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8.C ExNE Vi

Enter Rofincroffe, and Guildenftern.

Ro/. God fave you, fir.

Guil. Mine honour’d lord !

Rof. My moft dear lord !

Ham. My excellent good friends! How doft thou, Guildenflern @
O, Rofincroffe! Good lads, how do ye both ?

Ro/. As the indifferent children of the earth.

Guil. Happy in that we are not over-happy ;
On fortune’s cap we are not the very button.

Ham. Nor the foals of her fhoe.

Rof. Neither, my lord.

Ham. Then you live about her waift, or in the middle of her
favours ?

Guil. "Faith, in her privates we.

Ham. In the fecret parts of fortune? o, moft true; fhe isa
ftrumpet. What news ?

Ro/. None, my lord, but that the world’s grown honeft.

Ham. Then is doomsday near: but your news is- not true.
Let me queftion more in particular : what have you, my good

friends, deferved at the hands of fortune, that fhe fends you to
prifon hither?

Guil. Prifon, my lord!

Ham. Denmark’s a prifon.

Ro/. Then is the world one.

Ham. A goodlyone; in which there are many confines, wards,
and dungeons : Denmark being one o’th’ wortt,

Rof. We think not {o, my lord.

Ham. Why, then ’tis none to you; for there is nothing either
good or bad, but thinking makes it fo: to me it is a prifon.

Ro/. Why, then your ambition makes it one : ’tis too narrow for
your mind.

Ham. O god, I could be bounded in a nut-fhell, and count
myfelf a king of infinite fpace; were it not that I have bad
dreams.

Guil,




