Prince of Denmarke.

Getyouaplace.

King. How fares our cofin Hamles ?

Ham, Excellent yfaith,

Of the Camclions difh, I cate the ayre,

Promilcram’d, you cannot feede Capons fo.

King. 1haue nothing with thisaunfwer Hamiez,

Thefc words are not mine, A

Ham. No, nor minenow my Lord.

You playd once ’th Vniuerfitieyou fay, :
Pof. Thatdid I my Lord, and wasaccounted a good A &or,
Ham, What did you ena& ? '

Pol. 1did enalk Julins Cefar, 1 waskild i'th Capitall,

Brurns kild mee.

Ham. lvwasabrute part of him to kill fo capitall a calfe there,
Bethe Playersreadie 2

Rof. 1my Lord, they ftay vponyour patience,

Ger, Come hether my deere Hamlet, fit by me.

Ham. No good mother, heere’s mettle more attralliue,

Poi. O ho, doe you marke that.

Fam. Lady fhall licin your lap ?

Opbke, Nomy Lord,

Ham. Doeyou thinke I meant country mateers 2

Opb. 1thinkenothing my Lord,

Ham. That’s a fayrethought to Iye betweene maydeslegs.

Opk, What is my Lord?

- Ham. Nothing. :

Oph. Youare merry my Lord,

Fam, WhoI?

Oph. 1 my Lord.

Ham. O Godyeur onely ligge-maker, what fhould 2 man do but
be merry, for looke you how checrefully my mother lookes, and my
father died within’s two howres, _ -

Oph. Nay, tis twice two months my Lord,

Hanm. Sc‘:‘enﬁ, nay then let the deule weare blacke , for Iie haue 2
fute of (abless 5 heauens, die two months agoe, and not forgottenyet,
then there’s hope a great mans memorie may out-liue his life halfea
yeere, but ber Lady 2 muft build Churcheschen, or els fhalla fuffer
not thinking on, with the Hobby-horfe, whofe Epitaph is, for 8, for
&, thchobby-hosfe is forgot. '

EHir



