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will more willingly part withall, except my hfe; my
life.

Polon. Fare you well my Lord.

Ham, Thefetedious old fooles.

Polon. You goe %o fecke my Lord Hamlet ; there
hee is.

Enter Rofincran and Guildenferse.

Rofin. God faue you Sir.

Guild. Mine honour’d Lord?

Rofin. My moft deare Lord?

Ham, My excellent good friends ? How do’ft thou
Guildenftermet Ob,Rofincrane ; good Lads: How doe ye
both?

Rofin. Astheindifferent Children of the earch,

Guild. Happy ,inthatwe are not ouer-happy: on For-
tunes Cap,we are not the very Button.

Ham., Nor the Soales of her Sheo ?

Rofin. Neither my Lord,

Ham. Then you lue about her wafte, orin the mid-
dle of her fauour ?

Gwil. Faith,her privates, we,

Ham. Inthe {ecrer pares of Fortune ? Oh, moft trues
fheis a Strumpet. What’s the newes ?

Refin. None my Lord; buc that the World’s growne
honeft.

Ham. Thenis Doomefday neere: But your newes is
not true. Let me queltion more in particular : what haue
you my good friends, deferued at the hands of Fortune,
that {he {ends you to Prifon hither?

Gl Prifon,my Lord ?

Ham. Denmark’sa Prifon.

Rofin. Thenisthe World one,

Ham. A goodly onejin which there are many Con-
fines,Wards,and Dungeons ; Dermarke being one o'th’
worfl,

Rofin. We thinke not fo my Lord.

Ham. Why then’tis none to you;for thereis nothing
either good or bad, but thinking makesit fo: tomeitis
a prifon,

Rofin. Why then your Ambition makes it one: ’tis
too narrow for your minde.

Ham. O God, I could bebounded inanutlhell, and
count my felfe a King of infinite {pace; were it notthat
I haue bad dreames.

Guil. Which dreames indeed are Ambition : for the
very fubftance of the Ambitious, is meerely the fhadow
of 2 Dreame.

Ham, A dreame it fclfeis but a thadow.

Rofin. Truely, and I hold Ambition of {o ayry and
lighta quality, thatitis buta (hadowes (hadow.

Ham. Thenare our Beggers bodies; and our Mo-
rarchs and out-firctcht Heroes the Beggers Shadowes:
f;ha}l wee to th’ Court: for, by my fey I cannotrea-

on ?

Both. Wee’l waitvpon you.

Ham. No {uchmatter. Twwill not fort you with the
reft of my feruants: forto fpeake to you hike an honeft
man: | ammoft dreadfully attended; butinthe beaten
way of friend{hip, What make you at Elfowawer ?

Rofin. Tovifit you my Lord,no other occafion.

Ham. Begges that 1 am,] am euen pootre in thankes;
but I thanke you : and {use deare friends my thanks
are too deare a halfepeny 3 were younot {ent for? TIsit
your owae inclining? Is it a free vification 2 Come,

?

The Tragedie of Hamlet.

Ham. You cannot Sir take from me any thing, that 1 : dz:lgiﬁ(’;kl-ydwith}ne ! comne,come; nay fpeake.u\—ﬂ

Guil. 'What thould we fay my Lotd ?

Ham, Why any thing. But to the purpofe; you were
fenc foryand chereisa kinde coofeffion in your lookes;
which your modefties haue not craft enough 1o co.
lor,T know the good King & Queenc haue fent for you.

Rofin, To what endmy Lord ?

Ham. That youmuft teach me: but let mee coniure
you by the rights of our fellow{hip,by the canfonancy of
our youth,by the Obligation of our ever-prefesued loue,
and by whatmore deare, 2 better propofer conld charge

you withall; be euen and direét withme, whether you
were fent fot or no,

Rofin. Whatfayyou ?

Ham. Nay then Thaue an eye of you; if you loneme
hold not off.

Guil. My Lord, we were {ent for,

Ham. I willtell youwhy ; {o fhall my anticipation
prevent your difcouery of your fecricieto the King and
Qgeene:moult no feather, I haue of late, but wherefore
Tknow not, loft all my mirth,forgene all cuftome of ex-
ercife; andindeed,it goes fo heauenly with my difpofiti-
on;that this goodly frame the Earth,feemes to me a fler-
sill Promontory ; this moft excellent Canopy the Ayre,
look you,this braue ore-hanging this Maiefticall Roofe,
fretred wich goldenfire: why, it appearesno other thing
tomee, thena foule and pefhilent congregation of va~
pours, What a piece of workeisa man! how Noble in
Reafon? how infiniteinfaculty ? in forme and mouing
how exprefle and admirable?in A&ion, how like an An-
gel? in apprehenfion, how like aGod? the beaury of the
world, the Parragon ot Animals ; and yetto me, what is
this Quinteffence of Duft? Man delightsnot me; no,
nor W omanneither; though by your finiling you feeme
to fay fo.

Rsfin. My Lord, thete was no fuch Ruffe in my
thoughts,

Ham. Why did you laugh,whenIfaid, Man delights
not me?

Rofin, Tothinke, my Lord,ifyou delight notin Maa,
what Lenton entertainment the Players fhall receiue
from you: wee coated themonthe way, and hither are
they comming to offer you Sermice,

Ham. He thatplayes the King {hall be welcome; his
Maicfty fhall baue Tribuate of mee ; the aduenturous
Knigh: fhal vfe his Foyle and Target : the Louer fhall
not figh grarss, the humorous man fhall end his part in
peace : the Clowne fhall make thofe laugh whofe lungs
are tickled a'th’ fere: and the Lady fhall fay her minde
freely; or the blanke Verfe (hallhaltfor’t : what Players
are they? )

Rofin. Euen thofeyou were wont to take delight in
the Tragediansof the City. )

Ham. How chances it they travaile? theis refi
dence both in repuration and profit was betzer both
wayes, ‘

Rofin. T thinke their Inhibition comes by the meanes
of the Jare Innouacion ? .

Ham. Doe they hold the fame eftimation they did
when I wasin theCity ? Are chey fo follow'd?

Rofin, No indeed,theyarenot.

Ham How comesit ? doe they grow rufty 2

Rofiz, Nay, their indeauour keepes in the wonted
pace; But there is Sir an ayrie of Children, little |
Yafes, that eryc ouc on the top of queftion ;s and |

ate moft tyrannically clap’t for't : thele are now {{\he !
athi- |




