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T e Tragedse of Hamles.

You told vs of fome fuites Whatis’t Leertes ?

You cannot fpeake of Reafon to the Dane,

And loofe your voyce. What would'ft thou beg Laertes,

Thatfhall nor be my Offer, not thy Asking ?

The Head is not more Natiue tothe Hearr,

The Hand more Infiramentall to the Mouth,

Then s the Throne of Denmarke to thy Father,

What would’ft thou haue Laerres 2
Laer. Dread my Lord,

Your leave and fauour to returne to France,

From whence, though willingly 1 came to Denmaske

To fhew my duty in your Coronation,

Yet now I muft confeffe,that dury done,

My thoughts and withes bend againe towards France,

| And bow them to your gracious leaue and pardon,
King. Haueyou your Fathersleaue?

What {ayes Pollonsess?
Pol. He hath my Lord}:

I do befeech you giue him leaue to go, '
King., Takethy faire houre Laertes, time be thine,

Andthy beft graces fpend itat thy will :

But now my Cofin Hamlist and my Sonne?

" Ham, Alittle more thenkin, and lefle then kinde.
King. Howisit that the Clouds ftillhang on you?
Hamo, Not {omy Lord, 1amroo muchith’Sun.

seen. Good Hamles caft thy nighely colour off,

And fec thine eye looke like a Friend on Denmarke,

Do not for cuer with thy veyled lids

Seeke for thy Noble Fatherin the duft; _

Thou know’{t’tis common,all that liues muft dye,

Paffing through Nature, to Eternity,
Ham, 1Madam,itis common,
Queen: If ivbe;

Why feemes it {o particular with thee.
Ham.Seemes Madam? Nay,it is : Iknow not Seemes:

"Tis not alone my Inky Cloake (good Mother)

Ner Cuftommary {uites of folemne Blacke,

Ner windy {ufpiration of forc'd breath,

No, nor the fruitfull Riuer in the Eye,

Nor the deie&ed haviour of the Vifage, e

Together with all Formes, Moods, fhewes ot Griefe,

That can denote me truly. Thefeindeed Sceme,,

For they ase a&tions tha: aman might play :

But I haue that Within, which pafleth fhow

Thefe, buc the Trappings,and the Suites of woe.
King. 'Tis {weetand commendable

Inyour Nature Hamlet,

To giue thefe mourning duties to your Father:

But you muft know, your Father loft a Facher,

That Facher loft, loft his, and the Suruiver bound

In filiall Obligation, for fome terme

To doobfequious Sorrow. Buttoperfeuer

In obflinate Condolement, is a courfe

Ofimpious flubboruneffe. *Tis vamanly greefe,

It fhewes a will moft incorrect to Heaven,

A Heart vnfortified, a Minde impatient,

An Vinderftanding fimple, and vnichool'd:

For,what we know muit be, and is as common

Asany the moft vulgar thing to fence,

Why {hould we in our peeuifh Oppofition

Take it to heart > Fye, tis a fault to Heauen,

A faule againft the Dead, a fault to Natures

ToReafon moft abfurd, whofe common Theame

Is death of Fachers, and who ill hath cried,

From the firft Coarfe,rill he that dyed to day,

J This muft be fo. We pray you throw to earth

This vnpreuayling woe, and thinke of vs i
Asofa Father; For let the world rake note,
Youare the moft immediate to our Throne,
And with nolefle Nobility of Loue,
Then that which deereft Father beares his Sonne,
Do I impast towards you. Foryourintent
In going backe to Schoole in Wittenberg,
Itis moft retrograde to our defire:
And we befeech you, bend you to remaine
Heere in the checre and comfort of our eye,
Our cheefeft Courtier Cofin,and eur Sonne.
Z#. Letnot thy Mother lofe her Prayers Ham/es -
Tprythee ftay with vs, go not to Wittenberg.
Ham. 1{hsllinallmy beft
Obey you Madam.
King. Why ’tis alouing,and a faire Reply,
Be as ourfelfe in Denmarke. Madam come,
This gentle and vnforc’d accord of Hamler
Sits fmiling to my heart ; in grace whereof,,
No iocond health that Denmarke drinkes co day,
Buc the grear Cannon to the Clowds (hall tell,
Andthe Kings Rouce,the Heauens fhall bruite againe,
Refpeaking earthly Thunder, Come away, Exennt
HManet Hamlet,
Ham, Ohthatthis too too {olid Flefh, would melt,

. Thaw, and refolue it felfe into 2 Dew:

Or that che Euerlafting had not fixc

His Cannon ’gainft Selfe-flaughter, O God, O God!
How weary,fale flat,and voprofitable

Seemes to me all the vfes of this world ?

Fie on’t? Oh fie, fie, *tis an voweeded Garden

That growes to Seed : Things rank, and groffe in Nature
Poflefle icmeerely, Thatit thould come to this:

But two months dead :Nay,not fo much; not twe,
So excellent 2 King, that was to this

Hiperion to a Satyre : {o louing to my Mother,
Thathe might not beteene the windes of heauen

Vifit her face too roughly. Hezuen and Earth

Muft [ remember : why fhe would hang on him,
Asifencreafe of Appetite had growne

By whatit fed o0 ; and yet within amonth 2

Lerme notthinke on't : Frailty, thy name is woman.
Alitcle Month, or ere thofe fhooes were old,

With which the followed my poore Fathers body
Like Niobe, all teares. Why {he, euen {he.

(O Heauen! A beaft that wants difcourie of Reafon
Would haue mourn’d lenger) married with mine Vokle,
My Fathers Brother: but no more like my Father,
Then I to Hercules, Withina Moneth?

Ere yetthe (alt of moft vnrighteous Teares

Had left the fluthing of her gauled eyes,

Shemarried. O.noft wicked {peed, to poft

With fuch dexterity to Incefuous fheers :

Itisnot, nor it cannot come to good.

| Bucbreake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue,

Ester Horatio, Barnardy and Marcellus,

Hor. Haileto your Lordthip,
Ham, Tamglad to fee you well :
Horatio,or I do forget my felfe,
Hor. The fame my Lord,
And your poore Seruant euer.
Ham. Sir my good friend,
Tle change thar name with you :
And what make you from Wittenberg Horatio ? o
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