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SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
 

Hamlet 
 

Hamlet/Horatio/Gravedigger, Act V Scene 1 
 

Gravedigger 
Is she to be buried in Christian burial that 
wilfully seeks her own salvation? 
How can that be, unless she drowned herself in her 
own defence? 
It must be 'se offendendo;' it cannot be else. For 
here lies the point: if I drown myself wittingly, 
it argues an act: and an act hath three branches: it 
is, to act, to do, to perform: argal, she drowned 
herself wittingly. 

Enter HAMLET and HORATIO, at a distance, Gravedigger digs and sings 

In youth, when I did love, did love, 
Methought it was very sweet, 
To contract, O, the time, for, ah, my behove, 
O, methought, there was nothing meet. 
 
HAMLET 
Has this fellow no feeling of his business, that he 
sings at grave-making? 
 
HORATIO 
Custom hath made it in him a property of easiness. 
 
HAMLET 
'Tis e'en so: the hand of little employment hath 
the daintier sense. 
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HAMLET  
That skull might be the pate of a politician, which this ass 
now o'er-reaches; one that would circumvent God, 
might it not? 
 
HORATIO 
It might, my lord. 
 
HAMLET 
Or of a courtier; which could say 'Good morrow, 
sweet lord! How dost thou, good lord?' This might 
be my lord such-a-one, that praised my lord 
such-a-one's horse, when he meant to beg it; might it not? 
 
HORATIO 
Ay, my lord. 
 
HAMLET 
I will speak to this fellow. Whose grave's this, sirrah? 
 
Gravedigger 
Mine, sir. 
 
HAMLET 
I think it be thine, indeed; for thou liest in't. 
 
Gravedigger 
You lie out on't, sir, and therefore it is not 
yours: for my part, I do not lie in't, and yet it is mine. 
 
HAMLET 
'Thou dost lie in't, to be in't and say it is thine: 
'tis for the dead, not for the quick; therefore thou liest. 
 
Gravedigger 
'Tis a quick lie, sir; 'twill away gain, from me to you. 
 
HAMLET 
What man dost thou dig it for? 
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Gravedigger 
For no man, sir. 
 
HAMLET 
What woman, then? 
 
Gravedigger 
For none, neither. 
 
HAMLET 
Who is to be buried in't? 
 
Gravedigger 
One that was a woman, sir; but, rest her soul, she's dead. 
 
HORATIO 
How absolute the knave is! we must speak by the 
card, or equivocation will undo us. How long hast thou been a 
grave-maker? 
 
Gravedigger 
Of all the days i' the year, I came to't that day 
that our last king Hamlet overcame Fortinbras. 
 
HAMLET 
How long is that since? 
 
Gravedigger 
Cannot you tell that? every fool can tell that: it 
was the very day that young Hamlet was born; he that 
is mad, and sent into England. 
 
HAMLET 
Ay, marry, why was he sent into England? 
 
Gravedigger 
Why, because he was mad: he shall recover his wits 
there; or, if he do not, it's no great matter there. 
 
HORATIO 
Why? 
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Gravedigger 
'Twill, a not be seen in him there; there the men are as mad as he. 
 
HAMLET 
How came he mad? 
 
Gravedigger 
Very strangely, they say. 
 
HORATIO 
How strangely? 
 
Gravedigger 
Faith, e'en with losing his wits. 
 
HAMLET 
How long will a man lie i' the earth ere he rot? 
 
Gravedigger 
I' faith, if he be not rotten before he die--as we 
have many pocky corses now-a-days, that will scarce 
hold the laying in--he will last you some eight year 
or nine year: a tanner will last you nine year. 
 
HORATIO 
Why he more than another? 
 
Gravedigger 
Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his trade, that 
he will keep out water a great while;  
Here's a skull now; this skull has lain in the earth 
three and twenty years. 
 
HAMLET 
Whose was it? 
 
Gravedigger 
A whoreson mad fellow's it was: whose do you think it was? 
 
HAMLET 
Nay, I know not. 
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Gravedigger 
A pestilence on him for a mad rogue! a' poured a 
flagon of Rhenish on my head once. This same skull, 
sir, was Yorick's skull, the king's jester. 
 
HORATIO 
This? 
 
Gravedigger 
E'en that. 
 
HAMLET 
Let me see. 

Takes the skull 

Alas, poor Yorick! I knew him, Horatio: a fellow 
of infinite jest, of most excellent fancy: he hath 
borne me on his back a thousand times; and now, how 
abhorred in my imagination it is! my gorge rims at 
it. Here hung those lips that I have kissed I know 
not how oft. Where be your gibes now? your 
gambols? your songs? your flashes of merriment, 
that were wont to set the table on a roar? Not one 
now, to mock your own grinning? quite chap-fallen? 
Now get you to my lady's chamber, and tell her, let 
her paint an inch thick, to this favour she must 
come; make her laugh at that. Prithee, Horatio, tell 
me one thing. 
 
HORATIO 
What's that, my lord? 
 
HAMLET 
Dost thou think Alexander looked o' this fashion i' the earth? 
 
HORATIO 
E'en so. 
 
HAMLET 
And smelt so? pah! 
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Puts down the skull 

HORATIO 
E'en so, my lord. 
 
HAMLET 
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, 
Alexander returneth into dust; the dust is earth; of 
earth we make loam; and why of that loam, whereto he 
was converted, might they not stop a beer-barrel? 
Imperious Caesar, dead and turn'd to clay, 
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away: 
O, that that earth, which kept the world in awe, 
Should patch a wall to expel the winter flaw! 
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SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
 

Hamlet 
 

Hamlet/Claudius, Act IV Scene 3 
 

KING CLAUDIUS 
Now, Hamlet, where's Polonius? 
 
HAMLET 
At supper. 
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
At supper! where? 
 
HAMLET 
Not where he eats, but where he is eaten: a certain 
convocation of politic worms are e'en at him. Your 
worm is your only emperor for diet: we fat all 
creatures else to fat us, and we fat ourselves for 
maggots: your fat king and your lean beggar is but 
variable service, two dishes, but to one table: 
that's the end. 
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
Alas, alas! 
 
HAMLET 
A man may fish with the worm that hath eat of a 
king, and cat of the fish that hath fed of that worm. 
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
What dost you mean by this? 
 
HAMLET 
Nothing but to show you how a king may go a 
progress through the guts of a beggar. 
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KING CLAUDIUS 
Where is Polonius? 
 
HAMLET 
In heaven; send hither to see: if your messenger 
find him not there, seek him i' the other place 
yourself. But indeed, if you find him not within 
this month, you shall nose him as you go up the 
stairs into the lobby. 
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
Go seek him there. 

To some Attendants 

HAMLET 
He will stay till ye come. 

Exeunt Attendants 

KING CLAUDIUS 
Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial safety,-- 
Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done,--must send thee hence 
With fiery quickness: therefore prepare thyself; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 
The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 
 
HAMLET 
For England! 
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
Ay, Hamlet. 
 
HAMLET 
Good. 
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
So is it, if thou knew'st our purposes. 
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HAMLET 
I see a cherub that sees them. But, come; for 
England! Farewell, dear mother. 
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
Thy loving father, Hamlet. 
 
HAMLET 
My mother: father and mother is man and wife; man 
and wife is one flesh; and so, my mother. Come, for England! 

Exit 

KING CLAUDIUS 
I'll have him hence to-night: for every thing is seal'd and done. 
And, England, if my love thou hold'st at aught-- 
As my great power thereof may give thee sense, 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us--thou mayst not coldly set 
Our sovereign process; which imports at full, 
By letters congruing to that effect, 
The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 
And thou must cure me: till I know 'tis done, 
Howe'er my haps, my joys were ne'er begun. 
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SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
 

Hamlet 
 

Hamlet/Ophelia, Act III Scene 1 
 

OPHELIA 
Good my lord, How does your honour for this many a day? 
 
HAMLET 
I humbly thank you; well, well, well. 
 
OPHELIA 
My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That I have longed long to re-deliver; 
I pray you, now receive them. 
 
HAMLET 
No, not I; I never gave you aught. 
 
OPHELIA 
My honour'd 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? 
 
HAMLET 
Are you fair? 
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OPHELIA 
What means your lordship? 
 
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? 
 
HAMLET 
I did love you once. 
 
OPHELIA 
Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 
 
HAMLET 
You should not have believed me: I loved you not. 
 
OPHELIA 
I was the more deceived. 
 
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. 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. 
Where's your father? 
 
OPHELIA 
At home, my lord. 
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HAMLET 
Let the doors be shut upon him, that he may play the 
fool no where but in's own house. Farewell. 
 
OPHELIA 
O, help him, you sweet heavens! 
 
HAMLET 
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 
O heavenly powers, restore him! 
 
HAMLET 
I have heard of your paintings too, well enough; God 
has given you one face, and you make yourselves 
another: you jig, you amble, and you lisp. Go to, I'll no more on't; it hath 
made me mad. I say, we will have no more marriages: 
To a nunnery, go. 

Exit 

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! 

 
	



	 1	

SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
 

Hamlet 
 

Hamlet/Rosencrantz/Guildenstern, Act II Scene 2 
 

GUILDENSTERN 
My honoured lord! 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
My most dear lord! 
 
HAMLET 
My excellent good friends! How dost thou, 
Guildenstern? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good lads, how do ye both? 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
As the indifferent children of the earth. 
 
GUILDENSTERN 
Happy, in that we are not over-happy; 
On fortune's cap we are not the very button. 
 
HAMLET 
Nor the soles of her shoe? 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
Neither, my lord. 
 
HAMLET 
Then you live about her waist, or in the middle of 
her favours? 
 
GUILDENSTERN 
'Faith, her privates we. 
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HAMLET 
In the secret parts of fortune? O, most true; she 
is a strumpet. What's the news? 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
None, my lord, but that the world's grown honest. 
 
HAMLET 
Then is doomsday near: but your news is not true. 
Let me question more in particular: what have you, 
my good friends, deserved at the hands of fortune, 
that she sends you to prison hither? 
 
GUILDENSTERN 
Prison, my lord! 
 
HAMLET 
Denmark's a prison. 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
Then is the world one. 
 
HAMLET 
A goodly one; in which there are many confines, 
wards and dungeons, Denmark being one o' the worst. 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
We think not so, my lord. 
 
HAMLET 
Why, then, 'tis none to you; for there is nothing 
either good or bad, but thinking makes it so: to me 
it is a prison. 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
Why then, your ambition makes it one; 'tis too 
narrow for your mind. 
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HAMLET 
O God, I could be bounded in a nut shell and count 
myself a king of infinite space, were it not that I 
have bad dreams. 
 
GUILDENSTERN 
Which dreams indeed are ambition, for the very 
substance of the ambitious is merely the shadow of a dream. 
 
HAMLET 
A dream itself is but a shadow. 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and light a 
quality that it is but a shadow's shadow. 
 
HAMLET 
But, in the 
beaten way of friendship, what make you at Elsinore? 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
To visit you, my lord; no other occasion. 
 
HAMLET 
Beggar that I am, I am even poor in thanks; but I 
thank you. Were you not sent for? Is it 
your own inclining? Is it a free visitation? Come, 
deal justly with me: come, come; nay, speak. 
 
GUILDENSTERN 
What should we say, my lord? 
 
HAMLET 
Why, any thing, but to the purpose. You were sent 
for; and there is a kind of confession in your looks 
which your modesties have not craft enough to colour: 
I know the good king and queen have sent for you. 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
To what end, my lord? 
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HAMLET 
That you must teach me. But let me conjure you, be even and direct with me, 
whether you were sent for, or no? 
 
ROSENCRANTZ/GUILDENSTERN 
My lord, we were sent for. 
 
HAMLET 
I will tell you why; so shall my anticipation 
prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to the king 
and queen moult no feather. I have of late--but 
wherefore I know not--lost all my mirth, forgone all 
custom of exercises; and indeed it goes so heavily 
with my disposition that this goodly frame, the 
earth, seems to me a sterile promontory, this most 
excellent canopy, the air, look you, this brave 
o'erhanging firmament, this majestical roof fretted 
with golden fire, why, it appears no other thing to 
me than a foul and pestilent congregation of vapours. 
What a piece of work is a man! how noble in reason! 
how infinite in faculty! in form and moving how 
express and admirable! in action how like an angel! 
in apprehension how like a god! the beauty of the 
world! the paragon of animals! And yet, to me, 
what is this quintessence of dust? man delights not 
me: no, nor woman neither, though by your smiling 
you seem to say so. 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
My lord, there was no such stuff in my thoughts. 
 
HAMLET 
Why did you laugh then, when I said 'man delights not me'? 
 
ROSENCRANTZ 
To think, my lord, if you delight not in man, what 
lenten entertainment the players shall receive from 
you: we coted them on the way; and hither are they 
coming, to offer you service. 
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GUILDENSTERN 
There are the players. 
 
HAMLET 
They are welcome: but my 
uncle-father and aunt-mother are deceived. 
 
GUILDENSTERN 
In what, my dear lord? 
 
HAMLET 
I am but mad north-north-west: when the wind is 
southerly I know a hawk from a handsaw. 
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SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
 

Hamlet 
 

Hamlet/Gertrude (Polonius), Act III Scene 4 
 

HAMLET 
[Within] Mother, mother, mother! 
Now, mother, what's the matter? 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended. 
 
HAMLET 
Mother, you have my father much offended. 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue. 
 
HAMLET 
Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Why, how now, Hamlet! 
 
HAMLET 
What's the matter now? 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Have you forgot me? 
 
HAMLET 
No, by the rood, not so: 
You are the queen, your husband's brother's wife; 
And--would it were not so!--you are my mother. 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Nay, then, I'll set those to you that can speak. 
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HAMLET 
Come, come, and sit you down; you shall not budge; 
You go not till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me? 
Help, help, ho! 
 
*LORD POLONIUS 
[Behind] What, ho! help, help, help! 
 
HAMLET 
[Drawing] How now! a rat? Dead, for a ducat, dead! 

Makes a pass through the arras 

*LORD POLONIUS 
[Behind] O, I am slain! 

Falls and dies 

QUEEN GERTRUDE 
O me, what hast thou done? 
 
HAMLET 
Nay, I know not: Is it the king? 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
O, what a rash and bloody deed is this! 
 
HAMLET 
A bloody deed! almost as bad, good mother, 
As kill a king, and marry with his brother. 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
As kill a king! 
 
HAMLET 
Ay, lady, 'twas my word. 

Lifts up the array and discovers POLONIUS 
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Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell! 
Leave wringing of your hands: peace! sit you down, 
And let me wring your heart; for so I shall, 
If it be made of penetrable stuff. 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
What have I done, that thou darest wag thy tongue 
In noise so rude against me? 
 
HAMLET 
Such an act That blurs the grace and blush of modesty, 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Ay me, what act, 
That roars so loud, and thunders in the index? 
 
HAMLET 
Look here, upon this picture, and on this, 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
See, what a grace was seated on this brow; 
This was your husband. Look you now, what follows: 
Here is your husband; like a mildew'd ear, 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Ha! have you eyes? 
You cannot call it love. 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
O Hamlet, speak no more: 
Thou turn'st mine eyes into my very soul; 
And there I see such black and grained spots 
As will not leave their tinct. 
 
HAMLET 
Nay, but to live 
In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed, 
Stew'd in corruption, honeying and making love 
Over the nasty sty,-- 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
O, speak to me no more; 
These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears; 
No more, sweet Hamlet! 
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HAMLET 
A murderer and a villain; 
a vice of kings; A cutpurse of the empire and the rule. 
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
No more! 
Alas, he's mad! 
Hamlet,	thou	hast	cleft	my	heart	in	twain.	



SHAKESPEARIENCE! 
 

Hamlet 
Act II, Scene 2 

 
Petra 
Oh,	what	a	rogue	and	peasant	slave	am	I!		
Is	it	not	monstrous	that	this	player	here,		
But	in	a	fiction,	in	a	dream	of	passion,		
Could	force	his	soul	so	to	his	own	conceit		
That	from	her	working	all	his	visage	wann’d,		
Tears	in	his	eyes,	distraction	in	his	aspect,		
A	broken	voice,	and	his	whole	function	suiting	With	forms	to	his	
conceit?	And	all	for	nothing—	For	Hecuba!		
Hannah 
What’s	Hecuba	to	him	or	he	to	Hecuba		
That	he	should	weep	for	her?	What	would	he	do		
Had	he	the	motive	and	the	cue	for	passion		
That	I	have?	He	would	drown	the	stage	with	tears		
And	cleave	the	general	ear	with	horrid	speech,		
Make	mad	the	guilty	and	appall	the	free,		
Confound	the	ignorant,	and	amaze	indeed		
The	very	faculties	of	eyes	and	ears.		
Lucian 
Yet	I,	A	dull	and	muddy-mettled	rascal,	peak		
Like	John-a-dreams,	unpregnant	of	my	cause,		
And	can	say	nothing—no,	not	for	a	king,		
Upon	whose	property	and	most	dear	life		
A	damned	defeat	was	made.	Am	I	a	coward?		
Who	calls	me	“villain”?	Breaks	my	pate	across?		
Plucks	off	my	beard	and	blows	it	in	my	face?		
Tweaks	me	by	the	nose?	Gives	me	the	lie	i'	th'	throat		
As	deep	as	to	the	lungs?	Who	does	me	this?	Ha!		
John 
'Swounds,	I	should	take	it,	for	it	cannot	be		
But	I	am	pigeon-livered	and	lack	gall		



To	make	oppression	bitter,	or	ere	this		
I	should	have	fatted	all	the	region	kites		
With	this	slave’s	offal.	Bloody,	bawdy	villain!		
Remorseless,	treacherous,	lecherous,	kindless	villain!		
O	vengeance!		
Natalie 
Why,	what	an	ass	am	I!	This	is	most	brave,		
That	I,	the	son	of	a	dear	father	murdered,		
Prompted	to	my	revenge	by	heaven	and	hell,		
Must,	like	a	whore,	unpack	my	heart	with	words		
And	fall	a-cursing	like	a	very	drab,	A	scullion!		
Fie	upon	’t,	foh!	About,	my	brain.	
Charlotte 
I	have	heard		
That	guilty	creatures	sitting	at	a	play		
Have,	by	the	very	cunning	of	the	scene,		
Been	struck	so	to	the	soul	that	presently		
They	have	proclaimed	their	malefactions.		
For	murder,	though	it	have	no	tongue,	will	speak		
With	most	miraculous	organ.	I’ll	have	these	players		
Play	something	like	the	murder	of	my	father		
Before	mine	uncle.		
Anne 
I’ll	observe	his	looks.		
I’ll	tent	him	to	the	quick.	If	he	do	blench,		
I	know	my	course.	The	spirit	that	I	have	seen		
May	be	the	devil,	and	the	devil	hath	power		
T'	assume	a	pleasing	shape.	Yea,	and	perhaps		
Out	of	my	weakness	and	my	melancholy,		
As	he	is	very	potent	with	such	spirits,		
Abuses	me	to	damn	me.	I’ll	have	grounds		
More	relative	than	this.	The	play’s	the	thing		
Wherein	I’ll	catch	the	conscience	of	the	king.	
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