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Mar. How'lmy noble Lord 2
Hars, What newesmyLord ¢
Haon, O, wonderfoll,
Hos. Good my Loed eellir.
Haw. No, you will reueale e,
Fora. Noe 1 my Lord by heauen,
Mar. NorImy Lord.
Ham. How fay you then, would hartof man once thinke it,
Busyov’lebefecret.
Booth. 1by heauen,
Ham, There’s neuer avillaine,
Dwelling inall Denmarke
Buchee’s an arrant knaue.
Hera. Thereneedesno Ghoft my Lord, come fromchegraue
Totell vsthis, . o
Han, Why right, you arein the right,
And fowithout;snofech'cumﬂaucc ftall
{_holditﬁr dl?:f"u ib;k: hands‘;nd pare,
‘ou, asyour bufines and defire fhall poyne
For eueryman hath bufinesand cleﬁrg:oy =
Suchasitis, and for my owne poore part
I will goepray. : ‘
Hora. arebur wildeand whnling words my Lord.
Han. 1 amforryrbeyo&'endyonhmig,
Yes faith hartily.,
Hara, There’s nooffencemyLord.
Ham. Y es by Saint Pasrick buc there is Horatio,
And muchoﬂ{ncew,touchingthisviﬁmhmq.
Jtis an hone(t Ghoft that let me tell you,
Foryour defire toknowe whatisbetweene vs
Oremaltrer asyoumay, and now good friends,
Asyouarefriends, fchollers, and fouldicrs,
Giueme one poorereq
Hirse. What Pt my Lord, wewill.
Haw. Nenermakeknowne what youhaue feene tonight,
Bostb. My Lord wewillnot, :
Har, Naybut{weare.
Hors. IntaithmyLordnotT,
Ma. NorImy Lordinfaith.
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