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Princcof DENMARK.

ACTIL SCENLE L

o O L IV E'}r Tt o z"lfﬂr-a hofosma sl Dielorvw,

Enter Bernardo and Franci{co, rave Centinels.

B ERNAR D O.

Ff“?-*?}?‘fmu H O’s there ?
1 Lﬂ"& %: Fran. Nay, anfiverme: Stand and un-
vt fold your {elf.
¥ Ber. Long live the King.

Fran, Bernardo.
B:??'. He.

Fran. Youcome moft carefully upon your hour.

Ber. “Tisnow ftruck twelve, get thee to bed, Fraxcifeos

Fran. For this relief much thanks: "tis bitter cold,
And I am fick at heart.

Ber. Have you had quiet Guard ?

Fran. Nota Moufe ftirring.

Ber. Well, good night., It you do meet Horatio and
Mareellus, the Rivals of my Watch, bid them make hafte.

A 3 Eunter




6 HamvrLer, Prince of Denmark,

Exter Horatlo and Marcellus..
Fran. I think I hear them. . Stand ho, who’sthere ?
Fle» Friends to this Greund, : '
Niar. And Liege-men to the Daxne.
fran. Good-night.
fMar. Farewel, honeft Soldier; who hath reliev’d you?
tian, Bernarde has my place : good-night. '
[£xit Francilco.
Nar. Holla, Rernards.
Der. Say, what 1s Horatie there ?
For. A picce of himn.
Lcr. Welcome, Floratio ; welcome, good Marcellus,
Niar. What, has this thing appear’d again to-night
Ler. 1 have {feen nothing.
Bar. Horatio fays, 'tis but a Phantafy,
And will not let Belief take hold of him,
Tcuching the dreadful fight, twice feen of us;
7 herefore 1 have intreated him along
With us, to watch the Minutes of this Night

"I hat if again this Apparition come-+ -
ri® may approve our ryes, and {peak to it.

Flor. *'1 will not appear.
Ber. Sit down a while;
And let us once again aifail your Ears,
"T’hat are {ofortified againft our flory,
What we have two Nighes feen.
Hor. Well, ¢ {it we down,
And "’ let us hear Bernardo fpeak of this.
Ber. Laft INight of all,
When yon fame Star, that’s Weflward from the Pole,
¥lad made his Courfe ’enlighten that part of Heav’n
Where now i1t burns, Marcellus and my felf,
‘I'he Bell then beating one ——m———
Enter Ghoft.
Mar. Peace, break thee off;
Leok where it comes again.
Ber. In the fame Figure, like the King that’s dead.
Aas. ¢ Thou art a Echolar. * {peak to it, Horatio.
Ber. ¢ Looksit not like the King ¢ Mark it, Horatsa.
Hor. Mot like : it flartles me with Fear and Wonder,
ber,
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H aMueT, Prince of Denmark, 7
Ber. It would be fpoke to.
Mar. Speak to it, Horatio.
Hor. Whatartthou that ufurp'ft this time of mnight,
Together with that fair and warlike Form,
In which the Majefty of buried Denmark
Did fometimes march? I charge thee {peak.
Mar. Itis offended.
Ber. Seel it ftalks away.
Hor. Stay, {peak, fpeak : I chargethee fpeak [Ex.Ghof.
Mar. *Tis gone, and will not anfwer.
Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble and look pales
Is not this fomething more than Phantafy ?
What think you of it?
For. 1 could not this believe,
Without the {enfible and true avouch
Of mine own Eyes.
Mar. Is it not like the King ?
Hor. As thou art tothy felt;
Such was the very Armour he had on,
When th’ ambitoas Noravay combated:
‘ Sofrown'd he once, when in an angry parle
“ He {mote the fledded Pole ax ¢n the Ice:
¢ " I'ts firange
Mar. Thus twice before, and juft at the {ame hour,
With martial ftalk hath he gone by our Watch.
Hor. In what particular thouzher to work, I know not;
But in the fcope of mine Opinion,
'I'his bodes {fome firange Eruption to our State.
Mar. Pray tell me, he that knows
Why this fame flri&t and mo!t obfervant Watch
So nightly toils the Subjeét of the Land;
‘ And why fuch daily coft of brazen Cannon,
¢ And foreign Mart for Implements of War:
¢ Why fuch Imprefe of Shipwrights, whofe fore Task
¢ Does not divide the Sunday from the Week
¢ What might be toward; that this {iveaty halle
Doth make the Night joint Labourer with the Day -
 Who is’t that can inform me?
Hor. Thatcanl;
* Atleaft the Whifper goss fo.”  Our laft King,
A4 Y hofe




8 Hamvrer, Prinse of Denmark,

WWhofe Image ev'n but now appear’d to us,
Was, as you know, by Fortinbrasof Noravay,
° Thereto prickt on.by. 2 moft emulent Pride,
Dar'd- to the Combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet |
¢ (For fo this Side of our lnown World efteem’d him)
Did flay this Fortinbras ; who by a feal’d Compacdt,
Well ratified by Law and Heraldry,

Did forfeit (with his Life) all thefe his Lands,

“ Which heftced {eiz’d on, t& the Corqueror :

* Avzinft the which a Moiety competent

“ Vias gaged by our King, which had return’d

* "'Vo the Inheritance of Forzindras,

‘ Had he been Vanquiftier: As by the fame Compaét,

¢ And Cairiage of the Articles defign,.

L {1s Tell to Hamnlet.) Now, Sir, young Fortinbras,

¢ NOf unimprov’d Metal, "hot and full,

Hath in the Skirts of Noravay bere and there,

~hark’d vp a Lift of lawlefs Refclutes,
¢ For Food and Dlet, to fome Enterprize .
¢ That hath a Stomach in’t; which is no other,

« As it doth well appear unto our State,

‘But’ torecover ¢ of usby ftrong Hand,
¢ And Terms compullive,” tnofe forefaid Lands
So by hisFztherloft. And this, I take it,

is the main Motive of our Preparations,
¢ The Source of this our Watch, and the chief Head
« Of this Poft-hafte, and Romage in the Land.
Y. | think it ro other, but even {o;
Well may it fort that this portentous IFigure
Comes armed thro’ our Watch fo like the King
‘I"Lat was,; and is the Queftion of the Wars.
EHor. ¢+ A Mote 1t 12 to trouble the Mind’s Eye.

« I the moft high and {lourithing State of Rome,
« Alctle ere the mnghrieft Falies fell,
« 'The Grave fivod tenantlels, and the fheeted Dead
"« Did fgueak and gibber in the DNoman Streets,
« Stars fhone with Tramns of Fire, Dews of Blood fell,
v 1iuziters veil'd the Sun, and the moiit Star,
¢ Upcen whole inflience Neprune's Iimpire fiands,
¢ Was fick alinoft 1o Doom{day with Kchipte;

¢« Angd



IHaMLET, Prince of Denmark. o

. ¢ And even the like Precurfe of fierce Events,
« As Harbingers preceding {till- the- IFates,
¢ And Prologue to the Omen' coming on,
¢ Have Heav'n 2nd Earth together demonfirated
¢ Unto our Climatures and Countrymen.
Enter Ghoft.
But {oft, behold ! lo where it comes again !
1’1l crofs it, tho' it blaft me. Stay, Iltufion!
. [ Spreading his Arams.
If thou haft any Sound, or ufe of Voice,
Speals to me It there be any good thing to be done,
That may to thee do eale, and Grace to me; {peak te me.
If thou art privy to thy Country’s Fate,
Which happily foreknowing may avoid, Oh {peak ! -~
Or if thou haft uphoarded in thy Life
Extorted Treafure in the Womb of Earth.
FFor which, they fay, your Spirits oft walk in Death,
Cocd crro-rs,
Speal: of 1t.  Stay and {peak Stop it, ][Lf;irc-f//m. —
Mar. Shall I firiks it with my Fartizan ?
Flor. Do 1f it will not ftand.
Ber. >Tis here Kor. *Tis here —-
Nar. *T1s gane. [ Eoxir GEf
We do it wrong, being {o majeftical,
. '{T'c offer it the fhew of Violence;.
It 1s ever, as the Air, invulnerable,
And our vairr Blows malicious Mockery,
Besr. It was about to {pealt when the Cock crew.
Her. And then 1t flarted like a guilty thing
Upon a fearful Summons. I have heard
‘The Cock that is the Trumpet to the Morn,
Daoth with hislofty and fhrill-founding Threat
Awaxke the God of Day; and at his Warning,
Whether in Sea or Fire, in Earth or Air,
'"h’ extravagant and.erring Spirit hies
‘"o his Confise,. ¢ And of the Truth herein,
* ‘I'kis prefent Obje@ made probation.
* Dlar. It faded at the Crowing of the Cock:
* Some {ay, that ever ’zainft that Seafon comes,
' YWlerein our Saviour's Birth is celebrated,.
Hig ¢ "Ilug




1o HAMLET, Prince of Denmark,

* This Bird of Dawnirg finging all night long :
 And then, they fay, no Spiritdares flir abroad,
* The Nights are whollom, then no Plancts firike,
* Wo Feiry takes, no Witch hath power to charm;
* 8o hallew’d, and fo gracious is that T'ime.
ilzr. ¢ So have I heard, and do in part believe it,
Bt ook, the Morn in ruflet Mantle clad,
Walks o’cr the Dew of yon high Eaftern Hill ;
yreak we our Watch up, and by my Advice
Y.ct us impart what ‘'we Lave {een to-night
Uinto youvrg Eamlet: Perhaps _
I his Spirit cumb to us, will fpeak to him.
* Do you confent we fhall acguaint him with 1t,
* A« needful in our Leves, fitting our Duty ?
RMar. Let's co't, 1 pray, and I this Morning know
W here we fnall fing him mofl convenicntly. [ Exeuns.

SCENE II. T2 Palace.

Eunter King, Queen, Hamlet, Polonius, Laertes, ¢ Volri-
mand, Cornelius,” Gentlemen and Guards.

King., Tho’ yet of Hamlet our dear Brother’s Death
The Memory be green, and that it us beficted
‘T'e bear cur Hearis in Grief, and our whole Kingdonx
T'o be contraied in one brow of Woe;
Yet o far hath Difcretion fought with Nature,
T'hat we with wifeft {orrow think on him,
T'egather with ramembrance of our {elves.
'} herefore our fometimes Sifter, now our Qaeer,
"'’ Imperial Jointrz{s to this warlike State,
Flave we as ‘twere witn a defeated Joy,
“ Vith one anfpicious, and one dropping Eye,
¢ M1 h Mirth in Fuoneral, and with Dirge in Marriage,
¢ In cqual Scale weighing Delightand Dole,
"T'aken to Wife. Nor have we hierein barr’d
Your better Wildoms, which have freely gone
YWith this Affatr along ; © for all our thanks
* INow follows, that you know young Foirtinbras,
¢ Holding a weal: {uppofal of our Worth ;
* Or shinking by our late dear Brether's Death,

7 ¢ Cr



HavrLeTt Priue of Denmark, 1x

¢ Qur State to bedisjoint, and out of frame,
¢ Collegued with this Dream of his Advantage,
¢ He hath not fzil'd to pefter us with Meflage,
¢ Importing the Surrender of thofe Lands
¢ Lokt by his Father, with all Bonds of Law,
¢ T'o our moft valiant Brother: $o much for him.
¢ Now for our felf, and for this time of Mecting :
¢ Thus much the Bufinefs is; We have here writ
¢ 'T'o Noraray, Uncle of young Fortinbras,
¢ Who impotent and bed-rid, {carcely hears
¢ Of this his Nephew’s Purpofe, to fupprefs
¢ His further Gate herein, in that the Levies,
¢ The Lifts, and full Proporticns are all made
¢ Out of his Subjeéts; and we now difpatch
¢ You, good Cornclins, and you Voltimand,
Ambafladors to Noravay,
* Giving to you no further perfonal Power
¢ Of Treaty with the King, more than the Scope
¢ Of thefe dilated Articles allow,
¢ Farewel, and let your Hafte commend your Duty.
¢ Cor. Vol Inthat,and all things, will we fhew our Duty.
¢ King. We doubt it nothing: heartily farewel.
¢ [Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelits.
¢ And now, Laertes, what’s the News with you o
* Youtold us of fome Suit; what is’t Laertes ?
* You cannot fpeakk of Reafon to the Dare,
¢ And lofe your Voice: What wouldit thov beg, Laertes,
¢ That fhall not be my Offer, not thy asking ?
¢ The Head i3z not more native to the Heart,
¢ The Hand more inflrumental to the Mouth,
 T'han 1s the Throne of Denmark to thy Father.
¢ What wouldft thou have, Lgerzer 2
Laer. My dear Lord,
Your Leave and Favour to return to France ;
From whence, tho' willing!y, I came to Denmark,
T'o fhew my Daty in your Coronation;
Yet now I muft confefs, that Duty dene,
My Thoughts and Wifkes bend again towards France;
“ And bow thim to your gracious Leave and Favour.
King. Have you your Father’s Iicave ? what {ays Po/s-
RS P | Pei



12 H AMLET, Prince of Denmarii.

Pol. e hath, my Lord, by labourfom Petition,.

Wrung from me my flow Leave; and at laft

Upon his Will 1 feal'd my hard Confent :

* ] do beleech you give him Leave to go.

King. Take thy fair Hour, Laertes, time be thine;

* And thy beft Graces 3’ {pend it at thy will ;

But now, my Coulin Hamler, and my Son
Ham, A little more than kin, and lefs than kind.
King. How is 1t, that the Clouds {till hang on you?
fTan. Not fo, my Lord, I am too much i'th’ Sun..
Lueen. Good Hamlet, calt thy nightly Colour off,

And lct thine Eve look like a Friend on Denmart.

1Jo not for. ¢ver, with thy veiled Lids,

Seck for thy noble Father in the Duit;

"Thou Lknow’ft ’tis common,. all that live muft die,

Pafiing thro* Nature to Eternity.

Ham. Ay, lvladam, it 1s common.
Lueen, If 1t he,

Wiy feems it fo particular with thee
fzm. Secems, Madam ! Nay, 1t is; I Ikrnow not feemss: -

"Tlisnot alone this mourning Suit, good Mopther,

* Nor cuftomary Suits of {olemn EBlack,

* Nor windy Sufpiration of forc’d Breath,

No, nor the fruitful River in the Eye,

‘* Nor the deje@led Haviour of the Vifage,

"Logether with a1l Forms, Modes, Shapes of Grief;

'{ hat can denote me truly. 'Thefe indeed feem,

‘ For they are Ations that a Man might play ;

But I have that within which pafleth Shew.

‘1 he'e but the Trappings, and the Snits of VWee.

*

iz, “T'ts {weet and commendable 1n your Nature,.
To give thefe mourning Diticsto your Father: [ Ham/dez,. -
£at you muft know, your Father loft a Father,
Thar Father loft, left his, and the Surviver bound.
In flial Obligaticn for {fome term

"l 0 do obfequiocus Sorrow. But to perfevere

In obldinate Condelement, does exprefs

#n impious Stubbornnefs; tis unmanly Grief.

* It thews a Will moft incorreft to Heavens.

* A Heart unfertify’d, a Mind impaticnt,

4

S. f.ﬂl:



Hamvrer, Prince of Denmarx. 13

¢ An Underftanding fimple and unichoold:
¢ For what we know mult be, and 1s as common
¢ As any the moft ‘vulgar thing to Senfe.
¢« Why fhould we in our peevifh Oppofition,
¢« Take it to Heart? Fy! "tis a fault to Heav’n,
s A fault again{t the Dead, a fault to Nature,
¢ To Readon moit abfurd, whole cotnmon Theme
¢ Is Death of Fathers, and who fill hath cry’d
¢ From the firft Courfe, till he that died to day,
¢ This mult ke {fo.” We pray you throwto Farth.
. This unprevailing Woe,. and think of us
As of a Father; and letthe World take notée;
You are the moft immediate to our Throne:
¢ And with no lefs Nohility of Lovs, |
¢ Than that which dearcft Father bears his Son,
* Do I impart towards you: IFor your intent,
* {n going back to {chool to WPittenberg,
¢ Itis moft retrograde to our Defire.
« And we befeech yen, bend you toremain
¢ Herein the Cheer and Comfort of our Eye,
Ouar chiefet Courtier, Coulin, and our Son.
Queen. Let not thy Mother lofe her Prayers, Ham/izr;
I pray thee ftay with us, go notto Wistenberg.
Hazm. 1 fhall in all my beft obey you, Madam,
King. Why, ’tis a loving and a-fair Reply,
Be as our felf in Denmart. MNMadam, come,
This gentle and unforc’d Accord of Hamler
Sits {miling to my Heart; in grace whercof,
No jocund Health that Demmark drinks to day,
But the great Canon to the Clouds fhall tell,
* And the King’s Koufe, the Heav'n fhall bruit again;.
* Re-fpeaking earthly Thunder. Come away. [ Excunlts |
HManct Hamlet. *
Hawm. O that this too too{olid Fleth would melt,
" haw, and refolve itfelf into a Dew ;.
Cr that the Everlafting had -not fix’d
+r1is Canon ’gainft Self- Murder !
ilow weary, ftale, ilat, and unprofitable-
Seem to meall the Ules of this World.
Fromn! Qfy ! "os anunweeded Guiden,
' That:
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'That grows to Seed ; things rank and grofs in Nature
Poflefs it merely. That it fhould come to this,
But two Monthsdead ; nay not fomuch, not two se————e
So excellent a King, ¢ that was to this, |
¢ Hyperion to a Satyr:’ So loving to my Mother,
That he permitted not the Winds of Heav'n
Vifit her Facetcoroughly. ¢ Heavenand Earth!
¢ Muft [ remember? why fhe would hang on him,
As if Increafe of Appetite had grown |
By what it fed on; and yet withina Month?
et me thinlg on’t Frailty thy Name is Womarn:
A little Month! = ‘or erethofe Shoes were old,
« With which fhe followed my poor Father’s Body,
¢ Like Niobe, all Tears Why fhe, even the e
¢ O Heav'n! A Beaft that wants Di{courfe of Rcafon,
¢ Would have mourn’d longer’-- married with mine Uncle,
My Father’s Brother; but no more like my Father,
'Than I to Hercules. * Withina Month!
¢ Ere yet the {alt of moft unrighteous T ears
¢ Fad feft the Flufhing 1n her galled Eyes,
¢ She married. O moit wicked Speed, to poft
¢ With fuch dexterity to inceftuous Sheets:
¢ It is not. nor it cannot come to good,
¢ Butbreak my Heart, for I muft hold my tongue.
Enter Horatio, Bernardo, anxd Marcellus.
Hor. Hail to your Lordfhip.
Hzm., I am guad to fee you well,
Horatio, or 1 forget my {elf.
Hor. The fanie, my Lord, and your poor Servant ever..
Ham. Sir, my good Frnd, I'll change that Name
with you:
And what makes you from Wittenberg, Horatio?
Marcellus ! ——
Mar. My good Lord!
Fiam. 1 am very glad to {ee you; good even, Sir..
Put what, in faith, makes you fromm Wittenberg?
IHor. A truant Difpefition, good my Lord.
*am [ would not have your Enemy fay fo;
Nor thall you do mine Ear that violence,
‘T'o be a witnels of your own Report

Arainft
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Againft your {felf. I know you arene T'ruant;

But what is your Affair in E/fznoor ?

We'll teach you todrink deep ere you depart.
Hor. My Lord, I came-to {ee your Father’s Funeral.
IH{am. I prithee do not mock me, Fellow-Student ;

I think it was to fee my Mother’s Wedding.
fior. Indeed, my Lord, it followed hard upon.
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio; the funeral bak’d Meats

Did coldly furnifh forth the Marriage-Tables:

Would I had met my deareft Foe in Heav’n,

Ere [ had feen that Day, Horatis. -

My Father, methinlks I {ee my Father.

EHor. Where, my Lord?

Ham. In my Mind’s Liye, Horatio.

Flor. I faw him once; he was a goodly King.
Ham. He was a Man, take him forall in all,

I fhall not look upon his like again.

Hor. My Lord, I think I faw him yefternight.
Harp. Saw! Who ? ———

Hor. My Lord, the King your Iather.

Ham. The King my Father!

Hor. Defer your Admiration for awhile

With an attentive Ear, till I may dehiver,

Upon the witnefs of thefe Gentlemen,

T his Wonder to you.

Fam. Pray let me hear.
Hor. T'wo Nights tcgether had thefe Gentlemen

Rlarcells and Bernardoe, on their Warch,

In the dead Waile, and middle of the [Night,

Been thus encounter’d: A Figure hike your Father,

And arm’d exaltly Cap-a-pie

Appears before them, and with folemn March

Gocs flow and flately by them, thrice he walked,

* Dv their epprels’d and fear {urprized Eyecs,

Within my Rap.er's length; whilit they, be-ftill'd:

Almoit to jelly with their Fear,

Stand dumb, and fpeale not to him.  This to me.

fn dreadful Secrecy impart they did,

And I with them the third Night kept the Watch ;

Where, as they had deliver’d both in time,

Yormy
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Form of the t_hing, each word made true and good,
‘T'he Apparition comes. ¢ I knew your Father:
¢ Thele Hands are not more like.
Ham. But where was this?
Masr. My Lord,upon the Platform where we watch'd.
Han. 1Did you not fpealk to itd
Hor. My Lord, I did, -
But anf{wer made it none; yet once methought
It iifred upits Head and did addrefs
It {elf to Motion, like as it would fpeak :
But even then the Morning Cock crew loud ;
And at the Sound it fhrunlt in hafte away,
And vanifh’d- from cur Sight,
Flam. *T1s very ftrange.
Hor. As 1 dalive my honoured Lord, ’iis true ;.
And wedid think it then our Duty
'To let you know it,
Ha:. Indeed, Sirs, but this troubles me.
Hold you the Watch to-nicht ?-
Reth. Wedo, my Lord.
Ham. Arm’d, fay you?
Dcrh. Arm’d, my Lord.
HMam. From toptotoe?
Doth. From head to foois
Ham. Then{aw you.not his Face ¥
Hor. O yes, my Lord, he wore his Beaver up..
Ham. What, looked he frowningly?
Ifor. A Countenance more in Sarrow thanin Anger:
Heam. Pale or red?
HMer. Nay, very pale.
Hare. And £x’d his Eyes upon yott?
Hor. Moft conftantly.
Ham. § would 1 had been there.
Hor. It would have much amaz’d you.
Han:. Very like; flaid it long? .
Her. VWhile one with moderate halle might tell a hunx
dred.
A/ll. Longer, longer:
Hor. Not when [ faw’t.
Ham. FHis Beard was grifled 2’

/
Her;
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Hor. It was, as I have {cen it in his Life,

‘A Sable-failver’d, | _
Ham. 1'll watch to-night, -perchance twill walk again.

Hor. I warrant, my Lord, it will.

Hasm. If it affume my noble Father’s Perfon,
I'll {peak to it, tho” Elell it felf fhould gape,
And bid me hold my Peace. I pray you all,
If you have hitherto concealed this Sight,

Let it require your Qilence fill:
And whatioever elle {hall hap to-night,
Give it an Underftanding but no Tongue;
} will requite your Loves.  So fare ye well ;
Upon the Platform, "twixt eleven and twelve,
I'll vifit you.
A/l. Our Duty to your Honour, [Exeune..
Ham. Your Loves, as mine to you: Farewel:
My Father's Spirit in Arms! All is not well;
I doubt {fome foul play: would the Night werecome;
Till then fit Rill, my Soul: foul Deeds will rife,
‘T'ho’ allthe Earth o’erwdielm them from Mens Eyes, [ Eais,
Enter Laertes and Ophelia.
Laer. My Neceflaries are imbark’d, farcwel :
And Sifter, as the Winds permit,
And Convoy is affiftant ; da not fleep,
But let me hear from you. .

Oph. Do you doubt that ?

Laer. For Hawml/ct, and the trifling of his Favour,
Fold it’a Falicn and a tey in Blood,

A Violet in the Youth and Prime of Nature,
¥orward, not permanent, tho' {weer, notlafting;
The perfume of a minute.

Opb. No more but {o?

Laer. Think 1t ne more:

For Nature cre{cent does not grow alone,

In T'hews and Bulle; but as this Temple waxes,
T'he inward Service of the Mind and Soul

(Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves thee now,
"¢ And now no Soil nor Cautel doth befmerch

¢ The Virtue of His Will: But you muit fear:
¢ H:is Greatacls weigh'd, his Will is not his own ;

® A A N
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‘For he himfelf 1s fubje&t to his Birth ;
He may. not, as inferior Perfons do,
Carve for himfelf; for on his Choice depends
The Safety and Fealth of this whole State.
¢ And therefore muft his Choice be circumf{crib’d
¢ Unto the voice and yielding of that Body, :
¢ Whereof he isthe Head. ‘'henif hefays he lovesyou,
« Tt fits your Wildom {o far toe belicve 1t,
¢« As he in his peculiar A& and Place
¢« May give his Saying deed: which is no further,
¢ Than the main Voice of Denmark goes withal.
Then weigh what Lofs yoor I{onour may fuftain,
If with your credulous Ear you hear his Pafiion,
« Or lofe your Heart; or your chafie Treafure open.
¢ To his unmafter’d Importunity.
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear Siiter,
¢ And keep within the Rear of your Affetion,
¢ Out of the fhot and danger of Defire,
‘The charielt Maid is prodigal enough,
If the inmask her Beauty to the Moon:
¢ Virtue it felf fcapes not calumnious Strokes,
 The Canker galls the Infant of the Spring,
¢ Too oft before the Buttons be difclos’d ;
¢ And in the Morn and liquid Dew of Youth,
Contagious Blaftments are mofl imminent,
Be wary then, belt fafety lies in fear;
Youth to it felf rebels, tho' none clie rear,
Opk. I fhall th’ effeét of this goed Leflon keep
About my Heart: But good Brother,
Do not, as fome urigracious Paftors do,
Shew me the fteep and thorny way to Heaven s
Whilft like a Libertine,
Himfelf, the Primrofe Path of Dalliance treads,
¢ And reak not hisown Reed.
Laer. Oh, tear me not,
I Ray too long ; but here my Father comes:
Enter Polonnus.
¢ A double Blefiing is a double Grace s
¢ Occafion {iiles upon a {ccond Leave.

w i A
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P,/ Vet here, Laertes ! aboard, aboard for fhame,

T he Wind fits in the Shoulder of your Sail,

¢ And you are ftaid for there. Dy Blefling with you,
¢ And thefe few Precepts in thy Memory,

See thou charaéter : Give thy Thoughts no Tongue,

Nor any unproportion’d Thought his Act:

‘ Be thou familiar, but by no imeans valgar ; ‘
T'ke Friends thou haft, and their Adoption try’d,

“ Grapple them to thy Soul.with Foops of Stcel :

¢ But do not dull thy Palm, with Tintertainment

“ OF each new hatch’d, unfledg’d Comrade. Beware

¢ OFf entrance to a Quarrel ; but being 1n,

¢ Bear't that th’ oppofer may beware of thee.

Give every Man thine Ear, but few thy Voice; |
Tzle each Man’s Cenfure, but referve thy Judgment,
Coftly thy Habit as thy Purfe can buy,

But notexprefs’d in Fancy; rich, nor gaudy :

For the Apparel oft proclaims the Man, ‘
And they in France, of the beft Rank and Station,
“ Ave moft f2l-&t and genrerous, chief in that.
Neiiher a Borrower nor 2 Lender be s
For Loan oft lofes both it {elf and Friend :
And borrowing dulls the Edge of Husbandry.
T his above all, to thine own {elf be true ;
And it muft follow as the Night the Day,
Thou canft not then be falie to any Man.
Farewel, my Blefling {feafon this 11 thee.
Laer. Moft humbly I do takke my leave, my Lord.
Pol. 'T'he time invites you, go, your Servants tend.
Laeyr. Farewel, Opbelia, and remember well
What I have faid toyou.
Oph. "Tis in my Memory locke,
And you yourfelf fhall keep the Key of it.
Lacr. Farewel. [Lxit Laer.
Pol. Whatis’t, OQthelia, he has {aid to you ?
Cph.So pleale you,fomething touching the Liord Ham/et.
Pol. Marry, well bethought ;
"Tis told me he hath very oft of late
(siven private time to yoll 3 and you your felf i
‘Have of your Audience been moft free and bounteous.
1t

O Y Y
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1f it be fo, as fo it feems to-be,
And that in way of Caution, I muft tell you,
You do not underftand your {elf {fo clearly,
As it behoves my Daunghter, and your Honour.
What is between you? give me up the Truch.
Gph.  Fle hath, my Lord, of late made many Tenders
Of his Affeltion to me, ‘
Pol. Afteétion! puh! you {peak like a green Girl,
Unfifted in fuch perilous Circumitance.
Do you believe his Tenders, as he calls them?
Oph. 1do not know, my Lord, what I fhoald think.
Po/l. Marry, I'll teach you ; think your {elf a Baby,
That you have ta'en theie Tenders for true Pay,
Which are not Steriing. Tender your felf more deariy ;
“ Or not to crack the Wind of this poor Phrafe,
‘ Roaming it thus,” you’ll tender me a Fool.
Oph. My Lord, he hath importun’d me with Love, .
In honourable fathton.
Pol. Ay, fathion you may call it: go to, go to.

Ophb. And hath given countenance to his Speech, my
W ith almoft all the holy Vows of Heaven. [Lord.

Pol. Ay, Springes to catch Woodcocks. I do know
When the Blood burns, how prodigal the Soul
Lends the Tongue Vows: ¢ Thefe Blazes, Daughter,
¢ Giving more Light than Heat, extin€t in both,
¢ Even in their Promile, as ic is a making,
¢ You muft not take for Fire. From this time, Daughter,
¢ Be fomewhat fcanter of your Maiden Prefence,
¢ Set your Intreatments at a higiter rate,
¢ Than a Command to parley: For Lord Hamlet,
< Belicve fo much in him, that he is young,
¢ And with a larger tether may he walk,
¢ Than may bc given you. In few, Opbelia,
¢ Do not believe his Vows; for they are Brokers,
¢ Not of that Dye, which their Iaveltments fiew,
¢ But mere Implorators of unholy Suits, |
¢ Breathing like fanctify’d and pious Bonds,
¢ The better to beguile.” This is for ali:
1 would not, in plain ‘Terms, from this time forth,
Have you fo {lander any moment’s leifure,
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Asto give words, or talk with the Lord Hamlt :
Y oole to’t, 1 charge you ; come your wiy.

Opb. I fhall obey, my Lord. - [ Exeunt.
S C E N E Ill. The Platform before the Palace.

Enrcr HFamlet, Horatio, and Marcellvs.
2. The Air bites fhrewdly ; it isvery cold.
E-. It is a nipping and an eager Aur.
FHan, What hour now ! .
Flor. 1 think it Jacks of twelve.
Jizm. No, it has ftrack. |
Zsr. 1 heard itnot: Then it draws near the Scafon,
Wherein the Spirit held his wont to wall.
[ Noife of wariike Mufick wvithin.
What does this mean, my Lord ? '
Han. The King doth waketo night, and takeshis roufe,
« Keeps walilel, and the fivaggering Upftart reels ;
And as he rakes his Draughts of Rhenifh down,
" *The Ketile-Drum and Trumpet thus proclaum
The Triamph of his Fledge.
FHor. Is it a Cuftom ?
Ham. Ah marry 1s’t :
Pat to my-Mind; tho’ I am natrve here,
And to the manner born, it is 3 Caltom |
More honour’d in the Breach than the Qbfervance,
< 'This heavy-headed Revel, Eaft and Wetft,
¢ Makes us traduc’d and tax’d of other Nations :
« T'hey clepe us Drunkards, and with {winifh Praile
Soil cur Addition: and indeed it takes - - ,
From our Atchievements, tho’ perform’d at height, -
The Pith and Marrow of our Attribute. -
So oft it changes in particular Men, | -
That for {fome vitious Mole of Nature in them
As 1n their Birth, wherein they are not guilty,
(Since Naturecannot choofe his Origin)
By their o'er-growth of fome Complexion,
Oft breaking down the Pales and Forts of Reafon ¢
Qr by fome Habit that too much o’er-levens
I'he Form of plaufive Manners, that thefe Men

¢ Carrying

& * a6 & s W OB o R
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¢ Carrying, 1 {ay, the Stamp of one Defecl,
¢ Being Naturd’s Livery, or Fortune’s Star,
* His Virtues ¢lie, be they as pure as Grace,
« As infinite as Man may undergo,
¢ Shall in the general Cenfure rake Corruption
¢ From that particular Faulc: The Dram of Eafe
¢ Dotch all the noble Subftance of a Doubt
¢ To his own Scandal,
Enter Gheoft.
Her. Look, my Lord, where it comes.
Ham. Angels and Minifters of Grace defend us!
Be thou a Spirit of Health, or Goblindamn’d ;
Bring with thee Airs from Heaven, or Blafls from Hell;
Be thy Intents wicked or charitable,
Thou com’t in fuch a queftionable Shape,
That [ will {peak to thee: Pl call thee Hamlet,
King, Father, Royal Dare; Oh! anfwer me,
Let me not burft in Ignorance; but tell
Why thy canoniz’d Bones hearfed in Death,
Have burft their Cearments ?- why the Sepulchre,
W herein we faw thee quietly interr’d,
Hath op’d his ponderous and marble Jaws,
To caft” thee up again? What may this mean,
That thou dead Corfe again in complete Steel,
Revifit'flt thus the Glimpfes of the Moon,
Making Night hideous? And we Fools of Nature,
So horridly to fhake our Difpofition
With Thoughts beyond the Reaches of our Sculs:
Say, Why is thist wherefore? what fhould we do? -
[Ghoft beclons Ham
Hor. 1t beckons you to so away withit, *
As if it fome Impartment did defire '
To you alone.
Mar. Look with what courteous Aétion
¥t waves you to a remote Ground;
But do not' go withir.
Hor. No by no means. [ Holding FHamlet,
Ham. It will not {peak; then will I follow it

for. Do not, my Lord.

Fam.
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Ham. Why, what fhould be tbe fear 2
I value not my Life;
And for my Soul, what can it do to that?
Being a thing immmorral as it felf,
It waves me forth again, I'l} follow 1t.
Hor. What if it tempts ycutevrardsthe F.ood, my Lord,
Or to the dresdful Border of the Cliff,
¢ That bettels o’er his Bafe into tbe Sea,
> And there affarme fome other harrible Form,
¢ Which might deprive your Sovereignty of Reafon,
Anddraw you into Madnefs 2 ¢ Think of it,
¢« The very Place puts Toys of Defperation,
« Without more Motive, into every Brain,
¢« That looks fo many Fathoms te the Sca,
¢ And hears it roar beneath,
Ham. It waves me ftill,
' Go on, I'll follow thee.
Mar. You fhall not go, my Lord.
Ham. Hold off your Hands.
Hor, Be rul’d, you fhall not go.
.. Ham. My Fate cries out,
And makes each petty Artery 1n this Body
As hardy as the Nemesn Lion’s Nerve,
Still I am call’d; unhand me, Gentlemen,
By Heav'’n P’ll make a2 Ghoft of him that letts me:
I fay away: Go on, I'll follow thec.
[ Exeunt Ghoff and Ham.
Hor, He grows defperate with Imagination.
Mar. Let’s follow ; ’tis not fit thus to obey him,
Hor. To what iflue will this come?
Mayr. Something is rotten in the State of Denmark.
Hor. Heaven will difcover it.
Mar. Nay let’s follow him. [Exeuns,
Enter Gooft and Hamlet. [turther,
Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me 2 Spesk, I’ll go no
Ghoff. Mark me,
Ham. I will.

Groff, My hour is almoft come,

When I te {ulpb’rous and tormenting Flames
Mu®t render up my felf.

iy,

Fanz.
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Ham. Alas, poor Ghott.
Ghof?. Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing

'To what I (hall unfold.

Ham. Speak; I am bound to hear,
Ghoff. So art thou to revenge what thou fhalt hear.
Hawx. What?
Ghoft. Iam thy Father’s Spirit,
Doom’d for a certain Term to walls the Night,
And for the Day confin’d to faft in Fires,
'Til the foul Crimes donein my Days of Nature
Are burntand purg’d away: Butthat I am forbid
To tell the Secrets of my Prifon- houfe,
I could g Tale unfold, whole lighteft Word
Would harrow up thy Soul, freeze thy young Blood,
Make thy two Eyes like Stars ftart from their Spheres,
Thy knotted and combined Locks to part,
And each particular Hair to {tand an end
Like Quills upon the fretful Porcupine;
But thiseternal Blazon muft not be
To Ears of Fleth and Blood : lift, lift, O lift,
If thou didfteverthy dear Father love.
Ham. O Heaven!
Ghoff. Revenge his foul and moft unnatural Murder.
Ham. Murder ! .
Ghofl. Murder moft foul, asin the beft itis;
But this moft foul, firange, and unnatural.
Hasm. Hafte me to know’t, that I with wings as fwift
As Mediation, or the Thoughts of Love,
May fly to my Revenge.

Ghof. 1 find theeapt,
¢« Angd -duller thouldft thou be than the fat Weed

* ‘That roots itfelf in eafe on Lezhe’s Whartf,

« Wouldft thounot ftir inthis.> Now Ham/let hear,
*Tis given out, that fleeping In my Garden |
A Serpent {ting me: fo the whole Ear of Denmark
1s by a forged Procels of my Death

Rankly abus’d. But know, thou noble Youth, -
‘The Serpent that did fling my Father’s Heart,

Now wears his Crown.

Ham., O my prophetick Soul, my Uncle!
G,‘?‘L_{f.
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Ghoff. Ay, that inceftuous that adulterate Beaft,
¢« With Witchcraft of his Wits, with trai’rous Gifts,
¢« @ wicked Wits, and Gifts that have the Power
¢ So to {feduce; ® won to his thameful Luft '
The Will of my moft {eeming virtuous Queen.

« O Hamlet, what a falling oft was there |

< From me, whofe Love was of that Dignity,

¢ 'I"hat it went hand in hand even with the Vow

¢ | made to her in Marriage ? and to decline

¢ Upon a Wretch, whofé natural Gifts were poor

¢ Tothole of mine : but Virtue, as it never will-be mov'd

s Tho’ Leudnefs court it in a fhape of Heav’n ;

+ Sc Vice, tho’ to aradiant Angel link'd,

« Wil] fort it felf in a celeftial Bed,

¢ And prey on Garbage.

But foft, methinks, I fcent the Morning Air,

Brief let me be : Sleeping within my Garden,

My Cuitem always of the Afternoon,

Upon my fecure Heur thy Uncle iftele

With Juice of curfed Hebona in a Vial,

And in the Porches of my Ears did pour

‘I he leprous Diftilment, whofe Effe&s

Hold fuch an Enmity with Blood of Man,

"T’hat {wirt as Quickfilver it courfes thro'

‘The natural Gates and Alleys of the Body,

And with a fudden Vigour it does pofiefs

* And curd, like eager Droppings into Milk,

The thinand wholiom Blood ; {o did it mine,

And a moit inftant ‘Tetter bark’d about,

Mof-Lazar like, with vile and lothfom Cruft,

All my fmooth Body. : '

.. Th=swas I, {leeping, by ‘a Brother’s Hand,
Of Life, of Crown, of ‘Queen at once bereft,

Cut off even in the Blofloms of my Sin.

¢ Unhouzzled, difappointed, unanel’d,

No reckoning made, but fent to my account

With all my Imperfections on my Head :

¢ O horrible, O horrible, moit horrible !

If tkou haft Nature in thee, bear it not,

1.2t not the Royal Bed of Denmark be

b &
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A Couch for Luxury and damned Inceft.
Bu: howf{oever thou purfu’ft this A&,
"Taint not thy Mind, nor let thy Soul defign
Againit thy Mother ought, leave her to Heaven,
And to thofe Thorns that in her Bofom lodge,
To goad and fting her. Fare thee well at once,
The Gloworm fhews the Morning to be near,
And gins to pale his uneffetnal Fire:
Farewel, remember me. [ Eaxie,
 Hasm. ¢ Qallyou Hoftof Heaven IO Earth ! what elfe? -
« /And fhall Ijcouple Hell? O fy !’ hold, hold my Heart
And you my Sinews grow not Inftant old, ’
But bear me ftrongly up. Remember thee!
Ay, thou poor-Ghoft, whileMemory holds a Seat
In this diftraéted Globe; remember thee!
Yes, from the Table of my Memory,
I’ll wipe away all trivial fond Records,
All Regifters of Books, all Formsand Preflures pafl,
That Youth and Obfervation copied there,
And thy Commandment all alone fhall live
Within the Book and Volume of my Brain,
s Unmix'd with bafer matter; yes, by Heaven.
O motft pernicious Woman !
O Villam, Villain, {miling damned Villain;
My Tables; meetit is I fhould fet down,
That one may {mile, and {mile, and be a Villain ;
At leaft I'm fure he may be {0 in Denmark. [Writing.
So Uncle there you are: Now to my Word,
It is, farewel, remember me;
I have {worn’t.
Hor. aithin. My Lord, my Lord.
Mar. aithin. Lord Hamlet.
Hor. avithin. Heavens fecure him !
Ham. So be it.
Flor. avithin. Illo, ho, ho, my Lord.
Harm. Hillo, ho, ho, boy, come boy, come,
FEnter Horatio and Marcellus.
Mar. How is't, my noble Lord
Ham. OO wonderful!

. J49r. Good my Lord, tell it.
Hﬂﬂfg
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Ham. No, you'll reveal it.
Hgr, Not I, my Lord.
Mar. Not I, my Lord. Cthhlkit SR
Ham. How {ay you then, would Heart of Man once
But you’ll be {ecret.
Both. As Death, my Lord.
Eam. 'There’s ne’er a Villain
Dwelling 1n all Denmark,
But he’s an arrant Knave. [Grave,
Hosr. There needs no Ghoft, my Lord, come from the
To tell us this.
Ham. Why right, you are in the right ;
And {o without more Circamftance at all
I hold it fit that we fhake Hands and part :
You as your Buftnefsand Defire thall point you ;
For every Man hath Bufinels and Defire,
such as it 1s ; and for my own poor part,
I will go pray.
Hor. Theleare but wild and windy Words, my Lord.
Ham. I am forry they oftend you, heartily ;
¢ Yes faith, heartily.
Hor. 'I'here’s no offence, my Lord.
Ham. Yes by St. Patrick, but thereis, Horatio 3
And much oftfence too : touching this Vifion here,
It 1s an honeft Ghoit, that let me tell yon ;
For your Defire to know what is between us,
O’er-mafter’t as you may : And now, good Friends,
As you are Friends, Scholars, and &oldiers,
Grant me one poor Requett.
Hor. What is’t my Lord ! we will,
Ham Never make known whatyou have feen to-night,
Both. My Lord, we will not.
Ham. Nay but fwear’t.
Hor. In faith, my I.ord, not'T.
Mar. Nor I, my Lord. in faich.
Ham. Upon my Sword.
¢ Mar. We have {worn, my Lord, already.
¢ Ham. Indeed upon my Sword, indeed.
[Ghoft cries under the Stapes
Gooft. Swear.
B e Hanm,
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Ham. Ha, ha, Boy, fay’ft thou fo ? art thou there, old
"T'rue-penny ? .
Come on, you hear this Fellow in the Celleridge,
Confent to {wear. t
Hor. Propofe the Oath, my Lord..
Ham. Never to ipeak ofthis that you have feen,
Swear by my Sword.
Ghoft, below. Swear.
- Ham. Then we'll fhift our ground ;
Come hither, hither, Gentlemen,
And lay your Hands again upon my Sword :
Swear by my Sword, -
Never to {pezk of this that you have heard.
(G hoff beloww. Swear. [lo faft?
Ham. Well {aid, old Mold, can’ft thou worlc 1’th’ Earth
A worthy Pioncer! once move remove, good Friends.
Hor. O day.and night! but this is wondrous ftrange.
Ham. And therefore as a Stranger give jt welcome:
Theyeare more things in Heaven and Rarth, Horazio,
‘Than aredreamt of in your Philofophy. Bur come,
Here, as before, never, {o help you. Mercy.
(How firange or odd foe'er I bear my f{elf,
As I perchance hereafter fhall think meet,
"T'o put an antick Difpofition on,
That you at {uch times {ceing me, never fhall
With Arms encumbred thus, or Head thus fhak’d,
Or by prenouncing of fome doubtful Phrafe,
As well, well, we know, or we could, and if we would,

Or there be, or if there might,

Or fuch ambiguous giving out, to note}
‘T'hat you know cught of me, this you muft fwear,

¢ So Grace and Mercy at your moft need help you.

Gboft. Swear.
Ham. Refit, reft, perturbed Spirit. So Gentlemen,

With all my Love I do commend me to you ;
And what {fo poor a Man as Hamlet 1s

May do, t'exprefs kis Love and Friendfhip to you,
Shall never fail : let us go 1a together,

And {tiil your Fingers on your Lips, 1 pray,

Th>
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The time is out of joint ; O curied Spite,
That ever I was born to fet it right! S
° Nay come, let’s go together. [ Exennt.
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ACTI SCENEL
S CE N E, Az Apartment iz Polonius’s Hoznfe

Enrer Polonius, ¢ quith hbis Man.

< Pol. I V E him this Money, and thefe two Notes,
¢ Rey. I will, my Lord. [ Reynaldo.
¢ Pol. You fhall do marvellous wifely, good Reynaldo,

Before you vifit him, to make Inquiry
¢ Of his Behaviour,

¢ Rep. My Lord, I did intend it. '
¢ Pol. Marry well faid, very well {aid ; look.you, Sir,
Inquire me frft what Danskers are in Paris,

And how, and who, what mmeans, and where thzy keep,
What Company, at what Expence : and finding

By this encompaflment and drift of Queltion,

‘T'hat they do know my 8on, come you more near,
‘Then your particular Demands will touch it,

T'ake you as ’twere fome dittant knowledge of him,

As thus, I know his Ifather, and his Friends,

And 1n part him: Do you mark this, Reynalde ?

‘* Rey. Ay very well, my Lord.

“ Pol. And in part him, but you m1y fay net well ;
Bat if it be he | mean, he's very wild,

Addited fo and fo, and there put on him

What Forgeries you pleafe ; marry none fo rank

As may difhonour him, take heed of that :

But, Sir, fuch wanton, wild and ufual Slips

As are Companions noted, and moft known
T'o Youth and Liberty.

* Rey. As Gaming, my Lord,
‘ Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, {wearing,
* Quarreling, drabbirg; you may go fo far.
‘ Rey. My Lord, that will dithonour him.
B ; Pol.
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< Po/. Faith no, as youa may feafon it in the Charge,

¢ You muft not put another Scandal on him,

* 'T'hat he 1s open to Incontinency,
* That’snotmy meaning,butbreathe his Faults fo quaintly,
* 'I'hat they may {eem the Taints of Liberty,
The Flath and Qut-break of a fiery Mind,
A Savagenels.in unreclaimed Blood.
Of general Adlauit, ~

‘ Acy. But, my goad Lord —n
8§ Pol. Wherefore {hould you do this?

“« Rey. Ay, my Lord, I would know that.

¢ Psl. Marry, Sir, here’s my Drift,

And I belicve it 1s a Fetch of Wit.
Yeou laying thefe flight Sullies on my Son,

As ’twere a thing little fo1l’d with working,
NMark you your Party in converle, he you would foungd,
Having ever feen in the prenominate Crimes

The Youth you breathe of guilty, be aflurd

He clofes with you in this Confequence ;

Good Sir (or fo) a Friend, aor Gentleman,

According to the Phrafe, or the Addition

Of Man and Country.

¢ Rey. Very good, my Lord.

¢ Pol. And then, Sir, does he this? he does ; what was

¢ T about to fay ? t
s By the Mafs T was about to fay fomething,

¢ Where did I leave?

¢ Rey. At clofes in the Con{equence.

¢ Pol. At clofes in the Confequence: Ay marey,
s He clofes thus; I know the Gentleman,

[ faw him yeiterday, or th’ other day,
Or then, orthen, with {uch or {uch, and as yau fay, .
T here was he gaming, there o’ertook in’s Roufe,

&
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¢ There falling out at 'I'ennis, or perchance
4

4

€

&

f

a @ &

e R R R 4, A A R A D

I faw him enter fuch and {uch a Houfe of Sale,
Videlicct, a Brothel, or {o forth. See you now,
Your Bait of FFalfhood takes this Carp of Truth,
And thus do we of Wifdom and of Reach,

« With Windlaces, and with Eflays of Bias,

¢ By Indire&ts find DireClians qut:
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¢ So by my former Leéture and Advice
¢ Shall you my Son: you have me, have you not?
¢ Rey. My Lord, I have.
¢ Pol. Good by t’ye, fare ye well.
¢ Rey. Good, my Lord.
¢ Pol. Obferve his Inclination in your f{elf,
¢ Rey. Ifhall, my Lord.
¢ And let him ply his Mulick,
¢ Rey. Well, my Lord. [Exit Rey,
Enter Ophelia.
Pol. ¢ Farewel.” How now Ophbelia, vwhat's the matter ?
Oph. O, my Lord, my Lord! I have been {o atfrighted--
. Pol. With what?
Oph. My Lordas I was reading in my Clofet,
* Prince Hamlet, ¢ with his Doublet,” all unbrac’d,.
* No Hatuponmhis Head, his Stockingsloofe,
¢ Ungartred, and down gyvedto his Ancle,
Palc as bis Shirt, his Knees knocking each other,.
And with a Look {o piteous,
As 1f he had been fent from Hell
To fpeak of Horrors, he comes before me,
Pol. Mad for thy Love!
Oph. My Lord, I do not know,
But truly I do fearit.
Pol. \What {zid he?
Opt. He took me by the Wriit, and held me hard,
‘T'hen goes he to the length of all his Arm,
And with hic other Hand thus o’er his Braw
Fle falls to fuch perufil of my Face,
As he would draw it: long ftaid he fo;
At laft, a lIittle fhaking of my Arm,
And thrice his Head tnus waving up and down,
Ilc raifed a Sigh fo piteous and profound,
As 1t did feem to thatter all his Bulls,
And end his Being. Thatdone, he lets me go,
And with his Head over his Shoulders turn’d,
He feem’d to find his way without his Eyes;
I'or out of doors he went without their helps,
And to the laft bended their Light on me.
£¢/. Come, go with me, I will go feek the King:
b 4 ‘T'hi
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'I'nis 1s the very Extafy of Love,
* Whofe violent Property forgoes it {elf,
¢ And leads the Will to defperate Undertakings,
¢ As oft as any Paflion under Heaven
¢« "T'hat does aflié¢t our Natures. I am forry ;
 What!” have you given him any hard words of late?
Oph. No, my good Lord, but as yeu did command,
I did repel his Letters, and deny’'d
His Accefs to me. )
Po/. That hath made him mad:
¢ I am {orry that with better Heed and judgment
“ I had not quoted him; I fear’d he did but trifle,
* And meant to wrack thee: but bethrew my Jealoufy,
« It {eems it is as proper to our Age
¢ T'o caft beyond our {elves in our Opinions,
¢ As it 1s common for the younger {ort
* To lack Difcretion.” Come, go with me to the King:
T'his muft be known, which being kept clofe, might move
More grief to hide, than hate to utter Love.
Come. | [Exeunt.

SCENZE IIL. 9%e Palace.

Enter King, DQucen, Rofencraus, and Guildenflern.

King., Welcome good Rofencraus, and Guildenflern ;
Belides that we did long to fee you,
The need we have to ule you, did provoke
Our hafty fending. Something you have heard
Of Hamler's Transformation, * {fo I call it,
¢ Sith nor th’ exterior, nor the mward Man
* Refombles that it was;” what it fhould be,
More than his Father’s Deach, ¢ that thus hath put him .
¢ 50 much from the underftanding of himfelf,
I caunot dream of. [ intreat you both,
* That being of fo young days brought up with him,
‘ And fith fo neighbour’d to his Youth and Haviour,
T hat you vouchfafe your Reft here in our Court
Some litle time, {o by your Compantes
To draw him on to Pleafures, and to ¢ gather

‘ So much as from Occafion you may’ glean,
Whetl v



- HaAMLET, Prince of Denmark. 33

Whether ought to us unknown affliéts him thus,
That lies within our Remedy.

Queen. Good Gentlemen, he hath much talk’d of you:
And fure | am, two Men there are not living ‘
T'o whom he more adheres: if it will pleafe you
To thew us fo much Gentlenefs and Good-will,

As to employ your Time with us awhile, -
For the Supply and Profit of our Hope,
Your Vifitation fhall receive fuch Thanks
As fits a King’s Remembrance.

Rog/. Both your Majeflies

Might, by the Sovereign Power you have over us,
Put your dread Pleafures more into command
Than to intreaty,

Guil. But we both obey,

And here give up our felves in the full bent
T'e lay our felves freely at your feet.

King. Thanks, Rofencraus, and gentle Guildenftern.

Ruesn. ¢ Thanks Guildenfiern, and gentle Rofencraus,
And I befeech you inftantly to vifit

- My too much changed Son: go fome of you,
And bring thefe Gentlemen where Ham/et is.

Gui/l. Heaven make our Prefence and our Practices
Pleafant. and helpful to him.

Queenn. Amen. [Exeunt Rof. & Guil,

Enter Polonius.
¢ Po/. 'I'h’ Ambafiadors from Noravay, my good Lord,.
s Are joyfully return’d.
¢ King. T'hou flill haft been the Father of good News.
¢ Pol. Havel, my Lord, I affure my good Licge
¢ I hold my Duty as I. hold my Seul,
© Both to my God, and to my gracious King:
° And’ I do think, or elfe this Brain of mine
Hunts not the Trial of Policy fo fure
As it has ufed to do, that I have found
‘T'he very Caufe of Hamler’s Lunacy.
K:ng. O {peak of that, that I do long to hear.
“ Pol. Give firft admittance to the Ambaffadors:
¢ My News fhall be the Fruit to that great Feaft.

b g * Kinga
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¢ King. Thy felf do grace tothem, and bring éheuml.
 Lix. Iold.

He tells me, my dear Ger trude, he hath found

s The Head and Source of all your Son’s Diftemper.

¢ Queern. I doubt it-is na ether but the main,
His Father’s Death, and our hafty Marriage.
¢ Enter Polomus and dmbaffaders. [Friends:

¢ King. Well, we fhall fift him : welcome my good
Say. V. a!trmmzd what fram our Brother Neravgy 2

‘* Vol Moft fair Returns of Gueetings and Defire:
Upon our firft he fent out to fupprefs. .

His Nephew’s Levies, which, ta him appear’d

To be a Preparatian "gainit the Pollact,

But better look’d into, he truly found

It was againft your Highnefs: whereat griev’d

‘That fe his Sicknefs, Age, and Impotence

Was falfly borne in Hand, fends out Arrefts

On Foriinbras, which he in brief obeys;

Recetves Rebuke from Noravezy, and: in fine,

Makes Vow before his Uncle, never more

To give th' Affay of Arms againlt your Majefty :
Whercon old Noravay, overcome with Joy,

Cives him three thoufand Crowns. in, annual Fee,

And his Commiflion to employ thelfe Seldiers,

So levied as before againft the Pallack,

With an Intreaty heren further {(hown,

Thar it might pleafe you to g2ve yuiet pafs
Thro' your Dominions for this Enuwerprize,

On fuch Regards of Safcty and ALowance

As herein are fet down.

¢ King. It likes us well,
And at qur more confiderd tima we'll read,
Anfwer and think upon tiii: Bufinefs:

Mean time we thank you {or your well-took Lakour,
Go to your reft, at Nigi: vie'll fealt together:

Moit welcome home. [Ex. Ambaf.
¢« Pol. 'Fhis T2iucels 19 well ended. '

My Liege and Niudein, w -.:ﬂp&ﬂ:ulam
W hat M.J.chty thould be, waat Daty 1is,
W’hy Day i1s Day, Night Night, and Time i1s Time;

Were
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Were nothing but to wafte Night, Day and Time:
"Therefore Brevity is the Soul of Wi,
And Tedioufnefs the Limbs and outward Flourifhes,
I will be brief; your noble Son is mad,
Mad call T it; for to define true Madnefs,
What is't but to be nothing elfe but mad #
But let that go.

Queerr. More Matter with lefs Art.

Pol. Madam, I fwear I ufe no Art at all,
That he’s mad, ’tis true ; "tis true, ’tis pity ;
And pity ’tis, ’tis true : a foolifh Figure,
But farewel it, for F will ufe no Art.
Mad let us grant him then; and now remains
That we find out the Caufe of this Efteét,
Or rather fay the Caufe of this Defelt,
For this Effe& defeétive comes by Caufe:
Thus it remains, and the Remainder thus. Conlider,
I have a Daughter, and while fhe is mine,
Who in her guty and- Obedience, mark,
Hath given me this : Now gatherand furmife.  [Reads.

To the Celeftial and my gau[' s Idol, the moft beautificd
Ophelia : That’s an ill Phrafe, a vile Phrafe ; beautified 18
a vile Phrafe : but you fhall hear— tbus in ber excele
It avbite Boforn, Thefe, &c.

cex. Came this from Hamlet to her ?
Pof. Good Madam, flay a while, I will be faithful,
Doubr that the Stars are Fire,
Donbt that the Sus doth noeve.
Donlt Truth to be a Lyar,
But never doubr I lwe.

O dear Ophelia, I am ill at thefe Numbers, I bave not
Art to reckon my Groans; but that I lowe thee beft, O
moft beft believe it « Adicu, Thine cvermore, moff dear
Lady, awhilf} this Mackine is ro bhim, Hamlet.

"T"his 1n Obedicnce hath my Daughter thewn me,
And more cancerning his Scllicitings,

As they fell out by Time, by Means, and Place,
All given to mine Ear.

King. But tow hath (he receiv’d i.is Zove ?

Pol. What do you thiak of me?

King.
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King. As of a Man faithful and honourable. :
Pol. I would fain prove fo; but what might you think,

¢ When [ had {eenthis hot Love on the wing?

¢ As T perceiv’d it (I muft tell you that)

¢ Before my Daughter told me; what might you

Or my dear Majelty your Queen here think,

If [ had ¢ plaid the Desk or Table-book,

¢ Or given my Heart a winking, mute and dumb,

¢ Or look’d upon this Looe with idle fight,

¢ What might you think?’ No, I went round to worky
And my young Miftrefs thus I charg'd:
Lord Ham/ler is a Prince above thy Sphere,
T his muft not be; and then I Precepts gave her,
That fthe fhould lock her {elf from his Refort,
Admit no Meflengers, receive no Tokens.
Which done, fhe took the Fruits of my Advice 3
And herepell’d, a fthort T'ale to make,
Fell into a Sadnels, then into a Faft,
° Thence to a Watch, then into a Weaknefs,
'Thence to a Lightnefs, and by this Declenfion,
Into the Madnefs wherein he now raves, -
And all we mourn for.
King., Do you think ’tis this ?
Hnecn. It may bevery likely. [that)
Ps/. Hath there been fuch a time (I would fain know
'That I have pofitively faid 'tisfo,
When it prov’d otherwife ?
King. Not that 1 know.
Pol. Take this from this; if this be otherwife,
If Circumftances lead me, I will find
Where Truth i1s hid, tho’ it were hid indeed
Within the Center
King. How may we try it farther?
P./. Sometimes he walks four hours together
Elere in the Lobby.
Qucen. So he does indeed.
Pol/ At fuch a time I'll locfe my Daughter to him.
So pleafe your Majefty to hide your {felf

Behind the Arras then :

Wik the Encounter : if he love her not, |
And
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And be not from his Reafon fal'n thereon,
Letme be no Afliftant fora State,
But keep a Farm and (arters.
King. WewHl try it.
~ Ewnter Hamlet reading. =

Dueen. But look where fadly the poor Wretch comes

reading.

Pol, Away, I do befeech you both away.

| [Exeunt King and Quetr.
I'll board him prefently. ¢ O give me Jeave,
Heow does my good Lord Hamlet ?

¢ Ham. Excellent well.

s Po/. Do you-know me, my Lord ?

Ham. Excellent well, you are 2 Fifhmonger.

Pol. Not I, my Lord.

Hawm, Then I would you were {fo honeflt a Man,

Pol. Honeft, my Lord.

Ham. Ay Sir, to be honeft as this World goes,

Is to be one Man pickt out of ten thoufand.

Pol. That is very true, my Lord.

Ham. For if the Sun breed Maggots in a dead Dog,
being a good kifling Carrion Have you a Daughter ?

Pol. 1 have, my Lord.

Ham. Let her not walk 1'th® Sun; Conception is a
Blefling, but as your Daughter may conceive, Friend
look to't. “ |

Po/, ¢ How fay you by that ?* Still harping on my
Daughter ; yet he knew [ 44de.] me not at firft, bue faid
I was a Fifhmonger ; heis far gone: and truly in nyy
Youth I fuffer’d much extremity for Love; very near this.
I'll fpeak to him again : What do you read my, Lord ?

Ham. Words, words, words.

Po/. What is the matter, my Lord ?

Ham. Between who ?

Pol/. T mean the matter that yeu read, my Lord ?

Has. Slanders, Sir; for the Satirical Rogue fays here,
thatold Men have grey Beards, that their Facesare wrink-
ked, their Eyes purging thick Amber, and Plumbtree- Guin,
and that they have a moft plentiful lack of Wi, together
with moft weak Hams ; all which, Sir, tho’ I moit po-

tently
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tently believe, yet I hold it not Honefty to have it thus
fet down ; for you your felf, Sir, thall grow old, as }-am,
if like a Crab you could go backward. %
Po/l. Tho’ this be Madnefs, yet there i3 Method in’t s
Will you walk out of the Air, my Lord ? ’
Ham. Into my Grave. q
Pol. Marry, that’s 0?1 of the Air indeed : how preg-
nant his Replies are ta Happinefs that often Madnefs hits
on; ¢ which Reafon and Sanity could not {fo happily be
¢ deliver’d of. I will leave him and my Daughter.® My
Lord, 1 will take my leave of you.
Ham. You cannot take from me any thing that I will
not more willingly "part withal, except my: Life,
Pol. Fare you well, my Lord.
Ham. Thefe tedious old Fools.
Enter Guildenflern and Rolencrans.
Pol. You go feek the Lord Hamlez, there he is. [Exse,
Raof. Save you, Sir.
Guil. My honoured Lord,
Rof: My moft dear Lord.
Hasm. My excellent goad Friends Fhow doft thou Gui?-
eenfern? Ah Rofencraus, good Lads! how doyou bath?
¢ Rof. As the indifferent Children of the Earth.
¢ Guil. Happy in that we are not over happy ; on Hor-
s tune’s Cap we are not the very Button,
¢ Has. Nor the Soles of her Shge.
¢ Guil. Neither, my Lordi
¢ Hgm. Then yen hive about her wafte, or in. the
¢ middle of her Favonr. :
* Guil. Faith, in her Pnivates we.
¢ Ham. In the {ecret parts of Fortune ; Oh moft true !
¢ fhe is a Strumpet,’ Well, what News ?
Rof. None, my Lord, but the World’s grown honeft,
Ham. Thenis Doomf{day near; f{ure your News is not
true. * Let mec quefiion more In particular : What have
‘ you, my good Friends, deferv’d at the hande of Fer-
¢ tune, that fhe {ends you to Prifon hither?
¢ Guil. Prifon, my Lord?
. ¢ Hasm. Denmark’s a Prifon.
¢ R¢f Then: 1s the World one,
; g Hﬂfﬁ-
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¢ Ham. A goodly one, in which there are many Con-
¢ fines, Wards, and Dungeons; Devmari being one o'th’
s w{}f&. ) . ] :
¢ Rof. Wethink not {o, my Lerd.

¢ Ham. Why then "tis none to you ; for there is ne-
s thing either good or bad, but thinking makes i¢ fo:
¢ To me it is a Prifon. .

¢ Rof: Why then your Ambition makes it one: "Tis
¢ too narrow for your Mind.

¢ Ham. O Goed! I conld be baund in, a, Nut-thell;
¢ and count my felf a King of infinite {pace, were it not
¢ that L have bad Dreams. |

¢ Guid. Which Dreams indeed are Ambition 5 for the
s very Subflance of the Ambitious s meerly the Shadow
¢ of a2 Dream.

Heanr. A Dream it {elf isbut a Shadow.

¢ Rof. Truly,and I hold Ambition of {o airy and light
« z Quality, that it is but a Shadow’s. Shadow.

¢ Ham. Then are aur Beggars Bodies, and: our Mo-.
s pavchs and out-ftretch’d Heroes, the Beggars Shadows.
s Shall we to th'Court. > for by may fey kcannot reafexn.

. ¢ Besb. We'll wait upon you.

Hare ¢ No fuch mater. I will not fort you with the,
s et of may Servants; for to {fpeakto you like an honeft
¢« Man, I am moft drcadfully attended.” But inthe beatem,
way of Friendthip, what makes you at Bfucor #

Refi To vifit you, my Lord, no other Occafion.

Ham. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks,
hut I thank you ; ¢ aund fure, dear Friends, my Thanks
“ are toq dear a halfpensy.” Were you not fent for? Is
it yaur ewn inclining? Is it a free Vifitation? Come,
come, deal juftly with me; nay fpeals,

G:il. What fhould we fay, my Lord #

Ham. Any thing, bat to the purpofe you were f{eng
for ; there is a kind of Confeflion in your Looks, which
your Modefties have not craft enough to colour, I know
the good King and Queen bave fent for you

Ro/. To what end, my Lord.? .
 Ham. Nay, that you. muft teach- me » But let me cone
jurc you, by the Rights of. eur Eellowlhips, by the Con~

, _ {fonancy
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fonancy of our Youth, by the Obligation of our Love,
and by what more dear, a better Propofer could charge
you withal, be even and direét with me, whether you
were {ent for or no. '

Ro/. What fay you ?

Ham. Nay then I have an eye of you; if you love
me, hold not off.

Guil. My Lord, we were fent for.

Ham. I will tell you why, fo fhall my Anticipation
prevent your Difcovery,and your Secrecy to the King and
Queen moult no Feather : -I have of late, but wherefore
I know not, loft all Mirth, forgone all Cuftom of Ex-
ercifes, ¢ and indeed it goes {o heavily with my Difpo-
‘ fition,’ that this goodly Frame, the Earth, feems to me
a fteril Promontory : This moft excellent Canopy the Air,
¢ this brave o’er-hang’d Firmament,” this majeftical Roof
fretted with golden Fire, why it appears nothing to me
but a foul and peftilent Congregation of Vapours. What
a piece of Work is Man! how noble in Reafon! how
infinite in Faculties! in Form and Moving how exprefs
and admirable ! in A&tion how like an Angel! in Appre-
henfion the Beauty of the World, the Paragon of Ani-
mals! And yet to me what is this Quinte{fence of Duft?
Man delights not me, nor Woman neither, tho’ by your
fmiling you feem to fay fo.

Rofi My Lord, there was no fuch ftuff in my Thoughts.

Flam. Why did you laugh then, when I {aid Man de-
lights not me ?

Rof. To think, my Lord, if you delight not in Man,
what Lenten Entertainmentthe Players fhall receive from
yvou: we met them on the way, and hither are they
coming to offer you Service.

Ham. He that plays the King fhall be welcome, his
Majefty fhall have Tribute of me, the adventrous Knight
thall ufe his Foil and Target, the Lover fhall not figh

ratis, the humorous NMan fhall end his part in peace, and
the Lady fhall fpeak her Mind freely, orthe blank Verfe
giall halt for't. What Players are they ?

Rs/. Even thofe you were wont to take fuch delight

m, the Tragedians of the City..
IIﬂﬁ:u
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Ham. How ehances it they travel? their Refidénce
both in Reputation and Prefit was better both ways. -

Ro/: I think their Inhibition comes by the means of
the late Innovation. -

Ham. Dothey hold the fame Eftimation they did whenr
I was in the City ? Are they {fo follow’d?

Rof. No indeed they are not.

¢« Ham. How comesit? dothey grow rufty? .

¢ Rof. Nay,their Endeavour keepsin the wonted pace ?
¢ but there is, Sir, an Airy of Children, little Yafes, that
¢ ¢ry out on the top of Queftion, and are moft tyran-
“ nically clap’d for’t: thefe are now the Fadtion, and fo
¢ he-rattle the common Stages (fo they call them) that
¢ many wearing Rapiers, are afraid of Goofe-Quills, and
¢ dare {carce come thither.

¢ Ham. What, arethey Children ? Who maintains’em ?
¢ How are they efcoted? will they purfue the Quality
“ no longer than they can fing? Will they net fay after-
¢ wards, if they fhould grow themielves toe common
¢ Players, as it 1s moft like, if their means are no better,
¢ their Writers do them wrong to make them exclaim
* againft their own Succeflion ?

“ Rof. Faith, there has been muchto do on both fides;
¢ and the Nation holds it no Sin te tarre them te Con-
“ troverfy. There was forawhile no Money bid for Ar-
¢ gument, unlefs the Poet and the Player went te Cuffs in
¢ the Quuftion.

¢ Ham. st pofiible?

* Gui/l. Oh there has been much throwing about of
‘ Brains! |

* Ham. Do the Boyscarry it away ? .

“ Ro/l Ay, that they do, my Lord, Hercules and his
‘“ Load too.

Heam. It is not very ftrange; for my Uncle is Xing of
Df::wmr,é, and thofe that weuld make Mouths at him
while my Fatherlived, now give twenty, forty, fifty, nay
a hundred Ducats apiece for his Piéure in little: there
13 fomething in this more than natural, if Philofophy
could find it out. [ A Flourifh.

Gui/. Shall we call the Players?

‘ Ham,
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Har. Gentlemen, you are welcome to E/finocor ; your
hands : come then, ti’ Appurtenance of Welcome is
Fathion and Ceremony: ¢ let me comply with you in
¢ this Garb, left my Extent tothe Players, which [ tell:
¢ you muft fhew fairly outwards, fhould more appear like
° Entertainment than yours; you are welcome s’ but my
Uncle-Fatherand Aunt- Mother are deceiv'd.

Gx//. In what, my dear Lord ¢

Hagm. I am but mad North-North-Weft ; swhen the
‘Wind 1s Southerly, 1 know 2 Hawk from a Hand-faw.

Enter Polonius,

Pol. Well be with you, Gentlemen.

Ham. Hlark you, Guildenflern and Rofencraus ;s that
great Baby that you feethere is not yet out of his{wadling
Clouts.

- Roff Haply he is the fecond time coine to them, for
they fay an old Man is twice a Child. :

Ham. 1 prophefy that he comes 1 :cll me of the
Piayers; mark it: you fay right, Sir, . /{onday-morning,
’twas then indeed,

Pol My Lord, Ihave newsto tell vou.

, Ham. My Lcrd, 1 have News to tell yous when Rof
g2us was an Adltor in Rome -

Hol. 'T'he Acftors are come hither, my Lord.

FHam. Buz, bug, ,

Pol. Upon mine Flonour.

Ham. Then came each Ator on his Afs ——

Pol. The beit Aftorsin the World, either for Tragedy,
Comedy, Hiftery, Paftoral, Paftoral-Comical, Hiltorical-
Pafloral; ¢ Scene individable, or Poem unlimited > Sene-
ca cannct be too heavy, nor Plawxtus too hight for the
Law of Wit and Liberty. T'hecfe are the only Men.

Ham. O Feptha, Judge of Ifrael, what a Treufure
hadft thou !

Pol. Whata Treafure had he, my Lord ?

Ham. Why one fair Daughter, and no more, the
which he loved pafling well.

Po/. Still on my Daughter. [ Afide.

* Ham. Am I not i’th’ right, old Feptha?

¢ Pol
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* Pol. If you call me Feptha, my Lord, I havea
® Daughter that I love pafling well.

Hem. Nay that fe]‘.]}ows- not.

Pol. Nay what follows then. my Lord ? :

Ham. ¢ Why as by lot God wot, and then you know
f it cameto pafs. as moft like it was: ¢ The firft Row of
the Rubrick will (hew you more, for look where my A-
bridgment comes.

Enter Players.

Ham. * You are welcome Maflters, welcomeall, Tam:
glad to fee thee well;> welcome 2ood Friends. Oh my
old Friend ! why thy Face is valanc’d fince 1 faw thee
latt, com’it thou to beard me in Denmark ? Whatmy
young Lady and Miftrefs! marry your Ladyfhip i1s grown

nearer to Heaven than when 1 {faw you laft by the Ala-
~ tude of a Chopin; I with your Voice, like a piece of
unctrrent Gold, be not crack’d within the Ring. Mafters,.
you are all welcome, we'll een to’t like friendly I:"alco-
ners, fly atany thing we fee, we'll have a Speech ftraight ;
come give us a Tafte of your Quality, come, a paflionate:
Speech.

Players. What Speech, my good Lord ?

Ham. 1 heard thee fpeak me a Speech once,but it was
never acted, or if it was, not above once, for the Play
i remember pleafed not the Million, ’twas Caviare to
the Mulitude; ¢ but it was as I receiv’d it and others,
* whole Judgments in fuch matters cried in the top of
ming, an excellent Play, well digefted in the Scenes,fet
* down with as much Modefty as Cunning, I remember
¢ one {aid there were no Sallets in the Lines to make the

|

<

‘ matter {avoury, nor no matter in the Phrafe that might
¢ indite the Author of Affe&ion, but call’d it an honeft
¢ Method, as wholfome as fweet, and by very much
* morc handfome than fine.,” One Speech in’t 1 chiefly
- loved, ’twas . &Frneas’s talk ta Dido, and thereabout of it
eipecially when he fpealks of Priam’s Slaughter; if 1t live
in your Memory, begin at this Line, let me fee, let me
fee The rugged Pysrbhus like th' Hircaninn Beait :
Bealt, no, that’s not it, yet it begins with Pyrrdus.
'T'he rugged Pyrrhus, he whofe fable Arrms, _
dClG
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Blaclz as his Purpofe did the Night refemble,
* When he lay couchad in th’ ominous Horfe,
¢ Hath now his Beard and black Complexion {mear’d
¢ With Heraldry more difmal ; head to foot
 Now 1s he total Gules; horribly trick’d -
* With Blood of Fathers, Mothers, Daughters, Sons,
‘ Bak’d and impafted with the parching Streets,
¢ That lend a tyrannousand a damned Light
‘ To their Lord’s Murder ; roafted in Wrath and Iire,
¢ And thus o'er-cifed with ceagulate Gore,
¢ With Eyeslike Carbuncles, the hellith Pyr»bus
¢ Old Gr andﬁre Priam {ceks, So proceed you.
Fol. My Lord, well fpokenr, with good Accent, :md
cood Difcretlon
Ham. So procecd you.
Play. Anon he finds him.
Striking too fhort at Greeks, his antick Sword

-Rebellious to his Arm, lies where it falls,
‘Repugnant to cemmand ; unequal match'd

Pyrrbusat Priam drives, in Rage ftrikes wide,
But with the wiff and wind of his fell Sword,

'T’h’ unnerv’d’ Father falls. ¢ Then fenfclefs fium,
‘ Seeming to feel his Blow, with Haming top

¢ Stoops to his Bafe, .and with a hideous Crafh

* Takes prifoner Pyrrbus Ear : For lo his Sword,
* Which was declining on the milky Head

¢ Of Reverend Priam, feem’d 1'th’ A1r to flick ;

¢ So as a painted Tyrant Pyrrbus ftood,

¢ And like a Neutral to his Will and Matter

¢ Did nothing.

But as we often fee againft fome Storm,

A Silence in the Heaven, the Rack ftands ftill,
‘I'he bold Wind {peechlefs, and the Orb below

As hufh as Death; anon the dreadful Thunder
Doth rend the Region: So afier Pyrrbus’ paufe,
A roufed Vengeance fets him new awork,

And never did the Cyclops Hammers fall

On Mars his Armour, forg’d for proof etern,
With lefs Remorfe than Pyrrbus’ bleeding Sword

WNow falls on Priam,
Qut,
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Out, out thou Strumpet Fortune! ¢ All you Gods

* 1n general Synod talke away her Power,

¢ Break all the Spokes and Felloes from her Wheel,
¢« And boul the roul Nave down the Hill of Heaven
« As low as to the Fiends.

Paol. 'l his 1s too lon%.

Ham. Tt {hall te the Barber’s with your Beard : prithee
{2y on, he’sfor a Jig, ora Tale of bawdry, or he{leeps.
Say en, come to Hecuba.

Play. But who alas, had {feen the mobled Qucen?

Flam. The mobled Queen !

FPol. That’s good. | Flames;

Play. Run bare-foot up and down, threatniug the
A Clout upon that Head
Wnere late the Diadem {teod, and for a Robe,
¢ About her lanlz, and all o’er-teemed Loins,

A Blanketin th’ Alarm of Fear caught up.

W ho this had {een with Tongue in Venom fteep’d,
‘Gainft Fortune’s State would Treafon have pronounc’d:
¢ But if-the Godsthemfelves did {ee her then,

¢ When fhe (aw Pyrrbus make malicious Sport,

‘ In mincing with his Swerd her Husband's Limbs,

¢ The inftant Burft of Clamour that the made,

* Unlefs 'T'bings mortal move them not at all,

‘ Would have made milch the burning LEyes of Heav'n,
¢ And Paffionin the Gods.

Pol. Look where he has not turn’d his Colour, and has
Tearsin’s Kyes. Prithee no more.

Ham. *'I'is well, I'll have thee {peak out the reft of this
{oon. Good mmy Lord, will you {ee the Players well he-
ftowed ? doyou hear? let them be well ufed, for they are
the Abitra© and brief Chroenicles of the Time: After
your Death, you were better have a bad Epitaph, than
their 11l Report while you live.

Pol. My Lord I will ufethem according to their Defert.

Ham. Much beiter; ufe every Man, Sir, according to
his Defert, and who fhall fcape whipping ? Ufe them af-
ter your own Honour and Dignity; the lefsthey deferve,
the more Merit'is in your Bounty. Take themin.

Pe/. Come Sirs.

Iz,
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Ham. IFollow him, Friends; we’lt havea Play to mor.
row. Doft thou hear me, old Friend? Can you play
she Murder of Gonzago ?

Play. Ay, my Lord.

Ham. VWe'll have 1t to morrow might : you could for
nced fiudy a Speech of fome dozen Lines, which I would

{fer down and infert in 1t, could younot?

Play. Ay, my Lord.
Hem. Very well; follow that Lord, and look you moék

him not. My good Iriends, I'll leave you ’till Night;
you are wclcome to E/firoor.
Rof. Farewel, my I.ord. [ Excunt all bt Flamlet,
Ham. * 1 fo, Good by t'ye:
O what a Wretch ard pleafant Slave am !
Is it not monliirous that this Player here,
But in a Fiétion, in a Drcam of Paflion,
Could force his Soul fo to his own Conceit,
‘I"hat fram her working all the Vilage warm'd,
Tears in his Fyes, Difiration in’s Aipeét,
A broken Voice, and his whole Funétion {uiting
With Forms to his Concert, and al for nothing,
For Hecuba ?
What's Hecnba to him, or he to Hecwla,
That he fhould weep for her? What would he do,
XMad he the Motive, and that Ground for Paflion
That 1 have? he would ‘ drown the Stage with Tears,
* And cleave the general Ear with horrid Speech,
Alalte mad the Guilty, and appall the Free,
Coenfound the Ignorant, and amaze indeed
The very Faculties of Eyes and Ears: ¢ yet I,
¢ A dull and muddy-mettled Rafcal, peak
¢« Like Fobhn-a-dreams, unpregnant of my Caufe,
¢ And can fay nothing; no not for a King,
<« Upon whofe Property and moft dear Life
¢« A damn’d Deleat was made: Am I Coward ?
¢« Who calls me Villain, breaks my Pate a-crofs,
¢ Plucks oft my Beard, and blows 1t in my Face,
Twekes me by the Nofe, gives me the Lye 1*th” Throat
As deep as to the Lungs. Who does me this ?

Ha ! why fhould I take 1t,” for it cannot be.

L

But
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"But I am Pigeon-liver’d and lack Gaul
"To make Oppreflion bitter, or ere this

1 thould have fatted 21l the Region Kites

With this Slave’s Offal. ¢ Bloody, bawdy Villain!
¢« Remorfelefs, treacherous, leacherous, kindlefs Villain !’
¢« Why what an Afs am I? This is moft brave,

¢ That I, the Sen of a dear Father murder’d,

s Prompted to my Revenge by Heaven and Hell,

¢ Mutft, like a Whore, unpatk my Heart with Words,

¢ And fall a curfing like a very Drab, a Scullion ; fy upon’t?
¢« About my Brain: hum.” I have heard [foh !
‘T'hat guilty Creatures fitting at a Play,

Flave by the very Cunning of the Scene

Been ftruck fo 'to the Soul, that prefently

T'hey have praclaim’d their Malefadtions:

For Murder, tho® it have no Tongue, will fpeak

¢« With more miraculous Organ.” I'll have thefe Players
Play fomething like the Murder of my Father,

Before my Uncle; I'll obferve his Looks,

I’ll tent him to the quick, if he look pale.

I know my Courfe. 'The Spiritthat I have feen

May be a Devil, and the Devil may have powes

To aflame a pleafing Shape; ¢ yea and perhaps

° Out of my Weaknefs and my Melancholy,

¢ As he 1s very potent with {uch Spirits,

¢ Abufes me to damn me.” I’ll have Grounds

More relativethan this; the Play’s the thing,

Wherein I'll catch the Confcience of the King. [Exi.

ACT Il. SCENE L

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Rofencraus,
Guildenftern, Gentlemen, and Guards.

King. AN D can you by no Drift of Conference

‘ Get from him, why he puts on this. Confufion,
‘ Grating {o harfhly all his days of Quiet

‘ With turbulent and dangerous Lunacy ?

Rof.
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Of Hawlet s \Wildnefs: fo fhall I hope your Virtues

A8 Hawmyrrv, Priice of Denmark.
Rof. IHedoes confefs he feels himfelf diftracted,
But from what Caufe he will by no means {peak.
¢ Guil/. Nordo we find him forward to be founded,

* Butwith a crafty Madnels keeps aloof,
¢« When we would bring him on to fome Confeflion

¢ ©Of his true State.
zeerr. Did he receive you well ¢
Rof. Moft civilly.
Guil. But with much forc'ng of his Difpofition.
Rof. Unapt to queflion; but of our Demands

Moft free in his Reply. |
BDrueen. Did youinvite him to any Paftime?
Rof. Nladam, it io fell out that certain Players

We o'er-took on-the way; of thefe we told him,

And there did feem in him a kind of Joy

T"o hear of '1t: they’re here about the Court,

And as I think they have already order

‘I"his Night to play before him.

Pol. *'I'ts moijt true, )
And he befeechied me to  intreat your Majefties
T'o hear and {ee the matter.

Kins, Wiih all my Heart,

And it did much content me

"To hear him {o inclin’d:

Good Gentlemen, give him a further Edge,

And urge him to thefe Delights. .
Rof. We fhall, my Lord. [Exeunt Rof, & Guil.
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave us too,

For we have clofely fent for Hamlet hither,

‘That he as "twere by accident may meet

Ophbelia here; her Father and my felf |

Will {o beftow our {elves, that {feeing and unfeen,

We may of their Encounter judge,

¢ And gather by him as he is behav’d,

If it be the Affli¢tion of Love or no,

¢ 'That thus he fuffers for.

QDueen. 1 {hall obey you: _
And for my part, Opbelia, 1 do with
That your good Beaut.es be the bappy Caufe

Vil
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VWit bring him to his wonted way again,
'I"o both your FHonours. [Exit Quern.
Opt. Nadam, 1 with 1t may.
Pol. Opheiiz, walk you here whilft we
{1 fo vour MNizjefly fhall pleate) retire conceal’d :
¢« eend on thits Boolg, ‘
¢ ‘I'nat thew of fuch an Bxercife may colour
“ Your Loneltnefs. We are oft to blame 1n chis,
¢ “I'ts too much prov’d, that with Devouoen’s V.fare,
¢ Ana prens Action, we do fugar o'er
¢ ‘I"he Devi] himfelf,
¢ Kingz. QO “us too true:
¢ Howimart 2 Lafh that Speech doth give my-Conicienced
“ Thiie Haviot's Cheek beautined with plaftring Arr,
“ Is not moie ugly to the thing that helps i1t,
¢ Thunismy Deed to my moit patnted Word :
“ O heavy burden!
Po/l. I hear him coming, retire, my Lord,
[ Execunt King and Pol,
Enter Famlet.
Hen. To be or not to be, that is the Qu:ftion;
Whether ’tis nobler in the Mind to {ufter
The Slings and Arrows of outrageous Fortune,
Or to take Arms againit a Sea of Troubles,
And by oppoling end them : To die to fleep
No more; and by a Sleep to {fay we end
"t 'he Heart-ach, and the thoufand natural Shocks
T hat Flefh is Heir o; “tis a Confummation
Devoutly to be with'd, to dieto {leep ;
T'o fleep perciiance to dream @ ay there's the Rub
For i that Sleep of Death what dreams may co.ne,
~ When we have thufled oftf this mnortal Coil,
Mult give us paule, there's the Refpelt
‘T'hat makes Calamity of {o long Life
Yor who would bear the Whips and Scorns of T'ime,
Th' Oppreflfor's Wrong, the proud Man's Contumely,
I'he Pangs of defpis’d Love, the Law's Delay,
:_I"'he Infolence of Office, and the Spurns
. 11‘11;1!: patient Merit of th’ Unworthy talses,
; When as himfelf misht his Quierus make

.:,;:. ) Witle
R
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With a bare Bodkin? Who would Fardels bear,

"T'o groan and {weat under a weary Life ?

Bur that the Dread of fomething after Death,

'I'he undifcover’d Coumyry, from whofe Bourn

No "Lraveller returns, puzzles the Will,

. And malkes us rather bear thofe 1lls we have,

'T'han {ly to others that we know not of.

'I'hus Conicience does mmake Cowards of us all,

And thus the healthful Face of Refolution

Is ficklyed o'er with the pale Caft of T hought,

And Enterprizes of great pith and moment
Vith this regard their Currents turn away,

And lofe the Name of Aétion. ¢ Soft you now,”

‘I'he fair Ophelia, Nymph, in thy Orailons

.Be all my Sins remembred.

Opb. Good my Lord, how do ye?

I{am. 1 humbly thank you, well.

Oph. My Lord, I have Remembrances of yours,.
T hat I have long’d to re-deliver,

Pray you now receive them.

Ham. No, not I, I never gave you ought.

Opb. My honour’d Lord, you know right well vou did.
And with them words of {o fweet Breath compos’d,
As made thefe things more rich : 'Theiv Perfume ioft,
‘Cake thefe again ; for to the noble Mind
Rich Gifts wax poor, when Givers prove unkind.
‘T’here, my Lord.

HHasn, Ha, ha, are you honeft ?

Oph. My Lord.

Ham. Areyou fatr?

Oph. What means your Lordfhip ?

Ham. 'Thatif youbc honeft and fair, vou thould ad-

amit no Difcourfe to your Brauty.
Oph. Could Beauty, my Lord, have better Commerce

than with Honelily?

Hawm. Ay truly, for the Power of Beautv will {boner
transtorm IHonelty from winatit s to a Bawd. than the
Force of Honely can tranflie Bzaury to his Likenefs:
"!'iis was fometime a Paradox, but now-the time glves |t

Jeraoef,  1did love you once.
Oph.
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Oph. Indeed, my Lord, you made me believe fo.

Ham. You fhould not have believ’d me, for Virtue
cannot o evacuate our old ftock, but we fhall sciifh of
it: | lov’d you not.

Oph. 1 was the more deceiv’d.

Ham.: Get thee to a Nunrnery, why swwouldft tholi be a
Breeder of Sinners? I am my {elf indifferent honeft, but
yet I could accufe me of fuch things, that it were better
my Mother had not bore me. I am very proud, revenge-
ful, ambitious, with more Oftences at my back than [
have Thoughts to put them in, imagination to give them.
{hape, or T'ime to act them in: What fhould {uch Ifel-
lows as I do crawling between Earth and IHeaven? We
arc arrant I(maves, believe none of us; go thy ways to
a Nurmery. Where's your Father ¢

Opb. At home, my lLord.

Heam. Let the Doors be fhut upon him,

That he may play the fool no where butin's own IHoufe :
Farewel.

Oph. O help him, you fweet Heavens'

Ham. If thoudoft marry, I'll givethee this Plague for
thy Dowry; Be thou as chafie as Ice, as pure as Snow,
thou fhalt not {cape Calumny; get thee to a Nunnery.
Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a Fool, for wite Men
know well-enough what Monflers you make of them :
To a Nunnery go, ¢ and quickly too farewel,

Oph. Heavenly Powers, reftore him!

Ham. I have heard of your Paintings well cnough:
Nature hath given you one Face, and you make your
{elves another; you jig and amble, and you liip, you
nick-name Heaven’s Creatures, and make your Wanton.
nefs'your Ignorance; go to, 'llno more on't, it hath
made me mad: I fay we will have no more Marriages,
thofe that are married already, all but one fhall live, the
reft thail keep as they are. Toa Nunnery go. [FEuxie.

Opb. O what 2 noble Mind is here o’erthrown !

“ The Courtier’s, Seldier’s,Scholar’s Eye, "Tengue,Sword,
The Expeftation and Rofe of the fair State,
¢ The Glafs of Fathion, and the Mould of Form,

The obferv’d of all Obfervers, quite, quite down,
C 2 And
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And T of Ladies moft deject and wretched,
.« V'hat funk’d the Hony of his Mufick Vows;
TTow fee that voble and moft {fovereion Reafon,
1iilze fweet Bells jangled out of tune and harth,
¢ 't"hat unmatch’d i'orm and Stature of blown Youth
« Plafled with Extafy.” O woe 1s me'!
7> have feen what 1 have {een, feeing what T ice | [Exis.
Enter Kinu ard Polonius.
- Kine. Love! his AffeCtions do not that way tend ;
Ier what he fpake, tho’ it lack Form a little,
VUas not like Madnefs; ¢ there’sfomething in Lis bHoul
* (’cr which his NMelancholy {its on breod,
* And I do doubt the IHatch and the Diiclole
« Will be {fome danger, which to prevent
» I have a quick Dctermination
¢ "Thaas fet down: He fthall with fpeed to Enrlard,
Tar the Pauand of our negle&ied riburte.
ilanty the Scas and Countries dificrent
\With variable Objells, fhall expel )
"i’his fomething {citied Matter 1in his JHeart,
WA hereon his Brain’s flill beating,
Pute him thus from Fathion of hunfelf:
What think you on’t 2
Futer Qrplieha.
Pol. It fhall de well:
¢ ButyetIdobelieveths Originand Commencement ofit,
¢ Sprung from neglefted Love.” How now, Oplelia ?
You need not tell us what Lord Hamler {aid,
We heard it all. My I.ord, doas you pleafe,
Dut if you hold it fit, after the Flay
Let his Queen-Mothcr alone intreat hiin
To {hew his Gricf; let her be round with him,
And I'll be plac’d {io pleafe you) in the Ear
Of all their Conference: it fhe find him nos,
To Xnosland {cnd him. or confine him where
Your Wildoin beit {hall thinis,
Kinz. It fhall befo,
Madnefs in great cnes mull not unwateh’d go. [Fxeunt.
Enter Ilamlet and thrce ¢f the Pievers.
Harz. Speak the Speech [ pray rou as i prorounc’d 1t
1c
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to vou, {moothly from the Tongue; butif you mouth
xt, as manv of our Players do, [ h“; as lief the Town-
Crier {polie niy Lines: nor do not faw tiie Alrtoo much
with your hand thus, but ufe ail cently 5 torin the very
torrent ‘Pempelt, ami, 15 1 may m.r V¥ hiriwind of Pa!
fion, vou muh acarire and ln,pr'" o emrerance that may
g1t e 1t Smoonthinets, O it offen ’1:-, mie to the Soul, to
hear a robuflioas Periwiz-pated Fellow tear a Paflion to
very Riuos to {plitthe Ears of the Groundlings, who for
the molt vart are cipable of mnoching but iacxplicable
dumb Shews and INoite: I would have fuch a TFellow
whip'd for o’er-deitayg Yermazant 3 it out- Hereds, Herod,
pray you avoid it.

Play. T warvant vour [Honour.

Ham. Benottostarne ncither, but let your own :D':ff-
crenton be your Tutor; tuit the Aclion to th '”md '
Word tothe Adtion, with this {pecial O, {"wmhe tixs L
you o'er-tiep not the Modeliy of Nature; forany rmmg;
{o o’er-done, 1s from the Purpol“ ot Playing, wncnr._. cnd
both at firll and now, wasand 1s 10 hold as “owere the
Mirror up to L\umurc, t0 thew Vartuse her ;‘E,ELT.LII'.._, Scorn
her own Image, and the very Age and Dody of mer?irm
hIS FOTm Hl'ld Pr Eﬂul]"ﬂ O there be Plu.‘»”‘l":: co=t b} nave
feen play, and heard others praife, and that highly, not
to fpeakic prophane'y, that neither having the Accent of
Chriftians, nor the Gase of nu._..mn Pﬂfran, nor ‘\I.-n
have {o {trutted and }.)QHO‘W..J, that I nave thought fome
of Nature's IG"I‘I}*V'T}PI" irnd I".ACL ?~ Jgen, and not mads
them well., thev rmicated Hamnmy o ’ermtnab V.

PJ{r?_}h I 110}"‘& wWe {1ave I{...C}' i 1L.L- Lhu[ Jh 1'Li re 111...'5— Tvl:d
us,

Ham. O reform it alteantd o, and Joet toe thas ey
your Clowns fpeni-:. h5 more thanis ot down for o SCI 3
for there be of them that will ihemfelvee wash, tof.ton
fome quantity of barren Specititors 1o L..L.rrh (OO, ho 11
the mean time {ome necetfary Quacfdon of the I'lay b
then to be confider'}: that's viilanous. and hows a moit
pitiful Amhition in the Fool that ufes i, Gzo, muile you
rmdy ‘* How now, my Lord, will the ing hear this

piece of work ?

C 3 Later
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Enter Polonius, Guildenfiern a»4 Rofencraus.
¢ Pol. And the Queen too, and that prefently.
Ham. Bid the Players make hafte.  Will you twe
help to haften them? ‘ o
Rof. Ay, my Lord. [ Exeunt thofe thres.
Enter Horatio.
Ham. What ho, Horatio?
Hor. Here, my Lord, at your {ervice.
Ham. Horatio, thou art €’en as juft a Man
As ¢’er my Converfation met withal,
Hor. O my dear Lord!
Ham. Nay do not think I flatter;
For what Advancement snay I hope from thee,
'That haft no Revenue but thy good Spirits frer’d ?
'To feed and clothe thee ; Why fhould the Poor be flat-
* No, let the candied Tongue lick abfurd Pomp,
¢  And crook the pregnant Hinges of the Knee,
¢ Where Thrift may follow Fawning, doft thou hear ?
Since my dear Soul was Miftrels of her Choice,
And could of Men diftinguifh her Eleétion,
Sh’hath feal’d thee for herfelf : for thou han been
As one in fuffering all has fuffer’d nothing;
¢ A Man that Fortune’s Buffets and Rewards
¢« Haft ta’en with equal thanks : and bleft are thofe
* Whofe Blood and Judgment are fo well commingled,
* 'That they are not a Pipe for Fortune’s Finger,
* To found what Stop fhe pleafe.” Give me the Man
‘That is not Paffion’s Slave, and 1 will wear him-
In my Heart’s Core, ay, in my Heart of Hearts,
As 1 do thee ————— Something too much of this:
‘There is a Play to night before the King,
One Scene of it comes near the Circumfitance,
Which I have told thee of my Father’s Death :
1 prichee when thou {eelt that Act on foot,
Iven with the very Comment of thy Soul
Obferve my Uncle : if then his hidden Guilt
Do not it {elf difcover in one Speech,
1t 1s a2 damned Ghoft that we have {een,
¢ And my Imaginations are as foul

¢« As Fulcar’s Suthy :” give him heedful note, .
*Gr
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For I mine Eyes will rivet to his Face,

And after we will both our Judgments join .

In Cenfure of his feeming.

Hor. 1 will, my Lord;
< If he fteal ought the whilt the Play is playing,

« And *{fcape Deteétion, I will pay the T hett.

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Gentlemen.

Ham. They are coming to the Play, I muit be idles -
Get you a place.

King. How fares our Coufin Hamlet ?

Heam. Bxcellent Viaith, ’

Of the Cameleon’s Difh I eat, the Air ;

Promife-cram’d, you cannot feed Capons fo,

King. 1 have nothing with this Anlwer, Hamles,
"Thefe words are not mine.

Ham. No nor mine now, my Lord——-—

You play’d once in the Univerfity, you fay. [7o Pol.
Pol. Thatl did, my Lord, and was accounted a very
Ham. What did you enaét ? [good Actor.
Pol. Ididena& Fulius Ceefar,  was kill’d v’th’ Capitol, .

Brutus kill’'d me. [Calf there.
Ham. It was a Brute part of him to kill {o capital a .

Be the Players ready ?

Raf. Ay my Lord, they wait upon your Patience.

RDueen. Come hither, my dear Ham/let, fit by me.

Ham. No,good Mother, here’s Metal more aitradtive.

Pol. O ho, do you mark that?

Ham. Lady. thall I lie in your Lap?

Opb. No, my Lord.

Ham. Do you think 1 mean Country-matteys ?

‘ OP!{?. I thinlk norhing, my Lord. [L{wgg.

¢ Ham. 'That's a fair thought to e between Malds

* Opb. What.is, my Lord ? |

‘ Ham. Wothing.

Oph. You are merry, my Lord?

‘ Ham. Who 1 ?

* Opb. Ay, my Lord.

Flam. Your conly Jig-maker; what fhould a2 Man do
but be merry ? for look you how chearfully my Nother
locks, and my Father died within’stwo hours.

C 4 Oph,
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Op»5. Nay, ’tis twice two Nlonths, my Lord.

Fam. Solong! nay then let the Devil wear black, for
I’1l havea Suit ofSables:  OFleavens!” dietwo MNenths
acgo, and not forgotten yet! then there's hope a great
NMan's Memory may out-live his Life half a year : but
Ie muft 'build Churches then, ¢ or elie fhall he {ufter not
‘ thinking on, with the Hobby-hor{e, whole Epitaph 1s,
* for O, for O, the Hobby-horfe is forgot.

OpbH. What means the Play, my Lord ?

Harm. 1ti1s munching Mallico, it means Mi{chief.

Opl. But whati’s the Argument ? '

Enter Prologue.

Ham. We fhall know by this Fellow :

'T'he Players cannot keep fecret, they’ll fhew all.

Opb. Are they {fo oood at Shew, my Lord ¢

Ham, Ay, at any Shew that you will fhew them : be
not you afham’d to fhew, and they’ll not blath to teli
you what 1t mearns.

OpF. Youare naught, vouare naught, I'll mark the Play,

Prologuc. For ns and forr our 1ragedy,
Here flooping to vour Clersoncy,
Wo beg your bearing paticuth.
Fiam. 1s this a Prologue, or the Poefy of a Ring ?
Ozk. *Tis bricf, my Lord. |
Ham. As Woman’s Love.
Enter Player King and Lueen.
Pl King. Full thirty times has Pha:bus’ Car gone round
« Neprune's {alt Wath, and Tellus orb’d the Grouad,
+ 4nd thirty dozen Moons with borrow’d fheen
+ About the World have twelve times thirty been,
S nee Love our Hearts, and Hymen did our Hands
(e, infolding them in {facred Bands.

Pl Qucen. So many Journeys may the Sun and IMcon
hiskie us again count ©'er, erc Love be done :
J2at woe is me, you are fo fick of late,
And o far different from your former State,
"I hat I diftralt you ; yettho® 1 difiruft,
DiZomfrt you, my Lord, it nothing muft.
I'or Women fear too much, even as they love,

™\ OW
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¢ Now Womens Fear and Love hold Quaantity,
“ In ncither ought, or in Extremity.
Now what my Love has been, Proot makes you know ;
And as my Love is great, my Fear 15 fo:
Where Liove is great, the {mallelt Doubts are Fear ;
Where little Fear grows grear, great Liove grows there.
P/ Kirg. I muft leavetsee Love, and fhortly too,
My working Powers their Funflizns leave to do ;
But thou thalt live in this fair V/orld behind,
Honour’d, belev’d, and haply onc as kiand,
YFor Hu:band fhalt thou
Pl Sueen. O confound the reft!
Such Love muit needsbe f'reafon in my Breaft.
In fecord Husband let me be accurlz,
INonz wed the fecond, but who kill’d the fir{t.
Ham. T hat's Wormwood. |
¢ P/ Qucen. Theinliances that fecornd Marriage move,
< Are bafe Ref{peéls of T hrift, but none of Love ;
¢ A fecond time I kill my Husband dead,
¢ When fecond Husband kifles me in Bed.
Pl. King. I do believe you thinlk what now you {peals,
Put what we do determine, oft we break ;
° Purpofe 1s but the Slave of Memory,
¢ Of violent Birth, but poor Validity,
Which now like Fruitsunripe flicks on the Tree,
But fall unfhaken when they mellow be.

¢
&
¢ Moft neceflary "tis that we forget

¢ T'opay our felves what to our felves 1s Debt ;
<

¢

4

What to our felves in Paffion we propofe,
T'he Paflion ending doth the Purpole lofe ;
The Violence of either Grief or Joy |
¢ Their own Enactures with themfelves deftroy ;
¢ Wiere Joy moft revels, Grief doth mof{t lament:
¢ Gricf joys, Joy grieves on {lender Accident.
¢ This World 1s not for ay, nor i1s it {trange
¢ That even our Loves fhould with car IFortunes changez:
* For’uis a Queltion laft us yet to prove,
¢ Whether Love lead Fortune, or elfe Fortune Love.
¢ The great Man down, you mark this Favourite fites g
© The Poor advanc’d, mnkes Friends oi Iiocnaies.

F o
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< 4nd hitherto doth Love on Fortune tend,

« For who not needs fhall never lack a Friend ;

And who in want a hollow Friend doth try,

Direétly feafons him his Enemy.

But orderly to end where I begun,

Our Wills and Fates do fo contrary run,

.I'hat our Devices {till are overthrown :

Our Thoughts are ours, their Ends none of our own.
Think ftill thou wilt no fecond Husband wed,

But thy Thoughts die when thy firft Lord is dead.

Pl. Queen. Nor Earth to-give me Food, nor Heaven
Sport and Repofe lock from me day and night, [Light,
¢ To Defperation turn my Truft and Hope,

“ And Anchors cheer in Prifon be my Scope,
* Each oppofite that blanks the Face of Joy,

¢ Meet what I would have well, and it deftroy,
Both here and hence pnrfue me lafling Strife,
If once I Widow be, and then a Wife.

Ham. If fhe fhould break it now ? [while ;

Pl. King. *Tis deeply {fworn : {weet leave me here a-
My Spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile
The tedious Day with Sleep.

Pl. Queen. Sleep rock thy Brain,

And never come mifchance between us twain. [Excuns,

Ham., Madam, how like you the Play ?

Queen. The Lady doth proteft too much methinks.

Ham O but fhe’ll keep her word. [tence in’t 2

King. Have you heard the Argument? Is there noof-

Ham. No no, they do but jeft, poilon in jeft, no of-

Kirsg. VWhat do they call the Play ? [fence.

Ham. 'The Moufe-trap ; marry how ? tropically. This
Play is the Image of a Murder done in Fieane. Gonzago
isthe Dulie’s IName, his Wife Baptiffa, you fhall (ee anon
tis a knavith piece of work ; but what of that ? Your
Majeity and we fhall have free Souls, it touches us not ;
let the galled Jade winch, our Withers are unwrung.
‘Liis is one Lusianws, Nephew to the King.

Enter Lucianus,
Oyh. You are as good as a Chorus, my Lord.

h N A M LY
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Fam. I could interpret between you and your Loves
If I could {ee the Puppits dallying.

¢ Oph. You are keen, my Lord, you are keen.

¢ Ham. It would coft you a Groaning to take off mine

¢ Oph. Still worfe and worfe. (Edge.

Ham. ¢ So you miftake your Husbands.” Begin, Mur-
derer, leave thy damnable Faces and begin; come, the
croaking Raven doth bellow for Revenge. [agreeing, .

Luc. 'Thoughts black, Hands apt, Drugs fit,and Time
Confederats Seafon, and no Creature {eeing,

Thou mixture rank, of Midnight Weedscolleted,
With Hecate’'s Bane, thrice blaited, thrice infe&ed ;
‘Thy natural Magick and dire Property,

On wholfom Life ufurps immediately.

Ham. He poifons him 1'th’ Garden for his Eftate, his -
Name’s Gonzago 3 the Story is extant, and written in ve-
ry choice ftalian : you fhall fee anon how the Murderer -
oets the Love of Gonzagd’s Wife,

Oph. 'The King rifes,

¢ Ham. What frighted with falfe Fire?

Queen. How fares my Lord ?

Pol. Give o’er the Play.

King. Give me {ome Lights: Away!

Pol. Lights, Lights, Lights. [ Ex. &/l but Hamy, and Hor. -

Ham. Why let the ftrucken Deer go weep,

The Hart ungall’d go play,

For fome muft watch, whilit fome muft {leep,

'Thus runs the World away. ¢ Would net this, Sir, and
¢ a Foreft of Feathers, if the reft of my Fortunc’s turn

¢ Turk with me, with provincial Rofes on my raz’d Shoes, .
¢ act me a Fellowfhip in a City of Players &

¢ Hor. Half a Share,

¢ Ham. A whole one, I
¢ For thou doft tnow, O Damoen dear,
¢ 'This Realm difmantled was
¢ Of Fowe himielf, and now reigns here
¢ A very very Peacock. -

¢ Hor. You might have rhym’d.

Ham. O good Horatio, I'll take the Ghofl’s word for a
thoufand Pound. Didft perceive ? -

07 »
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Hor. Very well my Lord.

Flor. Upon the talk of the poiloning.

Hor. 1 did very well note him.

Ham. Ah, ah, come{ome Muflick, come the Recorders -
* Forthe King likes not the Comedy,

° Why then perhaps he likes it not perdie.
¢ Come, fome Mulick.
Enrer Rofencraus and Guildenfiern.

Guil. Good my Lord, vouchiafe me a Word wich you.

Harm. Sir, a whole Hidory.

Guil/. The King, Sir.

Ham. Ay Sir, what of him ?

Guil. Is in his Retirement marvellous ditemper’d.

Ham. With Drink, Sir?

Gu:i/. No, my Lord with Choler.

Ham. Your Wifdom would fhew itfelf richer, to fig-
nify this to the Doctor; for me to put him to his purga-
tion, would perhaps plunge him into more Choler.

Guil. Good my Lord, put your Dicourfe into {omae
And ftart not {o wildly from my Bufinefs. [[Frame,

Ham. T am tame, Sir, proncunce.

Gui/l. The Queen your Mother, in moft great Afilition
of Spirit hath fent me to you.

Har:. You are welcome.

Gui/. Nay, good my Lerd, this Courtefy is not of the
right breed: if it thall pleafe you to make me a whol-
fom Anfwer: I will do your Mother’s Commandment ;
i not, your Pardon and my Return f{hall be the end of
¢he Bulinefs. -

Fianm. Sir, I cannot.

Refi What my Lord ?

Hmr Make you a wholfom Anfwer, my Wit’s difea-
fed - but Sir, {fuch Anfweras I can maLc you fhall com-
mand, or rather as you r’ly; my I\’.[Othcr, therefore no
wore, but to thematter: my Mother, you fay.
7l¢f. Thenthus fhe fays, Your Behaviour of late hath
firuclk her into Amazement and Adiniration.

Eam. O wonderful Son, that can thus aftonith a Mo-
{her ! but 1s there no Sequcelat the Heels of this Mother's
Adiairation ¥ lmpart. )

KNof.
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Rof. She defires to fpeak with youin her Clofet, ere
you go to bed. -

Ham. We fhall obey, were fhe ten times our Mother :
have you any farther I'rade with us?

Rof. My Lord, you once did love me.

IHam. And do itill by thefe Pickers and Stealers.

Rof. Good my l.ord, what 1s the Caufe of your Dif-
temper ? You do furely bar the Door upon your own
Liberty, if you deny your Griefs to your Friend, -

Hazmz. Sir, Ilacle Advancement.

Rof. ¥low can that be, when you have the Voice of
the King himfelf for your Succeflion in Denmark ¢

’ Enter Horatio avith Recorders.

Ham., Ay Sir, but while the Grafs grows, the Pra.
verl is {omething muity : Oh the Recorders, let me fee
onc to withdraw with you; why do you go about to
recover the Wind of me, as 1if you would drive me inio
a Toll? *

Guil. O, my Lord, if my Duty be too bold, my Love
i1s too unmannerly.

Ham. 1 do not well underftand that, will you play
upon this Pipe?

Gu:l. My Lord, I cannet.

Ham. 1 pray you.

Guil. Believe me 1 cannot.

Ham. 1 beleech you.

Gu:i/, I know no touch of it, my Lerd.

Hamn. [tisas emy as Lying; govern thefe Vantages
with your Fingers and the Thumb; give it breath with
your Mouth, and 1t will difcourfe moit eloquent Muiick :
look you, thefe are the Stops.

Gu:i/. But thefe cannot I command to any Utterance
of Harmony, I have not the Skill.

Ham., Why look ye now, how unworthy a thing you
make of me; you would play upon me, you would feem
to knoew my Stops, you would plack out the Heartof my
Nyiftery, you would {found me from my loweil Note to
the top of my Compafs; and there 1s much Mufick, ex-
cellent Voice in this littde Organ, yet cannot you makeit
{peak. °’Sdeath, do youthink I am ecafier to be plad
S on
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onthan a Pipe ? Call me what Inftrument you will, tho’
You can {ret me, you cannot play upon me.
Enter Polonius.

Po/. My Lord, the Queen would fpeak with you, and
prefently.

Ham. Do you {eeyonder Cloud that’salmoft in fhape
of a Camel?

Pol. *T'is like a Camel indeed.

Ham. Methinks ’tis like a Wezel,

Pol. It is black like a Wezel.

Hasn. Or like a Whale.

Pol. Very like a Whale.

Han. Thenl will come to my Mother by and by ; [by.
'They fool meto-the top of my bent. ¢ 1 will come by and

« Pol. I will fay fo. [Exit.
Ham. By and by is eafily faid. Leave me Friends.
[ Exeunt.

"T'isnow the very witching time of night,
When Church-yards yaun, and Hell itfelf breathes out
Contagion to the World: Now could I drink hot Blood,
And do fuch Deeds as Day it felf :
Would quake to leek on. Soft! now to my Mother
O Heart, lofe not thy Nature ! let.not ever
"The Soul of Nero enter this firm Bofom !
I.et me be cruel, not unnatural :
I will {peak Daggers to her, but ufe none.
¢ My Tongue-and Soul, in this be Hypocrites;
¢ How ir my words foever ihe be fhent,
¢ To give them Seals never my Soul confent. [Z:is,
Eunter King, Rofencraus, and Guildenitern.
King. I like him not, nor flands it fafe with us
"T'olet his madnefs range ; therefore prepare you:
¢ T your Commiflion will forthwith difpatch,
‘ And he to England thall along with you ;
¢ The Termsof our Efiate may not endure
¢ IHazards fo near us as doth hourly grow
& Out of his Lunacies.
‘ Guil. We will our felves provide;

¢ Molit Holy and Religious Fear it 15
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10 keep thele many Bodies {afe,
That live and feed upon your Majelty.

“ Rof. The fingle and peculiar Life is bound
With all the Swrength and Armour of the Mind,
To keepitlelt from Noyance; but much more
‘I’hat Spirit, uponwhote Weal depends and refis
The Lives of many: The ’Ceafe of Majeity
Dies not alone, but like a Guilf doth draw
What’s near it with it ;5 or it is a mafly Wheel],
Fix'd on the Summit of the higheft Mount,
T'o whole huge Spokes ten thoufand lefler things
Are morteic’d and adjoin’d, which when 1t {alls,
Each {mall Annexment, petty Confequence,
Attends the boiftrous Ruin; never alone
Did the King figh, but with a general Groan.
King. Arm then I pray you to this fpeedy Voyage,
For we will Fetters put about this Fear
Which now goes too free-footed.

Rof. We will make haite. [ Exeunt Rof. &8 Guil,
Enter Polonius.

. Pol. Sir, he’s going to his Mother’s Clofet,
Behind the Arras I'll convey my felf
'I'o hear the Procefs ; I’ll warrant the’ll tax him home,
And as you faid, and wifely was it {aid,
"T'1s meet that fome more Audience than 2 Mother,
Since Nature makes them partial, thould o’er hear
T heir Speech. Fare you well my Liege,
I’ll call apon you ere you ¢o to bed,
And tell you what I hear. FOEZIY

King. 'I'hanks, dear my Lord.

O my Offence 1s ranls, it {mells to FHeaven
It hath the eldeit Curfe upon’,
A Brother’s Murder : pray 1 cannot,
"T'ho’ Inclination be as tharp as Will,
My ftronger Guilt defeats my ftrong Intent
And like a Man to double Bufine(s bound,
I ftand in paufe where [ fhall firft begin,
And both negleét. What if this caried Hand
Were thicker than it {elf with Brother’s Blood »
Is there not Rain enough in the {weet Heavens

a ®* aa A& a8 A A OB w o 9
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"o wath 1t white as Snow? Whereto ferves Mercy,
But to confront the Vifage of Oftence?

 And what’s in Prayer, but this twofold Force,

¢ To be foreflalled ere we come to fall,

“ Or pardon’d being down?’ Then I'll look up;
My Faule 1s patt; but oh! what Form of Prayer
Can ferve my turn? Forgive me my foul Murder!
T hat cannot be, fince I am {till poflels’d

Of thole Effedls for which I did the Murder,

My Crown, ming own Ambition, and my Queen.
Nay onc be pardon’d, and retain th’ Offence?

In the corrupted Currents of this World,
Oitence’s gtlded Hand may fhove by Juftice ;
And oft 'tis feen the wicked Prize it felf

Buys out the Law: but ’tis not fo above,

‘T'here 1s no {huflling: there the Adtion lies

In its true Nature, and we our {elves compell'd
Lven to the Teeth and Forehead of our Faults
‘T'o givein evidence. What then! what refts?
T'ry what Repentance can; what can 1t not?
Yet what can it when one cannot repent ?

O wretched State! O Bofom black as Death!

O limed Soul! that ftruggling to be free,

Art more engaged ! ¢ Help Angels, make aflay,
Bow ftubborn Knees, and Heart with Strings of Steei
Be foft as Sinews of the new-born Babe,

All may be well. {The King lkneels.
Enter Hamlet.

Ham. Where 1s this Murderer? he kneels and prays,
And now I'll do’t, and {fo he ooes to Heaven,
And {fo I am reveng'd: that would be {cann’d=——m
He kill’d my Father, and for that
I his fole Son fend him to Heaven.
‘Why this 15 Reward not Revenge:
He tools my Father groily, * full of Bread,
With all his Crimes broad blown as fluth 2¢ *ay 3
And how his Audit ftands, who lrc v, o2 i-leaven?
Buat in our Circumftances and Cour.c i 7 . aght,
> I'ts heavy with him; and am [ then so/ong'd,
“L'o talie him in the purging of his So i,

\ Vhen
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When he is fit and feafon’d for his Paflage? No.
Up Swor J, and Know tacu a more horr:.d time,
Wien ne s drank, aflcep, or in a rage,
Or an th’ nceliuous Pleafures of his Bed s

‘ At Gaming, Swearing,” or about fome Act
T'hat has no R.ehfh of Salvation in’t.
Then trip him, that his Heels may kiclc at I en
“ And that his Soul may be as damn'd and biack
‘¢ As Hell whereto it pgoes:” Ny Melher ftave,
This Phyfick but prolonns thy tickly Days. .1 Eoif.

Kine. My Words fiy up, my "{'houghts remain below,
Words without Thoughts never to Heaven go.  [Exit.

Enter Queen and Polonius.

Fol. Fle will come iiralght look youlay home to'him,
'T'ell him his Pranks have been too broad to bear with,
And that your Grace hath {lood between
Much Heat and him. Ul here conceal my f{elf,
Pray you be round with him.

* Ham. acithin, Nother, Mother, Mother.

‘:')utr’?: L warrant VGO, tear mie not.

Withdraw, 1 hear him coming.
Enter Flamlet.

Flasn:, Now Mother, svhads the matter ?

{)”“'E 2. Hamlet, thou hatt thv F ather much oftended.

Flan. Morther, you have my father much offended..

lueen, Come, come, you dnfwer with an idle Tongue.

Foam. Go. zo, you queftion with a wicked Vongue.

e, W e 3 b 0“»’ now, Hamier?

Foam. What's the matter now ¢

> veen. Have vou forpot me'!

Lo o, b‘t the Roed. not (o,

e are wee Jueen. vour Hlusband’s Brother’s Wife;
Snd weould it were not {o, you are my Mother.

D, Nay then Pl fer thofe to you that can fpealk.

hz:’ﬂ:. Coine, come, and fit you down, you fhall not
Yeu go not til I fer you up a Glals, [Ludge,
Vlieie you may fce the utmolt part of you.

s2ecn. \V Lat wilt thou do? thou wilt nat murder me 2

Pie !D, Lo !
Eof. Wnat ho, help. { Bebind the Adrras.
Ham.,

x
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Ham. How new, a Rat? dead for a Ducket, dead.

. [Kills Pol,
Pcl. O I am {lain.
Lrneer. O me, what haft thou done?
Ham. Nay, 1 know not, is it the King?
Lueenr. O what a rath and bloody Deed is this?
Ham. A bloody Deed, almoft as bad. good Mother,
As kill a King, and marry with his Brother.
Queer. As kill a King.
Ham. Ay, Lady, ’twas my word,
Thou wretched, rafh intruding I'ool, farewel
I took thee for thy better, take thy Fortune;
Lhou findft t6 be too bufy, is fome danger.
Leave wringing of your Hands; peace, fit you down,
And let me wring your Heart, for fo I fhall,
If 1t be made of penctrable ftuff,
¢ If damned Cuftom have not braz'd it fo,
* "Fhat 1t be Proof and Bulwark againft Senfe.
Queen. What have 1 done, that thou darit wag thy
I'n Noife fo rude againft me? [ Tongue
Han:. Such an A&,
‘That blurs the Grace and Bluth of Modefty,
Calls Virtue Hypocrite, takes off the” Rofe
From the fair Forehead of an innocent Love,
And fets a Blifter there, makes Marriage-Vows
As mlie as Dicers Oath: Oh fuch a Deed!
As from the Body of Contra&tion plucks
‘T'he very Soul, and fweet Religion makes
A Rhapfody of Words. ¢ IHeaven's Face does glow;
* Yea, this Solidity and compound Mafs,
 With heated Vifage as againft the Doom,
“ Is thought-fick at the A&,
£nh me! that Aé&t! *
Lueen, Ah me, what A&t
Ham. ¢ Uhat roars fo loud, and thunders in the Inlex
Lock here uponthisPi€ture, and on this,
"I'ne counterfeit Prefentment of two Brothers ;
See what a Grace was feated on this Brow,
Flyperion’s Curls, the Front of Fowe himfelf,

An Bye like AMars, to threaten and command, A
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¢ A OStation like the Herald Mercury,
¢ New lighted on a HHeaven-kifling Hills
A Combination, and a Form indeed,
Where every God did {feem to fet his Seal,
‘To give the World Aflurance of a Man:
This was your Husband. Look you now what follows,
Here 1s your Husband, like a mildew'd Ear,
Blafting his wholfom Brother. IHave you Eyes:
Could you on this fair Mountain leave to feed,
And batten on the Moor? Ha, have you Eyes?
You caunot call it Love, for at your Age
The heyday of the Blood is tame, it's humble,
And waits upon the Judgment; and what Judgment
Would ftep from this to this? Senfe {fure you have,
Elfe could you not have Motion; but fure that Senle
Is apoplex’d: for Madnefs would not err,
Nor Senfe to extafy was never yet {o thrall’d,
But it referv’d fome quantity of Choice
To ferve in {uch a difference. ¢ What Devil waslt,
« "That thus Lath cozen’d you at hoodman blind ?
¢ Eyes without Feeling, Feeling without Sight,
¢ Ears without Hands or Eves, Smelling {ans -all,
« Or but a fickly part of one true Senfe,
« Could not fo mope.” Oh Shame, where is thy Bluh?
Rebellious Hell,
If thou canft mudiny in a Matron’s Bones,
To flaming Youth let Virtue be as Waz, J
And melt in hcr own Fire, ¢ proclaim no Shame,
When the compulfive Ardor gives the Charge;
Since Proft it felf as attively doth burn,
As Rezafen panders Wall,

Quecr. O lamlet, {peak no more;
Thou turn’ft my very Evyes into my Soul.
¢ And there 1 fee fuch black and grieved Spots,
¢ As will leave there their unét.

Ham. Nay, but to live
In the rank Sweat of an 1nceftuous Bed,
Stew'd in Corruption, ¢ honying, and making Love
* Over the nally Sty.

Queen. O {peak to me no more.

T hefe
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Thefe Words like Daggers enter in mine Ears.
No more, {weet Hamlet.
FHam. A Murderer and a Villain!
A Slave, that’s not the twentieth part the T'ythe
Of your precedent Lord; a Vice of Kings;
£ Cutpurfle of the Empire and the Rule,
‘I"hat from a Shelf the precious Diadem ftole,
And put it in his Pocket:
A King of Shreds and Patches.
| Eauter Ghof?.
Save me, and hover o'er ine with your Wings,
You heavenly Guards; what would your gracious [ligure #

Drecn. Alas! he’s mad. )

em. Do yon not come your tardy Son to chide,
That laps’d in Time and Pailion, let’s go by
Th' important acting of your dread Command? O fay !

Glsff. Do not forget; this Viluation
Js bur to whet thy almoit blunted Purpofe.
But lcok, Amazement on thy Mother iits :
O flep between her and her fighting Soul !
Conceit in wealkelt Bodies ftrongeii works
Speak to her, Famlet.

Fan:. 'How 1s 1t with you, Madam ¥

SLueen, Alas! how 15t with you ?
That you do bend your Eye on Vacancy,
Arnd with th’ incorpereal Air do hold Infcourfe?
J‘orth at your Eyes your Spirits wildly peep;
And, as the fleeping Soldiers in th’ Alarm,
YVeur Hair flarts up and flands an end: O gentle Son!
Upon the Heat and I'lame of thy Diflemper
Sprinkle cool Paticnece: whereon do you look?

Feam. On him, on.him—look vcu how pale he slares,
Jiis Form and Caufe conjoln’d. preaching to Stones
VWeuid malke them capable: do not look upon me,
Left witll his pitcous Action you convert .

Ay ffern Efects; then what 1 have to do,
Will want true Colour, Tears perchance for Blood.

Wueer. Vo whom do you {peak this?

itam. Do von ice nothing there?

¢

Cuieen, Nething at all, yet all that’s here T {ce.

T H({?ﬂi
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Han. Nor did vou nothing hear?
Queen. No, nethlnfr but our {elves,
Hom. Why look you there; look how it falks 2Way,
Ny FFather in his Habit as heliv'd ;
Look where he gors, even now out at the Portal.
[E. rf‘ Gﬁc:ﬂ-.,
Queer. 'This is the very CO‘I’IAQE of vour Bra
This bodilefs Creation Extafy 1s very cunning in.
Ham. Ny Pulle, as yours, doth tﬂmpﬂratﬂ lkeep time;
And mzlkes as healthfol Muafick: it is not Madnels
T'hat [ have uttered, bring me toine Teft,
And ] L'u: mater wiil re word ; waico Madnef(s
(Cannot o,  Alother, for the Love of Grace,
L.ay not that Battering Unction to your Sonl,
'That not vonr Frelpals, but yonr MMadnels ipeaks s
1= will but slan and film the uiczreus place,
VWhiles ranic Corruption inining all within,
Infefls unicen: Confefs yourfelf to [-Ieaven,
chem what’s paft, avoid what isto come; |
And do not {pread t} e Compnit on the Weeds,

T'o malke them ]"1]1"61‘ Forgtve me this mmy Virtue 3
For in the I"atnefs of the cpm{v Tlimes,

Virtue it felf of Vice muft pardon heg.
Yea carb and weo for leave to do him good.
Quecn. O Hamz’ft thou haft cleft my Heart.
Ham. Then throw away the worfer part of it,
And live the purer with the other half.
Good-night, but go not to my Uncle’s Bed;
Aflume a Virtue if vou have it not.

¢ That Moniter Cuonom. who all Senfe doth cat,
¢« Of Habiws evil, 1s Aneel vetin this,

¢ "That to the U of Aduons fair and f;rood

¢« He likewife oives 3 Freck or Livery,

¢ That aptly is put on: refrain to mqht,

And that ﬂlﬂ_ll fend a kind of Hafltness

'To the next Abltinence, tihe next more eafy;
For Wiealmoft can change the Stamp of Nature,
And mafter the Devil, or throw him out
With wondrous Potency. Once more good
And when youare defiraus to be Ihleit.

L4
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¢ I’il Blefiing beg of you:” for this {ame I.ord,
I Pointing to Pal.
I do repent; but Heaven hath pleas’d it {o,
‘T'o pufh me with this, and this with me,
‘T"hat I muil be their Scourge and Minifter.
I will beftow him, and will anfiver well
The Death I gave him; fo again good-night.
I muft be cruel, only to be kind ;
T hus bad begins, and worfe remains behind.
One word more.
Lueerr. What thall I'do?
Ham. * Neatthis by no means that I bid you do,
Letnotthe King temipt you to bed again,
* Pinch wanton on your Checls, call you his Moufe;
* Arnd let him not for a pair of reechy Kiffes,
¢ Or padling in your Neck with his damn’d Fingers,
NMake you to ravel all this matter out,
That I eflentially am not in Madnefs,
Dut mad 1n Craft; ¢'twere good youlet him know,
* For who that’s but Queen, fair, fober, wife,
¢ Would fiom a Paddock, from a Bat, a Gib,
¢ Such dezr Concernings hide? who would do {o?
‘ No, in defpite of Senfe and Secrecy
* Unpeg the Basket on the Houfe’s top,
¢ Let the Birds fly, andlike the famous Ape,
¢ To try the Conclufions in the Basket crecp.
° And break your own Neck down.
QDueen. De thou afiur’d, if Words be made of Breath,
And Breath of Life, I have no Life to breathe
What thou hatt faid to me.
Heam. | muft to Exgland, you know that.
Queen. Alack, I had forgot, :
*T'is {o concluded on, [fellows,
Ham. ¢ There’s Letters fcal’d, and my two School-
¢ Whom I will truft as I will Adders fang’d,
¢ ‘Theyv bear the Mandate ; they muft {weep my way,
¢ And narfhal me to Knavery: let it work,
¢ l‘or 'ts the Sport to have the Engincer
* Hoift with his own Petard, and ’tfhall go hard
&

But I will delve one Yard below their Mines,
¢ And
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¢ And blow them at the Moon: O ’tis moft {weet,
¢ When in one Line two Crafts directly meet.
'['his Man will {et me packing,
T'll lug the Guts into the neighbouring Room.
Mother, good-night; this Counielior
Is now moft ftill, moft {ecret,  and moit grave,
Who was in’s life a foolifh prating Knave,
Come Sir, to draw toward an end with you.
[Exft Hamlet, drﬂggfﬁg 732 Polonius.
Sood-night Mother.

[ ? -'.I' H:;‘
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ACT IV. §SCENLR L
A Royal Apartinent.

Enter King, and Quees, awith Rofencraus ard Guidenftern

King. I Here's matter in thefe Sighs, ¢ thefe profound
You muft expound them : [ Heaves,
Wlere 1s your Son?
Lueen. Beflow this place on usa little while.
[ Exennt Rol. &' Guil,
Al my Lord, what have 1 {cen to night?
King. What, Gertrude? how does Hamlet?
Sucen. Mad as the Sea and Wind, when both contend
Which is the mightier; in lis lawless I,
Behind the Arras hearing tomething {tir,
Whips out his Rapier, cries a Rat, a Kat,
And 1in his brainith Appreheniion kills
The unfeen good old Man,
King. O heavy Deed!
It bad been fo with us, had we been there:
¢ His Liberty is full of'thireats to all,
‘ 'To you your felf, to us, te every one.
¢ Alas, how thall this blecody Deed be aniwer’d?
¢ It will be laid to us, whole Providence
¢ Should have reftrain’d ,
¢ This mad young Man: but fomuch was our Love,
¢ We would not underitand what was molt fic,
4. ¢ Bt
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« Bug like the owner of a foul Difeafe,
« To keepir from divulging, letit feed
* Ivven on the Pithof Life: whereis he gone?

Dueen. T'o draw apart the Body he hath kil d,

¢ (O’er wiliom his Madnels like fome QOar,
« Amonga Mineral of Mettle baie
¢ Shews it telf poor; he weeps for what 1s done.

Kinz. Gertrude, come away s
‘The Sun no iconr {hall the Aountains touch,

But we will fhip kim hence; and this vile Deed
Wemuit, with ali our Mayefty and  skill,

Fnter Rof. and Guil.,
Doth countenance und excuic.—~———— Ho, Guildenferan,
Fricnas both, go j»sin witn vou fome furcher Aid ;
et 1 Aiadnefs hatly PoZonins {lain, *
And frain his Motter’s Cloiet has he drages’d hun :
Go feek hm out, {rrak fotr, and bring the Body
Into the Chapel; 1 piay you halle in this.
Lome, Gertrude, wi'll call up our wifeil I'rends,
And let them lknow both whatwe mean to do,
‘And what’s unti:nely dones
« Whote VW hifper o'er tae World’s Duameter,
< Aslevel as the Cannon to his Bianl:,

'I'ranfports his poilon’d Shot, may mifs our Name,
¢ And hit the woundlefs Atr. O come away,

« My Soul is full of Difcord and Difmay. [ Exeunt.
Eater Tamlet.
Ham. Sately ow'd., [W5¢hin ! Hamlet Lord Hamlet !
Heonw. Vo' hat Noife F wao calls Hasmler ?
O here ticy come.

ReisVWhathavevou done. my Lord, with the dead Body ?

Ham. COI.:I.}OLI"ILEd it with Duft, whoreto itis a-Kkin.

Rof: Tel[ us where ‘s, that we may take it thence,
And bear 1t the Chapel.

Han:. Dn not believe it.

Re/. Betteve what?

Herz, That I can keep your Counfel, and nnot my own?
bHefides, to be demanded of a Spunge, what {[lepiication
fhiould be made by the Son of a hing? .

- Ny Lake you me for a Spunge, my Lord? |
Ligm,
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Ham. Ay, Sir, that {oaks up the Kivg's Countenance,
his Rewards, his Authorities: but {uch Ofhicers do the
King beft fervice mnthe end, fe lkeeps them lilie an Ap-
plein the corner of his Jaw, fuft mouth’d to be laft fwal-
low'd; when he needs what you have gleaned, it is bug
{queezing you, and fponge, you fhall be dry again.

Rof. 1 underftand you rot, my Lord.

Ham. 1 am glad of it: a knavith Speech {lzeps in a
feolith Ear. *

Rofi My Lord, you mutft tell us wherethe Boly is, and
go with us to the King. B

¢ Hasn. 'I'he Dody is with the King, but the King 15
° not with the Body : the King 15 a thing.

¢ Guil. A thing, my Lord?

Ham. © Of nothing;” bring me to him. [Exeunt,

" Enter King and Gentlien,

King. I have {ent to feek him, and to ind the Body;

IHow dargerous 1s it that this Man gocs loofe ?
Yet mult we not put the firong Law upon him :
Fle’s lov’d of the diftracted Multitude,
Who hlie not in their [ndgment, but their Eyes;
And where *tis fo, th' Odender’s Scourge is weigh'd,
But never the Otfence.  'I'o bear all fmooth and cven,
i"his {fudden {fending himv away muit {eem
Deltberate Paufe: Difeafes duiperate grown,
By defperate Appliance are reliev’d,
Or not at ail,
Erter Nofercrave ard Gotlderftern,

¢ King. How now? what nath heifallen ? ,

Rof. Where the dead Lody 1> bellow’d, 1y Lord,
Ve cannot ‘get from h'ma. '

Kizg., But wkhere 1s he? [ure.

Rof. Without, my Lord, euarded to know vour ploa-

Kéng. Bring him before us. '

Rgf. Ho, bring in the Lord ITomiet.

FEunier Hamlet aud (funrds.

King, Now Iawmlet, wherd’s £ 0snivs

Ham At Supper.

Lirg, At Surper! where?

D }-JTii'- .
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" Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten :
certain Convocation of politick Worms are e’en atthim. :
 ‘Your Worin is your only Emperor for Diet. We fat
¢ all Creatures elle to fat us, and we fat our felves for
¢ Maggots: your fat King and your lean Beggar is but -
« variable Service ; two Difhes but to one T able, that’s

- % the end.

¢ King. Alas! alas!

¢ Ham. A Manmay fith with the Worm that hath eat
* ofa King, eat of the Filh that hath fed of that Worm.

© Kizy. What doit thou mean'by this !

¢ Harz. Nothing but to fhew you how a King may go
¢ a Prozrefs thro' the Guts of a Beggar.

Sl

King. Where is Polonius?

« Hanm. In Heaven; fend thither to {ee- if your Meflen-
eor find Lhim not there, feek him 1’th’ other place your
el bat indeed if you find bim not within this Menth,
you {hall nofe him as you go up Stairs into the Lobby.

Kiwz. Go {eek him there.

Flear:. He will flay till you come.

King. Hamlet, this Deed, for thine efpecial Safety,
* \Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve
s vForthat which theu haft done,” muit {fend thee hence s
'T'acrefcie prepare thy {elf.

T'he BRaris 1s ready, and tac Wind fits fair,
¢ I'N Afiuciates tend, and cvery thing is bent
Yor Eurriend,

Fas. lcr Euglaad?

Movp. Ay Hamlet.

Heam, Good.

King. So is it if thou knew't our Purpofes.

Fan:. I {eea Cherub that {ves them : but come, for
Farewecl, dear Mother. [ England.

Kire. Thy loving Father, Hamler.

I7az. My Mothier ; Fatherand Mother is Manand Wife,
Nanand Wile is ene Ileh; and fo my Mother. Farewel
Come, for Ersland. [ Exit. [ Mother,

Kinz, Feliow him,

Tempt him with (peed abroad, _
¢ Delay it not,” I'll have him hence to-night:
Away,
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Away, for every thing is feal’d and done,

&

‘Lhat elle leans on the Affair; pray you make hafle,

And: England, if my prefent Love thou hold’it at ought,

G
&

€
]
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As my great Power therefore may give thee Senfle,
Since yet thy Cicatrice looks raw and red

After the Danifb Sword, and thy free Awe
Pays homage to us, thou may’ft not coldly fet
Our Sovereign Procefs, which imports as full

By Letters conjuring to that effect

‘T'he prefent Death of Hamler, ¢ do it England,

¢
.4
-4
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For like the Heétick in my Blood he rages,

And thou muft cure me; till. I know ’tis done,

How e’er my haps, my Joys were ne’er begun. | Exit.
¢ Entér Fortinbras avith bhis Adrmy sver the Stage.

* For. Go Caprain, from me greet the Dani/h King.

Tell him that by his Licence Fortinbras

Craves the Conveyance of a promis’d March

Over his Kingdom; you linow the Rendezvous:

Jf that his Majeity would ought with us,

We fhall exprefs our 1Juty in his Eye;
And let him know f{o.
¢ Capr. I will do’t, my Lord.
¢ For. Go {oftly en. [ L it Fer,
Enter Hamlet, Rofencraus, (e,
¢ Ham. Good Sir, whole Powers are thefe?
¢ Capr. They are of Noravay, Sl
Flam, How propos’d, Sir, 1 pray ycuo?
° Capt. Againit fome part of Po/uind. g
€ Iigwm. Who commands them, Sir’?
€ Capt. 'TThe Nephew of old Noravav, Foritinbras.
“ Ham. Goes it againit the MNamm ¢f Poland, Sir,
Cr againft {fome Frontier?
“ Cap¢. Truly to{peak, and with no Additien,
We go to gain a little Patcia of Groundg,
Thar hath in 1t no Profit but the Name:
To pay five Ducats, five, I would nct farm it ;
Nor will it yield to Noracay or the [Pale
A ranker Rate, fhould 1t be {cld in fee.
¢ Ham. Why then the Po//ack never will defend e,
¢ Capt. Nay 1t i1s already garriion’d,
' D 2 7/
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¢ Han. Two thoufand Souls, and zoeoco Ducats
¢ Wil not debate the Queftion of this flraw ;
¢ T hisisth’ Impoflhume of much Wealth and Peace,
¢ "T'hat inward breaks, and thews no.caufe without
¢ Why the NMan dies. I humbly thank you, Sir.
¢ Capt. God be w'ye, Sir.
€ Rof. Will't pleafe you go, my Lord?
“ Ham. D'l be with you {traight, go a little before,
¢ Tlow all Occalions do inform agamit me,
< And fpur my duell Revenge? VWhat 1s a Man, -
¢ {f bis culef Good and Muket of his time
¢ Be but to {leep and feed ? a Bealt no more.
¢ Sure he that _made us with fuch large Difcourfe,
¢ Looking before and after, gave us not
¢ "T"hat Capability and God-like Reafen
¢ "f'o ruft 1n us unus'd ¢ now whether itbe
¢ Betial Oblivion, oy {fome craven Scruple
¢ Of thinking too precifcly onth’ Event,
¢ A Thought which quarter’d,hath butone part Wifdom,
¢ And cver three parts Coward 5 T do not know
¢ Why yet 1 hive to fay this thing’s to do,
< Sith I have Caule, and Will, and Streneth,and Meane
¢ To do’t - Examples grofsas larth exhort mic ;
¢ Witnels this Army of tuch Mafs and Charge,
¢ Led by a dehicate and tender Prince,
* Whele Spirit with Divine Ambition puft,
¢ Niakes moutl.s at the mmvincable Event,
¢ Expofina what is mortal and unfure
¢ Toall that Fertune, Death and Danger dare,
¢ Evon for an Fgeg-fiell.  Rightly to be great,
¢ Ts net to flir withiout great Argument ;
But greatly to ind Quarrel 1n a firaw,
When Iionecur’s at the ftake. How {land I then,
That have a Father kill'd, a Mother {tain’d,
¢ Excitements of my Reafon and my Bleood,
¢ And ler all ficep, while to my fhame 1 {ee
¢ "T"he imminent Death of twenty thoufand Men,
¢ "That for a Phantaly and T'rick of Fame -
¢ Go to their Graves like Beds, fight fora Plot
¢ ¥ hercon the Numbers cannot try the Caufe,

¢ Which

™ L T
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¢ Which is not Tomb enough and Continent
¢ "T'o hide the Slain? O from this time forth,
¢ My Thoughts be blcody, or be nothing worth ! [ Eaie,
Enter Queen, Horatio, and a Gentleman,
xeen. 1 will not fpeak with her.
(Gent. She 1s 1mportanite,
Indeed diftrafled, and deferves your pity.

Queen. What would fhe have s
Gent. She {peaks much of her Father, fuys fhe hears

Thres Tricksth’ World, and hems, and beats her Heart,
Sparns enviouily at Straws, {peaks things m doub,

That carry but half Senfe, her Speech is nothing ;

Yet the unfhaped Ule of 1t doth move ‘

"The [Hearers to Colledtion, * they aim at 1t,

¢ And botch the Words up fit to their own Thoughts;
Which, as her Winks, and Nods, and Geftures yietd them,
¢ Indeed would make one think theremight be Thougits,

Tho nothing fure, yet much unhappily. (irew
. Hor. "DPweregood fhe were fpoken with, for fhe may

Dangerous Conjectures in ill-breeding Minds.

Let her come in.
Enter Ophelia.

¢ Dyeen. 'Tomy fick Soul, as Sin’s tru= Natur: is,
¢ Bach Toy feems Prologue to fome great amifs:

¢ So full of artlefs Jealoufy is Guilt,
¢ It fpills itfelf in fearing to be fpilt. ,
Oph. Where is the beauateous Majclty of Denmark ?

neen. HGW now, O‘b}.‘EZZ{IP [Sz{?.ﬁ' ﬂ:;:;':;_r.
Op5. How fhould I your true Love know from ANnGe

ther one?

By his ceckle Hat and Stafr, and by his Sandal Shoon.
Oueen, Alas, {weet Lady, what imports this Song 2

Oph. Say you, nay pray you marlk:
He is dead and gone, Lady he is dead and gone, [>ings,

At bis Head a grafs-green Turf; at bis Heels a Stoxe,

O ho.
Ducen, Nay but, Ophelia.

Opb. Pray you mark.
D3 White



=78 HAmMmLET, Prince of Denmarl,

bite bis Shroud as the Mountein Snovwv,
Larded all with favcet Floavers,
FFoich beaveept to the Ground did not go
With trae Love Showvers.
Enter Klng.
€ Queen. Alas, look here, my Lord.
© King. Flow do you, pretty Lady ?
_ Ophb. Well good dil’d you, they {fay the Owl was a Ea-
ker's Daughter: we know what we are, but know nat
svhat we may be.
King. Conceit upon her Father.
Oph. Pray le’s have no words of this, but when they
ack you what it means, fay you this:
To morrow is St. Valentine's Day, [Sings.
Al in the Mosr ?znzg 5&’!1?}:&',
And I a Maid at your Windoww
To be your V. a/f?ztme
King. Prett Ophelia.
Oph. Indeed without an QOath, I’ll make an end on’t,
Then up be rofe, and don’d bis Clothes, and ope'd bis Cham-
[Ger Door;
Ket in the Maid, that out a Maid never departed more.
“ By Gis and by Saint Charity,
¢ Alack and fy for fhame,
¢ Young Men aill do't if they come 10'¢;
¢ By cock they are to blame. [aved.
¢ Quoth fbr, before you tumbled me, you promis’d me ts
* (He aniwers) So fPould I bawe done, by yonder Sun,
¢ And thou radfi not come to my Bed.
Kingz. How long hath fhe been thus?
Oph I hope all will be well, we mult be paticnt: bat
I cannot choofe but weep, to think they would lay him
1’th’ cold Ground ;5 my FBrother {hall know of it,and io
I thank you for your gocd Counfel
Come my Coach, nwd night, Ladies, good-night,
Sweet Ludies, good-nurhr f‘rood night. [Exiz.
King. Follow her cloie, give her guod watch I pray you :
O this is the Poilon of dccp Grief, it {prings
Ail from her Fatlier’s Death., ¢ O Gertrude, Gertr Hr.‘?c’,

¢ Yyhen Sorrows come, they come not fingle Spics, .
¢ but

ety
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¢ Put in Batalliorns : firfl, her Father {lain,

¢ Next, your Son gone, and Le moit violent Author

¢ Of his own juit Remove ; the People muddid,
Thick and unwholfom in their Thoughts and-\Whitpers
For gecod Polonius® Deatr, and we have done butgreelily,
Obfceurely to inter him 5 voor Ophelia |

Divided ficm her {elf avd her fuir Judgment,

VWithout w hich we arc but Fiftuses, or mere Beafls,
Isafl, and asinuch conrzuining ascll thefe,

Fler Diotheris in {ecrer come f1tom France,

¢ Feeds on this Wonder, kcops himfeitin Clouds,

* And wants not Whifpere to infect his Far

¢ With peliilent Speeches of his Father’s- Death 3

* Whercein neceflity of matter beggar’d,

¢ Will nothing flick our Pcrfens to arraign

“ Inearand car. O my dear Gertrade, this,

¢ Like toa murdering piece, in many places

A A B R M

¢ Gives me {fuperfluous Death. [ A4 Noije avithin,
.Em‘fr Gentlewman,
Lueen. Alack, what Noife is this ? [door ¢

King. * Whereare my Sawifers? let them guard the
What 1s the matter? |
. Gent. * Save your felf, my Lord.
¢ 'The Ocean over-piercing of his Liit,
* Eats not the Flats with more impetuous lalfle,
¢ Than’ young Laertes in a riotous head
O’er-bears your Cflicers ; the Rabble call him Lord :
¢ And as the World were now but to begin,
¢ Antiquity forgot, Cuftom not known,
¢ The Ratufiers and Props of every word,
¢ They cry, chufe we Lacrtes for our King ;
Caps, [Hands, and Tongues applanded it to the Clouds,
Lacrtes fhall be King, Lasrtes King.
Queen, * How chearfully onthe falfe T'rail they cry.
[ A Noife avithin,
O this is counter, you falle Dani/s Dogs!
‘ King. The Doors are broke.
Lacr. avithin. Where is the King ? Sirs, ftand you all
without.

2/, No, let’s come 1in.
D 4 Laer.
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Laer. I pray you give me leave,

A We will, we will,

Lacr.l thank you keep the Door,

Enrer Laertes.

© thouvile King, give mne my [ather.

Qyeen. Calmly, good Laertes. [Bafiard,

Lzer. That drop of Blood that’s calm, proclaims e
Cries Cuckold to my Pather, brands the Harlot.
Even here between the chaflte unimitched Brows
Of my true Mother.

King., What is the caule, Laertes,
'That thy Rebellionlooks {0 Giant-like ?
T.et him go, Gertrude, do not fear our Perfon ;
There's fuch Divinity doth hedge a King,
T'hat Treafon dares not reach at what it would,
« A&s little of his Will, ‘Tell me, Laertes,
< Why thou art thus incens’d:’ let him go, Gertrudes
Speak Man.
. Laer. YWhere 15 my Father?

K::fg Dead.

Ducen. But not by him.

King. Let him dernand his fill.

Laer. How came he dead ? I'll not be jugeled with &
'T'o Hell Allegiance, Vows to the blackeft Devil,
¢ Confcience and Grace to the profoundeft Plt,
¢ I dare Damnation.” 'To this point I'ftand,
" hat both the Werlds T ¢give to I\Jegh_gence,
I.et come what will, only I'll be rcveng'd
Noft throughly for my Father.

7ng. Who thall flay you? -

Lacr. My Will, not all the World ¢
And for my Means, I il husband them f{o well,
T'Eey fhall go far wizh hitide,

j’{m Will you in revenge of your
Dear l*ath 1r’s Death, defiroy both Friend and Foe 2

Laer. None but his Eoemiee,

Firg. 1Will you l: NOW them then ?

Lacr. Tohis good Lri-nds thuswide Pl ope my Arms,
And Like the kind Life rendering Pelican -

Relieve them with mny Liood.

y 4 1@,
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King..Why now you {peak
Like z good Child, and a true Gentleman.
‘['hat I am guiltlefs of your Father’s Death,
And am molt {enfible in Grief for g,
It fhall as level to your Judgment lie,
As Dav does to your eye. |

Fithin. O poor Ophclia !

Laer. Let her come in.

| Exnter Ophclia.

¢ How now ? what Neife is that ? _ )
¢ O Heat, dry up my Drains; Tears {even times {216,
“ Burn out the Sen{e and Virtue of mineeye.
By Hcaven, thy Madnefls thall be paid with weaight,
"}'ill our Scale turn the Beam. O Rofe of Alay !/
Dear Maid ! kind Sitter, {weet Oplelial
O Hecavens! is’t poliible a vouns Maid's Wits
Should De as mortal as a fick dMan's Lite !

Op.g?. ‘7/{?{*1‘ bose bim eru'{f?::’:f 077 f18 Bfr?r', [?fﬁgh
Anrd in his Grawe rain’d many a 1ear.

Fnrf‘mu avell, wy Dove.

Laer. Hadit thiou thy VWits, and didf porfuade Revenge,.
it could not move us. _

Opb. You muit fing a-down, a-down. o
And you call him a-cown a. O how the Wheel becomerit!
It i« the falfe Steward that {iele his Matler’s aughier.

Laer, 'Yhis votlicg is mach naore than raater.

Oxk. 'T'here’s Rolemary, thads for Remembrance 3
pray yvou, Love, remember 1 and there’s Puacies, that's
ior I honghts. - '

Laer. A Document in Madrefs, Thouaghets and Re-
membrance ftted. |

Osh There's Feanel for vou, and Columb.nes 5 there's.
Rucs for you, and liere’s fome for me, we may call i
Herb of Grace o Sundays; O y»ou may wzar your
Jue with a diffrence.  T'hearedsa Daily: would give
you fome Violets, bur they wither’d wil when my laihew
dicd : they fay he made a good nd.
For bonny faveer Robin is all iny Jive R

Laer. "Thoughts and Afilictions, Pafiion, el i lelfs
_S.h_c: tuths to Favour and to Prettin:.s,
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Oph. And awvill be not come again, [Sings,

And «will be not come again ?
No, no, he is dead, go to thy Death-Bed,
He newer avill come again.
His Beard awas as avhite as Snoaw ;
llaxern quas bis Pole ;
He is gone, be is c:ram and aue caft avvay moan,
ﬂ?zdpfr.zce be avith bis Soul, and fwztb all Lover’ .fESam’.rq
Exit,
}fz? g, Laertes, T muft fhare in your Grief,
Or you deny my Right: go but apart.
Malke choice of whom your wifelt Friends you will,
And they fhall hear and judge 'twixt you and me ;
It by direft or by celiaeral Hand
‘T'hey And us toucl’d, we will our Kingdom give.
‘ Our Crown, our Life, and all that we call ours,
To you in Satisfaction: but if not,
Be yocu content to lend your Patience to us,
And we fhall jointly Iabour wnh your Sou]
To give it duc content.
Laer. Let this be {o.
Fiis Means of Death, his obfcure Funeral,
No T'rophy, Sword, or Hatchment o’er his Bones,
No noble Rite, nor formul Oftentation,
Cry to be heard as ’twere from Earth to IIenven,
‘Fhat I muft call it in queftion,
King. So you fhall;
And where th’ Offencp is, let the great Ax fall:
I pray ycu go with me. [Exeunt,
Enter Horatio and Gentlemen.
Hor. What are they that would fpeak with me?
Gen. Sea-faring Men, Sir; they {fay they have Letters
for you.
Hor. Let them come in:
J do not know from what part of the World
I fhould be greeted, if not from Lord Ham/iet.
Enter tavo Sailors,
¢ 1 Sail. Szve you, Sir.
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2.8ail Here are Letters for you, ¢ Sir, they came {rom
¢ the Ambaflader that was boand for Enzland,” if your
Name be Eeratio, as we are inform’d it is.
Fior. reads the Lelter.
Voratio, avhen thou foalt have over-Io3d this, oive
thefe Fellowws fome mecans to the Kinr, they have Let-
ters for him. Iire ave avere twwo days old at Sea, a Pi-
rate of wery aarlike Appointment gave us chafe. Find-
ing our felves too floav of fail, ave puton a compelled Va~
lour, and in the Grapple I doarded themn: on the inflant”
they got clear of onr Ship, and fo I alone became their Pii-
Joner. They bave dealt wwith me like Thiewves of” Merey,
Dut tbéy knew awbat t}.’ffy dids I amn to do a turn for
them. Let the King bawe ¢he Letters I bave fent, ond
repair thow to me «with as much fpeed as thon wmuld?
Ay Death., 1haveavordsto [peatinthine ear avill male
thee dumb, yet are they much too linht for the matter.
Thefe good Fellonvs avill bring tice avhere I om. Roftna
craus and Guildenitern Ao/l tleir Courfe for England; of
thewt I hawe much to tell thee. Farcmvel, Hamlet.
Come, [ will make you way for thefe your Letters;
And do’t the {peedier, that you may direl: me
To him from whom you troucht thent. [ Excuns,
Euter ﬁ_'r‘;fg ard Lacrics
King. Now muit your Confciciice mv Nequittance {eal,
And you muil put me in vour Heart for i'riend. '
Since you have heard, and with a knoviing Lar,
"T'hat he who hath your noble cather {lam,
Purfu’d my Life.
Laer. It well appears: but tell me
Why you proceed not againit theie Crimes
3o capital in Nature,
¢ As by your Safrety, Creatneds, Veildom, all thines 2],
 You mainly were flirr'd up.
King. For two {pecial Realens,
Which imay perhaps to you {rem vrealk,
But yet to me they’re flrens: the Queen hir Wothes
Lives almef@l by his Leclis; and for my teli,
Ry Virtae or my Plague. b it either,
Sie 15 {0 precious to oy iile an oal,
Thne

.\



84 HamwunrT, Prince of Denmark.

Thrtas a Star movesnot but in his Sphere,
1 .comld not bur by her, T'Le other Motive
W hy to a publick Court I might not go,
Is tie great Love the People bear him,
Who dipping all his Faults in their Affeétion,
Vvork like the Spring that turncth Wood to Stone,
¢ Convert his Gyves to Grace; fo that my Arrows,
“ Too fiichtly timbred for fo loud a Wind,
* Would have reverted to my Bow again,
¢ And not where I had aim’d them.

Laer. Arnd {ol have a noble Father loft;
A Sifter driven into defperate '1'erms,
Whofe Warth, if Praifes may go back again,
Stood Chaillenger on the Mount of all the Age
For her Perfettions : but my Revenge will come.

King. Break not your Sleep forthat, you muft notthink

"That we are made of Stuff fo flat and dull,
"T'bat we can let our Beard be.fhook with Danger,
And think it pafiime: you fhortly fhall near more,
I lev’d your Fazther, and we love our felf ;
¢ And cthat I hope will teach you to imagine
Enter a Meffenger,
¢« Hlow now ! what News?

Mo Letters, my Lord, from Hamler. ¢ Thele te
¢ your Majefly: This to the Queen.

King. From Hamle# I who broucht them ?

Mey. Sailors, my Lord, they fay, 1 faw them not;
They were given me by Cluundio, bhe received them
Of him that brought them.

King. Lacrtes, you {hall hear them: leave us. [ Ex. Ale/.
High and DMiclty, vou fpall kuow I am fet naked on your
Kinzdon: : to mmsvrcao foall 1 beg leave to fee your king-
by Eycs o avben 1/ball firfl, asking your pardon, there-
wrts recsunt 1the Occaficn of my fudden ¢ and moft flrauge’
Hretvra. '
Wha: fhould this mean ? are all the reft come back ?
Q. is it fome Abufe, or no fuch thing ¢

Lavr. Kuow yeu the Hand ?

Kino. " Hamfet’s Charater. Nalked !

>

And ina Pofticript here he fuys, alune

£an
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Can yeu advife me?

Laer. I'mloft in it, my Lord ; butlet him come,
It warms the very Sicknefls of my Heart, -
‘T'hat I fthall live, and tell him to, his teeth,
T'hus didit theu.

King. It it be {fo, Laertes,
As how theuld it be {o?
Will you be rul’d by me?

Laer. Ay, my Lord, {o you will not o’er. rule me to a
Peace.

King. Tothine own Peace: if he be now return’d,
Asliking not his Voyage, and that he means
No more to undertake it, I will work him
T'o an Exploit now ripe in my Device,
Under the which he fhall not choofe but fall,
And for his Death no Wind of Blame fhall breathe,

But even his Mother fhall uncharge the Pradtice,,
And call it Accident.

Liaer. My Lord, I will te rul’d,
‘F'he rather if you could *devife it o,
"I"hat I might be the Infirument,

(ing. Tt falls right: '

You have been talk’d of fince your travel much,
And that in Ham/et’s hearing, for a Quality
Wherein they fay you fhine; your Sum of Parts
¢ Did not together piuck fuch Envy from hun,
¢ As did thatone, and that in my regard
¢ Of the unworthieft Siege,

Laer. What part is that, my Lord?

King. A veiy Feather in the Cap of Youth,.
Yet needful too, ¢ for Youth no lefs becomes
“ 'The light and carelels Livery that it wears,
¢ 'Than {ctled Age his Sables, and his Weeds,

.* Importing Health and Gravencfs.” Two months fince

Here was a Gentleman of Normandy, ' ‘
I'vefeen my felf, and ferv’d againit the French,
And they can well on horfeback : but this Gallant
Flad Witcheraftin’t, he grew unto his Seat,
And to fuch wondrous doing brought his Horfe,
As he had been incorps’d and demi natus’d

how otherwife?

Witk
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With thebrave Beaft: {fo far he topt my Thought,
That [ in Forgery of Shapes and Tricks
Come fhort of what he did.
Laer. A Norman was’t?
King. A Norman.
Laer. Upon my life, Lamounnd.
King. The very {ame.
Laczy. I know him well, he is indeed
'The Gem of all the Nation.
King. He made Confeflion of you,
And gave you {uch a mafterly Report
For Ert and Exercife in vour Defence,
And for your Rapier moit efpecially,
‘That he cry’d out, "twould bea fight indeed
If one could match you: The Fencers of theiir Natuon
He f{iwore had neither Motion, Guard, nor Eye,
If you oppos’'d them. Sir, this Repcrt of his
Pid Hamle: o envenom with his Envy,
"That he could nothing do, but wifn and beg
Your {udden coming o’er to play wich you,
Now out of this s—————
Loer. What out of this, my Lord?
King. Laertes, was your Father dear toyon?
Or are you like the Painting of a Sorrow,
A Face without a Heart?
Laer. Why ask you this?
King. INot that I think youdid notlove your IFathey,
But that I know Loveis begun by Time, '
And that I {ee in Pailages of Proof,
"Fime qualifies the Spark and Fire of 1t;
There liveswithin the very Flame of Love
A kkind of Wick or Snuff that will abate 1t;
And nothing is at a lilke Goodnelfs itill ;
For Goodnefs growing to a Pleurify,
Dies in his own too much : that we would do,
We (hould do when we'would; for this cvonid caanges,
And hath Abatements and Delays as many
As there are Tongues, are iands, are Accidents:
And then this frox/d is like a {pend tihriit Sigh

i_'ﬂj That hurts by eafing.” But to the bufinels,

& @ & & o0 O a A A A o A
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Hamlet comes back; what would you undertake
To fhew your felf indeed your Father’s Son
More than in words?
Laer, 'To cut his Throat th’ Church. |
King. No plice indeed fhould prote&t a Murderer,'
Revenge thould have no Bounds: but, good Laerses,
Keep clofe within your Chamber;
Hamlet return’d fhall know you are come home,
we'll put on thofe fhall praife your Excellence,
And fet a double Varnifh on the Fame
The Freschman pave you; bring you, in fine, together;
And wager o’er your Heads: he being remifs,
Moft generous, and free from all centriving,
Wiil not perufe the Foils ; fo that with eafe,
Or with a little thufiling, you may choofe
A Sword unbated, and ¢ in a pafs of Pratice’
Requite him for your Father’s Death.
Laer, 1 will do’c;
And for the purpofe I'll anoint my Sword:
I bcught an Unétion of a Mountebark,
So mortal, that but dip a Knife in it,
W here it draws Blood, na Cataplafm fo rare,
Colle€ted from all Simyles that have Virtue
Under the Moon, can fave the thing from Death
That is but {cratch’d withal: I'll touch my Point
Wirh this Contagion, that if I gall him {lightly,
It may be Death,
King, Let’s further think of this;
¢ Wecigh what Canveyance both of Time and Meana
¢ May fit us to our Shape, If this fhould fail,
¢ And that our Drift look thro® our bad Performance,
« *T'were better not affay’d. Therefore this Projet
¢ Should have'a Back or Second that might hold
¢ If this fhould blalt in proof: foft —let me {ec—
« We'll make a folemn Wager on your Cunnings,®
I have’t; when in your Motion you are hot and dry;
As make your Bouts more vielent to that end,
And that he calls for Drink, Pl have prepar’d him
A Chalice for the purpofe, whereon but tafting,
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If he by chance efeape your envenom’d Sword,
It fhall be Death, DBut ftay, what noife?
: Enter Queen,
Q) «een. One Woe doth tiead upon another’s heel,
So tait they follow: your Sifter’s drown’d, Laerses.
Laer. Drown’d! O where ?

Dueen. There is a Willow growing o ‘er a Brook,
That fhews his hoary Leaves i'th’ glifly Stream,
MNear which fantaftick Garlands the did make -
Of Crow-Flowers, Nettles, Daiiies, and long Purples..
¢« That libers] Shepherds g've a grofler Name,

« But our ccld Miids do dead Mens Fingers cail them,
"T here on the perddent Boughs her Coronet-wecds
Clambering to hang, an euvious Shiver broke,
When down her weedy Trc}phtcs and her {elf
¥ell in the weeping Brook ¢ ¢ her Clothes {pread wice,
« And Merimai‘-like, awhile they bore her up,
« Which tirre fhe chanted Remnants of old Lauds,
¢« As one incapable of her own Diftrefs,
« Or like a Creature native and enducd
¢ Unto that Elemert; but long it coull not ‘be
¢ Ti'lthat her Griments, heayy with their Dru ki,
« PalPd the gerte ¥aid from her melodisus Lay
s To muddy Death.
Laer. Aas then!'is fie drown’d ?
L ueen. Drow.d, drown’d.
Lacr, Too much of Water hift thou, poor Opbe’;s,
And therefore I forbid my Tears : bur yet
¢ It is our trick,” Nature her Cuftom. holds,
1.ct Shame fay vlat 1t will- ¢ vrhey thefe are gone,
¢ The Weman will be out.” Adiec, my Lord,
I have a Fire that fiin would blaze, -
But that this Folly drowns it | | Exiz,
King, Lets follow, Gerirudz; '
Fow much had | to do to calm hiis Rage!
Now I fear tiss will give it flart again,
Theretore let’s follow,

ACT
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ACT‘V. SCENE I

Enter two Grave-diggers,

1 Grav. ¥ S fhe to be buried in Chriftian Burizl, when
{he wilfully {eeks her own Salvation?

2 Grav. 1 tell thee fhe is, therefore make her Grave
ftraight ; the Crowner hath f{et en her, and finds it Chrif-
tian Burml

¥ Grav. How can that be, unlefs fhe drown'd her {clf
sa her own Defcncc?

2 Grav, Why ’tis found {o.!

I Grav. It muft be fe offendendo, it cannot be clfe:
for here lies the point, if I drown my felf wittingly, it

reues an Adt; and an A& hath three Branches, it is to
&, to do, and to perform; argal, fhe drown’d her fuif
wiitingly.

2 Grav, Nay but hear, you Goodman Delver.,

1 Grawv. Gwe me lrave ; here lies the Water, good;
here {tands the Man, good; if the Man go to this Water,
and drown himf{clf, it is will he, nill he; he gozs, mark
you that: but if the Warer come to him and drown him,
he drowras not himf{elf; arged, he that is not puiiry of his
own Death, fhortens not his own Life?

2 Grate, But thie Law?

1 Grave, Ay marry is’t; Crowner’s Quf:ﬁ Law.

2 Grave, Will you have the rruth on’t? if this had not
been a Gentlewomaan, fhe fhould have bcen buried withe

our Cariltian Barial. |

I Grave. Why there thou f1y’ft; and the more pity
that great Folk fhould have countenance in this World to
trown or hang themfelves more then we: Come, my
Spade, there is no antient Gentlemen but Gardiners, Ditche
ers, and Grave-diggers; they hold up Adam’s Proteflion,

2 Grave, Was he a Genrleman ¢

2 Grave. He was the firtt that ever bore Arms,
) Il
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il put another Queftion to thee, if thou anfwereft ma
not to the purpofe, confefs thy felf <o

2, Grawve,. Go to. _

¥ Grawve, Wheat is he that builds thonger than either
the Mafon, the Shipwright, or the Carpente: 3

2 Grave. The QGallows-maker, for that outilives a
thoufsrd Tenants,

t Grave. [ like thy Wit well; the Gallows does woell
but how does it well? It does well ro 1y e thar o [T
now thou doft ill to {2y the Gallows is butle frunser i
the Church: argal, the Gallows may do -~uli to thee,
‘To’t again, come,.

2 Grave. Who builds ftronger than & Iefcn, o ¥ vpe
wright, or a Carpenter? ‘ ‘

1 Grave, Ay, tell me that, end unycize

2 Grave, Marry now I can tell.

1 Graze, To’t.

2 Grave. M2{s | cannot tell,

I Grave, Cudgel thy lirains nn moie shout it, for your
dull Afs will not mend his pace with besring; 104 when
thou art ask’d this Queftion next, ioy a Grave-oigpey; the
Houfes he makes laft ¢ll Doomf{day.

o get thee in, and fetch maz a Stoop of Liquor.
- [Exi¢t 2 Grave.
In Youth wobhen 1 did love, did love, [ Sings,
Methonghkt it was very [wed, _
To contract O the time for a my behove,
O wmethoiigh: there was nothing a meet,
Enter Hamlet and Horario,

Flam, Has this Fellow no fecling in his bufinefs, that
he fings in Grave-making?

Hor. Cuftom hith maie it in bhima Property of Ea-
finefs.

Hamz, 'Tis ¢’en {o, the Hand of little employment
hath the daictier Sente,

Grave, But Age with flealing Steps [Singss

Hah clawed ;ne in kis Clutch,
Lnd bath-flupped me into the Land,
As if I vever had been fuch,
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: Ham. That Scull had a Tongue in it, and could fing

onice; how the Knave jowls it to the Ground, as it *twere
Casw’s Jaw-bone, that did the firft murder: this might be
the Pate of a Politician ¢ which this Afs now o’¢r-reaches,
¢ one that would circumvent Heaven,” might it not?

Hor. It might, my Lord,

« Ham. Or of a Courtier, which could fay, good-mor-
row, my Lord, how doft thou, fweet Lord 2 this might
be my Lord {uch a-one, that praifed my Lord {uch a-
one’s Hor{e when he went to beg . him, might it not 2

¢ Hor. Ay, my Lord.
. ¢ Ham. Why €’en fo, and now °tis my Lady Worm’'s,
¢ chaplefs and knock’d about the Mazzard of a Sexton’s
¢ Spade; * here’s a fine Revolution, and ¢ we had the
¢« trick to fec’t:? did thefe Bones coft no more the brecda-
ing but to play at Loggers with them? mine ake to think
on’t.

Gravem. A Pickax and a Spade, a Spade,

o - For and a [hrewding Sheet,
Or a Pst of Clay for to be made
For fuch a Gueft is meet.

Ham. There’s another, why may not that be the Scut
of a Lawyer ? Where be his Quicdities now; his Quilli=
ties, his Cafes, his Tenures, and his Tricks? Why does
he fuffer this mad Knave now to knock him about the
Sconce with a dirty Shovel, and will not tell him of hi:
Altions of Battery ? Humj; this Fellow might bte in's
time 2 great Buyer of Land, with his Statutes, his Re-
coguizances, his Fines, his double Vouchers, his Reco-
veries: ¢ Is chis the Fine of his Fines, and the Recovery
¢« of his Recoveries, to have his fine Pate full of fins
¢« Dirt ' Will bis Vouchers vouch him no mecre of his
Purchifes and Doubles, than the Length and Breadth ot
a pair of ladentures? The very Conveyinces of his
Land will {carcely lie in this Box, and muft the Inheritop
Limfclf have no more? ha!

Hor. Not a jot more, my Lord.

¢ Ham, Is not Parchment made of Sheep-skins?

¢ Hor, Ay, my Lord, and of Calve-skins too.

rim o &
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Ham, ¢ They are Sheep and Calves who feek out A
¢ furance in that,” 1 will fpeak to this Feilow: Whofe
Grave’s this, Sirrah? _ |

Grave, Mine, Sir— Or a Pit of Clay for 10 be made.

[Sings.

Ham. | think ir’s thine indeed, for thou ly’ft in’t.

Grave. You lie out on’t, Sir, and therefore ’tis not
your’s: for my part 1 do not lie in’t, -yet ir’s mine,

Ham. Thou doft lye in’t, to be in’t and {ay it is thines
;tis for the Dz=ad, and not for the Quick, therefore thou

y'Ik,

Grave, *Tis a quick Lye, Sir; ’twill again from me to
y 011,

Ham. What Man doft thou dig it for?

Grave, For-no Man, Sir,

Ham. What Woman then?

Grave, For none neither,

Ham, Who is’t to be buried in"t?

Grave. Onec that was a Woman, Sir; but, reft her
Soul, fhe’s dead. . ’

Ham. How abfolute the Knave is? we muft {peak by
th,c Card, or Equivocation will undo us, Horario, this
threce Years 1 have took notice of it, * the Age is grown
* {o picked,” that the toe of the Peafant'comes fo near
the heel of the Courtier, he galls his Kibe, How long
haft chou been a Grave- maker ? | :

Grave. Of all the Days ith’ Year, I came to’t that
Day our lait King fHamlet overcame Fortinbras.

Ham, How long is that fince?

Grave. Cannot ycu tell that ? every Fool cin tell that;
it was that very day that young Hamlet was born, he
thit is mad and fent into Esglasd.

" Ham, Ay marry, why was he fent 1ato England 2

Crave. Why ! becaufe he was mad ; he fhallrecover his
Wits there or if he do not, *tis no great matter there.

Ham. Why ? .

Grave. 'Twill not be feen in him there, there are Men
as mad as he.

Ham HMow came he mad ¥

Grave. Very firangely, they [y,
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Ham. How ftrangely ? ]

Grave. Faith e’'en with lofing his Wits.

Ham,. Upon what ground ? .

Grave. Why here in Denmark; where I have beem
Sexton, Man and Boy, thirty Years.

Ham, How long will a. Man lie i’tly’ Earth ere he rot ¥

Grave. Faith if he be not rotten before he die, 25 we
Beve many a pocky Cerfe that will {carce hold the laying
in, he will lat you fome cight Years, or nine Years: a
Tanner will laft you nine Years.

Ham. Why he more thao another ?

Grave. Why, Sir, his Hide is {o tann’d with his Trade,
that he will keep ovur Water a great while, and your
Water is a fore Decayer of your whorefon dead Body:
here’s a Skoll now bhath lien you ’th® Earth three and
twenty Years.

Fam. Whofe was 1t ?

Grave., A Wherefon mad Fellow’s it was; whofe do
yvoa think it was 2 | |

Harz. Nay | know not.

Grave. A peflilence on him for 2 mad Rogue, he
pour’d a Flsggon of Rhenifh on my bead once: this fame
Skull, Sir, was Sir Yorick’s Skull, the King's Jefter,

Hamn. This?

Grawve. Even that.

Hanz, Alas, poor Yorick! 1 konew bim, FHoratio, a Fel-
low of infinite Jeft, of moft cxcellent Faccy; he hatk
born me on his back a thoufand times, ¢ and now howr
¢ abhorr’d in my Imagination is it ? my Govge rifes at it
Here hung thofe Lips that I have kifs’d 1 know not how
oft; where be your Jibes now, your Jeits, your Songs,
your Flafhes ot Merriment, thit were wont to {et the-
Table on roar ? Not one now to mock your own grin-
ning ? quite chopfaln? Now gert you to my L-dy’s Ta«
ble, and tell her, let her paint an Inech thick, to this Com-
piexion fhe muft cone; make her laugh at that.

Prithee, Horatio, tell me one thing.

Hor. What’s that, my Lord?

Fiam, Doft thou think Alexander lock’d on this {afhion
yrh’ Earth @ |

.Hb.'r'@
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Flor. E’en fo. -
Flam. And (melt fo? pab. [ Serselling to the Skall,

For. E’en {0, my Lord.

Flam. To what bafe Ufes we may return, FHoratio
Why may rot I'magination trace the noble Duft of 4le-.
xander, till we find it ftopping a Bung-hole ?

Hor. *Twere to confider tco curioufly, to confider fo.

Ham. No faith, not a jot, but to follow him thither
wirh Modefty enough, and likelihood to lead it. As thus,
Llexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander retuirn-
cth to Duft, the Duft is Earth, of Earth we make Lome,
and why of that Lome whereto he was converted, might
they not ftop a Beer-barre} ?

Imperial Cefar dead, and turn’d to Clay,

Might ftop a hole to keep the Wind away,

O that that Earth, which kept the World in awe,

Should patch a Wall t’expel the Waters Flaw,

Scene draws, and difcovers the King, Queen, Laertes and
Prieft, with a Covfe.
But {oft, but foft awhile, here cornes the King,
The Queen, and sl! the Court: who is this they follow,
And with fuch maimed Rites? This doth betcken,
The Corle they tollow did with defperate hand
Deftroy its own Life ; ¢ twere of fome Eitate :
Stand by awhile, and mark,

Laer. What Ceremony clfe ?

Ham. That is Laertes, a very noble Youth,

Laer. What Ceremony el{e?

Prieft, Her Oblequies have been as far enlarg’d
As we bave Warranty; her Death was doubtful,

And but that great Commahd o’er-{ways the Order,
She fhould in Ground unfanctify’d be lodg’d ;
For chariteble Prayers, '
Flints and Pcbbles fhould be thrown upon her:
Yet here fhe isallow’d her Virgin Rites,
Her Maiden Strewments, and the bringing home
Of Bell ard Burial
Laer. Muft there no miore be done?
Frioff. No more:

We fhould profane the Service of the Dead,
S To
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To fing a Requiem, and {uch Reft to her
As to peace-parted Souls,
Laer. Lay her i’th’ Earth,

Ard from her tair and unpolluted Fleth

May Vieolets fpring: I tell thee chutlifh Pricht,

A miaifiring Angel fhell my Sifter be,

W hen thou lieft houling.

Haw. What! the fair Ophelia !
Dueen. Sweets to the Sweet, farewel.
' [Throws in a Garland of Flowers,

I hop’d thou fhouidit have been my Hamlet's Wites

1 thought.thy Bride-bed to have deck’d, {weet Maid,

And not have firew’d thy Grave,

Laer. O treble Woe!

F:ll ten times double on that curfed Head,

W hofe wicked Deeds depriv’d thee of

Thy mnft isgenuous Senfc: hold off the Barth awhile,

Till I haye caught her once more in my Arms,

[Leaps into the Grave,

Now pile your Duft upon the Quick and Dead,

Tiil of this Flat a Mountain you have made

T’ o’ertap old Pelion, or the skyifh Head

Of blue Olympus,

Ham. What is be whofe Grief

Baars fuch an Emgphalis, whofe Phrafe of Sorrow

Conjures *he wandring Stars an3 makes them {tand

Like wonder-wounded Hearers? "Tis T,

Iiamlct the Dane, [ Beaps smto the Grawe,
Laer. Perdition catch thee! [ Grappling with Lim.
Hans, Thou pray’ft not well:

I prithee teke thy Fingers from my Throat,

For tho’ I am not {plenative and rath,

Yer have 1 in me fomething dangerous,

Which let thy Wildom fear—~— Hold oftf thy Hand.
King. Pluck them afander.
¢ Queen. Hamlet, Huamles.
¢ A, Gentlemen. |
Hor. Gaod my Lord, be quiet.
Ham. Why 1 will fight with him vpan this Theme, -

Untilmy Eyclids will no longer wag. |

Qliteenm,
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Queen, O my Son! what Theme ?
Ham. 1 lov’d Oplkelia; forty thoufand Prothers
Could not with all their quantity of Love
Make up my Sum: What wilt thou do for her ?
King., O be is mad, Laertes.
Oueen. Forbear him,
Ham. Shew me what thou wilt do;
- Wilt weep, wilt fighr, wilt faft, wilt tear thy ftIf;
Wilt drink up Efi/, eat a Crocodile? |
1"l do'r. Doft thou come here to whine?
To out-face me witk leaping in her Grave?
Be buried quick with her, and fo will I.
And if you prate of Mountaing, let them throwe
Millions of Acres on us, till our Ground
Singeing his Pate againft the burning Zone,
Make Offa like a Wart: nay, and thou’lt mouths
I'l] rant as well as thou.
 Dueen, This is mere Madnefs,
And thus awhile the Fit will work on him;
Anon as patient as a2 female Dove,.
When firft her golden Couplets are dilclos’d,
His Silence will {it drooping. -
Ham. Hear you, Sir,
W hat is the realon that you ufe me thus?
1 lov’d ycu ever: but it is po matter,
Let Hercules himlelf do what he may,
The Cat will mew, a Dog will have his Day.
“ fEx. Ham. and Hor,
Kirg. 1 pray thee, gocd Horatio, wait uron him,
Strengthen your Patience in our laft night’s Speech.
fTo Laertes,
We'll put the matter to the prefent pufh;
Good Gertrude, fet fome wa'ch over your Son.
Thi: Grave fh- have a living Monuimmeut:
¢ An hour of Quiet thereby fhall we {ec, _
_ % Till then 1n Parience our Procecdings be, [ Excront.
Fnter Hamlert and Horatio.
Ham. So much for this, Sir, you fhill now fce the other;
You do remember sll the Circumftance 2
Kor. Remember it, my Lord?

Ham,
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Ham. Sir, in my Heart there was a kind of fighting
That would not let me {leep, ¢ Methoughe 1 lay
¢ Worfe than the Mutineers in the Bilboes, rafhly,
¢ And prais’d be Rafhnefs for-it : let us know,
¢ Our Indifcretion {fometimes ferves vs well,
¢ When our deep Plots do fail: and that {hould learn us
There’s a Diviniry that fhapes our Ends,
Rou:h-hew them how we will,

Hor, That 1s moft certain,

Hax. Up from my Cabin,

My Sea-gown wrapt about me, in the dark

I grop’d to find them out, had my Defire
Reach’d their Packet, and in fine withdrewr

To mine own Room again, making fo bold

{My Fears forgetting Manners) to unfold

Their grand Commiflion; where I found, Horatie,
An exa& Command, *

¢ Larded witb many feversl {orts of Reafons

¢ Importing Denmark’s Health, ard England’s too,
* With ho! fuch Bugs and Goblins in my Lifes
¢ That on the {upervile, no leifure bated,

‘ No not to flay the grinding of an Ax,

"That foon as I to England came,

My Head fhould be ftruck off,

Hor, 1s’t pt-fﬁblﬂ?

Ham. Here’s the Commiflion, read it at more leifure;
But wilt thou hear now how I did procecd ?

Flor. I befeech you.

Ham. Being thus be-netted round with Villains,
Ere I could make a Prologue to my Brains, |
""They had begun the Play: I fat me dow,
PDevis’d a new Comn:iflion, wrecte it fairs
¢ T once -did hold it, as our Stat'fts do,
¢ A Bafenefs to write fsir, and labour’d much
¢ How rto forget that Learning ; but, Sir, now
¢ It d:d me Yeoman's Service,” Wilt thou know
Th Efte& of what I wrote, |

Hor., Ay, good my Lord,

Ham. An e:rneft Conjuration from the King,
Ra England was bis faithful Tributary, |

| E As
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As Love between them like the Palm might flourifh,
As Peace hould ftill her wheaten Girland wear, o
¢« Anl fland a Comma >tween their Amities,
« And many fuch like 455 of great Charge,
That on the View of thele Contents,
wWithout dc-batement further more or lefs,
He f{honld thofe Bearers put to {udden death,
_ﬁ Not Shriwing—time allow‘d.
Hor. How wes this {eal’d ? .
Ham, © Why even-in that was Heaven ordinant;
I had my Futher’s Signet in my Pocket,
Which was the Model of that Danifly Seal;
1 folded the Writ vp in the Form of th’ other,
Subfcrib’d it, gav’t th’Impreffion, placd it fafely,
« The Changeling never known: ° Now the next day
Was cur Sea-fight, and what to this was fequent
"Thou know’(t already. » *
Hor, So Guildenficrn and Rofencrasts went to’'t [ment,
Hawm, ¢ Why Man, they did make love to this Employ«.
"T hey zre not near my Conf{cience, their Defeat
Dces by their own Infinuations grow ;
« *Tis dangerous when the bafer Nature comes,
« Detween the Pafs and fcll incenfed Point
¢ Of mighty Oppofites.
Her. Why what a King is this 2
Ham. Does 1t not, think you, ftaud me now upon 2
He that hath kil’ld my King, and whor’'d my Mother,
Stept in between th’ Election arid my Hopes,
Thrown cut Lis Angle for my proper Life,
And with fuch Cozenage, is’t not perfect Confcience?
Enter Oftrick,
Of. Your Lor fhip isright welcome back to Denmark.,
Ham. I bumbly thank you, Sir, R
Doft know this Water-fly ?
Hor. No. my geod-Lord. .
Ham. Thy ftate is the more gracious, for ’tis a Vice to
know him, he hath. much Land and fertile; Iet a Beaft
be Lord of Beafts, and his Crib fhall {ftand at the King’s
mefs; *us a Cough, but as 1 {aid, fpacious in the poffeflion.
of Durt. |
of.
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Of. Sweet Lord, -if your Lordfhip were at leifure, |
liould impart a thinp to you from his Majeity.

Ham, | will receiveit, Siv, with alldilipence of Spirit:
your Bonnet to his right ufe, °tis for the Head.

Oft. I thank your Lordfhip, 'tis very hot.

Ham. No, belicve rae, it is very cold; the Wind is
Northerly,

of. ltis indiffcrent cold, my Lord, inleed.

Ham., But yet methivks it is very falry and Dhot, or
my Comrlexton —e

Of. Excredingly, my Lord, it is very fultry, as’twere
T capnot rell how. My Lord, his Majeity bid me fignify
unto you, that ke has laid a great Wager on your Heads
Sir, this is the matter.

Hams. I befecch you remember.

Off. Nay gzosd my L,ord, for ray eafe, Str, here is
newly come to Court Laerres. believe. me an abfolure
Gentleman, full of moft excellent D.ferences, ot very
foft Society, and great Showr : indeeq, to {peak feclingly
of him, he is the very Card or Kslender orf Gentry, tor
you fhail find in hira the Subfiasce of what part a Gun-
tleman would {ee.

Ham. Sir, his Dcfinement fuffers no lofs in you, the?
I know to divide him inventorially would perhips (izay
th' Arithmetick of Mem’ry, ¢ and yer but raw neither1n
¢« refpect of his quick Sa:l.” Buc in the Variery of fxtol-
“mient, 1 take bim to be a Soul of giear arucle, and his
Infufion of fuch dearth aond rarenels, as to make rtruz
D.&ion of him, his Semblable 1s his Mirrour; and who
clfe would trace him, his Umbrage, and nothing more.

Off. Your Lordfhip {peaks moft infaliibly ot hin.
~ Ham. The Concernancy, Sir: why do we wrap the
Gentleman in our rawer DBreath ?

Of2. Sir. _

¢« Hor. Is’tnot poflibleto underftand inanother Tongue 2
¢ You willdo’t, Sir, resiiy.

Ham. What. imports the Nomination of this Gentle-
man ?

Qf. Of Lacertes?

E 2 Hazam.
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Ham, Of him, Sir. ¢ His Purfe is empty already, all

‘po'd:n words are {pent. '

Of. 1 know you not ignorant,

Ham. 1 would you did, Sir; yet if you did it would
not much approve me well, Sir. -

Of. You zrc notignorintof what Excellence Laertes is.

Hamz, 1 dare sot contefs that, left 1 fhould compare
wirh him ia Excellence; for to know a Man well, were
to know himicif,

O,t. 1 meen, Sir, for his Weapon; ¢ but in the Impu-
+ r=tion laid on him by them in his meed’ he’s untellow’d.

Ham., What’s his Weapon?

Of2. Sinple Rapier.

‘The King, Sir, hath wager’d with him {ix Barbary Horfes,
againfl the which he has impawn’d, as L take it, hix Freach
Kapiers and Pouniards, withtheir Aflizns,as Girdle, tianger,
aud {o three of the Carriages are very dear ro fancy,
very refponfive to the Hilis, moft delicate Carriages, and
ef very liberal Conceir,

Ham. What call you the Carriages?

¢ Her. 1 knew ycu muft be edify’d by the Margin,
4 Fre you had done,

Of. Thbe Carriages, Sir, are the Hangers,

ifam, 1 he Pnraic would be mgre germain to the mate
ter, 1f we carry’d a Cannon by our fides. ¢ | w. uld 1t
might be Hangers till then.” But on, fix Barbary H ries
ag:u: {t ix French Swords, their Pontards and Afligns, and
thiee liberal corceited Carriages, that’s the French Bet
againit the Daxifh, as 1 take ir.

Of2. The King hath laid, Sir, that in a dozen Pafles e
tween yourfddf and him, he fhill pot exceed you three
Hi's; he hath laid twelve to nine, and it would come to
nnmediate nial, if your Lordfhip would vouchfafe the
Al]ii‘Vfr'

- Hzm. How if I anfwer no?

Of8. I mecan, my Lord, the Oppcfition of your Perfort
in tital,

Ham. Sir, 1 will walk here in the Hall, ¢ ifit pleafe
¢ his Majefty,” it is the breathing time of the day with
mic, lct the Foils be brought, the Gentleman willing, and

| the
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the King hold his purpofe, T will win for him if T can;
if vot, I will gain nothing but my fhame, and the odd
hits.

O/t. Shall I deliver it {o?2

Ham. To this effedt, Sir, after what fourifh your
Nature will.

Oft. 1 commend my Duaty to your Lordhip. [Exie.
_ Ham. Yours does well to commend it {clf, there’s no
Tongue elfe fit for its tarn.

} Hor. This Lap-wing runs away with the Shell on his
1¢ad. |

Ham. ¢ He did {o, Sir, with his Dug before he fuck’d
¢ it Thus has he, and many more of the fame breed,
that I know, ¢ the drofly Age doats on,’ only got the
tane of the Time, a habit of Encounter, a kind of mifiv
Colle@ion, which carries them thro’ and thro' the moft
profane and rencwned Opinions ;3 and do but blow them
to their Trial, the Bubbles are our,

T Enter a Gentlemnan.

Gent, My Lord, his M»jefty commended him to you
by young Oftrick, wrho brings back to him thit you at-
tend him in the Heall: he fends to know if your pleafure
hold to play with Laertes, or that you will take longer
time ?

Ham. 1 am conflant to my purpofes, they foilow the
King’s pleafure; if his fitnels {peaks, mine 1s ready, now-
or whenfoever, provided 1 be fo uble as now.,

Gexst. The King-and Queen, and all are coming downe

- Ham. In happy time.

Gent. The Queen defires you to ufe {fome gentle Rna
tertainment to Laertes, before you go te play.

Ham. She well inftrufls me

Hor, You will Tofe, my Lord.

Ham. do not think {5; fince he wwent iato TFrawvre,
I hsve bezn in continual practice; I (hall win at the odds:
thou wouldft not think bow 1ll ail’s here abowt my heart;,
bur it is no matrer,

Eer, Nay. good my Lord, .

Ham. It is butfockery; hotitis fuch a kind of bodirg,
26 would perhaps trouble a Womsn, |

E 2 | Ko7 s
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Her. 1f your Mind diflike any thing, obey it; I wiil
forcftal their vrepair hither, and {ay you 2re nor fir.

Ham. Nor a whit, we defy Augury : ¢ there is a {pecial
¢ Providence in the Fall of a Sparrow; if it be, ’tis not
¢ to come: if it be nor to come, it will be now; if it
¢ be not now, yer it wiil come: the readinefs is all, fince
* no Man of cught he leaves Knows what *tis to 1:ave be-
¢ times: let be. [ Exennt.,

Scene draws, and difcovers King, Ducen, Lacrtes, Gen-

tlernen and Guards. Re-enter Hamiet and Horatio.

Ksng Ceme Hamlet, come and take this hand from me,

Ham.Give me your pardon, Sir; I’vedone you wrong,
But pardon’ as you area Gentleman : this Prefence knows,
Ard you mufl needs have heard how 1 am punifh'd
Wirh a fore Difir &tion; what I have done,

T hat meight your Nature, Honour, and Exception
Roughly awske, 1 here proclaim was Madnefs,

¢ Was’t Hamlet wiong’d Laertes? never Hamleis
¢ 1t Hamlet from himiclf be ta’'en away,

Ana when he’s rot himfelf does wrong Laertes,
¢ Then Hamler d-es it not, Hamlet denies it,
¢ Who does it then? bis Madnels: i{t be {o,
¢ FHamlt is of the Faétion tiat 15 wrong’d,
¢ His Madnefs ts poor Hamlet’s Encmy,

Let my difclaiming from a purpos’d Ewvil,

Free me fo far in your moft generous Thoughts,.
That } bave fhot my Arrow ¢'er the Houfe,
And hurg my Brother, :

Laer. T am {atitfy’d in Nature,

Whofe Mative in this cafe fheuld f{tir me moft
To my Revenge; ¢ but in my Terms of lHonour
¢ I ftand zloof, and will no Reconcilement,

* Till by fome elder Mafters of known Honour:

* T have a Voice and Precedent of Peace

¢ To keep my Name ungor’d: bur till that time®
J o receive your offer’d Love like Love,

And will not wrong it.

Fiam. 1 embrace it freely,

And will this Brother’s Wager "frankly tlay,
Give us the Foils, |

y} Loy,
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Laer. Come, one for me. *
Ham. I’ll be your Foil, Laertes, in mine Ignorance;
Your Skl fhall, like a Star, 1*th’ darkeft Night appear.
Laer. You mock me, Sir,
Ham. No, on my honoowr.
Kmg. Give them the Foils, young Offrick: Coufin
Hamlet, you know the Wager, '
Ham. Verv well, my Lord:
Your Grace has laid the odds o’th” weaker fide.
King, I do not fear it, 1 have feen’ you boths;
But fince he’s berrer’d we have therefore odas,
Laer. This is too heavy let me {ze another.
Fiam. This likes me well, thefe Foils haveall alengths
Of. Ay, my goad Lord,
qug Set me tne Stoops of Wine upon the Table;
If Eamlet give the firlt or fecond hit,
Or quit 1a anfwer of the third Exchange,
Let all the Bartlements their Ordnance fire;
The King fhall érink to Hamlet’s better breath;
And in the Cvp an Onyx fhall be throw,
Richer than that which four fucceflive Kings
In Denmark’s Crown have worn, Give me the Cup;.
And let the Kettle to the Trumpet fpeak,
The Trump:t to the Cannoneer without,
The Cannons to the Heavens, the Heavens to Earth,
Now tie King drinks to Hamlet: come begin.
[ Transpers the while.
£And you the Judzes tear a wary Eye,
Ham. Come on, Sir,
Laer. Come, my Lord,

- Ham. One.

Laer, No,

Ham, Judgment, (Shont,
O/f. A His, a very pa]pable Hit, [Drums, Trumpess, and
Laer. Well again. [ Flouri/h, & Picce gocs off.

Kng. Sray, give me the Drink,. Hsmler, this Pearl is
thire, here’s to thy He.leh: Give him the Cup.

Ham. {’l] pliy this bout fiift, fet it by awhile,
Come — another Hit what fay you?

Laer, I de confefs’t,

X fﬂg;
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King, Qur Son {hall win.
Dueen. ¢ He's fat and {cant of Breath.

Here Hamlet, ¢ 'take my Handkerchief, wipe thy Brows:
The Queen felutes thy Fortune, Hamlez. "
Ham. Good Madam
King. Gertrude, do rot drink,
Quecn. 1 will, my Lord, I pray you pardon me,
King. Itis the poifon’d Cup, it is too late, [ Afide:
Ham, 1 dare not drink .yet, Madam ; by and by.
¢ Quren. Come let me wipe thy Face.
Lacr. My Lord, Vil hit him now.

King. 1 do not think’.
Laer, Andyetitis zlmoft againft my Conf{cience..[ 4fide,

Fam. Come for the third, Laertes, you but dally;
I pray you pafs with your beft violence,
I am {ure you make a wanton of me,

‘Laer. Say you {p? Come on.

Off. N.:thing neither way.,

¢ Laer, Have at you now. ' )
{ Laertes wonnds Hamlets s fertffling they change Rapiers;

and Hamlet womsnds Laertes. |
Kimg. Part them, they are incens’d,

¢ Ham. Nay come again.
Oft. Lock to the Queen there, ho!
Hor. They bleed on both fides. How is’t, my Lord ?

Off. How is’t, Laertes$

Laer. Why asa Woodcock caught in mine own Springe;

am juftly kil’d with mine own Treachery,  [Offrick

Ham. How does the Queen ?

King. She fwoons to {ec them bleed. [ Hamliz,

Q#eezz. No ro, the Driak, the Drink, — O my dear,

« ‘The Drink, the Drink— I am poifon’d. [ Ste dsee,

Ham. O Villain! ho, let the Door be lack’d;

"Treachery! feek it out.,
Laer. 1t is here, Hamle: thou art {lain ;

No Medicine in the World can do thee good,

In thee there is not half an hour’s Life:

The treacherous Inftrement 1s 10 this hand,

Tobaed and envenom’d; the foul Pra&ice

Hath turn’d it delf on me, Lo lere 1 lie,

¥
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Never toTife again: thy Mother’s poifon’d,
1 can no mere the King, the King’s to blame.

Ham. The Point envenom’d too, then Vennm (G Eh'.i'
* work, [Stabs the Kingq

Ail, Treafon, Treafon!
King. O yet defend me Friends! T am but hurt,
Haws, Here thou inceftuons Dane.
¢« Drink off this Potion: is the Onyx here? o
Follow my Mother, [King dies.
Laer.* He'’s juftly ferv’d, it isa Poifon temper’d by him-
F.xchanpe Forgivenefs with me, nable Hamlet ; (felf.
Mine and my Father’s Death come net upon theey,
Nor thine on me, [ Dieto
Ham. Beaven make thee free of it, 1 follow thea:
¢ 1am dead, Horatio; * wretched Queen, farewel.
You that look pale and tremble ar this Chance,
That are but Mutes or Audience to this AL,
¥iad 1 bur time (as this fell Serjeant Death
Is firi& in his Arreft) O 1 could tell yous
Bt let it be: Horatio, 1 am dead;
- Thou liv’ft, report me and my Caule aright
To the uufarisfy’d.
Hor. WNever belicve 1t,
I am mo € an antique "Roman than a Darne,
Hee’s yer fome Liguer lete,
Ham. As thou’rt 2 Man,
Give me the Cup; let go, Pll have’ts
O Horatss, think what 1 wounded Name, ,
Thing: tan.'in. rhu- uﬁkfaﬂwn, fhﬂ“ I leave b'&hiﬁd g,
If th u diaft ever hod e in thy Heart,
Abfent thee tram Felicity awhile,
¢ And in this harfh World dr-w thy Breath in pain
To tell my ftory = what vrarlike Noife is this?
f A4 March afar off.

. Enter Oltrick,
Of. Young Fortinbras with Conqueft come from Poland,
The Amb:flad :rs of England give this warlike Volley.
Haw., O 1 die, Horatio,
‘Tht poient Poifen quite o’er-prows my Spirit;
X cannot live to hear the News from Exgland,
But
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" Bur I do prophefy the Election lights
On Fortinbras; he has my dying Voice,
So tell him, with th’Occurrents more and lefs
Which have follicited, O — the reft in filence. [ Dies.
Hor. Now cracks the Cordage of a noble Heart ; good
night, {fweet Prince, —
And Choirs of Angels fing thee to thy Reft.
Why does the Drum come hither?
¢« Lnter Fortinbras with the Ambafludors,
¢ For. Where is this Sight ?
¢ Hor. What is it you would fee ?
¢ If ought of Wee or Wonder, cesfe your Search.
¢« Fer. This Quarry cries on havock: O proud Death,
€ \What Feaft is toward in thine infernal Cell,
¢ That thou {fo many Princes at a fhot
¢« So bloodily has ftruck ?
¢ Ambaff. The Sight is difmal,
And our Afiairs from England come too late;
The Ears are fenfelels that fhould give us hearing 3
To tell bim his Commandment is fulfili’d, '
'That Rofencrans and Guildenffern are dead,
Where fhould we have our Thanks?
¢« Ior., Not from hts Mouth,
Had he th’ Ability of Breath to thank you :
He never gave Commandment for their Death,
But fince {o apt upon this 'bloody Queftion,
You from the Pollack Wars, and you from England
Are here arriv’d, give order that thefe Dodies
High on a Stage be plac’d to publick view;
And let me fpeak to th’ yet unknowing World,
How thefe things came about; fo fhall you hear
Of cruel, bloody and unnatural Adte, |
Of accidental Judgments, cafual Slaughters,
¢ Of Deaths put on by Cunning, and tore’d Caufe,!
And in this upfhot, Purpofes miftook,
Fal’n on th’laventors Heads; all this can 1
Truly deliver.
« .For, L.et us hafte to hear it,
And call the Nobles to the Audience:
¢ Por me, with Sorrow 1 embrace my Fortune,
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* T have fome Rights of memory in this Kingdom,
¢ Which now to claim my Interefl do invite me,

¢ Hor, Of that T fhall have alfo Caufe to {peak, |
¢ And from his Mouth whofe Voice will draw no more:

¢ But let this fame be prefently perform’d,
‘ Even while Mens Minds are wild, left more mifchance

¢ On Plots and Errors happen,
¢ Fpr. Let four Captains .

. Bear Elamlet like a Soldier to the Stage;

t'or he was likely, had he been put on,
T’ bave prov’d moft royal: and for his Paflge,
The Soldier’s Mufick, and the Rights of War,
Speak loudly for him.

Tuke up the Bodiess fuch a Sight as this
Becomes the Field, but here fhews much amifs,

Bid the Soldiers fthoot,
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