
HORATIO  

She speaks much of her father; says she hears 
There's tricks i' the world; and hems, and beats her heart;  
Spurns enviously at straws; speaks things in doubt, 
That carry but half sense: her speech is nothing,  
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection; 
'Twere good she were spoken with; for she may strew  
Dangerous conjectures in ill-breeding minds. 

HORATIO  

Two nights together had these gentlemen, Marcellus and 
Bernardo, on their watch,  
In the dead vast and middle of the night, 
Been thus encounter'd: a figure like your father.  
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. 



KING CLAUDIUS  

O, my offence is rank it smells to heaven;  
It hath the primal eldest curse upon't, 
A brother's murder. Pray can I not,  
Though inclination be as sharp as will: 
My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent;  
And, like a man to double business bound,  
I stand in pause where I shall first begin,  
And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother's blood,  
Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens 
To wash it white as snow? Whereto serves mercy  
But to confront the visage of offence? 
And what's in prayer but this two-fold force,  
To be forestalled ere we come to fall, 
Or pardon'd being down? Then I'll look up;  
My fault is past.  



LAERTES  

Think it no more; 
For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews and bulk, but, as this temple waxes,  
The inward service of the mind and soul  
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now,  
And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch 
The virtue of his will: but you must fear, 
His greatness weigh'd, his will is not his own;  
For he himself is subject to his birth: 
He may not, as unvalued persons do, 
Carve for himself; for on his choice depends  
The safety and health of this whole state; 
And therefore must his choice be circumscribed  
Unto the voice and yielding of that body 
Whereof he is the head. Then if he says he loves you,  
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it 
As he in his particular act and place  
May give his saying deed. 
Weigh what loss your honour may sustain,  
If with too credent ear you list his songs, 
Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open  
To his unmaster'd importunity. 
Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister,  
And keep you in the rear of your affection,  
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 



LORD POLONIUS  

Yet here, Laertes! There; my blessing with thee! 
And these few precepts in thy memory 
See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue,  
Nor any unproportioned thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar.  
Neither a borrower nor a lender be; 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend,  
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry.  
This above all: to thine ownself be true,  
Farewell: my blessing season this in thee! 

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. [Reads a 
letter] 
'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: [Reads] 
'In her excellent white bosom, these, &c.' 



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 I, 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!  



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,  
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. 



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 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples  
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 
But our cold maids do dead men's fingers call them:  
There, on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds  
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke; 
When down her weedy trophies and herself 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread wide;  
And, mermaid-like, awhile they bore her up: 
Which time she chanted snatches of old tunes;  
As one incapable of her own distress, 
Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element: 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. 



ROSENCRANTZ  

The single and peculiar life is bound, 
With all the strength and armour of the mind,  
To keep itself from noyance; but much more  
That spirit upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty  
Dies not alone; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What's near it with it: it is a massy wheel,  
Fix'd on the summit of the highest mount, 
To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things  
Are mortised and adjoin'd; which, when it falls,  
Each small annexment, petty consequence,  
Attends the boisterous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 



HAMLET MONOLOGUE 

O, that this too too solid flesh would melt 
Thaw and resolve itself into a dew! 
Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd 
His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! 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 -- 
Let me not think on't -- Frailty, thy name is woman! -- 
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