The Tragedie of Hamler

1 doebefleechyou giue him leaucto goe.

King. Takethy faire houre Laertes, time be thine
Andthybeft graces fpendicat thy will :
But nowmy Cofin Henlet, and my fonne,

Ham, Alittlemore thenkin, and leffe then kind.

King, How is it that the clowdes ftill hang on you

Ham. Not {o much my Lord, T am to0 much in the fonne.

. Good Hemlet caft thy nighted colour off

And lecthine eyelookelikeafriend on Demmarke,
Doenot for eer with thy vailed lids
Seeke for thy noble Facher in the duft, .
Thou know'fttis commonall that lines muft die,
Pafsing throngh nature to eternitie,

Fam, TMaddam, itis common,

%u Ifitbe
V Vhyfeemes it{o petticuler with thee.

Han Scemes Maddam, nay itis, Fknownot feemnes,
Tisnot alonemy incky cloake coold mother
Nor cufiomary {uites of folembe blacke
Norwindie fulpiration of forft breath
No, nor the frurtfull riverin the eye,

Norshe deieéted banior of the vifage
Togetherwith all formes, moodes, chapes of gricfe
That candeuote metruely, thefeindeede feeme,
For they are attions that a man mighe play

B I hauethat within which paffes fhowe

Thefe bur the rappings and the fuites of woe.

King, 'Tis {weete an§ commendablein your nanure Honls,
To gmethefemourning duties to yourfather
Butyoumuft knowe your father loft a father,
'I'hatfa:herloﬁ,lo&ﬁis. and the furuiner bound
In fjkall obligation for fome teatme
Todoccbfequious forrowe, but to perfeuer
In obftnace condolement, isa courfe
Ok impious fiubbornes, tis vnmanly griefe,
it (howes a will moft incorre@ to heauen
A harevafortified, ormindeimpatient
An vnderflanding fimple and vafchoold
Forwhat weknowe muftbe, and is as common
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