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i And makes each petty artery in this body
i .‘; As hardy as the Vemean lion’s nerve. —
fit \ Still am I call’d ? — unhand me, gentlemen:

i : Mar.

i Mar.

Glhof?
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; And hears it roar beneath.
wi Ham. It waves me ftill: — go on, I'll follow thee.
“ Mar. You fhall not go, my lord.
Ham. Hold off your hand.

Be rul’d, you fhall not go.
My fate cries out,

[breaking from them.

i By heav’n, I'll rhakeh ghof’c of him that lets me:
I fay, away : — go on, I’ll follow thee.

[ Exeunt Ghoft and Hamlet.
He waxes defp rate with imagination.
Let’s follow ; ’tis not fit thus to obey him.
Have after. To what iffue will this comeP
Something is rotten in the ftate of Denmark.
Heav’'n will dire& it.

Nay, let’s follow him. [ Exeunt.
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Reenter Ghoft, and Hamlet.

Ham. Where wilt thou lead me? fpeak ; I'll go no further.
Ghoft.
Ham. 1 will.
. My hour is almoft come,
When I to {ulphurous and tormenting flames
Muft render up myfelf.
Ham. Alas, poor ghoft!
Ghaf?.
To what I fhall unfold.
Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear,
Ghof?.
Ham.
Ghoft. 1 am thy father’s {pirit;

Mark me,

Pity me not, but lend thy ferious hearing

So art thou to revenge, when thou fhalt hear.
What ?

Doom’d




