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Hams. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may go
a Progrefie through the guts ofa Begger.

King. Whereis Polomisa. )

Ham. Inheauen, fend thither to fee. Ifyour Meffen-

.Fer finde himnot there, fecke him i'th other place your

elfe : but indeed, if you finde him not this moneth, you
fhal! nofe him as you go vp the faires into the Lobby.

King. Go feeke him there,

Ham. He will fay till ye come.

K., Hamlet this deed of thine, for thine efpecial fafery
Which we do tender, as we deerely grecue
For that which thowhaft done, muf fend thee hence
With fierie Quickneffe, Therefare prepare thy (eife,
The Barke isreadis, and the winde at helpe,
Th'Affociates tend, and euery thing at bent
For England.

Ham. ForEngland?

King. 1 Hamler,

Ham, Good,

King. Soisit, if thou knew’ft our purpofes.

Ham. 1{eeaCherubethatfee’s him: but come, for
England. Farewell deere Mother.

King. Thylouing Father Hamsler.

Hamlet. My Mother : Father and Mother is man and
wife ; man & wife is one flefh, and fo my mother.Come,
for England. Exit

King. Follow himat foote,
Tempt him with fpeed aboord :
Delay it not, Ile haue him hence ro night.
Away,for euery thing is Seal’d and done
That elfe leanes on th’Affaire pray you make haft.
And England,if my loue thouholdf at oughe,
Asmy great power thereof may giue thee fenfe,
Sinceyet thy Cicatrice lookes raw and red
After the Davith Sword; and thy free awe
Payes homagetovs; thoumaift not coldly fet
Our Soueraigne Proceffe, which imports at full
By Letters coniuring tothateffe&
The prefent death of Hamlee. DoitEngland,
For like the Heticke in my blood be rages,
And thou muft cure me: Till L know is done,
How ere my happes, my ioyes were ne're begun,  Exit

Ester Fortinbras with an Armie.

For. Go Captaine, from me greet the Danifh King,
Tell hitn that by bis licen(e, Fortinbras
Claimes the conueyance of a promis’d March
Quer hisKingdome. Youknow the Rendeuous ¢
Yfthat his Maiefly would ought with vs,

We fhall exprefle our dutic in his eye,
And let himknow fo.

Cap. 1willdoo’t,my Lord.

For. Go fafely on.

Enter Queene and Horatis,

Gu. Ywillnot fpeake with her,

Her. She is importunate, indeed diftradt, her moode
will needs be pittied.

94, Whatwould fhe haue? ‘

Hor. She{peakesmuch of her Father; faies fhe heares
There’s trickes Pt world, 2nd hems,and beatsher hearr,
Spurnes envioufly at Strawes, {peakes things in doubt,
That carry but halfe fenfe : Her fpeechis nothing,
Yerthevnfhaped vie of it doth moue
"The hearersto Colle@tion ; chey ayme at ie,

And botch she words vp firto their ownethoughts, i

Exis,

‘Which as her winkes,and nods,and gefiures yeeld them,

———

thought,

Indeed would make one thinke there would be

Though nothing fure, yet much vnhappily.
Qs. "Twere good the were fpcken with;

For fhe may ftrew dangerous conieftures

[nill breeding minds. Lether comein,

To my ficke foule(as finnes true Nature is)

Each toy feemes Prologue, to fome grear amifle,

~ So full of Artlefle iealoafic is guile,

ke {pill’sic felfe, in fearing to be fpile,
Enter Opheliadiffratted,
Ophe, Where is the beasteous MaieRly of Denmark,
. How now Opbelia?
Opbe. Fow fbonld I 5our trac love kuow from another azer
By bis Cockle bat and flaffe .and his Sandal roone.
Lz Alas fweet Lady: what imports this Song?
Ophe. Say you? Nay pray you marke.
He ss dead and gove Lady,be is dead and gome,
At biskead a graffe-greene Turfe, at his beeles a flone.
Enter King,
Qgp. Nay but Ophelia.
Opbe. Pray youmarke.
white bis Shrow'd as the  Mosntaine Snow.
Q. Alas looke heere my Lord.
Opve, Lardedwith fiveet flowers :
Which bewept to the graue did wot go,
With truz-lone howres.
King. How doye,pretty Lady ?
Ophe. Well,God dil'd you. They fay the Owle was
aBakers daugheer, Lord, wee know what we are, but

- know not what we may be. God be at your Table.

King. Conceit vpon her Father,

Opbe. Pray youlet’s haueno words of this: but when
they 2ske you what it meanes,{ay you this :
Tomorrow is SV alentines day all in the marning betime,

| And I a Maid 2t your Windove tobe  your Valentine.

Thenvp berofz,c5 don’dhis clothes & dupt the chamber dore,
Let in the Maid, that oxs 2 « Maid neuer departed more.
King. Pretty Opbelia.
Ophe.Indeed la? without an oath Ile make an end ont,
By gis and by S. (harity,
Alacke and fie for (hame :
Yong men wil doo's if they comse too't,
- By Cocke they ave too blame.
2uoth [be before yon tumbled me,
Youpromis'dme to Wed :
Sowosld I hadone by youdsr Sunne,
And thow hadff nos come to my bed.

King. How long hath the bin this?

Opbe. 1hopeall wiltbe well.  We muft bee patient,
but { cannot choofe but weepe, tochinke they thould
lay him i'th’cold ground : My brother fhall knowe of ir,
and {o I thanke you for your good counfell. Come, my
Coach : Goodnight Ladies : Goodnight fwees Ladies ¢
Goodnight,goodnight. Exie,

King. Follow her clofe,

Giue her good watch I pray you:

Oh this is the poyfon of deepe greefe, it {prings

Al fromher Fachers death. Oh Gerersde,Gertrnde,
When {orrowes comes, they come not fingle {pies,
Butin Batraliaes. Firk,her Father flaine,

Next your Sonne gone, and he moft violen: Author

Of hisowne iuft remoue : the people muddied, -
Thicke and vawholfome in their thoughts,and whifpers
For good Polonins death ; and we have donebut greenly
In hugger muggereo interre him. Poore Opbelia
Divided from her feife, and her faire Iudgement,
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