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The Tragedie of Hamlet.

Ham. Why?

{le. "Twill not be feene in him,there the menareas
mad as he.

Farm, How carmne he mad?

Clo. Very Reangely they fay.

Ham. How fiangely ?

Clo, Faith ’ene wich loofing his wits,

Ham. Vpon whacground ?

{o. Why heere in Denmarke:1 haue bin fixeteene
heere,man and Boy thirty yeares.

Han, How long will 2 man lie’ith’ earth ereberor?

Cla. Ifaith,if hebenot rotten before he die(as we haue
many pocky Coarfes now adaies, that will fcarcehold
the laying in) be will [2ft you fomeeighe yeare, ornine
yease, A Taoner willlaft younine yeare,

Hans. Why he,morethen anothes ?°

Cla. Why fir, hishidcisfo ran’d with bis Trade, thac
he will keepe out water 2 great while. And your water,
is a fore Decayer of your horfon dead body.Heres aScull
now:this Scul,baslaine in the earth three & twenty years,

Hamn, Whofewasit ?

¢ls. A whorefen mad Fellowes it was;

Whofe doe youa thinke it was?

Ham, Nay,lknow not,

Clo. A peftience on him for 2 mad Rogue,a pou'rda
Flaggon of Renifh onmy head once. Thisfame Scull
Sir,chis fame Scull fir, was Zoricks Scullthe Kings leRer.

Ham. This?

Clos E’ene thate

Fam. Letmefee, Alaspoore Yorick,1knew him Hoa
rasio,a fellow ofinfinite Iefl; of moft excellent fancy, he
hath borneme on his backe a thoufand times : And how
abhorred my Imaginationis,my gorgerifesatit, Heere
hung thofelipps, thatihaue kiR I know not how oft,
VVhere be your libes now ? Your Gambals ? Your
Songs? Your flafhes of Mersiment that were wontto
fer the Tableon 3 RoreiNo one now to mock your own
Teering ? Quite chopfaloe ? Now get you to my Ladies
Chamber,and tell her,let her paint 20 inch thicke, to this
fauour (e muft come. Make her laugh at thac: pry-
thee Horatiotell me one thing,

Hor., What's that my Lord ?

Ham, Doft thou thinke Alexander lookt o’this fa-
fhion ’th” earth 2

Hor. Eenefo.

Ham. And fmelt {o? Puh,

Hor. Eencfo,my Lord,

Ham. Towhat bafe vles we may returne Horatio.
Why may not Imagination tracethe Noble duft of 4-
fexander, till be find it Ropping a bunghole.

Far. *Twere to confider : to curioufly to confider fo.

Ham, Mo faith,not aiot, Butto follow him thether
with modeftic enough, & likeliehood to lead it; as thus.
Alexander died ¢ Alexander was buried: dlexavder re-
terneth into dafly the duft is earth; of earth we make
Lome,and why of that Lome (whereto he was coneer.
ted ymighe they not ftopp 2 Beere-barrell?

Imperiall Cefar,dead and turm’d to clay,

Might ftop a hele to keepe the winde away.

Oh, that that earth,which kept the world in awe,
Should patcha Wall,Cexpell the winters flaw.
But fofi,but {oft, afide; heere comes the King.

Znter King,Qneene, Lacrtes,and a Coffin,
with Lords attendant
The Queene,the Coustiers. Who is that they follow,
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And with {uch maimed rites ? This doth betoken,
The Coarfe they follow,did with difperate hand,
Fore doit owne life; *twas fome Efate,

Couchwea while,and mark.
Laer, What Cerimony elfe?
Ham, That is Laerses,a very Noble youth : Marke,
Laer. What Cerimony elfe?
Prieff. Her Obfequies haue bin as farre inlarg’d,
As we haue warrantis,her death was doubtfull,
And but that great Command, o’re-{waies the osder,
She fhould in ground ynfanétified haue lodg’d,

Tillthe laft Tremper. For charitable praier,
Shardes,Flints,and Peebles,(hould be thro wae on her.
Yet heere fhe is allowed her Virgin Rites,

Her Maiden frewmencs,and thebringing home
Of Beil and Buriall,
Laer. Muft there no-more be done?
Prieft. Nomore be done:
We {hould prophane the feruice of the dead,
To fing {age Reguiens,and fuch refk to her
As 1o peace-parted Soulcs,
Laer, Lay heri’th’ earth,
And from her faire and vopolluted flefh,
May Violess fpring. 1 tell thee(churlifh Prieft)
A Miniftring Angell (hall my Sifter be,
When thou lieft howling ¢
Ham. What,the faire Opbelia?
Dueene, Sweets,tothe (weet farewell,
T hop'dthouthould’(t haue bin my Hamlets wife :
1thought thy Bride-bed to haue decke(fweet Maid)
And sot haue firew'd thy Graue.
Laer. Ohrerrible woer,
Fall ten times trebble,on that curfed head
Whofe wicked deed, thy moft Ingeniousfence
Depriu’d thee of. Hold off the earth a while,
Till T haue caught her once more in mine armes ¢
Leaps inthe graze,
Now pile your duft,vpon the quicke,and dead,
Till of this flat a Mountaine y ou haue made,
To o’etop old Pelson,or the skyifh head
Ofblew Olympus.,
Ham. What is he,whofe griefes
Beares fuchan Emphafis ? whofe phrafe of Sorrow
Coniure the wandring Starres,and makes them fland
Like wonder-wounded hearers 2 Thisis 1,
Hamlet the Dane.
Laer, The deuill take thy foule,
Ham, Thouprar'ftnot welly
I prythee take thy fingers from my throag;
Sir though I am not Spleenatiue,and rafh,
Yet haue I fomething in me dangerous,
Which let thy wifeneffe feare. Away thy hand.
Kizg. Pluck them afunder.
Qs. Hamlet,Hamlet,
Gen. Good my Lord be quiet. ;
Ham. Why I willfight with him vppon this Theme,
Vatill my cielids will no longer wag.
Qzu. Ohmy Sonne, what Theame ¢
Ham. 1lowd Ophelia; fortie thoufand Brothers
Could not{ with all there quantizie of Loue)
Make vp my fumme. Whatwils thou do forher?
King. Ohheis mad Laertes,
u, Forloue of God forbeare him,
Ham. Come {bow me what thowl: dee.
Woo’t weepe 7 Woo't fight 2 Woo't teare thy felfe ?
Woo' drinke vp £file,eate a Crocodile ? o
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