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Mad let vs grant him then : and now remaines
That we finde out the caufe of thiseffe&,
Orrather (ay, the caufe of this defeét ;
Forthis effe&t defectiue, comes by caufe,
Thus it remaines,and the remainder thus, Perpend,
I hauea davghter :haue,whil’ft fheismine,
Who in her Dutie and Obedience, marke,
Hath giuen me this : now gather,and furmife.
The Letter,
Tothe ((eleftiall and my Soules Idoll, the moft beantified O-
belia.

That’s an i{l Phrafe, 2 vilde Phrafe, beautified isa vilde
Phrafe: but you fhali heare thefe in her ex¢ellent white
bofome, thefe.

ZDu, Came this from Hamlet to her,

Pol, Good Madam flav awhile, I will be faichfull.
Doitht thow, the Starves are five,
Donbi, that the Sunnz doth nposse :
Doubt Trathto be a Lier,
But newer Donbr, I lone,
O deere Opbelia, I am ill at thefe Numbers: I baue not Art to
reckon my groues s bus that I lone thee bef?, ob moff Beft be-
leeweis. eAdien,

Thine encrmaore nsoff deeve Lady whilft shis
CAiaching 15 to him, Hamles.

This in Obedience hath my daughter (hew’d me:
And more aboue hath his {oliciting,
As they fell outby Time, by Meanes,and Place,
All giuen to mine eare.

King. Buthow hath fherecein’d his Loue?

Pol, What do youthinkeof me ?

King, Asofaman, faihfuil and Honourable,

Pol.Y weld faine proue {fo.But what might you think ?
When I had feene thishot loue on the wing,
As1 perceiued it, | muft tell you that
Before my Davgheer told me,what might you
Or my deere Maicftie your Queene heere, think,
If1had playd the Deske or Table-booke,
Or giuen my heart a winking, mute and dumbe,
Or look’d vpon this Loue,with idle fight,
What might you thinke ? No,I went round to worke,
And (my yong Mifiris)thus I did befpeake
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Starre,
This muft not be : and then, 1 Precepts gaue her,
That the fhould lacke her felfe from his Refort,
Admit no Meflengers, receiueno Tokens :
Which dene, fhe tooke the Fruites of my Aduice,
And herepulled. AfhortTaletomake,
Fellinto 2 Sadnefle, then intoa Fuf},
Thenceto a Watch, thence into a Weakneffe,
Thence vo a Lightnefle,and by this declenfion
Iner the Madnefle whereonnow he raues,
And all we waile for.

King. Do you thinke *is this?

LQu. It may bevery likely,

| Inthe Lobby.
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Pol. Hath there bene fuch a time, Y'de faio know that,
That I haue pofficiuely faid, is fo,
When it prow’d otherwile?

King. Notthat I know,

Pol. Take thisfrom this; if this be otherwife,
If CircumRances leade me, I will finde
Where trach is hid, though it were hid indeede
Withia the Center.

King. Howmay wetry it further ?

Pzg You knov); fomZimes
He walkes fourc houres together, heere

Take my leaue of you,

e,

Qs Soheha’sindeed.
Pol. Acfuchatime llc loofe my Daughazer to him,
Beyouand I behinde an Arrasthen,
Marke the encounter : Ifheloue her not,
And be not from his reafon falne thereon ;
Lecme be no Affiftant for a Stare,
Andkeepe a Farme and Carters,
King, Wewilluryic

Enter Hamlzt reading on a Booke.

Zz. But looke where fadly the poore wretch
Comes reading,

Pol, Away I dobefeech you, both away,

Ileboord him prefently. Exit King b Queen,
Oh give me leaue. How doesmy good Lord Humlss ?

Ham, Well,God-a-mercy,

Pol. Do youkaow me,my Lotd?

Ham. Ezcellent excellent well : y'area Fifbmonger,

Pal. NotImy Lord,

Ham. Thea I wouldyou were {o honef 2 man,

Pol. Honeft,my Lord?

Ham. 1fir,cobebhoneft as this world goes, istobee
one man pick'd out of two thoufand,

Pol. That’s very true,my Lord.

Ham. For if the Sun breed Magotsin a dead dogge,
being a good kiffing Carrio e
Haue youa daughter ?

Pcl. Thaue my Lord.

Ham, Lether not walkei’th’Sunne : Conceptionisa
blefsing, but not a5 your daughter may conceiueFriend
looke too'.

Pol.How fay you by that?Scill harping on my davgh.
ter: yet he knew me not at firfl; he faid I was a Fifhaon-
ger: heis farre gone,farre gone : and truly in my youth,
1 fuffred much exereamity for Joue ; very neere this. Ile
fpeake to him againe, What do you read my Loxd?

Fam, Words,werds,words.

Pel. What is the matcer,iny Lord 2

Ham. Beaiweene who ?

Pol. I meanethe matter you meane,my Lord.

Ham, Slanders Sir : for the Satyricall {lave {ajes here,
that old men haue gray Beards; that their faces are wrin-
kled ; theireyes purging thicke Amber, orPlum-Tree
Gumme : and that they haue a plentifull locke of Wit,
together with weake Hammes. All which Sir, thoughI
moft powerfully, and potently belecue ; yerIholdeis
not Honeftie to haue it thus fet downe : For you your
felfe Sir, bould be old as I am, if like a Crab you could
go backward,

Pol, Though thisbe madneffe,

Yet there is Method in’z : will you walke
Out of the ayre my Lord?

Ham. Into my Graue?

Pol. Indeedthatisout o'ch’Ayre:

How pregnant (fometimes)his Replies are ?

A happinefle,

That often Madnefle hits on,

Which Reafon and Sanicie could not

So profperoufly be deliuer'd of,

Twillleaue him,

And fodainely contriue the mesnes of meeting
Betweene him,and my daughrer.

My Honourable Lord, I will moft humbly

oo 3 Ham




