The Tragedic of Hamlet
No trauilerreturnes, puzzels the will,
And makes vs rather beare thofcills we haue,
Then flic to others that we know not of,
Thus confrience dooes make cowards,
And thus the natine hiew of refolution
Isfickled orewith the pale caft ofthoughe,
And enterprifes of great pitch and moment,
With chis regard theyr currents turne awry,
Andloofe the name of alicn. Soft younow,
The faire Ophedia, Nimphin thy orizons
Be allmy finnes remembred.

Oph. Good my Lord,

How dooes your honour for this many 3 day?

Fam. 1burnbly thanke you well,

Oph. My Lord, 1 baue remembrances of yours
That 1 have longed long to redcliner,
1pray you now receiue them.

Ham, No,not1, I never gauce you oughe.

Opb, My honor'd Lord, you know right well you did,
Andwith them words of fo fweet breath compofd
Asmade thefethings more rich, their perfume loft,

Take thefe againe, for to the noble mind
Rich gifts wax poore when givers proouc vnkind,
There my Lord,

Ham, {h, ha, are you bonef?,

Oph. My Lord,

Ham, Aveyou fuive?

Opb. What meanesyour Lord(hip 2 :

Ham, Thatif you be honeft & faire, you thould admit
no difceurf® to your beantie,

Oph, Couldbeanty my Lord haue bétter comerfe
Then with honeflie

Ham, 1 eruly, for the power ofbeautie will fooner transforme ho-
neftic from what it is to a bawde, then the force of honeflic can tranf
hate beautie into his likenes, this was fometime 2 paradox,but now the
time giues it proofe, I did love you onee,

Oph. Indeed my Lord you made mebelieue fo,
Ham. You thouid nothaue belecw'd me, forvernse cannotfo
enoculat our old fock, but we fhall relith of ir, [ loned you not.
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