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Act I, Scene 2, Lines 133-150 
Hamlet. 

O, that this too, too sullied flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew, 
Or that the Everlasting had not fixed 
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? 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!).  

______ out of 18 lines 
 
 
Act II, Scene 3, Lines 60-87 
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 
Look thou character. Give thy thoughts no tongue, 
Nor any unproportioned 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-hatched, unfledged courage. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel, but, being in, 
Bear ’t that th’ opposèd 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 expressed in fancy (rich, not gaudy), 
For the apparel oft proclaims the man, 
And they in France of the best rank and station 
Are of a 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. 
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. 
Farewell. My blessing season this in thee.  

______ out of 28 lines 

Act II, Scene 2, Lines 318-334 
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 appeareth nothing to me 
but a foul and pestilent congregation of vapors. 
What a piece of work is a 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? Man 
delights not me, no, nor women neither, though by 
your smiling you seem to say so. 

______ out of 17 lines 
 
 
Act II, Scene 2, Lines 577-598 
Hamlet. 

O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I! 
Is it not monstrous that this player here, 
But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 
Could force his soul so to his own conceit 
That from her working all his visage wanned, 
Tears in his eyes, distraction in his aspect, 
A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit—and all for nothing! 
For Hecuba! 
What’s Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 
That he should weep for her? What would he do 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion 
That I have? He would drown the stage with tears 
And cleave the general ear with horrid speech, 
Make mad the guilty and appall the free, 
Confound the ignorant and amaze indeed 
The very faculties of eyes and ears. Yet I, 
A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak 
Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 
And can say nothing—no, not for a king 
Upon whose property and most dear life 
A damned defeat was made. 

______ out of 22 lines 
 
 



Act II, Scene 2, Lines 617-634 
Hamlet. 

[ . . .] Hum, I have heard 
That guilty creatures sitting at a play 
Have, by the very cunning of the scene, 
Been struck so to the soul that presently 
They have proclaimed their malefactions; 
For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. I’ll have these players 
Play something like the murder of my father 
Before mine uncle. I’ll observe his looks; 
I’ll tent him to the quick. If he do blench, 
I know my course. The spirit that I have seen 
May be a devil, and the devil hath power 
T’ assume a pleasing shape; yea, and perhaps, 
Out of my weakness and my melancholy, 
As he is very potent with such spirits, 
Abuses me to damn me. I’ll have grounds 
More relative than this. The play’s the thing 
Wherein I’ll catch the conscience of the King. 

______ out of 18 lines 
 
 
Act III, Scene 1, Lines 64-96 
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 wished. To die, to sleep— 
To sleep, perchance to dream. Ay, there’s the rub, 
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 
Must give us pause. There’s the respect 
That makes calamity of so long life. 
For who would bear the whips and scorns of time, 
Th’ oppressor’s wrong, the proud man’s contumely, 
The pangs of despised love, the law’s delay, 
The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the’ unworthy takes, 
When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin? Who would fardels bear, 
To grunt and sweat under a weary life, 
But that the dread of something after death, 
The undiscovered country from whose bourn 
No traveler 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 pitch and moment 
With this regard their currents turn awry 
And lose the name of action. 

______ out of 33 lines 

Act III, Scene 1, Lines 131-140 
Hamlet. 

Get thee to a nunnery. Why wouldst thou be 
a breeder of sinners? I am myself indifferent honest, 
but yet I could accuse me of such things that it 
were better my mother had not borne me: I am 
very proud, revengeful, ambitious, with more offenses 
at my beck than I have thoughts to put them 
in, imagination to give them shape, or time to act 
them in. What should such fellows as I do crawling 
between earth and heaven? We are arrant knaves 
all; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. 

______ out of 10 lines 
 
 

Act V, Scene 1, Lines 190-202 
Hamlet. 

Alas, poor  
Yorick! I knew him, Horatio—a fellow of infinite 
jest, of most excellent fancy. He hath bore 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 I have kissed I know not how oft. 
Where be your gibes now? your gambols? your 
songs? your flashes of merriment that were wont to 
set the table on a roar? Not one now to mock your 
own grinning? Quite chapfallen? 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. 

______ out of 12 lines 
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