MARCELLUS :

Good now, sit down, and tell me he that knows,
Why this same strict and most observant watch
So nightly toils the subject of the land,

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon

And foreign mart for implements of war,

Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task
Does not divide the Sunday from the week.

What might be toward that this sweaty haste
Doth make the night joint-laborer with the day ?
Who is’t that can inform me ?

(Ii:70-179)

HORATIO

A mote it is to trouble the mind’s eye.

In the most high and palmy state of Rome,

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell,

The graves stood tenantless and the sheeted dead
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets ;

As stars with trains of fire and dews of blood,
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star

Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse.

HORATIO Now, sir, young Fortinbras,
Of unimproved mettle hot and full,

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there
Sharked up a list of lawless resolutes

For food and diet to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in’t ; which is no other,
Asit doth well appear unto our state,

But to recover of us by strong hand

And terms compulsatory those foresaid lands
So by his father lost ; and this, I take it,

Is the main motive of our preparations,

The source of this our watch, and the chief head

_Of this posthaste and romage in the land.

(Ii:la- |20)

KING
Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother’s death
The memory be green, and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief, and our whole kingdom

To be contracted in one brow of woe,

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature
That we with wisest sorrow think on him
Together with remembrance of ourselves.
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen,
Th’ imperial jointress to this warlike state,
Have we, as ’twere with a defeated joy,

With an auspicious and a dropping eye,

With mirth in funeral and with dirge in marriage,
In equal scale weighing delight and dole,
Taken to wife.

(Tii: 1-14)

(Ii:95—107)

MARCELLUS
"Tis gone. j
We do it wrong, being so majestical,

To offer it the show of violence,
Foritisas theair invulnerable,
And our vain blows malicious mockery.

BERNARDO
It was about to speak when the cock crew.

HORATIO
And then it started, like a guilty thing
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard
The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn,
Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat
Awake the god of day, and at his warning,
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air,

Th’ extravagant and erring spirit hies
To his confine ; and of the truth herein
This present object made probation.

MARCELLUS
It faded on the crowing of the cock.

Some say that ever *gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated,
This bird of dawning singeth all night long,
And then, they say, no spirit dare stir abroad,

No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm.

So hallowed and so gracious is that time.
HORATIO

So have [ heard and do in part believe it.

Butlook, the morn in russet mantle clad

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastward hill.

Break we our watch up, and by my advice

Letus impart what we have seen to-night

Unto young Hamlet, for upon my life

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him.

The nights are wholesome, then no planets strike, |

(Ti:HI=171)




