
Monologue #1 
 

KING CLAUDIUS 

'Tis sweet and commendable in your nature,  

Hamlet, to give these mourning duties to your father: 

But, you must know, your father lost a father; 

That father lost, lost his, and the survivor bound 

In filial obligation for some term 

To do obsequious sorrow: but to persevere 

In obstinate condolement is a course 

Of impious stubbornness; 'tis unmanly grief;  

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven, 

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient, 

An understanding simple and unschool'd: 

For what we know must be and is as common  

As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 

Why should we in our peevish opposition  

Take it to heart?  
 
  



 
Monologue #2 

 
HAMLET 

O, that this too, too sullied 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! God!  

How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable, 

Seem to me all the uses of this world! 

Fie on't! ah fie! Tis an unweeded garden 

That grows to seed. Things rank and gross in nature 

Possess it merely. That it should come to this! 

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? 

But break, my heart; for I must hold my tongue. 
 

  



Monologue #3 
 

LORD POLONIUS 

Yet here, Laertes! aboard, aboard, for shame! 

The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, 

And you are stay'd for. There; my blessing with thee!  

And these few precepts in thy memory 

See thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 

Nor any unproportioned thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, but by no means vulgar. 

Beware of entrance to a quarrel, but being in, 

Bear't that the opposed may beware of thee. 

Give every man thy ear, but few thy voice; 

Take each man's censure, but reserve thy judgment. 

This above all: to thine ownself be true, 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then be false to any man. 

Farewell: my blessing season this in thee! 

  



Monologue #4 

 

HAMLET 

Look here, upon this picture, and on this,  

The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.  

See, what a grace was seated on this brow;  

Hyperion's curls; the front of Jove himself;  

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command. 

A combination and a form indeed, 

Where every god did seem to set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man: 

This was your husband. Look you now, what follows:  

Here is your husband; like a mildew'd ear, 

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes?  

Ha! have you eyes? 

You cannot call it love; for at your age 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it's humble, 

And waits upon the judgment: and what judgment  

Would step from this to this? O shame! where is thy blush? 

 
  



Monologue #5 
 

Ghost 

But, soft! methinks I scent the morning air; 

Brief let me be. Sleeping within my orchard, 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial,  

And in the porches of my ears did pour  

The leperous distilment; 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother's hand 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once dispatch'd:  

Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin,  

Unhousel'd, disappointed, unanel'd, 

No reckoning made, but sent to my account  

With all my imperfections on my head: 

O, horrible! O, horrible! most horrible!  



Monologue #6 
 

OPHELIA 

He took me by the wrist and held me hard;  

Then goes he to the length of all his arm;  

And, with his other hand thus o'er his brow,  

He falls to such perusal of my face 

As he would draw it. Long stay'd he so; 

At last, a little shaking of mine arm 

And thrice his head thus waving up and down,  

He raised a sigh so piteous and profound 

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk 

And end his being: that done, he lets me go:  

And, with his head over his shoulder turn'd,  

He seem'd to find his way without his eyes;  

For out o' doors he went without their helps,  

And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

 


