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As from the body of Contra&ion pluckes
The veryfoule, and {weete Religion makes
Arapfidie of words. Heauens face doth glow,
Yeathis folidity and compound mafle,
With triftfull vifage as againit the doome,
Is thought-ficke acthe a&.

Qu. Ayeme ;whatad, that roares fo lowd, & thun-
ders in the Index.

Ham. Looke beere vpon this PiCture,and on this,
The counterfet prefentment of two Brothers :
See whar a grace was feated on his Brow,
Hiyperions curles, the fronc of Toue himf{elfe,
Aneye like Mars, to threaten or command
A Station, like the Herald Mercurie
New lighted ona heauea kiffieg hill :
A Combination, and a formendeed,
Where cuery God did fecme to fer his Seale,
To giuethe world aflurance ofaman.
This was your Husband.Looke you now what followes.
Heere is your Husband, like aMildew'd eare
Blafting his wholfom breath. Haue you eyes ?
Could you on this faire Moustaine leaue to feed,
And batten on this Moore? Ha? Haue you eyes ?
You caanot call it Love : Foratyour age,
The hey-day inthe blood is tame, it’s humble,
And waites vpon the Indgement : and what Judgement
Would fiep fromthis, to this ? What diueli was’s,
Thac thus hath coufend you at hoodman-blinde ?
O Shame ! where is thy Blufh ? Rebellious Hell,
If thou canfi mutine in 2 Matrons bones,
To flaming youth, let Vertue be as waxe,
And melcin her owne fire. Proclaime no thame,
When the compulfiue Ardure giues the charge,
Since Froft it {elfe, as 2&iuely doth butne,
AsReafon panders Will,

2n. O Hamler,{peske no more.
Thou turn’ft mineeyes into my very foule,
And therel fee fuchblacke and grained {pots,
As will not leaue their Tinét.

Ham. Nay,buttolive
In the ranke fweat of an enfeamed bed,
Stew'd in Corraption; honying and making loue
Quer the nafly Stye,

Zs. Ohfpeake tome,no more,
Thete words like Daggers enter in mine eares,
No more {weet Hamler.

Ham. A Morderer,and a Villaine:
A Slave, thacis not twentieth pate the tythe
Ofyour precedent Lord. A vice ofKings,
A Curpurfe of the Empire and the Rule,
That from a fhelfe,the precious Diadem fole,
And put it ip his Pocker,

HZn. Nomore,

Enter Ghoff.

Hum. A King of (hreds and patches,
Saueme ; and houer o’re me with your wings
You heauenly Guards.What would you gracious figures

Q#. Alashe’smad,
. Ham. Do you not come yourtardy Sonne to chide,
Thatlaps’tin Time and Paffion, lets go by
Th'important adting of your dread command ? Oh fay.

Ghoff. Do not forger: this Vification
Isbuzto whet thy almoft blunred purpofe,
But looke, Amazement on thy Mother fits 3
O ftep berweene her, and her fighting Soule,
Conceit in weakeft bodies, @rongeft workes.

Speake to her Hamlet. B
Ham. How isit with you Lady?
9w, Alas,how is’t with you 2
That you bend your eye on vacancie,
And with their corporall ayre do hold difcoutfe,
Forth at your eyes, your {pirits wildely peepe,
And asthe {leeping Soldiours in th*Alareme,
Your bedded haire, like hife in excrements,
Start vp, and fland an end. Oh gentle Sonne,
Vpontheheate and flame of thy diftemnper
Sprinkle coole patience. Whereon do youlooke ?
Ham. Onhim,on him : look you how pale he glares,
His forme and caufe conioyn’d, preaching to flones,
Would make them capeable. Donot looke yponme,
Leaft wich this pitteous adtion you conuert
My fterne effeéts : then what I baue to do,
Will want true colour ; teares perchance forblood,
Qx, Towhodo you {peake this?
Ham. Do you fee nothing there?
Q#. Nothing atall, yet all thatis I fee.
Ham. Nor did younothing heare
@, No,noching but ous felues.
Ham.Why look you there: looke how it fleals away:
My Father in his habite, as he lived,
Looke where he goes euen now oirt 2t the Portall, Exir.
Qu. This is the very coynage of your Braine,
This bodileffe Creation extafie is very cunning in,
Ham, Extafie?
My Puife as yours doth temperately keepetime,
And makes as healthfull Muficke. It is not madnefle
That I haue vetered ; bring me tothe Teft
And I thematcer will re-word : which madnefe
Would gamboll from. Mother,for loue of Grace,
Lay not a flactering Va&tion to your foule,
That not your trefpafie, but my madnefle {peakess
I will but skin and fiime the Vicerous place,
Whil't ranke Corruption mining all within,
Infects vnfeene. Confefle your felfe to Heauen,
Repent what's paft, auoyd what is to come,
And do not fpred the Compoft or the Weedes,
To make them ranke, Forgiue me this my Vertue,
For in the facnefle of this purfie tites,
Vertue it felfe, of Vice muft pardon begge,
Yea courb,and woe, for leaue to do him good.
Qu. Oh Hamler,
Thou haft cleft my heart in twairie.
Ham. O throw away the worfer pait ofit,
And linethe purer with the other halfe.
Good mght, but go not to mine Vakles bed,
Affume a Vertue, if you haue it not, refraine to night;
And that fhall lend a kinde of eafineffe
Tothe nextabfinence. Once more goodnight,
And when youare defirousto be blefty
Ilebleffing begge of you. For this fame Lord,
I do repent: but heauen hath pleas’d it fo,
To punith me with this, and this with me,
That Imuft be their Scourge and Minifter.
I will beftow him, and will anfiwer well
The death I gaue him : fo againe,good night.
T muft be crucll, onely to bekinde 3
Thus bad begins, and wotfe remaines behinde.
Q#, WhaethallIdo?
Ham. Notthis by no meanes thatIbidyoudos
Let the blunt King tempt you againe to bed,
Pinch Wanton on your cheeke, call youhis Moufe,
And let him for a paire of reechie kiffes,
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