Tbe Tragedie of Hamlet
Thefe hands are not more like.

Ham, But wherewas this ¢

Mar. My Lord vppon the platforme where we watch

Hon, Did younot {peaketoit ¢

Hora.MyLord I dir
Butan{weremade it none, yet once methought
Itlifted vpithead, and did addre(e
It felfe to motion like as it would fpeake :

But euen then the moming Cock crewe loude,
And acthefound it fhrunk in haft away
And vanifhefrom our fight.

Ham. Tis very ftrange,

Hira, As 1 doeline my honor’d Lord tis true
Andwedid thinke it writ downein our dutie
To letyou knowe ofit.

Ham. IndeedeSirsbut this troubles me,
Hold z'ou the watch to night?
Al Wedoemy Lo

Haon. Arm’d{ay you ¢

oAl Arm’d myLord,

Han, Fromtoptotoeé

i, My Lordfrom head to foote,

Fam, Thenfaweyeou not his face

Hrya. Oyesmy Lord,he wore his beauervp.

Ham, Whatlook he frowningly 2

Hrs. A countenance more inforrow thenin anger.

Ham, Pale,orred ?

Hora, Nay very paie.

Hen, And Sxthis eyes vponyou®

Firs. Moft contancly. ‘

Haom, IwouldIhad lz;ene there,

Hre, Itwonld have much amaz'd you.

Hor. Verylike, flayditlong ¢

Hore, Whileonewithmoderats haft mighteell 4 hundrerh,

Both. Lovger,longer,

Hué, Notwhen I faws.

Ham. Hisbeard was grifsiPd, no,

Hra, TrwasasLhauelecneirin his fife
Able filuerd,
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