And like a Newtrall to his will and matter, did nothing,
But as we often fee againfl fome ftorme, ,

A fifence in the Heauens, the Racke ftand fiill,

The bold windes {peechleffe, and the Orbe below

As hufh as death : Anon the dreadfull Thunder

Doth rend the Region. So afier Pyrrbas paufe,

A ro wied Vengeance fets him new a-workey

And neuer did the Cyclops hammers fall

On Mars his Armours, forg"d for proofe Eterne,
With lefle remorfe chen Pyrrbas bleeding fword
Now falles on Priam,

Que, out, thou Strumpet-Fortune, all you Gods,

In geaerall Synod take away her power:

Breake 2l the Spokes and Failies from her wheele,
Aund boule the round Naue downe thehill of Heauen,
Aslow as tothe Fiends,

Pol. Thisistoolong.

Ham. Iufhallto’th Barbars, withyourbeard, Pry-
thee {ay on: He's for a ligge,or atale of Baudry | orhee
fleepes. Say ons come to Hecwda.

5.Play.But who, O who, had (eentheinobled Queen,

Hsm, The incbled Queenc?

Pol. Tha's good: Inobled Queencis good.

2.Play. Ruo bare-foot vp and downe,

Threatning the Same

With Biffoo Rheume © A clout about thathead,
Where late the Diadem Rood, 2ud for a Rebe
Abouther lanke and all orc-teamed Loines,

A blanketin th’Alarum offeare caughe vp.

Whe this had feene, with tongue in Venome fleep’d,
‘Ganf Fortunes State, would Treafon hauve pronounc’d?
Butifthe Gods themfelues did fee her then,

When (he faw Pyrrbis make malicious {port
Inmincing with his Sword her Husbands limbes,
The inftant Burft of Clamour that fhe made

(Vnleffe things mortall moue them not atall)

Would haue made mifchethe Burning eyes of Heauen,
And paflion in the Gods,

Pol. Looke where he ha's not turn’d his colour, and
ha’stearesin’s eyes. Pray younomore.

Ham. ’Tiswell, Ilehauethee fpeake out the reft,
{oone, Good my Lord, will you fee the Players wel be-
ftow'd. Doye heare, let them be well vs'd : for they are
the Abfirats and breefe Chronicles of the time, Afier
your death, you were better hauea bad Epitaph, then
theirill report while you lived.

; Pol. My Lord, 1 will vfethemaccording to sheir de-
are,

Ham. Godsbodykins man, better. fe euerieman
efter bis defart, and who {hould {cape whipping: vle
them after your own Honor and Dignity. Thelefle chey
deierue, the more merizis in your bountie. Take them
in,

Pol, Come firs. Exit Polon.

Ham. Bollow him Friends:wee’l heare 3 play to mor-
row. Doft thou heare me old Friend, can you play the
murcher of Gorzage?

Play. Tmy Lord,

Ham, Wee’l ha't to morrownight. You could for 2
need ftudy a fpeech of fome dofen or fixteene lines, which
Iwould {et downe,and infert in'? Could ye noc ?

Plsy. 1 my Lord.

Ham. Vecy well. Followthat Lord, and looke you
mock himnot. My good Friends, Ile leaue you il night
youare welcome to E/lfonower ?

- 264 T be Tragedieof Hamlet.
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CHManes Hamlet.

Ham, 1fo,God buy’ye : Now Iam alone,
Oh whata Rogue and Pefant flaueam 1 ?
Is it not monfireus that this Player heere,
But in a Fixion,in a dreame of Paffion,
Could force his foule {o to his whole conceit,
Thatfrom her working,all bis vifage warm'g;
Teares in his eyes, diftralion in’s Afpedt,
A broken voyce,and his whole Funétion fuiting

With Formes,to his Conceit ? And all for nothine »

For Hecuba ? E

What's Hecwba to him,or he to Hecsba,

That he fhould weepe forher ? What would be doe,

Had be the Motiue and the Cue for paffion ‘

That 1 haue? He wonld drownethe Stage vrith teares,

And cleaue the generall eare wich horrig fpeech:

Make mad the guilty,and 2pale the free,

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed,

Thevery faculty of Eyes and Eares. Yet1,

A dull and muddy-metled Rafcall,peake

Like Iohn a-dresmies, vopregnant of my caufe,

And can fay nothing : Ne,not for a King,

Vpon whofe property,and moft deere life,

A damn’d defeate was made. Am1a Coward?

Who calies me Villaine  breakes my pate a-croffe 2

Pluckes off my Beard,and biowes it in my faces

Tweakes me by’ch’Nofe? gives me the Lye i'ti’Throate,

As deepe 2ste the Lungs? Who does me this »

Ha?Why [ thould takest: for it cznnot be,

But I am Pigeon-Liver'd,and lacke Gall

Tomake Oppreffion bitter, or ere this,

I thould hauc fatced alithe Region Kites

With this Slaues Offall, bloudy ; 2 Bawdy villaine,

Remorfeiefle, Treacherous,Lercheraus, kindles villaine !

Oh Vengeance!

Who? What an Afle am 17 T fure,this is moft braue,

That I, the Sonne of the Deere murthered,

Prompted tomy Rewenge by Heauen,2nd Hell,

Muft (like a Whore y vnpacke my heart with words,

And fall a Curfing like a very Drzb,

A Scullion? Fye vpon’t : Foh, About my Braine,

I haue heard, that guilty Creatures fiting at 2 Play,

Haue by the very cunning of'the Sccene,

Bene irooke fo ro the foule, that prefently

They haue proclaim’d their Malefaétions.

For Murther, though it haue no tongue,will {peake

With moft myraculous Organ, Ile hanethefe Players,

Play fomething like the murder of my Father,

Before mine Vinkle. 1le obferue hislookes,

Ile cent him to the quicke : [fhe but blench

I know my courfe. TheSpiritthat Thaue feene

May be the Divell, and the Diuel hath power

T’affume apleafing thape, yea and perhaps

Out of my Weakneffe, and my Melancholly,

Asheis very potent with fuch Spirits,

Abufes me to damneme, Ilehaue grounds

More Relacive then this: The Play’s the thing,

Wherein Ile catch the Confcience of the King.  Exs#

Enter King, Queene, Polonixs, Ophelia, Ro-
Jinerance, Guildenftern, and Lords.

King. Aod can you by no drift of circumftance
Get from him why he puts on this Confufion :
Grating {o hasibly all his dayes of quiet
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