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Ham. Sir,a whole Hiftory.
Gwild, TheKing, fir.
Ham. 1 {ir,what of him ?

Cwild, 1s in his retyrement, maruellous diftemper’d,

Haw, Withdrinke Sir ?

Gwild, Nomy Lord,rather with choller.

Ham. Your wifedome thould fhew it felfe more ri-
cher, to fignifie this to his Do&or: for for me to put him
to his Purgation, would perhaps plundge him into farre
more Choller.

Gwild. Good my Lord put your difcourfeinto fome
frame,and ftart not {o wildely from my affayre.

Ham. 1am tame Sir,pronounce.

Gwild. The Queene your Mother, in mofk grear affli.
&ion of {pirit, hach fent me to you.

Ham. You are welcome, i
Guild, Nay, good my Lord, this courtefie is not of
therighs breed., It it thall pleafe you to make me a whol.
fome anfwer, I will doe your Mothers command’ment
ifnot, your parden, and my returne {hall bee the end of
my Bufinefle.

Ham. Sir,1 cannot.

Gxild. What,my Lord?

Ham. Makeyoua wholfome an{were : my wits dif-
eas'd. But firyfuch anfwersas I can make,you thal coine
and : ot rather you fay, my Mother : therfore no more
but to the matter. My Mother you fay.

Rofin, Then thus fhe fayes : your behauior hath ftroke
her into amazement,and admiration,

Ham, Oh wonderfull Sonne, thatean fo aflenitha
Mother, Butis there nofequell at the heeles of this Mo
thers admiration?

Rofin. She defires to fpeake with you in her Cloffee,
ere you go to bed.

Ham. We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our Mother.
Haue you any futther Trade with vs ?

Rofin. My Lotd,you once didlove me,

Heam. Soldo ill, by thefe pickers and ftealers.

Rafin. Good my Lord, what is your caufe of ditem-
per # You do {reely barse the doore of your owne Liber-
tie, if you deny your greefes to your Friend.

Ham. Sir1lacke Advancement,

Ropin. How can thatbe,whes you have the voyce of
the King himf{elfe, for your Succeflion in Denmarke ?

Ham. Ibutwhile the graffe growes, the Prouerbe is
{omething mufly,.
Enter one with 4 Recorder.
O the Recorder, Let me fee,to withdraw with you,why
do you go about torecouer the winde of mee, 25 if you
would drive meintoa toyle?

Gusld, O my Lord, if my Dutie be too bold,my loue
is tos ynmannerly, ,

Ham. I do not well vaderftand that. Will you play
vpon this Pipe?

Guild. My Lord, I cannot,

Ham. 1pray you.

Guild. Beleeue me,] cannot,

Ham. I dobefeech you,

Grild, 1know no rouch ofit,my Lord.,

Ham. "Tisas cafie 25 lying : gouerne thefe Ventiges
withyour finger and thumbe, give it breath with your
mouth, and it will difcour(e moft excellent Moficke.
Lookeyou, thefe are the Roppes.

Guild, Butthefe cannot 1 command to any viterance
of hermany, I haue not the skill,

Ham, Whylooke younow, how vnworthy a thing

| of my Myfierie ; you would found mee from my loweft

| Iycur Commiffion will forthwith difpatch,

| Attendsthe boyftrous Ruine. Neuer alone

you make of me ; you would play vpon mee; you would
feeme to know my ftops : you would pluck otit the heare

Note,to the top of my Compaffe: and there is much My.
ficke, excellent Voice, in this Jictle Organe, yet cannot
youmake it. Why do youthinke, that [ am eafier ro bee
plaid on, then a Pipe? Call me what Inflrument you will, |
though you ¢an fret me, you cannot play vpon me, God
blefle you Sir.

Enter Polenins,

Polsn. My Lordsthe Queene would fpeak wich you,
and prefently.
Ham. Do you fee thac Clowd? that’s almoft in thape
like a Camell. '
Polon, By WMiffe, and it’s like a Camell indeed,
Ham, Mehinkesitis likea Weazell,
Polon, Ttisback’d likea Weazell,
Ham, Oslikea Whale ?
Polon, Verie like a Whale,
Ham. Then will I come to my Mother, byand by :
They foole me to the top of my bear,
1 will come by and by,
Polon. 1 will {ay fo, Exir.
Ham. By and by, is eafily faid. Leaueme Eriends
"Tis now the verie witching time of nigh,
When Churchyacds yawne.and Hellic felfe breathsoue |
Contagion to this world, Now could I drink hot blood,
And do fuch birter bufineffe 2s the day ‘
Would quake tolooke on. Soft now,to my Mother ¢
Oh Heare, loofe not thy Nature ; let not euer
The Soule of Nero, enter this firme befome -
Letmebe cruell, not vonarurall,
I'will fpeake Daggers to her, but vfe nope :
My Tongue and Soule in this be Hypocrites,
Howinmy words fomeuer (he be fhent,
To giue them Seales, neuer my Soule confent,

Enter King, Rofincrance and Cuilderfierne.
King. 1likehim not, nor ftands it fafe with Vs,
Tolethis madnederange. Therefore prepare you,

Andhe to England fhall along with you:
Thezermes of ous cftate, may not endure
Hazard fo dangerous as doth hourely grow
Outof bis Lunacies,

Guild. We will our feltues provide :
Moft holie and Religious feare it is
Tokeepethofe many many bodiés fafe
Thatliveand feede vpon your Maieflie.

Rofin. The fingle
And peculiar life is bound
With all the Airength and Armour of the minde,
To keepe it felfe from noyance : but nsuch more,
That Spirit, vpon whofe fpiric depends and refls
The lives of many, the ceafe of Maicflie
Diesnotalone; but like a Gulfe doth draw
What’s neereir, wichit. Itisamaffie wheele
Fixt on the Somner of the higheft Mount,
To whofe huge Spoakes, ten thoufand leffer things
Aremortiz’d and adioyn’d : which whenit falles,
Each fmall annexment, pettie confequence

Did the King fighe, but with 2 geaerall grone,
King. Armeyou,Ipray youto this {peedie Voyage;
For we will Fetcers put vpon this feare,
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