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Scoena Prima.

Enter Barnardo and F rﬁ:m';’ﬁa two Centinels,
Barnardo.

Fraz, Nay anfwer me : Stand & vafold
¥ your {clfe.

\ Bar, Longlivethe King.

Fran, Barnarde?

Bar, He.

Fran. You comemoft carefully vpon your houre,

Bar, Tisnow {trook twelue,gec thee to bed Franesfeo.

Fran, For this releefe much thankes: Tis bitter'cold,
And I am ficke at heart.

Barz, Haue you had quiet Guard?

Fran- NotaMoule ftirring.

Barn. Well, goodnight, 1fyou do meer Horatio and
Marcellus, the Riuals of my Watch,bid them make haft.
Enter Horatio and Marcellys.

Fran. 1thinkeIhearethem, Stand: who'sthere ?
Hor. Friends to this ground.
Mar. And Leige-mento the Dane,
Fran. Giue you good night, |
Mar. O farwel honeft Soldier,who hati reliew’d you?
Fra, Barnardo ha’s my place: giue you goodnight,
Euxit Fran.
Mar. Holla Barnarde.
Bar. Say,whatis Horatiethere?
Hor. A pegce of him.
Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Adarcellns.
Mar. What,ha's this thing appear’d againe to night.
Bar. .1haue feene nothing.
Mar, Horatio(aies,’tis but our Fantafie,
And will not let beleefe rake hold of him
Touching this dreaded fight, twice feenc of vs,
Therefore I hane intreated him along
With vs, to watchthe minutes of this Nighe,
Thatifagaine chis Apparitioncome,
He may approue our cyes, and {peake toit.
Hor, Tufh,tufb, ewill not appeare,
Bar. Sit downe a-while,
And let vs once dgaine affaile your eares,
That are {o fortified againft our Story,
What we two Nights haue {eenc,
|  Hor. Well it we downe,
And let vs heare Barng:do {fpeake of this.
Bars. Laftnight of all,
' When yond {ame Starre that’s Weflward fromthe Pole
J Had made his courfe tillume that part of Heauen
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Vhere now it burnes, Marcellns and my felfe,
The Bell then beatine ane, ]
¥ b

CUlar. Peace,breake thee of :
Looke where it comes againe.

Barn, Inthe fame figure,like the King that’s dead.

Mar. Thou arta Scholler; {peake to it Horatio.

Barn. Lookesitnotliltethe King? Marke it Horario,

Hora. Moft like: It harrowes me with fear & wonder

Barn. Itwould be fpoketoo.

Mar. Queflion it Horatio,

for. What art thou that vfurp’f thistime of nighe,
Together with that Faire and Warlike forme 3
In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarke
Did fomerimes march : By Heauwen I charge thee fpeake,

Mar, Ttisoffended. { d

Barn. See,it ftalkes away. ,

Hor. Stay:{peake; 1;?5::.1':;: : I Chargethee fpeake.

Exitehe G /’Jx,f >

Mar. 'Tis gone,0ad will not anfwer.

Barn. How now Horario ? Youtremble & look pale :
Is not this fomething more then Fantafie ?

What thinke you on’t 2 !

Hor: Before my God, Imight not this beleeue
Withourt the {enfible and true auouch
Of mine owne eyes,

Mar. Isicnoclike the King ?

Hor, Asthouwartjothy felfe,

Such wasthe very Armour he had on,
When th’Ambitious Norwey combatted :
So frown'd he once; when in an angry parle
He {mot the fledded Pollax onthe Ice,

"Tis firange,

Mar. Thus cwice beforesand iuft ac chis dead houre,
With Martiall ftalke, hath he gone by our Watch.

Hoer In what particular thoughttowork, 1 know not :
But in the grofle and fcope of my Opinion, .
Thisboades fome ftrange erruption to our State,

Mar, Goodnow fit downe, & tell me hethat knowes
Why this fame ftri¢t and moft obferuant Warch,
Sonightly toylesthe fubie& of the Land,

And why fuch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon

And Forraigne Mart for Implements of warre ;

Why fuchimpreffe ofShip-wrighrs,wbofc {ore Taske
Do’s not dinide the Sunday from the weeke,
Whatmight be toward, that this fweaty haft

Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourer with the day :
Who is't that can informe me?

Hor, Thatcanl,

-

Enter the Gholt,
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The Tragedse of Hamlet.

t At leaft the whifper goes (o : Our laft King,
Whofe Image euen but now appear’drovs,
Was (as you know) by Fortmbras of Norway,
(Thereto prick’d on by a moft emulate Pride)
Dar’d to the Combate. Inwhich, our Valiant Hamlet,
(For o this fide of our knowne world eeem’d him)
Did flay this Fortinbras : who by a Seal’d Compaét,
Well ratified by Law, and Heraldrie, |
Did forfeite (with his life) all thofe his Lands
Whhich he ftood feiz’d on, to the Conqueror ;
Againft the which, a Moity competent
Was gaged by our King : which had return’d
To the Inheritance of Fertinbras,
Had he bin Vanquifher, as by the fame Cou’nant
And carriage of the Article defigne,
His fell to Hamler. Now fir, young Fortinbras,
Of vnimproued Mettle, hot and full,
Hath in the skirts of Norway, heere and there,
Shark’d vp a Lift of Landleffe Refolures,
For Foode and Diet, to fome Enterprize
That hath a fflomacke in’t : which is no other
(And it doth well appeare vato our State)
But to recouer of vs by firong hand
Aadtermes Compulfatiue, thofe forefaid Lands
Soby his Father loft : and this (I take it)
Is the maine Motive of our Preparations,
The Sourfe of this our Warch,and the cheefe head
Ofthis poft-haft, and Romage in the Land,
Enter Ghoft againe,
But {oft, behold: Loe,whereit comes againe 3
He croffe i, though it blaft me. Stay Iilufion:
Ifthou haftany found, ot vfe of Voyce,
Speake to me. Iftherebe any goad thing to be done,
That may to thee do eafe, and grace tome fpeak co me.
Ifthou art priuy to thy Countries Fate
(Which happily foreknowing may avoyd) Oh fpeake
Or, if thou haft vp-hoorded in thy life
Extorted Trealure in the wombe of Earth,
(For which, they {ay, you Spirits oft walkein death)
Speake ofit. Stay,and {peake. Stop it MarceBus.
Mar. Shall I firike atir wich my Partizan ?
Hor, Do,if it will not and.
DBarn, 'Tis heere,
Hor. *Tis hegre,
Mar, 'Tisgone.
Wedo it wrong, being fo Maicfticall
Toofferit the (hew of Violencge,
Foritisasthe Ayre, invulnerable,
And our vaine blowes, malicious Mockery.
Barn. Itwasabouttofpeake, when the Cocke crew.
Hor. Andthenit flarted, like a guiley thing
Vpon afearfull Summons, T haie heard,
»The Cocke that is the Trumpet to the day,
Doth with his lofty and fhrill-founding Throase
Awakethe God of Day: and at his warning,
Whether in Sea, or Fire, in Earth,or Ayre,
Thextrauagarit, and erring Spiric, hyes
Tohis Confine. And of the truch heerein,
This prefent Obie&t made probation,
AMar. Itfaded on the crowing of the Cocke,
Some (ayes, thateuer *gainft that Scafon comes
Wherein our Sauiours Birth is celebrated,
The Bird of Dawning fingeth all night long :
And then (they fay) no Spirit can walke abroad,
The nights are wholfome, then no Plancts firike,
No Faiery-talkes, nor Witch hath powerto Clarme

L]

Exit Ghof?,
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So hallow'd, and fo graciousis the tims.

Hor. Sohauel heard, and do in part beleene it.
Buc looke, the Morne in Ruffer mantle clad,
Walkes o're the dew of yon high EafterncHill,
Breake we our Wacch vp, and by my aduice
Letvsimpart what we haue feene to niglie
Vnto yong Hamlet. Forvpon my life,

This Spiric dumbe to vs,will fpeake to him :
Do you confent we fhall acquaint him with ie
As needfull in our Loues, fitting our Dury 2

Aar, Let do't] pray,and I chis morning know

Where we (hall finde himn moft conueniently,  Exeunt

b ]
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Scena Secunda. "

Enter Clandius King of Denmarke, Gersrude the Qweene, |
Hamiet, Polonius, Laertes, and bis Ssfter O- :
phziia, Lords s Attendant o

King.Though yet of Hamler our deere Brothers death |
The memory be greene : and that it vs befirted '
To beare our hearts 1n greefe, and our whole Kingdome |
Tobecontrated in one brow of woe : N
Yet {o farre hath Diferetion fought with Nature,

That we with wifeft fotrow thinke on him,
Together with remembrance of our felues.
Therefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Queen,
Th'jmperiall Toyntreffe of this warlike Stace,
Hauve we, as twere, with a defeated ioy,

With one Aufpicious, and one Dropping eye,
With mirth in Fanerall, and with Dirge in Marriage,
In equall Scsle weighing elightand Dole

Taken to Wife s nor have we beerein barr’d

Your berrer Wifedomes, which haue freely gone
With this affaire along, for all our Thankes.

Now followes, that you know young Fortinbras,

Holding a weake fuppofall of our worth
Or thinking by our late deere Brothers death,
Our State to be difioyur, and out of Frame, ]
Colleagued with the deeame of his Aduantages
He hath not fayl'd to pefter vs with Meflage,
Importing the furrender of thofe Lands
Loft by his Father : with all Bonds of Law
To our moft valiant Brother, Somuch for him.
Enter Voltemand and Corneli,
Now for out felfe, and for this time of meeting
Thus much the bufineffeis. Wehaue heere writ
To Norway, Vncle of young Fortinbras,
Who Impotent and Bedrid, {carfely heares
Of'this his Nephewes purpofe, to fupprefle
His furcher gate heerein. In chat the Leuies,
The Lifts, and full propertions are all made
Out ofhis fubieét : and we heere difpatch
You good Cornelins, and you Poltemand,
For bearing of this greeting to old Norway,
Giuing to you no further perfonall power
To bufinefle with the King, more then the fcope
Of thefe dilated Articles allow ¢
Farewell and let your haff commend your duty, .
Volt. Inthat,and all things,will we fhew our duty,
King. We doubt it nothing, heartily farewell.
Exit Valtemand and {ornslins.
And now Laertes, what's the newes with you ?

You/
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You told vs of fome fuites Whatis’c Laertes ?
Y ou cannot fpeake of Realon tothe Dane,

That fhall not be my Offer, not thy Asking ?
The Head is not more Natiue tothe Heare,
he Hand more Infiramentall tothe Mouth,
Then is the Throne of Denmarke to thy Father.
What would’ft thou baue Laertes 2
Laer. Dread my Lord,
Your leaue 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 confefle,that duty done,
My thoughts and wifhes bend againe towards France,
And bow themto your gracious lcaue and parden.
King. Haue you your Fathers leaue ?
What {aves Pollonins?
Pél. He hath my Lord}:
I do befeech you giue him leaue to go,
King. Takethy fairchourc Laertes, time be chine,
Andthy beft graces fpend icat thy will :
But now my Cofin Hamlet,and my Sonne?
Ham. Alitcle more then kin, and lefle then kinde.
King. Howisitthatthe Clouds flill hang on you ¢
Ham, Not {fomy Lotd, 1am too much i’th’Sua.
Ducen. Good Hamlet caft thy nightly colour off,
And lec thing eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke.
Do not for cuer with thy veyled lids
Seeke for thy Neble Fatherin the duft;
Thou know’{t’tis common,all that liues muft dye,
Paffing through Nature, to Ecernicy.
Ham. 1Madam,itis comton.
Queen. 1t it be; _
Why feemes ic{o particular with thee.
Hans.Scemes Madam? Nay,ic is : 1know not Seemes:
*Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mothes)
Nor Cuftomary fuites of {olemne Blacke,
Nor windy fufpiration of forc'd breath,
No, nor the fraitfull River inthe Eye,
Nor the deicéted haviourofthe Vifage, ;
Together with all Formes, Moods, (hewes of Griefe,
That can deaote me truly. Thefe indeed Seeme,;
For they are adtions that.a man might play :
But I haue that Within, which paffeth fhow;
Thefe, but the Trappings,and the Suites of woe.
King, ’Tis fweetand commendable
Tnyour Nature Hamlet, iy g
To giue thefe mourning duties to your I:athcr:
But you muft know, your Father loft a Father,
That Father loft, loft his , and the Suruiuer bound
In filiall Obligation, for fome terme
To do oblequious Sorrow. Butto perfeuer
In obftinate Condolement, is 2 courle
Ofimpious Gabbornneffe. Tis unmanly greefe,
1t {hewes a will inoft incorsect to Heaven,
A Heart vnfortifiedya Minde impatient,
An Vnderftanding fimpleé, and vnichool'd:
For,what we know muft be, and is as common
Asany the moftvulgar thing to fence,
W hy (hould we in our peeuith Oppofition
| Take it to heare ? Fye, tisafaule to Heauen,
| A faulz againft the Dead, a faule to Nature,
ToReafon moft abfurd, whofe common Theame
1s deathi of Fachers, and who ftill hath cried,
From the firft Coarfe,till he that dyed to day,
This muft befo. We pray you throw to earth

e

| This vopreuayling woe, and thinke ofvs S

And loofe your voyce. W hat would’ft choubeg Laertes, | Youare the moft immediate to our Throne,

Thel 3“4ggcﬁe of Hamlet. | :‘

AsofaFather; Forlet the world take notey

And with nolefle Nobility of Loue,
Then that which deereft Father beares his Senne, |
Do Iimpart towards you. Foryourintens ]
In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg,
It is moft retrograde to our defire:
And we befeech you, bend you to remaine
Ficere in the cheere and comfort of our eye,
Our cheefeft Courtier Cofin,and eur Sonne.
Zu, Letnotthy Mother lofe her Prayers Ham/et
I prythee ftay with vs, go not to Wittenberg.
Ham. 1fhallinallmy beft
Obey you Madam.
King. Why ’tis 2 louing,and a faire Reply,
Be asour felfe in Denmarke. Madam come,
This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamlet
Sits {miling to my heart ; in grace whereof,
No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes to day,
But the great Cannon to the Clowds thalltell,
Andthe Kings Rouce,the Heauens {hall bruite againe,
Refpeaking earthly Thunder, Come away, Exennt
CManet Hamlet,
Ham. Oh thatthistoo too {olid Flefh, would mel,
Thaw, and refolue it felfeinto aDew:
Or that the Euerlafting had not fixe
His Cannon’gainft Selfe-{laughter. OGod, O God!
How weary, ftale flat,and voprofitable
Scemes to me all the v{es of this world ?
Fie en’t? Ohfie, fie, "tis an vioweeded Garden
That growes to Seed : Things rank, and groffe in Nature
Pofle{le it meerely. That it thonld come tothis:
But two months dead :Nay,not fo much; not two,
So excellent a King, that was to this
Hiperion toa Satyre : fo loning to my Mother,
That he might not beteene the windes of heauen
Vifit her face too roughly. Heauen and Earth
Mauft Iremember : why fbe would hang onhim,
As if encreafe of Appetite had growne
By what it fed on ; and yet within amonth ?
Let me rot thinke on’t ; Frailty, thy name is woman,
A little Month, or ere thofe fhooes were old,
With which fhe followed my poore Fathexs body
Like Niobe, all teares. Why (he, euen fhe.
(O Heauen ! A beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon
Would haue mourn’d longer) married with mine Vnkle,
My Fathers Brother: but no more like my Father,
Then I to Hercules, Withina Moneth?
Ere yet che falt of moft varighteous Teares
Had left the flufhing of her ganled eyes,
Shemarried, O moft wicked {peed, to poft
With fuch dexterity to Inceftuous {heers :
It is not, nor it cannot come te good.
But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue,

Enter Horatio, Barnardy and Marcellns.,

Ham, Tam glad to fee you well :
Horatis,or I do forget my {elfe,
Hor. Thefame my Lord, l
And your poore Seruant euer. |
Ham. Sirmy good friend, 5
Ile change that name with you : 1
1
j

i
{
Hor. Hajle ro your Lordfhip. , %
i
|
|

And what make you from Wiccenberg Horatio ¢
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| And atthe {found it fhrunke in haft away,

T he Tragedie of

Hamlet,

Jarcellus,

Mar. My good Loxd.

Ham, 1amvery gladto feeyou: good euen Sir.

But what in faith make you from Wittemberge?

Hor. A wuant difpofition, good my Lord.

Hams., 1 would not haue your Enemy fay fos
Nor {hall you doe mine eare that violence,

To make it trufter of your owne report

Againft your felfe, Tknow youwareno Truant:
But what isyour affaice in E/fenons ?

Wee'l teach you to drinke deepe,ere you depart,

Hsr. My Lord,1 came to fee your Fathers Funerall,

Ham, 1 pray thee doe not mock me (fellow Student)
I thinke it was to fee' my Mothers Wedding.

Hor. Indeed my Lord,it tollowed hard vpon.

Ham. 'T'hnaft,thrifc Horatio: the Funerall Bakt-meats
Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage Tables ;

Would 1 had met my deareft foe in heauen,
Ere [ had euer feene that day Horatse.
My father, me thinkes I fee my fachier,

Hor. Ohwhere my Lord?

Ham. Inmy minds eye ( Heoratio) r

Hor, I faw him once; he wasa goodly King, ]

Ham., Hewas aman,rake him for allinall :

T thallnot fosk vpon his like againe,

Her, My Lord, I thinke I faw him yeflernight,

Ham. Saw? Who?

Hor. My Lord,the King your Father.

Ham. The King my Facher?

Hor. Scalon your admiration for 4 while |
With an attent eare; till [ may deliver ‘
Vpon the witneffe of thefe Gentlemen,

This maruell to you,

Ham, For Heauens loue let me heare.

Hor, Two nights together,had thefe Gentlemen
(Marcellns and Barnarde) ontheir Watch
Inthe dead waft and middle of che nighe
Beene thus encountred. A figure like your Facher,

Ara’d avall points exaélly, Cap « Pe,

Appeares before them and with foliemne march
Goes {lowand ftately : By them thrice he walke,
By their oppreft and feare-furprized eyes,

Within his Truncheons lengths whilft chey beftil’d
Almoft to Ielly wirh the Aét of feare,

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to him. This to me
In dreacfull fecrecie impare they did,

And I with them the third Night kept the Watch,
Whereas they had deliver’d bothin time,

Forme of the thing; each word made true and good,
The Apparition comes. I knew your Facher :
Thefe hands are not more like.

Hém. Bat where was this ?

Mar. My Lord,vpon the platforme where we watcht.

Ham. Didyounot fpeaketoir?

Hor, My Lord, ] did;
But anfwere made it none: yet once me thoughe
Itlifted vp it head and did addreffe
It felfe to motion, like as it would fpeake:
But cuen then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd ;

R
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And vanitht from our fight.

Ham. Tis very il:angcn

Hor. AsIdoe liue my honovrd Lord 'tis trues
| And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty

| Tolet you know of ic.
t

Haws, Indeed, indeed Sirsy but this troublesme,

Hold you the watch to Nights

Both., We doemy Lord.

Ham, Arm'd,fay you?

Both. Arm’d, my Lord.

Ham. From top totoe?

Both, My Lord,from head to foote.
Hams, Then faw you not his face?
Hor, Oyes,my Lord, hewore his Beauer vp:

Ham, What,lookt he frowningly?

Hor. A countenance moreinforrow theninanger.
Ham. Pale,or red?

Hor. Nay very pale.

Ham. Andfixchis eyes vpon you?

Hor. Mott conftantly.

Ham. 1would] had beene rhere.

Hor. Itwould haue much amaz’d you.

Ham. Very like, very like : Raidiclong? (dred.
Her. While one with moderate hat mighttell a hun-
e4ll. Longer,longer.

Hor, Not when I faw’t.

Ham. His Beard was grifly? no.

Hor. It was, as Thaue {eene icin his life,

A Sable Siluerd. (gaine.
Ham. 1le watch toNight; perchance twill wake a-
Hor. 1warrant you it will,

Ham. 1t icaflume my noble Fathers perfon,

Ile fpeake to it,though Hell it felte fhould gape

And bidme hold my peace. I pray youall,

Ifyou haue hitherto conceald this fighs

Leticbee treble in your filence fhill :

And whatfoeuer els (hall hap to nighr,

Giue itan vnderftanding buc no tongues

I will requite your loues ; {o, fare ye well «

Vpon the Placforme ewixt eleuen and twelue,

Ile vific you.

AK. Ourduty te your Honour, Exeant;
Ham. Your loue,as mine ro you: farewell,

My Fathers Spiritin Armes ? All is not wells

I doubt fome foule play : would the Night were come

Till then fic fhll my foule; foule deeds will rife,

Thoughall the earth orewhelm them to mens eies. Exie.

Scena Tertia,

Enter Lazrtes and Opheiia,

Laer. My neceflaries are imbark’t; Farewell 5
And Sifter,as the Winds giue Benefir,
And Conuoy is affiftant; doe not fleepe,
But let me heare from you.

Opbel. Doe you doubtthar?

Laer. For Hamlet,and the trifling of his fanotirs,
Hold it afafhion and a toy in Bloud;
A Violet in the youth of Primy Nature;
Froward,notpermanent; fweer not lafting
Thefuppliance of a minute? No more.

Ophel, Nomore but (o,

Laer. Thinkeitno more:
Fornagare creffant does not grow alone,

< In chéwes and Bulke: but as his Temple waxes,

The inward feruice of the Minde and Soule
Growes wide withall, Perhaps he loues you now,
And row no foyle nor cautell doth befmerch

The vergue of his feare : but you mut feare
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His greatneffe weigh’d, his willis not his ownes
For hee himfelfe is fubiet to his Birth :

Hee may not, as vauallued perfons doe,
Carue for himfelfe 3 for, on his choyce depends
The fanéticy and health of the weole State.
And therefore muft his choyce becircumferib’d
Vauro the voyce and yeelding of that Body,
W hereof heis the Head. Thenif he fayes he loues you,
It fies your wifedome fo farreto belecueiit;
As he inhisipeculiar Seét and force
May giue his {aying deed: which is no furcher,
Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall,
Then weigh what loffe your Honeur may {uftaine,
If with too credent eare youlift his Songs ;
Or lofe your Heart; or your chaft Treafure open
T o his vnmaftred importunity.
Fearc'it Opbelia,feare it my deare Sifter,
And keéepewithin the reare of your AffeCtion;
Out of the fhot and danger of Defire,
The charie@ Maid is Prodigall enough,
1€ he ynmaske her beauty to the Moone
Vertue it felfe fcdpes not calumnious firoakes,
The Canker Galls, the Infants of the Spring
Too oft before the buttons be difclos’d,
Andin the Morne and liquid dew of Youth,
Contagious blaftments are moft imminent,
Be wary then, beft fafety lies in feare;
Youth to it {elfe rebels, thoughnone elfe neere.

Ophe. 1 fhall th’effe&t of this good Leffon kecpe,
As watchmen to my heart : but good my Brother
Doe not as fome yngracious Paftors doe,
Shew me the fieepe and thorny way to Heauen;
Whilf like a puftand recklefle Libertine
Himfelfe,the Primrofe path of dalliance treads,
And reaks not his owne reade.

Laer, Oh, feare me not.
Enter Poloniss,

I Raytoolong ; but heremy Father comes:
A double blefling isa double grace;
Occafion fmiles vpon a fecond leaue.

Polon. Yetheere Laertes? Aboord,aboord for fhame,
The winde fitsin the (houlder of your faile,
And you are ftaid for there: my blefling with'you;
And thefe few Precepts in thy memory,
See thou Chara&et. ‘Giue thy thoughts no tongue,
Norany vnproportion'd thought his Aét:
Be thou familiar; but by no meanes vulgar:
The friends thou haft, and their adoption tride,
Grapple them tothy Soule, with hoopes of Steele 2
But doe not dull thy palme, with entertainment
{ Of each ynharch’t,vnflede’d Comrade, Beware
Ofentrance to a quarrell : butbeingin
Bear’t that th’oppofed may beware of thee,
Giue enery man thine eare;but few thy voyce:
‘Take each mans cenfure;but referue thy indgement ¢
Coftly thy habit as thy purfe canbuy ;
But not expref in fancte; rich;not gawdies
| Ferthe A:i;‘pzrsll oft proclaimes the man.
Andthey in France ofthe beftranck and ftation,
Are of a molt fele& and generous cheffin that.
Neither 2 borrower,nor a lender be;
For lone oft lofes botli it felfe and friend:

nd borrowing duls the edge of Husbandry.
his aboue all; to thine owne felfe be true:
And it mu ftfollow,as the Night theDay,
Thou canft not then be falfe toany man.
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Farewell: my Blefling feafon this in thee,
Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my/leaue, my Lord,
Polow. The time inuites you, goe, your feruartsgend, J

Laer. Farewell Ophelia, and remember well !
What I haue {aid to you.

Ophe. Tis in my memory lockt,

And you your felfe {hall keepe the key ofiit.

Lacr. Farewell, Exit Laer,

Polon. What ift Opbeliahe hath faid to you 2

Ophe. So pleafe you,fomthing touching the L. Hamlet,

Polon. Marry, wellbethought:

Tis told me he hath very oft of late

Giuen priuate time to yous; and you your felfe

Haue of your audience beene moft free and bounieous.
Ifitbe fo, as {o tis put on me;

And thatin way of caution: Imuft tellyou,

You doe not vnderftand your felfe {o cleerely,

Asit behoues my Davghter, and your Honour,

What is betweene you, giue me vp the truth?

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

Pelon. AffeGtion,puh. You fpeake like a greene Girle,
Vnfifted in fuch perillons Circumfiance.

Doe you belecue his tenders,as you call them?

Ophe. 1donot know, my Lord,what I thould chinke,

Polen. Marry lle teach you; thinke your felfe a Baby,
That you haue tane histenders for true pay,

‘Which are not ftarling. Tender your {elfe more dearly;
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafe,
Roaming it thus, youw'ltende: me a foole.

Ophe. My Lord,he hath importun’d me with loue,
In honourable fathion.

Polon. 1 fafhion youmay callit,go too,go too,

Ophe. And hath giuen countenance to his fpeech,

My Lord, with all the vowes of Heauen,

Polon. 1.Springes to catch Woodcocks. Fdoe know
When the Bloud burnes,how Prodigall the Soule
Giues the tongue vowes: thefe blazes,Davghter,
Giuing more light then heate; extin in borh,

Euen in their promife, as it is a making;
You muf not take for fire. For this time Daughter,
Befomewhat fcanter of your Maiden prefence;
Set your entreatments st a higher rate,
Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamlet,
Beleeue fo much'in him,that he is young,
And witha larger tether may he walke, ,
Then may be giuzn you, Infew,Ophelia,
Doenot beleeue his vowessfor they are Broakers,
Not of the eye,which their Inucftments {fhow :
But meere implorators of vaoholy Sutes,
Breathing like fantified and pious bonds,
Thebetter to beguile, Thisisforall:
1 would not,in plaine teatmes, from this time forth,
Haue you fo {lander any moment leifure,
As to giue wordsor talke withthe Lord Haemlet s
Looke too’t, I charge you; come your wayes.

Opbe. 1 {hall obey my Lord. Exennt.

Enter Hamlet , Floratio, Marcellus.
Ham. The Ayrebites fhrewdly : isit very cold?
Hor. Itisanipping and aneager ayre.
Ham. What hower now?
Hor. Ithinkeitlacks of ewelue,

Mar, No, itisfirocke, (feafon,
Her, Indeed I1hearditnot: thenitdrawes neere the

Wherein the Spiritheld his wont to walke.

What |
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What does this meane my Lord ? (rmzfe,

Ham, The r’m"rao hwaker om-"fm., md takes his
Keepes waficl fsand 1 th€ix"‘g ering vpl r!nﬁxnlcs,
And as he dreines his draughts of Renifh downe,

The kertle Drum and Trumpet thus bray oxe

triumoh of his Pladoe,
i 2
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And to my mind, though I am natiue heers,
And m the m2 '*:f:' It4s2 Cuftome
More honoui"d | H‘: breach,then the.oblerhance,

Hor, Locﬁc my L ord,it som
Ham. Ang els and Minif} fG

ifferscf Grace defen
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utﬁk‘llﬂf:lj.fau() health ot Goblin damn'd,
Bring with the
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Wherein we faw :"n&e quietls
Hath op’d his p.m.ici‘otis and Ma
To caft theevp ?
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his me ::'w?
1 compleat Reele,

inep ‘v"f:zaz may ¢
That thou dead Coarfe 203
Reuifics thus the glimy
Making Night hidio

: fooles of Nature,
So h nru.iymin'xke S i

di{pofition,
With thoughts beyond :';.CC aches of our Soules,
Say, wqyi)thxs“ wherefore? what thould wedoe #

Ghoft beckens Hamlet.
Hor. Tt beckonsyouto ;:phaway with it
As ifit fome impartmentdid defire

To youalene.

Mar, Locke with c S
it 'wn} ou to a moereremoued eround :
But doe not ga:wa hit.

Ham. Tvwill notf p
Hor. Doenot my Lorc
Ham, Wi ny, w hat ot

I doenot fes my lif

?C’.i‘.}

And fors my Soule,what can it doe ro that?
Lcwr' a thing imu no.mi': asit {elfe:

It waues me forth againe;llefollowic.

Hor, What
Or to the dreadfu
That beetleso

ral

Il Sonnet efthe C]In\.,
I

iis bafe intothe Sca,
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i And there allumes ther honible forme,
Which mib'mum ue soucraignty of Reafon,
Anddrawy ‘1 inke Uflt'

owthee,
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us to obey him,

ifit teq npe }rrm mw.udtnc ‘loud my Lord?

2,4"*5‘ a
Hor. Haue after,to what iffue will chis come ?
Mars Scmet.ungu vaiten inthe State of Lcmrxarkc i

Hor. Heausnwill direétic,
Mar. Nay,let’s follow him.
Enter C!ﬂg» and Hamlet.
Flane: Wah rrewyl tthoy lead we? [peak
Ghe, Mark
r::m. Iwil
. My H swer is almoft come,
W ch I to fulphurous and tormenting Flames
Muft render vp my felfes. -
Ham. Alaspoore Gheft,
Gho. Pitty me not,butlend tf
To what I {hall vnfold.
Ham, Speake, Iam boundto :
Gho. Soartthou to reneng ‘V‘g_ﬂfnthﬁ,u fhalt heare,

Exewnt,

1.""

ferio ons Laalmﬂ

-t

n¥" ‘-‘_, < s
{  Ham, Whag? .
} Gho. 1. m‘-cm/ Fathers $pirit,
| Doom’ fora certaine ierme to walke the mg} tg oD

ADJ icrt ". s ¢l "f CcOl 311 vd
Till :a.cqamr:c" ne intny dayes of Nature
Arc b rg’d away ? Butthar Famforbid < 1%
| Totell the fecrets of my Puion—i—:’c*.!fc;

icouldaTale vn;o!d whofelightefl word

to faft inFiers,

gent and pu

Would harrow.vp thy foule; trecze thy young blood,
Make thy two eyes kike Sm*:?c, flare from their Spheres,
Thy knotty and combined Jocks o pare,

| And each particular haire fo landian end,

| Like Q-"‘l(‘s ypon the freefull Parpentine :
Bur this eternall blafon muft not be
To cares of flefhznd blovd; it Hasmler, oh 1i i},
ifthou didftelies shy deas ¢ Father lone;

h Heauen!
Reyengethis fonle
Frase, Musther?
"f;.:;’c". Murther moffoul inthebeftitis
Bus this mef foule, ﬂrﬂmr(‘ ,2nd vanatorall,

;haft me L..vw it,
T het wich wi nom-lwm
As meditation,or the thoughis of Loie,
May {weepe to my Reuengé.
Ghaft. Ifinde thee apt,
ud dullei fhould’ (¥ thou be then the fat wezde
Thatrors it felfe in cafe,on Lethe Wharfe,
Would ft thou no t irtein chis: Now HL.,,a’er hente s
It’s giuen ont,thas ﬂﬁ-cpm'v i mine Orchard,
A Serpent (’c-mo me : {o the whole eare s Denmatke
Is by aforged r[:-.u)-:cfil of my death
Rankly 2bus’d : But know thois No bleyouth,
The f’mi hat did fling thy Fathers [ !
Mo “.’W"G‘(” his Q'
Ham.
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tmh‘ fe of m nenerwil be moued,
Though Lewdu 4pc f Heauen:
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| But foft,me thinkes I {ent the Mornings Ayre;
Briefelecme be : Sleeping within mine Orchard,
My cuftome alwayes in the afternoone; ,
¥pon my fecare hower thy Vncle ffole
With iuyce of curfed Hebenon ina Violl,
And in the Porches of mine eares did poure *
The leaperous Dithlment; whofe effe&
Holds fuch an enmity with bloud of Man,
That {wift 25 Quick-filuer,iccourfes through
The nacurall Gatés and Allies of the Body;
And with a {odaine vigour it doth poflet
And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milke,
The thin and wholfome blood:  fo'did it mine ;
And amoft inftant Tetcer bak’d abou £
Molft Lazar-like, - with vile and loathfome cruft,
All my {mooth Body. :
Thuswas I, fleeping, by a Brothers hand, -
Of Life,of Crowne, and Queerie at once difpatche;
Cut off euenin the Bloflomes of iy Sinne,
Vnhouzzled, difappointed, vonaneld,
No reckoning made,but fent tomy account
With all my imperfe&ions on my head;
Oh horrible,Oh horrible, mé@ hotribles
If thou haft nature in thee beare it nor;
Letnot the Royall Bed of Denmarke be
A Couch for Luxary and damned Inceft,
But how{oeuer thou purfueft this A&,
Taint not thy mind jnor let thy Soule contrine
Againft thy Mother ought; leaue her to beanen s
And to thofe Thornes that in her bofome lodge,
Toprickeand fting her, Farethee well at once; g
The Glow-worme fhowes the Matine to be neere;
And gias to pale his voeffe@uall Fire; ©
Adue,adue, Hamlet : remember me. Exir. %

Ham.Oh all you hoft of Heauen ! Oh Earth; whatels?
And fhall I couple Hell ¢ Ohfie: hold my heart; -
And youmy finnewes, grow norinftant Olds
But beare me fliffely vp: Remember thee ?
I, thou poore Ghoft , while memory holds a feate
In this diftralted Globe : Remember thee ?
Yea,from the Table of my Memory,
Ile wipe away all trinjall fond Records,
All fawes of Bookes,all formes, all prefures paft,
That youth and obfernation coppied chere;
And thy Commandment all alone fhall line
Within the Booke and Volume of my Braine,
Vnmixc with bafer matceryyes, yes, by Heauen
Oh moft pernicious womar!
Oh Villaing, Villaine, fmiling damned Villaine !
My Tables,my Tables; meet itis I fet it downe,
That one may fmile,and fmile and bea Villaines
At leaft I'm fure it maybe foinDenmarke ;
So Vnckle there you are: ‘now to my word;
Itis; Adue,Adue, Rememberme: T haue fworn’t,
Hor. & Mar.within, My Lord,my Lord,

Enter Horatio and Marcellns.

Mar, Lord Hamles.
Hor, Heauen fecure him,
Mar. Sobeit. ;
Hor. Tllo, ho,ho, my Lord.
Ham. Hillo,hoho,boys come bird,come.
Mar. Howif¥’t my Noble Lord?
Hor, Whatnewes, my Lord?
Ham. Ohwonderfull!
Her. Goody Lord rell i¢.
Hawm: No you'lreuealeit,

The T ragedse of Hamles.

| Sweareby my Sword.

Hor, Not 1, my Lotd, by Heauen, ‘
Mar. Norl, myLord, (think ir?
Ham. How fay you then, would heart of man once
But you’l be fecret?
Both. 1, by Heau’n, my Lord.
Ham. There’s nere a villaine dwelling in all Denmarke
But bee’s an arranc knaue,
Hor. There necds no Ghoft my Lord, come from the
Graue,to tell ys this.
Ham. Why right,youare i’th’ right; @
And fo, without more circumftance at all,
1bold it fic that we fhake hands and part:
You,as your bufines and defires fhall poinit you
For cuery man ha's bufinefle and defire,
Suchasitis :"and for mine owne poore part,
Looke you, Ile goe pray. =
Hor. Thefe are but wildand hurling words,my Lotd,
Ham, I'mforry they offend you heartily :
Yes faith heastily.
Hor. Theré’sno offencemy Lord,
Ham. Yes, by Saint Patricke buc there is my Lord,
And much dffence too, touching this Vifion heere :
Itis anhoneft Ghoft, that let me tell you:
For your defire to know whar is berweene Vs,
O'remafter’t as you may. And now good friends,
As you are Friends,Schollers and Soldiers,
Giue me one poore requeft,
Hor. Whatis't my Lord? we will. :
Ham Never make knownwhat you haue feen to night,
Both. My Lord,we will not,
Ham Nay, but fwear’t,
Hor, Infaithmy Lord, not I,
Mar. Norlmy Lord: in faith.
Ham. Vpon my {word.
Marcell. We have fworn=my Lord already.
Hars. Indeed,vpon my {word Indeed.
Gho. Sweare, Ghoft cries vndar the Stage.
Ham. Ah haboyifaytfl thou fo. Art thou there true- |
penny ? Corne one you'h:;‘e this fellow in the felleredge |
Confencro fweare.
Hor. Propefe the Oachmy Lord.
Ham. Neuer to fpeake ofthis that you haue feene,
Sweare by my fword,
Gho. Sweare,
Ham. Hi & wbigne? Then wee'l (hift for grownd,
Come nither Gentlemen,
And Ly your hands againe vpon my fword,
Neuer to fpeake of this that you have heard ;

Gho. Sweare. (faft?
Ham, Well(aid old Mole,can’t worke th’ ground {o

A worthy Proner,once more remoue good friends.
Hor. Ohday and night:but this is wondrous {trange.
Ham, Andtherefore asa firanger giue it welcome,

There are more things in Hzauen and Earth, 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 felfe;

(As I perchance heereafrer fhall thinke meet

To put an Anticke difpofition on 1)

That you at fuch time fecing me, neuer fhall

With Armes encombred rhos, or thus, head thake;

Or by prencuncing of fome doubtfull Phrafe;

As well,we know,or we could and if we would,

Or if we lift to fpeak= ; or there be and if chere might,

Or fuch ambiguous giuing outto note,

That
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And leads the will to defperate Vndertakings,
As oft as any paffion vnder Heauen,
Thardoes affli& our Natures. Iam forrie,
Woaat haue you giuen him any hard words of late ?
Opbe. Nomy good Lord : but as you did command,
I did repell his Letters,and deny’de
His accefle to me.
Psl. That hath made him mad.
I am forrie that with bereer fpeed and iudgement
I had not quoted him. Ifearc he did but trifle,
And meaot to wracke thee : but befhrew myicaloufie :
It feemes it is as proper to our Age,
To caft beyond our felues in our Opinions,
Asitis common for the yonger fort
Tolacke difcretion, Come,go wetothe King,
This muft be knowne, W being kept clofe might moue
More greefe to hide, then hateto viter lone.  Exewns.

Scena Secunda.

Euter King,Queene,Rofincrane,and Guilden.
frerne Cumalys,

King, Welcome deere Rofiscrauce and CurldenfPerse,
Moreouer, that wemuch did long to fee you,
Thenecde we hauc to vie you,did prouoke
Ovurhaftie fending. Something haue you heard
Of Hamlets transformation :fo I call it,

Since not thexterior, nor the inward man
Refembles thatit was. What it thould bee
More then his Fathers death, that chus hach put him
Somuch from th’vndeiftanding of himfelfe,
I cannot deeme of, 1intreat youboth,
Thatbeing of (o young dayes broughe vp with him :
And fince fo Neighbour'd to his youth,and humour,
That you vouchfafe your reft heere in onr Coure
Somelittle time: {o by your Companies
To draw him on to pleafures,and to gather
So much as from Occafions youmay gleane,
That open’d lies within cur remedie.
#. Good Gentlemen,he hath much talk’d of you,
And fure ] am, two men there are not lining,
To whom he more adheres. Ifit will pleafe you
To fhew vs fo much Gentrie,and good will,
As to expend your tim= with vs a-while,
Forthe fupply and profit of our Hope,
Your Vifitation fhall receiue fuch thankes
As fits a Kings remembrance,
Refin. Both your Maiefties
Aighc by the Soueraigne power you haue of vs,
Put your dread pleafures, more into Command
Then to Entreatie,
Gmil. We both obey,
And here ge vp cur felues, in thtk full bene,
Tolay our Seruices freely at your fecte,

-

Tobecommanded.
Kz Thanias Rofinerance, and gentle G#ildenfFerne,
Z#. Thankes Guildenfterne and gentle Rofincrance.
And [-befeech you inftantly co vifit
My tos miuch changed Sonne,
Gofomeofvye,
and bring the Gentlemen where Hamlet is.
Guil. Heauens make our prefence and our praQifes
Pleatant and helpfull to him. Exit,

The Tragedie of Hamlet.
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Quneene. Amen,
Enter Polonins,
Pel. Th’Ambaffadors from Norwey,'my good Loxd, |
Areioyfully return’d.
King. Thou fill haft bin the Father of good Newes.
Pol. Hauel,my Lord? Aflure you,my good Liege,
I hold my dutie,as I hold my Soule,
Both to my God,oneto my gracious King
And I do thinke, or elfe this braine of mine
Hunts not the traile ot Policie,fo fure
AsIhavevs’dtodo: that I haue found
The very caufe of Hamlets Lunacie.
King. Oh{peake of that,that I dolong to heare,
Pol Giue firft admittance to th’Ambafladors,
My Newes fhall be the Newes to that greatFeaft,
King. Thy felfe do grace tothem,and bring them in,
He tels memy {weet Queene, that he hath found
The head and fourfe of all your Sonnes diftemper,
#. 1 doubtitisno other,but che maine,
His Fachers death,and our o’re-hafty Marriage.
Enter Polonizns Uoltumand, and Cornelins.,
King. Well,we thallfift him.Welcome good Frends;
Say ¥ oltumand, what from our Brother Norwey ¢
Folt. Moftfaire returne of Greetings,and Defires.
Vpon our firft, he fent out to fupprefle
His Nephewes Leuies,which to him appear’d
Tobea preparation ‘gainftthe Poleak ;
But better look’d into,he truly found
It was againft your Highneffe, whereat greeued,
That fo his Sickaefle,Age,and Impotence
Was falfely borne in hand, fends our Arrefls
On Fortmbrae, which he (in breefz) obeyes,
Receives rebuke from Norwey: and infine,
Makes Vow before his Vnkle neuver more
To give th'aflay of Armes againft your Maieftie.
Whereon old Norwey, ouercome with 1oy,
Giues hym three thoufand Crownes in Annuall Fee,
And his Commiffion to imploy thofe Soldiers
So leuied as before, againfi the Poleak
With an intreaty heerein further (hewne,
Thaticmight pleafe you to giue quiet pafle
Through your Dominions,for his Enterprize,
On fuchregards of fafety and allowance,
As therein are fet downe.
King. Itlikesvs well :
And atour more confider’d time wee’l read,
Anfwer,snd thinke vpon this Bufinefle.
Meane time we thanke you, for your well-tooke Labous,
Gotoyourreft, at night wee’l Feaft together.
Moft welcome home, Exit Ambaf].
Pol This bufinefle is very well ended.
My Liege,and Madam, to expoftulate
What Mateflie fhould be, what Dutie is,
Why day is day s night,night ; and time is time,
Were nothing but to wafte Ni ght,Day and Time,
Therefore,fince Brevitieis the Soule of Wi,
And tedioufnefle, the limbes and outward flourifhes,
I will be breefe. Your Noble Sonne is mad :
Mad call 1 it; for to define true MadnefTe,
Whatis’t, but to be nothing elfe but mad,
But let that go.
On, Morematter, with leffe Are.
Pol. Madam I {weare I vieno Art atall :
That he is maq, ’tis true : "Tis truetis pittie,
And pictie it is true : A foolifh figure,
Buc farewell it : tor I will vie no Art.
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Inthe Lobby.
_fo: So he ha’s indeed
Pol. Atfuchatime lle loofe my Davghrer to him,
Beyouand I behindean Arrasthen,
M at kethe encounter : Ifhe loue l,u nor,
is reafen falnetheteon ;

i,:: me E‘

Ham., Well, 2-mcrcy,

Do yon know me,my Lord ?
Ham. Escellent,excellent well: y'2
Pol. Not | w.,o\d
Ham. Then | would you were {o honeft a man,
Pol. Honeli,my Lord?
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rea Fifhmonger,
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Ham, You cannot Sir take fxom
will more will ngly part withall
life.
Polon. Fare you well my Lord.
Ham, Thefe tedious old fooles.

Polon. You goe to feeke my Lord Hamlet ;
hee is,

me any thing, thael
y €xcept my lifey my

there

Enter Rofincran and Guild 7

Rsfin. God iuucvou Six:

Guild. Mine honour’ d Lord?

Rofin. My moft deare Lord?

Ham. My excellent good friends ? How do’'t thou
Gwildenflerne? Oh I\Df’lu?’dﬂo’ good Lads: How doc ye
both?

Rofin. Asthe indifferent Childr

Gu#ld. Happy,intha
tunes Cap,wearenot the

es
Lo

¢n of the earth,

we are not ouer-happy:on For-
very Button.

f r Shoo?

r
i3

Hawm, Nor the Soal

Roﬁm J.

Ham. Then you liue abour her wafte,
dle of her fauour ?

Gw#il. Faith,her privates, we.

Ham. In uvuuetpwt of Fortune ? Oh , moft true ;

O
wLui e€r ’.'l']
it

O

L

-in the mid-

fhe is a Str umpet. W hat’s the newes ?
Rofin. Nonemy Lord; but that the World’s growne
honeft.

Ham., TIW"] is Doomefday neere : But your newes is
not true, :-‘ ICK{‘ "] merg I '3 !'T;CLH ar . V\’P»l[ h\UC
you my good rr.ea,i s, delerued arthe bands of Fortune,
that the fends you to P;‘dlm hither?

Gwil. Prifon,my Lord ?

HRam. Denmark’s a Prifon.

Rofin. Thenisthe World one,
Haim. A goodly one,in which there are many Con-

ﬁncs,‘Nams;u.m Dungeons; Denmarke being o
worft,
‘Rofin. We thinke not fo my Lord,

Ham., Wl ‘y t":sn' is none to yousfor thereis not
either good or bad, but thinking makesit fo: to
a prilon,

KG’JT};‘,

ne o’th’

LH""

meitis

Why then your Ambition make
toG narrow for ‘J«'oa‘fz’uim‘;c
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8 7/ PEATTY SO 1
Guil. 1dreames 1nd

Ambition : forthe

the Ambitious,is meerely the {hadow

: | IR
a1e2 B A

= is but a2 thadow.

1 hiold ,‘- mbition of {o ayry and
adowes (hadow,

odies ;3 and our Mo-
i ¢ Beggers Shadowes:

L] my ny I cannotreas

ns ,’ii‘”.‘:
{hall wee
j {fon 2

Ciro JPY )

out-firct

f | =
to th ‘Lowt: Io
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u my Lord,no other occafion.
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deale infily with me : iwm;,fﬂ-‘“ €3 nay fﬁi ake.

Guil. What fhould we fay o my Lord ?

Ham, Why any thing. But to mcpumrf 3 you were
fent for; and thercisa kinde confeffion in your loakes; |
which your modefties haue not craft enovgh to co-
lor, I know the good King & Queene haue fent fosyou,

[L’ajm To whwt end my l ord ?

Ham, ]hatyou muft teach me: bue ler mee coniure
you by the rights of our f"liowfh]p,by the confonancyof
eur youth,by the Obligation of our euer- prclcrued loue,
and by what more dcarc a Drttsrpropmcr could charge
you withall; be euen and diret withme, whether you
were {ent [or orno, <

Rofin. What fayyou ?

Ham. Nay then I haue an eye of you: if you loueme
hold not off.

Guil. My Lord, we wwere {ent for,

Ham. T will tell youwhy ; fo fhall my anticipation
preuent your difcouery of your fecricieto the King and
Quecne: moultno feather, I haue of late, bur wh erefore
I know no.,ﬂo(’t all my mirth, forgone all cuftomeof ex-
erc )‘F; and indeed :tbuc‘ {o heaven ly with my difpofiri-

that this geodly frame the Earth fecmes
l'” Pi 0‘3"1'-‘0“{ s thismoft excellent C anopy the Ayre,
look you,this braue ore-han ging this Maie(lical
frerte iwnh golden fire:
to mee, *‘v“na foule and dulr
pours, W hﬂ a piece of w:rl‘r 1S4

tome n{ir.r-

gt
| Roofe,
why 1t apoeares|

."4.;‘.; |

1d1

Realon? how infinite in fact liy ? in forme j
how "}r(ﬂc anri admirable?in Aétion, |

gd.‘ in apprehenfion, how like a God? the beaury
world, the Parragon of Animals 3 andyetr
this mrwe{fc.n: e of Duft?

BBy Womanneither; though by
to |

’ 1
Man delights nc

1" :(1,
Rsfine My Lord,
1

'\.L‘\\"L‘l.l'.?,

tnere was no

Why did you laugh,when 1 faid, Man delights
2
not me?
R ’" To thinke, my Lord,ifyou d: ann@f in Man,
what lbrn(m entertainment "“3 Players' (hall receive

from

you s wee coared themont and zn‘her are
they ¢ -ommin g to offer }'ou Ser

H. m.. He that playes the King fhall be welcome; his
Maicfty fhall haue Tribute of mee : the aduenturous
Knight fhal v{e his Foyle and Target : the Louer fhall
not iag} grati, the h"rrx Orous man {hzll end his ;/"l'( in
peace; t he Llowne’?*a}l make tho fe laugh whofe lungs
are tickled a'th” fere: andthe Lady fhall fay her minde
freely; or the blanke Verfe fhall halt for’c : what Players
are they ?

Refin. Euenthofeyou were wont to take delightin
the Tragediansofthe Ciry.

Ham. How chances it they tramile? their refi-
dence both in reputation and profit was better both
wayes,

Rofis. 1 thinketheir Inhibition comes by the meanes
of the late Innonation ? ‘

Ham. Doe they hiold the fame eflimation they did
whenIwasin theCity ? Are they fo follow'd ?

Rofin, Noindeed theyarenot.

Ham How comesit? doe they grow
Rofin. Nay, their indeauour k

he way,
vice,

P
"HVB

l"f,f'rl !1 {h wont f’l

’ Lml iu.c deare friends my thanks | pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, Es\ric‘

| are too deare Au'ltr'”‘ eny j were younot fent for? Isit | Yales, that crye out on the top of queftion 3 and j

t | . £ o0, [ ar e {

[your owne m.mmg? Is it a free vifitation ? Come, | are mofl tyrannically clap’t fort : thefe are n 'W‘”.[C '
i ’ fafhi-
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The Tragedie of Hamlet.

fafhion, and {o be-ratled the common Stages (fo they
call them) that many weating Rapiers, are affraide of
Goofe-quils,and dare fcarfe come thither.

Ham. Whatare they Children? Who maintains ’em?
How are they efcoted ? Will they purfue the Quality no
ior\fz,etchcn hey can ﬁng? Will ¢ 'w,} not { gy afterwards

if they fhould grow them{elues to common Players (as
itis like moft iftheir meanes arenoj bette -‘_w?ir Wii-
ters do them wrong, to make them exclaim againft their
owne Succeffion.

Rofin. Faith thereha’s bene much to doon beth fides:

and the Nation helds it no fin
trouerfie, Therewastoraw
ment,volelfe the Poer and ¢
the Queftion,

Ham, Is'tpoffible?

Guild. Ohthere ha’s beene much throwing about of
Braines.

Ham, Dothe Boyes carry it away ?

Rofin.] that they domy ) les & his load too.

Ham, Itisnot b
Deomarke, 2nd thofethat would make mowes at hin
while my Father liued; ;;Hsc twenty, forry, an hundred
Ducatesa peece, for his picture in Litdle. There is fome-
thing in this more then Natarall, if Philofophie could
finde it out,

.

, totarre themto Con-
¢, no T"}O" i a):d ‘-"(,f ﬂ\r(r?',-

,P]f"&yw went te »,ULIci in

= T
Lord,Heree

Flonrilk for the Players.

Guil. Thereare the Plavers.
Ham, G-"'v.:’ f are welcom to Elfonower: your
hands, come: T 1rtenance of Welcome, 1s Fafhioa

and Ccrmwtw. e comply with you i the Garbe,
Ieﬁ my extent to the Players(which Lcell youmuft (hew
fairely outward)! noula,noxmppcarehkc entertainment
|thenyours. Youare welcome : but my Vickle Father,
and Aunt Mot hru. edecein’d.

Guil. Inwhat my deere Lord ?

Ham. 1amburmad North Norch-Weft : when the
Winde is Southerly, I knov v a Hawkefrom a Hand(aw.
Euter Pola ""5.

Pol. Well be with you Gent tlemen.

Ham. Hearke you Guilden/ferne, and y0u too 1 at each
eare a hearer : that great Baby you {ee there, isnotyzt
out of his {wathing clot J‘s.

Rofin Hapml-rhe e fecond time cometo them: for
:hﬂyhy}m old man istwice a childe.

Ham. I willProphefie. Heecomesto tell me of the
Players. Mark it , you fay right Sir : for a Monday mor-
ning ’twas {o mdceu,

Pol, My Lord,I haue Newes to tell you.

Hams., f\ﬁy Lord,] haue Newesto tell you,

When Roffius an A&torin Romem——
Pol. The A&orsarecome hithermy Lord,
Hum. Buzze, buzze. 3
Vpon mine Honor,

Ham. Then caneach A&or on his Affe ——e
Polon. The belt Aétors in the world, either for Trage-

die, Comedie, Hiftorie,
Hiftoricall-Patorall -

Paftorall: Paftoricall-Comicall-
Tragicall-Hiflericall : Tragicall-

Comicall-Hiftoricall-P u)r?l Scene indivible, or Po-
em vnlimited. vam cannot beroe heauy, nor Plautus

toohgh for che law of W
the onely me

Bam, O [(plam Iudge of Ifrael,what a Treafure had’ft
th0u>

rit.and the LiBerty,T!xrfc are

What g Treafure had he,my Lord?
Ha:m Why one faire Daughter,and no niore

: tormine Vockle is King of

e 1 S e

/’r 6‘, ’

Thc which he loued pﬂ‘fmg well.
Pol. Stillonmy l):mghur
Ham. AmInotith’right old 7. P!a %2
Pelon. 1f you call me lephta my Lord, 1 haue ,1d:u:;rc‘,h~

ver that Tloue paffing well.

Ham, Nay thattoliowesnot.

Polen. What followesthen,my Lord?

Ha.Why, As by lot,God wot : and then you know It
came to pafle, asmo f‘LIlL”.‘nt v Thefirft rowe of
Pons Chanfor will fhew youmore. Forlooke where niy
Abridgements come. ;

Enter fonre *ffﬂe Flayers.
ome Ma hc.s welcome all.  Tam glad to fee
r‘s clcome good Friends, O my oldeF

valiant ﬁme I faw thee laft : Con & thou ro

beatd me in Dnnm’ilxc’ What, my yong L ady and M.

(tris? Byrlady your Ladifhip is necrer Heauen thien when

I{aw you laft, b V':hc ltitude ofaCh woppine. Pray God

your vont‘hhe peece of vncurrant Gold be not era c.< 'd
within the ri n!g M«H( rs,you are all welcome:wee’] e'ne

to’t likeFrench Fauleeners, Bicac any thing we {ce:wee’)

hase aSpeech (ira-g'r::. Come giue vs a tait of your qua-
lity : come.a paffionaze rcchh.

1.Play. Whar fpem"x my Lord?

Ham. 1heardthee {peak mea fpeech once but it was
neuer Acted s orifit was,not aboue once, for the Play
remember pleas’d not rhe Million, ‘twas Cariabie 0 the
Generzll : but it was (as Ireceiv’dit, and others, whofe
indgement in {uch macters, criedin che 'np of mi né) an
mu”duplﬂy well digefted inthe Sccenes,
withi as much modeflie,as cunning, I remember one faid,
there wasno Salletsin [lnc }mes, ro make the martter f{2-
uoury; nor nomatter in the phrafe, that miche indite the
Author of affe@ation,but cal'd it an honeft merhod .One
checfe Speechinit; Icheefelylow’d, twaseEneas Tale
to Dide, nndthcrenboutnht cfp"(!aw'r where he fpesks
ol P/’z.'ﬂ».r xln.omer. ,I;. it liue Jz)}(mz memory, b oin 2t
this Line, [etme fee let me {ce : The rugged Py,i-»,; like
th f-src::z,mLcoi Itisnotio: Mu,‘_-s with Pyrrbus
Therag t:cd Pyrrbaes, he whale Sable Armes
Blacke 25 hi purpofe, c‘MJ the night refemble
When he lay couched in the OQminens Horfe,

Hach now this dread and blacke Co wplexien {ear’d

With {-E”raldr)"norc difmall: Head to foote

Now is heto tzke Geulles, horrid ily Trick’d

With bloed of Fathers, Mml.cxs,Daug‘ ters,Sonnes,

Bak’d and impafted with the parching ftreets,

That lend a tyrannous,and damned lwht

Totheirvilde Mt irthers, roafted in+ "rd[h and fire,

And thus o’re-fized with coagulac( gore,

VVith eyes like Carbuncles, the hclh[h P_;r,r-,-f’_ms

Ol ;zandﬁxcPrz;xm‘E?kcse
Pol. Fore God,my Lord,well fpoken, withg

cent,and good dxie.rer-r

1 P/mr Anon he ﬁ-mca him,

Striking coo fhort at Greekes, Hisanticke S

Rebellious to his Atme, lycswn@u itfalles

Repugnant to command : vnequall match,

Py**iﬂ.w at Priam driues, in Rage firikes w=£c 3

But with the whiffe snd winde of his fell Sword,

Th’vonerued Father fals. Then fenfelefle 1llium,,

Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top

Stoopesto his Bace, and with a hideous crafh

Takes Prifoner Pyrrbus eare, Forloehis Sword

Which was declining on the Milkic head

Of Reuerend Préam , feemn’d 1’th’ Ayre to flicke s

rendad

oodac-

word,

So

-

{er dewne |

e
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With curbulent and dangerous Lunacy,

Rofin. He does confefle he feeles himfelfe diftradted,
But from what caufe he will by no meanes {peake.

G/, Nor do we finde him forward to be founded,
But with a crafty Madneffe keepes aloofe -

When we would bring him on to fome Confefflion
Of his true (tate.

Q#. Did he receise you well ?

Refir. Moftlike a Gentleman.

Grild. But with much forcing of his difpofition.

Rofin. Niggardof queltion, but of our demands
Moft free inhis reply.

Zu. Didyou aflay him to any patime??

Rofin. Madam,it {o fell out, thar certaine Players
We ore-wrounght onthe way : of thefe wetold bim,
And there did {eeme in him akinde ofioy
Toheare of it: They areabout the Court,

And (as I thinke) they haue already orde
This night to play before him,

Pol. ’Tis mofi true:

And he befeech’d me tointreate your Maiefties
Toheare,and (ee the matter.

King. With all my heart,and it doth much content me
To beare him fo inclin’d. Good Gentlemen,

Giue him a further edge, and driue his purpofe on
To thefe delights.

Kofin. We {hall my Lord.

King. Sweet Gertrsde leaue vstoo,
For we haue clofely fen: for Hamler hither,
That he, as twere by accident, may there
Affront Ophelia. Her Father.and my felfe(lawful efpials)
Willfo beftow our felues, thar feeing vnfeene
We may of their encounter frankely iudge,
And gather by him,as be is behaued,
1fcbe th’affliction of his loue,or ne.
That thus he {uffers for.

QOx, 11{hallobey you,
And tor your part Ophelia, T dowifh
That your good Beauties be the happy caufe
Of Hamlets wildene(le : {o (halll hope your Vertues
Will bring himto his wonted way againe,
Toboth your Honors.

Ophe. Madam,I wifh it may. .

Pol. Ophelia, walke you heere.Gracious {o pleafe ye
We will beftow our felues : Reade on this booke,

That thew of fuch an exercife may colour

Your lonelineffe, We are oft too blame in this,
"Tis too much prow’d, that with Deuotions vifage,
And pious A&ion, we do furge o’re

The divell himfelfe.

King, Oh’tistrue:

How {mart a lafh that fpeech doth giue my Confcience ?
The Harlots Cheeke beautied with plaiftring Art
Is notmere vgly to the ching thachelpesi,
Then is my deede, to my moft painted word.
Oh heauvie burthen!
Pol. 1hearehim comming,let’s withdraw my Lord.
Exennt,

Exennt,

Enter Hamlet,

Ham. Tobe,ornotto be, thatis the Queftion:
Whether tis Nobler in the minde to fuffer
The Slings and Arrowes of outragions Fortune,’
Or to take Armes againft a Sea of troubles,
And by oppoﬁng end them : to dye,to {leepe
No more; and by a fleepe, to fay we end
The Heart-ake, and the thoufand Naturall (hockes

That Flefh is heyre too? "Tis @confummation
Deuoutly tobe with’d. To.dyetofleepe,
To{leepe, perchance to Dreame 3 T, there’s the rub,
For in that{leepe of death, what dreames may come,
When we haue fbufflel’d off this mortall coile,
Muft give vs pawfe. There’s the refpe
That makes Calamity of o long life :
For who would beare che Whips and Seornes of time,
The Oppreflors wrong, the poore mans Contumely,
The pangs of difpriz’d Loue, the Lawes delay,
The infolence of Office,and the Spurnes )
That patient merit of the vnworthy rakes,
When he himfelfe mighe his Guserrs make
With a bare Bodkin ? Who would thefe Fardles beare
To gruntand fweat vnder a weary hife,
Burthat the dread of fomething after death,
The vadilcouered Countrey, from whofe Borne
No Traueller returnes, Puzels the will,
And makes vs rather beare tholeilles we haue,
Then flye to othiers that we knew not of, .
Thus Conlcience does make Cowards of vs all,
And thus the Native hew of Refolution
Is ficklied o’re, with the pale caft of Thoughe,
And enterprizes of great pith and moment,
With this regard their Currants turoe away,
And loofe the name of Aétion. Soft younow,
The faire Ophefia? Nimpb, in thy Orizons
Be all my finnes remembred,
Ophe. Good my Lord,
How does your Honor for this many a day?

Ham. 1humbly thanke you: well well,well.

Opbe. My Lord,I have Remembrances of yours,
That I'hauelonged long to re-deliuer.

I pray you now;recewue chem.

Ham, No,no, I neuer gaue you ovght.

Ophe. My honor'd Lord, I know right well you did,
And with them words of (o fweet breath compos'd,
As made thethings more rich, then perfume feft:
Take thele againe, for to the Noble minde
Rich gifts wax poore, when giuers proue vnkinde,
Theremy Lord.

Ham. Haha: Are you boncﬁi?

Opbe. My Lord,

Ham. Areyoufaire ?

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfhip ?

Ham. Thatif you be honeft and faire, your Honefly
fho.ld admit no difdour(e to your Beautie.

Ophe. Could Beautie my Lord, haue betier Comerce
then yeur Honeftie ? :

Ham, 1 trulie: for the power of Beautie, ‘will feoner
transforme Honeftie from what icis, to a Bawd, then the
force of Heneftie can tranflare Beautie into his likenefle,
This was fometime a Paradox, but now the time giues it
proofe. Ididloue you once.

Opbe. Indeed my Lord, you made me beleeve fo.

Ham. Youthould not have belceued me. For veirie
cannot {o innocculate our old fiocke, bur we fhail ellith
ofir. Ilouedyou not. el

Ophe. Iwas the more deceived,

Ham, Gettheetoa Nunnerie. Why would’t thoir
be a breeder of Sinners ? 1 am my felfe indifferent honeft,
bue yet I couldaccuf: me of fuch things,that it were bet-
ter my Mother hadnot borne me. lam very proiid;ive-
uengcfull, Ambitious, with more oﬂ:ﬁ'nces'at‘my becke;
then I haue thoughtstoput them it imagination, to giue
them fhape,or timeto a&te themin, What fhould fuch

Eei-
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The Trdgedie of Hamlet.

26

To fecd & cloath thee.Why (hold the poor be flaceer'd ?

No,let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe,

And crooke the pregnant Hmdgcs ofthe knee,

Where thrift may follow faining ? Doft thou hearc,

Since my deere Soule was Mitris of my choyle,

And could of men dlﬂmgmfh her eledtion

Hath feal’d thee for her telfe. Forthouhaft bene

As one in fuffering all, that fuffers nothing,

A manthat Fortunes b"ﬁfts ,and Rew arda

Hath “tane with equall Thankes, And bieftare thofe,

Whofe Bloodand iudgfeme'lt are fo well co-nnngled,

That they arenota Pipe for Fortunes fin ger,

To found what ftop fhe pleafe. Giue me thac man,

That is not Paffions Slaue, and [ will weare him

In my hearts Core: I,in my Heart of heare,

As I do thee. Sowcrh ing too much of this,

There is aPlay to night bimrc the King,

QOne Sceene ot it comes neerethe Circu mf‘ance
Which [ haue told thee,of my Fathers death,

I prythee, whenthou fee’ft that A&e a-foot,

Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule

Obferue mine Vnkle : Ifhis occulted guile,

Do notit felfe vokennell in one fpeech,

Itis a damned Ghoft that we haue fcenc: 3

| And my Imaginations are as foule

As Vulcans Scythc. Giue him necnf‘ull note,
For I mineeyes will riuet to his Face
And after we willboth our iudgements ioyne,
To cenfure of his {eeming. -

Hora. Well my Lord.
If he fteale ought che whil ﬁ this “x;y is Playing,
And fcape derc “tmg, I will pa) the Theft.

Enter King, Queene, Polsuins, Opbhelia, Rofincrance,
Grusldenflerne and orther Lords attendant with
bis Guard carrying Torches. Dansft
March. Sound a Flonrifb.

- Ham. They are comming tothe Play : I muft beidle,

|Getyouaplace.

Kixg, Hew fares our Cofin Hamslet ?

Ham, Excellent Ifaith, of the Camelions difh : Teate
the Ayre promife-cramm’d, you cannot feed Capons fo,

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

Hem. No,nor mine. Now my Lord ,you plaid once
i'th’ Vnmcr(‘:} you fay ?

Polon, ThatI didmy Lerd,and was accounted a good
A&or.

Ham. And what did ycu ena& ?

Pol, 1did enadt Zulins (efur, T was kill'd i'th’Capitol :
Bratus kill’d me,

Hams. It wasabruite part of him, to kill fo Capitall a
Calfethere. Be the Players ready 2

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

. Come hither my good Hamlet fit by me,

Ha. No goou Mothcr here’s Mu[l" more attradtive,

Pol. Ohho,do youmarl\e thar 2

Ham, Lﬁd;e sfhall T lye in your Lap

Opie. Nomy Lord.

Ham. Imeane,my Head vpon your Lap ?

Ophe. I my Lord.

Ham. Doyou thinke I meant C ountry matters ?

Ophe. 1thinke norhing my Lord.

Ham, That's afaire thought to ly becween Maids legs

Ophe. Whatismy Lord ¢

Ham. Nothing.

Opbe, You are merrie,my Lord?

Ham, Whol?

Ophe. 1my Lord.

Ham. Oh'God, your onely ligge-maker:what fhould
aman do; but be merrie, Porlookc you how cheerefil-
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within’s two
Houres,

Ophe. Nay, tis twice two moneths,my Lord,

H.zm So long? Nay then let the Divel weare Lladsc
for jle haue a fuite ofnable;, Oh Heauens! dye two md-,
netns ago, and not forgorten yer 2 Then there shope,
greatmans ."-iemonc,mﬂy out-liue hislifs halfea ayeare :
Bur byiladyhe muft builde Churches thedl’s ot elte thall
he {uffzr not thinki Ag on, with the H obv horfle, v.hoic
Epitaphis, For o, For o, the Hoby- -horfeds forogg.

Hoboyes play. The dianibe fbew cuers.

Euter & I\w& and ‘,iz:eem' very /M;rgf; s the O ueene er 5;4,
cing bim. She kieeles. ard m nakes fhew afProteﬁ ation zzm
bim. Hetakes ber up, and declines bis bead vpon ber yec!\
Layes bim downer Lpfm o Barke of Flowers. She feeing bz
a-[leepe, leantes bum. Anom comes in a Fellow, takes off-less
Crewne mj]cx it,and pewres poyfom in the Iuw'; eares, and
Exits, The Gueene retzivnes | findes the Rzrg c’md avd
msak® paflionate Altion. The Peyforcry with [ome twoor
three lutes comes in agame, [m, ing to lament with ber,

The Pm’fmm Wooes the

Queene with Gifts, [be feemes liath and vawilling awhile,
bui in the end .accepes bs fonte, : E'xmf—;,

The dead bady is carried away

Ople. Whatmeanes this, my Lord ?
Ham. Marry this is ’Vinlﬂw L/"uzl;cba that meancs
Mifcheefe,
Ophe. Belike this fhew imports the Argument of the
Piay ?
Ham, Wethallknow by thefe Fellowes: the Pl’a'yers
cannot keepe connfell, they™ tell all. 3
Ophe. Wwill they tell vs what this fhew meant? :
Ham. 1,01 any fhew that you'l fhew him. Bee ribt
youafham dto fhew, tiee’l not fhame to tell you whatie
meanes A
Opb.e. Youare naught,you are naught, Ile marke the
Play. 3 ‘
Enter Prologue,
For vs, and'for onr Tr/urcd ie,
Feere /}r ‘oping to your C Lo IHENCIE
e be cg ge your bear ing Patientlie,
Is this a Prologue, or the Po;ﬁc ofa Rmﬂ?
"Tis briete my Lord.
As Womaus loue,

Hams,
Ope.
hﬂf‘} »

Ewnter Ktﬂg and biz Queene.
King.Full thirtie times hach I’h:xabu~ Cart gon rount i
L\C].hu'xi& {falt Wath, and Tells Orbed ground ;
And thirtie dozen Monnca withborrowed fheene,
Abour the World baue times twelue thirties ‘)ccne,
Since lone our hearts, and P}mw did our hands
Vnite comuruall,in moft facred Bands.
Bap » So mmy:ourmrm s2y the Sunneand Moone
Make vs againe count o’re, ere loue be done,
hm: woe 1sme, \, ou are fo ficke of late,
So farre from cheere and from your forme Rate,
That I diftruft you: yettho unh Idiftroft,
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothmg muﬂ
For womens Feare and Loue, helds quantitie,
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Inneither ouo*xt or in extremity :

Now what my loue is,proofc hath m';(‘.f: you know,
my Loueis fiz’d, myF s {o,

And as 'VL“l fiz’d, my Fea

King. Faith I muftleaue thee Lmzﬁ-,snd (hortly too :
My operant Powers s.my Funé&ions leave to do:
And thou (halt liue in this faire world behinde,
{onour’ d, below'd, and haply,onc as kinde
For Husband thalt thou———
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{ much me thinkes,
fal peher word,
Kiaw & ard the r\,zgnmcnt) is there no Of-

jeft, po oyfoninicft, no Of-

&
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be ",ngmzﬂ of Hamlet.

3 fence'th’world, P sndn cools 2 hos. o

[ King. What do you cd il the Play ?

1 fmm. The ‘vh»t trap « Marry how? Tmr»ivra]]w

| This Play is the Image ofa murder done in¥ienna: Qo

| zagoisthe Dukesname, his wife T-‘:.r,\p,*_;.fﬂs : you {hall fee
anon : ’tisa kpavifh peece of worke ; Burwhat o’ thars

Y our Maieflie, an at haue ff-r-‘r ules, it rouches
vs not : lerthe ga}l d iade winch:our withe i‘:jﬁ ;;‘:;5“':*
Enter Lucianus .

This is one Lucianus nephew to the Kine,
Ophe. Youarea "ood Chorus smy liﬂ.;‘!
Ham. 1 couldi m*frput betweer ne you and your leue ;

if I chld fee the Puppets d ‘hy.nv

Oph iord you arekeen

} ene n
cene

Youare

na
e

| Iwzm. It would cofl youa groaning, ro take off my
cdge. :
| Ope. Still better and worle.
Hw‘m So you miflake Husbands.
rderer. Pm.j leaue thy

ecroal R a3
~.ud1.x.«l g 1iauen

uen ',”C.

L“c;v.-.

Sapty
Drucces fi

' m(r::y;

, elfe,no Creature fecing :

¢, of Midnight Weeds colle@ed
] \.‘)lsﬂ(?dg lj)
lire propertie,
immediztely,

3
11 4‘..\. “l‘QL

w1 in bis eares

Ham. He p n for's eftate: Hi‘
name’s Gonzago : the Story is extant and wric in c} hoyce
Iralian, You (hall fee

ca anon how the Murcherer gets the

love of Goaz
(ffu.. iﬂ(
Ham.
QOn.
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I hvler thia Bl en e erm oot
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The Hart vogalled play
E'(:r fome muft wate
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reftof

Feathers,if the

e with two Prouinciall
rac’d : R.“:.,E,:au inacrie
ilfea "l; ICs i
whole one I,
tknow: Oh Damoen deere,
difmaniled was of Joue him#lfe,
191¢es hcc:ca
A verie verie Pajacke.
Hera. Youmight haue Rim’d.
Hzm. Oh goo d Ioratio, e take the Ghofts word for
thoufand pound. Did'# perceiue ?
‘ Hera. Verie wellmy .L,o"d
Ham. Vponthe talke of the poyfoning?
Hora. 1 d:d verie well note him
Eunter Ro (incrance and Guildenfferne,
.? ?zm Ch,haz? Come fome ‘\'m{u'!:tk_-c.;r:cf?\cco:d-;rs:

Fori e King like notthe. Comsdie,
Wl] y :‘ \en br ike helikes it (.ot}h.ﬁ.n
{ Come fome Muficke.

i Grild Good my Lord ye
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TheTragedieof Hamlet. 2 (5 9 -

Ham. Sir,a whole Hiftory, you make of me : you would play gpen mee; s you would
Gwild, TheKing, fir. ¥ feeme to know my ftops : you would pluck out the heart
qu I ﬁ .rvbar. ofhim ? of my Mylteric ; you would found mee from my loweft
Guild, Isinhisretyrement, maruellous diftemper’d, Note,to the top of my Comp fTe: and thereis much Mu-
Ham, Wnn drinke Sir ¢ ﬁ;kc, excellent Voice, in thislittle Organe, yet cannot
G#ild. No my Lord,rather with choller. youmake it. Why do youthinke, that [ am cafier to bee
Ham. Your wifedome {hould fhew it felfe more ri- | plaid on,thena Pspc? Callme whac Infirument you will,

cher, to fignifie this to his Doctor: for for me to put him “hctlghyou can fret me, you cannot play vpon me, Gbd
to hn Purgation, would perhaps plundge him inzofarre | blefle you Sir.

more Choller. g Enter Polonins,
Guild. Good my Lord put your difcourfeinto fome
frame,and (tarc not fo wildely from my affayre. Polsz. My Lotd;the Queene would {peak with you,
Ham. 1am tame Sir,pronounce. and prefently.
Grild. The Queene your Mother, in moft great affli. Ham, Do you fee that Clowdathat's almoft in fhape
&ion of fpirit, hach fent me o you. like a Camell.
Ham. Youare weicome, Polon, By’tvMifle,and it’s like aCamell indeed
Guild, Nay, gcod my Locd, this courtefizisnot of | _ Humi Methinkes itis like 3 Weazell,
the nght breed, h it fhall p'cale you co make mea whol- Polowr, Trishack’d likea Weazell;
fome antwer, I will doe vour Mothers command’ment : Ham., Orlikea Whale ¢
if not, your parden, and my retarne {hall bee the end of Polen, Verie likea Whale, :
my Bafinefle. Ham, T'hen will I come to my Mother, byand by 2
Ham. Sir,T cannot. They foole me to the top of my bent,
Grild. What,my Lord? I will come by and by. .
H«: %, Make you a wholfome anfwere : my wits dif- Poloss. 1 will fay fo. Evite =
eas’d. Butfir,fuch anfwersas I cannake ugﬁ.d coma Hae, By and by, is eafily faid, E.cwc me Friends: 3
mJnd s Or :at\., J':;L: aay, my Mot .,e. KDCIAULC Nne more TIS riow [hc vene \,au(,imm timea on h r.,
but torthe matter. My Mather you fay. When Churchyards yawne,and nf’!l 5£'lfé breaths oue
Rofin, Then thus the {ayes ¢ your behauior hath firoke | Co nragion to this world, Now could 1 drink hot blood,
her inte amazement,and admiration, And do fuch bitter bufineffe as the day
Ham. Oh wonderfoll Sonne, chatc n {o altonitha | Voould quaketo looke on. Soft now,to my Mother :
Mother. Butis there no (equell at the heeles of this Mo= | “Oh Heart, loofe not thy Nature ; let not ever
thers admiration ¢ The Soule of N, ero, enter this fisme bofome 2
Rofin. She defires to {peake with you inher Cloffet, Letme be cruell, not vonarursll,
ere you go to bed. I will fpeake Dagncrs ro her, but vie none :
Ham, We fhall oacv,wc.c {he ten times our Mother. My T ongue and Soule in t]:.z be Hypocrites,
Haue you any further Trade with vs ? How in my words fomeuner fhe be ﬂvcm
Rofin. My Lord,you once didlone me, To giue them Seales, neuer my Soule confenr,
Ham. Scldo ftill, by thele pickers and tealers.
Rofin. Cood my Lord, whatis your ¢ caufe of diftein- Enter King,Rofincrance and Guildenfterne.
;‘fﬂr“ You do freely b.llifil e doore of your owne Libier- King, 1likebiw not, nor ftands it fafe with vs,
tie, ;.fymz d;ny your glccxea to your F:xc d. Tolet h s madnefle range. The refore prepare you,
Ham. Sic 1 lacke Aduvanceinent, ' | 1yosur Commiflion'w il forthwith difpatch,
Refin. How can thatbe,when you haue the voy/c eof | AndhetoEngland fhallalong w:myou.
the umo‘mm Ife, for ourSaC’ch on inDenmatke: ? The termes of our eftate, may not endure
Hﬁm. I, bue while the g rafie growes, the Provieibeis | Hazard fo dangclrous asdothi noumvﬁr(‘w
fomething mufly. Out of his Lunacies.
Enter one with a Recorder. &uild, Wewill our felaes pr@mdc :
OtheRacorder, Let me fee to withdraw with }'ourwhy Moft holieand R cligious feareitis
do you go about to recouer the winde of mee, asifyou | Tokeepethofe many many bodies fafe
. {would drive meintoa toy I ? That liveand feede vpon your Maiefiie.
Guild, O my Lord, if my Dutie be too bolld,my loue Rofiz, Thefingle
is too vnmannerly. And peculiar life is bound
Ham. 1do notwell ynderftand thar, Will you play With all the firength and Atmour of the minde,
vpon this Pipe? To keepe it felfe f om noyance : but much more, t
Guild, uiv Lord, I cannot. Tlmﬂpru vpﬂnwm(c!pnr*zupu;dsqnd refls i
FHam. Ip[‘“ you. he'liues of'm?r'y the ceale of Maiellie !
Guild, E"‘sc.mur me.] cannot, Diesnotalone; butlike a Gulfe doth draw
Ham. I dobefeech you. What's neereit, withic. Itisamaffie wheele
Gwild, 1know norouch ofit,my Lord. Fixt on the Somuet of the higheft Mount,

Ham, Tisas eafic as lying : goucrne thefe Ventiges | Tow shofe hug Spoakes, ten thouf and lefTer things

w“h\mm finger and thumbe, giue it breath withyour | Atemortiz d"n_{gdm}n d : which when it falles,

mouth, and it will difcousfe moft excellent Muficke. | Each {mall 2nncxment, pettie confequence
Look ce you, thefe are the flo ;;‘ Attends the boyi’crousﬂunh. Neuer alone
Guild, Butthele cannot 1 command to any vtterznce | Did the King fighe, but with a generall grone,
of hermony, I have not the cfu King, Arme you, I pray you 110 this 1pceu:e YVoyage;

Hans, VVnyma‘r you

, how voworthy a thing | For we will Fetcers put vponchis feare,
PP Which i
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W Fu"hncw gocs 3 too fr
Both.- We will hafte
Enter Polomizes .
Pol. My Lord,he’s going to his Mothers Clofiet:
Behinde the Arras lle conuey my felfe
To heare the Proceflfe, 1le '
And as you 131.*, and wifely was it {aid,
*Tis meete that fome more audience then'a Mother,
Since Natur e m: akes thizen partiall, fhould o’re-heare
The fpeechof vantage, ra..e}'o-;.n well iy Liege,
e call vpon you ere you go to bed, ,
nd tell you whaL 1 know.
g, Tha ﬂ s deere my Lord,
a-n‘-c, it fmels to heauen,
lleldeft curfe vpon’e,
A m‘mhué .n,.zti.cr Pray can ] not,
Thow 1 xnclu;ano“ be as ﬁ1 as will:

ce-footed.

Y Sa

I
At

1 ﬂ:tm! in pauiﬂ\, E
And bothneglect; ‘Vs.-"l’:;lt
EVW‘ thicker then it fe
Is ther o
To wafh it white as Snow ? Whereto ferues mercy,
But to confront the vifage of Offence ?
And what’s in Prayer, but this two-fold for
Tobefore-flalled ere we come to fall,
Or pardon’d being downe ? Then 1leldoke v Ps
M" faultis paft. But oh,what form e of Pray
Cm {ferne my turne? kormrw ol
That cannot be, fince
Ofthole effe@s for which I dic
My Crmmu, mine owne Ambition
i\ny or*'ocr‘*wo ] i

tbegin,

s cutfed hand
Brothers bleod,
:::(‘“Imﬂ‘]ﬂun ughinthe fweer Heauens

2o
if thi
fe with

h—-.-

ce,

1
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4C.lalg‘hJ m
And oft’cis feene, the wi
Buyes out theLaw ; L\utjri? not {o aboue

nees gi eby unnc\,

i pt ""f(’ it felfe

. there the Adtion
..uu we our {elues com
our faulrs

Thereis no fhoff
In hu [IUQL I\.u.‘

Euen to the tcetnand forehead of« x
To giuein enidence, What then 2 V Jq at refis?
Try vvh‘t ;.\C’twni'”’ls‘.'c can. What it not?

Yet what can it,when one car 1not 3
Oh wretched ftate ! Oh bofom
Oh limed {oule, tha
gag’d: K I}>C;.
Bow (tubboernek
Be foft as

All ma

oy £

[)\. Iree,
Is, make affay :
nees,and heart with ftrings of S

rne Babe,

ﬂws_‘"‘

A v van i
ALt MmOore

as finewes of the new-bo
L

y oc

well,

SIS
Enter Hamlet,

it p;z: now hieis praying,
llcmcn

cann J

ryand for Lh:;t

Villaine fend

11“” A0t uauennr

: 2
L}lo wne,as frefh as May,
diz fands,who knowes,faue Heanen:
ance and courfeof thoughe

ndam I then r-sumg’u:l,
rging of his Soule

isfir and {eafon'd for his p3 laf’e ? No.

Vp sword,and know theou a more horrid hent

warrant {he#’] tax him home,

teele,

3
|
Exeunt Gent, [
!

|
|
|
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The ‘ngwf’ of Hamlet.

When

S e S

1
hei

s drunke a ﬂecpe o;m%wﬁam‘

Orinth mccr{uow pleature ofhis bed

At gaming, {wearing,orabount ‘cmc acte

That ha’s o rellifh of Sal uationin’, |

Then trip him, thathis heeles may kicke at H cauen, |

And that his Soule may be as damn’d aud bla acke :

As Hell, whereto it goes. My ‘Womerﬂ ayes ?

This Pt yﬁ ke but prolongs thy fickly d ves. Exit, |
King. My words flye vp,my ‘.v.mugh::r remain below,

Words without thoughts, neuer to Heauen go. Exit. i

Enter Ducene and Polonizes. {

Pol.” He will come firaight : !

Ln(\"'f’yo! lay home to i)im,b

Tell him his prankes haue been too broad to beare with
And thatyour Grace hath {cree’nd,and floode betweene
Much heate,an
Pray you be round with him

XA

Wi

Youarethe Que ene, your Husbands Broth ers wife,
But would you werenot fo. You are my Mother.

Lw

You f'o nott
\RyTI"r"i{"" um "‘/ icer }'C it u,]\){

H

Askill a King, and marrie wichhis Brother.

Thou wretched, mﬁh, intrading foole farewell,

I tookethee Fm thy Betters, tﬂu thy Fortune,
Thoufind’(ttobe too .wm,;s fome danger.

Leaue wringing of your hands , peace, fit you dovmv"
And ler me wring your hearr, fﬂr fo1fhall

If

If
That it is proofe and bulwarke againft Seafe.

In noife fo rude again{t me?

Cals Verwe Hypocrite, takes offthe Rofe
Fr
And makes a blifter there, Makez marriage OWes
As falfe

3

dhim. Ilefilence me e’'ene heere:
Mother,mother, mother,
Ile warrant you,feare me not.
ithdraw, I heare him comming,

Enter Hamlet.,
oW Mﬁ ier,what’s the matter?
hou haftt hy Father much offended,
Ham. Mother,youhau rmv Father much offended.
Zn. Come,come, you anfwer with anidle tongue.
FHam. Ga,gu,ya.z queflion with an idletongde.
{5_‘{.:3. W hy how now Bamlet ?
Hasmm. Whatsthe matternow ?
Hu, Haue you forgotme?
H.m:', No by the Rood ;notfo:

o
Ham.within.

Ox.

Ham. N

(i J,. ,.-"/ amlet,

Ou, N ay,then Jle{ ’Mh{,. eto you tha at can fpeake.

Ham, Come,come,and fityou downe,you fhall not
oud; ge:

] |I{Ltymi vp a glafle,
partof you?

wou wilt tot murther me?

at wile thoudo? th

hoa.

Ox. Wi
‘;‘.':P’L;)f._f,.;.h
Pel. Wh
Mam. BHow now,a Rar;
Pvel. OhTIam{lane.
Owx. Ohme,what haft thou done ?

12t he u.hrv'w hmp mlpc,
imdmx a Ducate,dead.

Killes Polon jus.

Ly
1

Haem. N ay I know not, is it the King?
}iu. Oh what arafh anﬁ bloody deedis this?
Hom. A .nlc.-ody deed,almoft as bad good Mother

On, AskillaKing?
114?/71 1 EQQ

, TWas my w rord,

it be made of penetrable fuffe;
damned Cuftome haue not braz’d it fo
125

Qs W hat haue I done, th}[ thou dar’ft wag thy ton

Ham. Suchan A&
That blurres the grace and bluth of Modeftie,

om the faire ﬁ'areh-,,ad of an innocent love,

eas Dicers Oathes. Oh fucha deed,
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The Tragedse of Hamlet. 2%

As from the body of Contraction pluckes [ Speake to her Hamlet.
The very foule, 2nd (weete Religion makes Hzm. How isitwith you Lady ?
Arapfidie of words. Heauens face doth glow, Zr, Alas,how is’t wich you 2
Yea this folidity and compound maflz, Thatyou bend your eye on vacancie,
With erifttull vifage as againtt the doeme, And with their corporall ayre do held difcourfe.
Is thoughe-ficke atthe act. Forthatyour eyes, your fparits wildely pecpe,

Qu. Ayeme ; whatact, that roares fo lowd, & thun- | And asthe {leeping Soldionrs in th’Alarne,
ders in the [ndex. Yourbedded haire, like life in cxerements,

Han. Looke heere ypon this Pi&urs,and onthis, Start vp, and fland an end, Oh gentle Sonne,
The counterfer prefentment of two Brothers : Vpon theheate and flame of thy diftemper
See whar a grace was fcatzd on his Brow, Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do you looke ?
Hyperions cucles, the front of Toue himfelfe, Ham, Onhim,on bim : look youhow pale tie glares,
Aneyelike Mars, to threaten or command His forme 2nd caufe conioyn’d, preaching to flones,
A Station, like the Herald Mercurie Would makethem capeable. Donot locke vpon me,
New lighted ena heaven-kiffing hull : Lealt withthis pitzeous aétion you conuere:

My fterne effects = then what [ haue o do,
Wil wans true colour ; teares perchance fosblood;
cake this?

Q. Towhodo youf

A Combination, and a forme indeed,

Where euery God did feems
To giuethe world affurance of a man.
This was your Husband.Locke younow what followes.
Heere is your Husband, like aMildew'd care
Blafting his wholfom bresth 70
Could you on this faire Mou
And batten on this Moore §
You cannoccall it Loue s F
The ht’.y-day inthe D
And waites vpon the Iud;

<
D

Ham. Do you {ee nothing there?

Q#. Nothingacall, yeralithatis I (ee.

Ham. Nor did younethiag heare ?

Q#. No,nothing but our [elues.

Ham Why look you there: looke how it feals away:

1

My Father in his habite, as he fiued,

Locke where he goes enen now suc at the Perrall, Exie.
#, This is the very coynage of your Braine,

was’t, This bodileffe Creation extafie is very cunning ia,

out at hoodman-blinde 2 Ham. Exafie? ; 3

s
g w
— e .

O Shame | where is thy Blufh 2 Rebellions Hell, My Pulfe as yours doth temperately keeperime,
If thou can{t mutine in 2 Matrons bones, And makes as healchfull Muficke, 1t isfor madneffe
To flaming youth, lec Vertue be as waxe, Thae 1 haue vitered ; bying me to the Feft
And melt in her owne fire, Preclaime no fhame, And I themateer will re-word . which madneffe
When the compulfiue Ardure giues the charge, Would gamboll from. Mother,for love of Grace,
Sinee Froft it {elfe, Aiuely doth burne, Lay notr a flateering Vinétion to your foyle,
AsReafon panders That notyour trefpafle, but my madneffe fpeakes:
Lu. O Hamler, {peake no more, It will bat skinand fiime the Vicereus place,
Thou turn’(t minzeyesinto my very foule, Whilft ranke Cerruption mining all within,
And there I fee fuch blacke and grained (pots, Infells vnfeene. Contefle your felfe te Heauen,
As will not leaue their T &, Repent what's paft, avoyd what is to come,
Ham. Nay,but toliue And donot fpred the Compolt or the Weedes,
In the ranke fwgat of an cofeamed bed, Tomakerhemranke, Forgiue methis my Verrue,
Stew'd in Corruption; hoaying and making lone For in the fatnefle of this purfie times,
Ouer the nafly Stye, Vertue it felfe, of Vice muft pardon begge,
Zu. Oh fpeake tome,no more, Yeacourb,and woe, for leave to do hu.‘:guodﬂ
Thele words like Daggers enter inmine eares, Du, Ch Hamlet,
No more fweet Elamler. Thoa hatt ckeft my heart in twaina,
Ham. A Murderer,and a Villaine: Ham. Oihrow away the worfer pait of it;
A Slaue, tha is not twentieth pace the tyche Aud liae the purer with the other halte.
()f:your precedent Lord. A vice of Kings, Good mghe, but go not to mine Vokles bed,
A Cutpurfe of the Emipire and the Rule, Alfume a Vertue, if you hade it not, refi4ine to niche
st S it ik ; : o'ts
That from a {helfe the precious Diadem fole, And that (halllend a kinde of edfineffe
And put it io his Pocket, ‘ Tothe nexcabfinence. Once mose goodnighr,
Yu. Nomore, And when youare defirotsto be bleLﬁ,;
Enter Chof. Ile blefling begge of you. For this fame Lord,
Ham., A King of fbreds and patches, 1 do rep=nt: but heauen hath pleas’d it fo,
Saueme s and houer o’re me wich your wings Topunifh mewich chis, and chis with me;
You heauenly Guards.What would you gracious figure? | Thac I muft be their Scourge and Minifter:
LQz. Alashe’s mad, I will beftow him, and will anfwer well
Ham. Do younot come your tardy Sonne to chide, The death [ gaue him : {o againe,good night;
Thatlaps’cin Time and Paffion, lecs go by I muft be cruell, onely o be kinde ;
TRimpartant a&ting of your dread cormmand ? Oh fay. Thus bad begins, and worfe remaines behinde.
Ghoff. Donot forgers this Vifitation Qu. Whae fhall [ do ?
Isbur o wher thy alawoft blunred purpofe. Ham. Not this by no meanes that I bid voudes :
Butlooke, Amazement on thy Mother fits 3 Let the blunt King tempr you againe to Eraf:ﬁ:/,
O ftep becweene her, and her fighting Soule, Pinch Wancon on your cheeke, cal you his Mcuu‘.,
Conceit in weakeft bodies, firongeft workes. And let him for a paire of reechie kiffes;

o
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Or padling in your necke with his damo’d Fingers,
Make you to rauell all this master out,
That I effeatially am not in madnefle,
But made in craft. *Twere good you let him know,
For who that's buta Queenc, faire, fober, wife,
Would from aPaddocke, from a Bat,a Gibbe,
Such deers concernings hide, Who would do fo,
Noin defpight of Senfe and Secrecie,
Vnpcgge the Basket onthe houfes top =
Leccthe Birds flye, and like the famous Ape
To try Conclufions in the Basket, creepe
Andbreake your owne recke downe.
Du. Be thou affur’d, if words be made of breath,
And breath oflife : 1 haue no life to breath
What thou haft faide to me.
Ham. I muft to England. you know that ?
Q. " Alacke I had forgot :"Tisfo concluded on.
Ham. Thisman {hall fer me packing :
Tle lugge the Guts into the Neighbor roome,
Mother goodnight. Indeede this Counfellor
Is now moft fill, moft (ecret, and moft graue,
Who was ia life, a foolifh prating Knaue,
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you.
Good night Mother,
Exit Hamlet tugging in Polwnins.
Eunter King.
King. There’s matters in thefe fighes.
Thefe profound heaues
Y ou muft cranflate 3 Tis fic we vadertand them,
Where is your Sonne ?
Yu. Ahmy good Lord, what haue I feene to night?
King. What Gertrade? How do’s Hamlet ?
Yu. Mad as the Seas,and winde,when both contend
Whichis the Mightier 1n his lawlefle fic
Behinde the Arras;hearing fomething flirre,
He whips his Rapier out, and cries a Rat, aRat,
And in his brainifh apprehenfion killes
The vnfeene good old man,
King. Onheauydeed:
Tt had bia fo with vs had we beene there:
His Liberty is full of threatsto all,
To you your {elfe, to vs, to cuery one.
Alashow fhall'thisbloody decde be anfwered ?
1t will be laide to vs, whofe prouidence
Should haue kept fhort, refirain’d,and out of haunt,
This mad yong man. But {o much was our loue,
We would not vnderftand what was moft fie,
'But like the Owner of a foule difeafe,
To keepe it from divulging, let’s it feede
Euen on the pith of life. Where is he gone?
0u. Todraw apartthe body he hach kild,
O're whom his very madneflz like fome Oare
Among a Minerall of Mettelsbafe
Shewes 1c {elfe pure. He weepes for whatis done.
King. Oh Certrude, come away ¢
The Sunno fooner fhall the Mountaines touch,
Bt we will fhip him hence, and this vilde deed,
We muft with all our Maiefty and Skill
Both countenance,and excufe. Ewuter Rof.cd Gwild.,
Ho Guildesftern :
. Friendsboth go jayne you with fome furcher ayde:
Hamler in macnefle hath Polowiys {laine,
And from his Mother Cloflets bath he drag’d him.
Go leeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the hody
Into the Chappell. Iprayyouhaftinchis,  Exis
some Gertriede,wee’l call vp our wifeft friends,
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Tolet them know both what we means to do
And what’s yntimely done. Oh comeaway,
My foule is full of difcord and difmay,

Enter Hamles,

Ham. Safely ffowed.

Gentlemen within. Hamlet,Lord Hamles.

Ham, Whatnoife? Who cals on Humlet?

Ohheere they come. Enter Rof and Guildsnferne.
Ro.What haue you done my Lord with the dead body:

Ham. Compounded it with dutt,whesero “tis Kinne.

Rofin. Tell vs where'tis, that we may take it thence,
And beare it to the Chappell.

Ham. Do not belecue it.

Refin. Beleeue what ?

Ham. That I cankeepe your counfell, and not mine
owne, Befides, to be demanded of a Spundge, what re-
plication fhould be made by the Sonne of a King,

Rofin. Takeyoume fora Spundge, my Lord?

Ham. 1 fir,that fokes vp the Kings Countenance, his
Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Cfficers do the King
beft feruice inthe end. Hekeepes them like an Apein
the corner of his jaw, firft mou h'd to be laft fallowed,
when he needes what you haue glean’dy, itis b fquee-
zing you,and Spundge you fhall be dry againe.

Refin. 1vnderfland you notmy Lord,

Ham. 1amgladofic : a knauith fpeech fleepes in a
foolifh eare.

Refis, My Lord, you muft tell vs where the body s,
and go with vs tothe King.

Ham. The body is with the King,butthe King is not
with the body. TheKing,is athing

Guild, A ching my Lord ?

Ham. Ofnothing : bring me to him, hide Fox,1nd all
after. Exennt

?

Fxennt.

Enter King.

King. Thaue fent to fecke him, andto find che bodie :
How dangerous is it that this man goes locfe
Yetmuft nor we put che firong Law on him
Hee’s loued of the diftraéted multitude,

Who like notin their indgeinent, but their eyes:
And where *as fo, th’Offenders fcourgeisweigh’d
But neerer the offence :to beare all imooch,and euen,
This fodaine fending him away, muft fecme
Deliberate paufe, difeafes defperare growne,

By defperate appliance are relceued,

Ornotac:ll. Enier Rofincrane.

How now? What hath befalne ?

Rofin. Where the dead body is beftow’d my Lord,
We cannot get from him.

King. But whereishe?

Rofin. Without my Lord,guarded to know your
pleaiure,

King. Bring him beforevs,

Rofin. Hoa,Guildenfferne? Bring in my Lord,

Enter Hamlet and Guildenfferne.

King. Now Hamletwhere's Polonisns? ,

Ham. AtSupper,

King, At Supper? Where? ‘

Ham Not where he eats,but where he is eaten, a cer. |
taine conuocation of wormes are ¢’ne at him, Y our worm
is your onely Emperor for diet. We facall creatures elfe
to fat vs,and we fac our felfe for Magors. Your fat King,
and your leane Beggeris buc variable feruice to difhes, |
but to one Table thar’s the end.

King. What doft thoumeane by this?

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

King. Whereis Polonius.

Ham. Inheauen, fendthither to fee, Ifyour Meffen-
ger findehimnot there, (eekehim i'th other place your R
{elfe : butindeed, if you finde himnot this moneth, you
(hall nofe himas you go vp the ftairesinto the Lobby.

King. Go f{ecke him there,

Ham., He will Ray till ye come.

K. Hamlet this deed of thine for thine efpecial fafery
Which we do tender, as we deerely grecue
For that which thou halt done, mufi fend thee hence
With fierie Quickneffe. Therefore prepare thy teife,
The Barke is readie, and the winde at helpe,
Th'Aflociates tend;and eucry thing ac ben
For England,

Ham. ForEngland ?

King. 1 Hamlet.

Harm, Goed,

King. Soisit,if thon knew't our purpofes.

Hams. 1{ecaCherubethatfee’s him: but come, for
England.. Farewell deere Mother,

King. Thy loning Father Hamler.

Hamlet. My Mother : Fatherand Mother is man and
wife ; man & wife is one flefh, and fo my mother.Come,
for England. Exit

King. Follow him at feote,

Tempt him with fpeed aboord :

Delay it not, Ile haue him hence to night.
Away,for euery thing is Seal’d and done

That elfe Jeanes on ch®Affaire, pray you make haft.
And England,if my loue thouholdft atoughe,
Asmy grear power thereof may giue thee fenfe,
Since yer thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red

After the Danifh Sword, and thy frec awe

LAl

Our Soueraigne Procefle, which imports at
By Letters coniuring tothat effe&t

The prelent death of Hamla. DoitEngland,

For like the Heéticke in my blood he rages,

And thou muft cure me: Till I know *is done,

How ere my happes, my ioyes were nere begun.  Ewit

Enter Fortinbras with an Avmie.

For. Go Capraine, fromme grect the Danifh Xing,
Tell him that by his licenfe, Foresnbras
Claimes the conueyance of a promis’d March
Ouerhis Kingdome, Youknow theRendeuous :

If that his Maiefty would ought with vs,
We fhall exprefle our dutic in his eye,
And let him know fo.
Cep. Iwilldoo’r,my Lord.
For. Go fafelyon. Exp,
Enter Qucene and Heratie,

Zu. Twillnot fpeake withher,

Hor. She is impertunate; indced diftradt, her moode
will needs be pittied.

Fu. What would (he haue?

Hor, Shefpeakesmuch ofher Father; faies the heares
There’strickes i'th’world, and hems,and beats her heart,
Spurnes enuioufly at Strawes, fpeakesthingsindoubt,
That carry but halfe fenfe: Her fpeech is nothing, ..
Yet the vathaped vie of it doth moue
| The hearers to Colletion s they aymie at it,
| And botch the words vp fitto their owne thoughts,i
; Which as her winkes,and neds,and geftures yeeldrhem,

Indeed would make one thinke there would be thoys
Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily.

Qu. "Twere good flic were {poken with,
For fhe may tirew dangerous conicétures
Inill breeding minds. Lether comein.

To my ficke foule(as finnes trie Nature is)
Each toy feemes Prologue, to fome great amifle,
So full of Artlefle iealoufie s guilr,
It ipill’s it felfe, in fearing to be fpilt.
Enter Opheliadiffraited,

Ophe, Where s the beauteous Maiefty of Denmark,

Lu. How now Ophelia?

Opbe. How [bonld I yonr true lone know from another one?
By bis Cockle bat and ffaffe,and his Sandal roone.

" Qu. Alasfweer Lady: what imports this Song?

Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you marke,

He is dead and gone Lady be 15 dead and gone,
At bis kead a graffe-greese Turfe, at bis beeles a ffone,
Enter Kinp.

Qu. Nay but Ophelra.

Opbe. Pray youmarke.

White bis Shrow'd as the C Ionntaine Snaw,

Qu. Alas Jlooke heere my Lord. ‘

Oplbe. Lardedwith fiveet flowers -

Which bewept to the grase did not go,
B ith true-lone howres,

Kizg, How doye,pretty Lady ?

Opbe. Well,Goddil'dyou. They fay the Owle was

aBakers daughter, Lord, wee know what we are, but

know not what vie may be. God be at your Table.
Kiwng, Conceit vpon her Father,

Opke. Pray youlet’s haue no words of this; but when

they aske you whart it meanes,fay you this ;
Tomorrow ss S.Valentines day,all ix the miorning betime,
Aud I a Maid at your Windaw, to be your Valentive.
Thenvp berofe.c don'dbis clothes, & dupt the chaniber dare,
Let in the Masd, that ont & CMaid mener departed moare.

Kiug. Pretvy Opbelia,

Ophe.Indeed la? witheus an cath Ile make an end one,

By gss and by S. (harity,
Alscke,and fie for hame :

Yong men wil doo't,if they comse too’t,
By Cocke they are too blame.

Lnoth [be befere you tumbled me,
You promsis’d me to Wed ;

Sowosld Iha done by youder Swane,
Aud thos badj? nat come tomy bed.

King. How long hath {he bin chis?

Opfe. Thopeall willbe well. We muft beé patient,
but I cannot choofe 'but weepe, tothinke they fhould
lay bim i'th’cold ground : My brother fhall knowe of it,
1 {o Tehanke you for your good counfell, Come, my
Coach : Goodnight Ladies :Goodnight fweec Ladies
Goodnight,goodnight. Exit,

King, Follow her ¢lofe,

Giue her good warch 1 pray you:
Oh this is the poyfon of deepe greefe, it {prings
#ill from her Fathere deach. Ol Gerrrads, Gererude,
When {orrowes comes, they couie not fingle {pies,
Bativ Batealiaes. Firft,her Father {laing,
Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violent Authog
Of his owne inft remoue : the people muddied,
Thicke and vnwholfome in their thoughis,and whifper‘i
Foreood Polenizs death ; and we haue done bus grecnly
In hugger muggertointerre him, Poore Opkelia
Diunided from her {elfe, and her faire Iudgement,
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Without the which we are Pi&tures,or meere Beafls,
Laft, and as much containing as all thefe,:

Her Brother is in {ecret come froin France,

Keepes on his wonder, keepes himfelfe in clouds,
And wantsnot Buzzers to infet his care

With peflilent Speeches of his Fathers death,

Where inneceffitie of matter Beggard,

Will nothing fticke our perfons to Arraigne

In eare and eare. O my deere Gertrude, this,

Like to a murdering Peccein many places,

Giues me fuperfluous death, A Noife within,

Enter a Me([enger,
9u. Alacke,whatnoyfe is this?
King. Where are my Switzers ?
Letthem guard the doore. What is the matter ?
Me[. Saueyour {elfe, my Lord.
The Ocean (ouer-peering of his Lift)
Eates not the Flacs with more impittious hafte
Then young Laertes,in a Riotous head,
Ore-beares your Officers, therabble call him Lord,
And as the world were now but to begin,
Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne,
The Ratifiers and props of euery word,
They cry choofe we ? Laertes (hall be King,
Caps, bands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds,
Laertes (hall be King, Laertes Kin g.
Zn. How cheerefully on the falfe Traile they cry,
Oh this is Counter you falfe Danifh Dogges,
Noifewithin,  Enter Lacrtes.
Kirg, The doores are broke.

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

Al. No,let’s come in.

Laer. Iprayyougineme leaue.

edl. Wewill, we will,

Laer. Ithankeyou: Keepe the doore,:
Oh thouvilde King, give me my Father.

Q#. Calmely good Laertes,

Laer. Thatdrop of blaod, that calmes
Proclaimesme Baftard :
Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot
Euen heere betweene the chafle ynfmirched brow
Of my true Mother:

King, Whatisthe caufe Laerres,
That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like?
Let him go Gertrude : Do not feare our perfon:
There’s fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King,
That Treafon can but peepe to what it would,
Adks little of his will. Tell me Laerees,

{ Why thou art thus Incenft ? Lec him go Gertruds,

Speake man,

Laer. Where’smy Father @

King. Dead. :

9%, Butnot by him. :

King, Lethim demand hisfill.

Laer. How come hedead? Ilenot be Tuggel’d with.
Tohell Allegeance : Vowres,to the blackeft diuel]
Conlcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit,

I dare Damnation : to this point I ftand,
That both'the worlds I giue to negligence,
Let come whart comes : onely Ile be reueng’d
Moft throughly for my Father,

King, Who fhall Ray you?

Laer, My Will, not all the world,

Andfor my meanes,Ile husband them fo well,
They fhall go farre with little.

(]
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King., Good Laertes:
Ifyou defire to know the certaintie
Of your deere Fachers death, if writ in your reuenge,
That Soop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe,

Wi nner and Loofer,

Laer. None but his Enemies.

King. Will youknow them then,

La. Tohis good Friends, thus wide Ile opemy Armes :
And like the kinde LiFe-rcnd'ringPoh:ician,
Repalt them with my blood,
King. Why now you fpeake
Like 2 good Childe, and a true Gentleman.
That Tam guiltlefle of your Fathers death,)
And ammoft {enfiblein greefe forir,
Itfhallas leuell to your Indgement pierce
As day do’s to your eye.
A noife within. Let ber come i,
Eunter 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 eye.

By Heaven,thy madnefle fhall be payed by waight,
Till our Scale curnes the beame, Oh Rofe of May,
Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, fweet Opbelia :
Oh Heauens, is’t poffible,a yong Maids wits,
Should be as mortall as an old mans lifep
Nature is fine in Loue,and where tis fine,
It fends fome precious inftance of it felfe
Afcerthe thing it loues,
Ophe. They bore him bare fac’don the Beer,
Hey non wony niony hey nony
And on his grase raines many ateare,
Fareyonwell my Done.

Lacr. Had't thou thy wits, and did'ft perfwade Re-
uenge,it could not moue thus,

Opke. Youmuft fing downe a-downe, and you call
him a~downe-a. Oh, how the wheelebecomes it? Itis
the falfe Steward that flole his mafters daughter,

Laer. Thisnothings more then matter.

Opbe. There’s Rofemary, that’s for Remembraunce.
Pray loue remember: and there is Paconcies , that’s for
Thoughts,

Lacr. A document inmadnefle, thoughts & remem-
brance fitted,

Ophe.There's Fennell foryou, and Columbines: ther’s
Rew for you, and heere’s fome forme. Wee may call it
Herbe-Grace a Sundaies : Oh youmuft weare your Rew
with a difference. There’s aDayfie, I would giue you
fome Violets, but they wither'd all when my Father dy-
ed : They fay, he madea goodend 5

For bonny [weet Robis is all my foy.

Laer. Thought,and Afflli&ion, Paffion, Hell it felfe ;

She turnesto Fauour, and to prettineffe.
Ophe. Andwill be not comse againe,

vAnd will be viot come againe :

No,no,be is dead, go to thy Death-bed,

He neuer wil come againe,

His Beard as white as Snow,

AUl Flaxenwas bis Pole :

He 15 gone,he is gone andwe caft away mone,

Gramercy en hes Seule,
And,of all Chriftian Soules, I pray God.,
Godbuyye.

Laer. Doyou feethis,you Gods?

King. Laerses,] muft common with your greefe,
Oryou deny me right: go but spart,

Exennt Ophelia

Make
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Make choice of whom your wifeft Friends you will,
And they {hall heare and iudge cwixe you and me;
Ifby dire& or by Colaterall hand
They finde vs touch’d, we will our Kingdome giue,
Our Crowne, our Life,and all that we call Qurs
To youin fatisfaltion. Butifnor,
Be you content to lend your patience to vs,
And we (hallioyntly labour with your foule
To giue it due content,

Laer, Letthisbefo:
His meanes of death, his ob{cure buriall s
No Trophe¢,Sword,nor Hatchment o're his bones,
No Noblerite, not formall oftentation,
Cry to be heard, as twere from Heauen to Earth,
That [ muft call in que@tion.

King. Soyou fhall:
And whereth'offence is, let the grear Axe fall,
I pray you go with me, Exeunt
Enter Horatio with an Attendant.

Hora, What arethey that would fpeake with me ?
Ser. Saylors [ir, they fay they haue Letcers for you,
Hor. Letthem comein,
Idonot know from what part of the world
I fhouldbe greeted, ifnot from Lord Hamler.
Enter Saylor,

S#y. God blefle you Sir.

Hor. Lethim bleffe thee too.

Say. Heefhall Sir, and’t pleafe him. There’sa Letter
foryou Sir: It comes from th’ Ambaffadours thatwas
bound for England, if your name be Horario, asI am let
to know it is. :

Readsthe Letter.
Oratio, When thou[balt basue oncrlook’d this, gine thefe
Fellowes fome meanes tothe King: They hane Letters
for bim. Ereweweretwo dayes old at Sea, & Pyrate of wery
Warlicke appointment ganevs C bace. F ind:ug onr [elsies too
flow of Sasle, we put ena campe/[ed Valonr, Inthe Grapple, I
boorded them : On the inffant they got cleare of our Shippe, fo
1 alone becametheir Prifoner. They hasne dealt with mee, like
Theenes of Mercy , but they knew what they did. I ams todoe
agood twrnefor thems. Let the King banc the Letters I bane
Jentyandrepaire thou tome with as much baft as thou wonldsf?
fedeash. I banewords to [peake in your eare, will make thee
dembe, yet are they mmuch too light for the bore of the Marter,
Thefe good Fellowes will bring thee where I am. Rofincrance
and Guildenfterne, bold their conr(e for England. Of them
1 hane much to tell thee, Earewell.
He that thos knowef? thine,
Hamler,
Come, T will giue you way for thefe your Letters,
Aud do’tthe {peedier, that you may direétme
Tohign from whom you brought them, Exit.
Enter King and Laertes,

King.Now muft your confcience my acquittance feal,
And you muft put me in your heart for Friend,
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing eare,
That he which hath your Noble Father {laine,
Puarf{ued my life.

Eqer. Tuvwell appeares. Buttell me,
Why you proceeded not againft thefe feates,
So crimefull,and fo Capirall in Nature,
As by your Safety, Wifedome,all things clfe,

Youmainly were ftirt’d vp?

King. O for two fpeciall Reafons,

Which may to you (perhaps) feeme much vnfinnowed,
And yet to me they are ftrong. The Queen his Mother,
Liues almoft by his lookes : and for my felfe,
My Vertue or myPlague, beiteither which,
She’s fo coniunéiue to my life and foule; ,
That as the Starre moues not buc in his Sp here,
Icould not butby her. The other Motiue,
Why to 2 publike count I might not go,
Is the great love the generall gender beare him,
Whe dipping all his Faults in their affe@ion,
Would likethe Spring that turneth Wood to Stone,
Conuert his Gyuesto Graces, So that my Atrowes
Toaflightly timbred for fo loud a Winde,
Would hane reverted to my Bow againe,
And not where I had arm’d them.
Laer, And fo have I aNobleFather loft,
A Sifter driven into defperate tearmes,
Who was(if praifes may go backeagaine)
Stood Challenger on mount of all the Age
Forher perte@tions. But myreuenge will come,
[ Kirg. Breakenotyour (lecpes for that,
You muft not thinke
That we are made of Ruffe, fo flat, and dull,
That we can letour Beard be fhooke with danger,
And thinke it paftime. You fhortly fhall hCG!’é}]’lO[C;
I'lowd your Father, and we loue our Selfe,
And that Thope will teach you to inagine meem
Enter a Cﬂf:j_/’é;fcgcr.
How now? What Newes?

Mef. Lettersmy Lord from Humler. This to your
Maiefly : this to the Qg»mc.

Kt}.ﬂg, From Hamlet 2 Who brough: them 2

- M. Sayloxs my Lord chey {ay, I faw them not :
They were ginen me by Clendio, he recein’d them.
King. Laertes you fhall heare them :
Leaue vs, Exit Meffenger

High and Mighty, you [ball kuow I am Jet wakedon your
Kingdome. Tomorrow [ball I begge leane to (zeyour K ingly
Eyes. when Ifball ﬁrﬂ‘ﬂx/@x{gl yorur Pardon rl'pérem;!o) ré-
count t'Occafions of my [odaine,and more fFrange vetsrae,

Hamlet.
What fhould this meane? Areall the reft come backe
Oris it fome abufe? Or no fuch thing ?

Laer. Know you the hand ?

Kin, *Tis\Hamlets Chara&er’y naked and in a Pofl.
{cripthere he fayes alone: Canyou aduife me ?

Laer. I'mloftinit my Lord; but let him_come,
It warmes the very ficknefle in my heart,

That I fhall liue and tell him to his teeth;
Thus diddef thou.

Kin, Ifitbe fo Laertes as how thould it be fo ¢
How otherwife willyou berul’d by me?

Laer. Iffo yowlnot o'reruleme toa peace.

Kin. Tothine ownepeace: ifhe be now return’d
As checking athis Voyage,and that he meanes
Nomoreto vndercake it; I will worke him
Toan exploytnowiripein my Device,

Vnder the which he fhall not chioofe bue fall;

And for his death no winde of blame thall breath,
But euen his Mother (hall vacharge the pra&ice,
And callit accident: Some two Monthes hence
Here was a Gentleman of Norwmandy,

T'ue feene my felfe,and feru’d againft theiFrench,
And they ran well on Horfebacke; but this Gallane
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f Had wircheraft nt,_hc grew into i;i;s—sga;t’, Lo ? I ha't: when ih‘;'mﬁ motion you are hotand J:?w
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe, As make your bowts more violent totheend ,
As had he beene encorps’tand demy-Natur'd Andthat he ¢als for drinkes Ile haue prepar’d him
With the braue Beaf,fo farre he paft my thought, A Challice for the nonceywhereon but fipping,

That I'in forgery of (hapes and trickes,
Come (hort of what he did.

Laer, ANormanwas’t?

Kin, ANecrman,

Lacr. Vponmy life Lamonnd,

Kin, The very fame,

Laer, 1know him well heis the Brooch indeed
And Iemme ofall out Nation.

Kin. Heemad confeffion of you,
And gaue you fuch a Mafterly repore,
For Arcand exercife in your defence 3

And for your Rapier moft efpeciall§,
That he cryed our,t’would bea fipht indeed,

If one conid match you Sir.This report of his

D:d Hamler {o envenom with his Enuy,

That he could nothing doe but wifh and begge,

Your fodaine comming oreto play with him;

Now out of this.

Laer, Why out of this, my Lord ?

Kin.Laertes was your Father deare to you?
Orare youlike the painting of a forrow,

A face withoutaheare ?

Lzer. Why aske youthis?

Kin. Notthat 1 thinke you did not loue your Faiher,
BucthatI know Loue is begun by Time:
Andcthac I {ecin paffages of proofe,

Time qualifies the fparke and fire of it »
Hamlet comes backe : what would you vndertake
To thow your felfe your Fathers fonne indeed,

Ifhe by chance efcape your venom’d ftuck,
‘ Our purpofe may hold there ; how fweet Qureene,
Ewter Qviceve.

Queen. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele,
So faf} they'l follow: yourSifter’sdrown’d Laertes.

Laer. Drown’d! O where?

Queen. Thereisa Wallow growes aflant a Brooke,
Thac fhewes his hore leaues in the glaffie fireame :
There with fantafticke Garlands did (he come,
OFCrow-ﬂowers,thtIcsﬁDayﬁe:,and long Purples,
That liberall Shepheards give a groffer name:

Burt our cold Maids doe Dead Mens Fingers call them:
There onthe pendant boughes,her Coroner weeds
Clambring to hang; an envious fliuer broke,
When dovinethe weedy Trophies,and her felfe,
Fellin the weeping Brooke, her cloathes {pred wid
And Mermaid-like,a while they bore her vp,

W hich time fhe chaunted fnatches of old tunes,
As eneincapable ofher owne diftrefle,

Or like a creature Natjue, andindued

Vnto that Element : but long it could not te,

Till that her garments, heauy with her drinke,
Pul’d the poore wretel from her melodious buy,
To muddy death,

Laer, Alasthen,is fhe drown’d?

Queen. Drown’d, drown’d.

Laer, Toomuch of water haft thou poore Ophelia,
Andrcherefore [ forbid my reares ¢ bucver
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| Morethenin words ? Itis our tricke, Nature her cuflome holds,
Laer. To cut histhroati'ch’ Church, 1 Ler{hame fay whatic will; when thefe are gone
Kin. Noplaceindeed fhould murder San&urize; { The woman will be our: Adue my Lord,
Reuenge thould haueno bounds : bue good Laertes I haue afpecch of fire,that f1ine would blaze,
Will you dee this, keepe clofe within yeur Chamber, But that this folly doubrs i, Exit,
Hamslet rerurn’d, fhall know you are come home | Kin. Levsfollow, Gertrude:
Wee'l put on thofe fhall praife your cxcelience, T‘

How much I had to doe to calme his rage
Aad fet a double varnifth on the fame Now feare ] this will giueic flartagaine;
The Frenchman gaue you,bring you in fine togecher, Therefore le’s follow, Exewnt,

And wager on your heads;he being remifle,
Moft generous, and free fiom all contriving, Enter two Clownes. !
Wilinot perufe the Foiles? So that with eafe, Clown, Isfhe to bee buried in Chriftian buriall, that
Or with a little {huffling, youmay choofe: wilfully feekes her owne faluation ?
A Sword vubaited, and ina paffe of pradtice, Other. 1telichee fhe is,and therefore make her Graue
Requit him for your Father. firaight, the Crowner hath fate on ber; and finds it Chri-
Laer. Twill doo’, fian buriall,

# .1 And forthat purpofelle anncint my Sword : t  Clo. How canthat bey vnlefle fhe drowned her {elfein |
‘Y boughe sn Vin&tion ofa Mountebanke her owne defence?
Somoriail, I but dipt a knifein ir, Other. Why 'tis found {o. 1
Where it drawes bload,no Cataplafime fo rare, Clo. Tt mult be Se offendends, it cannot bee elle: for]

§ Collected from oIl Simples that haue Vertue heere lies the point; 1] drowne my felfe wittingly, itar-)
Voder the Moone, can faue the thing from death, guesan A&t: and an A& hath chree braoches. e is zn
That is but fcracche withall : Tle touch my poiat, A& to doe and to performe; argall fhe drown'd her{elfe
WVith this contagion,that if I gall him flightiy, wittingly,

{ It maybeédeath, Other. Nay but heare yon Goodman Dz luer,

‘ Kiw Let's further thinke of thie, Clown, Gine me lesue; heere lies the waters good 3|
Weigh whaz connenience both of time and meanes heere ftands the man; good ; 1f the man goe to this wa-]
May fit vs vo our fhape,if this thould faile; ter and drowne himfele ; it is will he nill he, he goes;
And tiiat ofix drift looke through our bad performance, | marke youthat? Butif the water come ro him & drowne
‘Twere betizr not affzid; therefore this Proie& him; hee drownes not himfelfe. Argall, hee that is not |
Should haueabacke or fecond,that mighc held, guilty of his owne deathsthortens not his owne life.

If this (hould blaft in proofe: Soft,lecme (ce Other, Butisthislaw? ‘

Wee'l make a folemne wager on your commings, | Cla 1 marry is'c, Crowners Queft Law, |

: Other. 5
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Other. Willyouha the truch on’c: if this had not
beene a Gentlewoman, fhee fhould haue beene buried
out of Chriftian Buriall.

Cle. Why therethou fay’ft. And cthe more pitry that
great folke fhould bhaue countenance in this world to
drowne or hang them(&lues,more chen their even Chriflic
an. Comc,mySpadc; there is no ancient Gentlemen,
but Gardiners, Ditchers and Grane-maker:; they hold vp
Adams Profeflion.

Others Was heaGentleman?

Clo. He wasthe firft thar ever bore Armes,

Other. Why he had none,

Clo. What,ar’t 2 Heatken ? how doft thou vnder-
@tand the Scriprure? the Scripture fayes Adaws dig'd;
could hee digge without Armes? Ile put another que-
| ftion totheesif thou anfwereft me not to the purpofe,con-
feffe thy felfe

Other. Go too.

Cle. Whatis he that builds fironger then-either the
Mafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpenter 2

Orber. The Gallowes maker;for that Frame outlives a
thoufand Tenants,

Clo. 1likethy witwellin good faith, the Gallowes
does well; buthow doesitwell? it does well to thofe
thatdoeill : now, thou doft ili tofay the Gallowes is
built fronger then the Church: Argall, the Gallowes
may doe well to thee. Too't 2gaine, Come.

Other. Who builds ftronger then a Mafon, a Ship-~
wright,or a Carpenter?

Clo. 1, tell me thar,and vnyoake,

Other. Marry,now I can tell.

(lo. Too’.

Other, Maffe,I cannot tell

Enter Hamlet and Horatio a farrs off.

Clo. Cudgeli thy braines no more aboutic; for your
dull Affe will not mend his pace with beating; and when
you are ask’t this quefiion next, fay a Graue-maker: the
Houfes that he makes,lafts till Doomefday : go, get thee
to Zanghan ferch me a floupe of Liquor.

S:ng.\"
Inyouthwhen I did loue did lowe,
me thought it was very fweete :
Tocontrait O the time for a my bebone,
O me thougbt therewas nothing meete.

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

Hor. Cuftome hath madeitinhima property of ea-
finefle.

Ham. *Tis ee’n {o; the hand of little Imployment hath
the daintier fenfe.

Clowne fings.
But Agewith bis [Fealing fbeps
bhath caught me in bis clutch ;
Andbath [bipped me intill the Land,
as if I bad neucr beene fuch,

Huam. ThatScull had atongueinit, and could fing
once: how the knauciowles it to th’ grownd, as'if it
were Caimes Taw.bone, that did the firt murcher: It
might be the Pateof a Polititian which this Afle o’re Of-
ficesrone thar could circumuent Ged, might itnor?

Hor. It might, my Lord. :

Ham. Or of a Courtier,which could fay, Good Mor-
row {weet Lord : how doft thou, good Lord ? this
might be my Lord {uch aone, that prais’d my Lord fuch
a ones Horfe,when he meant to begge it; mightit not ?

Hor, 1, my Lord.

Ham. Why ec’n {o: and now my Lady Wormes,
Chg_Plcﬂ'e, and knockrabour the Mazard wich aSextons |
Spade; heere’s fine Revolution, if weebad chetricke vo|
fee’t, Did thefe bones colt no prore the breeding, but
to play at Loggets wih “m ? mine ake to chinke
on't.

Clawsne j?h; gs.
A Pickbaxe and a Spade a Spade,
for and a [browding-Sheete:
O a Pit of Clay for o be made,
for fuch a Gueft i meete,

Ham, There’s another : why might not that bee the
Scull of of a Lawyer ? where be his Quiddits now ? his
Quillets? hisCafes? his Tenures,and his Tricks? why
doe’s he fuffer this rude knaue now to knocke him abeuit
the Sconce with a dirty Shouell, and will not tell him of
his A&tion of Battery ? hum. This fellow might bein’s
time a great buyer of Land, wich his $tatuees, his Recog-
nizances,his Fioes,liis double Vouchers, his Recouerics:
Is this the fine of his Fines,and the recouery of his Reco~
ueries, to haue his fine Pare full of fine Dirt? will his
Vouchers vouch him no more of his Purchafes, and deu-
ble ones too, thenthelength and breadth of a pairc of
Indentures? the very Conveyances of his Lands will
hardly Iyein this Boxs; and mufl the Inheritor himielfe
have newore? ha?

Hor. Nortaiot more,my Lord,

Ham. 1snot Parchment made of Sheep-skinnes ?

Jor. 1 my Lord,and of Caluc-skinnestoo. ‘

Ham. They are Shecpe and Caluies that feck out affu-
rance inthat, I will fpeake to this fellow: whofe Graue’s
this Sir?

Cle. MineSir:

O a Pjt of Clay for to be made,
for fuch a Gueft is mreere .

Ham, 1:thinke ic be thineindeed:for thou lieft in'e,

_ Clo. You lye out on’t Sir,and therefore itis not yours:
tormy part, doenotlyein’t; andyetitisminc.

Ham, Thoudeftlyeint, to bein’tand fay *tis thine ;
"tis for the dead, not for the quicke, thercfore thou
lyeft,

Clo. "Tis aquickelye Sir, "twill away againg from me
to you.

Ham. What man doft thon digge it for ?

Clo, For no man Sir,

Ham, What woman then?

Clo. Fornone neither.

Ham, Whoistobeburiedin't?

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

Ham. How abfolute the knaveis? wee muft freake
by the Carde, or equitiocation will vndoe vs : E;y the
Lord Horatio, thefe three yeares haue taken nots of it,
the Ageis growne fo picked, thatthetoe of the Pefant
comes fo neere the heeles of our Courtier, hee galls his
Kibe. How long haR thou been a Graue-maker?

Clo. Ofallthe dayesi'th’yeare, T cametoo't thatday
thac our lalt King Hamler o'tecame Fortinbras.

Ham. How long isthat fince?

/e, Cannotyoutell that? cuery foole can tell thar ;
Tt was the very day, that young Hamlet was borne, hee
that was mad ,and fent inte England.

Ham. 1marry, why was hé fentinto England?

Clo, Why,becaufe hewas mad; hee fhall recouer his
witsthere; orif he do not, it’s no great matrer there.

Ham, J
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Ham, Why 2

(lo. "Twillnot be feene in him,there the men are as
mad as he,

Haw, How came he mad ?

Clo. Very ftrangely they {ay.

Ham. How ftrangely

Cfo, Faithe’enewith loofing his wits,

Hams. Vpon what ground ?

(le. Why heere in Denmarke : T baue bin fxetecne
heere,man and Boy thirty yeares.

Ham. How long will 2 mag lie’ich’ earth ere he ror?

Clo. Ifaith,ifhe be not rotten before he die(as we haue
many pocky Coarfes now adaies, thac will {carce held
the laying in) he will 1aft you fomee yeare, orniie
yeare. A Tanner willlaft you nine year

Ham. Why he,more then anothe: ?*

Clo. Why fir, hishideisfo tan’d wich his Trade, that
he will keepe our watera great while. And your water,
is a fore Decayer of your horfon dead body.,Heres a Scul]
now:this Scul,baslaine in the earth three & twenty years,

Ham, Wholewas it ?

Clo. A whorefon mad Fellowes it was
Whofe doe you thinke it was?

Ham, Nay,lknow nor,

Clo. A peftlence onhim for 2 mad Rogue,apoutda
Flaggon of Renith on my head once. This{ame Scull
Sir,this fame Scull fir, was Zoricks Scull,the Kings lefler,

Hams. This?

Clo: E’enec that.

Ham. Let mefee, Alasy b, 1 knew him Ho.
rario,a fellow ofinfinite Ie(t; of moftexcellent fancy, he
hathborneme on his backe 2 thoufand times +And how
abhorred my Imagir .
hung chofe lipps, thatihaue kiR 1 know not how oft,
VVhere be your Tibes now ? Your Gambals ? Your
Songs? Your flifhes of Merriment that were wontto
fetthe Table on a RoreiNo one now to moek Your own
JTeering ? Quite chopfalne ? Now get :
Chamber,and tell her,lec her paine ar :
fauour fhe muft come, Make her laugh at that: pry-
thee Horatiotellme one thing,

Hor. What's that my Lord 2

Ham, Doft thou thinke Alexander looke o'this fa-
fhioni’th” earth ¢

Hor. E'ene fo.

Ham. And {meit {o ? Puh,

Hor. Eenefo,my Lord,

Flam, To what bafe vies we may re Horatio.
Why may not Imagination tracethe Noble duft of A4-
sder, till he find it fopping a bunghole.

7o "Twere to confider : to curioufly to confider fo.
faitl ' Butto follow him thether
ielichoed to lead ir; as chus.
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earth; of earth we make
ctohe was conuer.
e-barrell? ‘
lead and turn’d to clay,

way,
at tirat earth,which E;cpr, the world in awe,
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& n 1 2aveall rthp wmimrsec
Suould patcha Wall,P’expell the winters flaw,
> 4 r 25200 b8 3 A rerras rhe W
Bucfofr,bur foft, 'afide; heere comes the King.

Enter Kina,Oueene,Laertes,anda Co fin,
with Lords attexdant .

ourtiers, Whois that they follow,
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bg Tragedie of Hamlet,

And with fuch maimed rites ? This doth betoken,
The Coarfe they folidw did with difperate hand,
Fore doit owne life; *owas {ome Efiare,

Couch vie a while,and mark,

Laer. What Cerimony clfe?

Ham. That is Laertes,avery Noble youth : Marke,

Laer. What Cerimony elfe?

Prieff. Her Obfequies haue bin as farre inlarg’d,
As we haue warrantis,her death was doubtfull,
And but that great Command, o’ve-fwaies the order
She fhould in ground ynfan&ified have lodg’d,
Till the [aft Trumpee. Forcharitable praier,
Shardes,Flints, and Peebles,fhould be thro wne en her.
Yet heere theis allowed her Virgin Rites, :
Her Maiden firewmenrs,and the bringing home
Of Bell and Bariail,

Laer. Muftthere no morebedonep

Prieft. Nomare be done;
We thould prophane the feruice of the Jead,
To fing fage Regmienn,and fuch reft to her
Asto peace-parted Sounles,

»
1

Laer, Lay herith’ earth,
And from Ler faire and vopolluted flefh,
May Violets Ipring. 1 tell thee({churhh Pricft)
A Miniltring Angell thall my Sifter be,
When thou licft howling ¢
Ham. Whatthe faire Opbelia?
Lueene, Sweets tothe (weet farewell,
I hop'd thouthould' ft haue bin my Flamlets wife
Ithought thy Bride bed [QJ‘:I\UC&CL}JO-‘J’\'C'EL Maid)
And not t’haue firew’d thy Graue, .
Lgaer. Ohrerrible woer,
Fall ten times trebble,on that curfed head
Whofe wicked deed,thy moft Ingeniousfence
Depriv'd thee of, Hold off the earch a while

2

. 1
1{h

§
i

2
Till T haue caught her once more in ming armes »
Leaps inthe grase,
% ot . : o :
tNow pile your duft,vpon the quicke,2nd deaa,

I'ill of this flar a Mouw zine y ou hauve made,
g 7 1 K -

I'o o’retop old Pelion,or the skyifh head

Gf blew

Ham,

ad '."
What 1s he,whofe griefes
Beares fiich an Emphafis ? whofe phrafe

of Sorrow
~oniure the wandeing Starres,and makes them fand
Like wonder-wounded hearers 2
Ham?let the Dane.

Laer, The deuill take thy foule,

Ham, Thou prai'it not well,
I prythee take thy fingers from my throar;
Sirthough I am noc Spleenatiue and rafh,
Yet hauel fomething inme dangerous,
Which let thy wilencfle feare. Away c'ny hand.

King. Pluck them afunder,

_Q\r:/, Hamlet Hamiet,

Gen. Goodmy Lord be quiet,

Ham, Why Iwiilfight with himvppon this Theme,
Varill my eielids will no longer wag,

On. Ohmy Sonne, what Theame 2

Ham, 1low’d Ophelia; fortiethoufand Brothers

Could not(withall there quantitie of Loue)
Make vp my (umme. Whatwile thon do forher ?

King, Ohhbeismad Laertes,

Qu, Forloue of God farbeare him.

Hams. Come fhow me what thoult doe.
Woo’t weepe 2 Woo't fight ? Woo't teare thy felfe ?
Woo'tdrinke vp £fle,eate a Crocodile ?

o) TR
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ile doo’ 'te Doft *hn ] «‘cwe he

to whine}
I‘oouthcun" with Grauc ¢
Beburied quicke w will I,

Andif LHovxpruﬁ of f»*cn

s:  let them thre

Enter Hamlet and Horatio.
Haw. So much for this Sir; now let me fee the other,
You doe remember zll the Circom{tance.
Rememberitmy Lord?

Hams. Siryinmy heart there was a kinde of fighting,
That would not let me *]c«.pﬂ; me thought I lay
Worfe then the mutines in the Bilboes, r afhly,
(And praife be rathnefie for i r) let vs know,
Our indifcretion fometimes ferues vs well,
When our deare plots do paule,and that ﬂmulg! teach vs
There’s a Diuinity that fhapes s our ends,
Rf.)ugh-hcv,'mnn“ oW we will.

Hor, Thatis moft certaine,

Hama Vp from my Cabin
My fea-go carftabout mein the darke,
Grop’d 1 tofinde out them 3 had myur’hlr
Finger’d cheir Pa Lcnandm fine, withdrew
To mine owne roome againe, ma king fo bold,
(My feares forg tLu‘E}  Manners) to vu&calc
Their grand \,o.‘.n iflsion, where I found Horatio,

I khavery : An C}qulQCuﬂrh'lUU

Ohrov
Larded with many feuerall fores of reafony
[mporting Den imarks health,and Englands too,
\\m\nao uch Buggesand Go bimnmm}lnlc,
That Jmn.,i_fef- eno leafure bated,
No not to ‘"L«, theg ncmf' of the Axe,
My headfhoud be fruck off,

Hor, Iupmﬁb le?

Ham. Here's the Commiflion, read it at more leyf{ures
But wilt thou heare me how I did proceed ?

Hor, 1befeechyou.

Ham. Being thus benetted round with Vill laines,
Ere 1 could make a Prolo gue to my braines
They had begun th ePIay Ifateme downe,
Deuis’d 2 new Commiffion, wrote it faire,
I once did hold itas our Statifts doe,
A bafenefleto write faire; andlﬂbomed much
How to forger that] learning : but Sirnow,
Itdid me Yecomans feruice wilt thon know
The effe@s of what I wrote?

3

VY

Millions of Akers onvs: "r_"' rgrm;iv-

Sindging his pate againfi the bu; rning Zone,

Make 0_/]?: kea warz, R
illerancas well as rhou.
| Kin, Thisismeere M

And thus awhilethe fir will worke on him -

anon as patient as the female Doue,

When that her golden Cupler are difclos’d;

His file nc'-"v'u 1l it dl’OUPu

Ham, H leareyou Sir ;

What is the reafon ¢ that youvfe me thus ?

Iloud: youeuer; sbutic is no matter :

Let Hercules himfelfe doe what he ma

The Car will Mew ,and Dogge will haue hisday.  Ewie.

Kin. 1pray yougood Horatio waitv [w on him,

trengthen you patience in our lafl nig ij.,-._v‘.h,
Wee'l put the m"ttcrt"tnct refent pt afh :

Good Gertrideler fome watch ouer your Sonne

This Graue (hall baue a living Monument :
An houre of quiet (hortly fhall we ifc;
Till then,in i-wi:.” ¢ our proceeding b Exeunt.

]

|

-
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Hor. 1, good my Lard
Ham., Anearneft Coniuration fromthe King
As England was his faithfull Tributary ,
\s loue betweene them,as the Palme fhould fourifh,
s Peace (hould ftill her wheaten Garland we eare,
And ftand a Comma tweene their ammcc,
And many fuch like Affis of great charge,
Thaton the view and know of thefe fom:rnts
X. it .m'r ch,a.rfmm: further,more or Jeffe,
i the bearers putto focamc death,
ot ﬂ“‘”'ﬂ«’ time vagd_
; 1'w'.' was thisfeal’d?

Why, euen inthat was Heauen ordinare;
! et in my I Purfe,

\u’m, h was the Modell ofthat Danifh S Seale ;
Folded the Writvp in forme of the othe rs
Suh"f:i dit, gav’'cih’ impre(fion ,plac’titfafely,
uer knowne : Now the nexcday
ht,and what to this was fement,

\1
}'h«::} l-msw ta
Hor. So G

Haom. W

1'p

fincrarce, gotao',

fanr avry tl
Dy man,ti

oue to this imployment

7'3};—;\] are not 3 their (l“'r*

T\.m by their owne infinvation .f_uuw :

“T1s dangerous,when the bafer nature comes
Te.and {

hctw\"(mthq af
Ofm ig h V
fr’(?i
Ham. _f‘x:rrs

- nor, think
He that bath kil'd my King, sand whor’d my
Poptin hcw'r"mw th"rlf’c‘”f;wn and mr
Throwne out his Angle fo
And with fuch ¢ DozZenage;
quunlnm with th
To let this Canker of
In further ewill.
Hor. Itmuftbe ibortly knowne ro him from fﬁni
What istheiffue of the bufinefle there,
Ham It will be fhore,
\¢ interim’s mine,and a mans life’s no more
Thentofayone: b atlamvmyton\, good Herati
Thetro L dertes 1 torgmmy felfe
Forby the image of my Caufe, ] tc‘.
The Portraiture of his; Ile count his fauours
But fure the L“‘lliCry of his griefe did purme
Into a Tqwring paffion,
Hor. Peu,t, who comes heere?

Enter young Ofricke. (marke,
ur }'ordﬁup 1sright welcome back to Den-
y thank you *-‘uduh knaw this waterflie?

d Lord,
ateis the more gracious; for’tis a vice to
1 mh much Ralm,<.§;d ﬂ*ih]e 3 letaBeaft
(ts, and his Crib (hall fand at the Kings
1owgh; butas I faw fpacious in the Pol=

nd me e

YW Vpon
“\’?nt!ﬁcri

7 ho ‘?

is’t not perf(& confcience,

isarme? Andis’tnot to be damn’d
our nature come

and

T 1
X

et Lord, if your friendfhip were atleyfure,,

i npmc a thing to you from his Mmﬁv

.L am. 1 will receine itwith ail diligence of {piri; iput
your Bonet to his right vle, s for the head,

Ofr. Tthankeyour Lc»rdﬂup, tis very hot.

Ham, No,belecue mee tis very cold, the winde is
Northerly,

Off. Itisindifferent cold my Lord indeed,

Ham, Mece thinkes ic is very foultry, and hot for my
Complexion, )

Pt
e
ey

Ofricke. |
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O[r. Exc*edngl ,rny Lord,it is very fou!c.y,ar, twere

cannot tell how: but my Lord ,his Maiefty bad me fig-
nifie to you, that he ha’s laid a great wager on your head:
Sir, this is the matzer.

Hans. 1befeech youremember.

Ofr. Nay,in good faith, for mir -
Sir,you arenotignorant of what exc
his weapon.

[

Ham. What’s his weapon?

Ofr. Rapicrand dagger.

Ham. That’s two of hisw gapons; but.well.

Ofr.The fir King ha’s wag’d with bim bx liarb ry Hor-
{es,2gainfithe which hc:u‘rhon d as I take it, fixe French
Rapicis and Poniards , wit h their ..ﬁ?bm.s, as Girdle,
Har 1gcrs or [0 thmc of the Carriages infaith are vcry
deare to fancy, very refponfiueto the hilts, moft delicate
carriages, and of very liberall c ancci:.

Ham, Whatcall you the Carriages?

Ofr. The Carriages Sir, are the hangers.

Ham. The phrafe would bee more (,ﬂrr“m" tothe
matter: 1f we could car xy Cannen by our fid
it might be Hangers till then; bue on {ixe Barbary Hor-
fes ﬂvamf{ fixe French Swords s their Affignes,and three
hbcra | conceited Carriages, that’s the French buc a-
gainft the Danith; w'ny is -'.his impﬂn’d as you call it ?

Ofr. The King Sir, n'h'! id thatin a dozen pafles be-
tweene youand hith, hée {hall not exceed you three hits;
He hathene twelar’for mine, and thatw ould come to
imediatetryall, if your Lord(hip would vouchfafe the
Anfwere.

Ham, Howif Ianfwereno?

Ofr- Imeanemy Loxd, the oppofition of your perfon
in tryall,

Ham. Sir, I will walke heere inthe Hall; if it pleaﬁ:
his Maieflie, ‘tis the breathing time of day with me; let
the Foyles bee broaght, the Gentleman mthmn, und the
King hold his pdrpcf I will win for himif I can: if
not, [le gaine nothing but my fhame,and the odde hits.

Ofr. Shalll redeliver you ec’n fo?

Ham. To thiscffett Sir, after what
ture will.

Ofr. Icommend m/ duty to your Lord(hip.

Ham. Yours, yours; hec does well to commend it
himfelfe, there are no tongues elfe for’s tongue.

Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the {hell on his
head. -

afc in good faith:
elice La 25 is ac

w2

i*‘ [ would

flourifh your na-

Ham. He did Co. m with his Dmgh before hee

fuck’cit: thus had he e more of the fame Beavy
that I know the drm e age d tes onzonly got the tune of
the time, and outward habite of encounter, a kinde of
yeity collection, which ca mes:} em through & through
the moft fond a nd winnowed opin onssand doe but blow

..}

them to their tryalls: the Bubbl
}.zw. u'...\,.HI“rCFH 3 Wa CC{

went1 "‘T”S r'i']CC

J.l.i winne at thc,
how all hea

NOW all ere a-

buticts noma
',"-Ji LG:‘-:
oolery 3 but it is fuch a kinde of
o a5 wobld perhaps um"ﬂc a woman.

Hor, Ifyou , oy thing,obey.I will fore-
all their re W‘i:g_‘ fither, a "'"”3 "“ "(,u aré not ﬁl-

Ham, N it, we defie ‘\u’ur:,r~t1vresafpec1all
Prouidenceinthe fall of a fparrow. If it benow, ’tisnot
to come; ific been ome, “iewill beenow = ifit

?'J;rﬂ")ﬂ
"’7‘311 "HI 1 &
Hal line

The T ragedie of Hamlet.

be not nows yet i will come- the readinefle is all fince no
man ha’s ought of what he leaues. What is’t to leaue be-
umes?

Enter King, 9+ Dueene, Lacrses and Lords, with other Attens
dants mz/a Foyles, and Gauntlets, a Table and
.F!:mom of ¥ ine on e

Kin. Come Hamlet ,come,and take this hand from me,

Ham,Gine me your pardon Sir,1’se done youwrong
Bu:pardon tas you are a Gencleman,

This prefence kuw es,

Andy(,u mu“ncmshw ¢ heard how Iam punifhe
With forediffraction ? What I harm done

That might your nature honour, and exception
Roughily awake, I heere proclaime was madnefls
Was't Hamlet wrong'd Laertes ? Neuer Hamlet,
1f Hamlet from bimtclfe be tane away :

And when he’s not himfelfe,do’ s wrong Laertes,
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet deniesit :

Who doesitthen? His Madneffe ? Ift be {o,
Hamlet is of the Fa&ionthat is wrong’d,
Hismadneffe is poore Hamlets Eﬂcmy
Sir,inthis Audience,

Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d euill,

Free me {o farrein your moft ¢ generous t mughts,
That I haue thot mine Arrow o're the houfe,

And hurt my Mother,

Laer. T am f{atisfed in Nature,

Whofe motive in this cafe thould firre me moft
Tomy Reuenge. Butinmy termes of Honor

I tand aloofe, and will no reconcilement,

Till by fome elder Mafers of knowne Honor,

l hrmf' avoyce,and prefident of peace

To keepe myname vngorg’ds But till that time,
Ido receiue your offer d loue like lou 16,

And wil not wrong it.

Ham. 1do embrace it freely,

And will this Brothers wager frankely play.
Giuc ysthe Foyles: Come on,
Laer., Come (‘u.nf me,

Ham. llebeyour foile Laertes,in mine ignorance
Your Skill fhall Lke a Starre 'th’darkeft night,
Sticke fiery off indeede, .

Laer. Youmocke me Sir.

Ham. No by this hand,

King. Ginethem the Foyles yong Ofricke,
Coufen Hamlet, you know the wager.

Ham. Verie well my Lord,

Your Grace hath laide the o drs ath’weaker fide.

King. 1donotfeareit,

Ihauve feeneyou both :
But fince he is better’d,we haue therefore oddes,

Laer., Thisistoo bca vy,
Let me {ee another.

Ham. This likes me well,
Thefe Foyles haueall a length.
Ofrscke. Imy good Lord.

King, Setme the Stopesof wine vpon that Table:
If Hamler giue the firft, or fecond hit,

Or quitin 'mfwes oftl:e third exchange,

Letall the Battlements their Ordinance fire,
The King thal drinke to Hlamlets better breath,
And in the Cup an vnion thal he threw

Richer then-that,which foure fucceffine Kings
InDenmarkes Crowne hane worne,

?

et

(e

Prepareto f!.:-rj.
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Giue we the Cups,
And letthe Kettle to the Trumpets {peake,
The Trumpez to the Cannoneer without;
The Cannons to the Heauens, the Heauen to Earth,
Now the King drinkes to Hamler. Come, begin,
{ And youthe Indgesbeare a wary eye.
Ham. Come onfir,
Laer, Comeoafir.
Ham. One.
Laer, No.
Ham, Indgement,
Ofr. Ahit, a very palpablchit.
Laer. Well : againe.
King. Stay, gine me drinke.
Hamlee, this Pearle is thine,
Here’s to thy health. Giue him the cup,
Trsmipets found, andfbot goes e .
Ham. Tleplay thisboutfnft, ferby a-while.
Come : Another hit; whatfay you ?
Laer. Arvtouchyatovch, ] do confefle.
King. Our Sonne fhall win,
=, Be’s fat,and {cant of breath.
Heere’s 2 Napkin, rub thy browes,
The Queene Carowfes to thy fortune, Hamlet,
Ham. Good Madam,
King. Gertrude, donot drinke,
Os. I willmy Lord ;
{ I pray you pardonme.
King. Itisthe poyfon'd Cup, itis too late,
Ham. 1 darenot drinke yet Madam,
By and by. h
9w, Come, letme wipethy face,
Laer, My Lord, llebithim now.
King. 1donotchinke’es _
Laer. Andyet’tisalmoft ’gainft my confcience.
Ham. Come for the third.
Lagrtes,you but dally, __
I pray you paffe with your beft violence,
I am affear’d you make a wanton of me.
Lazer. Say youfo ? Come on.
Ofr. Nothiag ncither way.
Laer. Haueat you now, ‘
In [ensffling they change Rapiers,
King. Partthem, they are incens’de
Ham, Nay come, 2gaine.
Ofr. Looketo the Queene there hoa.
Her, They bleed onboth fides, How is't my Lord?
ofr. Howis's Laertes? ‘
Laer, Why asa Woodcocke
Tomine Sprindge, Officke,
Tam iuftly kill'd with mine owre Treacherie.
Ham. How does the Queene?
King. She founds tofee them bleede,
9. No,no, the drinke, the drinke.
Oh my decre Hamlet, the drinke, the drinke,
Iampoyfen'd. .
Haws. Oh Villany ! How? Let the doore be lock™d.
Treacherie, {ecke it out.
Laer. Tvisheere Hamlet.
Hamler , thou arr {laine,
No Medicine inthe world can do thee good.
Inthee, there is not halfe an houre oflife 5
The Treacherous Inftrument is in thy hand,
Vabated and envenom’d : the foule pra&tife;
Hath turn’d it felfe onme. Loe, heere I lye,
Neuer torife againe : Thy Mothers poyfon’d:

They play.

F Iﬂ_}’o

‘ I can no mote, the King, the King's too blame,

———

Ham, Thepoint envenom'd too,
Then venome to thy worke,
Harts the King.
All. Treafon, Treafon,
King, © yetdefend me Friends,I am buc hure.
Ham. Heerethouinceftuous, murdrous,
Damned Dane,

| Drinke offthis Potion : Is thy Vnion heere ?

Follow my Mother.
Laer. Heisiufily feru’d.

Itis a poyfon temp’red by himfelfe :

Exchange forgiuenefle withme, Noble Hamler ;

Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee,

Nor thine onme, Dyes.
Ham. Heauen makethee free of iz, I follow thee.

I am dead Heratio, wietched Quecne adiew,

{ Youthatlooke pale; and tremble at this chance,

That are but Mutes or audience to this acte :
Had I buc time (as this fell Sergeant death
Is ftrick’d in bis Arreft) oh I could tell you.
But let it be : Horatio, I am dead,
Thou lin’}, report me and my caufzs right
To the vnfatisfied.

Hor, Neuerbeleeue it,
T am more an Antike Roman then a Dane:
Heere's yet fome Liquor left,

Ham, Asth’artaman, giue me the Cup.
Let go, by Heauen Ilehaue’,
Oh good Horatio, whata wounded name,
(Things ftandivg thus vnknowne) fhall liue behind me.
1fthou did’( euer hold mein thy heart,
Abfentthee from felicitieawhile,
And in this harfh world draw thy breath it p2ine,
Totell my Storie,

March afarre off, and [boxt within.

What warhke noyfeis this ?

Ewter Ofriske,
Ofr. Yong Fortinbras,with conqueft came frd Poland
Toth’Ambatiaders of England giues rhis warlike vally.
Ham. O] dye Horatio:
The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my (pirit,
I cannot liue to heare the Newes from England,?
Buc 1 do prephefie th'election lights
On Fertinbras, he ha’s my dying voyce,
So teil him withthe occurrents more and leffe,

L Which haue {olicited. Therettis fileace, O,0,0,0, Dyes

« Hora. Now crackea Noble heart:
Goodnight fweet Prince,
And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft,
Why do's the Drumme come hither?

Entev Fortsabras and Englift Ambaffador with Drumme,
Colonrs, and Attendants,

Fortin. Whereis chis fight?

Hor. What is it ye would fee ;
If ought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch,

For. His quarry cries on hauocke. Ob proud death,
What feaft is toward in thine eternall Cell,
That thou fo many Princes, at & thoote,
So bloodily haft ftrooke.

Amb . The fight is difmall,
And our affaires [rom England come too late,
The eares are fenfelefle that fhould giue vs hearing,
To tell him his command'ment isfulfill'd,

That
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| Th 1ftérne are dead » Which are ro claime, my vantage doth

i} Where fheuld we hane

Hor. Not from his mouth,
Had it th’abilitie of life to thanke you ¢
He neuer gaue command’ment for their death.
But fince {o innipe vpon this bloodie queftion,
You from the Polake wartres, and you from England
Are heere arrived. Giue order that thefe bodies
High on a flage be placed to the view,
And letme fpeaketoth’yer vaknowing world,
How thefe things came about. $o fhall you heare
Of carnall, bloudie, and vonaturall alls,
Ofaccidentall iudgements, cafuall (laughters
Of death’s put on by cunning, and forc'd caufe,
And o this vpfhot, purpofes miftooke,
Falne on the [nuentors heads. All thiscanI
Truly deliuer,

For. Letvshafttohearei,

And call the Nobleft to the Audience.
For me, with forrowv, I embrace my Fortune,
I haue fome Rites of memory in this Kingdome,

;
ourthankes ?

(]

Inuite me,
Hor. Of that Ifhall hauealwayes caufz to fpeake,
i And from his mouth
Whofe voyce will draw on more ¢
Butlet chis fame be prefently perform’d,
Euen whiles mens mindes are wilde,
1 Leftmore mifchance
On plots, and errors happen.
For, Letfoure Capraines
Beare Hamlet like a Soldier to the Stage,
For he'was likely, had he beene puton -
To haue prou’d moft royally :
And for his paflage,
The Souldiours Muficke ,and the rites of Warre
Speake lowdly for hiwm.
Take vprhe bedy ; Such afightas this
Becomes the Field, but heere (hewes much amis.
Go, bid the Souldiers fhoote,
Exennt CMarching : afier the whick,, 4 Peale of
Ordenance arefhot off. :

e Tt L ey e N
\FZ ?ﬁ““‘% P e
AT A ,rgf“ s
(hl.‘ «.'\ =~ f =

J =
I EANE

I

3
b




