The Tragedie of Hamlet

Ifone could match you ; the Scrimures of their nation
He fwore had neither motion, guard nor eye,
If youoppofd them; fir this report of his
Did Hamles fo enuenom wich his enuy,
That he could nothing doe but with and beg
Your fodaine comming ore to play with you
Now out of this.

Laer, What out of thismy Lord?

King. Lacerteswasyour father dearetoyou?
Qr are you like the painting of aforrowe,
A face without a hart?

Laer, Why aske you this ?

King. Notthat I thinkeyou did notloue your father,
But that I knowe, loueis begunne by time,

And that | feein paffages of proofe,

Time qualifies the fparke and five of i,

There liues within the very flame of foue

A kind of weeke or fnufe that will abate ie,

And nothing is at a like goodnes lill,

For goodnes growing to aplurifie, |

Dies in his owne tao much, that we would doe
Wefhould doc when we would : for this would change ,
And hath abatements and delayes as many,

As thereare tongues, are hands, are accedents,
And then this fhould islike afpend thrifes figh,
That hurts by eafing ; but to the quick of th'vicer,
Hamlet comes back, what would you vndertake
To thowe your felfeindeede your fathers fonne
More theninwords?

Laer, To cuthis theaot i'th Church.

King, No place indeede fhould murtherfanQuarife,
Renendge thould haueno bounds : but good Laerses
Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your chamber,
Hamfe rervrn’d, (hall knowe you are come home,
Weele put on thofe (hall praife your excellence,

And fet 2 double varnifh on the fame

Thefrench man gave you, bring you in fine together
And wager ore your heads ; he being remifle,

Mof} generous, and free fromall contriving,
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