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With turbulenz and dangerous Lunacy.,

Rofin. He does confefle hefeeles himfelfe difira&ed,
But from what caufe he will by no meanes fpeake.

Gudl. Nor do wefinde him forward to be founded,
But with a crafty Madnefle keepes aloofe :

When we would bring him ou to fome Confeffion
Of his true fRare,

Q#. Did he receisse you well ?

Rofiz, Mol like a Gentleman.

Guild. But with mach forcing of his difpofition,

Rofis. Niggard of queltion, but of our demands
Moft free inhis reply.

Gu. Didyouaffey him to any paftime?

Rofin. Madam,it {o fell out, thas cercaine Players
We ore-wrought onthe way : of thefe we told him,
Aund there did {eeme in bim a kinde of ioy
Toheare of it: They areabout the Court,

And (2s [ thinke) they haue already order
This night to play before him,

Pol. "Tismoil true:

And he befeech’d me tointreate yous Maielties
Toheare,and {ee the matcer.

King. With all my beart,and it doth much content me
To heare him {ojnclin’d. Good Gentlemen,

Giue him a furcher edge, end driue his purpofe on
Tothefe delights,

Eofin, Wefhall my Lord.

King, Sweet Gertrandeleaue vstoo,

For we haue clofely {ent for Ham/et hither,
Thae he, as twere by accident, may there

Exmesnts

Affronc Ophelia. Her Father.and my feife(lawful efpials)

Will fo beftow our {elues, thac feeing vnfeene
We may of their encounter frankely iudgey
And gather by him,as he is behaued,
1febe chaffidion of his love,or no,
Thacchus he fuffers for.d
Q. 11haliobey you,
And tor your part Opheiza, I do with
That your good Beauties be the happy caufe
Of Hamlers wildenefle : fo fhall I hope your Vergues
Will bring him co his wonted way againe,
To borh your Honors,
Ophe. Madam,I wifh it may, )
Pol. Ophelia, walke you heere.Gracious {o pleafe ye
We will beftow ovr felues : Reade on this booke,
That fhew of fuch an exercife may colour
Your lonclinefle, We are oft too blame in chis,
*Tis too much prow’d, that with Deuotions vifage,
And pious Altion, we do furge o're
The diuell himfelfe.
King. Oh'tistrues
How fmatt alath that fpeech doth giuemy Concience ?
The Harlots Cheeke beautied with plaift'ring Ast
Is not more vgly to the thing that helpesic,
Then is my deede, to my moft painted word,
Oh heauie burthen!
Pol. | heare him comming,let’s withdraw my Lord.
Exennt,
Enter Hamler,
Ham. Tobe,ornotto be, thatis the QueRtion ;
Whether "tis Nobler in the minde to fuffer
The Slings and Arrowes of outragious Fortune,
Or to take Armes againft a Ses of troubles,
And by oppofing end them : to dye,to {leepe
No more; and by a fleepe, to fay we end
The Heart-ake, and the thoufand Naturall thockes

Thas Flethis heyre roo? “Tisa confsmmation
Deuoutly se be wil'd, To dyero fleepe,
To {ieepe, perchance to Dreaae 3 1, theres the rub,
For in that {lecpe of death, what dreames may come,
When we have fhufflel'd off this moreal] mife,
Mut give vs pawfe. There’s therefped
That makes Calamity of fo long life :
For who would beare the Whips and Scornes of time,
The Oppreflors wrong, the posremans Camume:iy,
The pangs of difpriz’d Leoue, the Lawes delay,
The infolenice of Office,and the Spurnes
That patienvmerit of the vinworthy rakes,
When he himfelfe might his Qurerres make
With a hare Bodkin? Who would thefe Fardles beare
To grunt and fweat vader 8 weary life,
Burthat the dresd of fomeching after desth,
Thevnditcoucered Counrrey, from whofe Borne
Mo Traueller returnes, Pumels the will,
And makes vsvather bease chefeilles we haue,
Ther flye to odhers that we know not of,
Thus Conlcience does make Cowards ofvs ail
And thus the Natiue hew of Refolucion
Is ficklied o're, with the pale caft of Thoughe,
And enterprizes of great pith and moment,
Withthis regard sheir Currants rurne away,
And loofe the name of A&ion. Soft younow,
The faive Opbeliat Nimph, in thy Orizons
Beall wmy finnes remembred,

Ople. Goodmy Lord,
How does your Honos for this many a day?

Ham. 1 humbly thanke you : well,well,well,

Opbe. My Lord, 1 have Remembrances of yours,
That I banelonged long to re-deliner,
I pray you now,receive chesn,

Ham, No,no, I neucr grue you ough,

Opbe. My honor'd Lord, I know sight well you did,
Bnd with them words of {o fweet breath compos'd,
As made thechings more rich, theo perfume left
Take thefe againe, for to the Noble minde
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1 Rich gifts wax poore, when givers proue vokinde,

There my Lord.
Ham, Hahe: Areyou honefifp
Ophs. My Lord,

Ham, Areyoufaive?

Ophe. What meanes your Lordfhip ?

Ham. Thatif yoube honeft and faire, your Honefly
theuld admit no difconrfe te your Beautie.

Ophe. Could Beautie my Lord, haue better Comerce :
then yrur Honeftie ? ‘

Ham, 1 trulie : forthe power of Beautie, will foener
transforme Honeftie from what it is, ro a Bawd, then the
force of Heneftie can tranflate Beautie into his Likenefie,
This was fometime a Paradex, but now the time giues it
proofe. Ididloue you once,

Opbe, Indeed my Lord, you made me belecue fo,

Ham. Youthouldnot haue beleeued me, Forverme
cannot fo innocculate our old Rocke, but we fhall rehlith
of it. Ilouedyou not.

Ophe. 1 was the more deceiuved,

Ham. GettheetoaNunnerie. Why would® choa
bea breeder of Sinners ? I am my felfe indifferent honef,
buc yet I could 2ccufe me of fuch things,that it were bet-
ter my Mother hadnot borneme. Jamvery prowd, re-
uengefull, Ambitious, with more offences at my becke,
then T hape thaughts to put them in imagination, to giue
them fhape,or timeto adte themin, What fhould fuch

Fel-




