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FORTINBRAS received its world premiere at the La Jolla Play-
house (Des McAnulf, Ardstic Director; Alan Levey, Manaping
Director}, in La Jolla;, California, on June 18, 1991. It was
directed by Des McAnuff; the scene design was by Robert Ball;
the costume design was by Susan Hilferty; the lighting design
was by Chris Parry; the music was composed and performed
by Michael Roth; the sound design was by Kenneth Ted Bible
and Michael Roth, and the stage manager was Andy Tighe.
The cast was as follows:

HAMLET oo ommecimmsmmiemmimpin s s L0000 - Relly
BRI orisiinsniionssamna s sas s i sni i s inam i dimsmsiivinviei JeTiexson: Mays
BRI . . cvcriiiieis - cimmams i e S W R Ralph Brunean
ENGLISH AMBASSADOR i . William Cain
FORTINBRAS.. s 5 Danml Jenkins
CAPTAIN OF THE NDRWEGI.-'"'LN ARMY Paul Gurrecht
MARCELLUS: crusammimim s st _]amcs Crawford
BARNARTI o s -..James Kiernan
POLISH MAIDEMS ...on ﬁucher Marttn' Eim C. Walsh
N s R e e e Williarm Cain
OPHELIA +Iaura Linney
57 e I Y 0 B Y s Joniathan Freeman
GERTRUDE ..o cpeesisss crsssmsnssmneme s eememeaseseensssnres N3 €¥0N._ATleR)
LAERTES anstugasar b s e s e eens JOS SEDEES

CHARACTERS

Living

HAMLET, Pririce of Denmark
OSRIC, member of the Danish court
HORATIO, friend of Hamlet
ENGLISH AMBASSADOR
FORTINBRAS, Prince of Nonway
CAPTAIN of the Norwegian Army
MARCELLUS, a sentinel
BARNARDD, a sentinel

FIRST MAIDEN

SECOND MAIDEN

Other

FOLONIUS, the Court Councillor
OPHELIA, his davughter
CLAUDIUS, King of Denmark

GERTRUDE, Queen of Denmark
LAERTES, Polonius's son

PLACE

The Castle at Elsinore, Dernmark.

TIME

Immediately following the events of Hamiet,



FORTINBRAS
ACT ONE

Scene 1

The final tableau from Hamlet, Horatio kneels holding
Hamlet, who'’s mortally wounded. Laertes, Certrude and
Claudius all He dead. Osric fv alip fresend.

HAMLET.
Oh God, Horatio, what a wounded name,
Things standing thus unknown, shall live
behind mel
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart,
Absent thee from felicity awhile,
And in this harsh world draw thy breath in
fain,
To tell my story.
(A march afar off Exit Osic.)
What warlike noise is this?
QSRIC.  (Reentering)
Young Fortinbras, with conquest come from
Poland,
To th" ambassadors of England gives
This warlike velley.
HAMLET.
Oh, I die, Horatal
The potent poison quite o’ercrows my
spirit.
I cannot live to hear the news from England,
But T do prophesy th® election lights
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On Fortinbras. He has my dying voice.
S5 tell him, with th' ocourrents, more and

less,
Which have solicited — the rest is silence.
(Flamlet dies.)
HORATIO.
Meow cracks a noble heart. Good night, sweet

Prince,
And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest.
{Sound of a military drum. Enfer an English Ambassador. He is fol-
lowed after a moment by Fortinbras and his Nonwegian Coplain.)
ENGLISH AMBASSADOR.

The sight is dismal;

And our affairs from England come too Iate.
The ears are senseless that should give us

hearing
To tell him his commandment is fulfilled,
That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are —
FORTINBEAS., Excuse me. (The Ambassador siops, surprised.)
Could: you please be quiet, please! In fact, could you wait
outside? Flease? (The Ambassador hesilafes. The Captain fokes a
menacing step fowards him. The Ambassador exils.) I never liked
English guys. You're Horatio, right? I remember you.
HORATIO. Fortinbras?
FORTINBRAS. Hi. So — Cod, what is all this?
HORATIO. 1 bep of you, give order that these bodies
High on a stage be placed to the view —
FORTINBERAS, Yeah, ok — but what happened?
HOBATIO. The people must know —
FORTINBRAS. Well, sure ... everyone's going to know. You
can’t keep something like this quiet. Captain, why don't you
take these, um — (Indicales the bodies.) and put them some-

-place safe for now, ok? {The Captain grabs the body of Laeriss,

looks ground.) Is everyone dead? The whole family, I mean?
HORATIO.  Two families.

FORTINBRAS. Two?l No one’s lefi? Of the whole royal — ?
HORATIO.  WNo ane. (The Caplain drags Laertes out.)
FORTINBRAS.  (Picking up Hamlets foil) They all just kill

each other, or what?

HORATIO. Yes, m'lord. [ was here to sce everything. (Point-
ing {o Osric.) He was, oo, So were others, but they all seem
to have ... (He trails off as he notices everyone al court bul he and
Oisric are gone.)

FORTINBRAS. I don't blame them. Nobody likes being a
witness, You stayed, though. That's good. What's your name?
OSRIC.  Osric; m'lord.

TORTINBRAS. So what happened, Osric?

OsRIC, 1 don't ¥now, m’lard.

FORTINBRAS. But he said you were here.

OSRIC. I was — I mean I am, but —

FORTINBRAS. Afraid to get involved, che

OSRIC.  Yes, m'lord,

FORTINBRAS. Imagine how I feel. I'm on my way back
from the wars against the Poles — just stopped in to say hi
— and lock at this. What are these foils for?

HORATIO., There was a féencing contest — Hamlet and
Laertes. But it was a trap. One of the sword fips was poisoned.
FORTINBRAS. (Whe was about fo touch the tip.) Really? (Fortin-
bras hands the foil to Osric. The Caprain refurns. The Captain drags
out Gertrudes body.) S8o where were we? The sword was poi-
saned —'lay whao?

HORATIO. Claudius.

FORTINBRAS, The King?

HORATIO. He also poisoned the wine in that chalice. He
and Laertes conspired apainst my lord Hamlet. The Queen
was innocent, but drank the wine by mistake and —
FORTINBRAS. Hold it hold itl I'm never going to follow
all that. (Picking up o pearl from the floor.) What's this?
HORATIO. A pear], m'lord, It was in the wine.
FORTINBRAS. In the wine?

QSRIC,  As a prize.

FORTINBRAS. Yeah? Meat. Not much of a prize, though, if
the wine's poisoned. This was Claudius's idea? (The Captain
refurns, drags off Clandius® body.)

HOBRATIO. If you'll let me explain —

FORTINBRAS. Say, wha's in charge now, anyway?



HORATIO. M'lord?

FORTINBRAS.  (Nodding towards Hamlet’s conpse.) It's obviously
none of these guys.

HORATIO). I'm not sure ...

FORTINBRAS. Nobody's left, eh? I'll tell you what we do in
Norway. We find out who died last —

OSRIC. Last, my lord?

FORTINBRAS, They must've died in some order. So what
was jt7

HORATIO. Um ... the Queen, Laertes —

OS5RIC.  No, the King.

HORATIO. The King first?

OSRIC.  After the Queen.

HORATIO. Didn’t Laertes — 7

FORTINBRAS. Who died lfau?

OSRIC. Hamlet.

HORATIO, Hamlet. {The Capiain returns. He removes Hamlets
bady.)

FORTINBRAS. So — when he died, he was the king, essen-
tially. Did he say anything about who should succeed him?
OSRIC,  You, m'lord.

HORATIO. He said he assumed it would be you.

OSRIC.  Definitely you, He said.

FORTINBRAS. You're kidding me.

HORATIO. Of course you must be chosen by the Electors,
OSRIC. A mere formality, After all, who's lef? (Heratio shovts
Osric an angry look. The Captain reenters.)

FORTINBRAS. Me? That is so hard to believe. Captain —
go bring me the head of the Electors. {The Captain exits.) This
is a real surprise. I had ne idea you guys liked Norwegians
this much. OF course; you don't really, do you? (Horatio and
Ustic look at each other embarrassedly.)

OSRIC.  (Kneeling.) 1 for one love Norwegians,
FORTINBRAS,  Yeah? Well, great. Osric — vou look like a
pretty bright guy. (Horatio gives an inoedulous taugh. Fortinbras
gives Osric the pearl.) Take this. I want you to gather up every-

thing here: foils, chalices, pearls — everything, and give it all
a good wash,
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HORATIO. Mlord — 1

FORTINBRAS.  Wash the floor, too. Cet rid of any ... wine
stains.

HOBRATIO. M’lord, we need the proof —

FORTINBRAS. We have proof.

HORATIO. The bodies, you mean?

FORTINBRAS. No — youn can get bodies anyplace. We've
got much better proof than that. We've got testimony.
HORATIO. Testimony?

FORTINBRAS.  Yeah. You. Ostic. Testimony. Now, look —
while Osric's cleaning up in here, 1 want you to go back to
whatever room you're in and wrile down everything that hap-
pened here. I want a full report, ok? That's the only way I'm
going to figure it out Then maybe [ can start to make up the
truth.

HORATIO. Make up?

FORTINBRAS. That's a poor choice of words. What | mean
it nothing’s true until it's certified — right? You're in govern-
ment, sort of. You know that. And nothing geis certified, ex-
cept by the proper authorities. And I'm the proper autherities
now. Right? (With a ek at Osric) I mean, right? (Fortinbras
smiles cheerfully. Lights fade to Badk)

Scene 2

The battlements of Elsinore. Fortinbras stands looking through
a lelescope. Osric &5 nearby, with Mavcellus and Barnando.

They hold up a large tapestry for inspection. On the other
side of Fortindras, Horatio stands holding a pavchment.

QSRIC.  (As Fortinbras conltnues to scan the horizon.) It used to
hang in the Queen’s chamber. She had it moved after the
unfortunate —

FORTINBRAS.  Sure. I can understand that. (With a gquick
glanee at it.) Looks pretty good, though.

QSRIC. Tt is. Just this litde ... rip here, you see, and —
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FORTINBRAS. No blood on the front of it?

OSRIC. No, all on the back. A litde sewing, and —
FORTINBRAS. Great. I like it. Put it in my rooms.

OSRIC. Which will be?

FORTINBRAS, The King's chambers. (Osric ods. )
HORATIO.  You haven’t been elected yer, m'lord,
FORTINBRAS. Ok, Just put it cutside the King's chambers
for now. What else i there?

OSRIC.  (Searching through & pile of vegal objects with Mareellus
and Barnardo.) Let me see. ...

FORTINBRAS.  (Looking through the telescope again.) Where
were we, Horatio?

HORATIO. My lord Hamlet's ship had just been set upon
by ... pirates.

FORTINBRAS, Pirates? Get out of here.

HORATIO, It happened, m’lord.

FORTINBRAS. Did you see these pirates?

HORATIO., No, m'lord.

FORTINBRAS. Right. Go on,

HORATIO. (Reading from the parchment.) “The pirates, on leam-
ing Prince Hamlet's identity, immediately released him — *
FORTINBRAS. Released him? Why?

HORATIO. He promised to do them a favor ... sometime,
(Fertinbras looks incredulous.) It happened, m’lord.
FORTINBRAS. Go on.

HORATIO., “Hamlet then sent for me — *

OSRIC.  (Holding up a bouquet of dried Slowers.) Dead flowers,
m'lard,

FORTINBRAS. Dead flowers?

OSRIC.  They were Lady Ophelia’s — from her unfortunate
period. After she died, the Queen kept them.

FORTINBRAS.  (Finding this morbid.) Oh. Keep them anyway.
Put them on the wall or something.

HORATIO. May I continue? :
FORTINBRAS. I wish you wouldn'’t, Horatio. This was all
pretty unbelievable when I read it last night. T thought maybe
if you read it to me yourself, but —

HORATIO.  Ir's what happened,
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FORTINBRAS. [ can't help that

HORATIO. T was in a unique position to know.
FORTINBRAS., So what? I mean, who can understand all this
stulf? A ghost appears to Hamlet and tells him his uncle killed
his father, so Hamlet pretends to go crazy — or maybe he
really does, who cares? — and he decides to kill his uncle,
But he stalls around for a long time instead, kills a guy who's
not his uncle, gets sent to England, gets rescued by pirates,
comes back and kills everybody — including himself, I mean,
COIIE o7

HORATIO.  (As the others hold up a small, weooden prayer bench.)
The King’s prayer bench, m'lord. It's hardly been used.
FORTINBRAS, Yeah, great — for my chambers. (To Horatin,
with disbelizf) You really saw a ghost?

HORATIO.  Yes. Old King Hamlet.

FORTINBRAS., And Hamlet saw this ghost?

HORATIO. And Marcellus, and Barnardo.

FORTINBRAS. (T them.) You did?

MARCELLUS. We think we did,

BARNARDO. It was dark.

FIORATIC,  They stood here with me, on this very battle-
ment, and saw Hamlet's father’s ghost,

FORTINBRAS., My father’s dead; 've never seen Ais ghost.
HORATIO. Your father was killed in fair and equal combat.
FORTINBRAS., My father was killed, as you well know, by
Hamlet's father. Old Hamlet killed Old Fortinbras — in a
duel, of all things — on the day Hamlet was born. I was just
an infant myself. Made me kind of an orpharn.

HORATIO.  Forgive me, lord. I merely —

FORTINBRAS.  And because my father was an even worse
gambler than he was a swordsman, he'd agreed to give certain
lanids to Denmark if he lost. (Looking though the telescope. ) Those
lands, over there. My father's ghost doesn’t come back because
hie'd be ashamed to face me. Wish he could, though. It'd be
nice to see what he looked like. For once. {4 beat) Well,
they'll be my lands again soon enough, providing my captain
ever brings me the head of the Elsctors! Osric, why is he having

3o much troulle?
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OSRIC. The Electors are ... a bit reluctant about coming to
see you, m'lord.

FORTINBRAS.  Why?

OSRIC. The phrase you've been using, “Bring me the head
of the Electors.” It seems to make them nervous,
FORTINBRAS. You've kidding. Oh, God. I'm so SOTTY —
that's really funny. I never heard it that way fill right now. No
wonder they don’t want to come. (The Captain enters and bows.
He has & sealed pavchment and a doth bag, weighted doum by some
thing the shape and heft of @ human head. He hands Feortinbras the
parchment. Foriinbras reads it.) Good. Good, good, good. I've
been elected. (To Osric) Take all these things and put them
in the King’s chambers, We'll go through them later.

OSRIC.  Yes, m'lor — {Correcting himself, with o desp bow) Yes,
my soveragn lord. And may 1 be the first to say —
FORTINBRAS.  (Taking the sack from the Captain.) Is this for
me, too? (Osde, Marcellus and Barnards tnstantly bundls up v
rything) What were you saying, Osric?

OSRIC. Il keep. (Osric Mareilus and Barnardo hurry out with
the objects.)

FORTINBRAS. Horatio, we've got to have a new story.
HORATIO.  But there's only the truth.

FORTINBRAS. That's the problem. You want to tell every-
one in Denmark that their entire royal family killed itself, plus
2 family of reasonably innacent nobles, plus two attendant
lords? Good God, Horatio — how much do you think people

can take? Mo one wants to hear their whole royal family’s

incompetent. Personally, I think we should Jjust replace the
whole story.

HORATIO. Replace ir?

FORTINBRAS. We need a story that'll do something for us:
explain the bodies, preserve the monarchy, give the people
some kind of focus for all their — I don't know — anper,
loss, whatever: And most of all, something that'll show people
that everything that's happened up till now had to happen so

that 1 could become king. T know how I'd like to explain it
HORATIO. How?

FORTINBRAS, A Polish Spy.
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HORATIO. A Polish — 7

FORTINBRAS.  Exactly! It's the perfect idea. Look — the
Poles, bitter at Claudius's pact with my uncle to grant me and
my troops free passage through Deninark so that I can kick
their Polish butts, send a spy to the court here in Elsinore.
His jobs is to destroy the entire Danish royal family. You know,
as a lesson to all who would conspire against the Polish erown
— all that erap. Anyhow, he successfully sabotages the fencing
mateh,; bares the swordtip, poisons the weapon, the wine —
see how easy this is, all one guy — sets the unsuspecting par-
ticipants against each other in a sort of frenzy of sudden rage
and parancia, and execules the most extraordinary mass-regi-
cide in the history of Europe.

HORATIO. But —

FORTINBRAS. And we can even add a lot of stuff about the
horror when the royal Danes, each mortally wounded and/or
poisoned, suddenly realized that Poland had achieved its ulti-
mate revenge — blah, blak, blah,

HORATIO. That's not what happened.

FORTINBRAS. L bet it will be. It's just so much better.
Anyone can understand it And the heg thing is, it rives me
that historical reason-for-being that's so important to a new
king. You see? I'm here to save Denmark from an imminent
attack by Poland. {(Horatio looks incredibly dubious.) OF courge, if
you want 1o tell people that ridiculous story of yours, be my
guest. But I'll bet mine's the one that catches on. In fact.
Captain, T want you to promulgate the true story you've just
heard,

CAPTAIN.  Which tue story?

FORTINBRAS. The Polish —

CAPTAIN.  Yes, my licpe.

FORTINBRAS, Make it known throughout Denmark. And
begin the amalgamation of Danish and Norwegian forces,
preparatory to a full invasion.

CAPTAIN. Of — 7

FORTINBRAS.  Poland.

CAPTAIN.  Yes, my liepe,

HORATIO. Invasion — [?
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FORTINBRAS, Relax. If people believe your story we won't
invade anywhere. Then again, if they believe my story — well
— I'll kave to invade Poland. (Sighs.) And of course T'll have
to find a Polish spy.

HORATIO. DBut there iz nonel

FORTINBRAS. That'll make it harder. But maybe we don't
even need to catch him. Maybe just locking's the best. This
story's going to work out great, Cet going, Captain. (The Cap-
tain exits)

HORATIO.  Sire, what you're suggesting is infamous.
FORTINBRAS, What? The invasion? That won't really hap-
pen. We'll just march the army to the Polish ‘border, rattle the
old swords for twenty minutes and come home. Nobody'll get
hurt, and I'll prove to you that I'm right about this story thing
and you're not. Hey — want to know what’s in the sack?
HORATIO.  No, sire —

FORTINBRAS. Come on — take a look. Closer. Claser!
(Horatio steps closer.) What could it be, 1 wonder? My captain
brings me a lot of stuff. He's ambitious. (Fortinbras peers into the
bag.) Qoe — mean! You want to see?

HORATIO. No — | (Fowtinbras pulls a melon out of the bag)
FORTINBRAS. Ts that a beauty? (Heratio can’t help but give
a sigh of profound relief) 1 wondered what T was going to have
for lunch, You got a knife? (Horatio hands him a knife. Fortin-
bras slices the melon.) That was a weird sigh, Horatio. What'd
you think I had in here, the head of the Electors? (Forinbras
feughs.}) You thought it was a head. Instead, it's going to feed
us both, There's a lesson in that. (Offering Horatio a shice.) Eat
it. (Horatio starts fo eat.) You know, this is a lucky place, Elsi-
Nore.

HORATIO, Lucky?

FORTINBRAS, For me it is. How many people walk through
the door and — boom, they're king? That's hucky. (A eat) So
what was Hamlet like, anyway?

HORATIO.  Sire?

FORTINBRAS.  He was complex or something, right? (Hora-
tio mods.} Sorry he's gone. 1 was always going to talk to him.
You know, about ... various matters. You went to Wittenbery
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with him?

HOGRATIO 1 did.

FORTINBRAS., I wanted to go to college. My uncle wouldn't
let me, though. Afraid I'd get o powerful. Hamlet read a lot,
didn't he? Words, I mean?

HOBRATIO.,  Yes, sire.

FORTINBRAS. Good times at Wittenberg, eh? Yeah, college
life.

HORATIC. 1 could ... teach you,

FORTINBRAS., Teach me?

HORATIC, Tutor you. Give you the benefit of my years
there,

FORTINGRAS. You want to do that for me? How come?
HORATIO. Every prince needs an education.
FORTINBRAS. Right now I know how to win battles, What
clse iz there?

HORATIC. Diplomacy —

FORTINBRAS. That's just battles without soldiers. 1 do that
great,

HORATIO., Ethics,

FORTINBRAS. Oops. We're back to telling the truth again,
HORATIO. My lord Hamlet’s lite requires the truth —
FORTINBRAS.  It's just a vicious circle with you, isn’t it? Try
to understand this, ok? I'm not here to finish their story. They
were all here to begin mine. (Hefling the vemainder of the melon
in his hand, giving it fo Heratio} I's the new perspective. Mas-
ter it

HORATIO.  Yes, my liepe. (Hovatio bows, extts with the melon,
Fortinbras furns and staves through the telescope al the hovizon. Af
er a moment, the ghost of Polonius enlers. Fortinbras doesn’t notice
him. Polontus carvefully reaches ol lo touch the telescope and stariles
Fortinbras.)

FORTINBRAS.  Jesusl You scared me. Who are you? (Polonius
smiles anxiously. Fortinbras looks doser) Do T know you? (Polonius
neds.) Dolonius? (Polonius nods.} But you're — (Polonius gives an
gentle shrug, reaches out for the teleseope.) What do you want?
This? (Fortinbras gives it to Polonius, who seems pleased to hold it.
Polonius slares through it this way and that ) Don't you get much
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of a view where you are? (Polonius pays no aflention.) My new
lands? Ts that what you're looking at? (Polonius, still looking
through the felescope, nods.) Is there something you want to tell
me? Something I should know? (Polonius nods.) What is it?
{Polonius starls to answer, bul somehow can’t bring himself to speak.
He waves his hand dismissively, as though il’s not veally worth say-
ing.) Is it complex? (Polonius furns, hands Fortinbras the telescope
and nods. Polonius exits, Fortinbras stares after him. Lights fade io
black.}

Scene 3

The castle. Horatio and Osric collide as they cross paths in
a hurry. Osic holds some objects, including the foils from
Scene I. Some of these spill to the floor.

HORATIO. Watch it

OSRIC. Oh — 1

HORATIO. Idiot. What's wrong with you?

OSRIC. Nothing's wrong with me. I'n welladjusted. (Drmpping
anather foil) Damnl

HORATIO.  Where are you taking these?

OSRIC.  The King's chambers. Fortin — King Fortinbras
wants them for the wall.

HORATIO. Those are from the duell

OSRIC. They've been washed.

HORATIO.  You're not taking them. (Horalio lakes the Joils
Srom hin}

OSRIC, Horatio — |

HORATIO.  This is the sword that killed your Prince! (Looking ai
the other foil) Or this is!

OSRIC.  They're not swords anymore. They're decor. Now
give them back. (Horatip sighs, returns them.)

HORATIO. He says no one will believe us.

OBRIC,  DBelieve us what?

HORATIO.  When we tell what really happened.

OSRIC.  Why would we do thar?
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HORATIO, For the sake of the truth!

QSRIC.  Horatio, get a prip on yourself. Monarches change
and we change with them. It’s natural as the wind and rain.
Do you want your head to end up in a sack?

HORATIO. That wasn’t a head; it was a melon. I saw it. |
ate it

OSRIC. Then ... what happened to the Electors?
HORATIO. They're probably running for the countryside.
OSRIC.  They were always nervous. | wouldn't be surprised
if one of them was the Polish spy who — (Horafio grabs Osric
by the collar.)

HORATIO.  There i5 no Polish spy!

OSRIC. I know, I knowll But if there were one —
HOBATIO.  There’s none!

OSRIC.  PBut if there were — you're choking me — if there
were — and we know there’s not — one of the Electors night
actually be — (Horatio throws him to- the floor in disgust.)
HORATIO. You're a fool.

OSRIC.  (Getting his breath.) Thank you, Horatio.

HORATIO.  So is Fortinbras. He's an absolute child. He
makes Lacrtes look cultured.

OSRIC. 1 like him. (Horatio gives Osic a look) Well, he's
cheerful. It's not like Hamlet — wandering avound, looking
morose all the time, wearing earth tones. Fortinbras does
things. He gives orders we can follow. So what if he lies a
lile? Claudius lied a lot. Honestly, Horatio, I think you
should just try to get on board for ence.

HORATIO.  And that's as deeply as you want to examine
things?

OSRIC. Goodness, yes. I wouldn't examine them that deeply
if I could avoid it. Oh, 1 konow — they say the unexamined
life is not worth living. But the examined life is also not worth
living, and it's a great deal more painful, I'd've thought Prince
Hamlet's experience would have shown you that. (Osric siarts
lo leave apain,)

HORATIO. [I'm going to tell the truth! To everyone | meet.
OSRIC., T'll warn them. (Osric exits, Lights fade to Hach,)



he'll be safe. With military power .ike this, we can si’ anc
polish our weapons till the end of time.

HORATIO. 1 gave my oath to Famlet —

FORTINBRAS. iJamlet’s dead now. I'm your King. You have
wonderful loyalty. Horatio. You just have to learn how to point
it in different directions. Think of it! For the first ime in your
life you could be proud to be Norweenishl

HORATIO. WNol No, sire — strike off my head if you must,
but do not ask me to renounce my ocath. An ocath is larger
than a kingship, and a kingship is larger, may I say, than youl
You can never tempt me with petty coniquests!

FORTINBRAS. Peay? It's all of Norway.

HORATIO. A kingdom is not a plaything, and we are not
boysl A king rules to serve his people, not himself. Il you
learn nothing from the tragic teign of Claudius, learn that
FORTINBRAS. Hey, hey, heyl No need to get rigid about
this, I just wanted to get you in on the ground-floor of the
myth thing, The reign of Fortinbras needs one small, tidy
conquest. Then we can relax and nourish our new nation on
ihe very wyd: we've created. That's how a real leader leads.
And it's how a leader’s friend is bhis friend. I could use a
friend, Horatio. Mot like Osde. Someone ... like Hamlet had,
FIORATICN  Hamlet earned his friends.

FORTINBRAS., That's fine, if you've got the time. But if
you're going places like me, fiendships have to be efficient
HORATIO.  Hamlet would never have said that,
FORTINGBRAS., “Hamlet would never have said that” Loosen
upl There’s room for more than one philosophy in the world.
Is that the right word? Philosophy?

HORATIO.  May I go, siref?

FORTINBRAS. Suore, go on. I'm not a tyrant

HOBATIO.  (Slarting oul, stopping.) The truth goes beyond
death, It can’t b2 changed.

FORT.NBRAS, But it can be ignored. Good night, Horatio,
(Horatio exits. As he does so, he passes Osric, entering.)

OSRIC. My liege —

FORTINBRAS, What is i?

OSRIC. I'm here with tonight's alternatives.
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FORTINBRAS.  Tonight's alternatives? I totally forgot. Well ...
fine, all right. Where are they? (Osri¢ bechons, and lwe young
Maidens enter. They are clean, but humbly dressed. They stare wide-
eyed at the splendors of Elsinore. Fortinbras quickly puts en his
cront.)

OSRIC. Tonight's alternatives.

FORTINBRAS., Is it true, what I've been tald?

OSRIC. It is, my liege. They are Polish. (Nudging them
Jorward.) Your soldiers brought them back after your last incur-
sion there,

FORTINBRAS, I tell thein not to do that, So, do they speak
any Danish or Norwegian?

QOSRIC.  Not a syllable.

FORTINBRAS, How'm I supposed to make them like me?
GSRIC, 1 really don't know, sire,

FORTINBRAS. Well ... go prepare them,

QSRIC, Beth, sire?

FORTINBRAS, Why should 1 penalize one? {Osric and the
Maidens exit.) What am I poing to do about Horatiop Why
won't he like me?l Show a guy a kitde vision, and wham — he
scizes up on you. He doesn’t even want to talk to me now.
Can't get his head out of the past. 1 hate the past, it’s point
less, it's =0 ., shilf (Looking around, lo the audience.) Something
about this castle makes me want to talk to mysell. Don’t know
why — T've spent my whole life nof talking. Out on the bat-
tlefield, worried about spies behind every tentfllap — all of
them working for my uncle. I didn't dare say a word out loud,
But here, the minute I'm alone I just ... jabber. {Suddenly call-
ing oul anxiously.) Osric, where are my alternatives| (Te the
audignce again.) 1 hope you don't think I'm callous, just be-
cause of those maidens. They really will have as good a time
as can be expected. Under the circumstances. Given the point
in history. I'm not known as Fortinbras the Particularly Cruel
or anything. 1 never used to do this sort of thing on my
campaigns, but now that I'm King, it’s sort of .. expected.
And it has been a long time. Honest. Not to get too personal.
Anyway, I really will iy to communicate with therm. {He Rears
shuffling in the hall) Ac last] (Polonius afipears.) Not you apain.
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{(Polonius stands attentively, smiles.) Are you going to speak to me
tonight? Are you ever going to speak to me? (Polonius doesn
respond.) What good is it if you won't tell me anything? (Polo-
niws shrgs, smiles, moves lo the lapesiry. He runs his hand ever i)
We keep going through this. What do you want? Do you have
a dire warning? Is there a foul injusticer (At “foul infustice”
Polonius becomes excled, as though he wants [o speak ) Yes? (Polo-
nius suddenly shrugs and waves it off with an “it’s not that impor
tant” gesture.) Damn it — 1 (The fwo Maidens enter tn nighidress
looking anxiously at Fortinkbras.) What do you want? Oh — sorry.
In the bed. (They follow Fortinfras’s gesiure and demurely jump info
bed. Their wide eyes watch Fortinbras's every move. They do not see
Polonius.) I've got company now, you'll have to go. (Polonius
siiles, semaing) ' serious. The alternatives are here. (No move
by Polonius.) You can't want to watch — you're dead] (Polonius
shrugs.} This is nuts,. Whe sent youl! Why do you appear fo mel?
{Ophelia enters. The Maidens can’t see her)

OPHELIA. He always appears where he's least wanted. It's
hiz trademark,

FORTINBRAS. My God! Lady Qphelial (Polonius too locks a
Bif surprised.)

OPHELIA.  Yeah, yeah, yeah — Ophelia. Big desl. Who
cares? No one did in life — right, Pop?

1st MAIDEN,  (In Polish, te Fortinbras.) Are you not well, your
highness?

FORTINBRAS.  (To the Maidens.) Quietl (To Ophelia.) You
spoke.

OPHELIA. Huzzah. Ring the bells, Ophelia spoke. Of course
I spoke. What am I supposed to do? Stand arcund like him?
FORTINBRAS. But I thoupht ghosts —

OPHELIA.  Ghosts do what they like — haven't you figured
that out? We're supernatural, Super-natural. Got itF At least,
compared to you. (Te Polenius, indicating Fortinbras, rolling her
gyes.) He's King.

Znd MAIDEN, {In Polish, worredly) Come to bed, sire.
FORTINBRAS.  (To the Maidens.) Can't you see I'm talking?!
OPHELIA.  They can’t.see us. What on earth are they speak-
ing?
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FORTINBRAS. Polish.

OPHELIA. Oh. Wonderful.

FORTINBRAS. Why are you here? Why have you come to
me7

OPHELIA. I haven't come o jou. I'm just here to collect
this old idiot.

FORTINBRAS, ButI want h'm to talk to me.

OPHELIA.  You do?

FORTIWBRAS.  Sure. Ghosts ... know things.

OPHELIA. Tl tell you what ghosts know. They know what
they did wrong in life. It's all they can think about. That and
a second chance — which never comes. Right, Dad? (Polowius
shrugs.) Dad talked too much in life. You see where that got
him. Now he's afraid to open his mouth, It's really the only
good thing I can say about being dead. Hey, Dad — 1 think
I'm still in love with Hamlet. What should T do? (Polomius fairly
burns to advise her, forces himself not to. Ophelia laughs. To
Fortinbras.) Do you really want to know what he'’s been yearn-
ing to say when he comes 1o see you? The truth — that’s all,
About anything, When he was alive he couldn’t tell the truth
even when he tried. Now he won't say anything until he
can be absolutely sure it's true. Which, of course, is mever,
Isn't that right, Dad? (Cowed, Polonius exifs.) T was the fool in
life. Now it's him: Do you remember when we last met?
FORTINBRAS.  Yes. You were ... young and fair.

OPHELIA.  You saying I'm not now?

FDI?TJNBR.FLS. No, no. But I guess death is a ... pretty har-
rOWINg experience. .

OPHELIA.  Harrowing. It's been hell on my locks, T'lIl admit
it. (Suddenly touching him lightly.) You still look great.
FORTINBRAS. Agh!

lst MAIDEN.  (Tn Polish.) Sire?

OPHELIA.  Didn't know you could feel me, ch# It usually
comes as a shock. I can wirm it on and off. Comes in handy.
Say, why don’t you get rid of them? We can, um ... talk,
FORTINBRAS.  Talk?

OFHELIA.  Mmm .. unless you're getting other ideas. (Ophe
Ha lums to the Maidens.) Come on, girls — everybody upl Go
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crawl under some other noble. (Ophslia pulls the eover off the
bed. The Maidens scream and exil.) That's better. (Climbing onto
the bed, pulling the bedcover up around her.) Are you coming or
not?

FORTINBRAS. You want me to — ?

OPHELIA. ‘You got it

FORTINBRAS. Is it possible?

OPHELIA, It's not only possible, it's terrific. Did you know
women don't reach their sexual peak until after they're dead?
(Fortinbras still can’t bring himself to move. Ophelia smiles.) You're
afraid you won't satisfy me, aren't you? Don’t worry. You'll still
be the only one who ever tried. (She opens her erms. Fortinbras
mowes {owards the bed. Lights fade to black)

Scene 5

Daun, the next morning. Fortinbras is alone in bed. Kneel
ing on opposile sides of the bed in a posture of prayer are
Gertrude and Clawdivs. Forfinbras suddenly wakes with a
slart.

FORTINBRAS. Ophelial Don't go, don't — | (Noting Clau-
dius and CGertrude.) Who are you?l (Suddenly seefng his crown
upon Clavdius’s head, snatching it off) Give me that!
CLAUDIUS,  Forgive me, [ couldn’t help putting it on.
GERTRUDE. The sin of nostalgia.

CLAUDIUS, I know. I'im heartily sorry.

GERTRUDE, Pray with me. (Gerfrude and Claudius instantly
fall once more lo prayer.)

FORTINBRAS. Claudius — |7 Gertrude — [? Where's
Ophelia? Where is Ophelial?

GERTRUDE. (Looking up.) The sin of wrath,

FORTINBRAS. Answer my questionl

CLAUDIUS.  She left well before daylight. 1 believe she is a
damned soul.

FORTINBRAS, And you're not?
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CLAUDIUS, I have sinned in the past. For which I'm heart-
ily sormy.

CERTRUDE. An act of contrifion.

CLAUDIUS,  In death | am more virfuous,

FORTINBEAS. You have a choice?

GERTRUDE. Everyone has a choice. Dead or alive: 1 used
to think with death would come some sort of final judgment
Then 1 could embrace my fate, either in heaven or hell, know-
ing that I had no choice.

CLAUDIUS, If only it were that easyl

GERTRUDE. Death is harder than life. The temptations we
feel are almost irresisnble. The lusts —

CLAUMUS., Don't talk about it

GERTRUDE. Are only more intense. If I so much as look
at Claudius —

CLAUDIUS.  Don’t look at mel

GERTRUDE. 1 won'tl (They both avert their gaze.)
CLAUDIUS, Pray to Godl

GERTRUDE. I dol

CLAUDIUS.  (Rushing to his prayer bench.) The sin of lust!
Deliver us from it!

GERTRUDE. Deliver us!

CLAUDIUS, Save us from ourselves!

GERTRUDE. Oh, save us!

FD}:;TINBRAS, Shut upl! (They fall silent,) What is wrong with
VoL

CLAUDIUS. Everything,

GERTRUDE. We're hideous, hideous beasts. We admit it
CLAUDIUS.  The lust is so intense, but the remorse —
GERTRUDE. It's unbearable.

CLAUDIUS.  We must be together!

GERTRUDE. But we've got to be apart!

CLAUMMUS., We've come to warn you,

FORTINBRAS., OfF what?

GERTRUDE. Ophelia. You had relations with her last night,
didn’t you?

FORTINBRAS. None of your business.

CLAUDIUS.  Tear her.
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GERTRUDE, She's a succuba.

FORTINBRAS. And a pretty good one, tool

CLAUDIUS.  She will obsess you. She will leap into your
heart, She will reach into your spine and wavel along every
nerve. Your only hunger will be for her, Your only fear will be
of her. Your only hope will be in her eyes, and there will be
no hope. When you wake in the morning, she will go before
you in the day. Every face you see, every hand you touch,
every sight, sound, taste, odor — it will all be her.
FORTINBRAS. Have you really looked at Ophelia lately?
CLAUDIUS. I'm not speaking of her appearance!
GERTRUDE, She will mislead youl

CLAUDIUS. 8he will compound your sinl

FORTINBRAS. What sin?

GERTRUDE. The sin of falsehood!

FORTINBRAS. Falsehood?

CGERTRUDE. You buried us in sacred ground!
FORTINBRAS. I thought you'd want to be —

CLAUDIUS. We're sinnersl How can we repent?
FOXTINBRAS., T don't know —

GERTRUDE. Dig us up — pleasell

CLAUDIUS. Throw us on a dungheapl

FORTINBRAS. I'm not listening to another word of thisl Get
out! Go onl Nowl

GERTRUDE. Reject Ophelial

FORTINBRAS.  Now! (Certrude and Claudius scramble fo their feet
and make for an exit. They bump info each other, ay out with alarm
and exil separately.}) Geez Louvise — this place is overrun. (Call
ing after them.} And don’t come back 6l you're invited! (Osric
enlers. )

OSRIC. My liege,

FORTINBRAS, Osrie! You're here early.

OSRIC. 1 came to fetch last night's alternatives.
FORTINBRAS.  Oh. Oh — yes. Well they disappeared. I
think there was a ... maidens’ meeting of some sort.

OSRIC. 1 .. see. (Osric notices the bouquet of dead flowers on the
bed, picks them up with a quirrical look.)

FORTINBRAS.  Oh. They wanted to see those. Yesterday
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happened to be dead flower day in Poland.

OSRIC.  (Starting out ) I'll go look for them.

FORTINBRAS. No! Um, no. {Osric turns.) Hang around
awhile, ok? Make the bed or something. (Osric doss so,
hesitantly.) So, um ... I don't suppose you have any suspects
yet? On that Polish sp thing?

OSRIC. No, sire,

FORTINBRAS.  Osric — Have you seen amy ghosts, ever?
OSRIC. I haven't had that dubious pleasure, sire.
FORTINBRAS, Why cubious? You think ghosts are bad?
QSRIC.  Have you seen ghosts?

FORTINBRAS. Me? No. Why should I see ghosts? T mean,
do they even exist?

QSRIC, Horatio thinks so.

FORTINBRAS. Well. Horatio.

OSRIC. Indeed.

FORTINBRAS. He and Hamlet saw ghosts everywhere: on
the battlements, in the Queen’s closet —

OSRIG. I believe they only saw one ghost,

FORTINBRAS.  Right. Right — one ghost. That's what I
meant. I just thought with so many reported sightings, that
maybe you —

OSRIC. I never see ghosts, my licge. They have no need of
e,

FORTINBRAS, Need?

OSRIC.  Ghosts appear in order o destroy, sire. That's my
experience, at least. And I am clearly not worth destroying.
FORTINBRAS. That's not the only reason they appear.
OSRIC. It is, as far as | can tell. Whenever a ghost appears,
the next thing I know I'm cleaning up wine stains, (Fortinbras
suddenly grabs a foil from the wall, whirls and grabs Osric by the
collar. He pins him to the bed, Joil at his thvoat.)

FORTINBRAS,  Youll dean up whatever T tell youl Whenever [
tell you to, understand?!!

OSRIC. My lord Hamlet — 1

FORTINBRAS, What?!

OSRIC.  Sorry! Your majestyl Fortinbras! (Fortinbras lets go of
Osric, who falls back on the bed.)
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FORTINBRAS.,  What's wrong with me? This isn't like me at '
all.

OSRIC.  You have seen a ghost!
FORTINBRAS.  Sorry, Osric. I was
{Fortinbras exits. Lights fade to black.)

«« I was up all night.

Scene §

A eellar in the costle. In fhe darkness fhere is o sudden
glow. It’s a television sereen. As it flickers to life, we see no
one &5 onstage. The image on the tv gradually comes into
Jocus. Its a very tight closeup of @ man’s foce. We can see
enly an angry brow and ee. The eve looks left and night, as
though in search of something. We hear the sound of men
approaching. Marcellus, Barnarde — bearing torches — vush
in, accompanied by Horatio

MARCELLUS. This wayl

BARNARDO. I see itl Over herei {All three stop and stare at
the tv from o safe distance. The eye looks in their divection. With
great caution, they begin lo circde behind it. As they do so, the fu
Awrns with them, so that the eye can continue Io walch them. The
men make a complele orbit of the tv, and it Horns with them the

whole way.)
MARCELLUS.  You see, Horatio. It's as we say.
HORATIO. TI'll speak to it

BARNARDO. Nol Look what happened last time.
HOBATIO. Who are you? Speak! Reveal yourselfl (The shot
on the tv pulls back, revealing the face of Hamla.) My lord]
MARCELLUS. Harmlet!

HORATIO.  (Falling to his knees.) Good my lord, speak! For-
give this poor servant. I've failed you in everything. No one
knows your story. Fortinbras has put forth a terrible lie —

HAMIET, Swear,
HOBATIO.  Mlocd?
HAMLET. Swear.
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HORATIO.  Swear whai?
HAMLET. Swear you'li never touch that button.
HORATIO.  Button? (Ciies again, we can see only Hamlet's epe.

It jerks omee or twice oward ¢ switch on the tu set. Pointing.) This?
HAMLET. DONT TOLCH ITH

HORATIO. What is i?

BARNARDOQ.  (Reading puzzledly.) “On/off,”

HAMLET. SWEAR!

HORATIO. I swear.
MARCELLUS and BARNARDO,
HORATIO,

We swear,
What do you want of us, lord?

HAMLET. T want ... (Tradling off)

HORATIO.  Yes?

HAMLET. [ want ...

HOBATIO.  Anything.

HAMLET. [ want to look at you.

HORATIO, That's all? Just lock at us?

HAMLET. ‘That's all.

HORATIO.  OF course. For how long?

HAMLET.  Does if matter!?

HORATIO.  (Fearfully.) No, m'lord! Look at us, by all means.

(Haratio motions the others to kneel with him. They do s0.)
HAMLET., It's so good to see you. It's all 1 can do, now:
waich and think. I couldn’t bring myself to act in life, at least
not swiftly enough. Now .,

HOBRATIO. Don't blame yoursell, m'lord.
HAMLET, Who should T blame!?
HORATIO. I —1 don't knowl

HAMLET. Bring me to Fortinbras.

HORATIO. My lord?

HAMLET. WNow. (The thres men hurriedly trundle the tv oul.
Lights fade quickly to black.)
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Scene 7

The fhrone room. Fortinbras sits on the throne, veceiiing news
Srom Cnic. To one side of Fortinbras, apparently invisible fo
Ohsric, are Ophelia and Laeries

FORTINBRAS, What do you mean we've taken Warsaw?
told the army not to attack.

OSRIC. They didn't, my liege. They were invited.
FORTINBRAS. Invited?

OFHELIA. 1 told you you were popular.

OSRIC. Apparently the Poles, seeing our combined armies
on their border, decided to forestall further hostilitics by sur-
rendering unconditionally.

FORTINBRAS, But they don't even know what we want,
OPHELIA. (To Lastzs) What do we want?

OSRIC. We'll have to want something, sire,

FORTINBRAS., Well, 1 den't know — maybe we should have
the woops stay in Warsaw for awhile and ... mingle.

OSRIC.  Mingle?

FORTINBRAS, Not possible, eh? What's wrong with me? I
used to be so decisive,

OPHELIA. Maybe you're not getting enough sleep.
LAERTES. Ophelia — |

OPHELIA.  Oh, bite ir, Laertes.

FORTINBRAS. Well ... have the army declare victory then,
and ... just come back.

OSRIC,  Yes, sire,

FORTINBEAS. And have them tell the Poles to .. watch it
OSRIC.  Very well, sire.

OPHELIA.  (To Fortinbras.) 1 love it when you're stern. (Osric
turns o go. Before he can do so, the Captain enters and falls lo one
knee. He loo is unable lo see Ophelia or Laeries.)

CAPTAIN. My licge.

FORTINBRAS. What is i1?

CAPTAIN. The army's left Warsaw — they're pushing on.
FORTINBRAS. Pushing on?
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CAPTAIN.  Yes, sire — _ovards Carpathia.
FORTINGBRAS. Carpathia?

OSRIC,  Just beyond Poland, quite mountainous — nice in
the summer,
FORTINBRAS. T know where it isl Why are they deing that?

CAPTAIN. No one knows. But most of the Polish army has
joined them.

FORTINBRAS. I can't have this, This is all wrong, Get them
back. Tell them to come hotme. Now!

CAPTAIN.  {Exiting) Yes, sirve.

FORTINBRAS. (To Ophelia and Laertes.) Carpathia, The min-
ute my generals get back, you guys are going to have com-
pany.

OSRIC,  Sire, to whom are you speaking?

FORTINBRAS.  (Defensiuely.} Nobody.

OSRIC.  OF course, sire.

+ FORTINBRAS. Whart about the Polish spy?

OSRIC. The — ? Oh .. no progress, I'm afraid.

- FORTINBRAS. Why not?

OSRIC, [ wasn't aware that you wanted progress. And then
there’s the fact that there is no actual .. SpY.

FORTINBRAS.  We have to have a spy now. After a victory
like this? With no shots being fired? We need 2 reason to
have pone at all, A villain.

OSRIC. DBut sire —

FORTINBRAS. One Polish spy. An opponent. This is all
about self-image, Osric. How can we be heroes if we can't
even see who we've triumphed over? We need someone we

- can hate right here, right now. Someone palpable. A volun-
teer, maybe. What about you?

QSRIC, Mer
FORTINBRAS, Yeah, what are you doing?
. OSRIC.,  Well ... nothing, but —

FORTINBRAS. That's a great ideal You'd be perfectl Believe
| me, I wouldn't ask if it wasn't unportant. The public needs
| this kind of image right now. You know? A human face we

cari all loathe and detest. Your face.
COSRIC. T don't know ...
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FORTINBRAS. What do you mean, you don’t know? We

need a Polish spy, and you're elected. It's simple as that

Understand?

OSRIC. But ... but ... (Ferfinbras stares at Osric.) Very well.
FORTINBRAS. Goodl Thanks. (An awkwand beal.)
OSRIC.
Ophelia instantly hisses Fortinbras hard.)
LAERTES. Ophelia — |
OPHELIA
around, anyway? Did Clandius and Gertrude send you?
FORTINBRAS. Sometimes | wonder how well I'm running
the government.

So ... I'll just ... go put myself ... in jail. (Osric exils.

(Ending the kiss, o Laerter.} Why are you hanging |

OPHELIA.  You're doing fine. You just had a great victory.

Let's celebrate. (She snuggles up to Fortinbras.)

FORTINBRAS. Stop that — we're in public.

OPHELIA. You mean you're in public,

FORTINBRAS. For God's sake — your brother’s here.
OPHELIA. 5o what? He wants me too.

LAERTES.  Ophelia — !

OPHELIA. Don't be such a phoney — admit 1t. Like it
matters anymore. (7o Fortinfras) Sometimes I don't think he
even knows he's dead,

LAERTES., It'came as such z shack —

OPHELIA.  That's what happens when you think you're im-
mortal. You should've been raised as a pirl. Then you'd have
been ready. (She reaches for Fovtinbras again. He moves away.)
FORTINBRAS.  Please — | I'm just feeling disoriented right
now, ok? Having a ghost for a ...

QPHELIA, For a what? Say it. For a lover.

FORTINBRAS. 1 don’t know what I'm feeling. Or if I'm
feeling anything. Or if there's anything to feel.

OPHELIA.  (Pladng Fortmbras's hand on a provocative part of her
anatomy.} Feel this.

LAERTES. Ophelia — !

OPHELIA. Oh, grab it while you can. Get 'em while they're

living — that's what I say. (She kisses Fortinbras again.)
LAERTES,
don't respect the boundary between the living and the dead,
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Fortinbras? Fortinbras — I appeal to you. If you |

how can you expect us *o?

OPHELIA.  Boundarie~ are made to be broken, (Fortinbras
pulls away.)

FORTINBRAS.  Osric said all ghosts come to destroy.
OPHELIA.  Osric? Qsric the Wise?

FORTINBRAS. How do I know he's not right?

OPHELIA.  ‘Well, you did look pretty destroyed last night.
FORTINBRAS. That's not what I mean. How do I know
you're not going to win me to my doom?

OPHELIA.  Oh, that is swest! Win you to your doom, You are
so cute sometimes. (She kisses him again.)

LAERTES.  Fortinbras? Wouldn't you rather go kick a ball
around or something? It's a beautiful day. I feel athletic.
OPHELIA.  {Coming up for aiv) Me too. {They go back info the
clinch. Unnoticed by the three of them, Horatio wheels in the v,

complete with ils image of Hamlet’s eye. Hovalio can’t see Ophelia or
Laertes.)

HOBRATIO,  Sire?

FORTINBRAS, What? Oh — Horatiol

HORATIO.  Why did you have your tongue out, sire?
FORTINBRAS. Wever mind! What's this?

HORATIO. 1 found it in the cellar, sire. It's Prince
Hamlet.

FORTINBRAS. Hamlet?

HORATIO.  Well ... his ghost.
FORTINBRAS.  Another one?

HORATIO. Sire?
FORTINBRAS.  {Of the t0.) What's he doing in there?
HORATION.

It's a minor inhibition. We're still working on it
If you'll just listen to what he —

FORTINBRAS. Nol No — I refuse. No more ghaosts! This is
my castle now, my kingdoem. It's my army in ..oino..
OPHELIA.  Carpathia.

FORTINBRAS.  Carpathial I'm not going to be distracted or
betrayed by any more ghosts!

HORATIO.  (Seeing only Hamlet,) More ghosts? But there's
only ..
FORTINBRAS: You're dezd] Yau understand?l You're all
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dead, and I'm [ree of youl From this moment onl You hear
me? Freel (Foriinbras storms out, with Leertes following.)
LAERTES.,  You want to kick a ball around?

FORTINBRAS. NO/! (Fortinbras and Laertes are gone.)
HORATIO.  (Looking around, puzeled) Carpathia? Who else
does he see? (To the tv) I'm sorry, m'lord — he’s gone,
HAMLET, You've done well, Leave me now.

HORATIO. Leave you?

HAMIET. Go! (Horatio hurdes out.)

OPHELIA. So. You found your way back.

HAMILET. Is Claudius here?

OPHELIA.  Yeah, he didn’t have any trouble. Funny, eh?
Locks like you're in a fix.

HAMLET. T want to be back. Among you.

OPHELIA. Sof Get out of the box.

HAMLET. 1 don't know how! Please — I have so much 1o
da.

OPHELIA. Don't worry. I'm doing it for you. Fortinbras is
completely under my control.

HAMIET. He's not telling the truth]

OPHELIA, He's been busy. Conquering Poland.

HAMLET. Help mel

OPHELIA. Do I look like I have a manual? T don't know
how to help you. What's this? “On/off™?

HAMLET. Don't fouch ihat! Fres me, Opheliaf

OPHELIA.  Why should I?

FORTINBRAS. Free me now, as you love mel Ophe — If {Ophe
Ha turns off the set.)

OPHELIA. Dream on. (She starls oud, stops.) God, that felt
good. (Ophelia exils. Lighls fads slowly to black. Just as they weach
black, the fu turns on again, by ilself. We see the brooding eye of
Hamlet. Then darkness.}

END OF ACT ONE

ACT TWO

Scene 1

A castle hall. Polonius appears. He carries with him the
(Queen’s old tapesiry. He stops, looks around to make sure no
one’s there, Salisfied, he spreads out the lapestry, finds the
frale made by FHamlet's sword,

FOLONIUS.  (Touching 4.) Here. (Touching his chest) Here,
(T the audience) It does something to a man's point of view
when he suddenly feels a sword go through his heart. I was
pinned like a bug apainst the wall. Where was all my pood
advice then? Stuck in my throat, where it's remained ever
since. Oh, 1 still have plenty of advice, don't misunderstand.
I could tell everybody in this castle, living and dead, what to
do. But to hell with ‘em, that's what T say. (Sighing.) If there
were a hell, There doesn’t seem to be, for me. No heaven
either, that I've been abie to discern. Only this — wandering
around the scene of all my errors, watching evervone make
the same old mistakes, dumning to advise them — and hating
myself for it. Dieath has been my greatest disappointment. It's
too much like life. I thoupht there would be a great adven-

‘ture, but there’s no great adventure. I've asked the King, the

Queen, the others — no one's had a great advennire. So far,
there's been nothing to compare with that first moment,
pinned against a-wall, translated by a steel point — my face
buried against the blank side of a tapestry — hoping that in
a single instant all might finally be revealed. (Tossing over the
corner of the tapestry.) What a hoax. Death has all the unecer-
tainty of life, and twice the solitude. If you take my advice —
and no one ever does — you'll avoid it. (Polonius turns to po.
As he does, Fortinbras steps into view. Polonius frestes.) '

FORTINBRAS., You spoke! (Polonius furns and hurries toward
another exil. Fortinbras moves lo bloch his way.) No, you don’
Tallk to me — now! (Pelonius (e another divection. Forfinbris
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Blocks him again) Can't you see how desperate 1 am?! (Polonius
tries yet another diveclion. Fortinbras doesn't move) Damn t, I need
your aduice! (Polonius steps, fighting his urge o advise. Fortinbras
Jalls to his Rnees.) Pleasel Nothing makes sense anymore. ]
swore off ghosts, I even swore off Ophelia. But T can’t make
it stick] Every time I see her, I just crumble. T used to handle
everything so well: battles, intripues, women. 1 never even
worked up a sweat. But here at Elsinore I've seen thinpgs —
T've done things.... Give me advice, Polonius, pleasel One sen-
tence, one phrase, one word.

POLONIUS, Ophelia.

FORTINBRAS. Ogphelia?

POLONIUS.  Lay off her.

FORTINBRAS. Ok — ok I know I should. Why?
POLONIUS, It's obvious. You're not suited to treat with the
dead. Hamlet was fathoms deeper than you. Now look at him:
locked in a box of light — and he only talhed to a ghost.
FORTINBRAS. What you're saying is, I'm in jeopardy here.
POLONIUS, At least. ;
FORTINBRAS. But I have these feelings about her. It's not
like with any other girl.

FOLONIUS. 1 should Impe not.,

FORTINBEAS. It's so infense The minute 1 see her, the
minute I touch her —

POLONIUS, I am her father.

FORTINBRAS., It's love. How can I resist that?

POLONIUS, What you feel isn't love, it's nostalgia. For non-
existence.

FORTINBRAS. For non — 7

POLONIUS.  The moment we become aware of our own

existence, we secretly bepin to long for the time before: when
we never were, And why not? It's attractive — utter oblivion,
utter peace. Non-being. We think death will give us that again.
No wonder we fall in love with it. Bui that's not what death
gives us, Nothing can erase, completely, what has been.

FORTINBRAS. So, um — how would I fit that into a plan
of action?
POLONILS, Tell the wuth! To thine own self be —
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FORTINERAS.,  Nice?

POLONIUS, TRUEN

FORTINBRAS. Right.

POLONIUS. And get married]

FORTINBRAS, To Op-elia?

PCLONIUS, No, not to Ophelial To someone else.
FORTIABRAS, Who?

POLDNIUS. It doesn'’t mattér. Somecne living, that’s all.
FORTINBRAS. Married? But there’s no one.
POLONIUS.  What about those two I saw in your bed?

FORTINBRAS. They were just — They don't even speak my
language.
POLONIUS, Al the better! Find them. Marry one. Then

maybe Ophelia will leave you alone, and you can gain the
courage to tell the iruth.

F(;?RTINBRAS. About what? What truth am | supposed to
Le
POLONIUS. Hamlet's truth. My truth. Without it, nothing

can go forward — all 1s held back.

FORTINBRAS., But I've already told the Polish spy story —
POLONIUS.  Tell the fruth!! What did I just tell you?!
FORTINBRAS. But —

POLONIUS.  You can’t take advice! None of you! You never iake
advice!! I'm leaving,

FORTINBRAS. No — | (Polonius staris out, dragging the lapes-
i1y behind him. Fortinbras grabs a corner of it.) What should 1 do
about the army? They took Carpathia without a shotl
POLONIUS,  (Tugging at the tapestry.) 1 don't carel
FORTINBRAS. Why's Hamlet in a box?

POLONIUS.  Let gol
FORTINBRAS. Should I hang Osric?
POLONIUS.  I'don’t care!f (Polonius tugs the arras Sree) Tell the

teuth. Tell it soon. There isn't much time — for either of us,
FORTINBRAS. What do you mean? You're dead.
POLONIUS.  You think eternity’s forever? (Polonius exits.
Fortinbras stares afler him. Fertinbras exits the ohposite way. A mo-
ment passes, then Foratio hurries in, pushing Osric ahead of him.
Osric és in ehnins,)
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OSRIC. Horatio, stop itl Where are you taking mel?
HORATIO., Quiet

OSRIC. I wen't be quiet! You're hurting mel Horatio — |
(Managing o pull away.} Put me back in my cell.

HORATIO. No.

OSRIC. 1 demand it

HORATIO. I'm trying to save your Jifel

OSRIC. Why?

HORATIO. Why!?

OSRIC. - It's none of your business. Besides, you don't even
like me.

HORATIO., I need youl We're the only ones who know the
tuth, Do you want to hang? (Osric i silent. Horatio pushes him
along again. Osric resisls.) '

OSRIC.  Where is it we're going?

HORATIO. TI'm getting you out of the castle. (Osre s
stunned.)

OSRIC. ©Qut of the — # Out of — 2l

HORATIO. What's wrong?

OSRIC:  T've never .. I've never ..

HORATIO,  Whatl?

OSRIC.  Been out of the castle. (Now Horatio is stunned.)
HORATIO., Never?

QSRIC.  There was no need. Everything I wanted was right
here. Out there it was all just ... Denmarl.

HORATIO. (Pushing him agarm.) You'll get vsed to it
OSRIC.  No, ne, no, no, no — Horatio — pleasel Just stopl
Stop for a minule and [sten o me! (Hovatio stops.) 1 want to
hang.

HORATIO.  What?

OSRIC,  That's overstated. But I would rather hang than
have to ge out into ... whatever that is. I've seen it from the
ramparts, Horatio. No one looks happy out there. No one's
well dressed —

HORATIO,  (Pushing him yef agein.) Come on.

QSRIC.  I'm a Polish spy!! Listen, everyone! I'm « spy! I weally
aml!

HOPRATIO.  Shut up.
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OSRIC. Long live Poland!

HORATIO.  (Clapping a hand over Osric’s mouth.) You're in-
sanel Everyone in this castle is. (Osric nods.) How can you
accept it? You've been falsely accused. Even you must feel
SOme oulrage.

OSRIC.  Outrage is a luxury best enjoyed by those who can

do something about it. I must simply be patient and wait for
the storm to pass over me.

HORATIO.  Or swallow you whole.

OSRIC.  No system’s. perfect. May 1 please go back to my cell
now?

HORATIO, Al right. Till I can think of another way. But
don't blame me if you're hanged in the meantime. Fair

enough?

OSRIC.  You are good to me; Horatio.

HORATIO, I'm just trying to do one honest thing.
OSRIC.

We all have our faults. (Horatio pushes Osvic off the
way they came. Lights fade to black.)

Scene 2

Lights slowly comz up on the Queen’s chambers. As they da,
we hear the following, whick starls in darkness.

CLAUDIUS.
HAMLET. Kill him!

CLAUDIUS. My words fly up —
HAMLET. Kill him! Kill him nowl
CLAUDIUS, My words —

HAMLET. What are you waiting for? (By now lights are up. They
reveal Claudius kneeling af his prayer beneh. Laeries stands behind
him with a drawn dagger. In the foreground Gerirude lies on the
nowrfamiliar (apestry, in an swhwerd — if alluring — posture. U,
surveying oll this, is Hamlst — or Hamlet's eye, vather — sinee he's
still in the tv.)

PLAERTES. | —1 can't

My words fly up, my thoughts remain below —

41



HAMLET. Why not?

CLAUDIUS.  Am 1 facing the wrong way? Maybe if I —
LAERTES, No, no — it's just that this isn't what happened.
HAMLET. It's what should have happened. Go on — kill
him! He won't feel a thing.

CLAUDIUS.  Only remorse.

LAERTES. But it's so meaningless. I won't be sending him
to heaven or hell. We're all just floating here. I don’t under-
stand why we had to carry all this stuff into the Queen's
chamber in the first place. Feels weird.

HAMLET. Never mind that.

LAERTES. Besides, I'm not really a man of violence.
HAMLET. MNeither was I (Claudius laughs.) Quiet! As long as
I'm confined to this box, I'll spend my time as I likel Now
strike, Laertes! While the chance is therel

GERTRUDE. FPlease strike, Laertes. This is such a humiliat-
ing posture.

HAMLET. You be quict, tool Claudius — again!
CLAUDIUS. My words fly up, my thoughts remain —
HAMLET. Now, Laertes! (Lasrtes stabs Claudius, who gives a
mortal groan.) Yes! (Claudius falls to the floor, dies.) How easy it
was! How exquisitel If only 1'd really done it

LAERTES. Why didn’t you?

CLAUDIUS.  (Rising, knesling at the bench.) Yes, why didn’t
your

GERTRUDE. Why didn't you?

HAMLET. Quiet! All of youl Laettes, stab him again.
LAERTES. But [ just —

HAMLET. You heard mel I want to see it againl
CLAUDIUS. It's all right. I deserve it. A thousandfold, if you
like.

GERTRUDE.  This is so uncomfortable — can’t we get to my
part?

CLAUDIUS.  Yes, do her part.

HAMLET. Very well. Begin.

CERTRUDE. Please forgive me.my son, for all the wrongs
I've committed.

HAMLET. Such as?
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GERTRUDE. Lusting after Claudius.

HAMLET, And?

GERTRUDE. Marrying him so soon after he murdered your
father.

HAMLET. And?

GERTRUDE. Not giving you my whole SUPPOTL.

HAMLET. And?

GERTRUDE. Don't make me say it.

HAMLET. Say it] It's the truthl

GERTRUDE. And forgive me for lusting after you,
HAMLET.,  Fest

LAERTES., She — 17 I never knew that.

GERTRUDE. It's not true.

HAMLET. It ist You wanted me. Just as I wanted you. The
unspeakable attraction. The root cause of all our sufferings.
CLAUDIUS, I thought I was the root cause.

HAMLET.,  The root cause is what T say it is!! (They fall to ar
guing, Ophelia enters, lopping all their voices.)

OPHELIA.  What is going on in here? | can hear you from
across the cas — (Stopping short ay she fakes in the scene; with dis
gusi.) Oh, very nice.

HAMLET. Get out of here,

OPHELIA.  (To Hamiel) This was your idea, I suppose. You
are such an infant,

HAMLET. It's none of your business,

OPHELIA.  Your mother’s bedroom. How old are your
HAMLET. What's between me and my mother —
OPHELIA.  Is really nauseating, I know.

HAMIET., Get theeto a —

OPHELIA.  {Suddenly pointing @ remots eonfrol at the fie} Shut
up. (Hamlet's mouth confinues to move, but we hear no sound. Ta
the others.) Isn't that nice? (She mums up the sound agpain.)
HAMLET. ... just a horny litde lady-in-waiting with ambitions
above her — (She tums the sound off, Hamlets mouth keeps work-
ing. After @ moment she turns the sound on again.) .. don't think
you wenl mad at all. You probably fripped into the river —
OPHELIA.  (Turning the sound off again) T could do this all
day. (She turns the sound back up.)

43



HAMLET., Where did you get that?

OPHELIA.  In the cellar. Neat, ¢h?

HAMLET. Laertes — take it away from her!

OPHELIA. Don’t worry. I won't abuse it. Go ahead, show
me what you're doing here. I could use the laugh.
HAMLET., VYesl Yes — pood idea, Let's show her. (Claudius,
Gertrude and Laeries all groan tiredly.)

LAERTES. Hamlet. ...

HAMLET. Do &) Now! (They reluciantly resume their positions.
Ophelia looks on.) All right! Kill him again!

CLAUDIUS. My words fly up —

HAMLET. Kill him! Keep stabbingl And mother — writhel
(FLaeries stabs Claudius over and over. Claudius doesn’t fall, but
groans wmightily each time, Gertrude writhes demurely on the tapesiry.)

GERTRUDE. Hamlet, I want youl God forgive me, I want
you sol
HAMLET. Yes! Yerd! Yes!lf YESM YESHI (A sudden darkness,

followed by an explosion of light and smohe. Almost immediately Hghts
vise again lo reveal the same seene. Hamlet stands beside an empty
tv. The others are surprised.)

GERTRUDE. Hamlet]

HAMLET. (Smiling) I thought that might do the trick.
[AERTES., Well ... um, welcome back,

HAMLET. Thanks. I'm sorry for some of the things I've
made you all do, but I thought if 1 could just let myself
B

CERTRUDE. We don’t mind.

CLAUDIUS.  Whatever works for you,

‘HAMLET. No hard feelings?

CLAUDIUS. . No, no, no.

LAERTES. (Simultansously.) No problem,

GERTRUDE.  (Simublansoush.) Not at all. (Hamlet looks at Ophe-
lin.)

HAMLET. And you? (Opheliz approaches Hamlel slowly, aiming
the vemole contrel al him. Suddenly she lels it fall to the floor and
melts inte a desp vomantic kiss with him. Lights fade to black.)

Scene 3

The throne room. Fortinbras sils despondently on his throne
as Heratio veads from a parchment.

HORATIO. After the conquest of Carpathia, the combined
Danish and Norwegian .. and Polish and Carpathian forces
have successfully placed Transylvania, Anatolia and the Trans-
Caucasus under your control. (Fortinbras gives little groans al each
new name ) No hand has been raised in anger. No battles have
been fought. In each case, the swelling hordes were welcomed
as heroes of liberation, ushering in peace, prosperity, enlight-
enment — ete,, ete. Shall I go on?

FORTINBRAS, Mo, '

HORATIO. (With a glance at the parchment) Apparently they
are,

FORTINBRAS.  What's happening, Horatio? What's happen-
ing to me?

HORATIO. You're winning.

FORTINBRAS. Why don’t I feel like I'm winning?

HORATIO. I'm sur: it's hard for you to know, without —
FORTINBRAS. Without what?

HORATIO. I was going to say, without speaking to my lord
Hamlet.

FORTINBRAS. [ wen't talk to Hamlet! That's finall
HOBRATIO, But his stery —

FORTINBRAS, It's too late for his storyl We're committed

now. Troops are in the field. Troops are in all the fields.
HORATIO. But he could teach you —

FORTINBRAS. This is no time for an education! I can’t get
caught up in ethics, for God's sake.

HORATIO.,  We're beyond ethics now. More in the realm
af first causes, the nalure of being, phenomenaclopy, metaphys-
1L —

FORTINBRAS. Don't talk metaphysics to me! I've been
sleeping with a dead womanl

FIORATIO, Pardon?



FORTINBRAS, Ophelia. She’s back, So are the rest of them,
Hamlet's not the only ghost — they're all here. Especially
Dphelia.

HORATIO. You and Gphelia are — ? (Fortinbras nods.) And
yvou won't even falk to Hamlet?

FORTINBRAS, I suppose you think it's unnatural, Decadent.
Perverted.

HORATIO. It's ... out of the ordinary.

FORTINBRAS., Well, it's over. I'm not seeing her anymeore.
Salisfied?

HORATIO. I ..1I don't —

FORTINBRAS. She used to affect my judgment. I can see it
now. I lost my edge.

HORATIO.  Speaking of judgments — you've condemned
Osric.

FORTINBRAS. I had to; he's a spy.

HORATIO. But — not really.

FORTINBRAS. What do you mean, not really? Didn't you
read the proclamation?

HORATIO. Yes, sire. Bul you know and I know —
FORTINBRAS. Besides, I commuted his sentence.
HORATIO. I don’t think a commutation from being
whipped to death to hanging is really —

FORTINBRAS. You want me to be meore merciful?
HORATIO. 1 think you should release him.

FORTIMNBRAS. Reloase him?l What did I send him to prison
for?

HORATIO. I don't know, my liege. Perhaps this ghost of
Lady Ophelia you deseribe —

FORTINBRAS. You're saying my political judgment’s being
influenced by a woman?

HORATIO.  You just said so yourself.

FORTINBRAS. I did? Right — I did. Well, don’t worry, I'm
taking steps to correct the situation. I'm getling married.
HORATICN  Married? To whom?

FORTINBRAS. To one of those Polish gitls, if I can find
them again. They seem to have gotten misplaced. And if
they're siill alive. Otherwise the wedding’s off.
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HORATIO. In any case, I think you should release Osric.
Clearly you condemned him at a time when yvou were ...
WETE ..

FORTINBRAS. Crazy? Is that what you're trying to say?
HORATIO.  Acwally, I'm trying notf to say it —
FORTINBRAS.  Well, consider it said. After Hamlet, you must
think every Prince is crazy, but it's not true. | can function.
I can make calm, rational judgments. Just watch: A) I'm re-
leasing Osric —

HORATIO. Thank you, my sovereignl

FORTINBRAS.  Probably too late for a Polish spy by now,
anyway. We'll start looking for a spy from wherever the army
is'at the moment.

HORATIO.  {Consulting his parchment.) Umm — Persia,
FORTINBRAS,  Persia?l Fine. B.) I'm ordering the army
home again, not that they'll listen. And C.) I'm going to
marry a living Polish woman as soon as possible in order to

be no longer distracted by a ghost who was admittedly mag-
nificent in bed.

HORATIO.  This is very kingly.

FORTINBRAS., Thought you'd like that. Tt's not so hard to
be regal. I could do it all the time, if I liked. So, gol Send
word to the armyl

HORATIO.  Yes, sirel (Horatio starts out, stops.} Sire, this is
not only kingly of you, It's very ... educated.

FORTINBRAS.  (Complemented.) Yeah? Thanks. (Foratio exifs.
The Captain rushes in, poes to one knec)

CAPTAIN, My liepe.

FORTINBRAS, What is it?

CAPTAIN, There's been an explosion in the Queen's quar-
ters.

FORTINBRAS.  Explosion? Was anyone hurt?

CAPTAIN.  No one was found at all. Only a strange sort of
. BIOX,

FORTINBRAS., Box? (Gesturing) Was it about ... this big?
CATTAIN.  Yes, my liege.

FORTINBRAS. And it was empty?

CAPTAIN.  Quite empty.
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FORTINBRAS, Oh, great Hamlet's out!

CAPTAIN. My liege?

FORTINBRAS. Oh, nothing. Have you found the two Polish
mzidens?

CATTAIN. Not yet, sire.

FORTINBRAS, Find them! I'm in constant danger until I
marry one of them. Oh — and I almost forgot — release
Osric from his suffering. At oncel

CAPTAIN, Release — ? My liepel (The Caplain exils.)
FORTINBRAS. I'm feeling a little better already. It's good
to put some discipline into your life, If 1 can just get the
army to tone it down... But I'm more in control. More than
ever. Horatio’s right. There is something educated about not
executing innocent people. It's not as workable, but it's ..
more relaxed. Not to mention controlling your urges to sleep
with the dead. Polonius was weally right about that. {With sud-
den, panicky fury.) Where are those Polish matdens?!! T can’l wail
forever!! (Regaining an infense calm.} 1 have total control. Naoth-
ing bothers me. Not even Hamlet Oh, I know the whispers'll
start, now that he's out of that box. *Hamlet would've been
a better king, Hamlet would've known what to do. Hamlet had
more depth.” (Shouting, as before ) Well, Hamlet’s deed, if anybody
hasnt noticed!! Hamlet's dead and I'm alive — there’s a big differ
encell (Quister.} 1 wonder where he is? He could be anywhere.
He could be here. 1s that it? Are you here, waitching me?
Laughing at my mistakes? What if you are? Kings don't make
mistakes, anyway. They reassess policies. (A sudden realization.)
What if he's not here at all? What if he's promulgating his
story? All over the castle? What if he's telling the truth, and
people are .., believing it? No, no — stop. Just stop! Get hold
of yourself. It's what the King says that matters, Just keep the
story straight. A spy — of indeterminate nationality. A plot,
massregicide, sacred ground. It's the only logical story, The
only .. logical .. (Unable to help himself, shouting running out of
the room.) Hamletl Hamlet!! (He exits. Lights fade to black.)

Scene 4

The baitlements. Hamlet and Ophelia sit together staring out
aver the landscape. She leans against him. They are holding
hands, Belind them, at a distance, are Marcellus and Bar
nardo, quietly watching the two ghosts.

OPHELIA.  Things seem so simple suddenly. Why do Yo
think we had so much trouble before?

HAMLET. Who knows? We were just a pair of kids. Who had
the perspective? (She sighs, vesting her head on his shoulder. He
leaks at Marcellus and Barnardo) Why are Marcellus and Bar-
narde over there?

OPHELIA.  Fortinbras is uying to aveid me. He's assigned
them to keep watch whenever [ appear,

HAMLET, Oh. (Marceltus and Barnarde smile. )

OPHELIA,  We could've heen so happy. Married, children —
waiting for Claudius and Certrude to die.

HAMLET.  Yeah, it sounds good, deesn’t it? Well, it can't
always work out, trying to make the best decision in life.
OPHELIA. You didn't make any. (Hamlet looks at her.) Hardly
any. You (nally managed to kill Claudius, but you had to
clean out the whole castle to do it

HAMLET. If by that you mean 1 was careful to examine all
the moral ramifications of an act of personal revenge —
OPHELIA. T mean you stalled around, and acted like 2 lu-
natic, and generally let things get worse and worse, that's all.
And you killed my father.

HAMLET. That was an accident.

OPHELIA.  And my brother.

HAMIET. He killed me.

OPHELIA.  Anyway, all I'm saying s, you took an awfully
long tine to do a very simple thing. Badly.

HAMLET.  (Stariing to lsave) IF that's how you feel about
if=—

OPHELIA. No, no, no — oh, Hamlet, nol I didn't miean it!

Hold me, please just hold —
HAMLET.  (Simultancously, falling info an embrace with her J
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Ophelia — |

OPHELIA, We've been through so much together; we can't
fight anymore, we can'tl

HAMLET. You're righl

OPHELIA.  Say that again. Flease?

HAMLET. Ophelia, you're right.

OPHELIA, (With a sigh of pleasure) Ohl (They kiss. Marcellus
end Barmerndo look on allentively. When the kiss ends, Hamlet fooks
at them. They avert their paze. Ophelia and Hamlet save off over the

Jields.) _

HAMLET. You know, it all began right here.

OPHELIA.  What?

HAMLET. My father's ghost. This is where I saw him- —

promenading through the air at midnight, just beyond this
wall.

OPHELIA. We could do that; would you like fof

HAMLET. N, that's all right. It makes me think about eve
rything that's happened. 1 can hardly wait till Horatio con-
vinces Fortinbras to let the real story come out

OPHELIA. You .., think he will?

HAMLET. Of course. Inevitably. The truth will out.
OPHELIA.  But would that really be pood?

HAMLET. What do you mean? Of course — why wouldn't
it be?
OPHELIA. 1 don't come off particularly well in the real

story. | mean, 1 tend to look sort of like .. an idiot
HAMLET. I was cruel, I admit. But —

OPHELIA, Does it really matter what people think?
HAMLET. Of course it matters. What do you think we all
sulfered and died for?

OPHELIA. Nothing, in my case. Please, Hamlet — let things
stay as they are. We have each other, at last. " We can be con-
tent with that.

HAMLET. Maybe you can, but ... not me,

OPHELIA.  Hamlet — 1 I can’t believe you won’t do this one
little thing for me,
HAMLET. Little?l My whole reputation? My stery? The mark

I made in the world, The great lesson [ have to teach.
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OPHELIA.  What? Stab quicker?

HAMLET. 1 might have expected you not to understand.
OPHELIA.  Because I'm a gitl — right. You haven’t changed
a bitl I'm golng back to Fortinbras.

HAMLET.  You don't love me at all, da you? This has sim-
ply been a contemptible ruse. You're trying to use me.
OPHELIA.  Oh, there’s a shock! One of us trying to use the
other. T wonder if that's ever happened before?

HAMLET. The story will be told]

OPHELIA.  Trom whose point of view? Yours? Mr. Hamlet
It's-All-Abouthe the Dane? Oh, sure — your point of view is
clearly the most rewarding, the most complex. No wonder it
has a special right to exist.

HAMLET. Ophelia —
OPHELIA. I will not ... be ... marginall
HAMLET.

I thought by now you'd understand. I thought
when you committed suicide —

OPHELIA, I didn’t comumnit suicide, I was pushed]

HAMLET. By whom?

OPHELIA. By your mother.
HAMLET. That's a dispraceful Lel
OPHELIA.

Werz you there?! If Fortinbras can tell a new story,
so can L (Fortinbras rushes in, sioplhing shovt when he sees

Ophetia.)

FORTINBRAS.,  Ophelia!!
OPHELIA. Fortinbras?
FORTINBRAS, I'll ... come back later,

OPHELIA.  No — wait! T haven't said hello yet. (Clearly for
Hamlet's benefit, Ophelia gives Fortinbras a very memorable kiss.
Hamlet pulls out a dagger and moves to strike Fortinbras with it in
the back. Barnardo and Marcellus stave horvified. But Famiet can’t
bring himself to sirike the blow, and instead stalks out of the room,
Fortinbras breahs the kiss,)

F(?RTINERA& No .. no .. I — thank you, but — actually
I just came to make sure that Hamler's been behaving. Yeu
know — about everything.

OPHELIA. He's not.

FORTINBRAS. He's not? Oh. Well ... maybe I'd better go
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find him, then. And about the kissing — I can’t actually, any
more, because 'm about to get marded.

OPHELIA. To whom?

FORTINBRAS. Uh ... sumeone Polish. I'll just be on my way
now, ok? So ... 'bye. (He stavis out)

OPHELIA.  Wait nght there! (Fortinbras stops.) Are you saying
my kiss doesn’t do anything for you?

FORTINBRAS., Of course. It does too much! That's the
whole problem.
OPHELIA. I'll tell you what the problem is. The problem

is you and Hamlet. Sure, Ophelia’s fine for a good time now
and then, but the minute you have another priority, Ophelia
goes right out the window)

FORTINBRAS. No, you don’t..l

OPHELIA. Listen to me — don’t get married!
FORTINBRAS. [ have to.

OPHELIA.  If you love me, you won't!

FORTINBRAS. (Torn, buf mesolute) I'm sorry.

OPHELIA.  (Storming out) Oh — why can'’t someone just kiss me
and do what I wani 2!

FORTIMBRAS. (With a look al Marcellus and Barnards.) You
guys are a greaf helpl (He exits. Lights fade to black.)

Secene B

A hall in the costle. Claudius and Gerlrude are on Lher
kitees praying silently, heads bowed, with the twe Maidens.
Fortinbras hurries in, looking behind him and muttering.
Neither he nor the four praying notice cach other at first.

FORTINBRAS. (To himself.) She had no right to yell at me.
No right at all. I am through with phosis forever, and
that's — | (Forlinbras falls over Claudius.) Aghl

MAIDENS. GhIl

GERTRUDE. Your majesty ~— |

CLAUDIUS.  (Helping him up.) Are you all right? I'm heart-
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FORTINBRAS.

ily sorryl

FORTINBRAS.  (Slapping his hand away.) I'm finel I'm fine!
Leave me alonel (With surprise.) The maidens!!]

GERTRUDE. We asked them to pray with us.

CLAUDIUS. They seemed to need it.

FORTINBRAS. You let hem see you? You could've terror-
ized theml

GERTRUDE. They don't know who we are.

CLAUDIUS. They don't every know we're dead.
FORTINBRAS., And no one’s going to tell them! Get outl
GERTRUDE. Apain?

I have things to dol

CLAUDIUS. There's something you should know about these

maidens —

FORTIMNBRAS., 1 know what I nieed to know. Gaol
CLAUDIUS.  You'll be surprised —

FORTINBRAS.  Out! (Certrude and Claudivs exit — separately,
Tfa‘th'.e J:l-fat'cfms.} So. Praying, That’s lovely. That's very ...
maidenlike. (Suddenly remembering.) Why am 1 talking to you?
You don’t speak a word. '

Ist MAIDEN. (With a strong aecent.) Your ... want it bad?
FORTINBRAS., What?

2nd MAIDEN.  (With an accent.) Hot time ... my studs
FORTINBRAS. How do you...? How can you...?

Tst MAIDEN, 1 give you good gallop.

2nd MAIDEN, 1 can be naked in one minute,
FORTINBRAS.  Who taught you to say this?

lst MAIDEN. I love a good soldier.

2nd MAIDEN. Let's do it on the horse!

FORTINBRAS. My palace guard — ?1 Do you even know swhat
you're saying?

1st MAIDEN,  (Kneeling, kissing his hand chastely ) Give it to me
hot and heavy.

FORTINBRAS.  Those — | I'll have them whipped! (The Maid-

ens look anxious, confused.) Not youl Listen — [ need you for
something honerable. I need you to marry me, (They don’t
u-ﬂde‘r:ﬂﬂﬂd,) To marry? Understand? (He mimes putting a wedding
nng on and off his finger. They confuse this with a graphic gesture,)



MAIDENS,  {Shocked.) Oh — !

FORTINBRAS. Mo — a wife! To take my mind off — I can’t
go into it right now. (Grabbing the 2nd Maiden, placing her at his
side, putting his arm through hers.) Husband? Wife? Understand?
ond MAIDEN, Have you ever seen such a big one?
FORTINBRAS., Damn it/ It doesn't matter. I'm the Eing, and
1 can do what T want. 1 can even marry myself. Now — which
one of you? Who cares, as long as you're not Ophelia. {He
clasps the Ind Maiden a bit tighter. To the Ist Maiden.} You can
be the witness. .
1st MAIDEN. Do you want me to watch?

FORTINBRAS. Rightl (78 the 2nd Maiden) Do you, um ..
before God and everybody, um ... take me for your lord and
master and hushand? Say “I do.” (She stares at him blankly.) 1
— do.” Say it: *I — do.”

ond MAIDEN.  (Recopnizing the phrase}) AR!' 1 do it on the
floor with you, '

FORTINBRAS. No —

1st MAIDEN. I do it with everybody!

FORTINBRAS. No, not youl Don't answer.

2nd MAIDEN. 1 do whatever you say.

FORTINBRAS. Close enough! Goodl And 1, King Fortinbras

of Denmark — and apparently several other places — take
you for iy wile, and promise to, um ... do 2 lot of things for
you when I have time. All right? We're married.

lst MAIDEN. 1 will tickle you all night.

FORTINBRAS. Neo, no — you're not my wife. She is. I'm
making a few changes, ok? One wife at a time. It's not you
— you're lovely. Tt's just these damned ghosts.

HAMLET, (Appearing behind them, carying a book ) We're not
dammed. We're not anything. (They furn. All three see Hamlet.)
FORTINBRAS. What do you want?!

HAMLET. Nothing. Just ... catching up on a litde reading.
(The Maiders find Hamlet very impressive.)

MAIDENS. Oool

FORTINBRAS. Hey — how come they can sce you?
HAMLET. It seems to be getting harder for us to turn it on
and off.
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FORTINBRAS.,  (As the Maidens gravitate unavoidably to Fam-
fet.) Well, tryl
HAMLET., TI'm trying. (This only impresies them more.)

MAIDENS.,  Coopo!
FORTINBRAS. I'm mamied to one of theml
HAMIFEY. Really? Whica one?

FORTINBRAS. Um .. her,

HAMILET. What's her rame?

FORTINBRAS., It doesn't matter] Keep your hands off!
{Moving the Maidens away.) What is it with you ghasts? Do you
have a special musk, or whar?

HAMLET.  {To the Maidens, in Polish.) 1 wish you both could
skay.

MAIDENS,  Qoooh!!!

FORTINBRAS.  Siop itl Stop it! Don't tell me you speak
Polish — | '
HAMLET. 1 picked up a little at Wittenberg. (To the Maid-
ens, in Polish.) Would you like to take a stroll?

Ist MAIDEN. (im Polish.) I'd love tol

Znd MAIDEN. (fn Polish.) Me tool (Hamlet starts io escori them
otl.)

FORTINBRAS.

(Pulling them back, away from him.) Stop it! Get
back herel Nowl Right now!

MAIDENS.  (Disappointedly.) Ovoo. ..

FORTINBRAS. 'Why don’t you wait for me’'in the King's
chambers? I'll be right there. (The Maidens look blank) The
King's chambers. The bedroom — where 1 go to sleep? (Mak-
ing a sleping gesture.) Sleep? Sleep? To sleep, perchance to —
(Fortinbras stops. A cold shiver goes through him. The Maidens siare
af him concernedly.) Get outl Get outl Go on! (Frightened by his
tone, the Maidens rush off) What's happening to me?
HAMLET. Could be a lot of things. The northerly climate,
the disorder of the world, the elusiveness of your opponent.
FORTINBRAS, Which is?

HAMLET. Which is death.

FORTINBRAS, Polonius said I was in love with death.
HAMLET. He's entitled to his opinion. I never found him
that well-read, myself. You seem awfully tense.
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FORTINBRAS. Well, why not? [ finally get my kingdom, and
I can’t even rule it, it's so plagued with ghosts.

HAMLET. 1 suspect it's pretty much like any kingdom —
only here, we're more visible. When I was locked up in that
box, I saw countless ghosts, All around me. Speaking innumer-
able languages. Dressed in fashions I'd never seen. Crowds of
them. Multitudes.

FORTINBRAS. What is wrong with my army?

HAMLET, [I'd only be guessing. I was never that much of
a soldier. I spent most of my time at court, wondering what
was wrong here. Maybe if you told my story.

FORTINBRAS. That story Horatio told me? With zall the
ridiculous — 7

HAMLET. It's true.

FORTINBRAS, It is? Even about the pirates? (Flamle 2ods. )
It doesn’t matter. It's not what the people want to hear.
HAMLET. How do you know, unless you try?
FORTINBRAS. What do you care, anyway? You're dead.
HAMLET. If you pass through a desert, wandering, lost, you
might leave a little cairn of stones. No one will ever find it
You yourself will die miles away, your body will disappear,
Even the cairn will be buried, in time, by the sand. But some-
how you want it to be there, the little mark, deep in the
enormous heart of that wasteland. It may never be found, but
it exists. Because you existed. That is how the truth works.
{Offering Fortinbras the book, which has no title on the cover.) Hey,
this is good — you want to read it?

FORTINBRAS.  Not at the moment.

HAMLET. Well ... keep it anyway. Never know when the
‘mood will sirike, (Hamlet hands Forlinbras the book. Fortinbras
doein't open it. Hamlet exils. Fortinbras looks at the book, opens it.
He casually flips through a few pages, then something cotches his eye.
He starts veading move closely. He exils as he veads. Lighis fade to
blach.)
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Scene 6

The courtyard. We see o man’s legs dangling I

ng lifelessly af least
ten feet above the ground. No more than the legs are visthle,
Haratio strides across the courtyard hurriedly. He dossn’t see
the legs. Horatio calls out loudpy.

HORATIO. Captain]l Come herel (The Capilain appears.) 've
sent the King’s message to our forces in the field. Tell me
has Osric been released? ;
CAPTAIN. Released?

HORATIO. Yes, released!

CAPTAIN.  From his suffering, you mean?

HORATIO,  Exactly,

CAPTAIN. Oh. Absolutely, He’s been released, all right. (The
Scif‘f;miﬂ exils with a sidelong ook al the legs, Hovatio doesn't catch
this. Insrmcif, he breathes g greal sigh of velief He bends at the waist
kﬂlfﬂg‘ hi_s arms dangle. He siraightens up, continuing this rr!axiné*
vegimen wnlo a sivelch of his arms high above his head — at which

point he sees the legs for the first time. He falls fo the
shocked.) & (R e,

HDR}}TID. My God! Osricl How could he?! How — 17 You
were innocentll You were snnocent! (Osric enters from upstage.)

OSRIC. Relax. It wasn't anyone's fault. The Captain misun-
derstood.

.HDRATID. Osricl But ... aren't you...I?

QS5RIC,  Yes. Very. “Release Osric from his suffering.” That's
how he put it. A rhetorical disaster,

HORATIO. Then ... you're a — ?

OSRIC. What else is new? There's more of us than you by

now. You can't float down a corridor without bumping into
iwo or three of us,

HORATIO. How does it ... how daes it feel?

OSRIC. O, don't be a tourist. You'll find out soon enough.
We all do.

HORATIO. Can't you tell me anything?
OSRIC.  Only this: whatever you're doing to prepare for it
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don't bother.

HORATIO. Why have you come back?

OSRIC, Come back? I never left. Look at me — I was just
hanged. (They stare up af the lifeless legs.) Don’t know where I'm
supposed to go. Just the same old faces, the same old walls.
The only thing different is the way I feel.

HORATIO, What do you mean?

OSRIC, Suddenly I don't feel like pleasing everyone. I used
to get so much satisfaction out of being of service. Now, 1 ...
rather resent things.

HORATIO. You have reason.

OSRIC. Oh, drop that ctcrnaliy earnest tone, will you?!
(Catching himsell) There — you see? Resentment. Criticism, 1
don’t know what's wrong with me. I should be locking for
somebody to toady up to. Instead, I'm being ... abrasive.
HORATIO. I'm sure it's in the service of some higher end.
OSRIC, T don't think so. To be honest, I Teel sort of ... on
my own. (Looking up el the legs agein.} It's not how I thought
it would be. Then again, I'm not sure I ever thought of how
it would be. Maybe it's different for everyone. Millions of dif-
ferent deaths. Just as there are millions of different lives.
{Turning suddenly {o Horatio.) Did that sound philosophical?
HORATIO. A litte.

OSRIC. I've never been philosophical. (Qstic looks at the legs
onee morg, then exits thoughifully, Horatio stares after him. Suddenly
Horatio draws his dageer and rushes oul a different way.)
HORATIO. Fortinbras! Fortinbrasll (Lights fade.)

Scene 7
The King’s chamber. The fuwo Maidens are sitting in Fortin-
bras’s bed, much as in A One, Scene 4. Forlinbras enlers,
reading the book. He's stariled lo see the Maidens.

FORTINBRAS, Ohl Yes ... you're here. The consummation!
I completely forgot. (The Maidens watch him a it wardy. The Ist
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Maiden fruls her arm #n front of the 2nd Maiden protectively.)

1st MAIDEN. Bring on the regiment!

FORTINBRAS. Mo, no — let’s not talk. Shh, please? It’s
better if you don't ... talk. In fact ... (Delicately taking the Ist
Muaiden by the hand and guiding her from the bed.) 1t's better if
you aren't in the bed at all

Ist MAIDEN.  (Disappoiniedly) Oooo...

FORTINBRAS.  (To the Ist Maiden) I'mn afraid you'll have to
wait out in the hall. (The Maidens look at each other, worried
about being sepurated.)

Ist MAIDEN. (Anxiously.) Qooo..l

FORTINBRAS. It's just for the night —

Ind MAIDEN. Oooao...l

FORTINBRAS., (Te 2nd Maiden.) Now, don’t you start — |
MAIDENS.  Osocooo.. /! (The Ist Maiden slips out of his grasp

and hurries back to the bed. Fortinbras sighs.)
FORTINBRAS. Ok. Ok. Why should anything be eagyy? (Es
coritng the Ist Maiden oul of the bed ence more and towards a place
to sit) You sit here. All right? And look the other way. Just .
the other way. (As she does s0.) Good. Good encuph. 50, um
. wife — having exchanged our vows, pretty much — it's
time that we .. um ... (He sighs hopelessly, gets on the bed. He
siares at her g momenf, then vaises the book thats still in his fand.)
Do you mind if T read a book? I know it may seem like an
odd request, but actualy T've potten kind of ... invelved ... (He
becomes engrossed in the book. She looks alomg with him.) 1 feel so
many things when I read it Sensations. It's like I'm on the
battlefield again. I can almost hear the sounds. You know, the
way the men sound ... when they die. I wonder if this is what
Horatio meant by an education. (With a guick look fo her) It's
not about my battles — don’t misunderstand. (Thoughtfully.)
It's not really about me at all, (The 2nd Maiden gently places her
hand on his, slops him turning the pages. Fle staves at her. She hugs
him comfortingly. At first he can't vespond. Then he suddenly fakes
her i his arms and holds her tightly — almost desperately. Claudius
and Gertrude enter. They rush to the bed. The Maidens can see them
Just fine )

CLAUDIUIS,  It's true!
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FORTINBRAS. What — ?I

GERTRUDE, Ophelia said you were getting married.
FORTINBRAS. What are you doing here?l

GERTRUDE. We've come to bless your union.

CLAUDIUS. Is this the consummation? We didn’t want to be
late, (To Certrude, of the bnde) Isn't she lovely as a bride?
FORTINBRAS. Please — go!

CLAUDIUS,  (To the Ist Maiden.) You're lovely, too. 1 hope
I won't feel hust,

CERTRUDE. Don't speak of lust

CLAUDIUS. How can | aveoid i

GERTRUDE. Think of the remorsel

FORTINBRAS, Get out of herel Now!

CLAUDIUS. We can't

GERTRUDE. We're still in sacred ground.

CLAUDIUS.  Please, unbury us. Hurry!

FORTINBRAS. Have you no sense of decorum? This is is my
wedding night.

CLAUDIUS.  We're heartily sorry, but we have no choice.
GERTRUDE. You must do it now — or you'll run out of
timel

FORTINBRAS.  (Struck by her comment.) What?|

CLAUDIUS. .. In your busy day.

FORTINBRAS. What's going on here?

GERTRUDE. Nothing.

CLAUDIUS. A minor disinterment — that’s all we ask.
FORTINBRAS. Nof Leave us! (Claudive and Getrude look at
each other, then suddenly make a gesture. Instantly, the fwo Maid-
ens can’ see them. The Maidens look confused, fearful )
MAIDENS. Ooooooco0..77] (Gertrude and Claudius make another
gesture)

CLAUDIUS. Hello again. (The Maidens see them again.)
MAIDENS.  Oossoovoo.... ! (The Muaidens run from the room.)
FORTINBRAS. I don’t care how many maidens you scare
away. | wonl? dig you up — understand?}

CLAUDIUS,  Please.

GERTRUDE. Oh, please.

CLAUDIUS.  Please,

b e AT it ————.

FORTINBRAS.  Get outl Get out, get out, get oul, gel out!!
(Forttnbras closes his eyes as he pleads. During his speech, Hamlet,
Ophelia, Polonius and Laeries snter to join the others around the
bed.) Just go! All of you — every ghost! I can’t fight you any-
morel What do you want from me? [ know I didn't tell the
truth, but who ever does?! Why won't you depart!? Why won't
you let me be ... alive?] (Fortinbras epens his gyes, sees them all)
LAERTES, We can't go.

POLONIUS, We need to be near you,

HAMLET. At least, in spirit

FORTINBRAS. Ophelia — pleasel Get them to leavel
OPHELIA.  Oh — now you want a favor? Tell me, how's the
consummation going?

FORTINBRAS.  Slow. Please, Ophelia. I'll do anything. I'm
sorry I wanted to get married. T just thought you and Ham-
let would be so much better suited —

OPHELIA. 1 admit, he had me charmed for awhile, Thera’s
something about all that negativity. But I'm over it now. And
I'm willing to forgive yow. If you swear never to tell Hamlet's
story.

CLAUDIUS, He'll rell it

LAERTES. He must.

HAMLET, Al will come out.

OPHELIA.  (To the shosts. ) Wo, it won't! Why should it? Do
you want to be remembered as a bunch of murderers, lech-
ers, liars and fools?

POLONIUS. If we must,

GERTRUDE. It's our choice,

OPHELIA.  Its nof mine! You were worse than me — all of
you!

HAMLET. We admit that.

OFHELIA.  Not enough! (Quietly.) Never enough.
CLAUDIUS. 1It’s over now.

GERTRUDE. The time's up.

OFHELIA.  There's always timel

POLONIUS.  Not anymore,

FORTINBRAS.  What are you talking abour?

POLONIUS. Rest well, Fortinbras.
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GERTRUDE. Rest well.
HAMLET. Rest, my friend.
LAERTES. Rest. (The other ghosts all look at Ophelia expectantly.
She fights having lo join this chorus, but something inside her is
defeated, and she does 5o through cenched teeth.)
OPHELIA.  Rest, damn it! (Al the ghosts make the gesture Clau-
dius and Certrude made earlier in the scene, Now Fortinbras cant see
them. He searches frantically as they all exit. He has the book.)
FORTINBRAS. Where are you? Where are youl? What's
going on? What's going on!? (Horatio rushes in, his dogger veady.)
Horatio?l
HORATIO,  You villain] Osric is hangedl
FORTINBRAS. Hanged? That's ridiculous — I freed him.
HORATICO. He's hanging in the courtyard. Look for
yourselll (Fortinbres peers out & window. Iis eyes widen.)
FORTINBRAS, IU's a mistake. My Caplain must've —
HORATIO. You killed himl
FORTINBRAS. 1 didn’t mean to —
HORATIO.  Prepare to diel
FORTINBRAS. To diel? What are you — |
HORATIC. Someane, somewhere 18 poing to die for what
they've donel Efficientlyl At the appropriate timel
FORTINBRAS.  Just because I killed Osric? By mistake?
HORATIO. Because someone’s dead, and you're responsible.
If my lord Hamlet had done what I'm about o do — (He
thrusls the dagger at Fortinbras, who dodges and lumbles over the
bed.)
FORTINBRAS, Horatio — !
HORATIO. Take death like 2 manl
FORTINBRAS. Tou take death like a manl {(Horafio thrusis
again, misses.) Horatio ... Horatio — | I'll tell the truth] Ham-
let's true storyll 1 was going to do it anywayl I'll tell the
truth!]
HORATIO. [D'm sick of the truth!! You know how many people
I've tried to tell that story? You know how far I get?l Right up
to the part where Hamlet walked divedly past Claudius at prayer
and didn’t kill him! {Missing again.) I try to explain the reli-
gious underpinnings of his decision, the whole problem of
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letting Claudius die shriven of his sins —

FORTINBRAS. OF course —

HORATIO. You think anyone believes mel? (Fortinbras knocks
the dagger from Horalio’s hand and bolts. Horatic grabs him and
pulls him bach. Both men sumultancously reach for the foils on the
wall. They fight brigfly, Horatio nearly running Fortinbras through ot
one poini.)

F'L?R'HNBRAS. Careful — 1 (Fortinbras trips and his Sl goes
Soing. He scrabbles to his fect and Foratio stalks him.) Horatio —
HORATIO.  “Would've killed him,” they sayl “The Hamlet we
knew would've killed Claudius then and therel Any man
w?ukl][" (Fartinbras makes @ move for his sword, but Horatio grabs
rhm: atd pushes him back on ife bed, sword af his breast.) You see?|
They understand Elsinore better than we dol They know that
here there's only one chance — one splitsecond — 1o take re-
venpgel If that!t

FORTINBRAS. Someone save me!l Ophelial OPHELIANY
(Horatio pulls back to sirtke the death blow.) NOM!! (Suift blackout,)

Scene 8

The baitlemenis. Fortinbras stands looking through a tele-
scope. Arvayed behind him are Osric, Claudius and Gerfrude
with the same pile of regal objects. Ophelia and Loeries stand
ouer fo one side, Hamlel to the other. Polonius stands net
to Fortinkras,

QOSRIC.  (As Gertrude and Claudius raise up the
] da
pile.) What about this, Fortinbras? EER APy o

FORTINBRAS. Throw it in the moat,
CERTRUDE. In the sroas
CLAUDIUS.  Age you sure?

FORTINBRAS. 7In the wioat. (Looking through the teleseope again,
as ihe arras s throwm into the moat.) Where's the army? The
should be back by now. :

POLONIUS. It's a long and uncertain road. You've learned
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that.

OPHELIA.  (Exasperaledly, lo Polonius.) Oh, please.

OSRIC. (Holding up the chalice) Chalice?

FORTINBRAS, Moat

OSRIC, Prayer bench?

FORTINBRAS. Moat

CLAUDIUS. Maoat?

OPHELIA.  {As these ave dhirown in.) Why not toss it all in the
moat?

FORTINBRAS. I intend to.

OPHELIA.  And just how do you plan to revenge yourself on
the living, if you leave them no reminders?

FORTINBRAS. I don't

OPHELIA.  But you were murdered,

FORTINBRAS. Not everything can work out. Oh, and
thanks, everyone, for that great warning about my imminent
death.

LAERTES. We gave you hints.

FORTINBRAS., Hints? “Rest well, Fortinbras™ It was bedtimel
(Looking through his telescope agnin.) Why don’t [ know where my
army istl (Horatio enters with a parchment.)

HORATIO. I know where it is.

FORTINBRAS, You do? Excellent. Where?

HORATIO. (Unrolling the parchment, reading.) “A Summary of
the Latest Events. The combined Danish-Norwegian-Folish-
Carpathian-Transylvanian-Anatolian-Trans Caucasian-Persian-

Afghan and Baluchistani forces under the supreme command ;

of Fortinbras have reached the banks of the Indus River,”
FORTINBRAS. So that's where they are.

HORATIO. “There they stood for a long time, staring across
into that profound and endless universe of mysteries known as
India.”
FORTINBRAS.
HORATIO.
proud array of forces, such as the world has never seen — the
army of Fortinbras —

OPHELIA. Get to the point.
HORATIO. “Laid down their arms —

I distinctly told them to turn around,
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“Poised for the final, inevitable conquest this ;

FORTINBRAS.
HORATIO.
drowned.”
FORTINBRAS. Drowned?

HORATIO. To a man.

FORTINBRAS. To a man? (Horalie nods, reads on.)
HORATIO. There's one more item. *Horatio, having failed
one prince and murdered another, today tock his own life, in
the Roman fashion. He ¢'n now — at last — be counted in
the ranks of the dead, A Zisiinction he holds in common with
practically evervone he kaew. Certainly everyone he cared
about.” (Heratio looks first ¢ Hamlel, then at Fortinbras, then reads
on.) “No one can fully explain the recent spate: of untimely
death within the walls of Elsinore — a seat of power and en-
lightenment once widely envied. Some have put forth the
theory that death somehow became the fashion at court for a
short time. Others think that a spiral ol revenige more vicious
and personal than ever before seen reipned here briefly. Stll
others think that the dead, having discovered that there is no
f"mal Jjudgment, and sensing that they would scon dissipate
into nothingness, forever — occupied themselves with the tor-
ture of the living. This manner of amusement sufficed only
until so many had died that there was, in fact, no one worth
taking revenge on any longer.” (Horatio rolls upr the parchment
hands it lo Osric.) For the moat. {(Gently laking the telescope ﬁnm
Fortinbras.) This ioo. (Looking oul over the battlement.) When 1
first rode toward Elsinore, I thought, *What mapnificence.
How bright the future must be, if men have progressed so far
as to build this.” (Horatio exits.)

FORTINBRAS.,  (Ta Polonius.) Was Horatio right about the
army? (Polonius sfarts fo answer, decides against i, louches Forlin-
bras gently on the cheek, exits. To Hambt) Was he? (Ophelia moves
fo Fortinbros.) .
OPHELIA.  Why should you care? You're dead.
FORTINBRAS. 1 was responsible. My whole army.
OPHELIA.  Oh, lighten up. Just means they'll get back here
that much faster. Place is really going to be crowded.
FORTINBRAS., We're going to disappear forever.

And started home?
“And walked into the roiling Indus River, and
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OPHELIA.  Will you stop falking Fhe that/!? Maybe those of you
who had lives will disappear, since you don't need afterlives.
But ... people like me —

LAERTES. (Moving to Ophelia.) Come on, Sis.

OPHELIA.  People kike me ... ! (She can’t finish.)

LAERTES. Let's take a walk.

OPHELIA,  With you? You can’t even believe you're dead yet
LAERTES. It's sinking in. (Laertes escorts her out. Gerlrude picks
up the bouquet of dead flowers and drops them into the moal. She
and Clandius exif as weil.)

FORTINBRAS. I'm sorry I killed you, Osric,

OSRIC. You ought to be. It was a dreadful mistake,
FORTINBRAS. Can you forgive me?

QSRIC.  (Mahing the bold choice) No. (Osric smiles, pleased with
fimself and exits. Forlinbras and Homiet are alone. Hamlel bends
diwn and picks up the only remaining objed: the book.)

HAMLET. For the moat?t (A beat. Hamlet moves fowards the
mouf. )

FORTINBRAS. Nol Um ..

HAMIET. Yes?

FORTINBRAS. I .. can't decide.

HAMLET., ‘Well, when you read it, how did vou like it?
FORTINGBRAS, I was ... captivated, Is that the right word?
HAMLET. Yes. (With.a Ibok around.) They'll tell a story about
thizs place, no matter what we do. It could still be this one.
(lortinbras hesilates, then veaches for the book. Hamlet hands it to
him, Fortintras holds it o moment, lakes in the viaw one lasi lime,
then sets the book dowm on the baltlement. The two men exit fogether,
smiling. After a moment, Marcellus and Bamnardo enler quichly —
2ach of them arm fn arm with one of the Maidens. They stave oul
over the batilement.)

MARCELLUS. (Pointing.) There!l There's where we saw itl
Ist MAIDEN. (Not undestanding, but catding his mood.) Ooool
BARNARDO. The phost of Hamlet's father!

2nd MAIDEN, Ogooo.

MARCELLUS.  (Picking up the book.) What's this?
BARNARDO, T don’t know. (Barnardo prepares to throw it over
the baltlement. The Maidens quickly reach for it)
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MAIDENS.  Groooon — f

BARNARDO,
opens ihe book,

You want it? (The Maidens nod. The 2nd Maiden
furns lo a page at random. She starts 1o sound ouf

the words with her usual strong accent., )

2nd MAIDEN.
MARCELLILTS,
2nd MAIDEN.
BARNARDO,
2nd MAIDEN,
1Ty —
MARCELLUS,
2nd MAIDEN.
1st MAIDEN.,
BARNARDO,
Ist MAIDEN,

“For in ... For in dat —

(Looring over her shoulder) That,

“Thzt ... Sleep? Sleep of ... *
Dseath.,

“Jeak, For in that sleep of death, what ...

Dreams may come.

“Direams”,
(Alse slarting to read) “Venn ve haf R -}
“When. When we have shufiled off — *#
(Eager to continue by herself ) “Shuffled off ... dis

- mortal Lo —T

2nd MAIDEN. “Mortal .., 77

MARCELLUS, “Coil.”

MM]:}EIN}S. Ihgr a Lape ) .
e (Together, nodding and smiling with accomplishment. )
MARCELLUS,

That's right — coil, (The Maidens beam al thetr

book. Barnardo looks uncertainly at Mareellus. )

BARNARDO,
book. The men i

Coil? (Mareelfus shrugs. The Maidens look at the
0 are drawn back fo its pages. Lights fade to black.)

THE END
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