Tbe Tragedie of Hamlet

But two months dead, nay not fo much, not two,
So excellentaKing, tharwasto this :
Hiperion to a fatire, fo louing tomy mother,
That he mighe not beteeme the winds of heauen
Vifite her face too roughly, heauenand earth
Muft I remember,why fhe fhoutd hang on him
Asifincreafe of appetite had growne
By what it fed on,and yet witlgzin amonth,
Letme notthinke on’t ; frailty thy name is woman
A linle moath or ere thofefhooes were old
Withwhich {hefollowed my poore fathers bodie
Like Noobe all veares, why fhe -
O God, abeaft that wants difcourfe of reafon
Would haue mourn’d lon ger, married with my Vncle,
My fathers brother, but no more like my father
Thenlto Hyoules, within amonth,
Ereyet thefaltof moft vnrighteous teares,
Had lefeche flufhing in her gauled eyes
She married, 6 moft wicked fpeedesto poft
Withfuch dexteritie 1o incefbious fheets,
Itis not, nor it cannot come ro good,
But breake my hare, for I muft hold my rongue.
ZEnter Horatio, Marcellys, and Bernayda,
Hors, HailetoyourLordthip.
Ham, 1am glad tofeeyouwell; Haratio, or 1 do forgermy felfe.
Hors, Thelame my Lord, and your poore feruant euer.
Ham. Sir my good friend, Ile change that name wich you,
Anmat make you from Wittenberg Hovatio 2
Dy

Mar, i\dy good Lord.

Ham, 1am very glad to feeyow, (good euenfir)
Bur what infaith make you from Wittenberg?

Hora, A truant difpofition good myLord,

Han. I would not heare your eninne fayfo,
Nor fhall you doe my eare that violence
Tomakeit trufter of your owne report
Againftyour felfe, ] knowe you are no truant,
Butwhat is your affaire in Elfoncure?
Weeleteach yonforto drinke ereyou depare,
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