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Or padling in your necke with his darmn’d Fingers,
Make you to rauell all chis matcer out,
That [ effeatially am not in madnefle,
But made in craft. "Twere good youlet him know,
For who that’s but 2 Queenc, faire, fober, wife,
Would from aPaddocke, from a Bar, 2 Gibbe,
Such deere concernings hide, Who would do fo,
' Noin defpight of Senfe and Secrecie,
Vnpegge the Basket on the houfes top :
Let the Birds flye, and like the famous Ape
To try Conclufions in the Basket, crecpe
And breake your owne necke downe.

2, Be thou affur'd, if words bemade of breath,
And breach oflife : 1 haue no life to breath
W hat thou haft {aide to me.
Ham. 1 muft to England, you know that ?
Qu. Alacke I had forgot : "Tis{o concluded on.
Ham. This man {hall {fet me packing
Ile lugge the Gurs into the Neighbor roome,
Mother goodnight, Indeede this Counfellor
Is now moft flill, moft fecrer, and mo(t graue,
Who was in life, a foolith praring Knaue,
Come fir, to draw toward an end with you,
Good night Mother,
Exit Hamler tugging in Pojonisns.
Enter King.
King. There’s matcers io thefe fighes.
Thefe profound heaues
Y ou maft tranflate ; Tis fit we vaderftand them.
Where is your Sonne?
Q#, Ahmy good Lord, what have T feene o night?
King, What Gertrude? How do's Hamler ?
9%, Mad as the Seas,and winde,when both contend
Which1s the Mightier, in his lawlefle fit
Behinde the Arras,hearing fomething ftirre,
He whips his Rapier cut,and criesa Rat, aRat,
And in hisbramifh apprehenfion kiiles
The vnfeene good old man.
King. Ohheauy deed:
1t had bin {o with vs had we beene there:
His Liberty is full of threats coall,
To you your {elfe, to vs, to euery one.
Alas,how fhall thisbloody deede beanfwered?
1t will be laide to vs, whofe prouidence
Should haue kept fhort, reftrain’d,and out of haunt,
This mad yong man. Bur {o much was our loue,
We would not vnderftand what was moft fir,
But like the Owner of 2 foule difeale,
To keepe it from divulging, let’s it feede
Euen on the pith of life. Whereishe gone?
0. To draw apart the body he hath kild,
O’re whem his very madnefle like fome Oare
Ameng a Minerall of Mettels bafe
Shewes it felfe pure. He weepes for whatis done.
King, Oh Gertrude, come away ¢
The Sun no {ooner {hall the Mountaines touch,
But we will fhip him hence, and this vilde deed,
We muft with al] our Maiefty and Skill
Both countenance,and excule.
Ho Gusldenftern -
Friends both go ioyne you with fome further aydes
Hamle: in madnefie hath Polawine {laine,
And from his Mother Cloffers hath he drag’d him.
Go feeke him out, fpeake faire, and bring the body

Euter Rof .5 Guild., |

Into the Chappell, 1 pray youhaftinthis.  Exir Gewt.
Come Gertrude, wee'l call vp our wilel friends,

Tolet them know both what we meane to do,

And what’s vntimely done. Oh come away,

My foule is full of difcord and difmay,
Enter Hamles.

Ham, Safely ftowed.

Gentlemen within. Hamlet,Lord Hamlet.

Ham, Whatnoife? Who cals on Hamsler?
Ohheere they come. Enter Rof.and Guildenfierne,

Ro.What haue you done my Lord with the dead body?

Ham. Compounded it with duft,whereto *tis Kinne.

Rofin. Tell vs where 'tis, that we may take it thence,
And beare it to the Chappell.

Ham. Donoc beleeue is.

Rofin. Beleeue what?

Ham. That I cankeepe your counfell, and not mine
owne, Befides, tobe demanded of a Spundge, what re-
plication fhould bemade by the Sonne of a King,

Rofin. Takeyoume fora Spundge, my Lord ?

Ham. 1 fir,that fokes vp the Kings Countenance, his
Rewards, his Authorities (but fuch Officers do the Xing
beft feruiceintheend. Hekeepesthem likean Apein
the corner of his jaw, firfk mourh’d to be laft fwallowed,
when he needes what you haue glean'dl, itis but fquee-
zing you,and Spundge you fhall be dry againe.

Rofin. 1wnderftand you notmy Lord,

Ham. lamgladofit : a knauith {peechfleepesina
foolifh eare.

Rofin. My Lord, you muft tell ys where the body is,
and go with vs torhe.King.

Ham. Thebady is withthe King,butthe King isnot |
with the body. TheKing,is athing e

Guild, Acthingmy Lord? ,

Ham. Of nothing : bring me tohim, hide Fox,and all
afcer. Exenns

Exennt,

Eunter King.

King. 1haue feat to feeke him, and o find the bodie :
How dangerous is it that this man goes loofe:
Yet muft nor we put the firong Law on him:
Hee's loued of the diftracted multitude,
Who like not in their judgement, buttheir eyes:
And where *tis {o, th'Offenders fcourge is weigh'd
But necrer the offence : to beare all {imooth,and euen,
This fodaine fending himaway, muft feeme ;
Deliberate paufe, difeafes cefperare growne,
By defperate appliance are relecued,
Or not at all. Enter Rofincrane.
How now? What hathbefalne ?

Rofin. Where the dead body is beftow’d my Lotd,
We cannot get from him.

King. But whereishe?

Rofis. Without my Lord,guarded to know your
pleafure,

King. Bring him beforevs,

Rofin. Hoa,GuildenfPerne? Bring in my Lord.

Enter Hamlet and Goildenfterse.
King, Now Hamlet where's Polonsus?

Ham. ArSupper,

King, At Supper? Where?

Ham.Not where he eats,but where he is eaten, 2 cer-
taine conuocation of wormes are e'ne at him, Y our worm
is your onely Emperor for diet. Wefatall creatures elfe
to £21 vs,and we fat our felfe for Magors. Your fat King,
and your leane Beggeris bur variable feruice to difhes,
bt o one Table thacs theend.

King. What doft thoumeane by this?

Ham.




