Prince of Denmarke.

Han, Why looke you there, looke how it {teales away,
My facher in his habit as he liued,
Looke where he goes, eucnnow out actheportall.  Exit Ghoil.
Ger. Thisis the very coynage of yourbraine,
Thisbodilefle creation extacie is very cunuing in.
Ham. My pulleas yours doth temperacly keepe time,
And makes as healthfull muficke, it is not madaelle
That [ haue vitred, bring me roche teft, :
And the matter will reword, which madnefTe
Would gambole from, mother for Joue of %race,
Lay not that flattering vn&ion to your foule
That not your trefpafle bue my madneffefpeakes,
Tewill bue skin and filme the vicerous place
Whiles ranck corruption mining all within
Juofedts valeene, confefle your felfe to heauen,
Repent what's paft, auoyd whatis to come,
And doe not{pread the compoft on the weedes
Tomake them rancker, forgiue me this my vertue,
Forin thefatnefle of thefe purfietimes
Vertueitfelfe of vicemuft pardon beg,
Yea curbe and wooefor leaue to doe him good.
Ger. O Hamlet thou haft cieft my hartin twaine.
Ham. O throwe away the worfer pare of it,
And leauethe purer with the other halfe,
Good night, but goe not to my Vncles bed,
Aflune a vertue ii-g you haue ienot,
Thatmonfler cuftome, who all fencedoth eate
Of babits deuill, isangell yerin this
That to the vic of aétionsfaire and good,
Helikewife giues afrock or Liuery
That aptly is put on to refraine nigh,
And that fhall lend akind of eafines
To the next abflinence, the next more eafie:
For viealmoft can change the flamp of nature,
And either the deuill, or throwe him out
With wonderous poteney : once more good night,
And when you are defirous to be bleft,
Ile blefsing beg of you, for this fame Lord
T doerepent ; but heauen hath plea{dic fo
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