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Giue e the Cups,
And ler the Kettle to the Trumpets {peake,
The Trumper to the Cannoneer withour,
The Cannons to the Heauens, the Heauen to Earth,
Now the King drinkes to Hamler. Come, begin,
And you the Judges beare a wary eye.
Ham. Comeonfis,
Laer. Comeonfir.
Hem. One.
Laer, No.
Ham. Tudgement.
Ofr. Ahit, a very palpablehit.
Laer. Well:againe.
King, Stay, gite me drinke.
Hamiet, this Peatleis thine,
'Here’s to thy health, Giue him the cup,
Trampets found, and fbot gaes off.
Ham. 1leplay thisbour firfk, fer by a-while.
Come: Another hit; whatfay you ?
ZLaer, Arvouchsatouch,Ido confeffe.
King. Our Sonne (hall win,
s, Hesfat,and {cant of breath,
Heere’s a Napkin, rub thy browes,
The Queene Carowles to thy forwuue, Hamler,
Ham. Good Madam,
King. Gertrade,donot drinke.
Qs. I willmyLord;
I pray you pardonme.
King. 1tische poyfon’d Cup, itis too late,
Ham. 1darenotdiinke yet Madam,
By and by.
9n. Come, letme wipethy face,
Lasr, My Lord, Ilehichim now.
King. 1do not thinke’s,
Laer. Andyet’tisalmoft’gainfimy confcience.
Ham. Come for the third.
Laertes, you but dally,
I pray you pafle wich your beft violence,
] am affear’d you make a wanton of me,
Laer. Say youfo? Comeon,
Ofr. Nothing neither way,
Laer, Haneatyounow,
In [esffling they change Rapieys.
King. Partthem, they are incens'd,
Ham. Nay come, 2gaine.
Ofr. Looketo the Queenethere hoa.
Hor, They bleed onboth fides, How is’t my Lord?
ofr. Howis'tLaertes?
Lacr, Why asa Woodcocke
Tomine Sprindge, Ofricke,
1am iuitly kill'd with mine owre Treacherie,
Hanz. How does the Queene?
King. Shefounds tofee them bleede,
Fz. No,no, the drinke, the drinke.
Oh my deese Hamlet, the drinke, the drinke,
fampoyfon'd.
Hans, OhVillany ! How? Let the doore be lock’d,
Treacherie, feeke it out.
Laer. Ivisheere Hasmlet.
Hamler , thou art flaine,
No Medicine in the world can do thee good,
In thee, there is not halfe an houre oflife s
The Treacherous Infirument is inthy hand,
Vnbated and envenom’d : the foule pradife:
Hath turn’d itfelfe onme, Loe, heere1lye,
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Neuer to rife againe : Thy Mothers poyfon'd:

They pley. i
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t 1cannomore, the King, the King's too blame.
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| Ham, Thepoint envenow'd too,

H

| Then venome to thy worke,

) Haris the King.
Al Treafon, Treafon,
King. O yet defend me Friends,I ambus hure,
Ham. Heerethouincefiuons, murdrons

Damned Dane, ’

Drinke off this Potion ; Is thy Vaian heese ?

Follow my Mother,

Laer. Heisisfily fera’d,

Itis apoyfontemp’red by himfelfe :

Exchange forgiveneffe with me, Noble Hamis 5

Mine and my Fathers death come not vpon thee,

Nor thine onwme, Dives.
Ham. Heaven makecthee fiee of i, I fellow r:-'nfej,

Yam dead Heratio, wretched Quecne adiew, v

Youchatlooke pale, and tremblear this chance,

That are but Mutes or audience to this a&e :

Had I'but time (‘as this fell Sergeant death

Is firick’d in bis Arreft) oh ¥ could tell you,

But letitbe: Horatio, T am dead, :

Thou liw'fl, repore me and my caufes righe

To thevnfatished.

FHor, Neuerbeleeue it,

7 am morean Aarike Roman then a Dane:

Heere’s yet fome Liquorleft,

Ham, Asth’artaman, give me the Cup,

Let go, by Heauen Ilehaue™.

Oh good Horazio, whata wounded name,

King Dyes.

{Things ftanding thus vakaewne; thalliuebehind me.
Ifthou did’t euer hold mein thy hearr,
Abfentehee from felicitieawhile,
Andin this harfh world draw thy breach in paine,
Toclimy Storie,

March afarre off, and fbout within,
What warlike noyfeis this ?

Enter Officke, .

Ofr. Yong Fortizbras with conqueit corme 73 Peland

Toth’Ambatiaders of England giues rhiswarlike volly.
Ham. O1dye Horatio:

The potent poyfon quite ore-crowes my fpirit,

I cannot live to heare the Newes from England,!

- Bur I do prophefieth’ele@ion lights

On Fertinbras, he ha's my dying voyce,

So tell him with the occurrents more and leffe,

Which have {olicited. Thereft is flence. O,0,0,0, Dyes
Hora, Now crackea Noble beart:

Goodnight fweet Prince,

And flights of Angels fing thee to thy reft,

Why do’sthe Drumme come bither?

Enter Fortinbras and Englifb Ambafjador yith Drssmime,
Colosrs and Artendants,
Forti, Where s chis fight ?
Hor, What is ityewould fee
If ought of woe, or wender, ceafe your fearch.
Fer. His quarry cries on hanocke. Ob proud death,
What feaft is toward in thine eternall Cell,
Thas thou fo many Princes, at a fhoote,
So bloodily haft ftrooke.

Amb. The fightis difmall,
And our affaires rom Eagland come too late,
The eares are {enfeleffe thac thould giue vs hearing,
To tell him his comma nd’'ment is fulfill'd,
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