4 be Tragedie of Hamiet

The funne no fooner fhall the mountaines touch,
Bue we will thip him hence, and this vile deede
We mult with all our Maieftie and skill Enter Rof. & Guidd
Both countenaunceand excufe, Ho G crme,
Friends both, goc ioyneyou with fome further ayde,
Hamlet in madnes hath Polomius (laine, :
And from his mothers clofet hath he dreg'd him,
Goefecke him out, fpeake fayre, and bring the body
Into the Chappell ; Ipray you haft in this,
Come Gertrard, wee'le call vp our wileft friends,
And Jet them know both what we meane to doe
And whats vatimely doone,
Whofe whifper ore the worlds dyameter,
As leuell as the Cannon to his blanck,
Tranfports his poyfned fhot, may miffe our Name,
And hit the woundlefle ayre, & come away,
My foule is full of difcord and difmay. Execunt,

Enter Hamlet, Rofencranus, and others,

Ham, Safely Rowd,but foft,what noyfe, who callson Bamlet
© heere they come,

Re/. What hauc you doone my Lord with the dead body 2

Ham, Compoundit with duff whereto tis kin,

Rof: Tell vs wheretis that we may cake it thence,

And beareit to the Chappell,

Fam, Doenot belceuc it,

Rof. Beleenewhat,

Har, That I can keepeyour counfzile & not mine owne,befides
to be demaunded of afpunge, what replycation thould be made by
the {onne of a King,

Rof, Take youme forafpungemy Lord?

Ham. 1fis, that fokesvp the lg(ings countenaunce,his rewards, his
authorities, butfuch Oficers doe the King beft fernicein theend, he
keepesthemlikean applein the corner of hisiaw, firft mouth’d to be
laft fwallowed, when hee needs what you hauc gleand, itis but fquee-
fing you, and fpunge you fhall be dry againe.

Ref. 1vaderfland you not my Lord.

Eae. 1am glad ofit, a knauifh fpeech fleepes in a foolifh eare.

Kqf. My Lozd,you mufk tellvs where the body s, and goewith vs
ta the King,

Hamlet,
K1iv



