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Refpeaking carthly Thunder. Come away. Exennt
CManet Hamlet.
Ham. Oh that this too too folid Flefh, would melt,
Thaw, and refolue it felfeinto a Dew:
Or that the Euerlafting had not fixt
His Caunon *gainft Selfe-flaughter. O God, O God!
How weary, ftale flat,and voprofitable
Scemes to me all the vies of this world ?
Fie on’t ? Oh fie, fie, *tis an vaweeded Garden
That growes to Secd : Things rank, and grofie in Nature
Pofiefleir meerely, Tharir (hould come tothis:
But two months dead :Nay,notfo muchznottwo,
So cxcellent 3 King, that was to this
Hiperion toa Satyre : {olouing to my Mother,
Thathe might net beteene the windes of heauen
Vifit her face too roughly. Heauenand Earth
Muft I remember : why fhe would hang on him,
As if encreafe of Appetite had growne
By what it fed on jand yet within amontn ?
Let me rot thinke on’c : Frailty, thy name is woman, ‘
A little Monzh, or ere thofe fhooes were old,
With which fhe followed my poere Fathers body
Like Niobe, all teares. Why fhe, euen fhe.
(O Heauen ! A beaft that wants difcourfe of Reafon
Would haue mourn’d longer) married with mine Vnkle,
My Fathers Brother : but no more like my Father, '
Then I to Hercules, Withina Moneth?
Ercyct the falt of moft vorighteous Teares
Had left the fluthing of her ganled eyes,
She married. O moft wicked fpeed, to poft
With fuch dexterity to Inceftuous fheets =
Itisnot, nor it cannot come to good.
But breake my heart, for I muft hold my tongue.

Enter Horatio, Barnard, and Marcellus,



