The Tragedie of Hamlet
Gba£ Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing
To what fhall vnfold. : :
Ham. Speake; Iambound to heare,
Gboff. So art thou toreuenge, when thon fhale hear
Han, What?
Ghofl. 1amrhy fathers fpirit,
Doomd fora certaine tearme rowalke the nighe,
And for the day confind to fatin fires,
Till cthe foule crimes done in my dayes of nature
Areburatand purg’d away : burthat I am forbid
Totell thefecrers of my prifon houfe,
I could atale vnfolde whofe lighteftword
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood,
Make thy two eyes like ftars ftart from their {pheres,
Thy knotted and combined Jocks to part,
And each particuler haire to ftand an end,
Like quils vponthe fearefull Porpentine,
Bue this eternall blazon muft not be
To eares of flefh and blood, lift, lit, 8 1ifk «
Ifthoudid’ft euer thy deare facher loue,
Hum. OGod,

Ghofl. Renenge his foule, and moft vanaturall murther,
Hen. Murther.

Gboﬂ. Murther moft foule, as in the beftitis,
Bur this moftfoule, firanee and vanaturall,

Hanm. Haft meto know', that Iwith wings as (wift
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue
May {weepetomy reuenge.

Ghoft. 1find thee apr,
And duiler thouldft thoubethen the fac weede
That rootes it {elfe in eafe on Zerbe wharffe,
Would’ft thou not fturre in this 300w Hamlet heare,
Tis given out, that fleeping in myOrchard, '
A Serpent flung me, fo the whole eare of Denmarke
Isbya forgeﬂfproceﬁ“e of my death :
Ranckely abufde: butknowe thou noble Youth,
The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life
Now weares his Crowne.

Ham. O my propheticke foule ! my Vcle#
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