4 be 1 ragedie of Hamlet
The poore aduaunc’d, makes friends of enemies,
And hetherto doth loue on fortune tend -
For who not needes, thall neuer lacke a friend,
And who in want a hollow ftiend doth try,
Dire&lly feafons him his enemy.
But orderly to end where Ibegunne,
Our wills and fates doe fo contrary runne,
That our deuifes fill are ouerthrowne,
Our thoughtsare ours, their endsnonc ofour owne,
So thinke thou wilt no fecond husband wed, ‘
But die thy thoughts when thy firft Lord is dead.
Zuee. Nor earth to me giue foode, nor heanen light,
Sportand repofe lock from me day and nighe,
Todefperation turne my truft and hope,
And Anchors cheere in prifon be my feope,
Each oppofite that blancks the face of oy, :
Meete what I would haue well, andiie deftroy,
Both heereand hence purfue melafting firife,  Ham. If (he hould
Ifonce I be a widdow, eucr I be a wife, breake it now.
King. Tis deeply fworne, fweet leaue me heere a while,
My {pirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile
The tedious day with fleecpe.
Luee. Sleepe rock thy braine,
And neuer come mifchance berweene vs twaine, Exennt,
Hams. Madam, how like you this play 2
Quee. The Lady doth proteft too much mee thinks,
Hap. Obut (hee’ie keepe her word. ‘
King. Haue you heard the argument 2 is there no offence ine ?
Ham. Nono,they do buticit, poylon iniel,no offencei'th wonld.
King. What docyou call the play 2
Ham. The Moufetrap, mary how tropically, this play is the Image
of a marther doonc in Psonna, Gonzagois the Dukes name, hiswife
Baptista, you thallfee anon, tis a knavifth pezce of worke,but what of
that ? your Maieflie, and wee that haue free foules, it touches vs not,
let the gauled Jade winch, our withers arevawrong. Thisisone Lo
ciains, Nephew to the King, - :
Enter Lucianas,
Oph. Youareasgoodas a Chorusmy Lord,
Ham, 1 couldinterpret betweene you znd your loue
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