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Hamlet
Act I, Scene V. Lines 1–46
In which Hamlet encounters his father’s Ghost and discovers that his father was murdered.
Cast: Hamlet, Ghost
Set: Castle interior

GHOST
[bookmark: 4][bookmark: 5][bookmark: 6]	My hour is almost come,
	When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames
	Must render up myself.
[bookmark: speech5]HAMLET 
[bookmark: 7]	Alas, poor ghost!
[bookmark: 8]GHOST
[bookmark: 9]	Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing
	To what I shall unfold.
[bookmark: speech7]HAMLET 
[bookmark: 10]	Speak; I am bound to hear.
[bookmark: 11]GHOST
	So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear.
[bookmark: speech9]HAMLET 
[bookmark: 12]	What?
[bookmark: 13]GHOST
[bookmark: 14][bookmark: 15][bookmark: 16][bookmark: 17][bookmark: 18][bookmark: 19][bookmark: 20][bookmark: 21][bookmark: 22][bookmark: 23][bookmark: 24][bookmark: 25][bookmark: 26][bookmark: 27]	I am thy father's spirit,
	Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night,
	And for the day confined to fast in fires,
	Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature
	Are burnt and purged away. But that I am forbid
	To tell the secrets of my prison-house,
	I could a tale unfold whose lightest word
	Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood,
	Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres,
	Thy knotted and combined locks to part
	And each particular hair to stand on end,
	Like quills upon the fretful porpentine:
	But this eternal blazon must not be
	To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list!
	If thou didst ever thy dear father love—
[bookmark: speech11]HAMLET 
[bookmark: 28]	O God!
[bookmark: 29]GHOST
	Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder.
[bookmark: speech13]HAMLET 
[bookmark: 30]	Murder!
[bookmark: 31]GHOST
[bookmark: 32]	Murder most foul, as in the best it is;
	But this most foul, strange and unnatural.
[bookmark: speech15]HAMLET 
[bookmark: 33][bookmark: 34][bookmark: 35]	Haste me to know't, that I, with wings as swift
	As meditation or the thoughts of love,
	May sweep to my revenge.
[bookmark: 36]GHOST
[bookmark: 37][bookmark: 38][bookmark: 39][bookmark: 40][bookmark: 41][bookmark: 42][bookmark: 43][bookmark: 44][bookmark: 45]	I find thee apt;
	And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
	That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,
	Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear:
	Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard,
	A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Denmark
	Is by a forged process of my death
	Rankly abused: but know, thou noble youth,
	The serpent that did sting thy father's life
	Now wears his crown.
[bookmark: speech17]HAMLET 
[bookmark: 46]	O my prophetic soul! My uncle!
[bookmark: 47]GHOST
[bookmark: 48][bookmark: 49][bookmark: 50][bookmark: 51]	Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,
	With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,
	O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power
	So to seduce!—won to his shameful lust
	The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen:
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Hamlet
Act I, Scene V. Lines 1–46
In which Hamlet encounters his father’s ghost and discovers that his father was murdered. 
Cast: Hamlet, Ghost
Set: Castle interior

GHOST
	My hour is almost come,
	When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames
	Must render up myself.
HAMLET 
	Alas, poor ghost!
GHOST
	Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing
	To what I shall unfold.
HAMLET 
	Speak; I am bound to hear.
GHOST
	So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear.
HAMLET 
	What?
GHOST
	I am thy father's spirit,
	Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night,
	And for the day confined to fast in fires,
	Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature
	Are burnt and purged away. But that I am forbid
	To tell the secrets of my prison-house,
	I could a tale unfold whose lightest word
	Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young blood,
	Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres,
	Thy knotted and combined locks to part
	And each particular hair to stand on end,
	Like quills upon the fretful porpentine:
	But this eternal blazon must not be
	To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list!
	If thou didst ever thy dear father love--
HAMLET 
	O God!
GHOST
	Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder.
HAMLET 
	Murder!
GHOST
	Murder most foul, as in the best it is;
	But this most foul, strange and unnatural.
HAMLET 
	Haste me to know't, that I, with wings as swift
	As meditation or the thoughts of love,
	May sweep to my revenge.
GHOST
	I find thee apt;
	And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
	That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,
	Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear:
	Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard,
	A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of Denmark
	Is by a forged process of my death
	Rankly abused: but know, thou noble youth,
	The serpent that did sting thy father's life
	Now wears his crown.
HAMLET 
	O my prophetic soul! My uncle!
GHOST
	Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,
	With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts,--
	O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power
	So to seduce!--won to his shameful lust
	The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen.


[A] TWELFTH NIGHT
Act I, Scene I. Lines 1–15
In which the heartsick Duke Orsino speaks to his musicians about the enchanting powers of love and art.
Cast: Duke Orsino
Set: Castle Exterior
 
DUKE ORSINO
If music be the food of love, play on; 
Give me excess of it, that, surfeiting, 
The appetite may sicken, and so die. 
That strain again! it had a dying fall: 
O, it came o'er my ear like the sweet sound, 
That breathes upon a bank of violets, 
Stealing and giving odour! Enough; no more: 
'Tis not so sweet now as it was before. 
O spirit of love! how quick and fresh art thou, 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there, 
Of what validity and pitch soe'er, 
But falls into abatement and low price, 
Even in a minute: so full of shapes is fancy 
That it alone is high fantastical.

[A] THE WINTER’S TALE
Act III, Scene III. Lines 15–58.
In which Antigonus hides the infant princess Perdita in the woods, just before a bear appears and chases him off stage. 
Cast: Antigonus, Bear
Set: Beach

ANTIGONUS 
	Come, poor babe:
	I have heard, but not believed,
	the spirits o' the dead
	May walk again: if such thing be, thy mother
	Appear'd to me last night, for ne'er was dream
	So like a waking. To me comes a creature,
	Sometimes her head on one side, some another;
	I never saw a vessel of like sorrow,
	So fill'd and so becoming: in pure white robes,
	Like very sanctity, she did approach
	My cabin where I lay; thrice bow'd before me,
	And gasping to begin some speech, her eyes
	Became two spouts: the fury spent, anon
	Did this break-from her: 'Good Antigonus,
	Since fate, against thy better disposition,
	Hath made thy person for the thrower-out
	Of my poor babe, according to thine oath,
	Places remote enough are in Bohemia,
	There weep and leave it crying; and, for the babe
	Is counted lost for ever, Perdita,
	I prithee, call't. For this ungentle business
	Put on thee by my lord, thou ne'er shalt see
	Thy wife Paulina more.' And so, with shrieks
	She melted into air. Affrighted much,
	I did in time collect myself and thought
	This was so and no slumber. Dreams are toys:
	Yet for this once, yea, superstitiously,
	I will be squared by this. I do believe
	Hermione hath suffer'd death, and that
	Apollo would, this being indeed the issue
	Of King Polixenes, it should here be laid,
	Either for life or death, upon the earth
	Of its right father. Blossom, speed thee well!
	There lie, and there thy character: there these;
	Which may, if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty,
	And still rest thine. The storm begins; poor wretch,
	That for thy mother's fault art thus exposed
	To loss and what may follow! Weep I cannot,
	But my heart bleeds; and most accursed am I
	To be by oath enjoin'd to this. Farewell!
	The day frowns more and more: thou'rt like to have
	A lullaby too rough: I never saw
	The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour!
	Well may I get aboard! This is the chase:
	I am gone for ever.
	Exit, pursued by a bear


