The T'ragedie of Hamlet

tifull lacke of wit, together with moft weake hams, allwhich fir
thm:%h 1 moft powcr?ully and potentlic belicue, yet I hold i not
hoaefly to haue it thus fet downe, for yourfelfe fir fhall groweold
as I am : iflike a Crab you could goe backward. .

Pol. Thoughthisbemadae(Te, yetthereismethod in’¢ , will you
walke out of theayre myLord ¢

Ham. Intomy graune,

Pol. Indeedethar’s our of the ayre ; how pregnant fometimes
his replies are,a happines that often: madnefle hits on, which reafon
and fanétity could not fo profperonfly be delinered of . 1 will leaue
him and my daughter. My Lord, I will take my leane of you,

ﬁm. Il’ou caml‘::! ]take from meic f‘auy thing that I'will not more
willingly part withall : except my life , except my life, exceptm
life. Il Enmcylirﬁmu,md ﬂdmm i

Pal. Fareyou weltmyLord.

Ham, T hefe tedious old fooles.

Pol, Yougoetofeekeche Lord Hamlet, there heis,

Re. Godlaveyoufir.

Guyl. My honor’d Lord.

Rof- Mymoftdeere Lord.

Bum, My extent good friends,how doolt thou Cuyldoflerne?

A Rofencraus, good lads how doeyouboth ¢

Ref. Astheindifferentchildren ofthe earth.

Guyl. Happy, inthat we are not euer happy on Formneslap,
Woeare not the very burron.

Huam, Nor thefoles of her fhooe.

Ref. Neither my Lord. :

#am, Thenyou liue about herwaft, orin the middleof herfae

Guyl, Faith her prinates we. (uvors.

Hem. In the ecrer pares of Fortune,oh moft true, fhe is a (trumpet,
What newes ¢
Ref. Nonemy Lord, butthe worlds growne honeft,
Ham. Thenis Doomes day neere, but your newesis not truesy
But in the beaten way of friendfhip, wharmake you at Eifonowre ¢
Rof. Tovilit youmy Lord, no other occafion.

Han. Begger that am, I am ever poorcin thankes,but I thanke

you, andfure dearefriends, my thankes are too'deare a halfpeny:
were you not{ent for ¢ is it your owae inclining ¢ isit a free vifitati~
on ¢ comey comes deate inflly with me,come,come, nay fpeake.

Cayl. \What fhould wefay my Lord ¢
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