Prince of Denmarke.

Haueyou fo flaunder any moment leafure

Asto gite words or talke with the Lord Hamler,

Looketoo’t I charge you, come your wayes.
Ophe, 1hall cbey my Lord. Exeunt,

Enter Hamlet, Hoyatio and Marcellus,

Hon, Theayrebitesfhroudly,itis very colde,

Hora, Itis nipping,and an eager ayre.

Ham. What hourenow¢

Hora, T thinkeit lackes of twelfe.

Mar. No,itis firooke.

Hord, Indeede; 1 heard it not, it then drawes neere the feafon,
Wherein the {pirit held his wont to walke oA flovifl of trampets
Whatdoes this meanemy Lord ¢ andz. peeces goesof.

Han. TheKing doth wake to night and takes his rowfe.
Keepes waflell and the fwaggring vp-fpring reeles : |
And as he draines his drafts of Rennifh downe, |
Thekeztle drumme, and trumpet, thus bray out :
The triumph of his pledge,
Hora, Isitacuftome
Ham., ] marryift,
But to my minde, though T am natiue heere
And to the manner borne, itisa cuflome
More honourd inthebreach, then the obferuance
This heauy headed reucale eaft and weft -
Makes vstraduft, and taxed of other nations,
They clip vs drunkards, and with Swinifh phrafe
Soyleour addition, and indecdeit takes
From our atchieuements, though performy’d ac height
The pith and marrow of our attribute,
Sooftit chaunces in particuler men,
Thatfor fome vicious mole of naturein them
Asin their birth wherein they are not guilty,
(Since nature cannet choofe hisorigin)
By their ore~grow’th of fome complextion
Oft breaking downe the pales amr forts of reafon,
Or by fome habir, that too much ore-leanens
The forme of plaufiue manners, that thefe men
Carrying I fay the flamp ofonig‘ defect
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