(Hamlet)

142-59 (Claudius)

(Gertrude)
King.  Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother’s death
The memory be green, and that it us befitted
To bear our heartsin grief, and our whole kingdom
To be contracted in one brow of woe,
* 872418H002028S3
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Y et 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'imperia 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. Nor have we herein barr’d

Y our better wisdoms, which have freely gone

With this affair along.  For all, our thanks.

(1.2.1-16)2



(inversion) (periodic sentence) (parenthetical

insertion), 144-46

Now follows that you know young Fortinbras,
Holding aweak proposal of our worth,

Or thinking by our late dear brother’ s death
Our state to be digjointed and out of frame,
Colleagued with this dream of his advantage,
He hath not fail’ d to pester us with message
Importing the surrender of those lands

Lost by hisfather, with al bonds of law,

To our most valiant brother. So much for him.
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting,
Thus much the businessis: we have here writ

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras—

2 Harold Jenkins William Shakespeare, Hamlet.



Who, impotent and bedrid, scarcely hears

Of this his nephew’ s purpose—to suppress

His further gait herein, in that the levies,

The lists, and full proportions are all made
Out of his subject; and we here dispatch

Y ou, good Cornelius, and you, Voltemand,

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway,
Giving to you no further personal power

To business with the King more than the scope
Of these dilated articles allow.

Farewell, and let your haste commend your duty.

(1.2.17-39)



King.

(“So much for him”)

(“let your haste commend your duty”)

(Laertes)

And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you?
Y ou told us of some suit; what iS't, Laertes?
Y ou cannot speak of reason to the Dane

And lose your voice. What wouldst thou beg, Laertes,



Laer.

King.

Pol.

King.

That shall not be my offer, not thy asking?
The head is not more native to the heart,
The hand more instrumental to the mouth,
Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father.
What wouldst thou have, Laertes?
My dread lord,
Y our leave and favour to return to France,
Have you your father’ sleave? What says Polonius? 57
He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave
| do beseech you give him leave to go. 61
Take thy fair hour, Laertes, time be thine,
And thy best graces spend it at thy will.

(1.2.42-63)



question)

King.

Ham.

(Polonius)

(rhetorical

you, your thou, thy

(us) (my)

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son—
A little more than kin, but less than kind. 65
How isit that the clouds still hang on you?

Not so, my lord, | am too much in the sun.



King.

"Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Hamlet,
To give these mourning duties to your father,
But you must know your father lost afather,
That father lost, lost his—and the survivor bound
In filial obligation for some term
To do obsequious sorrow.  But to persever
In obstinate condolement is a course
Of impious stubbornness, ’tis unmanly grief,

It shows awill most incorrect to heaven,

A heart unfortified, amind 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
Takeitto heart? Fie, 'tisafault to heaven,
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature,

To reason most absurd, whose common theme

Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried
From thefirst cursetill he that died today,
‘Thismust beso’. We pray you throw to earth
This unprevailing woe, and think of us
Asof afather; for let the world take note
Y ou are the most immediate to our throne,

And with no less nobility of love

Than that which dearest father bears his son

90

105

95

100

110



Do | impart toward you. For your intent
In going back to school in Wittenberg,

It is most retrograde to our desire,

And we beseech you bend you to remain

Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye,

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.

115

(1.2.64-67, 87-117)
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(“A little more than kin and less than kind")

(Clemen 5)

O, My offenceisrank, it smellsto heaven,;

It hath the primal eldest curse upon’t—

A brother’ smurder. Pray can | not,

Though inclination be as sharp as will,

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent, [9]

And, like aman to double business bound,



| stand in pause where | shall first begin,

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood,

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens

To wash it white assnow? Whereto serves mercy
But to confront the visage of offence?

And what’sin prayer but this twofold force,

To be forestalled ere we come to fall

Or pardon’d being down? Then I'll ook up.
My fault is past—but O, what form of prayer
Can serve my turn? ‘Forgive me my foul murder?
That cannot be, since | am still possess'd

Of those effects for which | did the murder—
My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen.
May one be pardon’ d and retain th’ offence?

In the corrupted currents of thisworld

Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice,
And oft "tis seen the wicked prize itself

Buysout thelaw. But 'tis not so above:
Thereis no shuffling, there the action lies

In histrue nature, and we ourselves compell’d
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults
Togiveinevidence. What then? What rests?
Try what repentance can. What can it not?

Y et what can it, when one cannot repent?

12

[10]

[15]

[20]

[25]

[30]



20)

O wretched state! O bosom black as death!

O limed soul, that struggling to be free

Art moreengag'd! Help, angels! Make assay.
Bow, stubborn knees; and heart with strings of steel,
Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe.

All may be well.

My words fly up, my thoughts remain below.

Words without thoughts never to heaven go.

13

[35]

(3.3.36-72, 97-98)

Alex Newdll
73-96
(Newell 119-
(The Murder of Gonzago)

and but

(apostrophe)



(imperative)

(Newell 111)

600

14



634

122-24

15




° 36-72 97-98 551

78-79
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108-9, 111
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Pray can | not, [3]

Though inclination be as sharp as will,

My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent,

43

39

33
Try what repentance can. What can it not? [30]

Y et what can it, when one cannot repent?

45

31



6 What can it not?

(blank verse)

(1) And England, (1a) if my love thou hold’ st at aught—
As (2) my great power thereof may give thee sense,
Since yet (3a) thy cicatrice looks raw and red

After the Danish sword, and (3b) thy free awe

Pays homage to us—(1b) thou mayst not coldly set

Our sovereign process, (4) which imports at full,

By letters congruing to that effect,

The present death of Hamlet.  (I1) Do it, England;

For like the hectic in my blood he rages,

26,34

[5]

20



21

And thou must cureme.  (111) Till I know 'tis done, [10]

Howe er my haps, my joys were ne' er begun.

(4.3.61-71)
;
Newell 128
(. 2-
5) (I1.5-8) (I1. 8-10)
(I1. 10-11)

113 | ,”

“my,” “me” “us’

“Our” (royal we)

(John Holloway)



if my love thou hold’st at aught

process. .."

give thee sense”

(33, 3b)

“(4) which”

present death of Hamlet”

22

“(1a)

. .. (1b) thou mayst not coldly set Our sovereign

“mayst”
“As (2) my great power thereof may
“my love”

“Since”

“The

“Do it, England”

(Newell 126)



“Do"— —

Newell 129

Q)

(1)

Q)

(1)

162

(2)
(4)

151

“Hamlet”

(1a)

(38)

(1b)

(iamb)

(3b)

—— (1b)

)
(4)
(1)

23

—— (39

145

(3b)

(1a)



24

()

92

163 )
() (33)
(3b)
(1a) 2
(1b)
(4)
(1)
()
129
1) la—2—3a—3b—1b—4
2 (3-a, 3-b) la—3a—3b—
2—1b—4 3a—3b—2—1a—1b—4
3a—

3b—la—2—1b—4



“ usn

1b

“ myn

[13 uS”
(“Our”)
3b
la 1b
b

“Do it, England”

“Qur”

“ US”

3a

(1a)

la

3b

143 my”

1b

25

1b

“Our”

la
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(39) (1)
“Howe er my haps’
(O
[Our sovereign process,] (4) which imports at full,

By letters congruing to that effect,

The present death of Hamlet.

“congruing to that effect” “which imports at full”
(Harold Jenkins 342) “process’
“letters’ “By letters

congruing to that effect”

“The present death of Hamlet”
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