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T/)e Tragedie of Hamles.

His greaeneffe wei ghd, his will is not his ownes

For hee himfelfe is {ubicé to his Birch:

Hee 2y not, as vouallued perfons doe,

Carue for himfelfe; for, on his choyce depends
he fanétity and health of the weole State,

And therefore muft his choyce be circumferib’d

Vauto the voyce and yeelding of that Body,

Whereof heisthe Head, Thenif he fayes he loues you,

It fits your wifedome fo farre to beleeue it;

As hemn his peculiar Seét and force

May giue his faying deed: which is no further,

Then the maine voyce of Denmarke goes withall,

{ Then weigh what loffe your Honour may {uftaine,

If with too credent eare youlift his Songs ;
Or lofe your Heart; or your chaft Treafure open
To his vnmaftred importunity.
Feare it Opbelia,feare it my deare Sifter,
And keepe within the reare of your Affetion;
Out of the fhot and danger of Defire,
The charie Maid is Prodigall enough,
1f (he vnmaske her beauty to the Moone :
Verzue it felfe fcapes not calumnious fireakes,
The Canke: Galls, the Infants of the Spring
Too oft before the buttens be difclos’d,
Andin the Morne and liquid dew of Youth,
Contagious blaftiments are-mofk imminent,
Be wary then, beft {afety lies in feare;
Youth toi: {elfe rebels, thoughnone elfe neere.
Ophe. 1 (hall th’effect of this good Leffon keepe,
As watchmen to my heart: but good my Brodher
Doe not as fome vagracious Paftors doe,
Shew me the feepe and thorny way to Heauen;
Whilf like 2 puft and reckleffe Libertine
Himf{elfe,the Primrofe path of dalliance treads,
And reaks not his owne reade.

Laer. Oh, feare me not.

Euter Poloniiss,

1 &2y toolong ; bue here my Father comes:
A double blefling isa double grace;
Occalion fmiles vpon & fecond leaue.

The winde fits in the thoulder of your {aiie,

And you are ftaid for therez my blefling withyou;
And thefe few Precepts inthy memory,

See thou Chara&er, Giue thy thoughts no tongue,
Nor any vnproporticn'd thoughthis A&:

Bethou familiar; but by nomeanes vulgar:

“The friends thou haft, and their adoption tride,
Grapple them tothy Saule, with hoopes of Steele 2
But doe not duil thy palme, with entertainment
Of each vohatch't,vnfledg’d Comrade, Beware
Cfentrance to 2 quasrell : butbeing in

Bear’t that th'oppofed may beware of thee.

Giue eaery man chine care;but few thy voyee:
‘Take eachinans cenfure;but referue thy iudgement ¢
Cofltly thy habis as thy purfe canbuy 5

Butnot expreft in fancie; rich,not gawdie:

For the Apparell oft prociaimes the man.

Andthey in Feance ofthe beit ranck and ftation,
Are of s moft feleét and generous cheffin that.
Neither 2 borrower,nor alender be;

For lone oft lofes both it {elfe and friend:

And borrowing culs the edge of Husbandry,
Thisabouelly to thine owne felfe be true:

And it my f follow,as the Night theDay,

Thou canfi not then be fale o any man.

TFarewell: my Blefling feafon this in thee,
Laer. Moft humbly doe I take my leaue, my Lord.
Polom. The time inuites you, goe, your feruants tend.
Laer, Farewell Opbelia, and remember well
What 1 haue faid to you.
Opke. 'Iis inmy memory locke,
Andyou your felfe fhall keepe the key ofiit.
Laer. Farewell. Exit Laer,
Polon. Whatift Opbeliahe hathfaidto you 2
Opbhe. So pleafe you,fomthing touching the L. Hamier,
Polon. Marry, well bethonghe:
Tis told me he hath very oft of late
Giuen private time to you; and you your {elfe
Haue of your audience beene moft free and bounteous.
Ificbe fo, as fo tis put on me;
Andthat in way of caution: Imufl rellyou,
You doe not vaderftand your felfe {o cleerely,
Asicbehoues my Daughter, and your Honour,
What is betweene you, giue me vp the truth?
Ophe. He hatb my Lerd of laze, made many tenders
- Ofhis affe&tion tome, ‘
Polon. AffeCiion,puh. Youfpeake like s greene Gitle,
Vnfifted in fuch perillons Circumfiance.
Doe you beleeuc his tenders,as you cali them?
Opbe. 1 donot know,my Lord,what [ thould thinke,

Polon, Yet heere Laertes? Aboord,aboord for fhame,

Polon. Marry Iie teach you; thioke your feife a Baby,
That you haue tane histenders for true pay,

Which are not ftarling. Tender yourfeife more dearly,
Or not to crack the winde of the poore Phrafe, )
Roaming it thus, yowltendes me a foole.

Ophe. My Lord,he hath importun'd me with loue,
In honourzble fathion.

Polon. 1 fathion youmay callit,gotoo,go too,

Ophe. And hath giuen countenanceto his {peech,
My Lord, with ali the vowes of Heauen.

Polon. 1,Springes to catch Woodcocks. Idoe know
When the Bloud burnes,bow Prodigall che Seule
Giues the tongue vowes: thefeblazes Daughrer,
Giuing more light then heatey extinétin both,
Euenin their promife, as it is a making;

You muft not take for fire.  For this time Daughter,

Be fomewha fcanter of your Maiden prefence;

Set your entreatments st a higher raze,

Then a command to parley. For Lord Hamler,

Beleeue {o much in him,that he is young,

And withalarger rether may he walke,

Then may be giuen you, In few,Opaelia,

Doenot beieene his vowes;for they are Broakers,

Not of the eye, which their [nueftments (how :

But meere implorators of vohely Sutes,

Breathing like fan&tified and pious bonds,

Thebetter to beguile. Thisisforall:

1 would not,in plaine tearmes, from this time forth,

Haue you {o {lander any moment leifuse,

Asto giue words or talke withthe Lord Hemler 2

Looketoo’t, Icharge you; come your wayes,
Ophe. 1 {hall obey my Lord. Exemnt.

Euser Hamslet Horasio, Marcell
Ham. The Ayre bites (hrewdly : isit very cold?
Hor. Jtisanipping 2nd an eager ayre.
Hams, Whathower now?
Hoer, @ihinkeitlacks of ewelue,
Mar, No, icis ffrooke. (feafon,
Hszr. Indeed Thesrdit not: thenitdrawes neere the

. Wherein the Spirit held his wontvo walke,
i What




