The Trragedse of Hamlet
Ham. Ahha, comefome mufique, come the Recorders,
Forifthe King like not the Comedie,
Why thenbelike helikesit not perdy.
Come, fomemufique, :
Enter Rofencrans and Guyldenfterne.
Guyl. Good my Lord, voutfafe meaword with you,
Ham. %ll:' a ;{vholer hiltorie.
/, TheKing fir. :

fg;gm i, whft of him 2 '

Guyl. Isin hisretirement mernilous diftempred.

Ham., With drinkefir2 :

Guyl. No my Lord, with choller,

Ham. Your wifedome fhould theweit felfe morericher to fignifie
this to the Do&or, for, for mee to put him to his purgarion , would

perhaps plunge him into more choller.

Guyl. Good my Lotd put your difcourfe into fome frame,

And ftare not o wildly from my affaire.

Ham. 1am tame fir, pronounce. -

Guyl. The Queeneyour mother in moft great affliction of fpirie,
hath fent me o you,

. Ham. Youare welcome. . -

Guyl. Nay good my Lord, this curtefie is not of the right breede, if
it fhall pleafe you to make me a wholfome aunfwere, Iwill doe your
mothers commaundement, if not, your pardon and my returne, fhall
be the end of bufines.

Ham. Sir1 cannot.

Rof. What my Lord, _

Ham. Make you awholfome anfwer, my wits difea(d, but fir, fuch
anfwere as I can make, you (hall commaund, or rather asyou fay, my
mother, therefore no more, but to the matter, my mother you {ay,

R/ Then thusthe fayes, your behauiour hath flrooke herinto a=
‘mazement and admiration.

Ham. O wonderfulfonne that can{s (tonifh amother, butisthere
no fequell at the hecles of this mothers admiration, impart,

Rof. She defires tofpeak with you in her clofet ere you go to bed.

Ham. We thall obey, were fhe ten times our mother, haue you any
fureher trade with vs? '

Rof. My Lord, you once did loue me,

Ham, And doe {lill by thefe pickers and fiealers. H3v

Refe



