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ACT_V, SCENE 1

A GRAVEYARD. Enter Two
GRAVEDI GGERS, di ggi ng.

1 GRAVEDI GGER
| say no! Is she to be buried in Christian burial when she
wilfully seeks her own sal vation?

2 GRAVEDI GGER
But she did not drown herself.

1 GRAVEDI GGER
No, that's certain: the water drown'd her.

2 CGRAVEDI GGER
Yea, but it was against her will: Here lies the water, good?
Here stands the man, good? --

1 GRAVEDI GGER
Gve ne leave: if the man go to this water and drown
hinself, it is (wll he nill he), he goes -- Mark you that
-- but if the water cone to himand drown him he drowns not
hinsel f. Argal, he that is not guilty of his own death
shortens not his own life.

2 GRAVEDI GGER
WIIl you ha' the truth on't: if this had not been a
gent | ewoman she shoul d have been buried out a' Christian
buri al .

1 GRAVEDI GGER

...And the nore pity that great fol k should have count enance
inthis world to drown or hang thensel ves nore than their
even Chri sti an.

(topic shift)
I f thou answerest ne not to the purpose, confess thyself -
what is he that builds stronger than either the mason, the
shi pwight, or the carpenter?

2 GRAVEDI GCGER
Why, a mason, for he builds all of stone, And will endure
| ong.

1 GRAVEDI GGER
That's pretty! To't again, to't again.

2 GRAVEDI GCGER
Way then, a carpenter: for he builds the gallows, and that
frame outlives a thousand tenants.

1 GRAVEDI GGER
| like thy wit well, in good faith: '"the gallows' does well.
But how does it well? It does well to those that do ill. And
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if any one ask thee hereafter, say a 'grave-maker.' The
houses that he nakes lasts till doonmsday. Fetch ne a stoup
of |iquor.

Exit 2 GRAVEDI GGER. Enter HAMLET
and HORATI O

1 GRAVEDI GGER

(sings)
A pi ckaxe and a spade, a spade,

For and a shroudi ng-sheet,

Most fit it is, for t'will be nade,
(He throws up a shovel.)
For such a guest is neet --

HAMLET
Has this fellow no feeling of his business that he sings at
grave- maki ng? See how the slave jow s their heads agai nst
t he earth!

HORATI O
Custom hath made it in hima property of easiness.

1 GRAVEDI GGER
(sings) A pickaxe and a spade, a spade,

For and a shroudi ng- sheet,
O a pit of clay for to be made,
For such a guest is neet...

HAMLET
Why does he suffer this rude knave now to knock hi m about
the sconce with a dirty shovel and will not tell himof his
action of battery? Wiere be his quiddities now? WIIl his
vouchers vouch himno nore of his purchases, and doubl e ones
too, than the length and breadth of a pair of indentures?
The very conveyances of his lands will hardly lie in this
box: and nust the inheritor hinself have no nore? O pitiful
transformance! | prithee tell ne Horatio, is not parchnent
made of sheepski ns?

HORATI O
They are sheep and cal ves that seek out assurance in that.

HAMLET
There's another: why, may not that be such-a-one's skull,
that prais'd ny lord such-a-one's horse when he neant to beg
it, mght it not? -- | will speak to this fellow Whose
grave's this, sir?
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1 GRAVEDI GGER
M ne, sir.

HAMLET
| think it be thine indeed, for thou liest in't.

1 GRAVEDI GGER
Tis a quick lie, sir: "twill away again fromnme to you

HAMLET
What man dost thou dig it for?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
For no nman, sir.

HAMLET
What woman t hen?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
No woman neither sir, but indeed one that was a wonman.

HAMLET
How absol ute the knave is! Horatio, these three years | have
taken note of it: the age is grown so picked that the toe of
t he peasant comes so near the heels of our courtier he galls
his kibe. | prithee tell nme one thing. How long will a man
liei'th' earth ere he rot?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
|'"faith, if he be not rotten before he die - as we have nmany

pocky corses, he wll last you some eight year or nine year.
A tanner will last you nine year.
HAMLET

Why he nore than anot her?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
Wiy sir, his hide is so tann'd with his trade that he wll
keep out water a great while -- and your water is a sore
decayer of your whoreson dead body. Here's a skull now. This
skull has lain in the earth three-and-twenty years. Let ne
see: ay, ever since our last king Haml et o'ercane
Fortenbrasse -- young Ham et's father, he that's nad.

HAMLET
How canme he nmad?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
Very strangely, e'en with losing his wits.

HAMLET
Upon what ground?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
Why, here in DenmarKk.
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HAMLET
VWhere i s he now?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
Why now t hey sent himto Engl and.

HAMLET
Whay was he sent into England?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
Wiy, because he was mad. He shall recover his wits there, or
if he do not, it's no great matter there.

HAMLET
Wy ?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
Wiy, there they say the nen are as mad as he.

HAMLET
VWhose skull was this?

1 GRAVEDI GGER
A pestilence on himfor a mad rogue! 'A poured a flagon of
Rheni sh on ny head once. This sanme skull sir, was Yorick's
skull: the king's jester.

HAMLET
This? Let ne see. Al as, poor Yorick. |I knew him Horatio: a
fellow of infinite mrth. He hath borne nme on his back a
t housand tinmes. Here hung those lips that | have kiss'd a
hundred tinmes, and -- how abhorred ny inmagination is!
Where's your jests now, Yorick? Your flashes of nerrinent?
Now get you to ny |ady's chanber and tell her: |et her paint
an inch thick -- to this she nust cone, Yorick. Prithee,
Horatio, tell nme one thing: dost thou think Al exander |ook'd
o' this fashion i'th' earth?

HORATI O
E' en so.

HAMLET
And snelt so? Puh!

HORATI O
E en so, ny |ord.

HAMLET

No? Why m ght not i magination work as thus of Al exander:

Al exander died; Al exander was buried; Al exander returneth
into dust. The dust is earth; of earth we make | oam and why
of that | oam whereto he was converted m ght they not stop a
beer barrel ?

| rperial Caesar, dead and turn'd to clay,
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M ght stop a hole to keep the wi nd away.
Ent er CLAUDI US, CERTRED, LEARTES,
and other lords, with a PRI EST
after the coffin.

HAMLET
The queen, the courtiers. W is that they foll ow?

"Twas sone estate. Couch we awhile and marKk.

LEARTES
What cerenony el se? Say, what cerenony el se?

PRI EST
Her obsequi es have been as far enlarg'd

As we have warranties: her death was doubtful

She hath had a dirge sung for her naiden soul

And but for favour of the king and you,

Shards, flints, and pebbles should be thrown on her;
Yet here she is allowed her virgin rites.

LEARTES
| tell thee, churlish priest:

A mnist'ring angel shall ny sister be
When thou liest howing. /

HAMLET
/ What, the fair Oelia?

GERTRED
Sweets to the sweet. Farewel|.

| thought thy bride-bed to have deck'd, sweet maid,
And not t'have strew d thy grave.

LEARTES
Hold off the earth awhile! Sister, farewell.

LEARTES | eaps into the grave.
Now pil e your dust upon the quick and dead,

And make a hill to o' er top old Pelion!

HAMLET
What's he that conjures so?

This is |, Hanl et the Dane.



HAMLET | eaps in after LEARTES

LEARTES
The devil take thy soul! /

HAMLET
/[ Thou pray'st not well.

| prithee take thy fingers fromnmny throat,

For there is sonething in nme dangerous,

Which let thy wi seness fear. Away thy hand!

| Tovid Oelia as dear as twenty brothers coul d.
Come, show ne what thou'lt do:

Wo't weep, woo't fight, woo't tear thyself,
Wo't drink up eisel, eat a crocodile?

"1l do't. Dost thou conme here to whine,

And where thou tal k'st of burying thee alive,
And if thou prate of mountains, let themthrow
MIlions of acres on us, till our ground

Make Ossa |ike a wart.

CLAUDI US
Forbear Leartes, nowis he nad, as is the sea,

Anon as mld and gentle as a dove:
Therefore a while give his wild hunour scope.

HAMLET
What is the reason that you use ne thus?

| lTov'd you ever, but it is no matter:
The cat will nmew, and dog will have his day.
Exit HAMLET and HORATI O

GERTRED
Alas, it is his madness makes hi mt hus,

And not his heart, Leartes.

CLAUDI US
(aside to LEARTES)
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My lord, '"tis so, but we'll no longer trifle.

This very day shall Haml et drink his |ast,
For presently we nean to send to him

Therefore, Leartes, be in readi ness.

LEARTES
My lord, till then ny soul will not be quiet.
CLAUDI US
(public)
Conme Certred: we'll have Leartes and our son

Made friends and | overs as befits them both

Even as they tender us and |love their country.

GERTRED
God grant they may.

Exeunt Omes.

94.
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ACT_V, SCENE 2

THE GREAT HALL AT ELSI NORE. Enter
HAMLET and HORATI O

HAMLET
But | amvery sorry, good Horatio,

That to Leartes | forgot nyself;
For by the inage of nmy cause | see
The portraiture of his.

Enter Young OSRI C
Dost know this waterfly?

HORATI O
The court knows him but he knows not the court.

OSRI C
Your lordship is right wel cone back to Denmark

HAMLET
And you sir: -- foh, how the nusk-cod snell s!

OSRI C
| should inpart a thing to you fromH s Mjesty --

HAMLET
Il will receive it with all diligence of spirit. --

Believe ne, '"tis very cold..

OSRI C
It is indifferent cold, ny lord, indeed.

HAMLET
Methinks it is very sultry.

OSRI C
Exceedingly, ny lord, it is very sultry.

But, nmy lord: his najesty has laid a great wager on your
head,;

Si x Barbary horse against six French rapiers
Wth all their accoutrenents too, 'a the carriages:
In good faith, they are very curiously w ought.

HAMLET
What call you the carriages?
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OSRI C
The carriages, sir, are the hangers.

HAMLET
The phrase woul d be nore germane to the matter if we could
carry cannon by our sides. And how s the wager? | understand
you now.

OSRI C
The king, sir, hath laid that in a dozen passes between you
and himhe shall not exceed you three hits; and on your side
the king hath laid and desires you to be in readi ness.

HAMLET
Very well: if the king dare venture his wager,
| dare venture ny skull. Wen nust this be?
OSRI C
The king and queen (and all) are com ng down.
HAMLET
I n happy tine.
OSRI C

| shall deliver your npbst sweet answer.

HAMLET
You may sir, none better, for y'are spiced,

El se he had a bad nose could not snell a fool.
Exit OSRI C.

HORATI O
He will disclose hinself w thout inquiry.

HAMLET
Believe me Horatio, ny heart is on the sudden very sore al
here about.

HORATI O
You will lose this wager, ny |ord.

HAMLET
Not a whit, we defy augury. If it be now, 'tis not to cone:
there's a special providence in the fall of a sparrow --

Here cones the king.

Enter CLAUDI US, GERTRED, LEARTES,
LORDS.



CLAUDI US
Now, son Haml et: we have | aid upon your head, And make no
question but to have the best.

HAMLET
Your grace hath laid the odds o'th' weaker side!

CLAUDI US
| do not fear it. Gve themthe foils.

HAMLET
G ve nme your pardon, sir.

Was't Hanml et wong' d Leartes? Never Hani et.

If Haml et fromhinself be ta' en away,

Then Haml et does it not -- Hamlet denies it --
And when he's not hinself does wong Leartes,
Who does it then? H s madness.

Think 1 have shot mne arrow o' er the house
And hurt ny brother. /

LEARTES
/ | amsatisfied in nature,

But in ny terns of honour
| stand aloof, and will no reconcil enent
Till by sone elder masters of known honour

| may be satisfied. /

CLAUDI US
/| Gve themthe foils.

HAMLET
"Il be your foil, Leartes.

HAMLET and LEARTES sel ect their
foils.
These foils have all a I ength? Cone on, sir.

Here they play.

LEARTES
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/ Judgenent .

HAMLET

CSRI C

A hit, a very pal pable hit.

LEARTES

Vel |, again.
They pl ay agai n.
HAMLET
Anot her hit. Wat say you?
LEARTES
A touch, a touch, | do confess't.
CLAUDI US
Here Ham et, here's to thy health
GERTRED
Here Ham et, here's a napkin: rub thy brows.

CLAUDI US

G ve himthe cup.

An ATTENDANT brings the cup to
HAMLET.

HAMLET

"1l play this bout first. Set by awhile,

['11l drink anon.

GERTRED

The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hanlet.

Certred, do

CERTRED t akes the cup fromthe
attendant. She dri nks.

CLAUDI US
not drink. --
(asi de)

It is the poison'd cup. /

HAMLET

/ Come, for the third.

Leartes, you but dally.

| pray you,

Say you so?

My lord, Il

pass with your best violence.

LEARTES
Cone on!

I hit himnow --

98.
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And yet 'tis alnbst 'gainst ny conscience.

HAMLET
Conme on, sir.

They play for the third tine.
LEARTES wounds HAMLET, who di sarns
LEARTES and wounds him LEARTES
falls. GERTRED falls

CLAUDI US
Look to the queen there, ho!

GERTRED
No, no, the drink, the drink!

Haml et, the drink!
CGERTRED di es.

HAMLET
Treachery! Let the door be | ock'd!

OSRI C
How is't, Leartes?

LEARTES
Even as a coxconb shoul d:

| amjustly kill'd with m ne own treachery.
Ham et --

In thee there is not half an hour of life:
The treacherous instrunment is in thy hand,
Unbat ed and envenoni d.

Thy nother's poison'd --

That drink was made for thee.

HAMLET
The poi nt envenom d to00?

Then venomto thy venom Die, damm'd villain:
Drink off this potion

HAMLET forces CLAUDI US to drink
then kills himwith the foil.

LEARTES
He is justly serv'd.



Exchange forgiveness wth nme, noble Hanl et,

And withal, nmy love. | do forgive thee.

LEARTES di es.
HAMLET
Heaven make thee free of it. | am dead,
Horatio: fare thee well.
HORATI O

| am nore an anti que Roman than a Dane.
Here's yet sone liquor left.

HAMLET
Ofie, Horatio: and if thou shoul dst die,

What a scandal woul dst thou | eave behi nd?
What tongue should tell the story of our deaths
If not fromthee? O ny heart sinks, Horatio.
M ne eyes have |lost their sight, ny tongue his use.
Farewel |, Horatio, Heaven receive ny soul. --
The rest is silence. O O O O
HAMLET di es.

HORATI O
Good ni ght, sweet prince --

Enter the AMBASSADOR f
FORTENBRASSE
Where is this sight?

HORATI O
I f aught of woe or wonder, cease your search.

FORTENBRASSE
O proud death, how many princes

Hast thou at one draft so bloodily struck?

AVMBASSADOR
Qur enbassy that we have brought from Engl and:

The ears are sensel ess that should give us hearing.

O nost, nost unl ooked for tinme! Unhappy country.

rom En
Ent er FORTENBRASSE with his

g
t
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HORATI O
Content yourselves: 1'll showto all the ground,

The first beginning of this tragedy.

G ve order that these bodies

High on a stage be placed to the view,

And let nme speak to th' yet unknowi ng world
How t hese things cane about.

FORTENBRASSE
| have sone rites of nmenory in this kingdom

Which are to claim ny vantage doth invite ne.
Let four captains

Bear Ham et |ike a soldier to the stage,

For he was |ikely, had he been put on,

To have prov'd nost royally.

Take up the body. Such a sight as this
Becones the field, but here shows nuch am ss.
Go, bid the soldiers shoot.

Fi ni s.
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