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Marcellus,
AMar. My good Lord.
Ham, 1am very gladto {ee you: good euen Sir.

But what in faith make you from Witremberge?

Hor. Acuant difpofition, good my Losd.
Ham. 1 would not haue your Eneiny {ay {o;

Nor {hall you doe mine eare that violeace,

To make it trufler of your owne repore

Againft your felfe. Iknow youareno Truant:

But what is your affaire in E{fenom ?

Wee'l teach you to drivke deepe,ere you depart,

Her. My'Lord,I came to fee your Fathers Funerall,

Ham, 1 prey thee doe not mock me (fellow Student)
I thinke it was to fee my Mothers Wedding.

Hor. Indeed my Lord,it fellowed hard vpon.

Ham., "Thrift chrift Horatéo s the Funerall Bake-mieats

Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage Tables;

Would ] had metmy deareft foe in heauen,

Ere I had euer feene chat day Horatio.

My father, me thinkes 1{ee my father,

Har, Ohwheremy Lord?

Ham. Inmy mindseye (Haratio)

Hor, 1 {awhim once; be wasa goodly King.
Ham, Hewasa man, rake him for all inall :

T fhall not losk vpon his like againe,

Hor, My L ord, I chinke I faw him yefternight,
Hams. Saw? Whe?

Hor, My Lord,the King your Father.

Ham. The King my Facher?

Her. Seafon your admiration for a while

With an attent eare; till [ may deliver

Vpon the witnefle of thefe Gentlemen,

This maruell to you, ‘

Ham, Fot Heauens loue let me heare,
Hor. Twonights together,bad thefe Gentlemen

(M arcellus and Barnardo) ontheir Warch

Inthe dead walt and middle of the nighe

Beene thus encountred. A figure like your Father,

Arm’d acall points exallly, Cap 2 Pe,

Appeares before them, and with {ollecne march

Goes {low and flately : By them thrice he walke,

By their oppre(t and teare-furprized eyes,

Within his Truncheons lengths whilft they beftil’d

Almoft to lelly with the Aét of feare,

Stand dumbe and fpeake not to bim. This to me

In dreadfull fecrecie tmparr they did,

And I with them the third Night kept the Watch,

Whereas they had deliver’d bathintime,

Forme of the thing; each word made erue and good,

The Apparition comes. Iknew your Facher :

Thefe hands are not more like,

Ham. But where wasthis?
Mar. My Lord vpon the platforme where we waccht.
Ham. Did younot {peaketoir?

Hor, My Lord, 1did;

Butan{were made it none: yet onceme thought

Itlifted vp it head and did addreffe

It {elfeto motion, like as it would fpeake:

But even then, the Morning Cocke crew lowd ;

And ac the found iz fhrunke in haft away,

And vacifbt from our light. '
Ham. Tis very firange,
Hor. AsIdoe live my honourd Lord 'tis true;

And we did thinke it writ downe in our duty

Toleryouknow of ic,

Ham, Indeed, indeed Sirs; buethis troubles me.
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Hold you the watch to Nigoes

Both, We doemy Lord.

Ham. Arm'd,fay you?

Both. Aravd, my Losd.

Ham. From top totoe?

Borh, My Lord,from hesd to foote.

Ham. Then faw you not his face?

Hor. Oyesymy Lord, he wore his Beauer Vp.
Ham. What, lookt he frowningly ?

Hor. A countenance more in forrow then inanger,
Ham. Pale,orred?

Hor. Nay very pale,

Ham. Avdfixchis eyes vpon you?

Hor. Moft conflantly. .

Harmz. I would I had beene shere.

Hor. It would haue muchamaz’d you.

Ham. Very like, very like : faiditiong? {dred,
#Hor. While one with moderate haft migheeeli a hun.
a7/, Longer longer.

Hoar, Not when 1 {aw™,

Ham, His Beard was grifly? no.

Hor, It was, as ] haue feenc it in hislife,

Sable Siluer'd. (goine,
Ham. Ile watch toNighe; perchance 'twill wake a-
Hor. 1warrant you irwill,

Ham. 1f it affume my noble Fathers perfon,

He fpeake to it,chough Hell it felte fhould gape
And bid me hold my peace. I pray youall,

Ifyou haue hitherto conceald this fight;

Letitbee treble in your filence thill ;

Aud whatfoeuer els (hall hap to night,
Giueiranvnderftanding butno tongueg
Iwill requite your loues 3 fo, fareye well:

Vpoa the Platforme twixt eleuen and twelue,

Tie vifit you.

AY. Ourdutyto your Honour. Exeunt,
Ham. Your loue,as mine to you: farewell,

My Fathers Spiritin Armes ? Allisnot well:

I doubt fome foule play : would the Night were come;
Till then fic fhill my foule; foule deeds will rife,
Thoughall the earth orewhelm them to mens eies. Exiz.

Scena Tertia.

Enter Laertes and Opbelia,

Laer. My neceffaries are imbark’t; Farewell :
And Sifferes the Winds gine Benefir,
And Conuoy is aflsftant; doe not flecpe,
Buc let me heare from you.

Opkel. Doe you doubrthar?

Laer. ¥or Hamlet,and the trifling of bis fanours,
Hold it afafhion and a toy in Bloud;
AVioletin the youth of Primy Nature;
Froward,not permanent; {weer not lafling
The fuppliance of a minute> No more.

Opbel, No more but fo.

Laer. Thinkeitno mores
Fornature creflant does not grow alone,
In thewes and Bulke: but as his Temple waxes,
The inward feruice of the Minde and Soule
| Growes wide withall. Perhaps he loues you now,

And now no foyle nor cautell doth befmerch

| The vertue of his feare : but you muft feare

His




