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What does thismeanemy Lord ?
Ham. TheKing doth wake tonight, and takes his
Keepes waffels and the fwaggering vpipring reeles,
And 25 he dreines his draaghts of Renith downe,
Thekettle Drum and Trumger thus bray out
The triumph of his Pledge,
Horar. Isitacuflome?
Ham. Imarryift;
And tomy miad, though I amnative heere,
And to themannez borne: Itisa Coftome
More honour'd in the breach,then the obferuance,
Enter Ghoff.
Har, Looke my Lord, it comes.
Ham, Angelsand Minifters of Grace defend vss
Bethoua Spititof health ot Goblin darni'd,
Bring with thee ayres from Heauen,or biafis from Hell,
Bethy euents wicked or charitable,
Thou cont’fi in {uch a quefiionabie (hape
That I will [peake tothee, Ile cail thee Humiet,
King Father,Royall Dane : Oh,ch,anfwerme,
Let menot burfl in Ignorance ; buttell
Why thy Canoniz’d bones Hearfed in death,
Haue bur their cerments; why the Sepulcher
Wherein we {aw thee guietly enurn’d,
Hath op’d hisponderous and Marble iawes,
To cafithee vpagaine? What maythis meane?
That thou dezd Coarle againe in compleat feele,
Reuifits thus the glimples of the Mooue,
Making Night hidious? And we fosles of Natare,
Se hornidly to fhake our difpoficion,
With thoughts beyand theesreachies of our Soules,
Say,why is this ? wherefore? whatthould wedoe ?
Ghoft beckens Hamles,
For. Itbeckonsyoutogosaway withie,
Asific fome imparment did defire
To youalene.
Aar, Looks with what courteous adtion
Itwafts you toamoresemoued ground :
But doe net goe with i,
Hor. No,by no meanes.
Ham. Icwill notfpeske: thenwilll followit,
Her. Doenotmy Lord,
Ham. Why,what thould bethe feare?
Idoeno: {ermylifeata pins feey
Aad for my Soulegwhar can it doe to that ?
Being 2 thing immortall as it feife:
it waues me forth againe;lle follow it.
Hor, Whatifittempt you toward the Floud my Lord?
Or o the dreadtull Sonner of the Cliffe,
That beetles o're hisbaleintothe Sea,
And there affames fome other horrible forme,
Which might depsiue your Soueraignty of Reafon,
And draw you into madaefle thinke of itp
Ham. Itwaftsme flill : goeon, llefollow thee..
Mar. ¥oufhalinot goe my Lorde
Ham. Hold cff your hand,
Her, Berul'd,you(hallnor goe.
Hes, My fate cries ou,
And makes each petty Artire in this body,
As hardy as the Nemian Lions nerue:
Stllam fcald? Vnhand me Gentlemen:
By Heawn,!le make a Ghoft of him that lets me:
1{ayaway,goe on,liefollow thee.
Exenut Ghoff ¢& Hamlet,
Hor. He waxes defperace with imagination,
AMar. Let’s follows’is not fic chus to obey him.
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Hor, Haueafter, to what iffue will this come 3
Mar. Something is rotten inthe Scate of Denmarke,
Hor, Heauenwill direttir,
Mar, Nay,let’s follow him.
Enter Choft and Hamler, (ther.
Ham: Where wilt thou jead me? fpeak;ile g0 no fur-
Gho. Marke me
Ham. 1will,
Gho. My howeris almoft come,
When fto fulphurcus aod tormenting Flames
Muft render vp my {elfe, '
Ham. Alaspoore Ghof,
Gho. Pitty me not,but lend thy ferioue hearing
To whet ] fhall vnfoid.
Ham, Speake,]amn bound o heare,
Gho. Soartthou toreuenge, when thou fhalt heare,
Han, What?
Ghe. I am thy Fathers Spirir,
Doom'd for a certaine terme to waike the night;
And for the day confin'd o falt in Fiers,
Till the foule crimes done in my dayes of Nature
Areborntand purg’daway 7 Butthat Iam forbid
Totell the fecrets of my Prifon-Houfes
Tcoulda Tale vnfold, whofe lighteft word
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young bleod,
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Make thy two eyeslike Starres, (tart from their Sphe
Thyknotty and combined locks to pars,
And each particular haive o land an end,
Like Quilles vpou the frexfull Porpentine :
Bat this eternall blefon mufi noc be
To eares of fefh and bioud; it Hamier, oh Lift,
If thou didf ever thy deare Facher lous,
Ham, Oh Heauen!
Gho. Reuenge his foule and mof vanaturall Marther,
Flam, Murther?
Ghoff, Murther moft foule,asin the beft it is 3
But thismoft foule,firange,and vnnaturali,
Ham. Haf hall me to know i,
T het with wings as fwifc
As medication, or the thoughts of Loue,
May {weepe to mv Reuengs.
Choff. 1 hnde thee apr,
Aod duller fhould' G thou be then the fat weede
Thatrots it felfe ineafle,on Leche Wharfe,
Would'(t thou not Rirre in this. Now Hamles heare :
It's giuen out,tha: fleeping in mine Orchard,
ASerpent fluag me : {o the whole eare of Denmaske,
Is by aforged proceffe ofmy deach
Rankly abus’d : But ksow thou Noble youth,
The Serpene thae did fling thy Fathers life,
Now weares his Crowne.
Ham. O my Propheticke foule : mine Vincie 2
Ghoff. Tthatinceftucus, that adulrerate Bead
With witcheraft of his wits, hath Traitorous guifes.
Oh wicked Wit,and Gifts,chac haue the power
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So tofeduce? Wonto to this thamefull Luft

The will of my moft {eeming vertuous Queenes

Oh Hamlet,what a falling off was there,

From me,whofe loue was of thac dignity,

That it went hand in band, euen with the Vow

I made o her in Marriage; and to decline

Vpon a wretch, whofe Naturall gifes were poore

To thofe of mine. But Vertue,asit neter wil be

Though Lewdneffe courtitina thape of Heauen :

So Luft, though to a radiant Angell fink’d,

‘Wil (ate i {eife in a Celefiialibed, & prey on Garbage.
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