
HAMLET 
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! O God! 
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 
Seem to me all the uses of this world! 
Act I, scene ii (129–158) #1 
 
 
 
 
HAMLET 
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!—  
A little month; or ere those shoes were old 
With which she followed my poor father’s body 
Like Niobe, all tears;—why she, even she,—  
O God! a beast that wants discourse of reason, 
Would have mourn’d longer,—married with mine uncle, 
My father’s brother; but no more like my father 
Than I to Hercules: within a month; 
Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 
She married:— O, most wicked speed, to post 
With such dexterity to incestuous sheets! 
It is not, nor it cannot come to good; 
But break my heart,—for I must hold my tongue. 
Act I, scene ii (129–158) #2 
 
 



POLONIUS 
Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. 
Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 
Those friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them unto thy soul with hoops of steel; 
But do not dull thy palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel; but, being in, 
Bear’t that the opposed may beware of thee. 
Give every man thine ear, but few thy voice: 
Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy judgment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 
But not express’d in fancy; rich, not gaudy: 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man; 
And they in France of the best rank and station 
Are most select and generous chief in that. 
Neither a borrower nor a lender be: 
For loan oft loses both itself and friend; 
And borrowing dulls the edge of husbandry. 
Act I, scene iii (59–80) #1 
 
 
POLONIUS 
This above all,—to thine own self be true; 
And it must follow, as the night the day, 
Thou canst not then be false to any man. 
Act I, scene iii (59–80) #2 
 
 
 
HAMLET 
Something is rotten in the state of Denmark. 
Act I, scene iv (67) 
 
 
 
 



HAMLET  
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.  
Act II, scene ii (287–298) #1 
 
 
HAMLET 
What a piece of work is man! How noble in reason! how infinite in faculties! 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? 
Act II, scene ii (287–298) #2 
 
 
HAMLET 
To be, or not to be: that is the question: 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer 
The slings and arrows of outrageous fortune 
Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
And by opposing end them?—To die,—to sleep,—  
No more; and by a sleep to say we end 
The heartache, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to,—’tis a consummation 
Devoutly to be wish’d. To die,—to sleep;—  
Act III, Scene i, lines 64-72 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



HAMLET  
. . . who would these fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 
But that the dread of something after death,—  
The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns,—puzzles the will, 
And makes us rather bear those ills we have 
Than fly to others that we know not of? 
Thus conscience does make cowards of us all; 
And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sicklied o’er with the pale cast of thought; 
And enterprises of great pith and moment, 
With this regard, their currents turn awry, 
And lose the name of action. 
Act III, scene i (58–90) 
 
  



HAMLET 
Alas, poor ghost! 
 
GHOST 
Pity me not, but lend they serious hearing  
To what I shall unfold 
 
HAMLET 
What? 
 
GHOST 
I am thy father’s spirit,  
Doomed 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 . . . 
 
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. 
Act I Scene v, lines 8-37 
 
 
 


