268 The Tragedieof Hamlet.

Inneither ought,or in extremity : | fenceith’world. =
Now what my lous is,proofe hath made you koow, { King. Whatdoyou call the Play ? |
And as my Loueis fiz’d, my Feareis fo. ) Hem. The Moufe-trsp : Marry hows? Tropically ;
King. Faith I muft leaue thee Loue,and thertly too: | This Play is the Image ofa murder done inFirima: Gene
i S b P 15 7 . 3y { !
My operant Powers my Fun&ions leaueto do z4go is the Dukes name, his wife Bapriffa : you fhal] fee

s ak

And thou fhalt liue in this faire world behinde, anon:tisa knauith peece of worke 1 But what o'thay 2
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Honour'd, below'd, and haply,one as kinde. Your Maieflie, and wee that haue free fovles, iz touches
For Husband fhaltchou - vsnot: lesthe gall'd iade winchiour wither

' < It are ynrane,
Bap. Oh confound therefl e Fater Lucigums . =

Such Loue, muft needsbe Treafon in my breft ; Thisis one Lutcignms nephew to the King,

In {econd Husband, let me beaccarit, Ophe. You are a good Chorus,my Lord,

MNone wed the fecond, but who kill'd the firfi Ham. Icouldinterpret berweene you and your loe ;
Ham. Wormwood, W’o::. wood. i1 conld fee :hePupgets daﬂying. :
Bapr. Theinftances that {econd Marriage moue, Gphe. You are keene my Lord you are keeue,

Are bale refpe&s of Thrift, but none of Loue, Ham, Itwould coft youa sroaning, to rake off m

A {econd rime, { ki!l my Husband dead, edge. = i i 7

When {econd Husband kiffes me in Bed. ' Ophe. Still better and worfe.

King. 1dobeiceue you. Think what now youfpeak: Ham, Soyoumiftake Husbands.

But what we do determine, oft we breake: Begin Murderer. Pox, leaue thy damnable Faces and

Purpofeis bus the flave 1o Memorie, begin. Come,the croaking Reven doth bellow f'c:’r}? e-

Of violent Burth, but pacre validitie: uenge. :

Which now like Fruite varipe flickes onthe Tree, Lucian. Thoughts blacke, hands ape,

But f2H vnfhaken,when chey mellow bee, Drugges fit, and Time agreeing : '

Moftneceflary 'tis, that we forget Confederate (eafon, elle,no Cresture fecing -

Te pay ovr felues,what to our felues is debe s Thou mixture ranke, of Midnight Weeds colleted,

What to our feluesin paffion we propofe, With Hecats Ban, thrice blafted, thrice infected,

The paffion ending, doth the purpolelofe. . Thy naturall Magicke,and dire propertic,

Theviclence of other Greefe or Loy,

On whelfomelife, viurpe immediately,
Their owns enna®ors with themielues defiroy:
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Powresthe poyfon in bis eares

S

Where Toy moft Reuels, Greefe doth moft lament ; Hem, He poyfons him i'th Garden for’s effate- His
Greefeioyes, Toy greeues onflender accident, name’s Gonzago : the Story is extant 2nd writ in choyce
This world is notfor aye, vor ’tis not firange Iralian. You fhallfee anon how the Murtherer gets the
That even our Loves (hould with our Fortunes change., | loue of Goszagos wife.
For ris a queflion left vs yettoproue, Opbe. The King rifes.
Whether Louelead Fortuneyor elfe Fortune Loue. Ham. What, Eighted with falfc fire,
The grear man dowtie, you marke his favourites flies, Qn, How fares my Lord?
The poore aduanc’d, makes Friends of Enemies : Pol. Giueo’rethe Play.
And tuctherto doth Loue on Fortune tend, King. Giueme fome Light, Away,
For whonot needs, fhall never lacke a Frend : «#. Lights,Lights, Lights. Exeunt
And who in want s hollow Friend doth ey, Alanet Flamler ¢5 Horatis,
Dire&ly feafons him his Enemie, : Hanz, \Vhyletthe irucken Deere go weepe,
But orderly to end,where I begun, The Hart vogalled play
Our Willes and Fartes do fo contrary run, For fonie muft watch,while fome muft {leepe;;
That our Deuvices fiill are ouerthrowne, Sorunnes the world away.
Qurthoughtsere ours, theirends none of ourowne, Would notthis Sir,and a Forreft of Feathers,if the reft of
Seothinke thou wilt no fecond Husband wed. : my Fortunes tutne Turke with mey with two Prouvinciall
Butdie thy thovghts,whenthy firft Lord is dead. Rofes on myrac’d Shooes, geeme 2 Fellowfhip in a ciie
Bap. NorEarth to give me food, nor Heauenlight, | ofPlayers fir.
Sport and repofelocke from me day and nighy : Hor. Halfea (hare,
Each oppofitethat blankes the face of ioy, Ham, A wheleone ],
Meet what I would hane well.and it deftroy s Forthou doft know : Oh Damon decre,
Both heere,and hence, purfuc me lafting firife, This Realme difmantled was of Joue himfelfe,
if oncea Widdow, eucr I be Wite. Andnow reignes heere.
Fam, 1f(hefhould breskeitnow, A verie verie Paincke,
King. *Tis deepely {worne: Hora. Youmight haue Rim’d,
Sweer, leaue me heere 2 while, Ham. Oh good Horatis,!le take the Ghofts wordfor
My fpirits grow dull, and faine I would beguile athoufand pound. Did'@ perceiue ?
The tedious day with fleepe. Hora. Verie wellmy Lord.
0%, Sleepe rocke thy Braine, Sleepes Ham. Vponthe talke ofthe poyfoning?
And ueuer come mifchancebetweene vs twaine,  Exit Hora, 1didverie well note him.
Ham. Madam how like you thisPlay? Enter Rofincrance and Guildenfterne.
Qun. The Lady protelts to much me thinkes, Harn.Oh,ha? Come fome Mufick.Come § Recorderst
Ham. Oh but thee'l keepe her word. For if the King like not the Comedie,
Kemg. Haue youheard the Argument, is there no Of- { Why then belike helikes it not perdie,

fence in’t? l Come fome Muficke.

Bam. Noso, they do but ief, poyfon in ieft, no Of- Gwild.Good my Lord,vouchfafeme a word witl}}’oua
- m‘

L - - P




