ACT 1.SCENEI.
Elsinore. A platform before the castle. Marcellus,

Bernardo, Horatio.

Enter Ghost

MARCELLUS

Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes again!
BERNARDO

In the same figure, like the king that's dead.
MARCELLUS

Thou art a scholar; speak to it, Horatio.
BERNARDO

Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio.
HORATIO

Most like: it harrows me with fear and wonder.
BERNARDO

It would be spoke to.

MARCELLUS

Question it, Horatio.

HORATIO

What art thou that usurp'st this time of night,
Together with that fair and warlike form

In which the majesty of buried Denmark

Did sometimes march? by heaven I charge thee, speak!
MARCELLUS

It is offended.

BERNARDO

See, it stalks away!

HORATIO

Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee, speak!

Exit Ghost

MARCELLUS

"Tis gone, and will not answer.

HORATIO

Before my God, I might not this believe
Without the sensible and true avouch

Of mine own eyes.

MARCELLUS

Is it not like the king?

HORATIO

As thou art to thyself:

"Tis strange.

ACT 1, SCENEII.

A room in the castle.

Horatio speaking to Hamlet.

HORATIO

Two nights together had these gentlemen,

In the dead vast and middle of the night,

Been thus encounter'd. A figure like your father,
Appears before them, and with solemn march
Goes slow and stately by them: thrice he walk'd
Within his truncheon's length; whilst they, distilled
Almost to jelly with the act of fear,

Stand dumb and speak not to him. This to me

In dreadful secrecy impart they did;

And I with them the third night kept the watch;
Where, as they had deliver'd, both in time,

Form of the thing, each word made true and good,
The apparition comes: I knew your father;

These hands are not more like.

ACTIII. SCENE.

A room in the castle.

OPHELIA

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

The courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword;
The expectancy and rose of the fair state,

The glass of fashion and the mould of form,

The observed of all observers, quite, quite down!
And ], of ladies most deject and wretched,

That suck'd the honey of his music vows,

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason,
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh;
That unmatch'd form and feature of blown youth
Blasted with ecstasy: O, woe is me,

To have seen what I have seen, see what I see!



ACTI.SCENEIII

A room in Polonius’ house.

LORD POLONIUS

What is't, Ophelia, be hath said to you?

OPHELIA

So please you, something touching the Lord Hamlet.
LORD POLONIUS

Marry, well bethought:

"Tis told me, he hath very oft of late

Given private time to you; and you yourself

Have of your audience been most free and bounteous:

What is between you? give me up the truth.
OPHELIA

He hath, my lord, of late made many tenders
Of his affection to me.

LORD POLONIUS

Affection! pooh! you speak like a green girl.
Do you believe his tenders, as you call them?
OPHELIA

I do not know, my lord, what I should think.
LORD POLONIUS

This is for all:

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth,
Have you so slander any moment leisure,

As to give words or talk with the Lord Hamlet.
Look to't, I charge you: come your ways.
OPHELIA

I shall obey, my lord.

ACT1IV,SCENEV.

Elsinore.

QUEEN GERTRUDE

There is a willow grows aslant a brook,

That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream;
There with fantastic garlands did she come
When down her weedy trophies and herself
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide;
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up:
but long it could not be

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink,
Pull'd the poor wretch from her melodious lay
To muddy death.

ACTIV.SCENE V.

Elsinore.

KING CLAUDIUS

Laertes, what would you undertake,

To show yourself your father's son in deed
More than in words?

LAERTES

To cut his throat i' the church.

KING CLAUDIUS

No place, indeed, should murder sanctuarize;
Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes,
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber.
Hamlet return'd shall know you are come home:
We'll put on those shall praise your excellence
And wager on your heads: he, being remiss,
Most generous and free from all contriving,
Will not peruse the foils; so that, with ease,

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose

A sword unbated, and in a pass of practise
Requite him for your father.

LAERTES

Iwill do't:

And, for that purpose, I'll anoint my sword.

I bought an unction of a mountebank,

So mortal that, but dip a knife in it,

Where it draws blood no cataplasm so rare,
That is but scratch'd withal: I'll touch my point
With this contagion, that, if I gall him slightly,

It may be death.

KING CLAUDIUS

When in your motion you are hot and dry--
And that he calls for drink, I'll have prepared him
A chalice for the nonce, whereon but sipping,

If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck,

Our purpose may hold there.



