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The Tragedie of Hamlet.

Ofr. Exceedingly,my Lord,it is very foultry,as twere

I cannot tell how: bur my Lord,his Maiefty bad me fig-

nifie ro you, that he ha's laid a greacwager o your bead:
Sir, this is the matzer.

Ham. 1 befeech you remember. .

Ofr. Nay,in good faith, for mine eafein good faith :
Sir,you arenot ignorant of what excellence Laerres is ac
his weapon.

FHam. What's his weapon?

Ofr. Rapicerand dagger.

Ham. That’s two ot his weapons; but well.

Ofr.The fir King ha’s wag’d with him fix Barbary Hos-
fes, againfd the which he impon’d as I rake it, fixe French
Rapiers and Poniards , with their sflignes, as Girdle,
Hangersorfo: three of the Carriages infaith are very
deare to fancy, very refponfive to the hilts, moft delicate
cartiages, and of very liberall cenceit.

Ham, What call you the Carriages?

Ofr. The Carriages Sir, arcthe hangers,

Ham, Thephrafe would bee more Germaine rothe
matter: Jf we could carry Cannon by our fides; 1 would
it might be Hangers till then; but on fixe Barbary Hor»
fes againfl {ixe French Swords ¢ their Affignes,and three
liberall conceited Carriages, that’s the Frenchbur 2-
gainft the Danith ; why is thisimpon’d as you callic?

Of. The King Sir,hathlaidthatina dozen pafles be-
tweene youand him, hee (hall not exceed you three hits;
He hath one twelve for mine, and that would come to
imediate tryell, if your Lord(hip would vouchfafe the
Anfwere,

Ham, Howif [an{wereno?

Ofr. Imeanemy Lord, the oppofition of your perfon
in tryall,

Ham. Sir, T will walke heere in the Hall; if it pleale
his Maieftie, “tis the breathing time of day with me; let
the Foyles bee brought, the Gentleman willing, and the
King hold his purpofe 3 Iwill win for himif I cans if
not, Ile gaine nothing but my fhame,and the odde hits.

Ofr. Shalt] redelineryou ee’n fo?

Ham. To thiseffe& Sir, after what flourifh your na-
ture will. :

Ofr. I commend my duty to your Lordfhip.

Ham. Yours, yours; hee does well to commend it
himfelfe, there are no tongues elfe for’s tongue,

Hor. This Lapwing runs away with the fhell on his

“head.

Bam. He did Complie with his Dugge before hee
fuck’e it: thus had he and mine more of the fame Beauy
that I know the droflie age dotes on;only got the tune of
the time, and cutward habite of encounter, a kinde of
yefty colletion, which carries them through & through
the moft fond and winnowed opinions;and doe but blow
them to their tryalls: the Bubbles are our.

Hor. You will lofe thiswager,my Lord,

Fam. 1 doenotthinke fo, fince he wentinto France,
1 haue beene in continuall praétice 3 I fhall winne ac the
oddes : but thou wouldeft not thinke howall heere a-
bovt myheart: but it is no matter,

Hor. Nay, good my Lord.

Ham. It1s but foolery s but it is fuch a kinde of
gain-giuing as would perhaps trouble a woman,

Hor,. If yourminde diflike any thing obey.I will fore.
ftall their repaire hither, and fay you are not fit.

Ham. Not a whit, we defie Augury; there’s a fpeciall
Providence in che fall of a fparrow. If ic be now, tis not
to come:: ifit beenot to come, itwill beenow 3 ific

be not now; yet it will comesthe readinefle s all, fince no.
man ha's ought of whar he leaues. What is’t to leaue be-
times?

Euter King, Queere, Laertes and Lords, with other Asten-
dants with Foyles, and Gasnntlets, 4 Table and
Flagons of Wine én i,

Kin, Come Hamlet,come,and take this hand from me.

Ham,Giue e your pardon Sir,]’ue done you wrong,
But pardon’t as you are 2 Gentlewman,

This prefence knowes,

And you mufl needs haue heard how Iam punifhs
Wich forediftraltion ? Whar I haue done

That might your nature honour, and exception
Roughly awake, 1 heere proclaime was madnefle s
Was't Hamlet wrong’'d Laerses ? Wever Hamler,
1€ Hamles from himfelfe be rane away

And when he’s not himfelfe,do’s wrong Lacrees,
Then Hamlet does it not, Hamlet deniesic

Who doesit then? His Madneffe ? If 1 be fo,
Hamlet is of the Fa&ion that is wrong’d,

His madneffe is poore Hemlets Enemy,

Sir,in this Audience,

Let my difclaiming from a porpos’d euill,

Free me fo farre in your moft generous thoughes,
That T haue {hot mine Arrow o’re the houfe,

And hurt my Mother.

Laer, 1 amfatisfied in Nature,

Whofe motine in this cafe thould firre me moft
Tomy Revenge. Butinmy termes of Honor

I ftand aloofe, and will no reconcilement,

Till by fome elder Mafters of knowne Honor,

T haue a voyce, and prefident of peace

To keepe myname vngorg'd. But till that time,
Idoreceiue your offer'd loue like loue,

And wil not wrong it,

Ham. 1do embrace it freely,

And will this Brothers wager frankely play.
Giue vsthe Foyles : Come on,

Laer. Comeonefor me.

Hawe. 1lebe yourfoile Laertes,in mineignorance,
Your Skill (hall like s Starre {th’darkeft nighe,
Stickefiery offindeede,

Laer, Youmockeme Sir.

Ham. No by this hand,

King. Gioethem the Foyles yong Ofricke,

Coufen Hamer, you know the wager.

Ham. Verie well my Lord,

Your Grace hath laide the oddes a'th'weaker fide.

King. 1dounotfeareit,

Thaue feeneyouboth:
But fince be is better’d,we haue therefore oddes.

Laer. Thisistooheauy,
Lezme fecanother,

Ham. This likes me well,
Thefe Foyles haveall a length.

Oficke. Tmy good Lord.

King, Setme the Stopes of wine vpon that Table:
If Hamler giue the firft, or fecond hit,

Or quit in anfwer of the third exchange,

Letall the Bartlements their Ordinance fire,
The King thal drinke co Hamlets better breath,
And in the Cup an vnion thal he throw

Richer then that,which foure fucceffiue Kings
InDenmarkes Crowne haue worne,

Prepareto play.

Giue !




