Prince of Denmarke.

“T'his man thall et me packing,

Helugge the gutsinto the neighbour roome;
Mother gooj night indeed, this Counfayler
Js now moft flill, moft fecret, and moft graue,
‘Who was inlifea moft foolith prating knaue,
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you,
Good night mother, Ex1.

Eenter King, and Queene, with R gfencrans
and Guyldensterne.

King. There’s matter in thefe fighes, thefe profound heaues,
You nuft tranflate, tis fit we vndertand them,
Where is your fonne 2

Ger. Beflow this place on vs alittle while.
Ah mine owne Lord, what haue Ifeene tonight 2

King, What Gertrard, how dooes Hamlet ?

Ger. Mad as the fea and wind when both contend
Which is the mightier, in hislawlefle fit,

Behind the Arras hearing fome thing Hirre,
Whyps out his Rapier, cryes a Rat, a Rat,
And in thisbraini(h apprehenfion kills
Thevnfeene good oid man.

King, O heauy deede!

1t had beenefo with vs had wee been there,

His liberrieis full of threates to all,

To you your felfe, to vs, to eucry one,

Alas, how fhall this bloody deede be anfiverd ?

Je will beJayd to vs, whofe prouidence

Should haue kept thort, reftraind, and out of haunt
This mad young man; but fo much was our loue,
Wewould not voderftand what was moft fie,

But like the owner of a foule difeafe

Tokeepe it from divalging, let it feede

Euen on the pith of life : whereis he gone?

Ger, Lo draw apart the body he hath kild,
Ore whom, his very radnes like fome ore
Among aminerall of mettals bafe,

Showes it felfe pure, a weepes for what is done,

King. O Gertrard, comeaway, - KAr
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