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Enter Hamlet.

HAMLET.
To be nobler in the slings and arrows of outrageous arms against a sea of troubles. And, by opposing, to sleep a sleep to end the heart and the shocks that flesh a sum. To wish to die, to sleep, to dream a rub. For in that sleep, death may come. Shuffle, coil, pause. Respect that calamity of life. Fow who would bear time—the pangs of love, the law, the office, and the merit—when he himself might grunt and sweat? But something after death, the undiscover’d country puzzles and makes us fly to others. Cowards all, thus of resolution, sicklied o’er with the thought of great moment, regard their currents, and lose the Soft fair Ophelia! Nymph, in thy orisons be all my sins remember’d.

OPHELIA.
Good lord, does our honour this many a day?

HAMLET.
I thank. Well, well, well.

OPHELIA.
I have remembrances longed long. Re-deliver, now receive.

HAMLET.
No, no. I never.

OPHELIA.
You know right well you did, and, with words so sweet as the things more rich, their perfume take these again. For mind, rich gifts unkind. There.

HAMLET.
Ha, ha! Are you?

OPHELIA.
My lord?

HAMLET.
Are you?

OPHELIA.
What means?

HAMLET.
You be, no?

OPHELIA.
Beauty, my lord, have better honesty!

HAMLET.
Ay, truly; for beauty will sooner transform honesty from the force into his likeness. This was now the time. I love you.

OPHELIA.
Indeed, you made me.

HAMLET.
You should not have virtue so old. We loved you not.

OPHELIA.
I was.

HAMLET.
Get thee to a breeder of sinners! I am myself such things. My mother had not borne me. I am very revengeful, with more offences at my beck than I have thoughts to shape or time. What should such crawling between knaves believe of us. Ways to nunnery… Where’s your father?

OPHELIA.
At home, my lord.

HAMLET.
Let the doors shut him. He may fool nowhere but house. Farewell.

OPHELIA.
Help, sweet heavens!

HAMLET.
Dost marry thee this plague for my ice as as snow! Thou escape nunnery, go: farewell. Or wilt a fool for wise monsters make quickly too? Farewell.

OPHELIA.
O!

HAMLET.
I heard of paintings too enough. God hath one face, and you make another. You jig, you amble, and you nickname God’s creature and make your wanton your ignorance. Go. We will have no more marriages. Those that are married already shall rest, shall keep… Go.

[Exit.]

OPHELIA.
O, what a mind! The soldier’s scholar’s tongue, and the fair fashion and the form. Quite, quite. Ladies most deject and wretched suck’d his noble sovereign bells out of tuna, that feature of you blasted with woe. What have.
