The Tragedie of Hamlet

Ofyour precedent Lord, a vice of Kings,
A cut-purfe of the Empire and the rule,
Thatfrom a fhelfe the precious Diadem flole
And putitin his pocket,
Ger. No more.
: Enter Ghoft.

Haem. AKing of fhredsand patches,

Saue meand houer ore me with your wings
Youheauenly gards : what would your gracious figure?
Ger. Alashec’smad. :
Ham. Doe you not come your tardy fonne to chide,
That lapR in ime and pafsion lets goe by
Thimportant afting oF your dread command, 6 (zy.
__ Ghofl. Doenotforget, this vifitation £
Is but to whet thy almoft blunted purpof,
- But looke, amazement on thy mother fits,

O flep betweeneher, and her fighting foule,

Conceitin weakeft bodies ftrongeft workes,

Speake to her Homlez,

Hon. Howisitwithyou Lady
Ger.  Alashowifl withyou? _

Thatyou doebend your eye on vacancie,

And withthlincorporall ayre doe hold difcourfe,

Foorth at your eyes your fpirits wildly peep,

And asthe {leeping fouldiers in th'alarme,

Yourbedded haire like life in excrements

Startvpand ftand an end, 5 centlefonne

-Vpon&z heat and flame of thy diftemper

Sprinckle coole patience, whereon doeyou looke ?

Ham. On him, on him, looke you how pale he glares,

His forme and caufe conioynd, preaching to flones
Would make them capable, doenot looke vponme,
Leaft with this prtious ation you connert
My flearne effeéls, then what 1 haueto doe
Will want rrue cullour, teares perchance for blood.

Ger. Towhom doeyoufpeakethis 2

Ham. Doe you fee nothing there?

Ger, Notzing atall,yerallthatis] fee,

Hsm, Nor did you nothing heare?

Ge.  No nothing but our Ielues.
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