OSRIC. Horatio, stop it! Where are you taking mel?
HORATIO.  Quiet.

OSRIC. 1 won’t be quiet! You're hurting mel Horatioc — !
(Managing to pull away.) Put me back in my cell.

HORATIO. No.

OSRIC. I demand it

HORATIO. I'm trying to save your life!

OSRIC. Why?

HORATIO. Why!?

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

HORATIO, I need you! We're the only ones who know the
truth. Do you want to hang? (Osric is silent. Horatio pushes him
along again. Osric resisis.)

OSRIC. Where is it we're going?

HORATIO. I'm getting you out of the castle. (Osric is
stunned.)

OSRIC. Out of the — ? Out of — ?!

HORATIO. What's wrong?

OSRIC. I've never ... I've never ...

HORATIO. What!?

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

OSRIC. There was no need. Everything I wanted was right
here. Out there it was all just ... Denmark. :
HORATIO. (Pushing him again.) You'll get used to it.
OSRIC. No, no, no, no, no — Horatio — pleasel Just stopl
Stop for a minute and listen to me! (Horaiio stops.) 1 want to
hang.

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

HORATIO.  (Pushing him yet again.) Come on.

OSRIC. I'm a Polish spy!! Listen, everyome! I'm a Spy! I really
am!!

HORATIO. Shut up.

OSRIC. Long live Poland!

HOI?ATIO. (C'_lappz'??g a hand over Osric's mouth.) You're in-
sane Ew;ryone in this castle is. (Osric nods.) How can you
accept it? You've been falsel

o e y accused. Even you must feel
OSRIC.  Outrage is a luxury best enjoyed by those who can

do something about i i
it. I must simply be pati .
ent an
the storm to pass over me. Py P d wait for

I(—)Ié)Rlifé'I'IO Or swallow you whole.
. N ! [ )
OSK] o system’s perfect. May I please go back to my cell
?gll}éﬁ'go All right. Till I can think of another way. But
am i ! i g

e ¢ me if you're hanged in the meantime. Fair
OSRIC.  You are good to me, Horatio.
gg)Rl}éTIO I'm just trying to do one honest thing.

. We al.I have our faults. (Horatio pushes Osric off the
way they came. Lights fade to black.)

Scene 2

Lights slowly come up on the Queen’s
' chambers. As they d
we hear the following, which starts in darkness. o o

CLAUDIUS. My words fly up, my th i
et ik y up, my thoughts remain below —

CLAUDIUS. My words fly up —
HAMLET. Kill him! Kill him now!
CLAUDIUS. My words — s
HAMLET. What are you waiting for? (By now lights are up.|
n"veal F,'Iaudzus kneeling at his prayer bench. Laertes stands h nd
him wzﬂ'z'a drawn dagger. In the foreground Gertrude lies on 2the
now-familiar tapestry, in an awkward — if alluring — posture. U,

surveying all this, is Hamlet — or Hamlet" _ ;
still in the tv.) amlet’s eye, vather — since he's

LAERTES. I -—1 can't
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