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The Tragedse of Hamlet.

Without the which we are Pi&ures,or meere Beafts,
Laft,and as much containing as all thefe,

Her Brother isin fecret come from France,
Keepes on his wonder, keepes himfelfe i clouds,
And wantsnot Buzzers to infet his eare

With pefilent Speeches of his Fathers death,

Where in neceffitie of matter Beggard,

Will nothing Ricke our perfons to Arraigne

In eare and eare, O my deere Gertrude, this,

Like to a murdering Peece in many places,

Giues me fuperfluous death, A Noifewithin,

Enter a Meffenger.
Qr. Alacke,whatnoyfe is this?
King. Where aremy Switzers ?
Lezchem guard the doore. What is the matter ?

Mef. Saueyou feife, my Lord.

The Ocean (oner-peering of his Lift)

Eates not the Flats with more impittious hafte

Thenyoung Laertessina Riotous head,

Ore-beares your Officers, therabble call him Lord,

And as the world were now but to begin,

Antiquity forgot, Cuftome not knowne,

The Ratifiers and props of every word,

They cry choofe we ? Laertes (hall be King,

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds,

Laertes iall be King, LaertesKing.

Du. How cheerefully on the falfe Traile they cry,

Oh this is Counter you falfe Danifh Dogges,
Noifewishin,  Enter Laertes,

King. The doores are broke.

Laer. Where is the King,firs ? Stand youall wichout.

All. No,let’s comein.

Leer. 1 pray you giue me leaue.

aql. Wewill, wewill,

Laer. Tthankeyou: Keepe the doore,

Oh thou vilde King, give me my Father.

Qu. Calmely good Laertes.

Laer, Thatdrop of bload, that calmes
Proclaimes me Baftard :

Cries Cuckold to my Father, brands the Harlot
Euen heere betweene the chafte vofmirched brow
Of my true Mother.

King, Whatis the caule Laerses,

That thy Rebellion lookes fo Gyant-like?
Lethim go Gertrude : Do not feare our perfon:
There’s fuch Diuinity doth hedge a King,

That Treafon can butpeepe to what it would,
A&s little of his will, Tell me Laerses,

Why thou art thus Incenft ? Let him go Gertrude,
Speake man,

Laer. Where’smy Father¢

King, Dead.

L2#, Butnot by him.

King, Lethim demand hisfill.

Laer. How came hedead ? Ile not be Tnggeld with.
Tohell Allegeance : Vowes,to the blackeft diuell,
Confcience and Grace, to the profoundeft Pit.

I dare Dgmnation : to this point I ftand,
That both the worlds I giue to negligence,
Let come what comes : onely Ile be reueng’d
Moft throughly for my Father.

King. Who fhall fiay you?

Laer, My Will, not all the world,

And for my meanes,Ile husband them fo well,
They fhall go farre with little.

V&

King. Good Laertes:

Ifyoudefire to know the certaintie

Of your deere Fathers death, if writin your reuenge,
That Scop-ftake you will draw both Friend and Foe,
Winner and Loofer.

Laer, None buthis Enemies.

King. Will you know them then,

La. Tohisgood Friends, thus wide Ile ope'my Armes :
And like thekinde Life~rend’ring Politician,
Repalt them with my blood.
King. Why now you fpeake
Like a good Childe, and a true Gentleman.
That 12m guiltleffe of your Fathers death,)}
And am moft {enfiblein greefe foris,
It fhall as leuell to your udgement pierce
As daydo’s toyour eye.
A woife within. Let ber come in.
Enter Ophelia,
Laer. How now? what noife is that?
Oh heate drie vp my Braines, teares feuen times fale,
Burne out the Sence and Vertue of mine eye.
By Heauen,thy madneffe fhall be payed by waight,
Till our Scale curnes the beame, Oh Rofe of May,
Deere Maid, kinde Sifter, fweet Ophelia :
Oh Heauens, is’t poffible,a yong Maids wits,
Should be as mortall as an old manslife?
Nature is fine in Loue,and whete *is fine,
It fends fome precious inftance of ic felfe
Afcer she thing it loues,
Ophe. They bore him bare fac’d on the Beer,
Hey non nony nony ey nony
LAnd on bis grase raines many ateare,
Fareyonwell my Doue.

Laer. Had'@ thouthy wits, and did'ft per{wade Re-
uenge,it could not moue thus,

Ophe. You muft ing downe a-downe, and you call
him a~downe-a. Oh, how the wheelebecomes it? Icis
the fal{e Steward that Role his mafters daughter,

Laer. Thisnothings more then matter.

Ophe. There’s Rofemary, that’s for Remembraunce.
Pray loue remember : and there is Paconcies, that’s for
Thoughts,

Laer. A document inmadneffe, thoughts & remem-
brance fitted,

Ophe.There’s Fennell for you, and Columbines: ther’s
Rew for you, and heere’s fomeforme. Wee may call it
Herbe-Grace a Sundaies : Oh you muft weare your Rew
with a difference. There’s aDayfie, I would giue you
fome Violets, but they wither’d all when my; Father dy-
ed : They fay, he made anod end;

For bonny [weet Robin is all my ioy.

Laer, Thought,and Afflli¢tion, Paffion, Hell it felfe :

She turnes to Fauour, and to prettineffe.
Ophe. Andwill be not come againe,

wAnd will be not come againe :

No,no,be is dead, go to thy Death-bed,

He nener wil come againe.,

His Beard as white as Snow,

Al Flaxen was bis Pole :

He is gone he is gone,and we caft away mone,

Gramercy on bis Soule,
And of a1l Chriftian Soules, I pray God.
Godbuyye,

Laer. Do you fee this,you Gods?

King. Laertes,]muft common with your greefe,
Or you deny meright: go but apare,

Exeunt Ophelia
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