Prince of Denmarke. .
Out, out, thou ftrumpet Fortune, all you gods,
Ingenerall finod take away her power,
Breakeallthefpokes, and follies from herwheele,
And boule theround naue downe the hill of heauen
Asloweastothe fiends,

Pol. Thisistoolong, -

Han, T fhalltothe barbers with yourbeard ; prethee fay on, he’s
foraligge,orataleof bawdsy, or hefleepes, fay on,cometo Heawnde:

Play. Butwho,awoe, had feencthe mobled Quecne,

Hum, The mobled Queene

Pol. That’s good.

Play Runnebarefoote vp and downe, threatning the flames
With Bifon rehume,a clout vp‘roa thathead
Wherelate the Diadem flood, and for arobe,

- About herlanck and allore teamed loynes,
Ablanckerin the alarme of feare caughe vp,

Who this had {cene, with tongue in venom (teept,
Gainftfortunes flate would treafon haue pronount ;
Burtifthe gods themfelues did fec her then,

When fhe faw Pivbus make malicious fport
Inmincing with his fword her hufband limmes,
Theinftaneburft of clamor that fhe made,

Vnlefle things mortall mooue them noz atall,
Would haue made milch the burning eyes of heauen
And pafsion inthe gods.

Pol. Lookewhere he has notturnd his cullour, and has teares in’s
eyes, prechee no more.

Fan. Tis well, Ile haue thee {peake out the réfi of this foone,

" Goodmy Lord will you fee the players well beftowed ; doe you
heare, letthembe well vied,, forthey are the abfiraét and breefe
Chronicles of the time; after your deathyou were better hauea
bad Epitaph then theirill report whileyou line. :

Pod. MyLord.Iwill viethem according to their defert.

Ham. Gods bodkinman,muchbetter, vfe cuery man after his de.
{ert, & who fhall fcape whipping, vfe them after your owne honor
and dignity, the lefle they deferue the more merritisin your boun-
ty.  Takethemin.

Pol. Comefirs,
HamEollow him friends,weele heare a playto morrowesdoft thou

heare
Far



