The T'ragedie of Hamlet
You muft not put another fcandell on him,
That heis open to incontinencie,
That’s not my meaning, but breath his faults fo quently
That they may feeme the taints of libertie,
Theflath and owt-breake of a fieriemind,
A fauagenesin vareclamed blood,
Of generall affaule,

Rey. Butmy good Lord,

Pol. Wheretore thould you doethis?

Rey. Imy Lord, Iwould know that,

Pol. Marry fir, heet’s my drife,

And Ibelieneitis a feech ofwit,

Youlaying thefe flight fallies on my fonne

Ast'werea thing alittlefoyld with working,

Marke you,your particin conuesfe, him you would found
Hauing eusr feenein the prenominat crimes

The youth you breath of guiltie, be affur’'d

He clofeswith you in chis confequence,

Good fir, {or {0,) or friend, or gentleman,

Accordingto the pbrafe, or the addiftion

©Ofman and country.

Rey. Verygood my Lord,

Pol. And then fir doos a rhis, a doos, what was T about to fay?
By the mafle I was about to fay fomething,
Where did 1leaue?

Rgy. Atclofesin the confequence.

Pel, Atclofesinthe confequence, I masry,
Heclofes thus, Tknow the gentleman,

1 faw him yef¥erday, or th’other dag,

O then, or then, with fuch or fich, and asyou fay,
There wasagaming there, or tookein’s rowfe,
Therefalling out at Tennis, orperchance

1 faw him enter fich a houfe of fale,

Videlizet, abrothell, or fo foorth, fee you now,
Yourbait of falthood take this carpe of truth,

And thus doe we of wifedome, and of reach,

With windlefles, and with affaies of bias,

By indire&tions find dire®ions out,

So by my former le@ureand aduife -
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