SCENE 1 - LONELY CASTLEWAY

Franci sca stands al one on-stage, a sentry drawn (at the | ast
monment, froma scared Barnardia - she’s seen a CGhost just
last night!) fromthe few villagers who support the new

Ki ng.

After 12 tolls of mdnight, Barnardia approaches, calling
out in fear, at first.

BARNARDI A
Who' s there?
FRANCI SCA
Nay, answer ne. Stand and unfold
yoursel f.
BARNARDI A
Long live the King!
FRANCI SCA
Bar nar di a?
BARNARDI A
She.
FRANCI SCA
You conme nost carefully upon your
hour .
BARNARDI A

"Tis now struck twelve. Get thee to
bed, Franci sca.

FRANCI SCA
For this relief, nmuch thanks. 'Tis
bitter cold, / And | am sick at
heart.

BARNARDI A
(beat)
Have you had qui et guard?

FRANCI SCA
(1 medi at el y)
Not a nouse stirring.

BARNARDI A
(beat)
Well, goodnight. / If you do neet
Horati o and Marcel lus, / The
partners of my watch, bid them nake
hast e.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED: 2.

Enter Marcellus, foll owed by Horatio.

FRANCI SCA
| think | hear them Stand hol
VWho' s there?

HORATI O
Friends to this ground.

MARCELLUS
(1 medi at el y)
And | i egenen to the Dane.

FRANCI SCA
G ve you good ni ght.

MARCELLUS
(1 medi at el y)
O, farewell, honest soldier. / Wo
hath relieved you?

FRANCI SCA
(1 medi at el y)
Barnard a hath ny place. / Gve you
good ni ght.

Exit Franci sca.

MARCELLUS
(i medi at el y)
Hol | a, Barnard’ al

BARNARDI A
(1 medi at el y)
Say / What, is Horatio there?

HORATI O
(1 medi at el y)
A piece of him

BARNARDI A
Wl cone, Horatio. Wl cone, good
Mar cel | us.

MARCELLUS
What, has this thing appeared again
t oni ght ?

BARNARDI A
| have seen not hi ng.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

MARCELLUS
Horatio says 'tis but our fantasy,
[ And will not let belief take hold
of him/ Touching this dreaded
sight twice seen of us. / Therefore
| have entreated himalong / Wth
us to watch the mnutes of this
night, / That, if again this
apparition cone, / He may approve
our eyes and speak to it.

Scary w nd sound.

HORATI O
Tush, tush, "twill not appear.

BARNARDI A
(1 medi at el y)
Sit down awhile, / And |let us once
agai n assail your ears, / That are
so fortified against our Story, /
What we two Nights have seen

HORATI O
(1 medi at el y)
Well, sit we down, / And let us
hear Barnard a speak of this.

BARNARDI A
Last night of all...

An om nous w nd. ..

BARNARDI A
When yond sane star that’'s Westward
fromthe Pole / Had nmade his course
t’illunme that part of Heaven /
Wiere now it burns, Marcellus and
nysel f, / The bell then beating
one. .

Ent er Ghost from behi nd.

MARCELLUS
Peace, break thee off. Look where
it cones again.

BARNARDI A

In the same figure like the King
that’ s dead.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

4.
MARCELLUS
Thou art a Scholar. Speak to it,
Hor at i o.
BARNARDI A
Looks it not |ike the King? Mark
it, Horatio.
HORATI O

Most like. It harrows ne with fear
and wonder.

BARNARDI A
It would be spoke to.

MARCELLUS
(1 medi at el y)
Question it, Horatio.

HORATI O
What art thou that usurpest this
time of night, / Together with that
fair and warlike form/ In which
the Mpjesty of buried Denmark / D d
sonetimes march? By heaven | charge
t hee, speak.

MARCELLUS
It is of fended.

BARNARDI A
(1 medi at el y)
See, it stal ks away.

Exit Chost.

HORATI O
Stay. Speak, speak. | charge thee,
speak.
MARCELLUS
"Tis gone, and will not answer.
BARNARDI A

How now, Horati o? you trenbl e and

| ook pale. / Is not this sonething
nmore than fantasy? / What think you
on’t?

HORATI O
Before ny God, | mght not this
believe / Wthout the sensible and
true avouch / O mine own eyes.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

MARCELLUS
(1 medi at el y)
Is it not like the King?

HORATI O
As thou art to thyself. / Such was
the very arnmour he had on / Wen he
t he anbi ti ous Norway conbated. / So
frowned he once when, in an angry
parle, / He snote the sl edded
pol eaxes on the ice. / 'Tis
strange.

MARCELLUS
Good now, sit down, and tell ne he
that knows / Wiy this sane strict
and nost observant watch / So
nightly toils the subject of the
| and, / And why such daily cast of
brazen cannon / And foreign mart
for inplenments of war, / Wy such
i mpress of shipwights, whose sore
task / Does not divide the Sunday
fromthe week. / What m ght be
toward, that this sweaty haste /
Dot h make the night joint-I|abourer
with the day? / Who is’'t that can
i nform ne?

HORATI O

(i medi at el y)
That can |. / At |east the whisper
goes so. Qur last King, / \Wose
i mage even but now appeared to us,
/ Was, as you know, by Fortinbras
of Norway, / Thereto pricked on by
a nost enulate pride, / Dared to
t he conbat; in which our valiant
Haml et - / For so this side of our
known world esteened to him- / Dd
slay this Fortinbras; who, by a
seal ed conpact / Well ratified by
| aw and heraldry, / Did forfeit,
with his life, all those his |ands
/' Whi ch he stood seized of, to the
conquerer; / Against the which, a
noi ety conpetent / WAs gaged by our
Ki ng, which had return’"d / To the
i nheritance of Fortinbras, / Had he
been the Vanqui sher, as by the sane
covenant / And carriage of the
article designed, / Hs fell to
Ham et. Now, sir, young Fortinbras,

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

HORATI O (cont’ d)
/[ O uninporved nettle, hot and
full, / Hath in the skirts of
Norway, here and there / Shark’d up
a list of law ess resolutes / For
food and diet to sonme enterprise /
That hath a stomach in’t; which is
no other, / As it doth well appear
unto our state, / But to recover of
us by strong hand / And terns
compul satory those foresaid Lands /
So by his father lost. And This, |
take it, / Is the main notive of
our preparations, / The source of
this our watch, and the chief head
/| O this posthaste and romage in
t he | and.

BARNARDI A
| think it be no other but e’ en so.
/ Well may it sort that this
portentous figure. / Cones arned
t hr ough our watch so |ike the King
/ That was and is the question of
t hese wars.

HORATI O
A note it is to trouble the mnd s
eye. / In the nost high and pal ny
state of Ronme, / Alittle ere the
m ghtiest Julius fell, / The graves
stood tenantl ess and the sheeted
dead / Did squeak and gi bber in the
Roman streets - / As stars with
trains of fire and dews of blood, /
Di sasters in the sun; and the noi st
star / Upon whose influence
Neptune’s enpire stands / Was sick
al nost to Doonsday with eclipse. /
And even the |ike precurse of
feared events, / As harbingers
preceding still the fates / And
prol ogue to the onen coning on, /
Have heaven and earth together
denonstrated / Unto our climatures
and countrynen.

Ent er Chost.
HORATI O
But soft, behold, o where it cones
again! / 1’1l cross it, though it
bl ast ne.

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

Horati o goes afte the ghost...

HORATI O
Stay, illusion. / If thou hast any
sound or use of voice, / Speak to
ne.

HORATI O

I f there be any good thing to be
done. / That may to thee do ease
and grace to ne, / Speak to ne. /
|f thou art privy to thy country’s
fate, / Which happily foreknow ng
may avoid, / O speak!

HORATI O
O, if thou hast uphorded in thy
life / Extorted treasure in the
wonb of earth, / For which, they
say, you spirits oft walk in death,
| Speak of it.

The cock crows.

Mar cel | us

Mar cel | us

And agai n.

HORATI O

Stay and speak. Stop it, Marcell us.
MARCELLUS

Shall | strike at it with ny

parti san?
HORATI O

Do, if it will not stand!
strikes at ghost with partisan.
BARNARDI A

(1 medi at el y)
"Tis here.

strikes agai n.
HORATI O
(1 medi at el y)
"Tis here.

M ss.

Exit Chost.

MARCELLUS
"Tis gone. / W do it wong, being
so majestical, / To offer it the

( MORE)
( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

MARCELLUS (cont’ d)
show of violence, / For it 1s as
the air invul nerable, / And our
vai n bl ows malicious nockery.

BARNARDI A
It was about to speak when the cock
Crew.

HORATI O

And then it started, like a guilty
thing / Upon a fearful sumons. |
have heard / The cock, that is the
trunpet to the norn, / Doth with
its lofty and shrill-soundi ng
throat / Awake the god of day, and
at his warning, / Wether in sea or
fire, inearth or air, / Th
extravagant and erring spirit hies.
/ To his confine. And of the truth
herein / This present object nade
probati on.

MARCELLUS
It faded on the crowi ng of the
cock. / Some say that ever ’gainst
t hat season conmes / Wherein our
Saviour’s birth is celebrated, /
This bird of dawning singeth al
night long. / And then, they say,
no spirit dares stir abroad; / The
ni ghts are whol esone; then no
pl anets strike; / No fairy takes;
nor witch hath power to charm / So
hal | owed and so gracious is that
tinme.

HORATI O
So have | heard, and do in part
believe it. / But look, the norn in
russet mantle clad / Wal ks o’ er the
dew of yon high eastward hill. /
Break we our watch up. And by ny
advice / Let us inpart what we have
seen tonight / Unto young Ham et.
For, upon ny life, / This spirit,
dunb to us, will speak to him / Do
you consent we shall acquaint him
with it, / As needful in our |oves,
fitting our duty?

( CONTI NUED)



CONTI NUED

MARCELLUS
Let’s do't, | pray. And | this
norni ng know / Where we shall find
hi m nost conveni ently.

Exeunt .

A wind starts blowi ng, getting stronger until...

SCENE 5 - DESERTED CASTLEWAY
Enter Ghost. (Haml.v.9ff)

GHOST
| amthy father’s spirit, / Dooned
for a certain termto walk the
night, / And for the day confined
to fast in fires, / Till the fou
crinmes done in ny days of nature /
Are burnt and purged away. But that
| amforbid / To tell the secrets
of nmy prison house, / | could a
tale unfold whose |ightest word /
Woul d harrow up thy soul, freeze
thy young bl ood, / Make thy two
eyes |like stars start fromtheir
spheres, / Thy knotted and conbi ned
| ocks to part, / And each
particular hair to stand an end /
Like quills upon the fretful
porpentine. / But this eternal
bl azon nust not be / To ears of
fl esh and blood. List, list, O
list! / If thou didst ever thy dear
father |ove -

GHOST
Revenge his foul and nost unnatural
mur der .





