 Tbhe T'ragedie of Hamlet
Mayonebe pardond and retaine th'offence
In the corrupted currents of thisworld,
Offences guilded hand may fhowe by iuftice,
And oftris feenethewickecr prizeit felfe
Buyes out the lawe, but tis not (o aboue,
There is no fhufling, there the ation lies
In his true nature, and we our (elues compeld
Euen to the teeth and forhead of our faults
To giuein euidence, what then, whatrefts,
Try what repentance can, what canit not,
Yet what caniit, when one cannotrepent ¢
O wretched ftare, 6 bofome blacke as death,
Olimed foule, that ftruggling tobe free,
Artmoreingageds helpe Angels make affay,
Bowe flubbornekaees, and hart with ftrings of fteale,
Be foft as finnewes of the new borne babe,
Allmaybe well,

Enter Honlet.

Haem. Nowmight I doeit, butnowaisa praying,
And now Iledoo't,and fo a goes to heauen,
And{foam I reuendge, that would befcand
A villaine kills my father, and for that,

1 his lole foane, doe this fame villaine fend

To heauen.

Why, this is bafe and filly, notrenendge,

A tooke my father grofly full of bread,

Withall his crimes bracd blowne, as flufh as May,
And how his audit {tands whe knowes (aue heauen,

- Butin owr circumflance and courfe of thoughe,

Tis heauy with him :and am 1 then reuendged
“To take him in the purging of his foule,

When heis fit and feafond for his paflage<

o

Vp {word, and knowe thou a more horrid hent,
When heis drunke, afleepe, or in hisrage,
Orinth'inceftious plealure of his bed,

At game a fwearing, or aboutfome act

That has ro relifh of faluationin’t,
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