Prince of Denmarke.
e. Sohedooesindeede.
Po.  Arfuchatime, IleJoofe my daughter to him,

Beyouand I behind an Arras then,
Marke the encounter, if heloue her not,
Andbenotfrem his reafon falne thereon
Letmebe no afsiftant for aftate
Burkeepea farmeand carters.

King, Wewilltry it :
Enter Hamlet,

Quee. Butlooke where {adly the poore wretch comes reading,
Pol. Away,Idoebefeech youbothaway, Exit King and Queent.
Tlebord him prefently, oh gine meleaue,
How dooces my good Lord Hamler ¢
Ham, Well, God amercy.
#ol, Doeyouknowememy Lord?
Hom, Excellent well, youareaFithmonger.
Pol.  NotImy Lord.
Ham. Then] would youwere fo honeft aman.
Pol, Honeft myLord.
Ham. 1fir to be honeft as this world goes,
Tsto be one man pickt out of tenne thoufand.
Pol. That’s very true suy Lord,
Ham, Forifthefunncbreede ma%ots inadead dogge , beinga
good kifsing carrion. Haue you a daughrer ¢
Pol. ThasemyLcrd,
Hem, Let her notwalkei’ch Sunne, conceprionis ablefsing,
Bucas your daughter may conceaue, friend locke to'e.
Pol. How fay youby that, ftill harping on my daughter , yethee
knewe me not at firft, afayd I was aFithmonger, ais farre gone,
and truly inmy youth, I fuffred much extremityfor loue, very
{:;ﬂ:‘e’ this , Jle écake to himagaine. What doc you reademy
= :
Ham, Words, words, words.
P5l.  Whatisthe matter my Lord.
Ham, Berweenewho.
2¢l, ]meanc the marterthat youreademy Lord.
Han. Slaunders firy for the atericall rogue fayes heere, thatold
men haue gray beards, that their faces are wrinckled, theireyes
purging thick Amber, & piumgee gum;,& that they hauea %

Fir



