The Tragedie of Hamlet
O god Horatio, what awounded name

Things {tanding thus vnknowne, fhall I leaue behind me 2
Ifthou did’ft euer hold mein thy hart,
Abfent thee from felicity a while,

And in this harfh world drawe chy breath in paine

A maych
To telimy fory : what warlike noife is this farveoff.
Enter Ofrick.
Ofr. Young Fortenbraffewith conquefl come from Poland,
To th'embafladorsof England gines this warlike volly. :

Haom. O I die Horatio,
The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my [pirir,
1 cannot liue to heare the newes from England,
But 1 doe prophecie th’clle€tion lights
On Eortinbraffe, he has my dying voyce,
So tell him, with th’occurrants more and lefle
Which haue folicited, the reftis filence.
Hera. Now cracksanoble hart, good nightfweerte Prince,
Andflights of Angels fing thee to thy refl.
Why dooes the drumcome hether ¢

Enter Fortenbya(Jc, with the Embaffadoys.
For. Whereisthis fight ¢

Hora, Whatisit you would fee >
Ifought of woe, or wonder, ceafe your fearch.

For. This quarry cries on hauock, 6 prou'd death
Whatfeafl is toward in thine crernall cell,
That thou{o many Princesata fhot
So bloudily hafi ftrook ¢

Embaf. Thefightis difmall
And our affaires from Englend come too late,
Theecares are fencelefle that fhould giue vs hearing
Totell him his commandment is fulgld,
That Rofencraus and Guyldenflerne are d ead,
Where fhould we haue our thankes¢

Hora. Notfrom hismouth
Had it tl’ability of life to thanke you;
He neuer gaue commandement for their death;;
But fince foiump vpon this bloody queftion
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