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Scenz Prima.

Enter Barnards and Francifco swo Centinels,

Barnardo,
S Ho’s there ¢
VE/H  Fras, Nay an{wer me: Stand & vofold
S L youe felfe,
% Bar. Loog livetheKing,
Fran, Barnarde?

Fras, You come moft carefully vpon your houre,

Bar,'Tisnow ffrook twelue,get thee co bed Francsfeo.

Eran, For this releefe much chankes: Tis bitrer cold,
And I am ficke at heart.

Barn, Haue you had quiet Guard?

Fran. Not a Moule ftirring.

Bars. Well, gocdnight, 1fyou do mezt Horario and
Marcellns, the Riuals of my Watch,bid them make hath,
Enter Horavio and Marcellss.

Fran. 1 thinke I heare them, Stand: who'sthere?
* Hor. Friends to this ground.
- Mar. Aod Leige-men o the Dane.
Fran, Giue you good nighe,
Mar, O farwel honeft Soldier,who hatn reliew’d you?
Fra. ‘Barwardo ha's my place: giueyou goodnighe,
Exit Fram.
Ay, Holla Barnardo.
Bar. Say,what is Horatiothere?
Hor. A peece of him.
Bar. Welcome Horatio, welcome good Marcellus.
Mar, What,ha's this thing appear’d againe to night,
Bar. 1haue feenc nothing.
May. Horatiofaies,tis bur our Fantafie,
And will not let belecfe take hold ofhim
Touching this dreaded fight, twice {eenc of vs,
Therefore I haue intreated him along
Wich vs, to watch the minues of this Nighe,
Thatifagaine this Apparition come,
Hemay approue our eyes, and {peake toit.
Hor, Tefb,rafh,’cwill not appeare,
Bar, Sit downe a.while,
And let vs once againe affaile your eares,
That are {o fortified againft cur Story,
What we two Nights hauve {eene,
Hor. Well,fic we downe,
And let vs heare Barmardo {peake of chis.
Barn. Laft night of all, . ;
‘When yond fame Starse that’s Weftward from the Pole
Had made bis courfe t'illume that part of Heauen.

~ When th’Ambitions Norwey combatted :

B

Where now it burnes, arcellus and my felfe,
The Bell then beating one.
CMar. Peace,breake thee of 3
Looke where it comes s gaine.
Barn, In the fame figure, like the King tha’s dead,
Aar. Thou arta Scholler; fpeake to s Horatio,
Bari. Lookesitnot like the King? Marke it Horatio,
Hora. Moftlike: It harrowes me with fear & wonder
Barn. 1t would be ipoke too.
Mar. Queftion it Horatie,
Hor. Whatart thouthat vfurp’f this time of nj ghr,
Together with thac Faire and Warlike forme
In which the Maiefty of buried Denmarke
Did fomerimes march: By Heanen I charge thee fpeake,
Mar, Itis offended.
Barn. See,it ftalkes away.
Hor. Stay:{peake; fpeake : I Chargethee,{peake.
Exstthe Ghoff.
Mar. °Tis gone,and will net anfwer.,
Bars. How now Horatio ? Youtremble & look pale :
Is not this fomething more then Fantafie ?
Whatthinke you on’t 2
Hor. Before my God, I might not this beleeue
Withour the fenfible and true auouch
Of mine owne eyes,
Mar. Isicnotlike theKing ?
Hor. Asthou artto thy felfe,
Such was the very Atmour he had on,

Enter the Ghofi.

So frown’d he once, when in an angry pasle
He {mot the fledded Pollax on the Ice,
"Tis ftrange.
Mar, Thustwice before,and iuftat this dead house,
With Marciall flalke, hath he gone by our Watch.
Hor.In what particular thought to work, 1 know nog :
But in the groffe and fcope of my Opinion,
This boades fome firange erruption to our State.
Mar. Good now fit downe, & tell me hethat knowes
Why this fame ftri& and moft obfervant Watch,
So nightly toyles the {ubie& of the Land,
And why fuch dayly Caft of Brazon Cannon
And Ferraigne Mart for Implements of warre ;
Why fuch impreffe of Ship-wrights,whofe fore Taske
Da’snot diuide the Sunday from the weeke,
Whatmigh: be toward, that this (weaty hat
Doth make the Night ioynt-Labourer with the day :
Who is’t thiat can inforsme me?
Hor, Thatcan],
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