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PREDMLUVA

Vice nez ¢tyfi sta let vzrusuje, dési a dojim4 tento tragicky piibéh

danského prince $iroké vrstvy divdka a provokuje nejvétsi my-
slitele k tvahdm o podstaté lidské existence. Interpretaci Hamleta je neéi-
tané, a pfesto tato hra zlstdvé i nadéle tajemnd a nevyzpytatelna jako Zivot
sdm. Hamlet je Hamletem, i kdyZ se méni jak s dobou, tak s kazdou
novou inscenaci, s kazdym novym hereckym ztvirnénim. Vedou se spory
o to, zda je Hamlet vdhavec, slaboch, ¢i muz ¢inu, zda je filozof, mora-
lista, ¢i egoista a blazen. Nikdy nezjistime, jak pojimal svou postavu
prvni pfedstavitel Hamleta Richard Burbage na opro$téném alzbétinském
jevisti s Cisté pdnskym hereckym souborem, nevime ani, co mu o roli
prozradil autor sdim. Do¢teme se ale, Ze v 17. stoleti herec Thomas Better-
ton, hrajici Hamleta od svych ¢tyfiadvaceti do sedmdesati let, byl prede-
v§{im aktivnim mstitelem; heroického Hamleta vytvofil i slavny herec,
dramatik a divadelnik klasicismu David Garrick. Naopak v 19. stolet
pfevladlo chdpdni postavy jako rozervaného fantasty, neschopného ¢inu.
John Gielgud v tficitych letech 20. stoleti akcentoval vzneSenost a aris-
tokrati¢nost v efektnim iluzionistickém hdvu, ale uz v $edesatych letech,
kdyZ hru sdm reziroval, herce svlékl z kostymu do civilu a Richarda Bur-
tona nechal hrdt Hamleta jako divadelni zkou$ku na Hamleta. ReZisér
Peter Hall v roce 1965 udélal z Hamleta studentského rebela. Filmovy
Hamlet Laurence Oliviera trpi oidipovskym komplexem a nemuze zabit
vraha svého otce, protoze ten déld privé to, co by chtél délat on sdm -
spi s jeho matkou.

Neménf se jen pojeti titulni postavy, ale i Zdnr. Hamlet se hral a hraje
jako historicka kronika, rodinné, psychologické, filozofické drama, bésnickd
& politickd hra, thriller, duchatsky ptibéh. A vedle pfevlddajiciho nizoru,
ze jde o vrcholny skvost svétového pisemnictvi, néktefi kritici umélecké
kvality hry zpochybriuji: vyznaény anglicky bésnik a kritik T. S. Eliot ji
v eseji z roku 1919 dokonce nazval ,uméleckou prohrou®.

K tajemnosti hry pfispivaji velkou mérou i nejasnosti kolem samotného
textu — ani jedna ze tf{ dochovanych verzi nenf zcela vérohodnd a ¢itelnd
a ruznd kritickd vydani hry pfindseji jejich nejrozli¢néjsi kombinace. Nejas-
né jsou téz zdroje, ze kterych autor pfi psani Cerpal.

Hamlet m4a nesporné ve svétové dramatice vysadni postaveni.



Hamlet je adaptaci star$i litky, ale pfimy pramen se nedochoval. Zd4 se
totiz, Ze existovala stejnojmennd hra pfipisovand Thomasu Kydovi
(1558-1594), autoru Spanélské tragédie. Tento tzv. Ur-Hamlet byl ziejmé na-
psan jako efektn{ krvavd senekovskd tragédie pomsty. Pfibéh, o kterém po-
jedndva, je ale mnohem starsi. Vyskytuje se v severskych sdgach a ve 12. sto-
leti ho latinsky sepsal basnik a kronikdf Saxo Grammaticus v Historiae
Danicae. Je to kruté li¢eni poclinajici soubojem dvou krilt (jutského
a norského): hrdinny krél je zabit svym bratrem, ten si vezme jeho Zenu
Gerutu. Amlet, synovec uzurpdtora trinu, pfedstird bldznovstvi, aby mohl
otce pomstit. V legendé se objevuje krdsnd Zena pouzitd jako volavka
i vémy pfitel z mladi. Krilav $peh poslouchd tajné rozhovor Amleta
s matkou a princ ho zabije - jeho rozsekané télo hodi do stoky, kde ho
seZerou prasata. Amlet vylte matce jeji milenecky vztah a prozradi ji, Ze
$ilenstvi jen piedstird. Je posldn na smrt do Anglie, ale zafidi, aby misto
ného byli popraveni dva zrddni pruvodci. Vraci se domu, zabije stryce
a nastoupi na tran. Spise nez latinsky text znal ale zfejmé Shakespeare fran-
couzsky pteklad legendy od Frangoise de Belleforesta, ktery vysel v patém
svazku populdrnich Histoires Tragiques (1570). Ptekladatel barbarsky piibéh
dosti vérné prevédi, ale citi potfebu ho v moralizujicich komentéfich &
citacich z Pisma uvést do souladu s ideologii své doby. Pro mstu hledd
odivodnéni, ale divd se na hrdinu i z kritického odstupu. Tim piibéh
znalné problematizuje. Belleforestovo zpracovani se promitlo do kone¢né
podoby Hamleta ojedinélymi vypujc¢kami z francouzitiny, ale pfedeviim
uvahovymi monology a zpochybnénim roli Zen: milujici matka i milovand
druzka se védomé ¢i nevédomé ucastni zrady na princi a pfipravi mu tak
velké duSevni utrpeni. Kyduv Ur-Hamlet pak zfejmé hru obohatil o postavu
Ducha, motiv hry ve hfe, hrdinovy myslenky na sebevrazdu, Silenstvi
mladé divky a kone¢ny Sermifsky soubo;j.

Pfestoze vétSinu podstatnych déjovych prvka prebral autor z jiz existu-
jicich pramenu, aZ jeho zpracovdni jim dalo vnitin{ logiku, propojilo je do
tvaru, jehoZ nedotfelenost dopliuji ve smysluplny celek Zivotni zkusenosti
kazdého z nas. Zajimavé pfitom je, Ze ani zddnlivé nelogi¢nosti a protikla-
dy obsaZené v textu tuto jednotu nenarusuji, ba naopak nabizeji alterna-
tivy hlubsich vyklada v intencich zdkladniho tématu hry, jimZ je zdhadnost
lidské existence.

Divadlo, jak fiki Hamlet hercim, nastavuje svétu ,zrcadlo®. Princip
zrcadleni, navzdjem se osvétlujicich paralel a kontrastd, najdeme u viech
Shakespearovych dramat. Témata i jednotlivé motivy svych her nahliZi
autor z rozli¢nych aspektu, tragicky i komicky, vznesené i plebejsky, a tak
je umocnuje a soucasné uvadi v harmonicky soulad. V Hamletovi je vSak

predmétem zrcadleni sama lidskd existence, takZe skute¢nost a zdéni, prav-
da a lez, redlny svét a zdhrobi tu leckde splyvaji, ¢ naopak jasné a zietelné
vystupuji na pozadi svych protikladd. Hamlet dostane od Ducha piikaz
pomstit smrt svého otce. Vedle mnohozna¢né spletitosti svéta je tento kol
odzbrojujici svou nezvratnou jednozna¢nosti. Hamlet nedokdZe jednat,
aniz je presvédden o oprévnénosti svého jedndni. Pravdy se ale paradoxné
neumi dopiétrat jinak neZ privé prostfednictvim zddni: hrou na bldzna,
predvadénim skute¢nosti divadelni hrou. A v kone¢né odhaleni pravdy
vylsti i ona posledni hra ve hfe: sportovni Sermiisky souboj, ktery se
zmén{ v jatka.

Téma zd4ni a skute¢nosti, které je pfimou soulasti zipletky, nachdzi sviyj
odraz i v samotném jazyce a bdsnické obraznosti hry: samotnd slova
»2ddni“ a ,hra“ se tu objevuji v mnoha riznych podobdch a kontextech,
podobné jako mnozZstvi pfirovnani a metafor z oblasti divadla, obledeni
nebo li¢idel. Stejné ndpadné se zrcadli obsah a forma u dal$tho stéZejniho
tématu hry: Castd metaforika chorob, ndkazy ¢i otravy odkazuje na téma
lidské slabosti a smrtelnosti. UZ od tvodni scény Hamleta je Ddnsko
svétem ,pfevricenym vzhiru nohama®, svétem, jehoz fdd byl rozbit
a utdpi se ve tmé zdhad a domnének. Nékaza tu prostupuje v§im — napadd
1 ty nejcistsi city. Hamlet vstupuje do déje s idealistickym piesvédéenim, Ze
dokaze tuto nakazu zarazit, ,napravit svét®, ale shodou okolnost{ sim sebe
potfisni vinou a postupné se u¢i vidét svét takovy, jaky je. V tomto smyslu
je Hamlet i hrou o ztrté nevinnosti.

Hamlet je hrou otdzek. Najdeme jich v textu téméf pét set. A velkou
otdzkou zustivd dodnes i hra sama. Je tajemna jako Mona Lisa, k niZ ji
kritici pfirovnévaji. A pfitom pati{ uz neodmyslitelné do kulturniho pové-
dom{ divdka a C¢tendfd Ctyt stoleti jako Zivd a aktudlni vyzva. Jak uz
na pocatku 19. stoleti fekl zndmy anglicky kritik a esejista William Hazlitt:
»Hamlet je pouze jméno. Jeho myslenky a promluvy jsou vytvorem ddvno
mrtvého bdsnika. Ale jsou snad o to méné skute¢né? Jsou stejné tak redlné
jako naSe vlastni. Jejich redlnost vznikd v mysli kazdého z nds. My vsichni
jsme Hamlet.“

JIRI JOSEK
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE

HAMLET, Prince of Denmark

CLAUDIUS, King of Denmark, Hamlet’s uncle
THE GHOST of the late king, Hamlet’s father
GERTRUDE, the Queen, Hamlet’s mother
POLONIUS, councillor of State

LAERTES, Polonius’s son

OPHELIA, Polonius’s daughter

HORATIO, friend and confidant of Hamlet

ROSENCRANTZ courtiers, former schoolfellows of Hamlet
GUILDENSTERN
FORTINBRAS, Prince of Norway
VOLTEMAND

} Danish councillors, ambassadors to Norway
CORNELIUS
MARCELLUS
BARNARDO } members of the King’s Guard
FRANCISCO

OSRIC, a foppish courtier
REYNALDO, a servant to Polonius
A Gentleman of the Court

A Priest

A Grave-digger

The Grave-digger’s Companion

A Captain in Fortinbras’s army
English ambassadors

Lords, ladies, soldiers, sailors, players, messengers and attendants.
Scene: Elsinore, the Court and its environs.
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OSOBY

HAMLET, princ ddnsky

CLAUDIUS, kral ddnsky, Hamletav stryc
DUCH MRTVEHO KRALE, Hamletova otce
GERTRUDA, krilovna, Hamletova matka
POLONIUS, kanclér

LAERTES, Polonitv syn

OFELIE, Poloniova dcera

HORACIO, pfitel a davérnik Hamletav

ROSENCRANTZ NI . o
dvofané, byvali Hamletovi spoluzici
GUILDENSTERN
FORTINBRAS, princ norsky
VOLTEMAND
} lenové krilovské rady, vyslanci do Norska
CORNELIUS
MARCELUS
BARNARDO } lenové krilovské strize
FRANCISCO

OSRIC, dvorsky elegin

REYNALDO, sluha Polonitv

Slechtic

Kneéz

Hrobnik

Vesnican

Kapitdn ve Fortinbrasové vojsku

Angli¢ti vyslanci

Panové, ddmy, vojici, ndmotnici, herci, poslové a slouZici.

Misto déje: Hrad Elsinor a okoli.
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BARNARDO
FRANCISCO
BARNARDO
FRANCISCO
BARNARDO
FRANCISCO
BARNARDO
FRANCISCO

BARNARDO
FRANCISCO
BARNARDO

FRANCISCO

HORATIO
MARCELLUS
FRANCISCO
MARCELLUS
FRANCISCO

MARCELLUS
BARNARDO
HORATIO

ACT TI.

SCENE 1.
ELSINORE.
A GUARD PLATFORM OF THE CASTLE.

Enter Barnardo and Francisco, two sentinels.

Who’s there?

Nay, answer me. Stand and unfold yourself.

Long live the King!

Barnardo?

He.

You come most carefully upon your hour.

*Tis now struck twelve. Get thee to bed, Francisco.

For this relief much thanks. *Tis bitter cold,
And I am sick at heart.

Have you had quiet guard?
Not a mouse stirring.

Well, good night.
If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,
The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.

Enter Horatio and Marcellus.
I think I hear them. — Stand, ho! Who’s there?
Friends to this ground.

And liegemen to the Dane.
Give you good night.
O farewell, honest soldier. Who hath relieved you?
Barnardo has my place. Give you good night.
Exat.
Holla, Barnardo!
Say - what, is Horatio there?
A piece of him.
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BARNARDO
FRANCISCO
BARNARDO
FRANCISCO
BARNARDO
FRANCISCO
BARNARDO
FRANCISCO

BARNARDO
FRANCISCO
BARNARDO

FRANCISCO
HORACIO
MARCELUS
FRANCISCO
MARCELUS
FRANCISCO

MARCELUS
BARNARDO
HORACIO

JEDNANTI I.

SCENA 1.
HRAD ELSINOR.
NA HRADBACH.

Vystoupi Barnardo a Francisco, dva strdzni.
Kdo tam?

Kdo jsi ty? Stdj a fekni heslo.

At Zije krél!

Barnardo?

Ano.

Jdes pfesné.

Odbila ptlnoc. Muizes jit spét, Francisco.

Dik za vysttidani. Klepu se zimou
a srdce mdm jak v klestich.
Byl klid?

Neprobéhla tu ani mys.

Tak dobrou noc.
A jestli potkd$ Horacia s Marcelem,
popozen je. Hlidaji dneska se mnou.

Vystoupi Horacio a Marcelus.
Zda se mi, ze je sly$im. - Sty! Kdo tam?
Ptatelé Danska.

A danského krile.
Buh pfej vdm klidnou noc.
Sbohem, vojaku. Kdo té vysttidal?
No pfece Barnardo. Tak dobrou noc.
Odejde.
Bud' zdréav, Barnardo.
Kdo je to s tebou? Horacio?
Jen rampouch z ného.
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BARNARDO
HORATIO
BARNARDO
MARCELLUS

HORATIO
BARNARDO

HORATIO

BARNARDO

MARCELLUS
BARNARDO
MARCELLUS
BARNARDO
HORATIO
BARNARDO
MARCELLUS
HORATIO

MARCELLUS
BARNARDO

Welcome, Horatio. Welcome, good Marcellus.
What, has this thing appeared again tonight?
I have seen nothing.
Horatio says ’tis but our fantasy,
And will not let belief take hold of him
Touching this dreaded sight twice seen of us.
Therefore I have entreated him along
With us to watch the minutes of this night,
That if again this apparition come
He may approve our eyes and speak to it.
Tush, tush, ’twill not appear.

Sit down a while,
And let us once again assail your ears,
That are so fortified against our story,
What we two nights have seen.

Well, sit we down,
And let us hear Barnardo speak of this.

Last night of all,

When yon same star that’s westward from the pole
Had made his course t’ illume that part of heaven
Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself,

The bell then beating one -

Enter the Ghost in complete armour, holding a truncheon,
with his beaver up.

Peace, break thee off. Look where it comes again.
In the same figure like the King that’s dead.
Thou art a scholar, speak to it, Horatio.
Looks it not like the King? Mark it, Horatio.
Most like. It harrows me with fear and wonder.
It would be spoke to.

Question it, Horatio.

(To the Ghost)

What art thou that usurp’st this time of night,
Together with that fair and warlike form

In which the majesty of buried Denmark
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Did sometimes march? By heaven, I charge thee speak.

It is offended.
See, it stalks away.
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BARNARDO
HORACIO
BARNARDO
MARCELUS

HORACIO
BARNARDO

HORACIO

BARNARDO

MARCELUS
BARNARDO
MARCELUS
BARNARDO
HORACIO
BARNARDO
MARCELUS
HORACIO

MARCELUS
BARNARDO

Vitim vés, Horacio. Bud zdriv, Marceli.
Tak co? Objevilo se to i dneska?
Ne, nic jsem nevidél.
Horacio si mysli, Ze ta hriza,
kterou jsme tady dvakrat zazili,
byly jen nase bludné pfedstavy.
Poprosil jsem ho tedy, aby dnes
$el hlidat s ndmi, takZe jestli se
ndm znovu ukdZe to zjeveni,
on sdm ho uvidi a oslovi.
Ale, nic nepfijde.
Posadte se
a nebrarite se tomu je$té jednou
si bez pfedsudku vyslechnout, co jsme
zde ty dvé noci vidéli.

Tak dobfe,
posadme se, a vy, Barnardo, spustte.
WVeerejsi noc,
kdyz tamta hvézda vlevo od Severky
se na své cesté nebem dostala
pravé tam, kde ted zafi, ja a Marcel
jsme ve chvili, kdy zvon odbijel jednu -
Vystoupi Duch v plné zbroji s prilbou se zvednutym hledim
a s palcdtem.

Bud zticha! MI¢! U7 je to zase tady.
A zase jako neboztik nds krél.
Horacio, jsi student, oslov to.
Nenf jak kral? Vidite, Horacio?
Zrovna jak on. Zasnu a trnu hrizou.
Cekd, co feknete.

Zeptej se, co chce.

(K Duchovi)
Kdo jsi, ty, ktery pfivlastnil sis noc
1 statné vale¢nické vzezieni
toho, jenz pfed svou smrti byl krdl D4nska?
Pfi nebi, vyzyvdm té, mluv!
Je urazeny.
Jde pry¢! Vidite?
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I/1 I/1

HORATIO (T the Ghost) HORACIO (K Duchovi) 5
Stay, speak, speak, I charge thee speak. Styj! Odpovéz! Rikdm ti: mluv!
Exit the Ghost. Odejde Duch.
MARCELLUS °Tis gone, and will not answer. MARCELUS Je pry¢. Ndm uZ nic nefekne.
BARNARDO How now, Horatio? You tremble and look pale. 55 BARNARDO Horacio! Vzdyt vy se tfesete!
Is not this something more than fantasy? Jste cely bledy! Zdélo se ndm to,
What think you on’t? anebo ne?
HORATIO Before my God, I might not this believe HORACIO Muj dobry boze, nevéfil bych tomu,
Without the sensible and true avouch kdybych se o tom nepiesvédcil saim
Of mine own eyes. na vlastn{ odi.
MARCELLUS Is it not like the King? 60 MARCELUS Podobal se kréli?
HORATIO As thou art to thyself. HORACIO Jak vejce vejci.
Such was the very armour he had on Pfesné to brnéni mél na sobé,
When he th’ ambitious Norway combated. kdyZ bojoval se zpupnym norskym kralem.
So frowned he once when in an angry parley Pfesné tak mradil se, kdyZ rozprasil
He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice. 65 ten drzy polsky ttok na sanich.
*Tis strange. Opravdu podivné.
MARCELLUS Thus twice before, and just at this dead hour, MARCELUS Uplné stejné, zrovna v tuhle dobu,
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. uz dvakrit pfedtim presel kolem nés.
HORATIO In what particular thought to work I know not, HORACIO Nevim, co konkrétné to znameni,
But in the gross and scope of my opinion 70 pfipadd mi to ale jako pfedzvést,
This bodes some strange eruption to our state. Ze na$i zemi ¢ekd néco zlého.
MARCELLUS Good now, sit down, and tell me, he that knows, MARCELUS Posadme se. Ted kdo vi, at mi fekne,
Why this same strict and most observant watch jaky je dtivod téchhle vé¢nych hlidek,
So nightly toils the subject of the land, jimiz nés tady mofi noc co noc,
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 75 pro¢ denné odlévaji nové déla,
And foreign mart for implements of war, pro¢ z ciziny k ndm dopravuji zbrané,
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task pro¢ v docich $turmuje se tak, Ze tyden
Does not divide the Sunday from the week: se musi nastavovat nedéli.
What might be toward that this sweaty haste Kde se vzal tenhle upoceny spéch,
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day, 80 ktery nas nuti dfit se ve dne v noci?
Who is’t that can inform me? Vite to nékdo?
HORATIO Thatcan I - HORACIO Vysvétlim ti to.
At least the whisper goes so: our last king, Vim aspon, co se $eptd. Mrtvy krdl,
Whose image even but now appeared to us, ten, jehoz pfizrak jsme tu vidél,
Was as you know by Fortinbras of Norway, byl, jak je zndmo, vyzvin Fortinbrasem,
Thereto pricked on by a most emulate pride, 85 tehdej$im py$nym norskym vladafem,
Dared to the combat; in which our valiant Hamlet — k souboji, a v ném nd§ hrdinny Hamlet,
For so this side of our known world esteemed him - jak se mu v Ddnsku slavné fikalo,
Did slay this Fortinbras, who by a sealed compact norského kréle zabil. Ten, jak vite,
Well ratified by law and heraldry dle smlouvy prévoplatné zpeceténé,
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BARNARDO

HORATIO

Did forfeit with his life all those his lands
Which he stood seized on to the conqueror;
Against the which a moiety competent

Was gaged by our King, which had returned

To the inheritance of Fortinbras

Had he been vanquisher, as by the same cov’nant
And carriage of the article designed

His fell to Hamlet. Now sir, young Fortinbras,
Of unimproved mettle hot and full,

Hath in the skirts of Norway here and there
Sharked up a list of landless resolutes

For food and diet to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in’t, which is no other —
And it doth well appear unto our state -

But to recover of us by strong hand

And terms compulsative those foresaid lands

So by his father lost. And this, I take it,

Is the main motive of our preparations,

The source of this our watch, and the chief head
Of this post-haste and rummage in the land.

I think it be no other but €’en so.

Well may it sort that this portentous figure
Comes armed through our watch so like the King
That was and is the question of these wars.

A mote it is to trouble the mind’s eye.

In the most high and palmy state of Rome,

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell,

The graves stood tenantless and the sheeted dead
Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets;

As stars with trains of fire and dews of blood,
Disasters in the sun; and the moist star,

Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands,
Was sick almost to doomsday with eclipse.

And even the like precurse of fear’d events,

As harbingers preceding still the fates

And prologue to the omen coming on,

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated
Unto our climatures and countrymen.

Enter the Ghost.

But soft, behold - lo where it comes again!
Pl cross it though it blast me. - Stay, illusion!

The Ghost spreads his arms.
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BARNARDO

HORACIO

s zivotem pfiSel i o ¢4st své zemé,
kterou naopak ziskal pfemozitel,
jenz byl by byval nucen rovnocenné
uzem{ Dénska zase pfepustit
Fortinbrasovi, kdyby vyhral on.
Takhle dle paragrafu téZe smlouvy

tu zemi ziskal Hamlet. JenZe pozor!
Fortinbras mladsi, drazi pdnové,
mlady a horkokrevny synator,

po koutech Norska sehnal do kupy
sebranku vieho schopnych rabijita,
co za kus Zvance maji Zaludek

na to pustit se do pochybné akce

a — jak se ndm ted jevi — podniknou
vie, aby z drzeni ndm vyrvali

ty zemé, které stary Fortinbras

v souboji ztratil. To je, aspoil myslim,
zékladni dtivod vsech téch ptiprav, smysl
na$eho bdéni, pravé pfi¢ina

ruchu a spéchu v na$f krajiné.

Taky si myslim, Ze to takhle bude.

A mozna proto pfichizi ten ptizrak
v podobé krdle, ktery byl a je

u pocétku viech téchhle rozbroju.
Pali to v mysli jako smitko v oku.

V dobé, kdy Rim byl na vrcholu slévy,
se krétce pfedtim, nezli Caesar pad],
zataly hroby otvirat a mrtvi

v rubdsich vysli skucet do ulic,

létaly komety a rudla rosa,

na Slunci byly skvrny, bled4 Luna,

k niZ vzpinaji se vody ocednu,
zéernala zatménim jak v soudny den.
A stejné tkazy, tdZ znamen,

co zvéstuji, Ze osud udefi

a svét postihne néco strasného,

ted zem i nebe pfedvadéji ndm,

na naem podnebi a nasich lidech.
Vystoupi Duch.

Tise! Vidite? Tambhle to jde zas.
Af umiu, ale zastavim to. — Stdj!

Duch rozprdhne paze.
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BARNARDO
HORATIO

MARCELLUS

If thou hast any sound or use of voice, 130
Speak to me!

If there be any good thing to be done

That may to thee do ease and grace to me,

Speak to me!

If thou art privy to thy country’s fate 135
Which happily foreknowing may avoid,

O speak!

Or if thou hast uphoarded in thy life

Extorted treasure in the womb of earth -

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death — 140
Speak of it, stay and speak!

The cock crows.

Stop it, Marcellus!
Shall I strike at it with my partisan?
Do, if it will not stand.

"Tis here.
*Tis here.
Exit the Ghost.
"Tis gone.
We do it wrong, being so majestical, 145

To offer it the show of violence,
For it 1s as the air invulnerable,
And our vain blows malicious mockery.

It was about to speak when the cock crew.

And then it started like a guilty thing 150
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn,

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat

Awake the god of day, and at his warning,

Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air, 155
Th’ extravagant and erring spirit hies

To his confine; and of the truth herein

This present object made probation.

It faded on the crowing of the cock.

Some say that ever gainst that season comes 160
Wherein our saviour’s birth is celebrated

The bird of dawning singeth all night long;

And then, they say, no spirit can walk abroad,

The nights are wholesome; then no planets strike,

20

I/1

MARCELUS
HORACIO
BARNARDO
HORACIO

MARCELUS

BARNARDO
HORACIO

MARCELUS

Pokud jsi mocen fe¢i nebo hlasu,
ozvi se, mluv!
Mi-li se néco udinit, co tobé
ulevi a mné bude slouzit ke cti,
ozvi se, mluv!
Je-li ti zndmo, co lze vykonat,
aby se ochrénila nase zem,
ozvi se, mluv!
Nebo jsi zaziva uloupil zlato
a pod zemi ho ukryl, za coZ pry
duchové musi noci obchézet?
Svérf se nam, stij!
Zakokrhd kobout.

Marceli, zadr? to!
Miém po tom seknout?
Sekni! Zastav to!

Tady je!

Ne, tady!

Odejde Duch.

Zmizelo to.

Byla to hloupost takhle vyrukovat
s nasilim na krdlovské zjeveni.

Je pfece nezranitelny jak vzduch

a nase rany jsou mu leda k smichu.

Chtél néco fict, nez zakokrhal kohout.

V tu chvili lekl se jak provinilec,

pro kterého si pfisli. Rik4 se,

Ze kohout, zvéstovatel svitdni,

svou bfesknou, jdsajici fanfarou
probouzi bozstvo dne. Kdyz chudik duch,
af na zemi, ve vzduchu, v ohni, v mofi,
to varovani sly$i, musi hned

zpatky do svého vézeni. Co jsme

tu vidéli, je toho dtikazem.

Jen kohout zakokrhal, uz byl pry¢.
Neéktefi tvrdi, Ze kdyz pfijde Cas,

kdy slavime zrozeni Spasitele,

to rann{ ptace kfi¢i celou noc,

takZe si Zddny duch netroufne vyjit,
noci jsou klidné, hvézdy nepadaj,
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No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 165
So hallowed and so gracious is the time.

So have I heard, and do in part believe it.

But look, the morn in russet mantle clad

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill.

Break we our watch up, and by my advice 170
Let us impart what we have seen tonight

Unto young Hamlet; for upon my life,

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him.

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it,

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty? 175

Let’s do’t, I pray; and I this moming know
Where we shall find him most conveniently.

Exeunt.

SCENE 2.
THE CASTLE.

Flourish. Enter Claudius, King of Denmark, Gertrude the Queen,
Council, including Voltemand, Cornelius, Polonius, bis son Laertes
and danghter Ophelia, Prince Hamlet (dressed in black) with others.

Though yet of Hamlet our dear brother’s death

The memory be green, and that it us befitted

To bear our hearts in grief and our whole kingdom

To be contracted in one brow of woe,

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature 5
That we with wisest sorrow think on him

Together with remembrance of ourselves.

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen,

Th’ imperial jointress of this warlike state,

Have we as ’twere with a defeated joy, 10
With one auspicious and one dropping eye,

With mirth in funeral and with dirge in marriage,

In equal scale weighing delight and dole,

Taken to wife. Nor have we herein barred

Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 15
With this affair along. For all, our thanks.

Now follows that you know young Fortinbras,

Holding a weak supposal of our worth,

Or thinking by our late dear brother’s death

22

/1,2

HORACIO

MARCELUS

CLAUDIUS

bludicky, vily, ¢arodéjnice 165
ztrat{ svou moc. Tak svaty je to las.

Taky jsem slySel. Néco na tom bude.

Pohledte! Rdno v rudém kabité

uz brouzdé rosou z vychodniho kopce.

Skonéeme strdz, a jestli mizu radit, 170
povézme o tom, co jsme vidéli,

mladému Hamletovi. Vsadim se,

ze duch, k ndm némy, k nému promluvi.

Jak laska k princi, tak i povinnost

ndm veli takhle jednat. Souhlasite? 175
Udélejme to, a j4 pfesné vim,

kde ho ted rdno jisté najdeme.

Odejdon.

SCENA 2.
NA HRADE.

Fanfdra. Vystoupi Clandius, krdl ddnsky, krdlovna Gertruda,
krdlovskd rada: Voltemand, Cornelius, Polonius, jeho syn Laertes
a deera Ofelie, princ Hamlet (oblecen v cerném) a dalsi.

Piestoze smrt na$eho bratra Hamleta

je dosud ¢erstvou ranou, pro kterou

se sludi v srdci chovat Zal a kterd

svrastila ¢elo zemé bolest,

rozvaha navzdor pfirozenym sklonum 5
nds nuti nést nd$ smutek rozumné

a pamétlivi byt i vlastnich zajmu.

Proto svou dfive sestru, nyni kralovnu,

jeZ spolu s ndmi nese bfimé vldy,

jsme takiikajic s hotkou radost, 10
s ismévem v jednom, slzou v druhém oku,

pohfebné veseli, svatebné smutni,

se stejnou mirou slasti jako strasti,

pojali za Zenu. Tak ostatné

jste ndm vy sami radili a my 15
souhlasili. Za vasi radu diky.

Déle bych vdm rdd ozndmil, Ze mlady

princ Fortinbras, bud’ Ze nds neuznavi,

¢i mysli si, Ze smrt{ mého bratra
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Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 20
Co-leagued with the dream of his advantage,

He hath not failed to pester us with message

Importing the surrender of those lands

Lost by his father, with all bonds of law,

To our most valiant brother. So much for him. 25
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting,

Thus much the business is: we have here writ

To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras —

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears

Of this his nephew’s purpose - to suppress 30
His further gait herein, in that the levies,

The lists, and full proportions are all made

Out of his subject; and we here dispatch

You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltemand,

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway, 35
Giving to you no further personal power

To business with the King more than the scope

Of these dilated articles allow.

Farewell, and let your haste commend your duty.

In that and all things will we show our duty. 40
We doubt it nothing, heartily farewell.
Exeunt Voltemand and Cornelius.

And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you?

You told us of some suit. What is’t, Laertes?

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane

And lose your voice. What wouldst thou beg, Laertes,
That shall not be my offer, not thy asking?

The head is not more native to the heart,

The hand more instrumental to the mouth,

Than is the throne of Denmark to thy father.

What wouldst thou have, Laertes?

My dread lord, 50
Your leave and favour to return to France,
From whence though willingly I came to Denmark
To show my duty in your coronation,
Yet now I must confess, that duty done,
My thoughts and wishes bend again towards France 55
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon.

Have you your father’s leave? What says Polonius?

He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave
By laboursome petition, and at last
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v

se nés stat rozkliZ{ a rozpadne,

chtél vyuzit zdénlivé vyhody,

a tak ndm poslal urdzlivy list.

V ném od nés z4d4 zpitky Gzemi,
jez jeho otec musel kdysi dét

po pravu na$emu chrabrému bratrovi.
Tolik on. Co my na to? Nuze slyste.
Napsali jsme hned ostrou odpovéd
norskému kréli, stryci Fortinbrase —
starci, jenz nemoci upoutin na loze
snad ani nevi, co synovec tropi -,

af zarazi ty rejdy. Vzdyf to vSechno:
odvody, verbovdni, zbrané, jde

jen z jeho kapsy. Vypravili jsme

zde Cornelia a s nim Voltemanda,
vyslance, ktet{ dopis dorudi.

VSak pravomoci, draz{ pdnové,

k jednédn{ s krdlem méte pouze tolik,
co urcuji ¢lanky té listiny.

Oddanost dosvédeite nejlip spéchem.

Budeme spéchat, Sire. Jsme vam k sluzbam.

Nepochybuji o tom. Sbohem, péni.
Odejdou Voltemand a Cornelius.

A ted, Laerte, ty. Tak o co jde?
Pry néco 24d4s? Ano? Co je to?
Je-li to rozumné, pak dansky kral
ti vyhovi. Co ty bys mohl chtit,
abych ti to hned, bez proeni nedal?
Jak hlava nemuZe Zit bez srdce,
jak tsta z4visl4 jsou na ruce,
tak je tv{yj otec spjaty s dinskym trinem.
Copak chces, Laerte?

Veli¢enstvo,
svoleni k ndvratu do Francie,
odkud jsem pfijel, abych s radosti
vam pii korunovaci vzdal svij hold.
Ted kdyZ jsem splnil svoji povinnost,
mé vSechno tdhne zpétky do PafiZe,
a proto, prosim, dovolte mi odplout.
Tvyj otec souhlasi? Co Polonius?
Svym netinavnym Zadonénim, Sire,
zpusobil, Ze jsem zmékl jako vosk
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Upon his will I sealed my hard consent.
I do beseech you give him leave to go.

Take thy fair hour, Laertes. Time be thine,
And thy best graces spend it at thy will.
But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son -

A little more than kin and less than kind.
How is it that the clouds still hang on you?
Not so, my lord, I am too much 1’ th’ sun.

Good Hamlet, cast thy nightly colour off,

And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark.
Do not for ever with thy vailed lids

Seek for thy noble father in the dust.

Thou know’st ’tis common — all that lives must die,
Passing through nature to eternity.

Ay, madam, it is common.

If it be,
Why seems it so particular with thee?

Seems, madam? Nay, it is. I know not ‘seems’.
*Tis not alone my inky cloak, good-mother,
Nor customary suits of solemn black,

Nor windy suspiration of forced breath,

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye,

Nor the dejected haviour of the visage,
Together with all forms, moods, shows of grief
That can denote me truly. These indeed ‘seem’,
For they are actions that a man might play;
But I have that within which passeth show —
These but the trappings and the suits of woe.

*Tis sweet and commendable in your nature, Hamlet,

To give these mourning duties to your father;
But you must know your father lost a father;
That father lost, lost his; and the survivor bound
In filial obligation for some term

To do obsequious sorrow. But to persever

In obstinate condolement is a course

Of impious stubbornness, ’tis unmanly grief,
It shows a will most incorrect to heaven,

A heart unfortified, a mind impatient,

An understanding simple and unschooled;

For what we know must be, and is as common
As any the most vulgar thing to sense,
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HAMLET

a zpecetil, byt nerad, jeho ptini
souhlasem. Prosim, dovolte mu odjet.
No tak jed, chlapce, uzivej si mladi

a jeho darti, dokavad je mas.

Ted ale, Hamlete, synovce, synu —

Rodinnych pout mdm doopravdy dost.

Pro¢pak m4as pofdd na Cele ten mrak?
Chrénim se proti slunci, Jasnosti.

Hamlete, odloZ tuhle ¢ernotu

a pohled na svét jako pfitel Dénska.
Copak chces potdd koukat do zemé
a hledat v ni hrob svého tatinka?
Tak uz to chodi. Smrt je pouze most,
po kterém kazdy prejde na vé¢nost.
Tak uz to chodi, matko.

Kdy?z to vis,
tak pro¢ se ti to zd4 tak nepatfi¢né?
Zd4? Nezd4, madam! Je to nepatfi¢né.
Tenhleten Cerny kabét, matinko,
¢i jiny jaksepatii temny smutek,
vzdechy, co se mi potfdd derou z plic,
slzy, kterymi o¢i pretékayji,

a neustdle zachmufeny vyraz

¢ jiné zpusoby a formy zalu,

nic z toho nejsem j4. To vie je zddni,
komedie, kterou by zahral kdokoli.
Ve mné je vic nez tahle maskarada,
kterou se Zalost zdobiva tak rdda.

CLAUDIUS Je chvélyhodné, mily Hamlete,

jak pilné drzi§ smutek po otci.

Viak uvédom si, 1 on ztratil otce

a jeho otec téz. Je spravné, kdyz

syn splaci otci dluznou dctu — ovem
v rozumné mife. Setrvévat ale
pali¢até v nemistném truchleni

je vzpurna zatvrzelost, zZenstilost,
neschopnost podrobit se vili nebes
a svédd to o neudatném srdci,

o nevzdélanosti a hlouposti.

Co se m4 stét, se stane — a je vSedn,
oby¢ejné a zcela normdlni.
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Why should we in our peevish opposition
Take it to heart? Fie, ’tis a fault to heaven,

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature,

To reason most absurd, whose common theme
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried
From the first corpse till he that died today,
‘This must be so.” We pray you throw to earth
This unprevailing woe, and think of us

As of a father; for let the world take note

You are the most immediate to our throne,
And with no less nobility of love

Than that which dearest father bears his son
Do I impart towards you. For your intent

In going back to school in Wittenberg,

It is most retrograde to our desire,

And we beseech you, bend you to remain
Here in the cheer and comfort of our eye,
Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son.

Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet.
I pray thee stay with us, go not to Wittenberg.

I shall in all my best obey you, madam.
Why, tis a loving and a fair reply.

Be as ourself in Denmark. (7o Gertrude) Madam, come.

This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet

Sits smiling to my heart; in grace whereof,

No jocund health that Denmark drinks today

But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell,

And the King’s rouse the heavens shall bruit again,
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come, away.

Flourish. Exeunt all but Hamlet.

O that this too too solid flesh would melt,

Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew,

Or that the Everlasting had not fixed

His canon ’gainst self-slaughter! O God, O God,
How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable

Seem to me all the uses of this world!

Fie on’t, ah fie, fie! *Tis an unweeded garden

That grows to seed; things rank and gross in nature
Possess it merely. That it should come to this -

But two months dead - nay, not so much, not two -

So excellent a king, that was to this
Hyperion to a satyr, so loving to my mother
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Tak pro¢ to nesmyslné, vzdorovité
zveli¢ovat? To je hfich: na mrtvém,
htich proti nebi, proti piirodé,

v ni% se smrt otcti od dob Abelovych
az po posledniho, kdo dneska zemfel,
provézi slovy: ,Tak to musi byt!“

My zaddme té, nech uz pod zemi

ten bezuclelny smutek a hled’ na nas
jak na otce. Nebot necht kazdy vi,
po nds jsi ndslednikem triinu ty.

J4 ptece k tobé chovam stejnou lasku,
jakou ke svému synu pocituje
nejoddanéjsi otec. Tvoje pfani

vratit se na studia do Wittenbergu

se ovSem zcela pfi¢i nasi vuali

a zdddme t&, zistan radsi zde

pod nasim laskyplnym dohledem

co prvni dvofan, synovec a syn.

Matce snad prosbu neodmitnes. Prosim,
zUstarl tu s ndmi. UZ té Skoly nech!
Vias, méti, poslechnu, jak nejlip umim.
Miléd a milujici odpovéd.

Dénsko té pottebuje. (Ke Gertrudé) Madam, jdeme.
Ten nenuceny souhlas Hamleta

mne velmi potésil. Af k jeho pocté
dnes vecler kazdy kréltv pfipitek
ohl4si mrakdm salva z dél, az nebe

si ozvénou k zemskému hromovani
radostné taky zaburaci. Pojdme.
Fanfdra. Odejdou vsichni kromé Hamleta.
Kéz by to prilis, pfilis tézké télo

se rozplynulo v pouhou kapku rosy.
Anebo kéZ by vladat véénosti

nebyl tak pfisné proti sebevrazdé.
Boze! Jak plytky, prizdny, nicotny

mi pfipadé cely ten slavny svét.

Fuj! Hnus! Jak nevypletd zahrada

a semenisté bejli, samy $lahoun

a vlezla bufina. AZ sem to doslo!

Dva mésice je mrtev. Kdepak, miii!
Tak skvély kral! Tenhleten vedle ného
je opi¢dk. Miloval matku tak,
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That he might not beteem the winds of heaven

Visit her face too roughly! Heaven and earth,

Must I remember? Why, she would hang on him

As if increase of appetite had grown

By what it fed on, and yet within a month - 145
Let me not think on’t; frailty, thy name is woman —

A little month, or ere those shoes were old

With which she followed my poor father’s body,

Like Niobe, all tears, why she, even she -

O God, a beast that wants discourse of reason 150
Would have mourned longer! - married with mine uncle,
My father’s brother, but no more like my father

Than I to Hercules; within a month,

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears

Had left the flushing of her galled eyes, 155
She married. O most wicked speed, to post

With such dexterity to incestuous sheets!

It is not, nor it cannot come to good.

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

Enter Horatio, Marcellus, and Barnardo.
Hail to your lordship.

I am glad to see you well. 160
Horatio - or I do forget myself.

The same, my lord, and your poor servant ever.
Sir, my good friend; I’ll change that name with you.

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio? -
Marcellus. 165

My good lord.

I am very glad to see you.
(1o Barnardo) Good even, sir. -
But what in faith make you from Wittenberg?

A truant disposition, good my lord.

I would not have your enemy say so, 170
Nor shall you do mine ear that violence

To make it truster of your own report

Against yourself. I know you are no truant.

But what is your affair in Elsinore?

We’ll teach you to drink deep ere you depart. 175
My lord, I came to see your father’s funeral.

I prithee do not mock me, fellow-student;

I think it was to see my mother’s wedding.
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Ze ani trochu prudsf vétitk nesmél

ji tvafe ofouknout. Nebe a peklo!
Pot4d to vidim! Vinula se k nému
dychtivé, laéné a uz za mésic -

Ne, nechci na to myslet! Nestélost

je rodu Zenského! — uz za mésic,

za pouhy mésic, dfiv nez stadila
prosldpnout boty, v nichz $la za rakvi -

jak Niobé - téch slz! - vzdyt ona - Boze! -

i tupé zvife, které nema rozum,

by fvalo dyl - si vzala pana stryce,
otcova bratra, ktery s otcem md
spole¢ného tak mélo jak ja s Herkulem.
Za mésic, dfiv, nez pld¢em naucila

své o¢i naoko se ¢ervenat,

uz byla jeho. Jaky hnusny spéch

ji hnal se spustit s bratrem svého muze?
Ne, tohle nemuze dopadnout dobfe.
Srdce mi pukd, ale musim mlcet!

Wystoupi Horacio, Marcelus a Barnardo.
Budte zdrav, princi.

Pteji dobry den.
Horacio! No to se mi snad zda!
Jsem to j4, vas vzdy vérny sluzebnik.
Muj dobry pfitel, pane. A nic mifi.
Co pfivadi té k ndm az z Wittenbergu? —
Marceli.
Vysosti.
Moc rdd té vidim.

(K Barnardovi) A viés taky, pane.
Tak co t& nese k nim takovou délku?

Chtél jsem se prosté ulejt ze Skoly.
Takovou nestydatost by si netrouf
fict pfede mnou ani tvij nepfitel,

a ode mé chces, abych ti to véfil?
Kdepak, ty nejsi ulejvak. Tak povéz,
copak té pifivadi az na Elsinor?

Tady té nauc¢ime leda chlastat.

Pfijel jsem na pohfeb vaseho otce.
Nechte si tyhle vtipy, studente.
Nepfijel jsi spi§ na svatbu mé matky?
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HORATIO Indeed, my lord, it followed hard upon. HORACIO Opravdu, svatba byla brzy nato.
HAMLET Thrift, thrift, Horatio. The funeral baked meats 180 HAMLET Setii se, chlapée. Zbytky po pohibu
Did coldly furnish forth the marriage tables. se pouzily na svatebni pfedkrm.
Would I had met my dearest foe in heaven Byval bych, kamarade, radsi umfel,
Ere I had ever seen that day, Horatio. nez muset zazit néco takového.
My father — methinks I see my father. Muj otec, Horacio. J4 ho vidim —
HORATIO O where, my lord? HORACIO A kde ho vidite?
HAMLET In my mind’s eye, Horatio. 185 HAMLET V duchu, Horacio.
HORATIO I saw him once. A was a goodly king. HORACIO J4 jsem ho taky vidél. Skvély kral!
HAMILET A was a man. Take him for all in all, HAMLET A skvély ¢lovék. Nejlepsi, co zil.
I shall not look upon his like again. Takové jako on uz nenajdes.
HORATIO My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. HORACIO J4 jsem ho, myslim, vidél v¢era v noci.
HAMLET Saw? Who? HAMLET Koho jsi vidél?
HORATIO My lord, the King your father. 190 HORACIO Kréle Hamleta.
HAMLET The King my father? HAMLET Tys vidél mého otce?
HORATIO Season your admiration for a while HORACIO Zkuste na chvili potladit svij uzas
With an attent ear till I may deliver, a pozorné mé vyslechnéte, princi,
Upon the witness of these gentlemen, neZ vdm za dobrozdén{ téchto panti
This marvel to you. ten zdzrak vyli¢im.
HAMLET For God’s love let me hear! 195 HAMLET Proboha, mluv!
HORATIO Two nights together had these gentlemen, HORACIO Dveé noci za sebou ti panové,
Marcellus and Barnardo, on their watch, Marcelus s Barnardem, drzeli strdz,
In the dead waste and middle of the night, kdyz v mrtvém tichu z hloubi pulnoci
Been thus encountered. A figure like your father, se zjevil pfizrak. Byl jako vas§ otec:
Armed at all points exactly, cap-a-pie, 200 od hlavy k paté cely v brnéni,
Appears before them, and with solemn march a majestdtnim krokem, velebné,
Goes slow and stately by them. Thrice he walked kolem nich presel. Ttikrdt prekracel
By their oppressed and fear-surprised eyes jim pfed vytfestényma oc¢ima
Within his truncheon’s length, whilst they, distilled na délku palcitu, zatimco oni
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 205 s koleny tfesoucimi se jak sulc
Stand dumb and speak not to him. This to me stéli a nezmohli se na slovo.
In dreadful secrecy impart they did, Svéfili mi to stra§né tajemstvi
And I with them the third night kept the watch, a tfet{ noc jsem s nimi el i j4.
Where, as they had delivered, both in time, A pfesné, jak mi fekli, doslova,
Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 210 pokud jde o &as, zpusob, vzezient,
The apparition comes. I knew your father; ten duch se zjevil. Podobal se kréli
These hands are not more like. jak ruka ruce.
HAMLET But where was this? HAMLET Kde Ze se to stalo?
MARCELLUS My lord, upon the platform where we watched. MARCELUS Venku na hradbach, kde jsme méli strdz.
HAMLET Did you not speak to it? HAMLET Oslovil jsi to?
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My lord, I did,
But answer made it none; yet once methought
It lifted up it head and did address
Itself to motion like as it would speak,
But even then the morning cock crew loud,
And at the sound it shrunk in haste away
And vanished from our sight.

*Tis very strange.

As I do live, my honoured lord, ’tis true,
And we did think it writ down in our duty
To let you know of it.

Indeed, indeed, sirs; but this troubles me.
Hold you the watch tonight?

We do, my lord.
Armed, say you?

Armed, my lord.
From top to toe?

My lord, from head to foot.
Then saw you not his face.
O yes, my lord, he wore his beaver up.
What looked he? Frowningly?
A countenance more in sorrow than in anger.
Pale or red?
Nay, very pale.

And fixed his eyes upon you?

Most constantly.

I would I had been there.
It would have much amazed you.

Very like.
Stayed it long?
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While one with moderate haste might tell a hundred.

Longer, longer.
Not when I saw’t.
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Ano, oslovil.

Viak odpovédi jsem se nedockal.
I kdyZ bych fek, Ze v jednu chvili zvedlo
to hlavu, jako Ze se chystd mluvit.
Vtom ale zakokrhal prvn{ kohout
a na ten zvuk to sebou prudce trhlo
a zmizelo ndm z o¢i.

Velmi zvléstni.
Jako Ze Ziju, je to pravda, princi.
Pfislo ndm, Ze je nas{ povinnosti
vam o tom fict.

Vyborné, ale nelibi se mi to.
Dnes v noci mite hlidku?

Méme, princi.
V brnéni Ze byl?

Ano, v brnéni.
Od hlavy k paté?

Ano, shora doli.
Takze do tvéfe jste mu nevidéli.
Vidéli, dobfe. Mél zvednuté hledi.
A jak se tvafil? Mradil se?
Ve tvéfi mél spi§ smutek nezli hnév.
Byl bledy, brunitny?

Désivé bledy.
A oc¢ima se dival pfimo na vés?
Upfené na nds.
Ze jsem pfi tom nebyl!
Bylo by viés to vydésilo.
Jisté.

A zustalo to dlouho?
Nez pomalu bych napoéital do sta.

Urité dyl.
Ne kdyZ jsem tam byl j4.
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HAMLET
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ALL THREE
HAMLET

LAERTES

OPHELIA
LAERTES

His beard was grizzly, no?
It was as I have seen it in his life,

A sable silvered.

I’ll watch tonight. Perchance
"Twill walk again.

I warrant you it will.

If it assume my noble father’s person
I’ll speak to it though hell itself should gape
And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all,
If you have hitherto concealed this sight,
Let it be treble in your silence still,
And whatsoever else shall hap tonight,
Give it an understanding but no tongue.
I will requite your loves. So fare ye well.
Upon the platform ’twixt eleven and twelve
I’ll visit you.

Our duty to your honour.
Your love, as mine to you. Farewell.
Exeunt all but Hamlet.

My father’s spirit in arms! All is not well.

I doubt some foul play. Would the night were come.

Till then, sit still, my soul. Foul deeds will rise,

Though all the earth o’erwhelm them, to men’s eyes.

Exit.

SCENE 3.
POLONIUS’ QUARTERS IN THE CASTLE.

Enter Laertes and Opbhelia, bis sister.

My necessaries are embarked. Farewell.
And, sister, as the winds give benefit
And convoy is assistant, do not sleep
But let me hear from you.

Do you doubt that?

For Hamlet and the trifling of his favour,
Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood,

A violet in the youth of primy nature,
Forward not permanent, sweet not lasting,
The perfume and suppliance of a minute,
No more.
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Vousy mél $edivé?
Jen prokvetlé,
jak zaziva.
Dnes v noci hliddm s vimi.
Tteba to zase ptijde.
Urité.

HAMLET Jestli to vypadd jako muj otec,

VSICHNI TRI

oslovim to, i kdyby se chitin pekla
pfede mnou otevfel. Prosim vés pékné,
pokud jste o té véci mlceli,

nemluvte o ni s nikym ani ted,

a véechno, co se dnesni noci stane,

af zlistane jen mezi nami. Plati?
Odvdé¢im se vam za to. Zatim sbohem.
Mezi jedendctou a dvanictou

se sejdem na hradb4ch.

Jak poroudite.

HAMLET Jak prosim. Na shledanou, pfételé.

LAERTES

OFELIE
LAERTES

Odejdoun vsichni kromé Hamleta.

Duch mého otce - ve zbroji! V tom tusim
néjakou zradu. At uz pfijde noc!
Trpélivost! Kdyby zlo zalezlo

sto sédht pod zem, vyjde na svétlo.

Odejde.

SCENA 3.

V POLONIOVE KOMNATE NA HRADE.

Vystoupi Laertes a Ofelie, jeho sestra.

Za chvili odplouvdme. Opatruj se.
A vzdy kdyz bude dobry vitr, sestro,
a posel po ruce, tak nevéhej
a posli zpravu.

O tom nepochybu;.

To Hamletovo nadbihdni ber

jen jako rozmar, hloupé vzplanuti,
jak fialku, co taky zjara zjandi

a Zene do kvétu, v§ak brzy zvadne.
Zavon{ sladce sotva minutu,

a konec.
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OPHELIA

No more but so?

Think it no more.
For nature crescent does not grow alone
In thews and bulk, but as his temple waxes
The inward service of the mind and soul
Grows wide withal. Perhaps he loves you now,
And now no soil nor cautel doth besmirch
The virtue of his will; but you must fear,
His greatness weighed, his will is not his own,
For he himself is subject to his birth.
He may not, as unvalued persons do,
Carve for himself, for on his choice depends
The sanity and health of the whole state;
And therefore must his choice be circumscribed
Unto the voice and yielding of that body

Whereof he is the head. Then if he says he loves you,

It fits your wisdom so far to believe it

As he in his peculiar sect and force

May give his saying deed, which is no further
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal.
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain
If with too credent ear you list his songs,

Or lose your heart, or your chaste treasure open
To his unmastered importunity.

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister,

And keep within the rear of your affection,
Out of the shot and danger of desire.

The chariest maid is prodigal enough

If she unmask her beauty to the moon.

Virtue itself scapes not calumnious strokes.
The canker galls the infants of the spring

Too oft before their buttons be disclosed,

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth
Contagious blastments are most imminent.

Be wary then; best safety lies in fear;

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near.

I shall th’ effect of this good lesson keep

As watchman to my heart; but, good my brother,
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do,

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven
Whilst like a puffed and reckless libertine
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads
And recks not his own rede.
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OFELIE
LAERTES

OFELIE

Konec?

Konec, jak jsem tek.
Pfiroda nenf totiZ jenom télo,
svaly a ddy. Tenhle chrdm by se
mél rovnéz zasvécovat obfadiim
mysli a ducha. Ted snad t¢ md rdd
a jeho umysly jsou Cisté, ryzi,
bez poskvrny. Viak pfijde chvile, kdy
tvij vyvoleny svoji vili ztrati.
Je pan, a proto neni vlastnim pdnem.
Slouzi své zemi, nesmi si jak jini
délat, co chce. VZdyt na ném zdvisi
zdravi a blaho stitu, proto musi
podfizovat svd pfdni ve viem viudy
vuli a pozadavkiam toho téla,
jehoZ je hlavou. Takze kdyz ti fikd,
Ze té md rdd, véf mu jen do té miry,
do jaké miiZe, pfi svém postavent,
dodrzet slovo - pfi¢emz hlavni{ slovo
tu nem4 Hamlet, ale ddnsky stat.
Vi3, jak by mohla tvd Cest utrpét,
kdybys mu na ty fe¢i skocila,
ztratila hlavu a svou poctivost
dala v8anc jeho nevdzanym choutkdm?
Toho se chran, Ofelie! Dej na mé!
A radsi zlstan v tylu téchhle vésni,
z dostfelu zhoubné néruzivosti.
I nejcudnéjsi panna zhiesi pychou,
kdyz odhali svou krésu byt jen luné.
Pomluva dokédze pospinit Cest,
je jako Cerv, co znidi jarni poupé
difv, nez se kvitko sta¢i rozvinout.
Jak Casto padne jedovatd slina
do jitin{ rosy $tavnatého mladi!
Dokavad nevi$ o vSech néstrahich,
ddvej si pozor! Nejlip chrdni strach.
Kazdé tvé slovo bude drzet striz
u mého srdce. Ale, bratficku,
doufim, Ze nejsi jak ti velebnilci,
co kdZou o trnité cesté k nebi,
sami se ale prostopd$né pusti
vykfi¢enou ulickou hanby, hlusi
k svym vlastnim raddm.
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