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Fellewes as1 do, crawling betweene Heauen and Earth,
We are arcant Knauesall, beleeuenone of vs.  Goe thy
wayes to a Nunnery. Where’s your Father ?

Opbe. Achome,my Lord.

Hams, Letthe doores be (hut vpon him, thachemay
play the Foole no way, butin’s owne houle, Farewell.

Ophke. O helpe him,you fweer Heauens. -

Ham, Ifthoudoeft Marry, Il giue thee this Plagu
for thy Dowrie.Be thou as chaft as Jce,as pureas Snow,
thou fhaltnor efcape Calumny, Ger thee to a Nunnery.
Go, Farewell. Or ifthou wilc needs Marrymarry a fool :
for Wife men know well enough, what monfiers you
make of them. To aNunnery go, and quickly too. Far-
well.

Ophbe. O heatenly Powers seftore him,

Ham. 1hanehbeard of your pratlingstoo wel enough.
God has giuen you one pace,and you make your felfean.
atheniyou gidge,you amble,and youlifpe, and nickname
Gods crestures, and make your Wantonnefle, your Ig-
nerance.Go too, lle no morcon’t, it hath made me mad,
1 fay, we will hauenomore Marriages.  Thoflethatare
married already, all but one fhall liue, thereft ﬂla!lkeep
asthey are. ToaNunnery,go. Exit Hamlet

Ophz. O what a Noble minde is heere o're.throwne ?
The Courtiers,Soldiers,Schollers : Eye rongue, fword,
Thexpectanfie and Rofe of the faire State,

The glalle of Fafhion, 2nd the mould of Forme,
THobferw'd of 2ll Obferuers, guite,quire downe,
Haue I of Ladies moft deiect and wretched,

That {fuck’d the Honie of his Muficke Vowes :

Now fee that Noble,and moft Soueraigne Reafon,
Like {weet Bels1angled out of tune,and harfh,

That yamatch’d Forme and Featre of blowne youth,
Biafted with extalte, Ohwoe is me,

T°haue {cene what I haue feene : fee what I fee.

Enter King, and Polonizes,

King. Loue? His affeCtions do not that way tend,
Nor what he fpake, thoughitlack’'d Forme afittle, ‘,‘
W s net like Madneffe. There’s fomerthing in his foule ?
O’re which his Melancholly fits onbroad,

And I do doubt the hatch, and the difclofe

Will befome danger, which to preuent

1baue in quicke determination

Thusfecicdowne. He fhall with fpeed to England
For the demand of our negle&ted Tribure ;

Haply the Seas and Countries different

With variable Obiects, thall expell

This formething fetled matter in his heare :
Whereon his Braines fill beating, puts him thus
From fafhion of himfclfe. What thinke you on’e?

Pol. Itfhalldowell, Butyetdo Ibelecue
The Origin and Commencement of this greefe
Sprung from neglectedloue, How now Ophelia ?
You needenottell vs, what Lord Hamler faide,
Weheard itall. My Lord, do as you pleafe,

But if you hold it fit after the Play,

Let his Queene Mother all alone intreat him

To fhew his Greefes : let her be round with him,
And Ile be plac’d {o, pleafe you in the eare

Ofall their Conference. If (hefinde him not,
To England {end him : Or confine him where
Your wifedome beft (hall chinke.

Kseg. Itfhallbefo:

| Madaelle in great Ones, muft not vnwatch’d go.
. Exm‘.
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Enter Hamlet,and two or three of the Players,

Hars, Speake the Speech I pray you,as I pronounc’d
itto you trippingly on the Tongue : Butifyou mouth it
as many of your Players do, I hadas lie the Toywn-Cryer
had fpoke my Lines : Nor donot faw the Ayre too much
your hand thus, buc vie all gently 5 forin the verie Tos-
rent, Tempeft;and (as I may fy) the Whirle-winde of
Paffion, you muft acquire and begera Temperance that
{ may giue it Smoothnefle, Oir offends mée to the Sonle,
to fec arobuflious Pery-wig-pated Fellow, teare a Fatli-
On to tatters, to verie ragges, to {plit the eares of the
Groundlings: who (for the moft part) arecapeable of
nothing,but inexplicable dumbe thewes, & noife:] could
haue fuch a Fellow whipt for o're-doing Termagant : it
out-Herod's Herod, Pray you auoid it.

Player, I warrant your Honor,
Ham. Benottoorame neyther : butlet yourowne
ifcretion be your Tutor. Sute the AGion to the Word,
the Word to the A&ion, with this fpeciall obfernance:
That youore-flop not the modeftie of Nature 5 for any
thing {o ouer-done, is frG the purpofe of Playing, whofe
end both at the firlt and now, wasand is,to hold as ‘twes
the Mirrourvp toNaturey to fhew Vertue her owne
Feature,Scorne her owne Image, and the verie Ageand
. Bodie of the Time, his forme and preffure.  Now, this
ouer-done, or come rardie off, though it make the ynskile
fulllaugh, cannot but make the Iudicious greeue; The
cenfure of the which One, muft in your allowance o’re-

S—

U way a whole Theater of Others. Oh, there bee Players

that | haue feene Play, and heard others praife, and that
highly (not to fpeake it prophanely) thar neyther having
the accent of Chriftians, nor the gateof Chriflian Pagan,
or Norman, haue fo firuteed and bellowed, that I haue
thought fome of Natures jouverney-men had made men,
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity fo ab-
hominably.

. Play. Thope we hauereform'd that indifferently with
vs, Sir.

Ham, Oreformeitaliogether. And let thofe that
play your Clownes,fpeake no more then is fet downs for
them. Forthere be of them, that wili themielues laugh,
to fet on fome quantitic of barren Speétators to laugh
too, though inthe meane time, fome necefiary Queflion
ofthe Play be thento be confidered: that’s Villanous, &
thewesamoft pittifull Ambition inthe Foole that vies
it. Gomake youreadie. Exit Players.

{ Enter Polonius, Rofincravce,and Guildenflerne,

How nowmy Locd,
Willthe Kiag heare this peece of Worke?
Pol. Andthe Queene too,and that prefently.

Ham. Bid the Players make haft. Exit Polonins.
| Willyou two helpe to haften them?
Borh. Wewillmy Lord, Exennt,

Enter Horatso,
Ham, What hoa, Horatio?
Hora, Heere {weer Lord, at your Seruice,
Ham. Horatis, thou art eene as iufta man
Asere my Conuerfation coap’d withall.
Hora, O my deere Lord,
Ham, Nay do not thinke T flatter :

| For what aduancement may I hope from thee,

Thatno Reuennew haft, but thy good fpirits




