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AABBOOUUTT
WWIILLLLIIAAMM  SSHHAAKKEESSPPEEAARREE

((11556644--11661166))

W
illiam Shakespeare was born in Stratford-upon-
Avon, a market town about eighty miles
northwest of London. His father was a

glovemaker and a trader in wool, hides, and grain. The
family, which had eight children, while not rich, led a
comfortable life. William was the third child in the
family, and it is thought that he attended the Stratford
grammar school where classes started at six or seven in
the morning and lasted until five or six in the late
afternoon. When the family’s finances declined, it became
necessary for him to leave school to go to work for a local
tradesman.

He married Anne Hathaway when he was eighteen
and she was twenty-six. They had three children,
including twins.

It is not known exactly when or why Shakespeare
left Stratford and moved to London where he quickly
became involved in the theater both as an actor and a
playwright. Theaters in London were closed from 1592 to
1594 because of the terrifying plague that swept
throughout Europe, so Shakespeare spent his time
writing plays and publishing two long narrative poems
that immediately became popular and started him on the
road to fame.

We can tell from the records of the number of
properties he bought in London and Stratford that his
income was more than ample. His days were busy acting
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at the Blackfriar and Globe Theaters and writing new
plays to be performed there.

Shakespeare was only fifty-two when he died in
Stratford. His birthplace and Anne Hathaway’s cottage
have been furnished to look as much as possible as they
did in Shakespeare’s time and are visited by thousands
of tourists and admirers each year.

To this day Shakespeare’s works can be found on
stages in every country in the world. The work of no
other playwright has been performed in so many nations
throughout so many centuries. His friend Ben Johnson
wrote in 1623, “He was not of an age, but for all of time.”
By now we know Johnson’s observation was absolutely
correct!
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PPrroolloogguuee

I
must warn you before you begin. The tale that you are
about to read is a sad one. It is also frightening. It is
about murder, madness, and revenge. There is little

happiness that comes to the characters within these
pages. Their lives are torn apart by a chain of unhappy
events. The plot twists and turns to take the reader to
the darkest corners of men’s souls. This is the most
famous of all Shakespeare’s works. And it is a story that
you are not likely to ever forget.
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AAcctt  II

O
ur story takes place in a castle in Denmark. This is
a beautiful country with long snowy winters. On
the very evening the story begins, snow was

falling. It was bitterly cold. Frosty breath hung in the
air among the guards who were standing watch,
protecting the great castle Elsinore. They were happy to
be relieved by two men assigned to take over their duty.

Marcellus, one of the guards, asked, “Well, did this
thing appear again tonight?”

Bernardo answered, “I have seen nothing.”
Marcellus spoke again. “Horatio doesn’t believe us.

He thinks it’s all in our minds. That’s why I’ve brought
him along tonight. If he sees, he will believe.”

“It will not appear,” said Horatio. He rolled his eyes
in disbelief.

“I’m glad you are so sure,” said Bernardo. “It’s easy
for you to say. You refuse to listen to our story. That is
because you haven’t seen the ghost we’ve met for the
last two nights.”

Bernardo’s words had barely left his lips when a
ghostly figure appeared out of nowhere. It was as pale
as the snow. A tall figure dressed for battle. The moon
cast a glow on his armor. What an eerie sight! The ghost
moved slowly, but steadily as if he had a purpose in
mind.

The guards could not believe their eyes. They held
their breath.
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Finally, Bernardo spoke. “It’s the dead king. It is!
Isn’t it?” He could not be sure. His knees were knocking.
His heart was madly pounding.

“Talk to it, Horatio!” said Marcellus.
Horatio was shocked into silence. He had been so

sure that the ghost story was false. But there it was.
There was no denying it. He came back to  reality. “Who
are you?” he demanded. “What are you doing here? Why
are you wearing the dead king’s armor? Speak!”

But the ghost did not speak. Instead he left. It
appeared as though he had floated away from the scene.
The guards were frightened and confused. What had
they seen?

Horatio screamed into the silent night. “Stop!
Speak! I command you to speak!” But the ghost did not
heed his command.

“He’s gone,” said Marcellus. “He won’t answer you
now.”

Bernardo could not resist. “Well, Horatio, what’s the
matter? You look pale. And you are trembling. You tell
us. Is this just a fantasy?”

“I wouldn’t have believed it,” said Horatio. “But I
saw it with my own eyes.” He was shaken to the core.
He had not expected the ghostly sight that he had seen.

“Does it look like the king, or not?” asked Marcellus.
“It did,” answered Horatio. “He had the same armor

he wore to battle Norway. How strange!”
“Why would the dead king be dressed for battle?”

asked Marcellus. “By day our country is preparing for
war. By night our dead king appears as a ghost ready to
fight. What is happening?”

“I’ll tell you what I’ve heard,” said Horatio. “You all
know that the King of Norway lost his land to us. When
he and old King Hamlet fought, they made a pact.
Whoever lost the battle would give their land to the



winner. King Fortinbras of Norway was the loser. Our
king won the battle and the land. Now I’ve heard that
Fortinbras’ son is getting ready to take back the land his
father lost. Could it be that the ghost is a warning sign?
It might be a bad omen.”

These words had barely left Horatio’s lips when the
ghost came back. He seemed to know they were talking
about him. The pale figure floated slowly by the men.
But the spirit still said nothing.

Horatio could not stay silent. “If you can use your
voice, speak to me! Are you here to warn us? Is
something going to happen to our country?”       

The ghost seemed as if he would speak. Yet, at that
moment a cock crowed. And once again the spirit figure
started to leave.

Marcellus was frantic. He yelled, “Should I strike
him with my spear?”

“Yes, if he won’t stay!” said Horatio. His eyes
searched for the ghost. 

Bernardo cried out, “There he is!” 
“He’s over here,” said Horatio. But the figure moved

out of sight.
“He’s gone!” said Marcellus. The ghost had vanished

again.
“It was about to speak when the cock crowed,” said

Bernardo.
“He seemed to be startled by the sound as if he were

guilty,” said Horatio. 
“The ghost faded on the crowing of the cock,” said

Marcellus. “I’ve heard it said that during the Christmas
season, the cock’s crowing protects us from evil.”

“I’ve heard that, too. And now I believe it,” said
Horatio. “We had better tell young Hamlet about this.
This spirit will surely speak to him. Isn’t it our duty to
tell him?”

13
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Marcellus agreed. “Let’s tell him. I know where we
can find him this morning.” And the men quickly left.
They were eager to share this experience with the dead
king’s son.



SScceennee  IIII

I
inside the castle, the king and his queen entered the
great stateroom. Many other members of the court
followed. It was a warm inviting room. Several large

fireplaces were roaring. Deep red carpeting flowed
through the room like a royal river. Gold and burgundy
brocade hung from the windows like a majestic
waterfall. Masses of glittering candles cast a soft glow
throughout.

King Claudius was a large handsome man with
more gray than blonde hair. His heavy moustache and
beard were silver. He was a cheerful man with smiling
blue eyes. His queen, Gertrude, was even more
attractive than her husband. She was tall and slim with
a crown of softly curling blond hair that hung to her
waist. Her skin was clear and naturally tinted with pink
like a china doll. Gertrude seemed to light up the great
hall as she made her royal entry.

Claudius had recently taken the throne as a
result of his brother’s sudden death. King Hamlet had
been the beloved ruler of Denmark until two months
ago. Claudius also took something besides the crown. He
took his brother’s wife. This had caused something of a
stir at court. Although the new king was given
permission to wed Gertrude, it did not seem right to
many people. Some said that it was against the rules of
the church. Others said that it happened too quickly.
Prince Hamlet, the old king’s son, was particularly
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opposed to the union. 
Claudius told the court that he missed his brother

sorely. Yet he didn’t show it. He seemed happier than he
had ever been in his life. In fact, people around him
commented on how joyful he appeared to be. Claudius
didn’t want the court to gossip about his marriage.  He
was trying to put an end to these rumors.

“My grief is great for the loss of my brother,”
Claudius said. “The whole kingdom mourns for him. But
we must go on. Therefore, it is with both sorrow and joy
that I married my sister-in-law. Our enemies believe
that the king’s death has caused us to be weak. Young
Fortinbras of Norway has threatened us. I must show
him that Denmark is stronger than ever. I have sent a
letter to his uncle today. I have demanded that his
nephew’s attack be stopped. We won our lands fairly. We
will not lose them to anyone!”

Claudius was confident that the letter would stop
the young Fortinbras. He now turned his attention to
the court. Looking at a young man, he said, “Laertes,
what is new with you?”

“I came home from France for your coronation. Now
I would like to ask permission to return,” said Laertes
as he bowed to the king.

“What does your father say?” said Claudius,
referring to Polonius. 

“He has agreed to let me return,” answered Laertes.
“Well, then, I also agree. Go with my grace.” The

king turned to another young man at court. This man
had very fair coloring. He resembled Claudius. “My
nephew Hamlet, now my son....”

This young man turned away. It was easy to see
that he disliked the king. Under his breath, he said,
“You may be my kin, but you are not kind.” 

“How is it that the clouds still hang over you?”

16
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asked Claudius.
“That’s not so,” replied Hamlet. “I’m too much in

the sun.”
His mother, Queen Gertrude, spoke gently to him.

“Good Hamlet, cast off your mourning. Your father was
a noble man. But he’s gone now, as all lives must end.
He is in eternity.”

“Yes, it is common to die,” said Hamlet. Claudius
and Gertrude did not share his great sorrow.

“If you know this, then why does it seem to bother
you so much?” asked his mother.

“Seems? I don’t know what seems, Mother. But I
know what is!” Hamlet could not believe that his mother
was so unfeeling. After all, it was her husband who had
died. “I am sad because I have lost my father. Nothing
can change that.”

At this point, Claudius interrupted. “Hamlet, you
have a sweet and good nature. It is right that you should
be sad about your father. But you must understand that
your father lost his father. And his father before lost his
father. The son who is left behind must go on. To
continue your sorrow is to be stubborn. It is an unmanly
kind of grief.” 

The king’s words stung Hamlet’s ears. What nerve
he had! How could he say that grief was unmanly?

Claudius continued to speak to Hamlet about his
behavior. “You must understand. You are next in line for
the throne. Throw off this grief. Think of us. You cannot
go back to school in Wittenburg. You must stay here and
and assume your rightful place at court.”

“Please, Hamlet, don’t go,” begged his mother. “I
pray that you’ll stay with us.”

“I’ll obey you, Mother,” said Hamlet stiffly.  
“Hamlet, you are a good and loving son,” said the

king. “I’m pleased. Your answer makes my heart smile.



Let’s drink a toast! I’ll fire the cannons! Come, let’s go.” 
With that, the new king led everyone out of the

room. They were going to celebrate. Only one person
stayed behind. Hamlet, the old king’s son. 

He hung his head and thought about his father.
Hamlet was so sad he wished he were dead. “Oh, that
this too, too solid flesh would melt,” he whispered to
himself. He wanted to kill himself, but he could not. He
would never do that. It was a sin to take one’s life.
Hamlet was distraught and depressed. He could not stop
thinking about how life had changed greatly in the last
two months.

Hamlet wondered how his mother could change so
quickly. In the past, she had clung to his father, refusing
to let him go for a minute. And then within a month of
his father’s death, she was clinging to another man in
the same way. “Frailty thy name is woman,” Hamlet
said out loud. “She couldn’t wait to marry another
man...my father’s brother!” He felt as if his heart were
shattered. “But I must hold my tongue,” he cried out
softly. Hamlet felt so alone in his grief.

Hamlet’s thoughts of his father were interrupted by
the sound of hurried footsteps in the hall. Horatio,
Marcellus, and Bernardo entered the stateroom. Hamlet
greeted them as if nothing were wrong. In spite of his
sorrow, he was particularly glad to see Horatio, who was
a fellow student at the university. 

“Horatio, what brings you here from Wittenburg?”
Hamlet asked. Horatio told him that he had come to
Elsinore for King Hamlet’s funeral. Hamlet didn’t
believe him. “Don’t mock me. You came for my mother’s
wedding.”

“It did follow rather quickly,” said Horatio.
“Thrift, thrift, Horatio. The funeral meats were

needed for the wedding feast,” said Hamlet. It was

18
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obvious that he was being sarcastic.
“My lord,” said Horatio, “I think we have seen your

father.”
“Seen who?” said Hamlet, disbelieving what he had

heard.
“We think we saw the king, your father!” repeated

Horatio.
“The king, my father?” said Hamlet.
Horatio told him the story. “For two nights

Marcellus and Bernardo saw a spirit who looked like
your father. They were standing watch when they saw
this ghost who was fully dressed in a suit of armor.
They were struck with great fear at this sight. They
swore me to secrecy. On the third night, I kept watch
with them. And when I saw the ghost, I knew it was
your father.”

“Was this figure armed?” asked Hamlet.
Marcellus and Bernardo answered at the same

time. “From head to toe!”
“How did he look?” asked Hamlet.
“He seemd more sad than angry,” said Horatio.
“What was his beard like?” said Hamlet.
“Just as it was in life, streaked with silver,”

answered Horatio.
“I will come with you tonight. Perhaps he will come

again,” said Hamlet eagerly. His mind raced with
thoughts. Could that really be his father? 

“To your honor,” shouted the three men as they left
Hamlet.

Alone with his thoughts, Hamlet tried to
understand the meaning of his friends’ report. “All is not
well,” he said to himself. Something was dreadfully
wrong. He wished the night would hurry. Be patient, he
thought, as he looked to the sky for a welcome
darkening.
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SScceennee  IIIIII

L
aertes and his sister, Ophelia, were visiting in their
apartment in the castle. Ophelia was a beautiful
young woman. While her brother had dark hair,

hers was golden with a red tint. Her blue-green eyes
sparkled when she spoke. Ophelia was a gentle young
girl who was good and kind. Some said that she was too
trusting of others. But that quality was also part of her
charm.

Her brother had just finished telling her that he
must leave soon. Ophelia and her brother were very
close. She had confided in him that Hamlet was in love
with her. Laertes didn’t believe it. 

“Hamlet is trifling with you. This love is like
perfume. It is something very sweet that lasts no more
than a minute,” Laeartes said.

Sweet Ophelia couldn’t believe that was true.
“Nothing more than that?” she asked softly. The very
thought of it caused her to tremble. She believed in
Hamlet’s love.

“Think of it as nothing more,” he said. “Perhaps he
loves you now, but his will is not his own. He is a prince
and must marry one of royal blood. Do not lose your
honor to him,” warned her brother.

“I’ll take your words to heart,” said Ophelia. She
wondered if her brother was right. 

Their father, Polonius, had heard them talking. “Are
you still here, Laertes?” he asked. Laertes was supposed



to have left for France over an hour ago. “You should
have gone abroad by now. But as long as you are still
here, I have some advice to give you.”

Laertes and Ophelia exchanged knowing glances.
Their father was known for being long-winded.

“Give every man your ear,” Polonius said, “but none
your opinion. Dress well, but not too fancy. Neither a
borrower nor a lender be. And above all, to thine own self
be true.” He continued to offer his advice on all things.
As he talked more, Laertes and Ophelia listened less.

Finally Polonius finished, and Laertes said good-bye
to his family. “Ophelia, don’t forget what I have said to
you,” Laertes said.

“I won’t. It’s locked in my memory, and you shall
keep the key,” she said.

When Laertes was gone, Polonius questioned his
daughter about those parting words. “What is it that he
said to you, Ophelia?” he asked. Ophelia was forced to
confess that Hamlet had been the subject of their
conversation. Her father thought as much. “Lately I
have heard that you are spending much time with him.
What is between the two of you? Give me the truth.”

“He has spoken of his affection for me,” she said in a
low voice that her father could barely hear.

“Affection!” said Polonius. “And do you believe him?”
“I do not know what I should think,” she said,

lowering her head.
“Well, I will tell you what to think!” he said sternly.

Polonius was not at all pleased with his daughter’s
words. “Hamlet is a young man with burning blood. Do
not believe him. From this time on, do not see him or
talk to him. Do you understand?”

“Yes, my lord, I shall obey,” Ophelia said with a
heavy heart.

21
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SScceennee  IIVV

A
s Polonius was advising his daughter, Hamlet and
his friends were heading for the watchtower.
“What time is it?” asked Hamlet.
“Not yet twelve,” said Horatio. “It is about the time

when we saw the ghost arrive last night. Look! Here he
comes!”

The ghost moved slowly toward the three men.
“Angels above!” cried Hamlet. “Father, King of the

Danes, why have you come back from the grave?”
The ghost gestured for Hamlet to come with him.
“He wants me to follow,” said Hamlet.
“No, don’t!” cautioned Horatio. “He might lead you

to your death.”
“Don’t interfere or I will make you into a ghost,”

answered Hamlet. “Stay away!” He was determined to
get to the bottom of this mystery.

His friends watched anxiously as Hamlet followed
the ghostly figure. They could not let Hamlet disappear
into the night with this spirit. “Let’s follow them,”
suggested Marcellus. “For his safety, we cannot obey
Hamlet.”

“Yes, we must find out what is happening,” said
Horatio.

“Something is rotten in the State of Denmark,”
answered Marcellus. “We will find out what it is.”



SScceennee  VV

H
oratio and Marcellus followed their young prince
and the ghostly figure. They were careful not to be
seen. They heard Hamlet begging the ghost to

speak. And finally he did. In a solemn voice, the ghost
began to tell his story. 

“Listen carefully to what I say. I am your father’s
spirit. You must seek revenge for his unnatural murder,”
said the ghost.

“Murder!” said Hamlet. Although he had great
surprise in his voice, there was less in his heart. His
suspicions were now confirmed.

“Murder most foul,” said the ghost.
“Tell me quickly so I may make plans for revenge!”

cried Hamlet.
His father’s ghost explained how Claudius, his own

brother, had poured a deadly poison in his ear while he
had been sleeping in the orchard. This poison went
quickly into his bloodstream and killed him in minutes.
The spirit explained that Claudius committed the
murder to win the hand of Gertrude in marriage. He
desired her so much that he was willing to kill his
brother for her. 

As Hamlet listened to the ghost’s story, anger grew
inside him. The confirmation that his uncle had truly
murdered his father left him trembling with rage. He
vowed to give up everything in his life to avenge this
deed. From this time forward, he would be single-
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minded in his pursuit of justice. His uncle must pay for
this terrible crime. Hamlet swore to follow through with
this plan.

When Horatio and Marcellus felt that they could
make themselves known, they called out to Hamlet. He
told them that they must not tell anyone of the ghost
they had seen tonight. They both agreed to silence. But
that wasn’t good enough for Hamlet. He made them
swear on their swords. When the ghost came back and
issued the same order, Horatio and Marcellus quickly
agreed. They swore again to keep the secret.
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CCAASSTT OOFF CCHHAARRAACCTTEERRSS

CLAUDIUS, King of Denmark

GERTRUDE, Queen of Denmark, wife of Claudius, mother
of Hamlet

HAMLET, son of the late King, nephew of the present King

POLONIUS, Lord Chamberlain

LAERTES, son of Polonius

OPHELIA, daughter of Polonius

HORATIO, friend of Hamlet 

ROSENCRANTZ & GUILDENSTERN, friends of Hamlet’s

OSRIC, a courtier

REYNALDO, a servant to Polonius

MARCELLUS, BERNARDO, and FRANCISCO, officers of
the guard

FORTINBRAS, King of Norway

CAPTAIN

GHOST

ACTORS

PRIEST

GRAVEDIGGER I & GRAVEDIGGER II

ATTENDANTS, SERVANT, MESSENGER, SAILORS,
SOLDIERS
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AAcctt  II
SScceennee  11

Setting: The gun tower of Elsinore Castle.

(Bernardo and Francisco, two guards, enter.)

BERNARDO: Have you had a quiet guard tonight?

FRANCISCO: Not a mouse stirring.

BERNARDO: If you see Horatio and Marcellus, tell them
to hurry.

FRANCISCO: I think I hear them now.

(Horatio and Marcellus enter.)

BERNARDO: Welcome, Horatio. Welcome, Marcellus.

MARCELLUS: Well, has this thing appeared again tonight?

BERNARDO: I have seen nothing.

MARCELLUS: Horatio says it is our fantasy. He doesn’t
believe us. But twice I have seen this ghost.
So I have asked him to come along tonight.
If the ghost appears, he will see for himself.

HORATIO: It will not appear.

(Ghost enters.)

MARCELLUS: Look! Here it comes again.

BERNARDO: It looks like the dead king.

MARCELLUS: Speak to it, Horatio.

HORATIO: Who are you? Why do you appear like the



dead king dressed for battle? I charge thee
to speak! 

(Ghost exits.)

MARCELLUS: He’s gone without an answer.

BERNARDO: Horatio, is not this something more than
fantasy?

HORATIO: I would not have believed it. But I saw it
with my own eyes.

MARCELLUS: Is it not like the king?

HORATIO: Yes, that was the very armor he wore in
battle with Norway. ’Tis strange.

MARCELLUS: Our country is preparing for war now.
Cannons are being bought. Ship builders
are working day and night. Who can explain
this?

HORATIO: I can. I will tell you what I have heard. Our
last king fought Norway. Our valiant King
Hamlet won many lands from Fortinbras,
ruler of Norway. Fortinbras died in that
battle. Now young Fortinbras, his son, is
trying to recover the lands lost by his father.
I think this ghost must be an omen of some
fate to come.

(Ghost enters.)

If you can use your voice, speak to me!  If
you know something of our country’s fate,
speak to me. Tell us so we can happily avoid
this disaster. (Ghost walks away.) Stay and
speak! Stop it, Marcellus!

(A cock crows.)

MARCELLUS: Shall I strike him with my spear?

HORATIO: Do it, if it will not stay.

68



(Ghost exits.)

BERNARDO: It was about to speak when the cock crowed.

HORATIO: Then it jumped like a guilty thing being
called.

MARCELLUS: It faded on the crowing of the cock. During
the Christmas season the cock is supposed
to crow all night. His singing protects from
the evil spirits. 

HORATIO: So have I heard and do in part believe. Let
us impart what we have seen tonight to
young Hamlet. Upon my life, this spirit
which is dumb to us will speak to him. Do
you agree that it is our duty to tell him?

MARCELLUS: Yes, let us do it. I know where we can find
him this morning.

(All exit.)
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SScceennee  IIII

Setting: The Great Hall of Elsinore 
Castle.

(Claudius, King of Denmark; Gertrude, 
Queen of Denmark; Hamlet, Polonius, 
Laertes, Ophelia, and attendants enter.)

CLAUDIUS: The memory of our dear brother Hamlet’s
death is still green. Our hearts are grieving.
The whole kingdom faces sorrow. We have
been saddened by a funeral. And I have
been made joyful by my new marriage. She
who was my sister-in-law is now my wife.
Now we must turn our attention to young
Fortinbras. He is trying to win back the
lands that his father lost to us. I am
sending a letter to his uncle today. I told
him to stop his nephew’s purpose. Take this
letter to him now.

(Two attendants exit with letter.)

And now, Laertes, what is the news with
you?

LAERTES: I came willingly to Denmark to show my
duty for your coronation. Now I must
confess my thoughts are again with France.
I would ask your gracious leave.

CLAUDIUS: Have you your father’s permission?
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POLONIUS: At last I have agreed to let him leave. I
beseech you to also give him leave to go.   

CLAUDIUS: Well then, I also agree. Go with my grace.
(He turns to Hamlet.) My nephew Hamlet,
now my son.

HAMLET: (Aside.) A little more than kin, and a little
less than kind.

CLAUDIUS: How is it that the clouds still hang on you?

HAMLET: Not so, my lord. I am too much in the sun.

GERTRUDE: Good Hamlet, cast off your mourning. Do
not forever be thinking of your father. All
that lives must die. Passing through nature
to eternity is common.

HAMLET: Ay, it is common.

GERTRUDE: If you know this, why does it seem to bother
you so?

HAMLET: Seems, madam? I don’t know what seems. I
know what is! My suits of solemn black are
shapes of true grief.

CLAUDIUS: ’Tis your sweet nature to give these
mourning duties to your father. But you
must know, your father lost his father. That
father lost his. The son who is left behind
must go on. It is your obligation to show
sorrow, but to continue shows stubbornness.
’Tis unmanly grief. You are the next in line
for the throne. We ask that you not return
to school in Wittenburg. Please stay with
us.

GERTRUDE: I pray thee stay with us, Hamlet.

HAMLET: I shall obey you, madam.

CLAUDIUS: Why, ’tis a loving and fair reply. Your gentle
answer makes my heart smile. Come with



me, madam.

(All but Hamlet exit.)

HAMLET: Oh, that this too, too solid flesh would melt.
That it should come to this!  The King is not
two months dead, not so much as two. My
mother hung on him as if she loved him
greatly. And yet within one month...

Frailty thy name is woman! She followed
my father’s body to the grave with tears.
Then a month later she married my uncle.
My father’s brother! Even a beast would
have mourned longer! She married with
wicked speed. My heart is breaking, but I
must hold my tongue.

(Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo enter.)

HORATIO: Hail to your lordship!

HAMLET: Horatio, I am very glad to see you. But what
brings you from Wittenburg?

HORATIO: I came for your father’s funeral.

HAMLET: Do not mock me. I think it was to see my
mother’s wedding.

HORATIO: Indeed, it followed quickly.

HAMLET: Thrift, thrift, Horatio. The funeral meats
were needed for the marriage feast. Oh, my
father. Methinks I see my father.

HORATIO: Where my lord?

HAMLET: In my mind’s eye, Horatio.

HORATIO: My lord, I think I saw him last night.

HAMLET: The king, my father! Tell me.

HORATIO: For two nights Marcellus and Bernardo saw
a figure that looked liked your father. They
were standing watch when they saw this
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ghost who was fully dressed in a suit of
armor. They were frightened so much they
thought they would turn to jelly. I stood
watch on the third night. The ghost came
again. I knew it was your father.

HAMLET: You say he was armed?

HORATIO: From head to toe.

HAMLET: Did he see your face?

HORATIO: He stared at us the whole time.

HAMLET: What was his beard like?

HORATIO: It was as I have seen it in life.

HAMLET: I will watch tonight. Perhaps it will walk
again.

HORATIO: I’m certain that it will.

HAMLET: I will meet you on the platform between
eleven and twelve o’clock.

ALL: To your honor!

HAMLET: Mine to you. Farewell.

(All but Hamlet exit.)

HAMLET: My father’s spirit, in arms! All is not well.
There must be foul play. When the night
comes, the foul deeds will rise.

(Hamlet exits.)
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SScceennee  IIIIII

Setting: Polonius’ apartment in 
Elsinore.

(Laertes and Ophelia enter.)

LAERTES: Hamlet is trifling with you. He is treating
you as a toy. This is a sweet thing, but it is
not permanent. It is like perfume that lasts
a minute and no more.

OPHELIA: No more than that?

LAERTES: Think it no more. Perhaps he loves you now,
but his will is not his own. He is royal by
birth and must marry according to the
benefit of Denmark. I know that you want
to believe him when he says he loves you.
But you must not lose your honor to him. 

OPHELIA: I will take your words to heart, good
brother.

(Polonius enters.)

POLONIUS: Are you still here, Laertes? You should have
gone abroad by now. The wind sits in the
shoulder of your sail! I will give you some
advice before you leave. Give every man thy
ear, but few thy voice. Listen to every man’s
opinion, but reserve thy judgment. Neither
a borrower nor a lender be. This above all,
to thine own self be true. And it must follow,
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as night into day. Thou cannot then be false
to any man. Farewell, my son.

LAERTES: Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord.
Farewell, Ophelia, remember well what I
have said to you.

OPHELIA: ’Tis locked in my memory.  And you yourself
shall keep the key.

(Laertes exits.)

POLONIUS: What is it that he said to you?

OPHELIA: Something about Lord Hamlet.

POLONIUS: Lately I have seen you with him often.
What is between you? Give me the truth.

OPHELIA: He has spoken of affection for me.

POLONIUS: Affection! Do you believe him?

OPHELIA: I do not know what I should think.

POLONIUS: Well, I will tell you what to think! Hamlet is
a young man with burning blood. Do not
believe his vows. From this time, I do not
want you to see him anymore. Do not talk
with him or listen to him.

OPHELIA: I shall obey, my lord.
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SScceennee  IIVV

Setting: The Gun Platform

(Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellus enter.)

HAMLET: What is the hour now?

HORATIO: It is just before twelve. It is near to the time
the spirit will walk.

(Ghost enters.)

Look, here it comes!

HAMLET: Angels defend us! Is this a good spirit or a
bad one. Bring thee airs from heaven or
blasts from hell? I will speak to thee. I’ll call
thee King Hamlet, father, royal Dane. Oh,
answer me.

(Ghost gestures toward Hamlet.)

HORATIO: It wants to be alone with you.

MARCELLUS: But do not go with it.

HAMLET: It will not speak. I must follow it.

HORATIO: Do not, my lord!

HAMLET: What should I fear?

HORATIO: He might lead you to your death.

MARCELLUS: You shall not go, my lord.

HAMLET: My fate cries out. Unhand me, gentlemen!
I’ll make a ghost of anyone who interferes.
(To the ghost.) Go on, I’ll follow thee.
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(Ghost and Hamlet exit.)

MARCELLUS: Let’s follow. It is not right to obey him.

HORATIO: Yes, we must find out what will happen.

MARCELLUS: Something is rotten in the State of
Denmark.

HORATIO: And we will find out what it is.

(All exit.)
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SScceennee  VV

Setting: The walls of Elsinore Castle.

(Hamlet and the ghost enter.)

HAMLET: Where are you leading me? Speak, or I’ll go
no further.

GHOST: I am thy father’s spirit. If thou didst ever
love thy dear father, revenge his foul and
most unnatural murder.

HAMLET: Murder?

GHOST: Murder most foul.

HAMLET: Tell me with haste so I may sweep to
revenge.

GHOST: Now, Hamlet, listen. I was sleeping in my
orchard when a serpent stung me. That
serpent now wears thy father’s crown.

HAMLET: My uncle?

GHOST: Ay, he wanted my queen. I’ll be brief. I was
sleeping in my orchard as was my custom in
the afternoon. Your uncle came to me and
poured hebenon in my ear. This poison
works as swift as quicksilver through the
blood. My life, my crown, and my queen
were taken by my brother ’s hand. Oh
horrible, horrible, most horrible! Pursue the
act of revenge. But do not contrive against
thy mother. Leave her to heaven and to the
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thorns in her conscience that prick and
sting her. Adieu, adieu, adieu. Remember
me. 

HAMLET: Remember thee? Yes, from the table of my
memory, I’ll wipe away all trivial records.
Only your commandment shall live. I have
sworn it.

(Horatio and Marcellus enter.)

HORATIO: What happened, my lord?

HAMLET: You must never tell what you have seen
tonight.

HORATIO and MARCELLUS: My lord, we will not.

HAMLET: Swear it!

HORATIO: In faith, I will not.

MARCELLUS: Nor I.

HAMLET: Swear upon my sword.

MARCELLUS: We have sworn already.

(Voice under stage.)

GHOST: Swear!

HAMLET: Did you hear that? 

GHOST: Swear!

HAMLET: Come here, gentlemen. Never speak of what
you have seen. Swear by my sword.

(Marcellus and Horatio, heads bowed, lay
their hands on the sword.)

GHOST: Swear!

HAMLET: Rest now, spirit. Let us go together with
your fingers still on your lips. Oh cursed
spite, that ever I was born to set it right.

(All exit.)
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