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HAMLET There’s another. Why may not that be the skull
of a lawyer ? Where be his quiddities now, his quillities,
his cases, his tenures, and his tricks ? Why does he suffer
this mad knave now to knock him about the sconce with
a dirty shovel, and will not tell him of his action of

HAMLET Letmesee. [Takes the skull.] Alas, poor Yorick !

I'knew him, Horatio, a fellow of infinite jest, of most ex-
cellent fancy. He hath borne me on his back a thousand
times. And now how abhorred in my imagination it is !
My gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips that T have

{ battery 7 Hum !

kissed I know not how oft. Where be your gibes now ?
Your gambols, your songs, your flashes of merriment
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DOCTOR
Her obsequies have been as far enlarged
As we have warranty. Her death was doubtful,
And, but that great command o’ersways the order,
She should in ground unsanctified have lodged
Till the last trumpet. For charitable prayers,
Shards, flints, and pebbles should be thrown on her.
Yet here she is allowed her virgin crants,
Her maiden strewments, and the bringing home
Of bell and burial.

LAERTES .
Must there no more be done ?

DOCTOR No more be done.
We should profane the service of the dead
To sing a requiem and such rest to her
As to peace-parted souls.

LAERTES Lay her i’ th’ earth,
And from her fair and unpolluted flesh
May violets spring ! I tell thee, churlish priest,
A minist’ring angel shall my sister be
When thou liest howling.

HAMLET What, the fair Ophelia ?

QUEEN
Sweets to the sweet ! Farewell.
[Scatters flowers.]
I hoped thou shouldst have been my Hamlet’s wife.
I thought thy bride-bed to have decked, sweet maid,
And not have strewed thy grave.

that were wont to set the table on a roar ? Not one now to
mock your own grinning ? Quite chapfall’n? Now get
you to my lady’s chamber, and tell her, let her paint an
inch thick, to this favor she must come. Make her laugh
at that. Prithee, Horatio, tell me one thing.

HORATIO What’s that, my lord ?

HAMLET Dost thou think Alexander looked o’ this fashion
1"th’earth?

HORATIO E’enso.

HAMLET Andsmeltso?Pah!

[Puts down the skull.]

HORATIO E’enso, mylord.

HAMLET To what base uses we may return, Horatio!
Why may not imagination trace the noble dust of
Alexander till ’a find it stopping a bunghole ?

HORATIO ’Twereto consider too curiously, to consider so.

HAMLET No, faith, notajot, but to follow him thither with
modesty enough, and likelihood to lead it; as thus:
Alexander died, Alexander was buried, Alexander re-
turneth to dust ; the dustis earth ; of earth we makeloam ;
and why of that loam whereto he was converted might
they not stop a beer barrel ?

Imperious Caesar, dead and turned to clay,
Might stop a hole to keep the wind away.

O, that that earth which kept the world in awe
Should patch a wall t’ expel the winter’s flaw !
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HAMLET
What is the reason that you use me thus ?
Iloved you ever. But it is no matter.
Let Hercules himself do what he may,
The cat will mew, and dog will have his day.
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Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting

‘That would not let me sleep. Methought I lay

Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly,

And praised be rashness for it - let us know,

Our indiscretion sometime serves us well

When our deep plots do pall, and that should learn us
There’s a divinity that shapes our ends,

Rough-hew them how we will —
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‘know this waterfly ?

HAMLET [humbly thank you, sir. [aside to Horatio] Dost

HORATIO [aside to Hamlet] No, my good lord.

HAMLET [aside to Horatio] Thy state is the more graci-
ous, for ’tis a vice to know him. He hath muchland, and
fertile. Let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall
stand at the king’s mess. Tis a chough, but, as I say,
spacious in the possession of dirt.
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