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That you kaow oughr of me; this not to doe :
So grace and mercy at yoUf moft neede helpe you :
Sweare,

Ghoft, Sweare.

Ham. Refl, reft perturbed Spiric: fo Gentlemen,
With all my love I doe commend metoyou 3
Aod what {o poore 2 man as Hamler is,
May doe Cexprefic his loue and friending f0 you,
Godwilling {hall notlacke: letvsgoein together,
And fiill your fingers on your lippes 1 pray,
The timeis out of ioynr: Ohcurfed fpight,
That ener I was bornete feticrighe,

J - T2 e =
Nay,come let’s goe together. Exennt

o

Aitus Secundus.

Enter Polonins @nd Reynoldo,
Polon, Giue him his moncy,and thefenotes Reynoldo.
Reynol. Ywill tny Lord.
Polon. You fhall doe maruels wifely: good Reynoldo,
Before you vifite him youmake inguiry
Ofhis behauiour,
Reynol. My Loxd, I did intendit,
Polon, Marry,well faid;
Very well 3id, Looke you Sir,
Enquire me firft what Danskers arein Paris;
And how,2nd who;what meanessand where they keepe:
What company,at what expence : ead finding
By this eccompaffement and drift of queftion,
That they doc know my fonne: Come you more neerer
Thenyour particular demands will touch it,
| Takeyouas "twere fome diftant knowledge of hims,
- And thus I know bis father and his friends,
And in part him. Doeyou marke this Reysoldo?
Reyuol. 1,very weli my Lord.
Polos. And inpart him,but you may {ay actwell;
Bucif't be hee Imeane,hees very wilde;
Addicted fo and {o; and there put on him
What forgeries you pleafe: marry, none foranke,
As may difhenourhim; take heed ofthac
But Sir, fuch wanton, wild, and viuall flips,
As are Compzoions noted and moft knowne
To youthandliberty.
Reynol. As gaming my Lord.
Polon. 1,ordrinking, fencing.fwearing,
Quarelling,drabbiag. You may goe fo farre.
Reynol. My Lord that would difhonour him.
Polon. Faithno,asyoumay feafon icinche charge;
You muft not put another feandall on him,
That hee is open to Incontinencie;
That's not iy meaning:buc breach his faults fo quaintly
That they may {eeme the taints of liberty;
The flath and out-breake of a fiery minde,
A fanagenes in vareclaim’d bloud of gencrall affaule,
Reynol, Burmy good Lord.
Polon. W hereforethould you doe this?
Reynol. 3 my Lord,1 would know that.
Polon, Marry Sir,hecre’s my duift,
And Ibelieneitis a ferch of warrane:
Youlaying thefe flight fufleyes on my Sonne,
As twereathing alittie foil’d i'th’ working s (found,
Matke you your party in conuerfe; him you would
lHa\:‘mg cuer fcene. In the prenominate csimes,
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The youth you breath of guilty, be affard
He clofes with you in this confequence:
Good fir,er fo,0r friend, or Gentleman,
According ro the Phrafe and the Addition,
Ofman and Country.
Repnol. Very goodmy Loxd,
Polon. And chenSir does he this?
He does : what was Iaboutto {ay?
1 was about to fay fomehing : wheredid Ileaue?
Reynol, At cloiesinthe confequence:
At friend, or {o,and Gentlernan,

Poloz. At clofesinthe confequence, I marry,
He clofes with you thus. Tknow the Gentleman,
I faw him yefterday,or tother day;

O« then or then,with {ich and fuchsand as you fay,
There washe gaming, there oretookein’s Ronfe,
There falling out at Tennis ; or perchance,
1 {aw him encer fuch a houfe of faile;
Videlicer,a Brothell, or fo forth, See you now;
Your bait of falfhood,takes this Cape of sruth 3
And thus doe we of wifedome and of reach
With windleffes,and with affzies of Bias,
By indirections finde dire&tions out ;
So by my former Ledture and aduice
Shail yowmy Sounesyou haue me,bave younot?
Reynol- My Lord I haue.
Polon. Godbuy you;fareyou well,
Reynol. Good my Lord.
Polon. Obleruehis inclination inyour felfe.
Reynel, I {nallmy Lo:d,
Polon. Aodlethim plye bis Muficke,
Reywol. Well; my Lord. Exits

Enser Ophelia,
Polon. Farewell:
How now Ophelia, whst's the matier?
Opbe. Alasmy Lord,I haue beene fo affrighted.
Palon. With what,in thename of Heauen?
Ophe. My Lord, as I was fowing in my Chambet,
Lord Hamler with his doeblerall vabrac’d,
No hat vpon his head, his tockings foul'd,
Vugartred, and downe giued to his Anckie,
Pale as his thire hisknees knocking eachothes,
And with alooke{o pitious in purport;
Asifhehad beenlooted out of hell,
To{pcake of horrors : he comes before me,
Polon. Mad for thy Loue?
Cphe, My Lord,I doe not know: but truly I do feare ie,
Polon, W ha {aid he?
Opke. Hetockeme by the wrift,and held me hard ;
Then goes he to the length of all his avme;
And with bis other hand thus o're his brow;
He falsto fuchperufall of my face,
As he would draw it, Long ftaid hefo,
Atlaftalirele thaking of mine Arme
And thrice his head thus wauing vp and downeg
He rais’d a figh, o pittious and profound,
Thatic did feeme to thatter all bis bulke, -
And end his being, That done, he lecs me goe, -
And with his head ouer his thoulders win'd,
He feem’d to finde his way without his eyes,
For out adores he went without their helpe;
And to th¢ laft bended their light on me.
Polon, Goewithme, I will goe fecke theKing,
Thisis the very exeafie of Loue, ,
Whofe violent property foredoes it felfe,

And




