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The Tragedie of Hamles.

Had witcheraft in’t; he grew into his Seat,
And o fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe,
As had he beene encorps’t and demy-Natur'd
With the braue Beaft,fo farre he paft my thought,
That Iin forgery of fhapes and trickes,
Come {hort of what he did.

* Laer. ANormanwas't?

Kis. ANorman.

Lacr. Vpon my life Lamound.

Kin, The veryfame.

Laer, Tknow him well heis the Broochindeed,
And Iemme of all ovr Nation.

Kin, Heemad confeflion of you,

And gaue you fuch a Mafterly reporr,

For Arcand exercife in your defence 5

And for your Rapier moft efpeciaily,

That he cryed our,'would bea fight indeed,

If one could match you Sir.This report of his
Did Hamslet {0 envenom with his Enuy,

That he could nothing doe but with and begge,
Your {odaine comming ore to play with him;
Now out of this.

Laer, Why out of this, my Lord ?

Kin.Laceres was your Father deare to you?

Or are youlike the painting of a forrow,
Afacewithoutaheatz?

Laer, Why aske you this?

Kiz. Notthat Ithinke you did notloue your Father,
ButthatI know Loue is begun by Time:

Andthac I feein pafiages of proofe,

Time qualifics the fparke and fire of it

Hemlet comes backe: what would you vndertake,
To fhow your felfe your Fathers fonne indeed,
More then in words ?

Laer. To cat his throati’'th” Church,

Kiz. Noplaceindeed (hould murder San&urize;
Reuenge thould haue no bounds : but good Laerses
Will you doe this, keepe clofe within your Chamber,
Hamlet rerurn’d, {hall know you are come liome -
Wee'l put on thofe fhall praife your cxcellence,
And fet 2 double varnifh on the fame
The Freachman gaue you,bring you in fine together,
And wager on your heads,he being remiffe,

Moft generous, and free from 2l contriuing,
Willnotperufe the Foiles? Sothat with eafe,
Orwith a little huffling, you may choofe

A Sword vobaited, and in a paffe of praice;
Requit him for your Father.

Laer. Twill doo’,

And for that purpofe Jle annointmy Sword:

1 bought an Voélion of a Moantebanke

So mortall, I but diptaknifein it,

Whete it drawes blood,no Cataplafme fo rare,
Colledted from all Simples that haue Vertue
Vader the Moone,can {avethe thing from death,
That is but feratche withall : e rouchmy point,
With this contagion,thar if I gall him lightly,
I t maybe death.

Kin Let's further thinke of this,

Weigh what conuenience both of time and meanes
May fir vs to our fhape,if this thould faile;

And that our drift looke throughourbad performance,
‘Twere better not affaid; therefore this Proie&
Shouldhauea backe orfecond,that might hold,

1f this thould blaft in procfe: Soft,letme fee

Wee'l make a folemne wager on your commings,

) L ha't: when in your motion you arehotand dry, -
As make your bowts more violent to the end 3
And that he cals for drinke; Ile have prepar’d him
A Challice for the nonce;whereon but fipping,
Ifhe by chance efcape your venom'd fuck,
Our purpofe may hold there ; how fweet Queene,

Enter Queene.

Qseen. One woe doth tread vpon anothers heele,
Sofaft they'l follow: your Sifter’s drown’d Lasrtes.

Laer. Drown’d! O where?

Qusen, Thereisa Willow growes aflant 2 Brooke,
That fhewes his hore Ieaues in the glaffie fizeame;
There with fantafticke Garlands did (he come,

Of Crow-flowers,Nettles,Dayfies, and lon g Purples
That liberall Shepheards giue a groffer name; :
But our cold Maids doe Dead MeosFingers call them :
There on the pendant boughes,her Coronet weeds
Clambring to hang; an enuious fliver broke,
When downe the weedy Trophies,and her felfe,
Fellin the weeping Brooke, her cloathes fpred wide
And Mermaid-like,s while they bore her vp, i
Which time (he chaunted fnatches of old zunes,
As one incspadle of her owne diftrefe,
Orlike a creature Natiue, andindued
Vnto thatElement : but long it could not be,
Till that her garments, heauy with her drioke,
Pul’d the poore wretch from her melodious buy,
To muddy death. ‘
Laer. Alasthen,is fhe drown'd?

\ LQueen. Drown'd, drown’d.

Laer. Toomuch of water haft thou poore Opbelia,
Andrherefore I forbid my teares: bucyet
Itis our tricke, Nature her cuftome holds,
Lec(hame fay whatic will; when thefe are gone
Thewomanwill be our: Adue my Lord,
T haue afpeech of fire that faine would blaze,
But that this folly doubts ir. Exit.

Kin. Levs follow, Gertrude:

How much IThadto doe to calme hisrage ?
Now feare I this will giue it ftarc againe
Thereforelets follow, Exennt,
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Enter two Clownes.

Clown. Istheto beeburiedin Chriftian busiall, that
wilfully feekes her owne faluation ?

Other. 1tellthee the is,and therefore make her Grave
ftraight, the Crowner hath {ate on her, and finds it Chri-
ftian buriall,

Clo. How canthat be, vnleffe fhe drowned her felfe in
her owne defence?
Other. Why 'tis found fo.

Clo. Tvmult be Se offendends, it cannotbee elfe: for
| beereliesthe point;1f1 drowne my felfe wittingly, it ar-
guesan Act: and an A& hath three branches. ;(: is an
Actto doe and to performe; argall fhe drown'd her felfe
wittingly,

Other, Nay but heare youGoodman Deluer,

{  Clows. Giue me lesue; heere lies the water; good :
heere flands theman; good; If the man goe to this wa-
ter and drowne himfele ; it is willhe nill he, be goes;
marke you that? Butif the water come to him & drowne
him; hee drownes nothimfelfe. Argall, hee chat is not
guilty ofhis owne death,thortens not his owne life.
Other. Butis thislaw?
Clos Imarry is't, Crowners Queft Law.
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