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fafhion, and {o be-ratled the common Stages (fo they
callthem) that many wearing Rapiers, areaffraide of
Goofe-quils,and dare {carfe come thither,

Ham, Whatare they Children? Who maintains ‘em?
How are they efcoted ? Will they pustue the Quality no
longer thenthey canfing ? Will chey not fay afterwards
if they fhould grow them{elues to common Players (as
icis like moft iftheir meanes are nes better) their Wii-
ters do them wrong, to make them exclaim againfi their
owne Succeflion,

Roffs. Faith there ha’s bene much to do on both fides:
and che Narion holds it no finne, to tarre themto Con-
trouerfie, There was fora while, nomony bid for argu-
ment, volele the Poet and the Player went o Cuffes in
the Queftion,

Ham. 1scpoflible?

Guild, Obthere ha’s beene much throwing about of
Braines.

Ham, Dothe Boyes carry it away ?

Rofin.] that they do my Lord, Hercules & hisload too.

Ham, Itisvot(trange: for mine Vaockle is King of
Denmarke, and thote that would make mowes athim
while my Facher liued giue twenty, forty, an hundred
Ducates a peece, for his pidtore in Little. There is fome-
thing in this more then Natarall, if Philofophie could
finde it out.

Elourilb for the Players.

Guil Thereare the Players.

Ham, Gentlemen,you are welcom to Elfonower: your
hands, come: The appurtenance of Welcome, is Fa(hion
and Ceremony  Let me comply with you tn the Garbe,
left my extent to the Players(which 1 cell you mufl thew
fairely ourward){hould more appeace like entercainment
thenyours. Youare welcome : but my Vnckle Facher,
and Aunt Mother are deceiu’d,

Guil. In whatmy deere Lord?

Ham. laro bucmad North,North-Weft : when the
Wiade is Southerly, I know a Hawkefrom a Handlaw.
Euter Polonisns.

Pol. Well be with you Gentlemen.

Ham. Hearke you Guildenfferne, and youtoo : ateach
eare a hearer : thacgreat Baby youfee there, isnot yse
out of his {fwathing clouts.

Rofim Happily he's the fecond time come to them: for
they (ay,an old man istwice a childe.

Ham, 1willProphefie. Hee comesto tell me of the
Players. Mark it, youfay right Sir : for 3 Monday mog-
ming twas fo indeed.

Pol. My Lord,I haue Newes to tell you,

Ham. My Lord, 1 haue Newestotell you,

When Roffius an Aétor in Rom e

Pal. The A&orsarecome hithermy Lord,

Ham. Buzze,buzze.

Pol., Vponmine Honor,

Ham. Then can each A&or on his & e~

Polon, The beft Ators intheworld, either for Trage-
die, Comedie,Hiftorie, Paftorall : Paftoricall-Comicall-
Hiftoricall.Paftorail : Tragicall-Hiftoricall : Tragicall-
Comicall-Hiftoricall-Paftorall : Scene indivible, or Po-
em volimited. Seneca cannotbetoo heauvy, nor Plantus
too light, for the law of Writ,and the Liberty. Thefcare
the onely men.

: Ham, O fephtaludge of Ifrael, what a Treafure had'ft
thou? v
Pol. What a Treafure had he,my Lord?
- Haw. Why one faire Daughter,and no niore,
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| neuer Acted : or if it was not aboue once, for the Pley 1

i Blacke as his purpofe, did the night refemble

The which he loued paffing well, B

Pol. Still onmy Daughter.

Ham. AmInotithrightold Zephra?

Polon. 1f you call me Jephra my Lord, I have 2 davgh-
ter that Houe paffing well.

Huwm, Nay that followes not,

Polon. What followes then,iny Lord ?

Ha.Why, As by lot,God wot : and then you know, It
came to pafle, asmoftLikeit was: Thefirfk rowe of the
Pons Chanfen will thew you more. Forlooke where wy
Abridgements come.

Enter foure or fine Players.

Y’are welcome Mafters, welcome all.  Jam glad to fee
theewell: Welcome good Friends, O my olde Friend ?
Thy face is vahant ince I faw thee 2R : Com'Rthou to
beard me in Denmarke £ What, my yong Lady and Mi-
{tris? Byrlady your Ladithip is neerer Heauen then when
I faw youlaft, by thealuitude ofa Choppine. Pray God
your voice ike a peece of vncurrant Gold be not crack’d
withinthering. Mafters,youare all welcome: wee’l e'ne
to’t like French Faulconers, flie ac any ching we fee:wee’l
haue a Speech firaighe. Cumegiue vs a rait of your qua-~
lity : come,a paflionace {peech. .

1.Play. What{peech iy Lord?

Ham. 1heardthee fpeakmea fpeech once butic was

remember pleas’d not the Million, “twas Cumsarie to the
Generall : butit was (as Irecein'dit, and others, whofe!
indgement in fuch mauers, criedin the top of mine) an !
excellent Play : well digefted in the Sceenes, f{et downe !
wich as much modefiie,as cunning, Iremember one faid

there was no Sallers in the lines; to make the marcer {a-
uoury; nor no macter in the phrafe, that might indite the
Author of affeation but cal’d it an honek method.One
cheefe Speechinit, Ichecfely low’d, *twas edneas Tale
to Dide,and thereabout of it efpecially, where he fpeaks
of Priams {laughter, 1fic livein your memory, begin at
this Line, letme fee let me fee : The rugged Pyrrbsas like |
th’Hyreanian Beatt, Ivisnotfo : itbegins with Pyrrbus
The rugged Pyrrbus, he whofe Sable Armes

When he lay couched in the Orminous Horfe,
Hath now this dread and blacke Complexion fimear’d
With Heraldry more difmail: Head to foote
Now is heto take Geulles, horridly Trick’d
With blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sonnes,
Bak’d and impafted with the parching fireets,
That lend a tyrannous,and damned ﬁgbx
Totheir vilde Murthers, roafted in wrath and fire,
And thus o’re-fized with coagulate gore,
VVith eyes like Carbuncles, the bellsth Pyrvbus
Old Grandfire Priams {eekes.
Pol. Fore God,my Lord,well [poken, with goodac=
cent,and good difcretion.
1.Player. Anon hefindes him,
Striking too (hort at Greekes, His anticke Sword,
Rebellious to his Arme, lyes where it falles
Repugnant to command : vaequall match,
Pyrrhbua ac Priam driues, in Rage ftsikes wide :
But with the whiffe and winde of his fell Sword,
Th’vonerued Facher fals. Then fenfeleffe Illium,
Seeming to feele his blow, with flaming top
Stoopesto his Bace, and with 2z hideous crafth
Takes Prifoner ®yrrbus eare, Forloe,his Sword
Which was declining on the Milkie head
OfReuerend Priam, feem’d i’cth’ Ayre to fieke : 2
: o




