The Tragedie of Hamlet
Ham. How long will a man liei'th earth erc herot ¢

Clow. Faythif a be not rotten before a dic, as we haue many poc-
kie corfes, that will fearce hold the laying in, 2 willlaft you fom ey ght
yeere, ornineyeere. A Tanner will laft you nine yeere,

Ham. Why he morethen another 2

Clow. Why fir, his hide is fo tand with histrade, that 2 will
out water a great while ; & your water isa fore decayer of your whore
fon dead body, heer’s a fculinow hathlyen youi’th earth 23. yeeres.

‘Ham. Whofewasit? :

Clow. A whorfonmad fellowes it was, whofe do you think it was 2

Ham, Nay 1 know not.

Clow. A peflilence on him for a madde rogue, a pourd aAagon of
Renith on my head onces this fame skull fic, was fir Yoricks skull, the
Kings Iefler.

Hams. This?

Clow, Een that.

Ham. Alas poore Yoricke; Tknew him Horatio, a fellow ofinfinite
ief}, of mofl excellent fancie, hee hath bore me on his backe a thou.
fand times,and now how abherred in my imagination it is: my gorge
nifes at it. Heere hung thofe lyppes that I haue kift [ know not howe
oft,where be your gibes now 2your gamboles, your fongs, your fla-
fhes of merriment, that were wont to fet the table on aroare, notone
now to mocke your owne grinning, quite chopfalne, Nowgetyou
to my Ladies table, & tel! her, lether paintaninch thicke, to thisfa-
uourfhe muft come, make her laugh at that. :
Prethee Horasso tell me one thing,.

Hora. What's that my Lord?

Ham. Doofl thou thinke . #lexander looke a this fathion ¥'th earth ?

Hara. Een fo.

Ham. And fmek fo pah,

Hora. Eenfo my Lord.

Ham. To whatbafe vies wee may returne Horatsio ! Why may not
imagination traccthe noble dufl of dlexander, till a findit flopping
abunghole?

Her. T were toconfider too curioufly to confider fo.

Ham. Nofaith, not aiot, but to Foll{;w him thether with modefly
enough, and likelyhood to leadeit. Alexander dyed, alexander was
buricd,  4/exander returneth to dufl, the duflis earth , of earth vvee
make Lome, & why of that Lome whereto he was conuerted, might

they
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