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To feed & cloath thee.Why fhold the poor be flarterd ?
No,let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe,
And crooke the pregnant Hindges of the knee,
Where thrift may follow faining ? Dot thou heare,
Since my deere Soule was Miftris of my choyfe,
And could of men diftinguifb, ber ele&ion
Hath {eal’d thee for ber 1elfe. For thou hat bene
As one in fuffering ail, that fuffess nothing,
A manthat Fortunes buffers,and Rewards
Hath 'rane with equall Thankes. And bleftarethofe,
Whofe Blood and fudgement are fo well co-anngled
That they are not 2 Pipe for Fortunes finger,
To found what flop the pleafe. Giue me that man,
That is not P affions Slaue, and [ will weare him
“Inmy hearts Core: 1,in my Heart of hearr,
As I dothee. Sometbing too much of this,
There is a Play to night before the King,
Qae Scoene of it comes neerethe Circum@lance
Which T haue rold thee,of my Fathers death,
I prythee, whentbou fee’R that A&e 2-foor,
Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule
Obferue mine Vakle s Ifhis occulted guils,
Do not it felfe vikennell in one fpeech,
| Ieisa damned Ghoft that we haue feene :
And my Imaginations are as foule
As Vulcans Stythe. Giue him needfull note,
For I mine eyes will riuet to his Face :
And after we will both our judgements ioyne,
To cenfure of his {eeming,

Hora. Wellmy Lord.
Ifhe fleale oughi the whil t this Play is Playing,
And fcape dete&ing, I will pay the Thett.

2

Enter King, Oucene, Polsnins, Ophelia, Rofincrance,
Guildesfterne and other Lords arsendant with
bus Guardcarrying Torches. Danifb
March. Sound a Flourifb.

Ham. They are comming tothe Play : I muft be idle.
Get you aplace.

King. How fares our Cofin Hamlet ?

Hems, Excellent Ifaith, of the Camelione dith : T eate
the Ayre promife-cramm’d, you cannot feed Capons fo.

King. 1hauenothing with this anfwer Hamler, thefe

words are not mine.

Ham. No,nor mine. Now my Lord,you plaid once
th’Vaiverfity, you fay 2

Polon.That I did my Lerd,and was accounted 2 good
Ador.

Bam. &nd what did you ena& ?

Pol, 1did enalk Julsms { afar, 1 waskill'di'th'Capitol :
Brutus kill'd me,

Ham, It wasabruite part ofhim, to kill {o Capitall a
Calfethere, Be the Players ready ?

Rofin. 1my Lord, they flay vpos your patience,

Z#. Come bither my good Hamlet fit by me,

Ha. No good Mother,here’s Mettle rore atrraiue.

Pol. Oh ho,do youmarke that ?

Ham, Ladie,fhallllyeinyour Lap?

Opie. No my Lord.

Ham. ] meane,my Head vponyour Lap ?

Opie. 1my Lord.

Ham, Do ycu thinke I meant Country matters ?

Opbe. 1thinke nething, my Lord. :
Ham, Thav's a faire thought to ly between Maids legs |
Ophe, Whatismy Lord ?

———

Hap. Nothing.

Opbe, Youare merrie,my Lord?

Ham, Whol?

Opbe, Imy Lord.

Ham. Oh God, your onely Iigge-muaker:what thould
s man do, but be merrie, Forlooke youbow cheerefyl-

ly my Motherlookes, and my Facher dyed within’s two

Houres.

Ophe. Nay,’sis twice two monerhs,my Lord.

Ham. Selong? Nay then let the Divel weare blacke,
for Ile hane a fuite of Sables, Oh Heanens! dye itwo mo-
neths ago, and not forgorten yer 2 Then there’ hope, a
great mans Memorie, inay ont-live hislife halfe a yeare ;
But byrlady he muft builde Churches then : or elfe fhall
he {uffer not thinking on, with the Hoby-horfle, .whoie
Epitaphis, For o, For o, the Hoby-horfe is forgot.

Hobayes play.  The dumbe [bew enters.

{ Entera Kung and Dneene, very loningly ;s the Queene embra-

cing bim. She kuceles ard makes fhew of Proteflation ynio
him. He takes ber vp, and declines bis bead vpon bier neck.

Layes bim dowsz vpon a Banke of Flowers, She feerng him

a-fleepe, leanes bim. Anon comes in a Fellow  takes off tozs

Crowne, kiffes it.and povres poyfon in the Kings cares, and
Exits. The Queene retnraes, findes the X ing dead, and
makes paffionate Altion, The Pesfoner, with fome tweo or |
shree utes comes 1 againe, feeming so lament with ber. ;
The dead body 55 carriedaway : The Poyfoner Wases the

Lueene with Gifts, [be feemes loath and vmwilling awhile,
butin the end,accepts bis Jone, Exennt

Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord ?

Ham. Marry this is Miching (Walicho, that meznes
Mifcheefe,

Opre. Belike this fhew impores the Argument of the
Play?

Ham, We thallknow by thefe Fellowes: the Players
cannot keepe counfell, they” tell all,

Ophe. Will they tell vs what this thew meant?

Ham. 1,01 any fhew thatyou'l thew him. Bee not
youafham’d to fhew, hee’l not thame to tell you what ic
meanes.

Ophe, Youare naught, youare naughe, lle marke the
Play.

! Enter Prologue.

FEor vs, and for owr Tragedie,

Heere ffooping toyour Clemencie s

Webegge your hearing Patientlie.
Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the Pocfie of a Ring ?
Ophke. 'Tisbriefemy Lord,
Ham. As Womans loue,

Enter King and his Q neene.

King Full thirtie times hach Pheebus Care gon round,
Neprunes {2lt Wath, and Te//us Orbed ground :
And thirtie dozen Moones with borrowed fheene,
About the World haue times twelue thirties beene,
Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands
Vaite comutuall,in moft facred Bands.

Bap+ So many iournies may the Sunneand Moone

Make vs againe count o’re, ere loue be done,

But woe is me, you are fo ficke of late,

So farre from cheere,and from your forme flate,
That 1 diftreftyou: yetthough Idiftruft,
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft :
For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantitie,




