The Tragedie of Hamlet
Ifitbefo, asfo tis put onme, :
And thatin way of caution, I muft tell you,
Youdoe niot vaderftand your felfe fo clecrely
Asitbehooues my daughrer, and your honor,
Whatis betweene you giue me vpthetruth,
oﬂbe. He hathmy Lord of late made many tenders
Of his affeétion to me, -
Pol. Affection, pub, youfpeakelike a greene girle
Vhnfifted infuch perrilous circumftance,
Doeyou belieue his tenders as you call them ¢
Opbe. 1doenotknowe my Lord what 1 fhould thinke.
Pol. Marry I will teach you, thinke your (clfea babie
Thar yon haue tane thefe tenders for true pay
Which are notflerling, tender your felfe more dearely
Or (notto crack the winde of the poore phraie
Wrong it thus) you'l tenderme afoole.
oﬁbe My Lord he hathimportun’d me with loue
Inhonorablefathion, -
Pol. 1,fafhionyoumay callit, goto,goto.
_ Opbe. And hath gjuen counrenanceto his fpeech
My Lord, with almof? all the holy vowes of heauen.
Pdl. 1, fpringsto catch wood-cockes, I doe knowe
When the blood burnes, how prodigall the foule
Lends thetongue vowes, thefe blazes daughter
Giuning more light then heate, exain@inboth
Euen in their promife, as it is a making
Youmuf} noteake for fire, from this time
Befomething fcanter of your maiden prefence
Setyourintreavments ata higher rate
Then acommaund to patle ; for Lord Hemler,
Belieuefomuch in him that heis young,
And with a larger tider may he walke
Thenmay be giuenyou :in fewe Opheiia,
Doe notbelieue his vowes, for they are brokers
Not ot that die which their inuefiments fhowe
Bucrmeere imploratators of vnholy fuites
Breathing like fanfificd and pious bonds
The berter o beguide : thisis for all,
Iwould nocin phaine tearmesfrom this time foorth

C4v



