Prince of Denmarke.
We will beftow our (clues; reade on this booke,
That fhow of fuch an exercife may cullour
Yourlowlines; we are oft too blame in this,
Tis too much proow’d, that with deuotions vifage
And pious a&ion, we doe fugar ore
The deuill himf{clfe.

King. O tistootrue,

How fmart a lafh that fpcech doth give my confcience.
The harlots cheeke beautied with plaltring are,
Jsnotmore ongly to the thing that helpsit,
Then is my deede to my moft painted word 2
O heauy burthen, :

Enter Hamlet, -
Pol. L heare him comming, with-draw my Lord,
Ham. T o be, or not to be, that is the queftion,

Whether tis nobler in the minde to fuffer

The flings and arrowes of outragious fortune,

Or to take Armes again{t afea of troubles,
.Aadby oppofing, end them, to dic to flecpe

No more, and by a flecpe, to fay we end

T he hart-ake, and the thoufand naturall thocks
That flefh is heire to; tis a confumation

Deuoutly to be wifht to die to fleepe,

To fleepe, perchance to dreame, 1 there’s the rub,
Forinthat fleepe of death what dreames may come
- 'When we haue fhuffied off this mortall coyle

Muft giue vs paule, there’sthe refpect

T hat makes calamitie of fo long life:

For who would beare the whipsand fcornes of time,
TH oppreflors wrong, the proude mans contumely,
The pangs of defpiz'd loue, thelawes delay,
Theinfolence of office, and the fpurnes
That patient merrit of th’'vaworthy takes,

When he himfelfe might his quietas make
‘With a bare bodkin ; who would fardsls beare,
‘To grunt and fiveat vnder a wearie life,
Batthat che dread of fomething after death,

The vadifcouer’d country, from whofe borne
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