The Tragedie of Hamlet
To punifh me with this, and this withme, :

That I muft be their {courge and minifter,

T wili beflowe him and will anfwere well -

The death 1 gaue him; fo againe good night

1 muftbecruell only to be kinde,

Thisbad beginnes, and worleremaines behind.

One word more good Lady.

Ger. What fhallldoe?

Ham. Not this by no ineanes that1bid you doe,
Letrtheblowt King temp’tyou againe to bed,
Pinchwanton on your cheeke, call you his Moufe,
And let himfor a paire of reechie kifles,

Or padling in your necke with his damn’d fingers.
Make you to rouell all this matter out

That1 effentiallyam notin madnefTe, :
But madia craft, v'were good you let him knowe,
For who that’s but a Queene, faire, fober, wife,
Would from a paddack,fromabar, a gib,

Such deare concernings hide, who would doe fo,
No, in difpight of fence and fecrecy,

Vapeg the basket on the houfes fop,

Lecthe birds fly, and like the famous Ape,

To try conclufions in the basket crecpe,

And breake your owne necke downe. :

Ger. Bethou aflur’d, if words be made of hreath
And breath of life, I hauenolifeto breath :
Whatthou haft fayd tome. :

Ham, 1muft vo England, you knowe that,

Ger. Alack] had?'orgot. :

Tis fo concluded on. :

Ham. Thert’s letrers feald, and my two Schoolefellowes,
Whom I willtruft as T will Adders fang'd,

They beare the mandat, they muft fweep my way
Aand marfhall me toknauery :let itworke, :
Fortischefporteo hauetheenginer

Hoift with his owne petar, an’t thall goe hard
But T will delue one yard belowetheir mines,
And blowe them at the Moone : 6 tis mofl fiyeere
Wheriinone line two crafts direcily meete,
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