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    INTRODUCTION


    William Shakespeare is the world’s most known and loved playwright. Almost four hundred years after his life and death, his plays are still widely read and viewed by theater goers, avid readers, students, and film buffs alike. While the world these plays were written for has substantially changed, the characters, their stories, and their most famous lines continue to influence and inspire contemporary arts and culture.

    Shakespeare’s works, being theatrical, lend themselves well to visual representation. With a little imagination and a lot of LEGO Bricks, we have taken these classic stories, previously relegated to the page, screen, and stage, and made them into something new!

    Due to the length of Shakespeare’s works, each play is modestly abridged. We carefully combed through every line and handpicked the scenes that would be the most interesting in brick form and would maintain the integrity of Shakespeare’s original dramatic arc. This fun spin on Shakespeare’s four best-known tragedies presents the included scenes just as he wrote them, along with extra narrative descriptions to fill you in on what we have left out.

    Whether you are new to Shakespeare or an old friend, we now present The Bard in brick.

  


  
    Hamlet
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    INTRODUCTION TO HAMLET


    There has never been an author so prolific as William Shakespeare and never a work so ubiquitous as Hamlet. The play shadows the grief and vengeance of the Prince of Denmark, whose Uncle Claudius has murdered his father, usurped the throne, and taken the former king’s widow as his new queen. Likely first performed in or around 1600 and published into the First Quarto in 1603, Hamlet is one of the most adapted works of all time and continues to permeate modern storytelling through its use of powerful plot devices and transcendent characterization.

    As a departure from traditional dramatic works its senior, Hamlet uses soliloquies as existential portals to the characters’ thoughts and motives, rather than through dramatic action. Particularly true for the play’s namesake, this spotlight on characterization gives the story infinite layering, from how it parallels Hamlet’s true madness against his feigned madness to how it uses metafictional ploys through The Mousetrap to draw out Claudius’s guilt. Hamlet is both a tortured victim of his father’s murder as well as a reluctant instrument of revenge. He spends much of the play toiling over whether to take action against his fratricidal uncle or himself, which causes a slow undoing of his own tether to sanity.

    While Hamlet caused a shift in dramatic perspective through its introspective characters, the Elizabethan audience was simultaneously coping with its own dramatic shift within the powers of the Church. Not unlike other Shakespearean plays, Hamlet intertwines both Catholic doctrine and Protestant, specifically when focusing on the Ghost of King Hamlet and the death of Ophelia. Although Denmark and Shakespeare’s audience were historically Protestant, the subtle lacing of Catholic allusions suggests the remaining ties to the Catholic Church, if not in outward affiliation, then in lingering culture. Resultantly, Shakespeare’s audience would have empathized with Hamlet’s internal struggles with depression and guilt, establishing the play as a dark look into their own philosophical ambivalence.

    Hamlet tracks the gloom of a forlorn Prince as he looks death in the face as both a victim and a vigilante. Hamlet’s conflicts bridge worldly misfortune and existential woe through deep character development, clever plot devices, and the subtle weaving of religious significance. Just as it was when it first hit the stage, Hamlet remains a powerful play in its raw humanity, marking it as infinitely adaptable to modern theater, literature, and media.

    DRAMATIS PERSONAE
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    GHOST of King Hamlet, the former King of Denmark
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    CLAUDIUS, King of Denmark, the former King’s brother
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    GERTRUDE, Queen of Denmark, widow of the former King and now wife of Claudius

    [image: Image]

    HAMLET, Prince of Denmark, son of the late King and of Queen Gertrude
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    HORATIO, Hamlet’s friend and fellow student
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    POLONIUS, councillor to the King
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    LAERTES, Polonius’s son
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    OPHELIA, Polonius’s daughter

    [image: Image]

    FORTINBRAS, Prince of Norway
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    MARCELLUS, a soldier on watch
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    OSRIC, a member of the Danish Court
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    PROLOGUE
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    PLAYER KING
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    PLAYER QUEEN
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    LUCIANUS
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    PRIEST
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    FIRST AMBASSADOR from England

    Not Pictured

    REYNALDO, Polonius’s servant

    VOLTIMAND

    CORNELIUS

    ROSENCRANTZ

    GUILDENSTERN

    A GENTLEMAN

    A LORD

    BERNARDO

    FRANCISCO

    CAPTAIN in Fortinbras’s army

    Two MESSENGERS

    FIRST SAILOR

    Two CLOWNS, a gravedigger and his companion

    Lords, Soldiers, Attendants, Guards, other Players, Followers of Laertes, other Sailors, another Ambassador or Ambassadors from England

    ACT I. Scene II (64–159).
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    As the play opens, a shivering night watchman of the castle is relieved of his duties, while three others come on to the scene. Hamlet’s closest friend, Horatio, and the guards Marcellus and Bernardo, huddle together in anticipation of a recent phenomenon—the late night haunting of the newly deceased King Hamlet. Just as they begin to murmur of the dead king—as the clock strikes one and the North Star has aligned just so in the sky—the ghost of King Hamlet appears. Dressed in full armor, rather than the clothing in which he died, the ghost appears to the men as a dreadful omen of things to come. They speculate that the ghost’s armor, as well as a recent spike in Danish military activity, could only mean one thing—that the son of the conquered King Fortinbras of Norway is sure to come knocking at Denmark’s door. Horatio and the guardsmen watch the ghost and, when he abruptly leaves, decide that they should soon tell Hamlet, King Hamlet’s son, of this late-night anomaly.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son—
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    HAMLET

    A little more than kin, and less than kind.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    How is it that the clouds still hang on you?

    HAMLET

    Not so, my lord. I am too much in the sun.
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    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted color off,

    And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.

    Do not for ever with thy vailèd lids

    Seek for thy noble father in the dust.

    Thou know’st ’tis common, all that lives must die,

    Passing through nature to eternity.

    HAMLET

    Ay, madam, it is common.

    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    If it be,

    Why seems it so particular with thee?
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    HAMLET

    Seems, madam? Nay, it is. I know not “seems.”

    ’Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother,

    Nor customary suits of solemn black,

    Nor windy suspiration of forced breath,

    No, nor the fruitful river in the eye,

    Nor the dejected havior of the visage,

    Together with all forms, moods, shapes of grief,

    That can denote me truly. These indeed seem,

    For they are actions that a man might play.

    But I have that within which passes show;

    These but the trappings and the suits of woe.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    ’Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Hamlet,

    To give these mourning duties to your father.

    But you must know your father lost a father,

    That father lost, lost his, and the survivor bound

    In filial obligation for some term

    To do obsequious sorrow. But to persever

    In obstinate condolement is a course

    Of impious stubbornness. ’Tis unmanly grief.

    It shows a will most incorrect to heaven,

    A heart unfortified, a mind impatient,

    An understanding simple and unschooled.
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    KING CLAUDIUS (cont.)

    For what we know must be and is as common

    As any the most vulgar thing to sense,

    Why should we in our peevish opposition

    Take it to heart? Fie, ’tis a fault to heaven,

    A fault against the dead, a fault to nature,

    To reason most absurd, whose common theme

    Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried,

    From the first corpse till he that died today,

    “This must be so.” We pray you, throw to earth

    This unprevailing woe and think of us

    As of a father; for let the world take note,

    You are the most immediate to our throne,

    And with no less nobility of love

    Than that which dearest father bears his son
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    KING CLAUDIUS (cont.)

    Do I impart toward you. For your intent

    In going back to school in Wittenberg,

    It is most retrograde to our desire,

    And we beseech you bend you to remain

    Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye,

    Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.
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    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet.

    I pray thee, stay with us, go not to Wittenberg.

    HAMLET

    I shall in all my best obey you, madam.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    Why, ’tis a loving and a fair reply.

    Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam, come.

    This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet

    Sits smiling to my heart, in grace whereof

    No jocund health that Denmark drinks today

    But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell,

    And the King’s rouse the heavens shall bruit again,

    Respeaking earthly thunder. Come away.
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    HAMLET

    O, that this too too solid flesh would melt,

    Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew!

    Or that the Everlasting had not fixed

    His canon ’gainst self-slaughter!
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    O God! God!

    How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable

    Seem to me all the uses of this world!

    Fie on’t, ah fie! ’Tis an unweeded garden

    That grows to seed. Things rank and gross in nature

    Possess it merely. That it should come to this!

    But two months dead—nay, not so much, not two.

    So excellent a king, that was to this

    Hyperion to a satyr, so loving to my mother

    That he might not beteem the winds of heaven

    Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth,

    Must I remember? Why, she would hang on him

    As if increase of appetite had grown

    By what it fed on, and yet within a month—
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    Let me not think on’t; frailty, thy name is woman!—

    A little month, or ere those shoes were old

    With which she followed my poor father’s body,
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    Like Niobe, all tears—why she, even she—

    O, God, a beast, that wants discourse of reason,

    Would have mourned longer—married with my uncle,

    My father’s brother, but no more like my father

    Than I to Hercules.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    Within a month,

    Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears

    Had left the flushing in her gallèd eyes,

    She married. O, most wicked speed, to post

    With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    It is not, nor it cannot come to good.

    But break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue.

    ACT I. Scene IV (39–91).
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    As the sorrowful Hamlet toils over the loss of his father and his mother's unseemly new marriage, Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo happen upon him. Careful not to cause too much of a stir, Horatio explains the irksome sightings of King Hamlet's ghost. Hamlet decides he should join them that evening to see the ghost for himself.

    Meanwhile, Laertes is preparing to leave Elsinore and warns his sister, Ophelia, of the difficulties of courting royalty. While Hamlet may be fond of her now, Laertes insists that his affections will stray for larger responsibilities, and that she should be diligent in not getting into any questionable circumstances that could tarnish her good name. Their father, Polonius, comes in and gives Laertes a long-winded farewell, which sprouts the famous line, "This above all: to thine own self be true" (I.iii.78). While Polonius is known for being a bit of a rambling, self-important fool, he occasionally stumbles onto little gems of wisdom. He continues in the same vein as Laertes and tells Ophelia not to get too involved with Hamlet and to be wary of his advances.
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    HAMLET

    Angels and ministers of grace defend us!

    Be thou a spirit of health or goblin damned,

    Bring with thee airs from heaven or blasts from hell,

    Be thy intents wicked or charitable,

    Thou com’st in such a questionable shape

    That I will speak to thee. I’ll call thee Hamlet,

    King, father, royal Dane.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    O, answer me!

    Let me not burst in ignorance, but tell

    Why thy canonized bones, hearsèd in death,

    Have burst their cerements; why the sepulchre

    Wherein we saw thee quietly inurned

    Hath oped his ponderous and marble jaws

    To cast thee up again. What may this mean,

    That thou, dead corpse, again in complete steel,

    Revisits thus the glimpses of the moon,

    Making night hideous, and we fools of nature

    So horridly to shake our disposition

    With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls?

    Say, why is this? Wherefore? What should we do?
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    HORATIO

    It beckons you to go away with it,

    As if it some impartment did desire

    To you alone.
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    MARCELLUS

    Look, with what courteous action

    It waves you to a more removèd ground.

    But do not go with it.
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    HORATIO

    No, by no means.
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    HAMLET

    It will not speak. Then I will follow it.

    HORATIO

    Do not, my lord!
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    HAMLET

    Why, what should be the fear?

    I do not set my life in a pin’s fee,

    And for my soul, what can it do to that,

    Being a thing immortal as itself?

    It waves me forth again. I’ll follow it.
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    HORATIO

    What if it tempt you toward the flood, my lord,

    Or to the dreadful summit of the cliff

    That beetles o’er his base into the sea,

    And there assume some other horrible form

    Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason

    And draw you into madness? Think of it.

    The very place puts toys of desperation,

    Without more motive, into every brain

    That looks so many fathoms to the sea

    And hears it roar beneath.
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    HAMLET

    It wafts me still.—Go on, I’ll follow thee.

    MARCELLUS

    You shall not go, my lord.

    HAMLET

    Hold off your hands!

    HORATIO

    Be ruled. You shall not go.
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    HAMLET

    My fate cries out,

    And makes each petty artery in this body

    As hardy as the Nemean lion’s nerve.

    Still am I called. Unhand me, gentlemen.

    By heaven, I’ll make a ghost of him that lets me!

    I say, away!—Go on, I’ll follow thee.
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    HORATIO

    He waxes desperate with imagination.

    MARCELLUS

    Let’s follow. ’Tis not fit thus to obey him.
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    HORATIO

    Have after. To what issue will this come?

    MARCELLUS

    Something is rotten in the state of Denmark.
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    HORATIO

    Heaven will direct it.

    MARCELLUS

    Nay, let’s follow him.

    ACT I. Scene V (1–113).
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    HAMLET

    Where wilt thou lead me? Speak. I’ll go no further.
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    GHOST

    Mark me.

    HAMLET

    I will.
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    GHOST

    My hour is almost come,

    When I to sulf’rous and tormenting flames

    Must render up myself.
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    HAMLET

    Alas, poor ghost!
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    GHOST

    Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing

    To what I shall unfold.

    HAMLET

    Speak. I am bound to hear.
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    GHOST

    So art thou to revenge, when thou

    shalt hear.

    HAMLET

    What?
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    GHOST

    I am thy father’s spirit,

    Doomed for a certain term to walk the night,

    [image: Image]

    GHOST (cont.)

    And for the day confined to fast in fires,

    Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature

    Are burnt and purged away.
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    GHOST (cont.)

    But that I am forbid

    To tell the secrets of my prison house,

    I could a tale unfold whose lightest word

    Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood,

    Make thy two eyes like stars start from their spheres,

    Thy knotted and combinèd locks to part,

    And each particular hair to stand on end

    Like quills upon the fretful porpentine.

    But this eternal blazon must not be

    To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list!

    If thou didst ever thy dear father love—
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    HAMLET

    O God!

    GHOST

    Revenge his foul and most unnatural

    murder.

    HAMLET

    Murder?
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    GHOST

    Murder most foul, as in the best it is,

    But this most foul, strange, and unnatural.

    HAMLET

    Haste me to know’t, that I, with wings as swift

    As meditation or the thoughts of love,

    May sweep to my revenge.
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    GHOST

    I find thee apt;

    And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed

    That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,

    Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear.

    ’Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard,

    A serpent stung me. So the whole ear of Denmark

    Is by a forgèd process of my death

    Rankly abused. But know, thou noble youth,

    The serpent that did sting thy father’s life

    Now wears his crown.
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    HAMLET

    O, my prophetic soul! My uncle!

    GHOST

    Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,

    With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts—

    O, wicked wit and gifts, that have the power

    So to seduce!—won to his shameful lust

    The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen.

    O, Hamlet, what a falling off was there!

    From me, whose love was of that dignity

    That it went hand in hand even with the vow

    I made to her in marriage, and to decline

    Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor

    To those of mine!

    But virtue, as it never will be moved,

    Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven,

    So lust, though to a radiant angel linked,

    Will sate itself in a celestial bed,

    And prey on garbage.
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    GHOST (cont.)

    But soft, methinks I scent the morning air.

    Brief let me be. Sleeping within my orchard,

    My custom always of the afternoon,

    Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole,

    With juice of cursèd hebona in a vial,

    And in the porches of my ears did pour

    The leperous distilment, whose effect

    Holds such an enmity with blood of man
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    GHOST (cont.)

    That swift as quicksilver it courses through

    The natural gates and alleys of the body,

    And with a sudden vigour it doth posset

    And curd, like eager droppings into milk,

    The thin and wholesome blood. So did it mine,
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    GHOST (cont.)

    And a most instant tetter barked about,

    Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust,

    All my smooth body.
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    GHOST (cont.)

    Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand

    Of life, of crown, of queen at once dispatched,

    Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,

    Unhouseled, disappointed, unaneled,

    No reck’ning made, but sent to my account

    With all my imperfections on my head.
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    GHOST (cont.)

    O, horrible! O, horrible, most horrible!

    If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not.

    Let not the royal bed of Denmark be

    A couch for luxury and damnèd incest.

    But, howsomever thou pursues this act,

    Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive

    Against thy mother aught. Leave her to heaven

    And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge,

    To prick and sting her. Fare thee well at once.
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    GHOST (cont.)

    The glowworm shows the matin to be near,

    And ’gins to pale his uneffectual fire.

    Adieu, adieu, adieu! Remember me.
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    HAMLET

    O all you host of heaven! O earth! What else?

    And shall I couple hell? O, fie! Hold, hold, my heart,

    And you, my sinews, grow not instant old,

    But bear me stiffly up. Remember thee?

    Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory holds a seat

    In this distracted globe. Remember thee?
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    Yea, from the table of my memory

    I’ll wipe away all trivial fond records,

    All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past

    That youth and observation copied there,

    And thy commandment all alone shall live

    Within the book and volume of my brain,

    Unmixed with baser matter. Yes, by heaven!

    O, most pernicious woman!

    O, villain, villain, smiling, damnèd villain!

    My tables—meet it is I set it down

    That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain.

    At least I’m sure it may be so in Denmark.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word:

    It is “Adieu, adieu! Remember me.”

    I have sworn’t.

    ACT II. Scene II (85–170).

    [image: image]

    Horatio and Marcellus catch up with Hamlet to make sure that the mysterious ghost has not led him to an untimely demise. Hamlet assures them that he is okay but insists that they keep the ghost and his message to themselves until Hamlet can figure out what to do with what he knows. Now that Hamlet has reason to suspect that Claudius is responsible for King Hamlet’s death, he must decide how to best avenge his father without drawing suspicion.

    Back at the castle, Polonius is concocting a scheme to catch his son, Laertes, in a scandal. He orders Reynaldo to go to Paris and discretely ask around to see if Laertes has been up to any unwholesome activities. Polonius is proving himself to be a meddler in his own right, foreshadowing some of his efforts to come in the royal household. Ophelia enters, frazzled by an interaction she has just had with Hamlet. She mistakes his white pallor and somewhat unhinged demeanor from seeing the ghost of his father as a lovesick reaction to her rejection. Polonius and Ophelia surmise that Hamlet is so forlorn about Ophelia that he is slowly going mad, and Polonius insists that they tell Claudius.

    King Claudius calls Rosencrantz and Guildenstern to his court to ask them for a favor. He is disturbed by Hamlet’s odd behavior and requests that the two men spy on Hamlet to find the root of the problem before it grows into a much larger one. Queen Gertrude agrees, though her concern is a motherly one, rather than that of a paranoid king. Ambassadors from Norway interrupt their discussion, bringing news that they have foiled their own Prince Fortinbras’s war preparations against Denmark. His ailing uncle was able to convince Fortinbras to change his plans and has sent a letter to Claudius asking that the Norwegian soldiers be allowed to travel through his country to head to Poland instead. In the meantime, Polonius is standing in wait, excitedly preparing to tell Claudius and Gertrude his analysis of Hamlet’s heartbreak and subsequent maddened behavior.
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    LORD POLONIUS

    This business is well ended.

    My liege, and madam, to expostulate

    What majesty should be, what duty is,

    Why day is day, night night, and time is time,

    Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time.

    Therefore, since brevity is the soul of wit,

    And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes,

    I will be brief. Your noble son is mad.

    Mad call I it, for, to define true madness,

    What is’t but to be nothing else but mad?

    But let that go.
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    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    More matter, with less art.
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    LORD POLONIUS

    Madam, I swear I use no art at all.

    That he is mad, ’tis true; ’tis true ’tis pity,

    And pity ’tis ’tis true—a foolish figure,

    But farewell it, for I will use no art.

    Mad let us grant him, then, and now remains

    That we find out the cause of this effect,

    Or rather say, the cause of this defect,

    For this effect defective comes by cause.

    Thus it remains, and the remainder thus.

    Perpend.

    I have a daughter—have while she is mine—

    Who, in her duty and obedience, mark,

    Hath given me this. Now gather and surmise.
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    LORD POLONIUS (cont.)

    “To the celestial and my soul’s

    idol, the most beautified Ophelia,”—

    That’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase; “beautified” is a

    vile phrase. But you shall hear. Thus:

    “In her excellent white bosom, these, etc.”
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    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    Came this from Hamlet to her?
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    LORD POLONIUS

    Good madam, stay awhile, I will be faithful.

    “Doubt thou the stars are fire,

    Doubt that the sun doth move,

    Doubt truth to be a liar,

    But never doubt I love.

    O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers. I have not

    art to reckon my groans. But that I love thee best, O

    most best, believe it. Adieu.

    Thine evermore most dear lady, whilst this

    machine is to him, Hamlet.”

    This in obedience hath my daughter shown me,

    And, more above, hath his solicitings,

    As they fell out by time, by means, and place,

    All given to mine ear.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    But how hath she

    Received his love?
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    LORD POLONIUS

    What do you think of me?

    KING CLAUDIUS

    As of a man faithful and honourable.
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    LORD POLONIUS

    I would fain prove so. But what might you think,

    When I had seen this hot love on the wing—

    As I perceived it, I must tell you that,

    Before my daughter told me—what might you,

    Or my dear Majesty your queen here, think,

    If I had played the desk or table book,

    Or given my heart a winking, mute and dumb,

    Or looked upon this love with idle sight?

    What might you think? No, I went round to work,

    And my young mistress thus I did bespeak:

    “Lord Hamlet is a prince out of thy star;

    This must not be.” And then I prescripts gave her,

    That she should lock herself from his resort,

    Admit no messengers, receive no tokens.

    Which done, she took the fruits of my advice;
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    LORD POLONIUS (cont.)

    And he, repelled—a short tale to make—

    Fell into a sadness, then into a fast,

    Thence to a watch, thence into a weakness,

    Thence to a lightness, and by this declension

    Into the madness wherein now he raves,

    And all we mourn for.

    [image: Image]

    KING CLAUDIUS

    Do you think ’tis this?

    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    It may be, very like.
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    LORD POLONIUS

    Hath there been such a time—I’d fain know that—

    That I have positively said “’Tis so,”

    When it proved otherwise?

    KING CLAUDIUS

    Not that I know.
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    LORD POLONIUS

    Take this from this, if this be otherwise.

    If circumstances lead me, I will find

    Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed

    Within the centre.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    How may we try it further?

    LORD POLONIUS

    You know, sometimes he walks four hours together

    Here in the lobby.

    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    So he does indeed.
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    LORD POLONIUS

    At such a time I’ll loose my daughter to him.

    Be you and I behind an arras then.
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    LORD POLONIUS (cont.)

    Mark the encounter. If he love her not

    And be not from his reason fall’n thereon,

    Let me be no assistant for a state,

    But keep a farm and carters.

    KING CLAUDIUS

    We will try it.
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    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    But, look, where sadly the poor wretch comes reading.

    [image: Image]

    LORD POLONIUS

    Away, I do beseech you both, away.

    I’ll board him presently. O, give me leave.

    ACT III. Scene I (57–191).
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    Polonius ventures out to find Hamlet and, coming upon him, tries to test his wits. Hamlet, rather slyly, plays into Polonius’s suspicions and comes off as completely detached from reality. Polonius is now certain that Hamlet has gone mad because of his daughter, Ophelia, while Hamlet sees Polonius as being a bore and a waste of time.

    Rosencrantz and Guildenstern, also under the direction of Claudius, come into the scene to talk with Hamlet. As his friends, Rosencrantz and Guildenstern do a poor job of hiding their motivations for coming to speak to Hamlet. Hamlet quickly unveils this but decides to use it to his advantage by gathering information. Polonius and various play actors come into the scene, as there will be a performance shown to the King, Queen, and their entourage the following day. Hamlet devises to have the actors perform The Murder of Gonzago, which will mirror the death of Hamlet’s father and elicit Claudius’s guilty conscience. Hamlet expects for the pivotal scene in the play to completely unseat Claudius’s resolve that his crime has gone undiscovered.

    Rosencrantz and Guildenstern report back to Claudius that they approached Hamlet, who had been civil but danced around their questions. Polonius mentions the play, and Claudius and Gertrude seem excited that Hamlet was so eager for them to join him for the performance. Claudius asks Gertrude to leave, indicating that he and Polonius plan to spy on Hamlet. They convince Ophelia to sit reading in the open in the hopes that Hamlet will pass by and they will be able to gain insight into his feelings for her when they interact. As Claudius and Polonius hide, Hamlet approaches the group, unaware of anyone’s presence.
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    HAMLET

    To be, or not to be, that is the question:

    Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer

    The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune,

    Or to take arms against a sea of troubles

    And by opposing end them. To die, to sleep—

    No more—and by a sleep to say we end

    The heartache and the thousand natural shocks

    That flesh is heir to. ’Tis a consummation

    Devoutly to be wished.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    To die, to sleep;

    To sleep, perchance to dream. Ay, there’s the rub,

    For in that sleep of death what dreams may come,

    When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

    Must give us pause. There’s the respect

    That makes calamity of so long life.

    For who would bear the whips and scorns of time,

    Th’oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely,

    The pangs of disprized love, the law’s delay,

    The insolence of office, and the spurns

    That patient merit of th’unworthy takes,

    When he himself might his quietus make

    With a bare bodkin?
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    Who would fardels bear,

    To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

    But that the dread of something after death,

    The undiscovered country from whose bourn

    No traveller returns, puzzles the will,

    And makes us rather bear those ills we have

    Than fly to others that we know not of?

    Thus conscience does make cowards of us all;
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    And thus the native hue of resolution

    Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought,

    And enterprises of great pitch and moment

    With this regard their currents turn awry

    And lose the name of action.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    —Soft you now!

    The fair Ophelia!—Nymph, in thy orisons

    Be all my sins remembered.
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    OPHELIA

    Good my lord,

    How does Your Honour for this many a day?
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    HAMLET

    I humbly thank you; well, well, well.
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    OPHELIA

    My lord, I have remembrances of yours,

    That I have longèd long to re-deliver.

    I pray you, now receive them.
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    HAMLET

    No, not I, I never gave you aught.

    [image: Image]

    OPHELIA

    My honoured lord, you know right well you did,

    And with them words of so sweet breath composed

    As made the things more rich. Their perfume lost,

    Take these again, for to the noble mind

    Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind.

    There, my lord.

    HAMLET

    Ha, ha! Are you honest?

    OPHELIA

    My lord?
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    HAMLET

    Are you fair?

    OPHELIA

    What means Your Lordship?
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    HAMLET

    That if you be honest and fair, your honesty should

    admit no discourse to your beauty.

    OPHELIA

    Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce than

    with honesty?
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    HAMLET

    Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will sooner

    transform honesty from what it is to a bawd than the

    force of honesty can translate beauty into his

    likeness. This was sometime a paradox, but now the

    time gives it proof. I did love you once.
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    OPHELIA

    Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so.
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    HAMLET

    You should not have believed me, for virtue cannot

    so inoculate our old stock but we shall relish of

    it. I loved you not.

    [image: Image]

    OPHELIA

    I was the more deceived.
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    HAMLET

    Get thee to a nunnery. Why wouldst thou be a

    breeder of sinners? I am myself indifferent honest, but

    yet I could accuse me of such things that it were better

    my mother had not borne me: I am very proud,

    revengeful, ambitious, with more offences at my beck

    than I have thoughts to put them in, imagination to

    give them shape, or time to act them in.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    What should such fellows as I do crawling between earth and

    heaven? We are arrant knaves, all; believe none of us.

    Go thy ways to a nunnery.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    Where’s your father?
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    OPHELIA

    At home, my lord.
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    HAMLET

    Let the doors be shut upon him, that he may play the

    fool nowhere but in ’s own house. Farewell.
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    OPHELIA

    O, help him, you sweet heavens!

    HAMLET

    If thou dost marry, I’ll give thee this plague for

    thy dowry: be thou as chaste as ice, as pure as snow,

    thou shalt not escape calumny. Get thee to a nunnery,

    farewell. Or, if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool, for

    wise men know well enough what monsters you

    make of them. To a nunnery, go, and quickly too.

    Farewell.

    OPHELIA

    Heavenly powers, restore him!
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    HAMLET

    I have heard of your paintings too, well

    enough. God hath given you one face, and you make

    yourselves another. You jig, you amble, and you

    lisp, you nickname God’s creatures, and make your

    wantonness your ignorance. Go to, I’ll no more on’t;

    it hath made me mad. I say we will have no more

    marriage. Those that are married already—all but

    one—shall live. The rest shall keep as they are. To a

    nunnery, go.
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    OPHELIA

    O, what a noble mind is here o’erthrown!

    The courtier’s, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, sword,

    Th’expectancy and rose of the fair state,

    The glass of fashion and the mould of form,

    Th’observed of all observers, quite, quite down!

    And I, of ladies most deject and wretched,

    That sucked the honey of his music vows,

    Now see that noble and most sovereign reason

    Like sweet bells jangled out of tune and harsh;

    That unmatched form and feature of blown youth

    Blasted with ecstasy. O, woe is me,

    T’have seen what I have seen, see what I see!
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    Love? His affections do not that way tend;

    Nor what he spake, though it lacked form a little,

    Was not like madness. There’s something in

    his soul

    O’er which his melancholy sits on brood,

    And I do doubt the hatch and the disclose

    Will be some danger; which for to prevent,

    I have in quick determination

    Thus set it down: he shall with speed to England,

    For the demand of our neglected tribute.

    Haply the seas and countries different

    With variable objects shall expel

    This something-settled matter in his heart,

    Whereon his brains still beating puts him thus

    From fashion of himself. What think you on’t?
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    LORD POLONIUS

    It shall do well. But yet do I believe

    The origin and commencement of his grief

    Sprung from neglected love.—How now, Ophelia?

    You need not tell us what Lord Hamlet said;

    We heard it all.—My lord, do as you please,

    But, if you hold it fit, after the play

    Let his queen-mother all alone entreat him

    To show his grief. Let her be round with him;

    And I’ll be placed, so please you, in the ear

    Of all their conference. If she find him not,

    To England send him, or confine him where

    Your wisdom best shall think.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    It shall be so.

    Madness in great ones must not unwatched go.

    ACT III. Scene II (89–293).
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    Hamlet helps the play actors prepare for the coming performance, emphatically asking the actors not to overact their lines or run away with the play. Polonius, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstern enter the scene and give word that Claudius and Gertrude will be attending the play. Horatio and Hamlet then come together for a private discussion, during which Hamlet explains his motivations for selecting this particular play. He urges Horatio to pay attention to Claudius’s reactions to parts of the play, which will prove him culpable for the murder of the dead king.
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    HAMLET

    They are coming to the play. I must be idle.

    Get you a place.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    How fares our cousin Hamlet?

    HAMLET

    Excellent, i’faith, of the chameleon’s dish: I eat

    the air, promise-crammed. You cannot feed capons so.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet. These

    words are not mine.

    HAMLET

    No, nor mine now.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    My lord, you played once i’th’university, you say?

    LORD POLONIUS

    That did I, my lord, and was accounted a

    good actor.

    HAMLET

    What did you enact?
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    LORD POLONIUS

    I did enact Julius Caesar. I was killed i’th’

    Capitol; Brutus killed me.

    HAMLET

    It was a brute part of him to kill so capital a

    calf there.
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    HAMLET (cont.)

    —Be the players ready?

    ROSENCRANTZ

    Ay, my lord. They stay upon your

    patience.
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    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me.
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    HAMLET

    Lady, shall I lie in your lap?
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    LORD POLONIUS

    Oho, do you mark that?
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    HAMLET

    Lady, shall I lie in your lap?
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    OPHELIA

    No, my lord.

    HAMLET

    I mean, my head upon your lap?
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    OPHELIA

    Ay, my lord.

    HAMLET

    Do you think I meant country matters?
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    OPHELIA

    I think nothing, my lord.

    HAMLET

    That’s a fair thought to lie between maids’ legs.
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    OPHELIA

    What is, my lord?

    HAMLET

    Nothing.

    OPHELIA

    You are merry, my lord.

    HAMLET

    Who, I?

    OPHELIA

    Ay, my lord.
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    HAMLET

    O, God, your only jig maker. What should a

    man do but be merry? For look you how cheerfully my

    mother looks, and my father died within ’s two hours.

    OPHELIA

    Nay, ’tis twice two months, my lord.
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    HAMLET

    So long? Nay then, let the devil wear black, for

    I’ll have a suit of sables. O heavens! Die two months

    ago, and not forgotten yet? Then there’s hope a great

    man’s memory may outlive his life half a year. But, by’r

    Lady, ’a must build churches, then, or else shall ’a

    suffer not thinking on, with the hobbyhorse, whose

    epitaph is “For oh, for oh, the hobbyhorse is forgot.”
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    OPHELIA

    What means this, my lord?

    HAMLET

    Marry, this’ miching mallico; it means

    mischief.

    OPHELIA

    Belike this show imports the argument of the

    play.
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    HAMLET

    We shall know by this fellow. The players cannot

    keep counsel; they’ll tell all.

    OPHELIA

    Will ’a tell us what this show meant?

    HAMLET

    Ay, or any show that you’ll show him. Be

    not you ashamed to show, he’ll not shame to tell you

    what it means.

    OPHELIA

    You are naught, you are naught. I’ll mark the play.
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    PROLOGUE

    For us, and for our tragedy,

    Here stooping to your clemency,

    We beg your hearing patiently.
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    HAMLET

    Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring?

    OPHELIA

    ’Tis brief, my lord.

    HAMLET

    As woman’s love.
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    PLAYER KING

    Full thirty times hath Phoebus’ cart gone round

    Neptune’s salt wash and Tellus’ orbèd ground,

    And thirty dozen moons with borrowed sheen

    About the world have times twelve thirties been,

    Since love our hearts and Hymen did our hands

    Unite commutual in most sacred bands.

    PLAYER QUEEN

    So many journeys may the sun and moon

    Make us again count o’er ere love be done!

    But, woe is me, you are so sick of late,

    So far from cheer and from your former state,

    That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust,

    Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must.

    For women’s fear and love holds quantity;

    In neither aught, or in extremity.

    Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know,

    And as my love is sized, my fear is so.

    Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear;

    Where little fears grow great, great love grows there.
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    PLAYER KING

    Faith, I must leave thee, love, and shortly too;

    My operant powers their functions leave to do.

    And thou shalt live in this fair world behind,

    Honoured, beloved; and haply one as kind

    For husband shalt thou—

    PLAYER QUEEN

    O, confound the rest!

    Such love must needs be treason in my breast.

    In second husband let me be accurst!

    None wed the second but who killed the first.
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    HAMLET

    Wormwood, wormwood.
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    PLAYER QUEEN

    The instances that second marriage move

    Are base respects of thrift, but none of love.

    A second time I kill my husband dead

    When second husband kisses me in bed.

    Player King

    I do believe you think what now you speak,

    But what we do determine oft we break.

    Purpose is but the slave to memory,

    Of violent birth, but poor validity,

    Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree,

    But fall, unshaken when they mellow be.

    Most necessary ’tis that we forget

    To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt.

    What to ourselves in passion we propose,

    The passion ending, doth the purpose lose.

    The violence of either grief or joy

    Their own enactures with themselves destroy.

    Where joy most revels, grief doth most lament;

    Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident.

    This world is not for aye, nor ’tis not strange

    That even our loves should with our fortunes change;

    For ’tis a question left us yet to prove,

    Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love.

    The great man down, you mark his favourite flies;

    The poor advanced makes friends of enemies.
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    PLAYER KING (cont.)

    And hitherto doth love on fortune tend;

    For who not needs shall never lack a friend,

    And who in want a hollow friend doth try,

    Directly seasons him his enemy.

    But, orderly to end where I begun,

    Our wills and fates do so contrary run

    That our devices still are overthrown;

    Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own.

    So think thou wilt no second husband wed,

    But die thy thoughts when thy first lord is dead.

    PLAYER QUEEN

    Nor earth to me give food, nor heaven light,

    Sport and repose lock from me day and night,

    To desperation turn my trust and hope,

    An anchor’s cheer in prison be my scope!

    Each opposite that blanks the face of joy

    Meet what I would have well and it destroy!

    Both here and hence pursue me lasting strife

    If, once a widow, ever I be wife!
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    HAMLET

    If she should break it now!
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    PLAYER KING

    ’Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me here awhile;

    My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile

    The tedious day with sleep.
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    PLAYER QUEEN

    Sleep rock thy brain,

    And never come mischance between us twain!
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    HAMLET

    Madam, how like you this play?

    QUEEN GERTRUDE

    The lady protests too much, methinks.

    HAMLET

    O, but she’ll keep her word.
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    KING CLAUDIUS

    Have you heard the argument? Is there no

    offence in’t?

    HAMLET

    No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest. No offence

    i’th’ world.

    KING CLAUDIUS

    What do you call the play?
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    HAMLET

    The Mousetrap. Marry, how? Tropically.

    This play is the image of a murder done in Vienna.

    Gonzago is the Duke’s name, his wife, Baptista. You

    shall see anon. ’Tis a knavish piece of work, but what

    of that? Your Majesty, and we that have free souls, it
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