greeued,
That {o hi> Sicknefle, Age,and Impotence
Was faliely borne in hand, fends out Arrefis
On Fortmbras, which he (in breefe) obeyes,
Recetues rebuke from Norwey: and in tine,
Makes Vow before his Vakle, neuer more
To gwe th'aflay of Armes againt your Maieftie,
Whereonold Nurwey, ouercome with ioy,
Giues hum three thoutand Crownes in Annuall Fee,
Audtis Commiffion toimploy thofe Soldsers
Soleuied as before, againtt the Poleak ¢
With anintreaty becrein further fhewne,
That icnighe pleale you to giue quiet paffe
Through your Donunions,for his Enterprize,
On fuchregards of (afety and allowance,
As theremnare fet downe.
King. Itlikes vs well :
And st our more confider'd time wee'l read,
An{wer,and thinke vpon thi« Bufinefle.
Meane time we thanke you, for your well-tooke Labour.
Gotoyourreft, st night wee'l Ueafl together.
Moft welcome home, Exit Awbaff.
Pol  This bufinefle is very well ended.
My Liege.and Madam, to expoflulate
What Mateflic fthould be, what Dutie s,
Why day is day ; night.night ; and time is time,
Were nothing but to wale Night,Day,and Time,
Therctore,fince Breuvitie is the Soule of Wit,
Aundtedioutnefle, the limbes and outward flourifhes,
I willbe breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad :
Mad call | it; for to define true Madnefe,
What is’t, but to be nothing eife but mad.
Butlet that go,
Qn. More matter, with lefle Are.
Pol, Madam,I fweare I vieno Arcatall :
Thac he is mad, "tis true : "Tis true tis pittie,
And pitcie it istrue : A foolifh figure,
But grewdl it:for I will vfeno Art.

7
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IM ad lec vs grant himthen': aud now remaines
That we finde out the caufe of thiseffelt,
Orrather fay, the caule of chis defeét ;
For this effe& defeiue, comes by caule,
Thus it rematnes,and cthe remainder thus, Perpend,
I haue s daughter :haue,whil'tt ihcis mine,
Who w her Dutie and Obedience, maike,
Hatb guaea re this : now gather,and furmife.
The Letter,
Tothe [elefisall and may Sonies [doll,  1he maft beastified O-
phelia
Tratsami! Phrals, avilde Parafe, beautifiedis a vilde
Pluale: boryoeotbal heare taclen her exzellens white
bofome, theic,
Yu. Camcthis from Tumlet vo her.
Pel. Gez'Miadam ttavawhide, I will be faichfull,
Donsht thou, the Staryes are fire,
Doudi,that the Surac d~t'y e
Doutt Treihtcbealier,
Fut neser Donlt 1 icse.
O deore Ochelia T ors il atthele Numbers: I hawe wot Art to
redy rovm e fasilis Hone thee beft, o mioft Beft be-
lecwest.  eoidien.
Thine evermore mo/F deeve Laly whilf} this
< liachme s to b, Ham!'er.
Thisin Obedience hath my daugbrer thew'd me:
And wore sboucbathln, tehanng,
As they fc'l out by Tune, by Mcanes,and Place,
Al goen o mine esie.
keng. Brthow nach fhe reccia’d his Loue?
ol W\ iede youchakeof me 2
Iesge 322w, fahtall ana Honourable.
Fzlwelé fame preae fe.Bue what might you think ?
W o i bediccoc ks hor loucon thew:ng,
Aclperesecdae, Dme tellyoutoar
Eeiae vy D e hier told me whatmight you
O. my deere Maifhie vour Queene heere, think,
It1h dplaydthe Deshe or Table-booke,
Or gieenmiy heaiecwinking, mute and dumbe,
Orleck’d vrontl is Louemadhidie ighe,
Wostwightyou tharke * No, I went round to worke,
And {my yong Mif'risjthus Tid befpeake
Losd Hamlet vs a Pitnce out of thy Suarre,
This ot not be rand then,’ Dreceprs gaucher,
That (he honld locke her felfe fromhis Retort,
Adietno Meflengers, recetueno Tekens:
Which done, fhe tooke the Froites of my Aduice,
Andheicpulled AthortTale toinaks,
FellintoaSad efle, thenivrioaFaft,
Thenceto a Watch, therce wnto a Weaknefle,
Tience to a Lighnelie,and by this declenfion
Tatrr the Madnefie whetconnow heraves,
vAnd o waile for,
I 70 Dayoudunke tis this?
Loz loinsy bovery hikely.

Thac I hane pofliiciveiy fard, uis fo,
Whenit prow’d otherwile

Kizz. Notthat [ know.

Pol. Take thisfrom this; if chis be otherwife,
I C rcumfances leade me, [ will finde
Where truthis hid, thoughic were hid indeede
Wit the Cenzer.

Kmg, Howmsy wetry it further?

Po!. Youknow fomctimes
ch walkes foure houres together, heere

— e = e et ey e

Fol. Hath there bene tuch atime, T'de f2io koow that, !

Inthe Lobby.
O, Soheha’sindeed. .
Pol. Atfuchatime lic loofe my Daughrer to him,
Beyouand I behinde an Arrasthen,
Marke the encounter : [fheloue her nos,
And be not trom his reafon falne thereon ;
Let mebe no Affiftanttor a Seate,
And keepe a Farme and Cavters,
King. Wewilltryt,

Enter Hamletreading on & Bocke.

Qu. Butlookewhere fadly the poore wretch
Comesreading.

Pol. Away]dobelcech you, both away,
Heboord him prefently, Exst Kmz s Cween,
GOh giuc melcaue. How does my good Lord Flamler

Haem. Well,God-a-mercy,

Pol. Doyoukaowmemy Lord?

Ham Excellent,excellent well : y'area Fithmenger,

Pol. Notfuy Lords

Ham Thea 1 would you were fo honeft a man,

Pol. Honcft,ny Lord?

Ham. 1lir,cabeboneft as this world goes, istobee
onc man pick’d out of two theufand.

Pel. That's very truemy J ord.

Ham. Forif the Sunbreed Magotsin adcad dogge,
being a good kitling Carnion
Haue youa daughier?

Ped. Thavemy Lord,

Ham, Leccher notwalkei’th’Sunne : Conceptionisa
biefsing, butnot as your daughter may concewe.Friend
louketoo’.

P:f low (ay yeu by thae?Still hatping on ry davch.
ter. vet he knew menotat firf}; he faid I wasa bifhm o-
ger :‘hc 1s farre gone,farre gone : and truly 1 iy youdi,
) fuffiedinuct: extream:ty torlone: very necretins. L
freake totum sgae, Whae doyouread my Lord?

Fav. Words words,words.

Prl. Whatisthe matter,my Lord ?

Ham. Letwecnewho?

Pol. I'mecancthe matter you meane,my Lord,

H.m, Slanders Sir: forthe Natyrical: laue foses here,
thatold men hanc gray Beards; thattbeir taces 2re wnne {
hied ; thareves puigirg thicke Amber, o1 Plom-Tiee
Gum ne : aod thatthey haue a plenttull Joche of Wi,
togcther with weakeHammes, Allwbich S ey theugh |
moft pewertully, andpotently beleeue 5 yetTholaere
nct Heveflie to hbave st thus fecdowne : For youyour
f¢i'c Su, theuld beold as1am, it hike a Crab youcouid
g0 backward,

Pol, Thoughthisbe madnefTe,

Yrothere 1s Method in'c : will you wallie
Qutot'the ayre my Lord?

Jize, Into my Graue?

Fo!l. Indeed:hatisout o'th’Ayre:

How pregnant (lomecumes )his Replies are?
Al uppmcﬂ.c,

That often Madneffe hits on,

Which Reafon and Sanicie ¢could not

So p.ofpercufly Le deliuerd of,

Tw:lljeaue him,

And fodainely contrive the meanes of meeting
Betwcene him,and my daughter.

My Honourable Lord, I will moft humbly
Take mylesue of you,

oo 3 Hami
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" Haw, You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that I
will more willingly pare withall, except my hfe, my
life. , - ,

Polen. Face you well my Lord.

Ham, Thefetediousold fooles. .

hee is,
Enter Rofincran and Gusidenfherms.

Refin. God faueyou Sir.

Gwild. Mine honour'd Lord? '

Refin. My moft deare Lord?

Ham. My exccllent good friends ? How do’ft thou
Gnildenflernet Oh, Rofiscrane , good Lads: How doe ye
both?

Roffn. Asthe indifferent Children of the earch,

Gmild. Happy ,inthzcwe are not ouer-happy: on For-
tunes Cap,we are not the very Button.

Ham. Not the Soales of her Shoo ?

Rofn. Neithermny Lord, ,

Ham. Then youhue abouc her wafle, orin the mid-
dle of her fauour?

Gwil. Faith,her priuates, we.

Ham. 1nthe fecree parts of Fortune? Oh, moft true
fhe is a Strumper. Whatthe newes ?

Rofin. None my Lord; but that the World's growne
honett.

Ham. Thenis Doomefdaynecre: Buat your newes is
not truc. Let me queltion more in particular : what haue
youmy good friends, defeiued ar the hands of Fortune,
that the fends you to Prifon hither?

Guil. Prifon,my Lord ?

Ham. Denmaik’sa Prifon.

Rofin, Thenisthe \Vorldone,

Ham. A goodly one,in which there are many Con.
fines,Wards,and Dungeons ; Dewmarke being o' ob’
worft,

Rofin. We thinke not fo my Lord.

Ham. Why then’tis none te /vou;for thereis nothing
either good or bad, but thinking makesit fo: to me it s
apnfon,

Refin. Why then your Ambition makes itone: ‘s
too narrow for your minde.

Ham. O God, Iconld bebounded inanutlhell, and
count my felfc a King of infinite fpace; were it not that
I baue baddreames.

Cud. Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the
very fubfance ot the Ambitious, is meercly the (hadow
ofaDrcame.

H.am, A dreame it {cife is but 2 thadow.

Rofin. Truely, and 1 hold Ambition of fo ayry and
lighta quality, thatitis butathadowes (hadow,

{1am, Then are our Beggers bodies; and our Mo-
narchs and out-fretcht Heroes the Bepgers Shadowes:
f}\all wee to th'Court: for, by my fey I cannotrea.

on ?

Loty ew’! xaitvponyou.

Ham, Noli.chmorters I.will not fort you withthe
retofn yla it forto(peake to you like an honeft
won: ammnat dreadfully attended; butinthe beaten
vy offiiendihip, Wiat make you at Elforower ?

Isfia. Tovifit you my Lord,no other occafion.

Ifars. Begperihey * 2, Tam even poote 1o thankes;
{but Ithinke you: and tue Cearc friends my thanks
are too deare a halfepeny ; were vournot fene for? Jsit
your owne incliningd Is it a fice vifitation > Come,

~

Polon. You goe to feeke my Lotd Hamlet 5 there

The Tragedie of Hamles.
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deale iuflly with me : come,come; may fpeake.

Gwil. What fhould we fay my Lord ?

Haom, Why any thing. But to the purpofe; you were
fenc for; snd there is a kinde confeffion in your lookes;
which your modeflies haue not craft enough to co-
lor,1 know the good King & Queene haue fent fos you,

Rofin, To what end my Lotd ?

Ham. That youmult teach me: but let mee coniure
you by the rights of our fellow (hip,by the confonancy of
eur youth,by the Obligation of our eues-prefecued loue,
and by whatmore deare, a better propofer couid charge
you withall; be cuen and dire€t with me, whether you
were fenc for ot no,

Rofim. What fay you ?

I1am. Nay then Thaue aneye of you: if you loueme
hold not off.

Guil. My Lord, we were fent for,

Ham. I willtcil youwhy ; fo fhall my anticipation
preuent your difcauery of your fecricicto the King and
Queenc:moult no feacher, | hauc of late, but wherefore
Tknow not, loft all my onirth,forgone all cufteme of ex-
ercife; andindeed,it goes fo heauenly with my difpofiti-
on;that this gdodly frame the Earch,feemes to n:e a fler-
rill Promontory ; this moft excellent Canopy the Ayre,
look you,this braue ore-hanging this Maiefiicall Roofe,
fretted with goldeu fire: why,it appeares no other thing
tomece, thena foule and peitilent congregation of va-
pours, What a piece of worke is a man! how Noble
Realen? how infiniteinfaculty ? informe and mouing
how cxprefle and adanrable?1n A Qyn, how hike an Au-
gel? 1nspprehenfion, how hkeaGoa? the beauty of the
world, the Parragon of Aumals ; andyetrome, what is
this Quinteflence of Duft? Man deliphts notme; vo,
not W omanneither; thovph by youd findinp you feeme
to fayfo.

Rofime My Lord, thete was no fuch ftufle in my
thouohts. ’

Ham. Why did you laugh,when 1faid, Man dclights
notme? .

Rsfin, Tothinke,my Lord,ifyou delightnotin Man,
what Lenton entertainment the Players fhall receine
from you: wee coated themonthe way, and huhier are
they comming to offer you Seruice.

Ham. He thatplayes the King (hall be welcome; his
Maiefty fhall haue Tribute of mee : the aduenturous
Knight fhal v{e his Foyle and Target : the Louer (hall
not figh grara, the humorous man fhall end his part in
peace: the Clowne fhall make thofe lavgh whofclungs
arc tickled ath’ fere: andche Lady fhall tay her minde
treely; or the blanke Verfe thall halcfor'e: what Players
are they ?

Refin. Euenthofeyon were wont to take delighe in
the Tragediansof the Cicy.

Ham, How chances it they trauaile? their refi-
dence both in reputation and profic was better both
waycs,

Rofm. T thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes
of she lute Innouatron ?

Ham. Doc they hold the fame eftimation they did
wlienTwasin theCity? Are they fo follow'd ?

Pofin, Noindeed theyasenot.

Ham_How comesit? doe they grow rufly?

Rofin, Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted
pace; Butihere is Sis an ayrie of Children, litcle
Yafes, thac cryc out on the top of quefion ; and
are moft tyrsamically clap’t for't : thete are now the

fafhi-
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fathion, and fo be-ratled the common Stages (fo they
calithem) that many weating Rapiers, areaffraide of
Goofe-quils,and dare fcarfe come thither.

Ham. Whatare they Children? Who maintains ‘em?
How sce they efcoted 2 Will they pustue the Quality no
Jonger thenthey can fing? Will they not fay afterwards
if chey (hould grow themfelues co common Players (as
itis like moft 1f their incanes are not beteer) thar Wii-
ters do them wreng, ta make them exclain againft their
owne Succeflion.

Rofin_Faigh there ha's bene much to do onboth fides:
and the Nation helds it no finne, to tarre themto Con-
trouerfie, There was tor a while, no mony bid for argu-
ment, valeffe the Poet and the Playcr went 1o Cuffes in
the Queflion,

Ham, 1s'tpollible?

Cmild, Ohthere ha’s Eeene much throwing about of
Braines.

Ham, Dothe Boyes carry itaway ?

Rofin.I that they domy Locd Hercules & his load too.

Hem. Itinoc (trange: for mne Vockle is King of
Denmatke, and thofe that would make mowes athim
while my Father Liued; givctwenty, foity, an hundred
Ducates a peece, for his priture in Litle. There s fome-
thing in this more then Naturali, of Philofophie could
finde icour,

Honrik for the Players.

Cud Thereare che Playcrs.

Ham, Geatlemen,you are welcom to Elfonewer: your
hands, come : The appurtenance of Welco ne, is Fathion
and Ceremeny. Letme comply with you m the Garoe,
leR my exteng to the Players(which T eell you muft (hew
fairely outward)thould mote appeace like entertainment
thenyours. Youate welcome : but my Vackle Facher,
and Aunt Mother are deccin’d.

Cud. Inwhat my deere Lord ?

Eam. Iam butmad North Norch-Weft : when the
Winde is Soucherly, I know a Hawke from a Handfaw.
Ewter Polosisss.

Pol. Wellbe withyoun Gentlemen.

Ham. Heacke you Guildenfierue, and you too : st each
carcahearer : thatgreat Baby youfee thete, isnot yer
out of his fwathing clouss.

Rofin Happily he's the fecond time come to them: for
they (ay an old manistwicea childe.

Ham. 1will Prophefie, Hee comesto tell e of the

Piayers. Murk it, youfay night Sir : for 2 Monday mor-
ning "twas {o indecd.

Pol. My Lord,Ihaue Newes to tell you.

Ham. My Lord,1haue Newesto tell you,
When Rofius an Actor in Rome——

Pel. The Ators arccome luthermy Lord, .

Ham. Buzze, buzze.

Pol. Vponmine Honor.

Hanm. Then caneach AQoron his Affe ——

Polon. Thebelt Alors inthe world, either for Tizge-
"1 die, Comedie,Hifforie, Paforall: Paforicall-Comcall.
Hiftoricall.Pafterall : Tragicall-Hiftoricall : Tragicall-
Comicall-Hiftoricall- Paftorall : Scene indiuble, or Po-
em volimited. Semeca cannotbetoo heauy, nor Plastus
too lighe, for the law of Writ,and the Liberty. Thefe are
the oncly men.
X Bam, O lcphtaludge of Ifracl,what a Treafure had'ft
thou?

Pol. Whata Treafureliad he,my Lord?

Ham. Why one faire Daughter,and no more,.

The which he loued paffing well.

Pel. Stillonmy Daughter.

Ham. AmInotithnightold Jephia?

Polon. 1f you call me Iephta nuy Lord, I haue a daugh-
ter that 1 loue palling well.

Ham, Nay thactatlowes not.

Polon. What followes then,my Lord?

Ha.Why, Ay by lot,God wot . and then you know, It
came to pafle, asmolllikeiwwas: Thefirlt rowe of the
Pans Chanfen will (bew youmore. Forlooke where my
Abnidgements come.

Enter fowre o7 fine Flayrs.

Y'are welcome Mafters, welcome all.  1am glad to fee
thee well : Welcome good Friends. O my olde Frienc ®
Thy facess valiant fince | faw thee laft : Com'it thou to
beard me in Denmarke ? What, my yong Ladyg and Mi-
(tris? Byrlady your Ladtfbip 1s neeret Heauen then when
1 faw youlalt, by thealutude ofa Ciroppine. Pray God
your voice hke a peece of vncurrant Gold be not crack'd
within thering. Mafters,youare all welcome:wee'l e'ne
to't hkeFrench Fanlceners, fliz at any thing we fec: wee'l
haue a Speech flraight. Come giue vs a tait of your qua-
Ity : come,a paffionace fpeech.

1.Play. Whatfpeech,my Lord ?

Ham, lheardthec fpeak mea fpeech once butit was
neucr Acted :orif it was,not aboue once, for the Play 1
remember pleas’d not the Million, "twas Camrarie to the
Genesall:butit was (asTreceiu'dit, and others, whofe
iedgementin fuch macters, criedin the top of mine) an
excellent Play s well digetted inthe Scaenes, ferdowne
with as much modefite,as cunning, I remember one faid,
theie was no Sallecs 1 the lines, to make the matter {a-
uoury; nor no matcer 1 the phrafe, that mighe indite the
Author of affe@ation,butcal'd it an heneft merhod.One
cheefe Speechinie, Tcheetcly low’d, "twas e fnews Tale
to Lide, ard thereabour of it cfpecially, where he fpeaks
of Priams {laughter. 1fitlucin your mem.ory, begin at
thus Line, letme fee let me fee : The rugged Pyrrksulike
th'#iyrcaman Beatt. Jtisnotfo: icbegins with Pyrrisy
The rupged Pyrrhau, he whofe Sable Armes-

Bfacke as his purpoe, did the night refemble

When he lay conched in the Omninons Horfe,

Hath now ttus dicad and blacke Complexion (mear’d
With Heraldry more difmall: Head to foote

Now 1s he to rake Geulles, horridly Trick'd

With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonaes,
Bak’d and :mpafted with the parching ftreets,

That lend a tyrannous,and damned light

Ta their vilde Murthers, roafted 1n wrath and fire,
And thus o’re-(ized with coagulate gore,

VVith eyes like Carbuncles, the hellith Pyr bus

Ol4 Grandfire Preams feckes,

Pol. Fore God,my Lord,well fpoken, with gooda¢-
cenc,and good difcretion,

1.Player. Anon hefindes him,

Striking too fhort at Greekes. Hisanticke Sword,
Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles
Repugnant to command : vnequall macch,
Pyrrhus at Priam driues, in Rage fuikes wide ¢
But with the whiffe and winde of his fell Sword,
Th'vonerued Father {ais. Then fenfeleffe 11lium,
Seeming to feele hisblow, with flaming top
Stoopesto his Bace, and with 4 hideous crath
Takes Prifoner Pyrrbu eare, Forloe,his Sword
Which was declining on the Milkie head
OfReuerend Priam, feem'd i"th*Ayre to flicke :
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So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrbas Rood,
And like 3 Newtrall to his will and matter, didnothing.
But as we often {ee againft fome Rorme,
A filence in the Heauens, the Racke (Yand fiill,
The bold windes (peechle(le, and the Orbe below
Ashufh as death ¢ Anon the dreadfull Thunder -
Dothread the Region. So after Pyrrbav paufe,
A 1o wied Veageance fets him new a-worke,
And neuer didthe Cyclops hammers fall
On Mars his Armours, forg’d for proofe Eterne,
With lefle remorte then Pyrrém bleeding fword
Now talles on Priems. A
Out, out, thou Serumpet-Fortune, all you Cods,
In generall Synod take away her power:
B:eake all the Spokes and Fallies from her wheele,
And boule theround Naue dowsiethe hill of Heauen,
Aslow astothe Fiends.

Pol. Thisistoolong. '

Ham. It (hall to’th Barbars, withyour beard, Pry-
thee (ay on: He's fos a ligge,or a rale of Baudry , orhee
fleepes. Sayons cometo Hecuba.

Ham, Theinobled Queene?

Pol. That's good: Inobled Queene is good.

1.F/ay, Run bare-foot vp and downe,

Threatoing the flame '

W th Biffon Rbeume : A clout about thathead,
Where late the Diadem flood, and for a Robe
Aboutherlanke and 3!l ore-teamed Lornes,

A blaoketin th’Alarum of fedre caught vp.

Who this had feene, with tongue in Venome fleep’d,
"Garnft Fortunes Stace, would Treafon haue pronounc’d?
But ' the Gods themfelues did fee her then,

When the taw Pyrrbus make malicious {port

In mincing wath bis Swordher Husbands imbes,
The inftant Burit of Clamour that fhe made

(Volefe chings mortall moue them notatall)

Would haue made muilche the Burming eyes of Heauen,
And paffion in the Geds,

Pal. Looke wherehe ha'snottury'd his colour, and
ha’seearesin’s eyes. Pray youno more.

Haei. ’Tiswell; Ilehauethee fpeake out thereft,
foone. Coodmy Lord,will youfeethe Pisyers wl be-
ftow'd, Doyeheare, let them be well vo'd i for they are
the Abftraéts and breefe Chronicles of the time, Aficr
yourdeath, youwere becter havea bad Epitaph, then
theirill report while you hued.
¢ Iol. My Lord,1wilj v'ethemaccording to their de-

art, .

Ham. Colsbodykins man, beterr. Vieeuerieman
after s acfarr, and who fhould feape whipping: vie
them sfier your own Honor and Digaary. The lcf%c they
defcrue, tho more metitis in your bountie. Take them
n,

Pel. Come s, Ext Folon.

I{am. Follow him Friends:wecl heare a play to mor-
row. Dot hiouhesremeold Friend, canyou play the
M er of (orzaga

Plis. ciny Lord,

Ham. Wee'lba'tto morrow night. You couldfor a
need fudy a fpeech of fome dofen or fixteenc Lines,which
1 weuidiet downe,and inferz 1n°? Could ye not 2

Ply. 1wy Lord.

Hum. Vey well. Followthae Lord, andlooke you
mocklumvot. My good Friends, lle leauc you ul night
youare .eclcome to Elfonower 2
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1.PLyy But who,O who, had feenthe inobled Queen,

Refin. Good my Lord.
CManet Hamles.

Ham. 1{o,God buy’ye : Now I am alone,
Oh what a Rogue and Pefant flagesm I ?

Is it not monfiraus that this Player heere,
Butin s Fixion,in a dreame of Piffion,

Could force his [oule fo to his whole conceie,
Thatfrom her working,sll his vifoge warin'd;
Teares in his eycs, difiradlion in’s Afpe&t,

A broken voyce and his whole Funétion fuitin
With Formes,to his Conceit ? And all for nothing ?

For Hecnba?

What's Hecwba to him,cr heto Heenba,

That he fhould weepe for her ? What would he doe,
Had bethe Motiue and the Cue for paffion

That | have? He would drowne the Scage with cesres,
And cleaue the generall care wich horrid fpeech;

Make mad the guilty,and apaleche free,

Confound the ignorant, and amazeindeed,

The very facuity of Eyesand Eares  Yet1,

A dull and muddy-metled Rafcall,peake

Like John 3-dreames, vnpregnant of my caufe,

And cen fay nothing : No,not for a King,

Vpon whoieproperty,and moft decre lite,

A dsmn’d deteate was made. Am1a Coward?

Who calles me Villaine ? breakes my pate a-croffe 2
Pluckes off my Beard,and blowes it in my tacee
Tweakes meby’rh’Nofe? giues me the Lye 1th'Throate,
As deepeasto the Lungs? Who does methis 2

Ha? Wiy [ thould takeit : for it cannot be,

But 1 am Pigeon. Liuer’d,ond lacke Gall

Fo make Oppreflion hitier, or ere thss,

I thould haue farced ali the Region Kites

With chis Staues Othall, blendy . aBawdy villaine,
Remnoifelcffe, Tieachicrous, L eccherous, hindles vitlaine !
Oh Venypcance! '
Whot Wiiacan Affe am 12 I fure this is moft braue,
That I, the Sonne of the Deere murthered,
Promptediomy Reuenge by Heauen,ond Hell,

Muft (i1ke a Whore jvopacke iy heart wich words,

Aund faila Curfing Uik e avery Drab,

A SculhionzFye vpon’c  Foh. About my Briaine.

I hane heard, thac puity Creatures fiuting ata Play,
Haue bv the very cinming of the Scoe~e,

Bene ftrooke fovo the foule, that prefently

They haue proclsim’d cheir MaletaCtions.

For Mprcher thepyh thaue no tongue,will {peake

W ch mof myracilous Organ. Tle hauethete Players,
Play fomehing ) ke the murder of my Father,
Before anae Vokle. Ile obferue bus lookes,

Ile rene hum to the grncke < Ihe bue blineh

[ hknow my ¢ irte. TheSpincthat I haue teene
May be ine D.uell, and the Diuel hath power
T'alluire anteafing (hape, yeaand perhaps
Out of my Weaknelle, and my Melancholly,
As heas very porent with fuch Spirits,

Abufes me to damneme. Uel:ane grounds
More Relatiue then this: The Play’s the thing,
W heremn 1le catch the Confeience of the King.

EBxesne,

Exit

Enter Keng, Quoene, Poluuimt, Ophelina, Ro-
fincrance, Gusldenjterm, and Lorés,

King. And canyou by no diitt of circumflance
Get fromhim why he puts on thns Confution :
Grating fo haribily alt his dayes of quiet
With
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With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy,

Refin. 11edoes confelle he fecles himfelfe diftralted,
But from what caufe he will by no mieanes fpe.ke.

Gwil. Nor do we finde him forward to be founued,
But with a crafty Madnefle keepes aloofe :

When we would bring kim on to fomc Confeflion

Of his true ftate.

Qn. Didhereceive youwell?

Refin. Moftlike aGentleman,

Guild. Bur withmuch toidng of his difpofition.

Rofin, Nipgard of queltion, but of cur demands
Molt free inbis teply.

L. Didyouafiay himto any paftime?

Rofin. Madam it te fell oue, e certmce Players
We oreowrouglr onthe way s oftisfe wetold o,
And there did feeme m buna kinde of 1oy
Toheareofic. Trey arcaboer <he Cours,

And (as Tthinke) they bavealiaa Y Uit
This nightro play beforc i,

Pol. "Tismont truc:

And he befecch’d me tontreate your Maseflies
Toheare,and {ec the matter.

Keng Vit all my beare,and iz dorh nuch content ine
Toheare himfonchn'd, Good Gentlerren,

Give bima further cdge, and ariue bus purpoicon
Tothefe delights,

Rotin. Weholloy Lord,

King, Swect Gerrude leanc vstoo,
For we haue clofely fent for J1uales hather,
That Lie, as twere by accrden:, may rhere
Affcont Ophelia. Eer Fath.rand my felfe(lawful cfpials)
Willto b.ftow om felues, thac fecing vnfeene
We may of their encounrer frankdy idge,
And gathier by him,as Lie 1s bebaued,
1ftbe th'atd:shion of tus loue, ot 0o,
That thus he fufters for.

Qu. i fhallobey you,
And tor your part Opbelia, I dowifh
That ynur good Beautics be the hap~y caufe
Of fHamlets wildeneile : fo (hall hepe vour Vertues
Wilibrng himto his wonted way againe,
Toboth your Honors,

Ophe. Madam,1 withic may.

Pol. Ophelia, walke you heere.Gracious fo pleafe ye
We will beftow our feluss s Reade ox this booke,

That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour

Your lonclinefe. We ate oft too blame in thie,
"T1s too much prov’d, that with Devorions vifage,
And pious Attion, we dofuigeo’re

The diuell him{clfe.

Kizg. Oh’ustrue:

How {marta lafh thac fpecch deth give my Confcience ?
The Hailots Cheeke beaunied widh planitning Are
Is notmore vzly to the thing that nelpes e,
Then is my acele, to my moft painted word,
Oh heaure burthen !
Pol, 1hearehim comming,lec’s wichdrawmy Lord.
Exennt,

Exennt,

Enter Hamles,

Ham. Tobe,ornot to e, thatis the Queftion::
Whether ‘t1s Nobler ir the minde to fuffer
The Slings and Arrowes of outragions Fortune,’
Or to take Armcg againft aSea of trovbles,
And by oppofing er.d them . to dye,to fleepe
No more; snd by a {leepe, to fay we end
The Heart-ake, and the choufand Naturall fhockes
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That Flefhis heyre too? "Tis a confummation ]
Dcuoutly tobe with'd. To dycto flecpe,

Tofieepe, perchancetoDreame:: 1, there’s the rub,
For in that fleepe of death, what dicames may come,
When we haue (hufflel'd off this mortail co e,

Mug giue vs pawic. There sihe cedpadt

Tbatmakes Calamity ot fo long Lite -

For who wouldbeare rhe Wihips and Scornes of time,
The Oppreflors wrong, the poorcmans Comumely,
The pangs of difpriz’d Louc, the Lawes delay,

The infolence ot Ofhce,and the Spurnes

Thac pat.ent merit of the voworthy rakes,

Wht.cn he hunfelfe mipht bis Soretus make
Withabuare Bodkin? Who weuld thefe Fardles besre
To gruntand fweat vader a weary bife,

Battha. the diead of fomethin.g after death,

The vaditcoucred Countrey, from whole Borne

No Traueller returnes, Puzelsthe will,

And mahes vsrather beare thofeilles we haue,

Then 1y e to odhiers that we know not of,

Thus Contciencc does make Cowards of vs aill,

And tiws the Nztue hew of Refolution

Is ficklicd o're, w.sh the pale caft of Thoughe,

And enterprizes of great pith and mowent,

With this regard their Currants turne away,
Anulzofe thenanic of A€tion. Soft younow,

The faire Ophclra? Nunph,in thy Orizons

Bealliny iunes remembred,

Ophe. Guodmy Lord,

How cocs your Honor forthis many a day?

Ham. 1bumbly thanke you: wllwetl, well,

Opke. My Lord,Ihaue Remea.branices of yours,
Thatl hauelongedlong tote-deliuzr,

I pray you now,receiuc theq.

Ham. No no, 1 neucr grue you onghe.

Ophe. Myhonor'd Lord, I know nght wellyou did,
And with them words of fo {weet breach compos'd,
Asmadethethings more rich, then perfumelcfc:

T.ake chele againe, for to the Noble minde
Rich gifts wax poore, when giucrs proue vokinde,
Thereny Lord.

Ham. Haha: Areyouhoneftf

Ophe, My Lord,

Ham, Areyou faite ?

Ophe. W hat meanes your Lordfhip ?

Ham. Thatif youbehone@ and faire, your Honefly
f- ould admit no difcourfe to your Beautie. .

Opbe. Could Beautie my Lord, hauebetier Comerce
then yeur Honeltie ?

Haw, ] tralic: forthe power of Beautie, will froner
transforme Honeflie from what itis, to a Bawd, then che
force of Henefhie can tranflate Beautie into his hikenetle.
This was fometime a Paradox, but now thie tine giues it
proofe. Ididloue youonce.

Ophe. Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeue fo.

Ham. Youihouldnot haue beleencd me. Forver-ua
cannot {oinnocculate our old ffocke, but we thall yellifh
ofit. Tlouedyou not.

Ophe. I was'the more deccived,

Ham. GettheetoaNunncrie. Why would't thou
bea breeder of Sinners ?  am my felfe indifferent honeft,
but yet I could aceuf: me of fuch things,that it were bet-
ter my Mother hadnot borne me. Tam very prowd, te-
uengefull, Ambitious, with more offences ac my backe,
then J haue thoughts to puz them in imagination, to giue
them thape,or rimeto alte themin, What fhould fuchr]
Fel.
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Fellowes 231 do, crawling hictweane Hesuen dnd Farti.
We are arranc Knaues all, beleeuenonc of vs Goethy
wayes tp a Nunnery. Yhere's your Father?

Oph¢. Athome,my Lord. oo

Ham. Leuthe doores be fhut vpon him, thache may

lay the Faoleno way, butin’s owns houfes Farewell.

Upbe. O helpe han.you fwess Heauens. -

Jlam. Ifthoudocl Marry, l=giuechee this Plague
for thy DowriaBethou as chaft 29 fce,26 ptre as Snow,
thou fhalg pee efeape Calumny. Ger thee to 2 Nunnery.
Go, Farcwell. Or ifthou wilt necds Marry,niarry afool :
for Wife men know well enoughi, what mantters you
make of thenr. To aNunaery go,and quickly too. Far-
weil. Lo

Ophe. O heauenly Powers reflore him.

God has giuen you one pace,and you make your felfe an-

other:you gidge,you amblie,and youlifpe, and nichname

Gods creatures, and make your Wantonaefle, your Ip-

norance.Go too, lle no more on’t, it hatiy made memad,

I fay, we will haue nomore Marriages.  Thofethatare

married 2iceady, all but one thall liue, the reft (hzil keep

asti ey are, Taa Nunnery,go. Exst Handee
Ophe. O 'what o Neble minde is heere o’re-throwne ?

Tic Courtiess, Soldicss, Sthollers : Eye,tengue, fwoid,

Th'expedianfie a1d Rofe of the faire State, -

The alafc of Fafhion, and the mould ct Forme, -

Thobferu’d of all Obferuers, quite,quite downe,

Haue I of Ladizs moft deiect and wretched,

That fuck’d che Honie of his Muficke Vowes::

Now fee that Noble,and moft Souersigne Realon,

Like {weet Bels 1angled out of tune,and harfh, -

That vamatch’d Forme and Feature of blowne youth,

Biafted with cxtafie. Oh woe isne,

T'haue fcene what § haue feene:: fec what 1fee,

Enter King, and Polonisa.

King. Louc ?Hus affe@ions do notthat way tend,
Nor what he ipake, though it lack’d Forme ahictle,
W as not like Madaeffe, There’s fomething in his foule ?
O're which us Melancholly fits on brood,
And ! do Joubt the hatch, and the difclofe
Will bz fome danger, winch to picvent
I haue in quick e deternination
Thus fetit downe. Hefhall with {peed to England
For the demand of our neglected Tribute ;
Haply the Seas and Countries ditferer
With variable Obiedls, thall expeli
This foimeching fetled matter inlus heare s
Whereen his Braines fhil besting, puts him thus
From fathio 1 of himfelfe, What thinke youon’n?

Pol. I.{halldnwell, Buryerdolbeleene
The Ongn an? Commencainent of this greefe
Sorung iremneglefrealaue, Flow now Ophelia?
Youneecenstzel vs, whac Lord Hamler (aide,
Welicz.darall. My Lerd, o as you pleaie,
vatifyouiold it fivattec the Play,
I et his Qcene Mather all alone mtreathim
1o fhaa i Deefes slet heu be round with him,
And liebe placd o, plaafe you in the eare
Ot all the r Conference. i (hefinde i not,
I Tolng'an! fend hite: Orcotiine hun where
I Yourwifcdarse Lielt i aif thiske.

ke, Jefiallbefor
Madn~{le 1 great Onee,ault notvawarchd go.
' E «eamt,

266 ThwTragedie of Hamlet.
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Hanz. 1haueheard of your prathingstoo wel enough. -

— na e

Ewter Hamlet,ard swoor'shree of the Playcr s,

_ Ham, Speskethe Speech Tpray you,as Iipronounc’d
itto you trippingly on the Tongue : Butif you mouth i,

[ as many of your Players do, | hadas hue the Town-Crycr

bad fpcke my Lines : Nor donot faw the Aytetoo much
vour hand thus, bug vie sll gently ; forinthe verie Tor-
reot, Tedipeft, and (as I may fay) the Whinle-winde of
Paflion, you muft acquire ana beget a Temperance thue

may giue it Smoothnefle, O1iccttendsimee tothe Soule, |

tofec arobuflious Pery-wig-pated Fellowyteare aPafli-
on to tatters, fo verie ragges, to fplit the cares ot the
Groundlings : who {forthemoft part) arccapeable of

nothing but inexplicable dumbe thewes, & nosfe:] could '

baue fuch a Fellow whipt for o're<doing Teimagant @ it
out-Herva's Herod, Pr2y you suoidit.

Player, 1 wairantyour Honor.

Ham. Benottoe tame peyther @ butlet ycurowne
Difcretion be your Tutor. Sute the Action tosthe Word,
the Word to the Aétion, with this {pear.i! obicruance:
I hat youcre-flop notthe modeftie of Nuture ; torany
thing fo oucr-done, is fr6 the purpofe of Playinc, whote
end both ztthe fitf and now, wasand is,to hold a5 ‘vwer
the Mirrcur vp to Nature; to fhew Verwae her owne
Feature,Scorne her owne Jmage, and the verie Age arnd
Bodie of the Time, hisforme and preffure. Now, this
cuer-done, or come tardic oft though it make the voskila
fall langh, cannot but make the Tudicous greeue; The
cenfurc ot thie which One, muflin your atllowarce o're-
way a wi.ole Theatcr of Others. Oh, therebee Phyers
that I haue feene Play, and heard others prasfe, andihin
highly (nottofpeake swproplandiy) that ncyther havng
the accent ot Carifhians, nor che g ate st Chnhin Pag b,
o Normean, hauc{o thuited ong Lefloved, thar i ee
thoug it forne of Natnics {onainey-n.en had M2 o,
and rot made then well, they imtated Humaoity (o <b-
howinably. ’

#l7. 1 hope we hauerrformd thatindifterently with
vs, Sir.

Ham. Orcformeitaliogether. And let thofe thas
play your Clownes,fp.cshe no meiethen s ter dowie toz
them. Forthere be of them, thae will themfelues laugh,
to fet on fome quanutie of barien Spetators o hugh
too, though in the meane time, fome neceflary Qcllicn
of the Play be thento be conficered: that's Viliawous, &
Mhewesamoft pietsfull Ambition inthe Foole thar ¥ies
it. Gomake yourcadic. Exu Players.

Enter Polonssis, Re/inerance qand G wiidenflerne,
Hownow my Lord,

Will the King heare this peece of Woike?
Pol. Andd.c Queene too,and that prefentiy.

Fam, C.d the Plagersmake haft. Exit Polosmu.
Willyou s shielpeto hatlen them?
Both. Wewillimy Lond, Exennt,

Enter Ho atsa,

T.om. “What hoa, Hiratie?

Hora. Licese fweet Lord,at yourSeruice,

Ham. Horatio, thou art ecne as iufta man
Asere my Conuerlarien coap’d withall.

Iora, €y decre Lord,

Ham, Nay,do not chinke I flacter:
For what 2duancement may Thogpe fron thee,
Thatno Rever new hat, but thy gcod fpirics
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To feed & cloach thee. Why fhold the poor be flatrer’d ?
No,lct the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe,
And crooke the pregnanc Hindges of the knee,
Where thrift may follow fainirg 2 Dot thious heare,
Since miy decre Soule was Miftris of my choyle,
And could of men dithinguifh, her cle¢t:on
11ath {cal’d thee for her ielfe. For thou haftbene
As onc in fuffering all, that [4ffe-s nothing,
A manthat Fortunes buffers,and Rewards
Hath "tine with equail Thankes. And bicftare thofe,
Wiofe Bivod aud tudgement arcio we'l co-nungled,
That they are nota Pipe fer Forrnnes ﬁngcn
To {ound what (top (he plaate. Guie nieihar man,
That1<not Paffions Slaue, and 1 will weare bun
Jamy hearts Corc. J,1n my Heattofheare,
As 1 dothee. Somcching toonmochol this,
There is a Play to night before the Ling,
One Scaeac of it comesncere the Crrenmflance
Winch 1 haue told thee of oy Failers death,
I prythee, whentheu fee'ftiac Acte a-foor,
Euen withthe verie Commeant iy Soule
Obferue mme Vnkle: 1this occulred guile,
Do not it feife vakennell mn once fpeech,
It1s a danmned Ghoft that we haue feene @
And my Imaginauons are s foule
As VulaansStythe. Guue him needfuil nete,
For I mineeyes willnuctto his Face :
And after we will both cur iudgementsioyne,
To cenfure of his feeming.

1Tora. Wellmy Lord.
Ifhe Reale oughe the whar'ft thic Plavic Playing,
And fcape detecting, Twuil pay the Thetr, ’

Enter King, Quecne, Pol-cete,0phicl 2. Rofincrance,
Guildesfterve wndotlcr 1o v arcend it ik
bis Gusidcarrye-g Toreh o Dzl
Diarch. Scimida &lentitfh,

Ham. They are comming tothe Play : I muft be idle.
Getyouaplace.

Kig. How fares our Cofin FLawilie?

Ham. Exccllent Ifaith, of the Camchons dith : T eate
the Ayre promife-cramm’d yeu cannot feed Caponsfo,

Kng. 1haue nothing with this anfwer Hamlet, thefe
words are not mine.

Ham. No,nor mine. Now my Lord,you plaid once
i'th'Voiverfity, you fay ?

Polon, That1 didmy Lerd,and was accounted a good
Actor.

Ham. And whbatdidyouena&t?

Pol, 1did enaét Julins {far, | waskill'd"th'Capitol :
Bratss kill'd me.

Ham. 1t wasabruite part of him, to kill fo Capitall a
Calfethere. Be thePlayersready?

Rofin. 1my Lord, they Ray vpon your patience,

Lu. Come bither my good Hamles,fit by me,
Ha. No good Mother,here’s Metcle more atzra&iue,
Pol. Oh ho,do youmarkethat?
Ham, Ladic,(hall1lyein yourLap?
Opre. Nomy Lord.
Ham. 1meane,my Head vponyour Lap?
Opbe. 1my Lotd. X
Haem. Do you thine I meant Country matters ?
Opbe. 1thinke nething, my Lord,
Ham, Thavs afairethcught to ly between Maids legs -
Opbe. Whatismy Lord 2 \
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Ham, Nothing. '
Opbe. You aremerrie,my Lord?

Ham. Whol?

Opbe. 1my Lord.

I{am, Oh God, yout onely ligge.maker:whet fhould
aman do, but be merrie, Forlookeyouhow cheereful-
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed withw’s two
Houres.

Ophe. Nay, 'tistwice two moncths,my Lord.

Ham, Solong?Nay then let the Diuel weare blacke,
for 1le haue 2 fuite of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye two mo-
neths rwo, and not forgottenyer 2 Then there’s hope, a
greacmins Mcmone, may out-lue his hife halfea yeare :
But byilady be muft builde Churches then s orelfe fnall
he (e ftar notthinking on, with the Hoby-horfle, whoic
Lpuaphis, For o,For o, theHoby-heiteis torgot.

Hoboyes play.  The dambe [l e-ters.,
Enter a King and Queene, very lowvgly s 1khe - veeve embra-
cing bim. She kneeles ard makes jbew of Pro.cflaion vnto
bim. He takes ber vp,and declires bus bead vpor bor seck,
Layes bhim downe vpon & Barks of Flowers. She feeing lom
a-fleepe, leines bim. Anon comes 15 & Fellow, takes off bas
Crowne, kiff>s 1t,and prvres poyfon in the Kings cares, and
Exsts, The Oneenevetmves, findes the Kong dead  aind
mukes p.ffionate Ation. The Poyfomer, with feme two or
three CALures comes sn againe, fccmmg to lament wath ber.
T he dcad body 1s carried wway © Th. Poyforer Woves the
Lueccne with Gufts, [be feemes loath and vnwillms awhile,
it 1n the end accepi s bus losse Exeunt

Orhe. \What meanes this, my Lord?
Ilam. Marry thisis Miching (37alicho, that meanes
Mifiheefe.
Ophe. Delike this fhew imparts the Argument of the
Pilay?

Hers Wethallknow by thefe Fellowes: the Players
cannot keere connfcll, they'leelt all,

Opke. Willthey rell vs what this fhew meant?

H.im. J,or any fhew thatyou!l fhew him. Bre not
youafham'd to fhew, hee'l not fhame to tell you what it
meancs. ’

Ophe. Youare naughe youare naught, 1le marke the
Play.

d Enter Prolazue,

For vs, ard for cur Tragedie,
Heere flcopirg toyour Clemercie :
Web ggeyonr /)e'.irmg Parsenthe.

Hum. 1sthisaPrologue,or the Pocfie ofa Ring ?
Opte. "Tisbrietemy Lord.

Ham. As Womans loue,

Enter King and bic Queene,

King.Full thirtie times hach Phaebus Cart gon round,
Neptunes falc Wath, and Tellus Orbed gPound :
Andthirtic dozen Moones with borrowed fheene,
Abou the World haue times twelue thirties beene,
Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands
Vaite comutuall,in moft facred Bands.

Bap. So many iournies may the Sunne and Moone
Make vs againe count o're, ere Joue be done.
But woeisthe youare fo ficke of late,
So fatre from cheere,and from your forme Rate,
Thac I diftruftyou: yetthougn I diftruft,
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft :

For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantitie,

In |
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Tn neither ought,or in extremity ¢
Now what m; louc is,proofc hath made you know,
And as my Loueis fiz'd, my Fearcis fo.

onerant Powers my Fun&ions leaue to do:
p:zd Smu thale livesn t);us fairc world behinde,
Honour'd, belaw'd, and haply,onc as kinde.
For Hlusband Mhaltthov—e——

Bap. Ob confound thereft:

Such Loue, muftnccdsbe Tl:cafon ir; my breft ;
ond Busband, let me be accurtt,
{‘:Iior:: wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firfh!

Fiam. Wormwood, Wormwood.

Bast. Thenltances that fecond Martiage moue,
Are bale refpedts of Thrift, bui none of Loue,
A fecond time, 1 kill my Husband! dead,

W hen fecond Husband kiffes me in Ded.

But whac we do detenmire, oft webreake:
Purpofes but the flaue o Memorie,
Of violent Birth, but poore validuie:
Which now like Frutce voripe ftickes onthe Tree,
But £31l vnthak en,when they meilow bee,
Mot neceflary 'tis, that we for?ct .
To pay our felues,what to our {clucsis d_cbt :
W hat to our felues in paffion we propole,
The paffion ending, doththe purpofe lofc.
The violence of other Greefe or Joy,”
Their owne ennaétors with thc.m('clues deflroy:
Where oy moft Reuels, Greete doth mgﬂ lament;
Grecefeioyes, Ioy greereson f‘::_ndcr accident,
This world s not {or aye,nor is not firange
That even our Lotes thould with our Fortunes change.
For %is a queflion leftvsyetroproue,
Whether Louelead Fertune,or clie Fortunc Loue.
The greac man down2,ysu marke his faunur.ncsﬂzes,
Thepoore aduanc’d makes Triends of Fnemies:
And hitherto doth Louc or Fertune tend,
For who noz needs, hatluever lacke a'Frcnd :
And who in wanta hollow Friend down tzy,
Diredsly feafons himhos Encimic,
But ordariy to end,where 1 begna,
Our W ilics and Fares do fo contragy run,
That our Dezices fhll arc ouziclrowne,
Quv thuu;h:s are ouss, theirendsnone of aur owne,
So thint ¢ thou wi't no feeond Husband wed.
Butdse thy theughts,whcnthy fult Lord s deac.
Bap. Nor Earth to giue me fcod, ror Heauenlight,
Spor:and rejo’cloche f'rr,m me day and nighe:
Each cppefifetha hianhesthe facc’of 10y,
Meetwhat [ wen'c hane v ell anditdcfiroys
3oth heere,and henee, purfuc me lnfhing fliife,
If once a Weidow, auer The WWafe,
Lo, W e facuid breaketoow,
K. x Tisdespely fworne:
Suocr, et ceicawhile, ‘
My frati's 2eo a dull, and f2ine I would beguile
Tie edions ¢y wath fleepe.
On. Slegpeinikethy braine,
And neuer corns nfchancebetweene vs twaine,
Iiam. Msdaw, .ow ] keyouthisPlay?
Ou, The l g peotels to much me thinkes,
jlazs, Ohburll crkecye her word.
K e, Ulsuc youheurd ine Argument, is there no Of-
fenceaahe?

Vem. Nono, they do buticf, poyfonin ieft, no Of-

Sleepes
Exn

——

Tle Tragedic of Bamle.

King. ‘Faith ] mult Jeaue thee Loue,snd fhertly too:

King. 1dobelzene you. Think whac now youfpeak:

_And now reignes heere.

fencei'th'world.

King. Whatdoyoucall thePlay? -

Ham, The Moufe-trap : Marry how? Tropically:
This Play is the Image of s murder done 1. Vienna: Gora
zdgo is the Dukes name, his wife Bapr;fia : youfhail fee
snon: 'tisa knanifh peece of worke : Burwhatothar?
Your Maieftie, and wec that haue free foules, it touches
vénot: lesthe gall djade winch:our withers are vnrung.

FEnter Lucsanns .
Thisis cne Lucianss nephew to the King,
Ophe. You are a good Chorus,my Lord,

Ham, 1couldinterpset berweene you and yous leye :
i{ 1 tould fee the Puppets dallying.

Ophe. Yauarekeenemy Lord,you are keene,

Ham, Ttwould colt youa groamng, to take off my
cdge.

Opbe. Still better and worfe.

Ham, Soyoumiftake Husbands.
Begin Murderer, Pox, leaue thy damnablcFaces, and
begin. Come,the crozking Rauen doth bellow for Re-
ueage.

Lacian, Thoughts blacke, hands ape,
Drugges fit, and Time agreeing :
Chntederate feafon, eife, no Creature fecing :
Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds colle&ed,
With Hecats Ban, thrice blafted, thrice infe@ed,
Thy nawrall Magicke,and dire propertie,
Ou wholfome life, viurpe immediately.

Daswres the poyfon m bis eares .

Ham. He poyfonshim i'th'Garden for's eftate: His

name’s Gomzagn ; the Story is extant and wric in choyce

lralian. You thall fee anon how the Murtherer gets the
loueof Coszags's wife,

" Ophe. The King rifes.

Ham. “hat, trighted with falfc fire.

Ou How fares iy Lorg?

Pol, GiueoiethePiny.

Kmg. Gueme fome Light, Away,:

Al Lights, Lights, Lights.

AManet Hamlet ¢ Horatio,

Ham. Why let the firucken Deere go wecpe,
The Hart vogalled play :
For fome meft watch,while fome muft fleepes
So runoes the world away.
W ouldnotthis Sir,and a Forre(t of Feathers, if the reft of
my Fortunes tutne Turke with me; with two Prouvinciall

Rofes on myrac’d Shooes, get me a Fellowfhip in a crie
of Players fir.

Her. Halfeafhare,
Ham. Awvholeone |,
Forthoudcft know: Oh Damen decre,
This Realme difmantled was of Ioue himfelfe,

Exennt

A verie veric Pajocke.
Iéra. Y ou mighthaue Rim'd.
Ham. Oh cood Horavio,lle take the Ghofts word for
athoufand pound. Did'(} perceiue ?
Horra. Yene welliny Loxd,
Ham. Vponthe talke of the poyfoning?
Hora, ]did verie well nate him.,
Enter Rofincrance and Guildenfterre.
Ham.Ohshat Come fome Mufick.Come § Recosderss
For if the King like not the Comzdie,
Why then bc%ikc helikes it not perdi¢,
Come fome Muficke. ,
Gurld Good my Lord, vouchfafe me a word Wid;}ron.
am,

.
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Hem. Sit,a whele Hiftory, ©

Guld, TheKing, fir. -

Ham. 16ir,what of him ?

Cwld. Isahis retyrement, maruellous diffemper’d,
Ham, With drinke Sue?

Gnild. Nomy Lord,rather with choller,

Ham. Your wifedome fhould thew i felfesmore ri-
cher, to fignifie thic to e Door: tor for me ro pot him
tahus Purgation, would paihaps plundge huninzo farre
more Choller.

Gusld. Good my Lord juc your difcourfeints fome
frame,and itart nou fo wildely from my affayre.

Ham. 1am tams Sur,pronounce.

Gmdd. The Qecus your Mozher, in moft great affli-
&ior ot {pirit, haci ent mzto you.

Ham. You :re weicome,

Owild, Nuy, a~odmy Lovd, rhiscourtefic is not of
ther ght breed, Lt fbvall preate roa o makeme 2 whole
fome antwer, T will doe v ir A nhars command’'ment :
1ot vour parden, andwy <k roe faall bee the end of
my Bufinefle,

Ham Siry1 cannot.

G-'d \Wnagy Lord?

Ham. Makeyouawholfomenfwere: my wics dif-
crsd. Buohiyfech antwens as fcan snahe,you fha! com-
mand : or rather you fav, my Mocdhr : theifore no nroce
but to themazter. My Mother you fay.

Rofin. Then thucthe {ayes . your benauvior bach tiroke
berinto amazementand admir zion,

Ham. Oh wondarfull Scnne, thatcan {o aftomfha
Ma:ber. Bucistbere no fequell at theheele, of this Mo-
thers adairaton ¥

Rojin. She defives to fprake with you inher Cloffer,
ere vou yo to bed.

Ham, Weft Yebkey, veere fhetenrimes our Mother.
Han~ youanyv tuniher Tradzw thvs?

K2fne M Lora,youonce dralnve me,

Ham, Soldo thili, by thefe pickzrsand (ealcrs.

Rafa, Good my Lord, whatis your caufe of ¢iltem-
periYou oo freety barre the doore of your owne Liber-
tic, if you deny your greefes to your Fuend.

Ham. Sirllacke Advancement,

Rafin. 1low can thatbe,whenyou haue the voyce of
the King him(elfe, for yous Succcflion s Deomarke ?

Ham, 1Lbutwhilethe grafic growes, the Proucrbe is
{omething mully.
Enter one with a Recorder.
O the Recorder. Let me fee o withdraw with you,why
do you go sbouttorecousr the windc of mee, asif you
would Jime meintea toyle?

Gu'd, O my Lotd it ny Ditiebe toobold,my loue
is too yomaunciy.

IHam. Tdo notwel vaderluad that. Wil youplay
vpenthispe?

Gusld. My Lord, I caniot,

Haem, 1ptayyou.

Cusld. Belecue ms I cannot,

Ham. [ dobeleechyon,

Guud, 1kaow notouch ofizmy Lord,

Flem. "Tisas eafie as lying : goucrnethefe Ventiges
withyour fieger and thua.be, pive it breath with your
mouth, aod it wiil dileoucfe moit excellent Maficke.
Laokeyou, rhefc are the itoppes.

Gwild, Buitheie cannot 1 command to any viterance
of hermony. I baue not theskiil,

Ham, Why looke younow, how vnwerthy a thing

you make of me : you would play vpon mee ; you would
feere vo know my fRops : you would pluck out the hcart
of my Myfleric ; you would found mee from my lowe!
Note,to the top of my.Comp:(le: and there 1s much Mu-
ficke, excellent Voice, in this little Organe, yet canhot
youmake it. Why do you thinke, thatl am cafier to bee
plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Infirument you wilt,
though you can fret me, you cannot play vpenme, God
bizfie you Sir.

Enter Polon:ns.

Polsa, My Lord;the Qzene would fpeak with your,
and prefgnrly.

Ham, Do you fee chat Clowd? that's almoftin fhope
Likea Camell,

Poten, By’th'Miffe,and it’s like aCamell indecd.

Ham, Methinkesitis likea Weazell,

Polon. 1tisback’dhikea Weazell,

Ham, OQchikea Whale ?

Palen. Verie like a Whale,

Ham. Thea will I come to my Mother, by an i by
They foole me to che top of my bent,
1wl comebyand by,

Polem. Twill Gy fo. Exut,

Han, By and by, isealily 2id. Leatcme Friends:
"Tinov thever:cwitching ume cf mghr,
\Wiren Churchiyards yawne,and Hellat felfe biesths oue
Centagionto thisworld, New ceuld I dunk hot Lloed,
Aaddo fach biter bufineffe asthe day
Woell gnake rolooke on. Sctnow,to my Mother :
Ohbizarg, losic notthy Narure ;I~tnoteuer
The Scule of Nero, enter ths fime bofeme :
Le:me be croeid, not virarr:il,
IwilipeakeDageerstoher,ut vie none:
My Tongue and Soule mn this be Hypocnes,
Howiamy words fomeuer fhebe fhens,
To gz themSceales, neuer my Scule confect.

Enter Kmng Refiversnce and Gu.lder flev::e.

Kmg. 1lkebhionot, norttands it fafe wichvs,
Tolieihis madneflerange. Therefore prepare you,
Fyour Cocim:fuion will forthwith difpatch,
Andheto England (hail along with you:
Thetermes ol our eftate, may not endure
Hazard fo dangerous as doth nourely grow
Ourof bis Lunacies.

Cu:ld. \Ve will our fclues prouide s
Mait holie and Religious feareit is
Tokeepethofe many many bodies fafe
That lrucand feede vpon your Maieflic.

Rofin. The finple
And pecahar Iife ;s bound
With al] the 8rengthand Armour of the minde,
Tokeepe it felfe from noyance : but much more,
11 atSpirit, vpon whofe Ipiric depends and refls

be haes of many, the ceafe of Maieftie

Diesnotalone; butlike a Gulfe doth draw
Wtat's neerert, withic. Itisa maffic wheele
Fixt ou the Somuet of the highe(t Mount,
To whofe hiuge Spoakes, ten thoufand leffer things
Are mortiz'd and adiogn'd : which wheniit falles,
Fach tmall anncxment, pettie confequence
Attends the boyftrous Ruine, Neuer alone
Did the King tighe, but with a generall grone.

Kg. Armeyou, Ipray youto this fpeedie Voyage;
For we will Fetzers put vponchis feare,

Which |
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He cail vpon you ere you go to bed,
And tell you what 1 know.

King. Thankes dceremy Lord,
Gh my offence isranke, it fmels to heauen,
Ithathihe primali cldeft curfz vpon'e,
A Brothers murther. Pray canlno,
Thozghinclination be as fharpe as will:
My Rrenger guilk,defeacs my frong iatent,
And hke aman to double bufineffe bound,
1 (tand in paufc where I thall fisftbegin,
Andbothnegleét; what if this curfed hand
Were thicker then it fclfe with Brothers blood,
s there not Raine enoughinclie fweet Heauens
To wafhit white as Snow ? Whercto ferucs mercy,
Butto confront the v.fage of Ofience ?
Andwhat’sin Prayer, but this two-fold force,
To before-ftalled ere we come to fall,
Ot pardon’d being downe? Then 1lclooke vp,
My faultis paft. But oh,what forme of Prayer
Can ferue my turne ? Forgiue me my foule Murther
That cannotbe, fince [ am (hill poffcft
Ofthole cffe&s for which I &id the Murther.
My Crowne, mine cwne Ambitior, and my Queene
May one be pardon’d,and retaine th'eftence ?
Inthe corrupted currants of tius world,
Oftences gilded hand may fhone by luftice,
And oft"us feene, the wicked prize st {elfe
Buyes cut theLaw ; but ‘tis not fo aboue,
Thereis no fhuffling, there the Ation lyes
In his true Nature, and we our fclues compeli'd
Euento the tecthand forehead of our faults,
To guue in euidence, What then 2 Whac refts?
Try what Repentance can, What canitnot?
Yet waat can it, when one cannot repent ?
Oh wrerched ftate 'Oh bofon.e, blacke as death!
Oh limed fouie, that firugling to be frce,
Artmoreingsg'd: Helpe Angels, make affay :
Bow flubboine knees,and heare wich flrings of Steele,
Be foft as finewes of the new.-borne Babe,
Allmay be well,

Luter Floom'et,

Ilsm. Nowmichtldeisp rnowi2isprayings
And now licdio r,and 1t cozsio eaten,
And {oamirzeene’d sthatwould befiann
A Villiine ki'es my Fatlier, and for thae
s tuiz Sonng, do thisfime Villaine fend
To'hzneaGhilusis! yicand Sallery, vt Reuenge.
Hez rouke my Father groffely, full of bread,
\With all bre Crimes broad blowne,as fieth as May,
And how lus Aodit ftands, who knowes,faue Heauen
But in aur crrcumitance and courfe of thoughe
*Tis heauie with bim : andam 1 then reueny’d,
Totskchim inthe purging of bis Soule,
When he is fic and fealon'd for his paffage ? No.
Vp Swotd,and know thou a mure horrid hent

ayo T be Tragedie of Hamlet.

W hichnow goes too frce-foated. T When he is drunke aficepe: or in his Rage,

Both. Wz will hafte ve, Exewnt Gemt. | Or inth’inceftuous pleafure of hisbed,

Enter Poleniws . Ac gaming, fweanng,orabout fome adle

Pol. My Lotd,he’s going to his Mochers Cloffet : Tbat ha's norellith of Saluation in't,
Rehinde the Arras e conuey my felfe Then trip him, thathis heeles may kicke 2t Heaven,
To heare the Procefle. e warrane fhee’l tax him home, | And that his Soule may be as damn’d aud blache
And as you faid, and wifely was rt {aid, As Hell, wheretoit goes. My Mother ayes,
"Tis meete rhac fome morc audience then 2 Mother, This Phyficke but prolengs thy fickly dayes, Exie,
Since Nature makes thzm partiali, ihould o're-heme Kirg. My words flye vp.mythoughts remainbelow,
Thefpeech of vantage, Fareyou well wy Licge, Words without thoughts, neuerto Heauven go,  Exsr,

Enser Quecne and Polonsis,
Pol. He will come Rraight :
Lcoke youlay home to him,
Teil lim his prankeshaue been too broad to beare with,
Andthat your Grace hath fcree’nd,and ftoode berweene
Much heate,and him, 1le filence me ¢'enc heese .
Pray yoube round witk him.
Hamwsthin, Mother mother, mother,
Qw. lle warrant ycu,feare me not.
Withdraw, I heare him comming,
Encer Hamlet.
H.am. Now Mother,what’s the matcer?
Q. Ilamlet, thou haf thy Father much offended.
Ham. Motter youhaue my Father much ¢ flended.
Lw, Come,come, you anfwer with anidle tongue,
Ham. Go,go,y0u greflion with an idletongue,
Fu, Why how now Hamler ?
Iams. Whatethemrtter now?
24, Haue you forgot me?
/1arr. No by the Rood notfo:
You ethe Queene, your Husbands Brothers wife,
But would you werenot{o. You are my Mother.
Qu. Nay,then lefettholezo you that can fpeake.
Homs, Come,core 3ad fity on downe,you fhall not
boudge:
YougonattiliI{ectyouvpaglafle,
Witete you may fee the inmoft part of you ?
On. What wilt thou do? thou wilt not musther me?
Hclpe,helpe,hoa.
Pel. Whathoa lielpe helpe; helpe.
Ham. licwroow (Rae? dead for a Ducate,dead.
Pol, Oihvlamitlune, Killes Polon 11s.
n. Ohinegvhat haft theu done?
FI:m. Nuy I koow not, is it the King?
Qu O vhitarafhand bloody deed is this?
Hum. Abloody deed,almoft asbad good Mozher,
Askill a Kirg, ard marrie with hus Brother.
Ou Ashillawing?
Ham { Lady  vias my word,
Thou wierched, e2fh, intruding foole farewetly
T tochetheefor thy Betters, take thy Fortune,
Thoufind’ft to be too bufie,is fome dangers
Leae wringing of your hands, peace, ﬁ:l{ou downe,
And ler a1 e wring your heart, for fo 1fh
1f it be made of penetsable fuffe;
| 1f dan~d Cuftome haue not braz'd it fo,
Thatit1s proofe and bulwarke againft Senfe.
Qx.Whachaue I done, thatthou dar’it wag thy tong,
In noife fo rude again(t me?
Ham Suchan A&
T v Lluires che grace and bluth of Modefie,
Culs Vertue Hypocrite, takes offthe Role
From the faire forehead of an innocent loue,
Aud makes a blifter there, Makes marriage vowes.
) As falfess Dicers Qathes.  Oh fucha deed,

As
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As from the body of Contra&tion pluckes
The very foule, and fweete Relig oo makes
A rapfidic of words. Heauens face doth glow,
Yea chis folidity and compound maffe,
With triftfull vifage as againit the doome,
Is thought-ficke atthe act,

Q. Aye me ; whatadt, that roares {o lowd, & thun-
ders suthe Index.

Ham Looke heere vpon this Pilture,and on this,
The counterfet prefentment oftwo Brothers ;
See what a grace was {eated on his Brow.
Hyperions curles, the front of Joue himfelfe,
Aneye like Mars, to threaten or commiand
A Station, like the Herald Mercurie
New lighted on s heauen-kiffing hill;
A Comubination, and a formeindeed,
Where euery God did feeme to fec his Seale,
To givethe world affurance of a man,
This was your Husband.Looke you now what followes.
Heereis your Husband, Like aMildew’d care
Blafting his wholfom breath, Haue youeyes?
Could you on this faire Mountaine leaue to feeds
And batten on this Moore# Ha? Haue you eyes?
You cannot call it Love : For atyour age,
Thehey-day inthe blood is tame, it’s humble,
And waites vpon the Judgement : and what Judgement
Woeuld Rep fE:m this, to tlus ? What diuell was’,
That thus hath coufend you at hoodman-blinde ?
"] O Shame ! where is chy Blufh ? Rebellious Hell,
1f shou canft mutine 1n a Matrons bones,
To flaming youth, let Vestue be as waxe,
And melcin her owne fire. Proclaime no fhame,
When the compualfiue Arduie giuesche charge,
Since Froft it felfe, as aSiucly doth burne,
AsReafon panders Will,

2. O Hamler {peakenomore.
Thou turn’it minecycsinto my very foule,
And there I fee fuch blacke and grained (pots,
As will not leaue their Tinct.

Ham, Nay,buttolive
In the raoke iweat of sn enfcamed bed,
Stew'din Corruption; honying and making love
Ouer the nafly Stye,

x. Ohfpeaketome,nomore,
Thele words like Daggers enter in ming eares,
No more fweet Hlamler.

Ham. A Murde:er,and a Villaine:
A Slaue, that isnottw entieth pate che tythe
Ofyour precedent Lord. A viceofkings,
A Cutpur{e of the Enipire and the Rule,
That from a fhelfe the precious Diadem fiole,
And putit io his Peckct,

2». Nomore,

, Enter Chef?,

Ham. AXing of {lireds and patches,
Saneme ; and hour o’te e with your wings
You heauenly Guards,What would you gracious figure?

Ou. Alashe’sinad.

Thatlaps’s in Titme and Paffion, lets go by
Thimportanca@ing of your dread commnand 2 Oh fay.
Gbsff. Do not forget: this Vificacion

Isbutto whet thy slasoft blunted purpofe,
Butlooke, Amazement on thy Mother fits 3

O fep betweene her, and her fighting Soule,

Conceit in weakeft bodies, RrongeRt workes,

Ham. Do younot cnm&_yom tardy Sonns to'chidc, .
1

And let him fora paire of recchi¢ kiffes,

Speake to het Humlet.
Ham. How isit with you Lady ¥
2u, Alas,how is’t with you?
That youYend your eye on vacancie,
And with their corporail ayre do hold difcousfe,
Forth at your eyes, your fpsrits wildely peepe,
And asthe fleeping Soldiours in th*Alarme,
Yout bedded haie, Like life in exccemenss,
Start vp, and fand an end. Oh gentle Sonne;
Vpon theheate and flame of thy diftemper
Sprinkle coole patience. Whercon do youlooke ?
Ham, Onhim,onhiun :loak youhow pale he glares,
His forme and eaufe conioyn’d, preaching to flones,
Would makethem capeable. Donot looke vpon me,
Leatt with this pitteous s¢tion you conuerer
My flerne effes : then what T haue to de,
Will want true colour j teares perchance forbloods
Qx. To whodo you fpeske this?
Ham. Do you fee nothing there?
Qu, Nothing atall, yecall thatis I (ee.
Ham. Nor did younothing heare?
Qu, No,noching but our feloes.
Ham. Why look you there: looke how it fteals away:
My Father in his habite, as heliued,
Look« whzre he goes euen now out at the Portall. Exve,
Qu. This isthe very coynage of your Braine,
This bodilefle Creation extafie s very cunning i,
Ham. Ex.afic?
My Pulfe as yours doth temperately keepetime,
And makes ashealthfull Muficke, 1tis not madneffe
That I haue vetered ; bring me to the Teft
And I themateer will re-word : which madnzffe
Would gamboll from. Mother,for loue of Giace,
Lay nota flattering Vo&tionto your jcule, _
That not your trefpaffe, but my madnefle [peakess
T will but skin and filme the Vicerous place;
Wh:l'ft ranke Corruption mining all wichin,
Infe&ts vofeene. Confeflc your iclfe to Heauen,
Repent what's paft, auoyd what is to come,
And donot fpréd che Compoft or che Weedes,
Tomakeshemranke, Porglug me this my Vertue,
Forin the fatncfle of this purfie times,’
Vertue it felfe, of Vice muft pardon begge,
Yea caurb,and woe, for leaue to dohim good.
Du. Oh Hamler,
Thou hatt cleft my heart intwaine,
Ham. Oihrow away the worfler part ofiit,
And liue the purer with the other halfe,
Good mght, but go not to mine Vinkles bed,
Affume a Vertue, if you haueitnot, 1eftaine to hight;
Andthat fhalllend s kinde of eafinefle
To the nexeabflinence. Once more goodnighe,
And when youare defirous to be bleft
Hebleffing begge of you. For this fame Lord,
1 de repenc: but heauen hath pleas'd it fa,
Topumfh mewith this, and this with me,
Thae I muft e their Scourge and Minifter. -
I willbeflow him, and will anfwer well
The death [ gaue him : {o sgaine,good night:
I muft becruell, onely to bekinde
Thus bad begins and worfe remaines behinde.
Q. Wharfhall1do?
Ham. Notthis by no meanes thiat I bidyotdo:
Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed,
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call youkis Moufe,
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Ot padling in your necke with his damo’d Fingers,
Make you to raucll allthvs macter our,
That I effeaually aminot in madnefle,
But made in craft. "“Twere gaod you let him know,
For who that's but a Queenc, faire, fober, wife,
Would from aPaddocke, from a Bat,3 Gibbe,
Such deere cencermings hide, Who would do fo,
Noin defpight of Senfe and Secrecie,
Vinpegpethe Basket onthe houfestop :
Letthe Birds flye, and like the famous Ape
To try Conclufions inthe Basket, creepe
Andbreake your owne necke downe,
2s. Be thou affur’d, if words be made of breath,
Andbicath oflife : 1 haue no hifeto breath
What thou haft faide to me.
Hawm. 1 multto England you know that ?
Qu. Alacke] had forgot : "Tis fo concluded 0.
Ham. 1hisman fhall fet me packing s
Nelugge the Guts into the Neighbor roome,
Mother gondnight, Indeede this Counfellor
Is now noft flill, moft fecrer, and moft graue,
Who was ialife, afoolith prating Knaue,
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you,
Good night Mother,
Exit Hamlet tHaging im Poloning.
Enter Keng,
King. There’s matters 1o thefe fighes.
Thefe profound heaues
You wult cranflate 5 Tis it we vnderftand them.
Whete is your Sonne?
In. Ah my good Lord, what haue I feene o night?
King. What Gertrude? How do's Hamlet ?
@u. Mad as the Seas,and winde,when both contend
Whichis the Mightier 1n hislawlefle fie
Betunde the Arras,hearing fomethung fhirre,
He whips lus iKapier out, and cries a Rat, s Rat,
Andia s bramfh apprehenfion killes
The vnleene good oid man,
King. Oabeavydeed:
Ithad bin fo with vs had we beene there:
His Liberty is full of threatsto all,
To you your felfe, to vs, to euery one.
Alas,how fhall thisbloody decde beanfwered ?
it willbe laide tovs, whogc prouidence
Should haue hept fhort, refirain’d,and out of haunt,
This mad yonginan. But fo much wasourioue,
We would not vaderftand what was moft fie,
But like the Owner of a foule difeafe,
Tokecpeatfromd vulging,let's i feede
Euen onthepuirof hife. Whereishegone?
On. Todraw apartthe body he hath kild,
O te whon hisvery madueffz hike fome Oare
A:rong a Minerall of Mettels bafe
Shrwesu teife pure. Hé weepes for whatis done.
ksng. Oh Gerirude, come away
The Sunnofoouer fhall the Mountaines touch,
Bt we willfbip hun hence, and this vilde deed,
We muft widh 11l our Maiefly and Skill
I th coantenance,and excute. Ewter Rof & Cmild.
o Guade flern
Frendsbotli gnjvyne yon with fome furthier syde:
Flamlerin ma nefle Lath Polowrna (laine,
And trom his Mother Clofles hach he drag'd him.
(o tecke hion out, fpeake faire, and bring the body
Into the Chappell. 1 prayyouhafiachis,  Exsr Gene.
Come Gertrude, wee'l call vp ous wilcld friends,

The Tragedie of Hamlet.
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Tolet them know both what we meane to do,
And what's yntimely done. Oh come away,
My foule is full of dilcord and dimay,

Enter Hamlet,

Ham. Safely Rowed.

Gentlemenwishin, Hamles,Lotd Hamles.

Ham, Whatnoife? Who cals on Humlet?
Oh heere they come. Enter Rof ana Curldenfierne,

Ro.What baue you dene my Lord with the acau body

Ham, Conpounded 1t with dutt,wheteto *us Kinne.

Refm. Tell vs where us that we may take it thence,
Ana beare it to the Chappell.

Ham. Donot belecue ic.

Refin. Beleeue what?

Ham. That ] cankeepe your counlell, and not minc
owne, Befides tobedemanded ofa Spundge, what re-
plication (hould be made by the Sonne of a King,

Refm. Takeyoume fora Spundge, my Lord ?

Ham. 1 {irthatfokesvp the Kings Countenance, hi,
Rewards, his Authoriuies (but fuch Qfficers do the King
beft1eruicentheend. Hekeepes thewn like an Ape 10
the corner of hieiaw, it mourk’d to be lafi fwallowed,
when heneedes what you haue glean'd, 1c1s buy fquec-
zing youw,and Spundge youfhalibe dry againe.

Refin. Twnderfiand you notmy Lord,

Ham. 1amgladotic : o knawth fpeech fleepesina
foolith esre.

Kofin. My Lord, you muftcell vs where the body is,
and po with vs tothe King,

Ham. Thebody s witnthe King butthe King s nut
withrhe body. The King 13 athing e

Guild, Achingmy Lord?

Ham, Of nuthing : bring me to him, hide Fox,1nd al!
afcer.,

Exennt,

Lxennt
Lter brg,

Kimg Thauefenttafecke Im;l, and¢o find the bodie :
H,w dungerousasitthat1his naan goes loc fes
Yetmult not we put she thioug Law onhun;
Hee'sloued of the diftracted muluizude,

Who like notin theiriudgenert, but their eyes:
And where "t fo, th’'Ofcnders f¢ ourgeis we.gh'd
Botacererthe offcace :to beare all imooth,and cuen,
Thus fodaire fending i away, mult feeme
Dcliberate paufe, difcates detperate growne,

By defperate appliance are relceued,

Ornotar Il. En'er Rofincrane.,
How nowe What bath befalne ?

Rofin. Where the dead body 1s beflow’d iny Lord,
We cannot gecfrom hun,

Kimg. But whereishe ?

Rofin, Withoat my Lord,guarded to know your
pleature,

Kmg. Bring himbeforevs,

Rofin. Hoa,Gmldenfternel Bring in my Lord.

Ewter Hamlet and Guildenflerne.
King, Now Hamlet whete's Polowsus?

Ham. At Supptr.

Kmg, AtSupper? Where?

Flam Not where he eats, but whete be is eaten, a cer-
taine convocation o fwormes sre e’ne athim. Youor worm
is v our onely Emperor for diev. We fatall creatures clfe
to fat ve,and we fac our felfe for Magots. Your fin King,
and you leane Beggeris buc variable feruice co difhes,
but to one Table that'’s the end.

King. What doft thou meane by this? !

Ham,
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Ham. Nothing but to fhew you how aKing may go
a Progrefle through the guts ofa Begger,

King. Whereis Polomins.

Ham. Inheauen, fead chither to fee. Ifyour Meffen-

et finde himnot there, feeke himi‘th other place your
?clfc : butindeed, if you finde him noc this moneth, you
fhall nofe im as you go vp the ftairesinto the Lobby.

King. Go feeke him there,

Ham. He will ftay ull ye come.

K. Hamlet thus deed of thine for thine efpecial fafety
Which we do tender, ss we deerely greeue
For that which thou ha®t done, mufl fend thee henee
With fierie Quitcknetle. Therefore prepare thy ielfe,
The Batkeisrcadie, and the winde at helpe,
Th'Afociates tend, and cucry thing at bene
For Eagland.

Ham. ForEngland?

Kmg. Vlamler,

Ham, Good,

King. Soisit, if thoaknew'ft our purpofes.

Ham. 1{ecaCherubethatfce’s him: but come, for
Eng'and. Farewell deere Mother,

King. Thylouing Father Hamlet.

Handes. My Mothier : Father and Mother is man and
wife : man & wife is onc fle(h, and fo my mother.Corne,
for England. Eaxut

Kmg. Follow him st feote,

Tempthim with fpeedaboord :

Delay it not, Tle haue him hence to night.

Away for eucry thingis Seal'dand done

That el{c leancs on th’Affaire pray youmake hafi.

And England,if my loue thouboldft acoughe,

Asmy greac power thereof may giue thee fenfe,

Sinceyet thy Cicatricc lookes raw and red

After the Danifh Sword, and thy free awe

Payeshomagetovs; thoumailt noc coldly fet

Our Soueraigoe rocefle, which imports at full

By Letters coniuring tothateffe&

The prefent death of Hamlee. DoitEngland,

Forlike the He@icke in my blood he rages,

And thou mult cure me: Tall I know 'tis done,

How ese my happes, my ioyes were ne're begun,  Exur
Enter Fortinbras with an Armie.

For. Go Captaine, from me grecethe Danifh Xing,
Tell him that by bus hicenfe, Fortmbres
Claimes the conueyance of a promis’d March
 Ouer is Kingdome, Yeuknow sheRendeuous :
If that his Maiefly would ought with vs,

We fhall exprefle our dutie in his eye,
Andlechimknow fo.

Cap. 1willdoo't,my Lord.

For. Go fafely on.

Enser Queene and Horatio,

Lu. Twillnot fpeake with her,

Her. She is importunate, indeed difira&t, her moode
willneedsbe pittied. S0

G, What would thehave? :

Hor, She fpeakes much of her Father; faies fhe heares
Therestrickes i'h’world, and hems,and beatsher hearr,
Spurnes enutoufly at Strawes, fpeakes things in doub,
That carry but halfé fenfe: Her fpeech is nothing,

Yet the vinthaped vfe of ic doth moue

The hearers to Colletion ; they ayme st ie,

And botch the words vp fitto their owne thoughts,i
Which as her winkes,and nods,and geftures yeeld them,

Exnt,

T e —

Indeed would make one thinke there would bcxhozgﬁ
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily. g
Os. 'Tweregood fhe were fpoken with,
For fhe may ftrew dangerous conie@ures
Inill breeding minds. Lethercomein.
To my ficke foule(as finnes true Nature is)
Each toy fecmes Prologue, to fome great amifle,
So full of Artlefle icaloufic is guile,
Ie Gpills it Yelfe, in fearing to be fpile,
Enter Opheliad:firailed,

Opbe, Where is the beautcous Maiefty of Denmark,

Lu. How now Ophelial

Opbe  How [bould I your true lowe know from another owe?
By hus Cockle bat and Raffe and his Sandal fhogre.

2. Alas{westLady: whatymports this Song ?

Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you marke,

He w« dead and gone Lady be 14 dead and gone,
At hubead agraffe-greeme Turfe, as his hecles aflone.
Enter Kimg,
Q:;; Nay but Opbe/ra.
Opne. Pray you marke.
i8’bste b Shrow'd s the CMountaine Snow.
Qu. Alas looke heere my Lord.
Ophe. Larded with fweet flowers :
Which bewept 10 the grane dud not go,
With true-lone frowres,

Kz, How do ye,pretty Lady ?

Ophe. Well,God di'd you. They fay the Owle was
aBakers daugheer, Lord, weeknow whatweare, but
know not what we may be. God be at your Table.

Kig. Concest vpon her Father,

Opbe Pray youlet's haue no words of this: but when

they aske you what it meanes,fay you this :
Tomorrow ss S. ¥ alentines day,all 1n the morning betime,
And 4 Masd at your window, to be your Valent me.
Thenvp berofe.cr don'd b clother, & dwps the chamber dre,
Let i the Masd, shas onr & Maid pener departed more,

Kmg. Pretty Opbelia,

Ophe.Indecula? wihout an oath lle make an end ont.

Zygu,andby S. (baruy,
Alacke,and fie for [bame :

Yong men ol deo's,if they come toe's,
By Cocke they are too biame.

Snoth [ before yos tumb'ed me,
Youpromis'dme 1o Wed :

Sowonld [ ba done by youdsr Sunre,
And thou badf? nat come tomy bed,

Kimg. How long hath the bin this?

Opbe. 1hopeall willbe well, We muft bee patiene,
but | cannot choofe ‘buz weepe, tothinke they thould
lay him 'th'cold ground : My brother fhall knowe of i,
and fo I thanke you for your good counfell, Come, my
Coach : Goodnight Ladies : Goodnighe fweet Ladies
Goodnight,goognighr. Exit,

Kimg. Follow her ¢lofe,

Giue her good watch 1 pray you:

Oh thisis the poyfon of deepe greefe, it (prings

Al fromher Eathers death. Oh Gertrude,Gerirude,
When {orrowes comes, they come not lingle fpies,

But in Battalises, Ficft,her Father laine,

Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violent Author
Ofhisowneiuft remoue : the people muddied,
Thicke and vawholfome in theit thoughes,and whifpers
For good Polemins death ; and we haue donebut greenly
In huggermugger co interre him. Poore Opbulia
Diided fromgcr feife, and her faire Judgement,

PP} . Withoug !
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Withioot the which we are PiQures,or meere Beafls,
Laft, and as much coataining as sll chefe,r

Her Brother is in fecret come from France,

Kecpes on his wonder, keepes himfelfe in clouds,
And wantsnot Buzzers to infe&t his eare

With peflilenc Speeches of his Fathers death,

Where inneceflitic of matter Beggard,

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne

In care andeare. O my dcere Gertrude, this,

Like to a murdering Peece in many places,

Giues me fuperfluous death, A Noife within,

Enter a Meffenger,
Qu. Alacke,whatnoyfe is this?
King. Where are my Switzers ?
Letthem guard the doore, Whatis the macter ?

Mef. Saucyour felfe,my Lord.

The Ocean (oucr-peering of his Lift)

Eates not the Flats with more impittious hafte
Thenyoung Laertes,in aRiotous head,

Ore-beares your Officers, the rabble call him Lord,
And as the world were now but to begn,
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne,

The Raufiers and props of cuery word,

They cry choole we ? Laertes thall be King,

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds,
Laertes iballbe King, Laertes King,

Z». How cheerefuliy on the falfe Traile they cry,
Oh this is Counter you falle Danifh Dogges,

Nosfewshin,  Ester Lacries,

King, The doores are broke.

Laer. Where is the King, (ics ? Stand you all without.

Ai. No,let’s comein.

Luer. 1pray you giue me feaue.

1. Wewill, wewill,

Larr. Ithankeyou: Keepe the doore,:

Oh thou vilde Kiag, giue me my Father.

Qu. Calmely good Laerres.

Lzer. Thatdrop of blood,that calmes
Proclaimesme Baftard :

Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot
Euen hzere betweene the chafte vnfmirched brow
Of my true Mother.

Kimg, Whatis the caufe Laerter,

That tiy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like?
Lethim go Gersrude : Do not feare our perfon :
There’s fuch Diuinity dothhedge s King,

That Treafon can butpeepe to what it would,
A&slittle of his will. Telline Laertes,

Why thou art thus Incent ? Let him go Gersrude,
Speakeman,

Laer. Where'smy Father?

King, Dead.

Lu. Butoot by him,

Kmg, Lethim demand hisfill.

Lacer. How came hedead? Ilenot be Tuggel'd with.
Teohell Allegearnice : Vewes,to the blackeft diuell,
Confcience aad Grace, to the profoundeft Py,

I dare Damnation : to this point I fland,
That both the worlds I giuve to neghgence,
Let come what comes :onely Ife be reueng’d
Moft throughly fot my Father.

King. Who fhall flay you ?

Laer. My Will,notal! the world,

- And for my meanes, Ll husband them fo well,
They fhali go farre with hittle.

T ¢ Tragedieof Hamler.

3 Thoughts,

King. Good Laertes: )
If youdefire to know the certaintie
Ofyour deere Fathersdeath, if writin yout reuenge,
ThatSoop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe,
Winner and Loofer,

L«er. None but his Fnemies.

King. Will youknow them then,
L+, Tohisgood Friends, thus wide 1]e opemy Armes :
And like the kinde Life-rend'ing Polutician,
Repaftthem with my blood,

King. Why now you fpeake

Like 2 good Childe, and a true Gentleman,
That Iam guiltleffe of your Fathers death,)
And am mofi fenfiblein greefe for it,
It fhailas leuell to your Tudgement pierce
As daydo’s to your eye.
A noife within. Let ber come ix,
Enter Ophelia, )
Laer. How now? what noife isthat?
Oh heate drie vp my Braines, teares feuen times fale,
Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine cye.
By Heauen,thy madneffe fhall be payed by waighe,
Tillour Scalecurnes thebeame, Oh Rofe of May,
Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, fweet Opbelia :
Ol Heauens, is’ poffibie,s yong Maids wits,
Shouldbe as mortall as an old mans lifep
Nature is fine in Loue,and where s fine,
It fends fome precious mftance of it felfe
Afcerche thing it loues,
Ophe. They bore him bare fac’don the Beer,
ey non wony nemy bey nomy :
Andon hus graue rames many atearc,
Fareyonwell my Dose.

Lacr. Had'ft thouthy wits, and did'f per{wadc Re-
uenge,ic could not motie thas,

Ophe, You muft fing downe s-downe, snd you call
him a-downe-2. Oh, how the wheele becomes i? Jeis
the falle Steward that flole his maflers daugher,

Laer. Thisnothings more then matrer,

Ophe. There’s Rofemary, that’s for Remembraunce,
Pray loucremember : and there is Paconcics » that’s for

Laer. A documentinmadnefle, thoughes & remem-
brance fitted,

Ophe.Tkere’s Fennell for you, and Columbines: ther’s
Rew for you, and heere's fomeforme. Wee may call ic
Herbe-Grace a Sundaies : Oh you muft weare your Rew
wich adifference. There's e Dayfie, I would giue you
fome Violets, but they wither'd all when myi Father dy-
ed: ey fay,hemadeagoodend;

For bonny fweet Robim 15 all ny foy.

Laer. Thoughe,and Affiiction, Paflion, Hell it felfe :

She tprnestoFsueur, and to prertineffe.
Ophe  Andwillbe xer somee againe,

wind w. !l he not come Againe »

Nowohes' dead,(oto1hy Death-bed,

Heneswer mil ceme cgamne,

Xiss Beard as white as Swew,

Al Flaxen was bus Fofe : !

He s gone he is gone andwe cafl axay moric, :

Cramercy embsu Sesle, ‘
And of all Chrifhian Svules, I pray God.
Godbuy ye.

laer. Doyou feethis,you Gods?

King, Laertes.] muft common with your gy cfe,
Or you deny me nighs: go buc apare,

Exeunt a 4,

'
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Make choice of whom your wifeft Friends you wili,
Andthey fhallheare andiudge’twixe you and me;
1fby dire& or by Colatcrall hand

They finde vs touch’d, we will our Kingdome giue,
Our Crowne, our Life,and all chat we call Ours
Toyouin fausfation. Butifnot,

Be you content to lend your patience tovs,

And we fhallioyndy labour w.th your foule

To gieit due content,

Laer, Letthisbe(o:

His meanes of death, his obfcure buriall;

No Trophee,Sword,nor Hatchment o're his bones,
No Nobletite, not formall oftentation,

Cry to be heard, as *twere from Heauen to Earth,
That I muft call in queRtion.

King. Soyou fhall:

And whereth'offence is, letthe great Axefall.
Ipray you go withme, Lvennt
Enter Horatro with an Attendant,

Hora, What are they that would fpeake with me?
Ser. Saylors fir, they {ay chey haue Letters for you,
Ifor. Letthem comein,
Idonotknow from what part of the world
Ifhouldbe grected, if not from Lerd Hamles.

Enter Saylor,
Say. God bleffe you Sir.
Hor. Lethim blefTe thee too.
Sy, Heefhall Siry and't pleafehim. There's a Leteer
foryouSir: It comes from th’AmbafTadours thatwas
bound for England, if your name be Horatio, as I am lec
to know itis.

Readsthe Letter,
Oratio, When thow balt baue ouerloak!d 1kis rine thefe
Fellowes fome meanes to the King : T bey hase Lettcrs
for bim. Ereweweretwodayes old at Sea, 4 Pyrate of very
Warlicke appontment gane vs Chace. Findiug our [c'ues oo
flow of Sale, we put on acompeiled Valonr. Inthe Grapple, [
boorded them : On the inflant they gos cleare of our Sbippe, [o
1 alone became thesr Prifoner. 1hey bane dealt with me:, like
Theeres of CMercy , but they kyew what theydid. [amtodse
a good iwyne for them. Let the King bauethe Letters [ bane
fent s andrepare thou tame with as mwch baff as thex wouldef?
fiye deash. [ hase words to fpeake m your eare, will make thee
dumbe, yet are they mnch too lsght for the bore of the Matter,
Thefe good Fellowes will bring thee where I am, Rofincrance
and Guildenferne, hold thesr conrfe for é"ngland. Of them
L hanemucbre tell thee, Farewell.
He that thow knoweft thine,
Hamlet,
Come,1 wiIlrgiue you way for thefe your Leteers,
And do’cthe fpeedier, that you may dire& me
Tohim from whom youbrought them, Exit.
Enter King and Laertes,

Kmg.Now muft your confcience my acquittance {eal,
And youw muft putme in your heart for Friend,
Sith you have heard, and with 2 knowing care,
That he which hath your Noble Father {laine
Purfued my Iife.

Eaer. Iuwell appeares. Butcell me,
Why yoeu proceeded not again(t thele feates,
So crimefull,and fo Capitall in Nature,
} As by gour Safety, Wiledome,all things clfe,

»

You mainly were ftirr'd vp?
Kug. O for two fpeciall Reafons,
Which may to you {perhaps) feeme much vnfinnowed,
And yettome they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother,
Lives almoft by hislookes : and for my felfe,
My Vestue ormy Plague, beiteither which,
She's fo coniuntiue to my hfe and foule;
That as the Starre moues not but in his Sphere,
I couldnot but by her, Theother Motiue,
W hy to apublike count I might not go:
I's the great lone rhe gencerall gender beare him,
Whe dipping all bis Faults intheir affe&ion,
Would like the Spring that turneth Wood to Szone,
Conuerthis Gyuesto Graces, So that my Arrowes
Too{lghtly umbred for fo loud a Winde,
Would banereuerted tomy bow againe,
Andnot where I had arm*d them.
Laer, A~dloliaue I aNobleFatherloft,
A Sifter drincn into defperate tearmes,
Who was(t praifes may go backeagaine)
Stood C.. fiinger on mount of all the Age
Forberperiettions. Butmyrenenge will come,
King. Breakenotyour fleepes for that,
Youmuft noethinke
That we are made of ftufte, fo flat, and dull,
Thatwe can let our Beard be (hooke wich danger,
Andthinkecpaftime. Yoo thoitly fhall heare more,
1lowd yourFather, and we loue our Selte,
AndthacLhope w Il teach vouto iMzgine ammem
Fnter at M eflenger,
Howrow? What New e<?
diel. Lettersmy Loed from 7Tamlet. This to your
Maicity s thisto the Quueene,
Kmg. From Hamler ? Wno brought them ?
tAtef Saylors my Lord they foy, i fawthemnots
They were graenmeby Clawdio, he receru'd thean,
Airg. Luertes you fhiall hease them:
Le vevs, Exu M:flerger
l/‘gh ard /ngbfr, jnuﬂvdl{.ow L won (4 valed ow yoser
Ki »ome  Tomorrow (bull I begge leans 1 fee v r Kirgly
Eos. wmtben ]y 1N(E 5} askeng your Pardon ! eremnta) re.
ot th’Jec sfen of mav [z Lime qndmara/?rangr retmr ne,
Hamlie,
What (haeldthismeane® Areall the reft come backe ?
Orisicomeabufe Ornotuch [hmg ?
Lacer. Koow yvouthe band ?
Ken, "LisalLamlers Character, naked and in aPofi.
foripthere he fagesalone: Cary v acuifene?
Laer. I'mloitin it my Lord; Ludletivm cone
Ie warmes the very ficknefle inmy hes <. !
That ] hall liue and tell him to hx;tcc«b. l

Thus diddeft thou,

K, Ifitbe (o Laertes ashow thouldi Le fiyz
How otherwife will you be ruld by n.¢?

Laer. Iffo yowinot o'freruleme to peace.

Km. Tothinsownepeace: 1fhe benow retura’3
As ci.ecking athis Voyage,and that be meanes ’
Nomotreto vadertakeit; I will worke him
Toan cxployrnow ripe in my Deuice,

Vnder the which he fhall not chaofe but fill;

And forhisdeathno winde of blame fhall breath
Buc eaen his Mather thall virchai ge the prehice '
And callitacalent: Soae iwo Mentles hcncc'
Herewas a Gentleman of Aor mundy,

I'ue {eene my felfe,and fery’a agawit theFrench,
And they ran well on Hortebuche; but chis Gallane

Had |

IV. v. 204—1V. vii. 84

783




-—

if

W
An
Th

w

Se

It

Sh
i

-

But that I know Loue is begun by Time:;

Andthat I feein paffages of proofe,

Time qualifics the fparke and fire of it :

Hamlet comes backe: what would you vndertake,
To thow your felfe your Fathers foane indeed,
More then 'n words?

Reuvenge (hould hauzno bounds : but good Laerres
W
famlet return’d, (hall know you sre come home :

And wageron your heads,he being remiffe,
Moft generous, and tree from 2ll contruing,

Or with a little fhuffling, you may choofe
A Sword vnbaited, and ina pafle of pradtice,
Requit him for your Father.

And for that purpofe lle annointmy Sword ;
1 bought an Viiétion of a Mountebanke

Where it drawes blood,no Cataplafme fo rare,
Colleted from all Simples that haue Vertue
Vader the Moone, can faue the thing from death,
Thatis but ferarche withall: Iletouch my poiar,
With this contzgion,ihatif I gall him flighciy,

Weigh what conuenience both of time and meanes
May fit ¥s to our fhape,if this fhould faile;

And that our drifelooke throngh our bad perfarmance,
*Twere better nor aflaid; theretore this Proie&

W

276 . The Tragedie

Had witcheraft in't; he grew into his Sest,

And 1o fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe,
Ashad he beene encorps’t and demy-Natur'd
With the braue Beaft,fo farre he palt my thought,
That Iin forgery of fhapes and trickes,

Comc fhort of what he did.

Laer., ANormanwas't?

K. ANorman,

Lacr, Vponmy lifc Lamound.

K, The very (ame.,

Laer. 1know him well,heis the Broochindeed,

And Jemme of all our Nation.

K. Heemad confeffion of you,

And gaue you fuch a Mafterly repore,
For Art and exercife in your defence ;
And for your Rapier moft efpecially,
Thathecryed onryt'would be a fight indeed,

one could match you Sir. This report of hus

D:d Hamles {o envenom with his Enuy,

That he could nothing doe but with andbegge,
Your fodaine comming oreto play with him;
Now out of this.

Laer. Why out of this, my Lord?
Kin Laseries was your Fathes deare to you?

Or are you like the painting of a forrow,
A facewithoutaheart ?

Laer, Why aske you this?
K. Notthat I thinke you did notloue your Father,

Lacer. To cuchisthroati’th’ Church,
K. Noplaceindeed (hould murder San&urizc;

Il you doe this, keepe clofe within your Chamber,

ce’l put on thofe thall praife your excellence,
d fet adoublie varmufh on the fame

e Frenchiman gaue you,bring youin fine together,

illnotperufe the Foiles? Sothatwith eaft,

Laer. Twill doo'e,

morttall I but diptaknfenae,

may be death.
K Lets further thinke of this,

otld haue abacke ot fecond,that might held,
thie fhould bla@in proofe: Soft,lec me fee

\

of Hamlet.

e e —

As make your bowts more violent totheend,
And that he cals for drinke; Jle have prepar'dhim
A Challice for the nonce;whereon but fipping,
1fhe by chanceefcape your venom’d fuck,

Our purpofe may Lold there ; how fweet Queene,

Enter Qucene.

Queen. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele,
Sofaft they'l follow: your Sifter’sdrown’d Laertes.

Lacr. Drown'd! O where?

Queen, Thereisa Willow growes aflant a Brooke,
That (hewes his hore leaues inthe glaffic freame :
There with fantafticke Garlands did the come,

Of Crow-flowers,Nettles,Dayfies,and long Purples,
That hiberall Shepheards give 2 groffer name;

There on the pendantboughes her Cororet weeds
Clambring to hang; 2~ enuicus fliner broke,
When downethe weedy Tzeplies,and her felfe,
Fcll in the weeping Broohe, Lier cinatlies fpred wide,
And Mcrmaid-hke,s while they bore her vp,
Whichtime fhe chaunted fnatches of oid tunes,
1 As oncincapable ofher owne difirefTe,
i Or like a creature Natiue, andiridued
Vatothat Element : butlongitcouldnotte,

Tillthather garments, heauy with her drinke,
Pul’d the poore wretch from Lier mclodious buy,
To muddy death.

Lacr. Alasthen,is the drown'd?
' Queen. Drown'd, drown'd.

Laer. Toomuch of water haft thou poore Ophelia,
Andtherefore I forbid my teares s butyer
Itis our tricke, Nature her cultome holds,
Letl.ame fay v:hacicwili; when thefe are gone
The woman will be our: Adue my Lord,
I haaeafpecch ot fire,that faine would blaze,
But that this folly doubus . Exs.

K. Levsfollow, Gertande:
Fow much I had to doe to calme hisrage 7
Now feare I this will giuc ic Rarc againe ;
Thereforeieds foliow, Eacunt,

Enter two Clownes,

wilfully feekes her owne Gluation ?

fian buriall,

her owne defence?
Other. Why 'tis found fo.

wittingly,
Otber, Nay but hesre you Goednran Deluer.

guilty ofhis owne death,fhoriens nochis owne life.

c¢’l make a felemne wager on yonr commings,

Other, Butisthislaw?
Clo. 1maty it't, Crowners Quefi Law.

But our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers callthem::

Tha%t: when in your motionyou archotand dry,

Clown. Is{he tobeebuariedin Chriftian buriall, that

Otker. 1eellthec the isyand therefore make her Cm{c
{traight, the Crowner hath {ate on her, andfinds it Chri-

Clo. How canthat be, vnlefle the drownedhes felfein

Clo. Tumult be Se offendends, it capnotbee elfe: 1o
heetelies the point; 1f | drowne my {elfe witungly, itar-
guesan A&: and an A& hath three branches. I is o
A to doe and o performe; argall fhe drown'd herfelfe

Clown. Gise me leaue; heere lies the watery good :
lieerc Rands the man; good ; 1f the man goe to this wa-
ter and drowne himfele ; it is willhe nill he, he goes;
matke you that? Butif Lhe water come to him & drowne
him; hee drownes not himfelfe. Argall, heethatis not

Other.
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beene a Gentlewoman, fhee fhould haue beene buried
out of Chriftian Buriall.

Cle. Why therethou (ay'ft. And the more pitty that
greas folke fhould hsue countenance in this world to
drowne ot hang themf{elues,more then their cuen Chrifti-
an. Come,mySpade; there is no ancientGentlemen,
but Gardiners,Ditchers and Graue-makere; they hold vp
Adams Profeflion.

Other. Was heaGentleman?

Cle. He wasthe firft that cuerbore Armer,

Other. Why hzhad none.

Cle. Whar,ar't a Heathen? how doft thou vnder-
ftand the Scripture? the Scripture {ayes Adam dig'd;
counld hee digge without Armes? Ile put another que-
ftion to theesif thou anfwerelt me not to the purpofe,con-
fe(Te thy felfé————

Osher. Go too.

Cls. Whatishe that builds Rronger then either the
Mafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenicer ?

Other. The Gallowes maker;for that Frame outhiues
thoufand Tenants.

Clo, 1likethy witwellin good faith, the Gallowes
does well; buthow docsitwell? it does well to thofe
thatdoeill: now, thou doft ill tofay the Gallowcs is
built Rronger then the Church: Argall, the Gallowes
may doe well tothee. Toot againe, Come.

Other. Who builds franger chen a Mafon, a Ship-
wright,ot a Carpenter?

Cls. 1, tell methac,and vnyoake,

Other. Matry,now I cancell.

(Te. Too't.

Otker, Mafle,I cannot tell.

Enter Hamict and Horatio afarre off.
Clo. Cudgell chy brainesno more aboucst; for your
dull Affe will not mend his pace with beating; and when
ou arc ask’t this quefiion next, fay 2 Graue-maker: the
Houfzs that he makes,lafts ullDoomefday: go, get thee
to Taxghaw ferchme a ﬂgo_upc of Liquor.
mpgs.
In yomthwhen [ did lone didlone,
me thexgbe st was very fweete
T o comtratt Q the time for a my behoue,
O mec thougbt therewas nothing meete.

Ham., Ha'sthis fellow no feching of his bufineffe,that
he fings at Graue-making?

Hor. Cuftomne hath madeicinhima property of ea.
finefle,

Ham. 'Tis ce’n{o; the hand of little Imployment hath
the daintier (enfe.

Clowne firgs.
Bt Age with bs flealing fieps
bathcawght me n bes clurch ;
Andbath [bigped me swtsll the Land,
assf I bed neuer beene fuch,

Ham. ThatScull had atongueinit, and could fing
once: how the knaugiowles it to th’ grownd, ssif 1t
were Cames Isw.bone, that did the ﬁsrﬂ murther: It
might be the Pateof aPolititian which this Afle o're Of.
fices:one that could circumuent God, might itnot?

Hor. It might, my Lord. :

Hom, Or of a Coutuer,which could fay, Good Mor-
row {weet Lotd : how doft chou, good Lord ? this
might be my Lord fuch aone, that prai®d my Loid fuch
a ones Horfe,when he meant to begge ic; mightitnot ?

" Otber. Willyouha the trach on'c : if this had not |

277
Hor, 1, my Lord.

Ham. Why e¢’'n fo: and now my Lady Wormes,
Chaplefle, and knocke about the Mazard with 2Sextons
Spade; heere’s fine Revolution, it wee had the tricke to
fce’t. Did thefe bones coft no more the breeding, but
to play at Loggets with em 2 mine ake to thinke
on’t.

Clowne fings.
A Pickhaxe and a Spade .4 Spade,
for and & [borowding-Sheete:
O 4Pt of Clay for to be made,
for fuch a Gueff 15 meete.

Ham, There’s another : why might not that bee the
Scullof of a Lawyer ? where be his Qunddits now ? his
Quillets? hisCafes? his Tenures,and his Tricks? why
doc’s he fuffer this rude knaue now to knecke him about
the Sconce with a dirty Shoucll, and willnottell him of
his Acion of Battery 2 hum. This fellow might ben’s
timea great buyer of Land, with his Stateees his Recog-
nizances,his Fines,his double Vouckers, his Reconeries:
Is thisthe fine of his Fines,and the recouery of his Reco-
ueries, to hauve his fine Pare full of fine Dirt? will his
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchafes, and dou-
ble ones to0, thentheleng:h and bicadth of a paire of

"Indentures? the very Conueyances of his Lands will

hardly lycin this Boxe; and muft the Inhenzor himfelfe
haue nomore? ha?

Hor. Notaiotmore,my Loid.

Ham. 1snot Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes ?

Hor. [ my Lord,and of Ca'ue-skinnes too.

Ham. They arc Sheepe and Calues that feek out affu-
rance in that, I will peake vo this fellow: whofe Graue's
this Sir?

Cle. MineSir:

O 4Pt of Clay for to be made,
for fuch a Gaef? 15 mreere.

Ham, 1thinkeit bethineindeed:for thoulieftin',

Cls. You lye ovt on’t Sir,and therefore itis not yours:
formy part,I doenotlyein’t; andyetitisnine,

Ham. Thoudofllyein't, to bew’tand fay "tis thine :
"tis for the dead, not for the quicke, therefore thou
lyeft.

Clo. "Tisaquickelye Sir, "cwillaway againe from me
to ynu.

Il.am. What man doft thou digge it for 2

C/o, FornomanSir,

Hamw, What woman then?

Clo. Fotnonencither.

Ham. Whoistobeburiedin't?

Clo, OnethatwasawomanSir; but reft her Soule,
fhee's dead.

Flam. How abfolute the knaueis? wee muft fpeake
by the Carde, or equiuocation will vndoevs: by the
Lord Horatse, thefe three yeares 1 haue taken note of it
the Apess growne fo picked, thatthetoeof the Pefane
comcs fo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his
Kibe, How long haft thou been a Grave.maker?

Clo. Ofallthe doyesi'th’ yeare, I cametoo’ethatday
that our lalk King Hamlet o’tecame Forembras,

Ham. How long isthat fince?

¢lo. Cannotyou el that? enery foole esn tell thae s
It was the very day, that yeung Hamslet was bome, hee
tharwas mad ,and fent into En,tand.

Ham. 1 msrry, why was hefentinso England?

Clo. Why,becaufe he wasmad; hee fhall reconer his
witsthere; orifhe do not,it'sno great matcerthere,

Ham.
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Ham. Why?
(le- ‘Twillnot be feend im him,there the menare as

mad as he. : ‘

Ham, How came he mad ?

Cle. Very Rrangely they fay.

Him. How fliangely ?

Cle. Faithe’enewith loofing his wits,

Ham. Vpon whac ground ?

(. Why heere in Denmarke : 1 haue bin fxetcene
heere,man and Boy thirty yeares,

Ham. How long will a man lie "ith’ earth ere he rot?

Cl. ifarth,ifhe benot rottenbefore he die(as we haue
ouny pocky Coarfes now sdases, that will fcarce hold
the laying in) he will 1aft you fome cight yeare, ornine
yeare, A Tanner willlaftyounine yeare,

Ham. Why he,more then anothes ?*

Cls. Why fir, hishideisfo tan’d with his Trade, that
he will keepe out water a great while. And your water,
is a fore Decayer of your horfon dead body.Heres a Scull
nowsthis Scul haslaine in the carth three & twenty years.

Ham, Whofe wasit?

Clo. A whorefon mad Fellowes it was;
Whofe doe youthinke it was?

Ham, Nay,Iknow not,

Clo. Apeitlenceonbim foramad Rogue,a pouda
Flaggon of Renith onmy head once. ilusfame Scull
Sie,this fame Scall fir, was Yoricks Scullthe Kings leer,

Ham. Tlus?

Cle: E’encthar,

Ham. Letmefee. Alas poore Yorick,1knew him 77,.
rasio,a fellow of infinite eft: of moft excellent tancy, he
hath borneme on hisbackea thoufand times : And how
abhorred my Imiginauonis,my gorgerifesacic. Heere
hungchofe lipps, azlhauekit ! know not how ofe,
VVhere be your Tibes aow ? Your Gambals ? Your
Sangs? Your flifhes of Merrimene that were wontto
fetthe Table on 2 Rore?No one new to mock your own
Jeesing ? Quite choplaine ? Now get you to my Ladies
Chamber,andtell her,lec her paintan 1ach thicke, to this
fauour the muft coms. Muakeher laugh at thar: pry-
thee Horat:otcll me one thing,

Her. What's thacy Lord ?

Ham, Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o'this fa-
thion 'ty earth 2

Hor, E'enc fo.

Ham. And {melt {o? Puh,

Hor. E'encfo,my Lord,

Ham, Towhat bafe vics we may returne Horatse.
Why may not Imagination tracethe Noble duft of A4-
lexander, till he find 1c Ropping abunghole.

Hor, *Twereto confider : to curioully to confider fo.
Ham, Mo fath.not aiot, Butto follow him thether
with modeftic enongh, & likelichood to lead it; as thus.
Alexavder died : Alexander was buried : Alexander re-
wurneth into dufl; the dult is earthy of carth we make
Lome,and why of thac Lome (whereto he was conuer-
ted) m ;he Ciey nnt (topp 2 Beere-barreil?
imperiall Cefur,derd and turn’d wo clay,
Mizhz fiopa iinie to keepe the winde away,
Oy tiizt taat earey which kepe the world in awe,
Shonld patcna Wall, xrclthc wintersflaw,
But foft,buat foft, alid -3 hiccse comes the King,

Enter King,Cueene, Lacrtes and a Coffin,
with Lovds attendns
The Qtenc,the Courriess. Whois thae they follow,

“The Tragedieof Hmlcf.
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And with fuch maimed rices ? This doth betoken, — ™
The Coarfe they follow,did with difperate hand,
Fore do it owne life; *twas fome Eftate,

1 Couchwea while,and mark.

Laer, What Cerimony elfe?

Ham. Thatis Lacrtes,a very Noble youth : Marke,

Laer. What Cerimony elfe?

Prieff. Her Obfequies haue bin as farre inlarg'd,
As we haue warrantis,her death was doubcefull, °
And but that great Command,o’re- fwaies the order,
She fhould in ground vnfan&ified haue lodg'd,
Tillthela& Trumpet. For charitable praier,
Shardes,Flints, and Peebles,fliould be thro wne on her,
Yetheere theis allowed her Virgin Rites, :
Her Maiden firewments,and the bringing home
Of Bell and Buriall,

Lacr. Muftthere no more be done?

Preeff, Nomore be done:

We hould prophanc the feruice of the dead,
To fing fage Regmiem,and fuch reft to her
As o peacesparted Soules,
Laer, Lay herith’ earth,
Andfrom her faire and vopollated flefh,
May Violets(pring. Trell thee(churlith PricR)
A Mimftring Angell hall my Sufter be,
When thou licft howling ¢

Ham. What,the faiwe Cphelsa?

Hueene, Sweets,tothe tweet tarewell,
I'hop'dthou fhould'fthaue bin my Hamiers wife ¢
Ithoughtthy Bude.bed to haue decke(fweee Maid)
And not t'haue firew'd thy Grauc.

Laer. Ohrternble woer,

Fali ten times trebble, on that curfed head

Whote wicked deed,thy moft Ingeniousfence

Depriu'd thee of, Hold off the earth a while,

Till Thaue caught her once more in mine armes ¢
Leaps in the grane,

Now pile your dufl,vpon the quicke,and dead,

Till of chis flac 2 Mounaaine you haue made,

To o'rctop old Pelson,or the skyith head

Cfblew Olympus,

Ilim, Whatis he,whofe griefes
Bearesfuchan Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of Sorrow
Coniure che wandring Starres,and makes them fand
Like wondet.wounded hearers ¢ This is 1,

Hamles the Dace,

Laer. The deuill take thy foule,

Ham. Thou prat’it not wel),

I prythee take thy fingersfrom my throat;
Sirthough I amnot Spleenative,and rath,
Yethaue I fomething in me dangerous,
Whichlet thy wifencfle feare. Away thy hand,

Kirg. Pluck them afunder,

Qu. HamletHamies,

Gen. Good my Legd be quier,

Ham, Why I will fight wich bim vppon this Theme,
Vuullmy eielids will no longer wag.

Ls. Ohmy Sonne, what Thesme ¢

Ham. 1louw'd Opbdia; fortic thoufand Brothers
Could not(with all there quantitie of Loue)

Make vp my fumme, What wilc thea do forher?

Kmg. Ohheis mad Laertes,

Lwn. Forloue of Godforbeare him.

Ham. Come fhow me what thou'lt doe.

Woo't weepe ¢ Woo't fight? Woo't teate thy felfe ?
Woo't drinke vp £/le,eate s Crocodile? 1
¢
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Ilc doo’t, Doftthou comeheereto whine;
Tooutface me with leaping inber Graue 7
Beburicd quicke with hersand fo will I,
Andif thou prate of Mountaines; let them throw
Mullions of Akers on vs ; uill our ground
Smdging his pate again(t the burning Zore,
Make Ojfshike a wart, Nay,2nd thoul't mouth,
e rant as well as thous
K, Thisismicere MadicJe:
And thus awhilethe fit will weitheon him:
Anon as patiene as the female Doue,
Whenthat her golden Cuplet are difclos’d;
His filence will i drooping.
Ham, Ilcareyou Sir:
W hat 15 the reafon that you vie me thus ?
t loud youcuer;butii s no marter:
I <2 Hererdes umfclfe doe what he may,
The Cruwill Mew jand Dog e will Laue nis oy,
k. 1pray yougood Horario wait vpon hin,
Stengthen you pauence n o laftmghes fpeech,
Wee'l put the mattertohe prefent pufh :
Good Gerirade (et {omz watch ouer your Sonne,
This Graue fhall hauc a haing Monueient :
An houre of gnict fhortly fhall we fec;
Tll then,in paticiice our procceding be.

Exst.

Eaeunt,

Enter H.amiet ad Horatso.

Flaws. So much for this Sir; now let e fee the other,
You doc remember all the Circumnftance.

Her. Rememberitmy Lord?

Ham. Sirginmy heart there wasa kinde of fighting,
That would not let me fleepe; methought 1 lay
\Worfe then the mutines in the Bilboes, rafhly,

(And prafeberafhnefle for it) lec vs know,
Outndiferetion fometimes ferves vs well,

W ien our deare plots do paule,and that fhould teach vs,
Theic's aDuninty that fhapcs our ends,

Rough-Lew tiiem how we will,

Jlor. Thatis moft cerraine

Ham, Vpfrom my Cabin
My fea-gov.ne {carftabout mein the darke,

Grop'd I tofinde out them; had my defire,
Linger'd their Packer,and in fine, withdrew
To mine owne roome againe, making {o bold,
(My feares forgetting manncrs) to vnfeale
Their grand Commiffion, where 1 found Heratie,
Ohroyall knaucry : An exalt command,
Larded with many feucrall forts of reafon;
Importing Denmaiks health,and Englands too,
With hoo, fuch Bugges ana Goblinsin my life,
That on the {uperuize no leafure bated,
No not to ftay the grigding ot the Axe,
My head fhoud be firuck oft,

Hor, Iftpoffible?
Ham. Here's the Commiffion, read it ac more leyfures
But wilt thou heare me how 1 did proceed ?

Hor. 1 befeechyou.

Ham. Being thus benetted round wich Villaines,
Ece 1 could make a Prologue to my braines,
They had begun the Play. I fate me downe,
Deuis’d a new Commiffion, wrote it faire,
I once did hold it as our Seatifts doe,
A bafeneffeto write faite; and laboured much
HHow to forger that learning : but Sirnow,
Itdid me Yeomans feruice : wilt thou know
The effe@s of what I wrote?

— 259

Hor. 1,good my Lord,

Ham. Ancatveft Coniuration: from the King,

As England was his faithfull Tubutary,

As loue betweence them,as the Palme thould flourifh,
As Pcace fhould Rill her wheaten Garland weare,
And ftand 1 Comma "tweenc their anuiues,

And many fuch like Aflis of great chasge,

That on clic view and know of thefe Contents,
Without debatemncent further,more or leffe,

He fhou!s che bearers put to todsine death,

Not (hiining time allowed.

Ilor. How wasthis feal’d?

IHam. Why, cuen mthat was Heauen ordinate;
Thad my futhers Si net i my Purle,

Which was the Modell et that Damifh Seale :
Foided the Writ vp i tormic ol the ocherg
Subfenb’dir, gaw'tih’ imprcflion, plac'e it fafely,
The changeling reuer knowne : Now, the nexeday
Was our Sea Fight,and what to this was fement,
Thouknow'it alzeady.

Hor. So Gmidenflerne and Refincrance, go toa',

Ham \Vhy man,they did make loue to this imployment
They arenotneere my Conference; their debate
Doch by their owne iafinvation grow :
“T1s tangerous,when the ba'er nature comes
Betweene the paife,and feil incenled points
Ofnughry oppoﬁ:cs-

Hor. Why,whataKingisthis?

Iam. Does stnot, shinkit thee, tand me now vpon
e that hath kil'd my King, and whor & my Mother,
Poptinbetwecene th’ele@ien and my hopes,

T hrowne ouc his Angle for my proper litc,

And with fuch coozenage; ivtno: perfeét confcience,
To quithimwith thisarme? Andis'trotio be demo’d
To let this Canker of our naturecon ¢

In further euill,

Ior, Ttmulibei-ortly kuowsne tahim feom Englind
What istheiflue of the bufineflethere.

Fiam. Wt willbe fhore,

The wmterms’s mine,2and 2 mans hife’s ao wmore

4 Thento{ay onc: but Lamvery {oiry goed Horito,
Thateo Laerter 1 forgotmy iclie;

For by the image of my Caufe,l {ee

| The Portraiture of his; Ile counthis favours :
Fut iute the brauery of hus grieie did pucme

Iotn a Towring pafiten,

Hor. Peace,who comes heere?

Enter young Ofrscke. (maike.

Ofr. Your Lordfh:p is right welcome back to D:n-

Ham,1 humbly thank you Sir,doft know this waterflie?
Hor, Nomy good Lozd,

Ham. Thy ftatc is the more gracious; for ‘tis a vice to
know him: he hath much Lana, and fertile; leta Beaft
be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib (hall ffand ac the Kings
Mefle; 'c:s a Chowgh; butas I faw fpacious in the pot-
feffion of dirt.

Ofr. Sweet Lord, if your friendthip were at feyfure,
1thould impart a thing to you from his Maiefly.

Fam. 1 willreceiue itwith all diligence of fpiritgpuc |
your Bonet to his right vle,’is for the head,

Off, Ithankeyour Lordibip,’tis very hot.

Ham, No,belecue mee'ts very cold, the winde is
| Northerly.

Ofr. Itisindifferent cold my Lord indeed.

Ham. Mce thinkes it is very foultry, and bot for my
Complexion,

Ofrickg. |
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Of. Excceding!y,my Lord,ic is very foultry,as ‘twere
cannottell hows but my Lord,his Maiefty bad me fig-
nifie to you, that he ha’s laid a great wager on your head:
Sir, this1s the matter.
Have. 1befecch you remember.
Off. Nay,in good faith, for mine eafein good faith :

Sir,yonarenot ignorant of what excellence Laerres is ac
his weapon.

Ham. What's his weapon?

Ofr. Rapierand dagger,

Ham. That’s two ot his weapons; but well,

Ofr.The fic King ha's wag’d with him fix Barbary Hor-
fﬂ.lgzinﬁ the which he impon’d as I cake iz, fixe French
Rapiers and Poniards » with therr affignes, as Gudle,
Hargersorfo: three of the Carniages intaith are very
d:areto Fﬂﬂcy,vcry refponfiucto the hilts, moft delicate
carriag?s, and of very hiberall conceit.

Ham. What call you the Carriages ?

Ofr. The Carriages Sir, are the hangers,

Ham, Thephrafe would bec more Germnaine tothe
matter: Jf we could carry Cannon by our fides; 1 would
it might be Hangers till then; buc on fixe Barbary Hor.
fesagainit (ixe French Swords : their Affignes,and three
liberall conceited Carriages, that’s the French but a-
gain(t the Danifh; why is thisimpon’d as you call 2

Ofr. The King Sir,hathlaidchatina dezen pafles be-
twecae youand him, hee fhall not exceed you threc hits;
He hath ene ewelue for inine, and that would come to
imedistetryall, if your Lordthp weuld vouchlafe the
Anfwere,

Ham, Howif [anfweteno?

Ofr. Imeanemy Lord, the of pofition of your pesfon
in tryall,

Hum. Sie, Twill walice heere inthe Hl; i ic plesfe
his Mai~{te, *tis the breathing ume of vay withawe; lie
the Foyles bee brought, the Gentlaman wilung, and the
King hold hus purpole s Twnl win tor bun i can. of
not, 11z gaine nothing bur my fhame, and the odde hizs.

Ofr. ShallTrede'iuer you e¢’n f?

Ham, To thiscffe& Sir, alter what fiousifly your na-
ture will.

Ofr. Iezmmend my doty to vour Lordfhip,

Haz. Yours, yous; hec does well to commend it
himfliz) there aieno toaguzs clic for's tongue.

Flor. This Lapwing raas away wah thie fhicl on his
head.

Dawm. Hs i) Complie with his Dugge before hee
fuck’tit: thus hsd ne and mincmote of the fzmme Bc vy
that [ know the drcflizane dotes onjonly got the tune of
the time, and outwsrd iabize of encounter, akinge of
yeity coll<ction, which czrsics them through & throush
the mo i tond and winnowed opimons,aid dee but blow
them to thair nvalls: the Bubblesare our,

Hor. You willlofe thiz wager,my Loud.

Iivrs. §doenotthiake fo, fince he weatro France,
Ihuz ecns i conunnalin~ticry I winne at the
odd s 1 but tho worlct not thiahe howall heerea-
DNy e s Hut s 0o MAtCr,

Hor. iy, odmy Loed,

Iieoa Tosr e feuiery s bueitas fuch a kinde of
g oo as e o eedaps treuble a woman,

ie o abyeer oo ed i cany “hing,obey.T will fore-
all hearepincha, o oavdOvyouarennchic,

Hromn vcsawhe a0 Yegurystherc's a fpecizll
neeiiefallofar v oo+ 1 icbenow, 'tis noc
s besaot to o towill beenow 5 itie

' A1}
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The Tragedie of Hamles.

be not nows yetic will comeythe readineffs » ol fnge g
man ha's ought of what he leaues. What is’t to leaue be-
times?

Enter King, Dncene, Lacrtes and Lovds, with other Atten.
dants with Feyles, and Gauntlets, a T'sbic and
Flagows of Wsne enst, .

K. Come Hamlet come,and take this hand frocime.

Ham,Giue me your pardon Sir.]'we done you wrong,
Buorpardon’tas you are 2 Gendleman.

This prefence knowes,

And youmuft needs haue heard how Tam punifhs
With fore difiraction 2 What 1 haue done
Thatmght your nature honour, and exception
Roughly awake, 1 beere proclaime was madneflz
VWas t Hamles wrong'd Laertes ? Neuer Hamlet.
it Hamles from binstelfe be tane away :

And whenhe’s not lamiclte,do’s wrong Lasrses,
Then Hamlet does 1t uot, Flamles denies it :

Who docsit then? His Madne(Te ? If ¢ be fo,
Hamlet is of che Faltion that is wionpd,

His madnetle is pooie Hamlers Enemy,

Syr,in this Andience,

Let my difcluming from a purpos’d cuill,

Frec me [0 farre in your moft gznerous thoughts,
T hat I haue ot mine Arrow o're the houle,

And hurt my Mother,

Lazr, 1em{actished in Nacure,

Whefe monanein this cafe thould flirre memoft
Tomy Reuenye. Butinmy termes of Honor

I fand alvofe, 3nd will no reconcilement,

711 Ly fome clder Maltere of knowne Honor,
Thaucaveyce,and prefident of peace

To ke e myname vigorg e Butullthattime,
Idoreceinc your off#1’d louc lthe loue,

And wilnotwiong :t,

I1.m. 1doembrace it freely,

And will s Brothers wager trankely play.
Guic v, the Foyles: Come on,

L wr. Comeaneforme,

I1om  1lebeyout forle £arrtes in mine ignorance,
Yourshill Bvoh ke a Starre i earkeft mghe,
Siichefery off indeede,

Laer. Youmocke me Sit.

I 9. No by this hand,

Eng. Gicethem the Foyles yong Of: icke,

Couflen Liamles, you Lnow the wager,

Iam. Verie well my Lord,

Your Grace hath laide the oddes a'th'weaker fide.

Keg. 1donotfearer,

Thavelecneyouboth:
But fince lie is betrer'd,we have therefore oddes.

Lacr. Thisistooheauy, :
Lecme fecanother.

Ham. This hkes mewell,
Tliefe Foyles haueall alength.

Ofricke. 1 my gnod Lesd.

King. Setme the Stopes of wine vpon that Table:
If Hamiet giue the firf}, or fecond hi

Prepareto Y.

hie,
Or quitin asfwerof thethird exchange,

Lct all the Pattlements their Ordinance fire,
The King fhal drinke to Hamlets betrer breath,
And in the Cup an vaion (lial he throw

Riches then that,which foure fuccefliue Kings
1uDenmarkes Crowne haue worae,

Giue:

e

—a— em—— - o
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Giue me the Cups,
And et che Kettie to the Trumpers fpeake,
1he Trumper to tae Cannoneer without,
The Canacnsto the Heauens, the Heanen to Earth,
Now the King drinkes to Hamler. Come, begin,
And you the Tudges beate awary eye.
Ilem. Comconfiz,
Laer. Come ot fir.
{dam. One,
Leer, No.
Ham. Tudgement,
Ojfr. Ahbit, a very paipsbichit
Leer. Wellzagame,
Ao 7o Stay, g.ceme drinke,
Ihivilve, this Peatle s thine,
Here's to thy bkeakhe Giae him the cup,
Trompets fousd, and hot gocs eff
Ham. leplay thisvout fuft, fztby a-wlile
Comc: Anotherhit; whattayyou?
Lacr. Atcuchyatouch, | o conlede.
Kz, OneSonne hail win,
Ln. He'sfat and Tant ot bresth.
Heere's 2 Noaplan, rub thy browes, :
The Queene Carewfes ta thy fostune, Flem!e,
Ham. GoolMadym,
King. Gertrsdey o not diinke,
Os. I willmy Loi l;
Ipray you pardon me.
King. Jcisthe poyfan'd Cup, itis toolate,
Ham. 1darenot deinke yet Mada,
By and by.
a4, Come, leeme wipethy face,
Laer, My Lord, llehithim now,
Kng. 1 do not thinke"t,
Laer. Arlyctiisalmoft gainflmy confiience,
IHam. Coxe foi thethird,
Lacctes,you L daily,
Ipray you pic with your befl violence,
Jam afiear'd you make a wanton of me,
La:r. Szy youfo ? Come on.
Ofr. otluag neither way,
l Laer. Haucatyounow,
In feuffling they change Rapicrs.
Kisg, T them theyareincens’ds
Him. >, come, againe.
Ofr, Lo.Aetothe Queenethere hoa.
Hue, They bicedonbothfides, Howis't my Lord?
Ofr. Houv is'i Lasrtes?
Lacr, Whv aia Woodcocke
Tomine Spundse, 07wk,
Tamiufily kill'd «i's anne owre Treacherie,
Ham. How locs ihe Quecne?
Kizg. Shefounds tofee them bicede,
Hs. Noyn, e diinke, the dninke.
Oh my decre Hum/es, the drinke, the dricke,
Lampoyfon'd.
Ham. Oh Viliany ! {Jow? Let the doore be lock'd.
Treacherie, feeke it out.
Lacer. Ttisheere Hamlet,
Ham'et ,thou a1t {laine,
{No Medicine inthe world can do thee good.
inthee, thereis not halfe an houre ofhf%;
The Treacherous Infteument is inthy hand,
Vnbated and envenom®d : the foule pra&ife:
Hath turn'd icfelfe on me. Loe, heere1lye,
Neuer torife agame : Thy Mothers poyfon’d:

They plar.
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Icannomorte, theKing, the Ki=o's tao blame.
Ham. The point envenon'd ton,

Then veaome tothy worke,

Hartsthe Kung,

44, Treafon, Treafon, )
Kz, O yerdefend me Friends,I ambue hure,
Ham. HeezethouinceQuous, murdrous,

Damned Dane,

Drinke off this Potion : Is thy Vion heere 2

Follow my Mother.

Kmg Dycs.
Laer. Heisaftly feru’d, 7

" Ttisapoyfontemp’red by himfclfc :

Exchange forgivencile withme, Noble Hamler ;
Mineand my i athiers death come not vpon thee,
Nor thine on me. Dyes.
Ham Heauen makether frec ofir, I follow thee,
Iam dead Heratio, wretched Qurecre adiew,
Youtnatlooke pale,and tremblcat this chance,
That are but Mutes or audience to this alte :
Had I but time (‘as this fell Sergeant death
Is Rrick’d in his Arreft) oh I could cell you,
But let st be: Horatio, I am dead,
Thou Ll reportine and my caufes right
Fo rhevafausficd.
Ilor. Neuerbeleeue ic,
T am more an Anoks Romanthen a Dane:
Hcere's yet fome Liquot lett,
Ham, Asth’artaman, g:ue methe Cup.
Letgo, by Heasen Jlehaue'e.
Oh good Horatro, whata wounded mme,
(Things flandieg thus voknowne) fhall live behind me.
fthou dhid’(t eusr hold me:n thy heare,
Abfentthee from felicitieawhile,
Aundin dne hasfh world draw thy breath i paine,
Totcll my Storie,
March afarve off, avd [bowt rwstbin.
What waslike noyfeis this ?

Enter Ojr/rl‘\(,
Ofr. Yong Fortinbras,with conqueft come fr§ Pcland
Toth’Ambatfadors of England giues 1his watlike velly.

Ham. O1ldye Horatso ;
The potent payfon quite ore-crovies my fpirit,
I cannot Liue to heare the Newes from England,?
Buc 1 do propheficib'elehon lighes
On Fortinbras, he ha's my dymng voyce,
So tell hin withthe occurreots more and leffe,
Which haue folicited. Thereltis Glence, O,0,0,0, Dyes
Hora, Now crackea Nobleheare:
Goodmght fweet Prince,
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft,
\%'hy do’sthe Drumme come hither?

Enter Fortmibras and Enghfly Ambaffador with Drun:me,
Colours wind Attendants,
Fortin. Whereis this fight?
I7or. What is it ye would fze;
If ovght of woe, or vonder, cea’e your fearch,
Fer. His quarry cries on hauocke. Oh proud death,
Whatfeafl is coward in thine eternall Cell,
That thou fo many Princes, at afhoote,
Soblocodily haft itrooke.
Amb . The fightis difmall,
And our affaires (rom England come toa late,
The cares are fenfelefle that thould give vs hearing,
To tell him his comma nd’'ment is fulfill'd, :
That

qq9
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That Refincrance and Gusllef1-rv:0 2re dead -
Where fhould we hane our thankes ?
Hor. Not fiom his mouth,
Had it th'abilitie of life to thanke you :
He neuer gaue command'ment for their deati
But fince fo iumpe vpon this bloodie queftion,
You from the Polake warres, and you from Fnglai.d
Arc heere ariued. Giueorder that thefe bodics
Highonaflagebe placedto the view,
Andlecmeltpeaketoth’yet ynknowing world,
How the ‘e things cameabouz. So fhall you hesre
Of carnall, bloudie, and vnnaturall a&ts,
Ofaccidentalliudgements, cafuall flaughters
Of death’s pucon by cunning, and foic d caule,
And ia chis vpfhor, purpofes miftocke,
Falne on the Inuenstors heads. All thiscanl
Truly deliver.
For. Letvshafttoheareit,
And call the Nobleft to the Audience.
For me, with forrowr, I embrace my Fortune,
I hauc fome Rires of memory in this Kingdome,

————e s e p—
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Which are ro claime, my vantage do. b
Inuiteme,
Hor. Of that 1 thall haue alway
And trom his mouth
Whofe voyce will draw on more :
But lecthis fame be prefently perform'd,
Euen whiles mens mindes are wilde,
Left more mifchance
Onplots,and errors happen.
For, Letfoure Capuaines
Beare Hamlet like a Soldser to the Stage,
For hewas Likely, had he beenc put on
To haue prou'd mnft royally ;
Andfor his paflage,
The Souldiours Muficke,and the rites of Ware
Speake lowdly for him.
T.kevpthebody ; Sucha Gghtas this
Becomes the Field, buc heere thewes much amis.
Go, bid the Sounldiers fhoote,
Exewnt Mlarclung - afier the which, a Peale of |
Ordenance are J}.o¢ off.

es caufe (o fpeske,
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