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The Tragedie of Hamlet,

But foft,me thinkes I fent the Mornings Ayre;
Briefe letme be : Sleeping within mine Orchard,
My cuftome alwayes in the afternoone;
Vpon my fecure hower thy Vncle ftole
With iuyce of curfed Hebenon ina Violl,
And in the Porches of mine eares did poure
The leaperous Difhlment; whofe effe&
Holds fuch an enmity with bioud of Man,
Thatfwiftas Quick-filuer,it courfes through
The naturall Gaces and Allies of the Body;
And with a fodaine vigour it doth poffer
And curd, like Aygre droppings into Milke,
The thin and wholfome blood: fo didit mine;
And amoft inftant Tetter bak’d abour,
Moft Lazarelike, with vile and loath{ome cruft,
All my fmooth Body.
Thus was I, {leeping, Ly a Brothershand,
Of Life,of Crowne, and Queene at once difpatchr 3
Cut off etten in the Blofiomes of iy Sinne,
Vnhouzzled, difappointed, vunancld,
No reckoning made,bur fent to my account
With all my imperfedions on my head;
Oh horrible,Oh horrible, moft hotrible;
If thou hait nature in thee beare itnor;
Let notthe Royall Bed of Denmarke be
A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceft,
But how{oeuer thou purfueftthis A&,
Taint not thy mind jnor let thy Soule contriue
Againft thy Mother oughr; leaue herco heaven
And to thofe Thornes thatin her bofome lodge,
Toprickeand fling her. Farethee well atonce;
The Glow-worme fhowes the Matine to be neere,
And gias to pale his vneffeGuall Fire:
Adue,adue,Hamler : remember me. Exit,
Hem Ohall you hoft of Heauen ! Oh Earth:what els?
And fhallI couple Hell ¢ Oh fie: hold my hearr,
And you my finnewes,grow notinftant Olds
But beare me fliffely vp: Remember thee ?
I, thou poore Ghoft , while memory holds a feate
Inthis diftrated Globe : Remember thee ?
Yea,from the Table of my Memory,
1le wipe away all triviall fond Records,
All fawes of Bookes,all formes, all prefures paft,
That youth and obferuation coppied there;
And thy Commandment all alone fhall live
Within the Booke and Volume of my Braine,
Vomixe with bafer matrer; yes, yes, by Heauen :
Ohmoft pernicious woman !
Oh Villaine, Villaine, {miling damned Viilaine !
My Tables,my Tables; meetitis I fec it downe,
That one may {mile,and fmile and be a Villaines
At leaft I'm {ure it may be fo in Denmarke ;
So Vackle there you are: now tomy word;
Itis; Adue,Adue, Rememberme: I haue fworn’t.
Hor. ¢ Mar.within. My Lord,my Lord,
Enter Horatio and Marcellns,
Mar, Lord Hamles.
Hor, Heauen fecarehim,
Mar. Sobeit.
Hor. Hlo, hoho, my Lord.
Ham. Hillo,ho,ho,boy; comebird,come.
Mar, Howift'tmy Noble Lord?
Hor. Whatnewes, my Lord?
Ham. Oh wonderfull!
Hor. Good my Lord tell it,
Hawm. No you'lreuealeit.

Hor, Not I,my Lord, by Heauen. iy

Mar. NorI, myLord. {think i

Ham. How {ay you then, would heart of man once
But you’l be fecret?

Both. 1, by Heaw’n, my Lord.

Ham. There’s nere avillaine dwelling in all Denmarke
But hee’s an arrant knaue.

Hor. There needs no Ghoft my Lord, come from the
Graue,to tell vs this,

Ham. Why right,you are i'th’ right;
And fo, without more circumftance at all,
Ihold it fic that we thake hands,and part:
You,as your bufines and defires fhall point you:
For euery man ha’ bufineffe and defire,
Suchasitis: and for mine owne poore part,
Locke you, Ile goe pray.

Hor. Thefe are but wild and hurling words,m

Ham. I'a forry they offend you heartily ;
Yes faich heartily,

Hor. There’sno offencemy Lord,

Ham. Yes, by Saint Patricke,but there is my Lord,
And much offence too, touching this Vifion heere :
Itis anhonelt Ghoft, thatlet me tellyou:

For your defire to know what is betweene vs,
O'remafter’t as you may. And now good friends,
As you are Friends,Schollers and Soldiers,

Giue me one poore requeft,

For. Whatistmy Lord? wewill,

Ham Neuer make known what you haue feento night,

Borh. My Lord,we will not,

Ham Nay, but {wear’,

Hor, Infaithmy Lord, not 1,

Mar. Norlmy Lord: in faith.

Ham. Vponwy {word.

Marcell. We hane {worne my Lord already.

Flam. Indeed,vpon my {word [ndeed.
Gho. Sweare, Ghaff cries under the Stage.
Ham. Ahhaboey.fayeft chou {o. Art thou there true-
penny ? Cotne one you here this fellow in the felleredge
Confentto fweare.

Hor. Propofe theQathmy Lord.

Ham. Neuer to fpeake of this that you haue feene,
Sweare by my fword,

Gho, Sweare,

Ham. Hic ¢ vbigue? Then wee'l fhift for grownd,
Come hither Gentlemen, '
And lay your hands againe vpon my {word,
Neuer to {peake of this that you haue heard:
Sweareby my Sword.

y Lord,

Cho. Sweare, (falk?
Ham, Wellfaid old Mole,can’@ worke th’ ground fo
A worthy Pioner,once miore remoue good frierids.

Hor. Ohday and night:bux this is wondrous ftrange.
Ham. Andtherefore as a firanger giue it welcome,
There are more things in Heauen and Earth, Horatio,
Then are dream’t of in our Philofophy But come,

Here as before, neuer {o helpe you mercy,

How ftrange or odde fo ere I beare my felfe;

(As1 perchance heereafter fball thinke meet

To put ao Anticke difpofition on:)

That you at fuch rime feeing me, neuer fhall

With Armes encombred thus, or thus, head thake;

Or by pronouncing of fome doubtfull Phrafe;

As well,we know,or we could and if we would,

Or if we lift to fpeake ; or there be and if chere might,

Or fuch ambiguous giuing out to nore,

That




