HAMLET (mezi lety 1599-1601)
Enter HAMLET
HAMLET
Now, mother, what’s the matter?
QUEEN GERTRUDE
Hamlet, thou hast thy father much offended.
HAMLET
Mother, you have my father much offended.
QUEEN GERTRUDE
Come, come, you answer with an idle tongue.
HAMLET
Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue.
QUEEN GERTRUDE
Why, how now, Hamlet!
HAMLET
What’s the matter now?
QUEEN GERTRUDE
Have you forgot me?
HAMLET
No, by the rood, not so:
You are the queen, your husband’s brother’s wife;
And--would it were not so!--you are my mother.
QUEEN GERTRUDE
Nay, then, I’ll set those to you that can speak.
HAMLET
Come, come, and sit you down; you shall not budge;
You go not till I set you up a glass
Where you may see the inmost part of you.
QUEEN GERTRUDE
What wilt thou do? thou wilt not murder me?
Help, help, ho!
LORD POLONIUS
Behind
What, ho! help, help, help!
HAMLET
Drawing
How now! a rat? Dead, for a ducat, dead!
Makes a pass through the arras

HAMLET (piel. Z. Urbanek, 1959)
Vstoupi Hamlet

HAMLET

Jsem tady. Co se stalo, matko?

KRALOVNA

Hamlete, urazil jsi svého otce.

HAMLET

Urazila jste mého otce, matko.

KRALOVNA

Nemluv tak, to jsou jenom plana slova.

HAMLET
Nemluvte tak, to jsou jen hii$na slova.
KRALOVNA
Co tim chces tict?
HAMLET
Co vy mi chcete fict?
KRALOVNA
Nevis, kdo jsem?
HAMLET
Muj Boze! Vim, a jak!
Jste kralovna, chot’ manzelova bratra,
a navic bohuzel i moje matka.
KRALOVNA
Tak dobte, poradi si s tebou jini.
Odchazi
HAMLET uchopi ji za pazi
Jen sedte, sed’te. Nehnete se diiv,
dokud vam nenastavim zrcadlo,
kde nahlédnete do duse své duse.
KRALOVNA
Co se to s tebou d¢je. Chces me zabit?
Pojd’te mi na pomoc!
POLONIUS za zavésem
Proboha, na pomoc!
HAMLET tasit
Co je to? Krysa?
Je po ni, vsadim dukat, po ni!
Bodne skrze zaveés

HAMLET (piel. M. Hilsky, 1999)
Vystoupi Hamlet.

HAMLET

Tak o¢ jde, matko?

GERTRUDA

Velmi jsi, Hamlete, urazil otce.

HAMLET

Velmi jste, matko, urazila otce.

GERTRUDA

Prestain mi odmlouvat. Vzdyt je to hloupé.

HAMLET

A vy mn¢ domlouvat. Vzdyt’ je to trapné.

GERTRUDA

Co je to s tebou?

HAMLET

A co s vami, matko?

GERTRUDA

Zapomn¢l jsi, kdo jsem?

HAMLET

To ne, to ne!

Jste pfece zena bratra svého muze.

Kralovna jste a — bohuzel — méa matka.

GERTRUDA

Tak dobte. At to s tebou zkusi jini.

HAMLET

Tady si sednéte a sed’te, matko,

dokud vam nenastavim zrcadlo,

v némz nahlédnete do nitra své duse.

GERTRUDA

Co mi chces provést? Ja se zabit nedam!

Pomoc, hej, kde jste kdo!

POLONIUS (Za zavésem)

Co se to d&je. Pomoc, pomoc!

HAMLET (Tasi)

Co, krysa? Chcipnes, vsadim se, Ze chcipnes!
Zabije Polonia.



LORD POLONIUS
Behind
O, I am slain!
Falls and dies
QUEEN GERTRUDE
O me, what hast thou done?
HAMLET
Nay, I know not:
Is it the king?
QUEEN GERTRUDE
O, what a rash and bloody deed is this!
HAMLET
A bloody deed! almost as bad, good mother,
As kill a king, and marry with his brother.
QUEEN GERTRUDE
As kill a king!
HAMLET
Ay, lady, ‘twas my word.
Lifts up the array and discovers POLONIUS
Thou wretched, rash, intruding fool, farewell!
I took thee for thy better: take thy fortune;
Thou find’st to be too busy is some danger.
Leave wringing of your hands: peace! sit you down,
And let me wring your heart; for so I shall,
If it be made of penetrable stuff,
If damned custom have not brass’d it so
That it is proof and bulwark against sense.
QUEEN GERTRUDE
What have I done, that thou darest wag thy tongue
In noise so rude against me?

POLONIUS padne
Ach, zabil mé!
KRALOVNA
Muj Boze! Cos to spachal!
HAMLET
Sam nevim. Je to kral?
Zvedne zaves a spatii mrtvého Polonia
KRALOVNA
Tak strasny Cin!
HAMLET
Tak jako zabit krale, mila mati,
a honem se za jeho bratra vdati.
KRALOVNA
Jak! Zabit krale?
HAMLET
To jsem fekl, ano.
K Poloniovi
Vsete¢ny ubozaku, Buh bud’ s tebou.
Myslel jsem, Ze jsi vic. Ted’ mas svuyj dil
a vis, co hrozi, kdyz se vsude cpes.
Odvraci se a spousti zaveés
Spinate ruce jako umucena.
Dost! Zmuéim doopravdy vase srdce,
da-li se k nému viibec proniknout —
neni-li straSnym zvykem ztvrdlé tak,
ze vytky rozumu uz nevnima.
KRALOVNA

svrw

POLONIUS (Za zavésem)

Zabil m¢!

GERTRUDA

Cos to udélal, miyj Boze!
HAMLET

Co ja vim? Je tam kral?
GERTRUDA

Jak krvavy a zbrkly ¢in jsi spachal!
HAMLET

Skoro tak krvavy jak zabit krale
a vzit si jeho bratra, matinko.
GERTRUDA
Jak zabit krale?
HAMLET
Ano, madam, krale.

Zdvihne zaves a odhali Poloniovo télo.
Ubohy ¢muchale a blazne, sbohem.
Ja t& mél za lepsiho. Mas, cos chtél.
Strkat nos do vSeho je nebezpecné. —
Piestante lomit rukama, no tak!
Klid, chci vam zlomit srdce — paklize
ovSem se zlomit jesté da a zvyk
je neobrnil tak, Ze nepronikne
do néj uz ani sebemensi cit.

GERTRUDA
Co jsem to ud¢lala, ze se 0 me
tak sprost¢ otiras?



HAMLET

Such an act

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty,
Calls virtue hypocrite, takes off the rose
From the fair forehead of an innocent love
And sets a blister there, makes marriage-vows
As false as dicers’ oaths: O, such a deed

As from the body of contraction plucks

The very soul, and sweet religion makes

A rhapsody of words: heaven’s face doth glow:

Yea, this solidity and compound mass,
With tristful visage, as against the doom,
Is thought-sick at the act.

QUEEN GERTRUDE
Ay me, what act,
That roars so loud, and thunders in the index?

HAMLET

Look here, upon this picture, and on this,
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers.
See, what a grace was seated on this brow;
Hyperion’s curls; the front of Jove himself;
An eye like Mars, to threaten and command;
A station like the herald Mercury
New-lighted on a heaven-kissing hill;

A combination and a form indeed,

Where every god did seem to set his seal,
To give the world assurance of a man:

This was your husband. Look you now, what
follows:

Here is your husband; like a mildew’d ear,

Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes?

Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed,
And batten on this moor? Ha! have you eyes?

HAMLET

Cin, ktery $pini vechnu lidskou &est,
nazyva cudnost pokryteckou 171,
strhuje lasku z vysin Cistoty,

na jeji ¢elo vpaluje znak hanby

a svatebni slib méni v chvastani
faleSnych hra¢u — to je ten vas ¢in!
Zbavuje smyslu svatou amluvu,

z obfadu de€la prazdnou hudbu slov.
Tvar nebe nad tim rudne hanbou

a svet je zhnusen — v tryzni piihlizi,
jako by byl uz blizko soudny den.

KRALOVNA
Netekls jeste, jaky je to Cin,
a uz to zni jak buraceni hromu.

HAMLET vede ji k portrétiim na sténé
Vidite tyhle portréty dvou bratfi?
Pohled’te bliz na tenhle oblicej,

na jeho plvab, na ty kadete,

na bozské Celo, velitelsky zrak,

na celou postavu, tak vzepjatou,

jako by stéla na vrcholu hor.

Do tkané jeho téla, do vSech ryst
vepsali bohové svou zaruku,

Ze sveét v ném pravem vidi priklad muze.
To byl vas manzel. Ted’ se divejte,

kdo prisel po ném — nyné&jsi vas chot,
klas nakaZeny rzi, jez zasahla

tak zhoubn¢ jeho bratra! Mate o¢i?

Jak jste se mohla vzdat téch horskych pastvin
a hledat stesti v bahné? Mate oci?

HAMLET

Takovy ¢in, co ptivabny stud ctnosti poskvrnil,
poctivost zprznil v pokryteckou lez,
nevinné lasce strhl rizi z ¢ela

a vpalil tam cejch hanby, manzelskou
piisahu zménil ve faleSny Zvast,

vSem svatym smlouvam vyrval dusi z téla
a z nabozenstvi ud¢lal jen blabol.

Tvar nebe z toho samou hanbou zrudla

a obrovita masa zem¢ zalem

chradne, jak blizil by se soudny den,

kdyZ mysli na vas ¢in.

GERTRUDA
Co je to za Cin,
kdyz prolog k nému buraci jak hrom?

HAMLET

Na tenhle obrazek se podivejte

a tady na ten — portréty dvou bratru.
Hled'te, ta uslechtila, bozska tvar —
vlasy jako Hyperion, ¢elo Jova,

oko jak Mars, jen velet, poustét hrizu,
postavou Merkur, kdyZ se z nebe snasi
na vrchol hory libajici nebe —

zjev a tvar tak ve vSem vSudy bozsky,
jak kazdy btih by vtiskl mu svou pecet,
aby dal svétu muze jak ma byt.

To byl vas prvni manzel. A ten druhy?
Rzivy Kklas je to, zhoubnou snéti spalil
zdravého bratra! Kam jste dala o¢i?
Na horské louce mohla jste se past,

a zvolila jste mocal? Mate o€i?



You cannot call it love; for at your age
The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble,
And waits upon the judgment: and what judgment

Would step from this to this? Sense, sure, you have,
Else could you not have motion; but sure, that sense

Is apoplex’d; for madness would not err,

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne’er so thrall’d

But it reserved some quantity of choice,

To serve in such a difference. What devil was’t
That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-blind?
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight,
Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans all,
Or but a sickly part of one true sense

Could not so mope.

O shame! where is thy blush? Rebellious hell,
If thou canst mutine in a matron’s bones,

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax,

And melt in her own fire: proclaim no shame
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge,
Since frost itself as actively doth burn

And reason panders will.

QUEEN GERTRUDE

O Hamlet, speak no more:

Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul;
And there I see such black and grained spots
As will not leave their tinct.

HAMLET

Nay, but to live

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed,

Stew’d in corruption, honeying and making love
Over the nasty sty,--

QUEEN GERTRUDE

O, speak to me no more;

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears;
No more, sweet Hamlet!

Ne, netikejte, Ze to bylo z lasky.

Ve vasem véku je krev skromna, spi
a ¢eka na rozum, co prikaze.

Byl to vSak rozum, ty dva vyménit?
Jste schopna touhy — Zije ve vas cit,
ale je ochromen. Vzdyt Silenstvi

by takhle nezabloudilo! A cit

se prece nikdy nedal tolik zmast,

ze by uz tenhle rozdil nepoznal.

Sla jste si s Gertem hrat na slepou babu
a on vas nachytal. I kdyby zrak

se musel rozhodovat bez hmatu,

hmat bez zraku, sluch bez rukou i o¢i,
i kdyby na to ztstal pouhy ¢ich

nebo jen zbytek jediného smyslu,
nedaly by se takhle oklamat.

To nezrudnete studem ani ted’?
Muze-li peklo takhle boufit v matce,
¢est mladi musi shofet vlastnim zarem.
Nekficte: hanba! nad nésilim touhy,
kdyz tady rozum napomaha zvuli

a zahotel sam mraz.

KRALOVNA

Dost, Hamlete.

Nuti$ mé hledét na dno vlastni duse,
kde se to ¢erna skvrnami. Téch uz
se nezbavim.

HAMLET

Jak jste jen mohla Zzit

v pachnoucim loZi nefesti a hiichu,
oplzle se s nim milovat jak v chlivé.

KRALOVNA
Hamlete, ml¢! Tva slova bodaji
az do srdce.

Laska to neni, vZzdyt’ ve vasem véku
chti¢ se uz nebouii a pokorné

se da vést rozumem. A jaky rozum
by za toho bral toho? [Smysly mate,
hybat se mtizete, vSak musely

vam ochrnout. I §ilenec by mél

vic rozumu! Kdy rozum §ilel tak,

ze nerozpoznal takhle velky rozdil,
ac vybirat si mohl?] Jaky d’abel

vas napalil tou hrou na slepou babu?
[Vzdyt o€i bez hmatu, hmat bez o¢i,
sluch bez hmatu ¢i slepy, hluchy Cich,
nejmensi zbytek jediného smyslu,
by vnimaly vic.]

Coz stud se zapomné¢l uz rdit? Kdyz chtic

bésni jak d’abel v kostech matrdny,
at’ cudnost je jak vosk a zhavé mladi
at’ roztavi jej ve svém vlastnim Zaru.

K ¢emu je stud, kdyz chti¢ vSe bere zte¢i,

kdyZ rozpali i mraz a rozum sam
mu déla kuplite!

GERTRUDA

Uz nemluv, dost!

Az do duse mi o¢i obracis

a ja tam vidim skvrny ¢erné tak,
ze nevymizi nikdy.

HAMLET

Takhle zit

v pachnouci, propocené posteli,
v pelechu hiichu pafit se a tokat,
v tom hnusném chliveé —

GERTRUDA

Hamlete, uz dost!

Dykami slov mé bodas do usi.
Dost, Hamlete —



HAMLET

A murderer and a villain;

A slave that is not twentieth part the tithe
Of your precedent lord; a vice of kings;

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule,

That from a shelf the precious diadem stole,
And put it in his pocket!

QUEEN GERTRUDE
No more!

HAMLET
A king of shreds and patches,--

Enter Ghost
Save me, and hover o’er me with your wings,
You heavenly guards! What would your gracious
figure?

QUEEN GERTRUDE
Alas, he’s mad!

HAMLET

Do you not come your tardy son to chide,

That, lapsed in time and passion, lets go by

The important acting of your dread command? O,
say!

Ghost

Do not forget: this visitation

Is but to whet thy almost blunted purpose.
But, look, amazement on thy mother sits:
O, step between her and her fighting soul:
Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works:
Speak to her, Hamlet.

HAMLET
How is it with you, lady?

HAMLET
Ten vrah a darebak!

Zkuste ho srovnat se svym prvnim muzem —

vzdyt neni ani jeho dvousty dil!

Ten lump a 1zivladce. Je to jen kapsar!
Ukradl kralovstvi a z ptihradky

si strcil pod kabat 1 korunu.

KRALOVNA
Hamlete, dost!

HAMLET
Kral ze zéplat a hadra.
Vstoupi Duch v domacim oblecent
Nebeské straze, ochrante me kiidly!
Co zadas, vzneseny?

KRALOVNA
Ach, zesilel!

HAMLET

PtiSel jsi karat zpozdilého syna,
Ze otroc¢i jen svetskym starostem
a neproménil strasny piikaz v ¢in?
Odpovez!

DUCH

Mysli na mne! Pfisel jsem

posilit zamér, ktery v tob¢é umdlel.
Pohled’ vSak na matku, je zdésena.
Zapasi se svou dusi, pomoz ji.
Predstavy hriizy nejhit dolehnou
na slabé lidi. Mluv s ni, Hamlete.

HAMLET
Co je vam, pani?

HAMLET

A s padouchem a vrahem,

s lumpem, co neni ani tisicinou

kral Neftest, zlod¢j kralovstvi a vlady,
z police ukrad vzacny diadém

a Sup s nim do kapsy —

GERTRUDA
Uz dost!

HAMLET

Kral sasek, cely ve strakatém —
Vystoupi Duch.

Spaste m¢, vezméte mé pod sva kiidla,

nebeské straze! Co chces, vzacny zjeve?

GERTRUDA
Zblaznil se, on se zblaznil.

HAMLET

Nekarej svého liknavého syna,

Ze mrha Cas 1 vaSen, zanedbava
naléhavy Cin a tvij stras$ny piikaz.

DUCH

Nezapominej. Tohle navstiveni

ma nabrousit tvilj otupély zamer.
Tvou matku, pohled’, uZas jal a hrtiza.
Zklidni tu jeji rozdrasanou dusi!
Slaby tvor miva silnou pfedstavivost.
Promluv na ni, Hamlete.

HAMLET
Co je vam, pani?



QUEEN GERTRUDE

Alas, how is’t with you,

That you do bend your eye on vacancy

And with the incorporal air do hold discourse?
Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep;
And, as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm,
Your bedded hair, like life in excrements,
Starts up, and stands on end. O gentle son,
Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look?

HAMLET

On him, on him! Look you, how pale he glares!
His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to stones,
Would make them capable. Do not look upon me;
Lest with this piteous action you convert

My stern effects: then what I have to do

Will want true colour; tears perchance for blood.

QUEEN GERTRUDE

To whom do you speak this?

HAMLET

Do you see nothing there?

QUEEN GERTRUDE

Nothing at all; yet all that is I see.

HAMLET

Nor did you nothing hear?

QUEEN GERTRUDE

No, nothing but ourselves.

HAMLET

Why, look you there! look, how it steals away!

My father, in his habit as he lived!

Look, where he goes, even now, out at the portal!
Exit Ghost

QUEEN GERTRUDE

This the very coinage of your brain:

This bodiless creation ecstasy

Is very cunning in.

KRALOVNA

Co je tob¢, synu?

Upiras pohled nékam do prazdna

a vedes rozhovory se vzduchem.
Tvé o¢i hoti divnym plamenem

a splihlé vlasy se ti zvedaji

jak vojsko probuzené poplachem.
Muyj synu, uti$ trpélivosti

plamen a zar své rozvracené mysli.
Kam se to divas?

HAMLET

Na n¢j, na n¢j prece!

Pohled’te, jak je bledy. Vidét ho

a slySet, ¢im se trapi, kameni

by zméklo! — Odvrat’ ode mne sviij zrak.

Tviyj Zal by otupil mou rozhodnost,

neumél bych uz vykonat, co musim.

A misto krve tekly by jen slzy.

KRALOVNA

Komu to tikas?

HAMLET

Nic tam nevidite?

KRALOVNA

Ne, viibec nic. A prece vidim vSechno.

HAMLET

A nic jste neslySela?

KRALOVNA

Jenom nés.

HAMLET

Vidite, tamhle, mizi z dohledu.

Muyj otec tak, jak byval zaZiva.

Ted uz je ve dvetich a odchazi.
Duch zmizi

KRALOVNA

To jenom tvoje hlava zplodila.

Silenstvi umi Istivé vytvatet

nehmotné piizraky.

GERTRUDA

A co je tobg,

ze vytiesténé zira$ do prazdna

a povidas si s pouhopouhym vzduchem?
V ocich méas dés a vlasy na hlave

ti hrtizou vstaly jako vojéaci,

kdyz z posteli je vyburcuje poplach.
Zkrop zar a plamen rozrusenych smysla
chladivou lazni trpélivosti.

Nac se to divas?

HAMLET

Na n¢ho! Jak bledé zafi!

Ten udél! Kéazat kamentim by mohl

a naslouchaly by mu. — Nezirej tak!
Litostnym pohledem jen v litost zvratis
mdj strohy umysl. Mdj ¢in pak ztrati
ucin i barvu — z krve budou slzy.

GERTRUDA

Komu to tikas?

HAMLET

Vy nevidite nic?

GERTRUDA

Nic, viibec nic, a piece vidim vSechno.

HAMLET

A nic jste neslySela?

GERTRUDA

Nic, jen nas dva.

HAMLET

Vidite, tamhle! Uz se krade pry¢.

Muyj otec! V Satech jako zaziva!

Vidite? Vychazi ze dvefi. Tamhle!
Odejde Duch.

GERTRUDA

Je to jen pouhy vyplod tvého mozku.

Silenstvi vytvaii — a mistrovsky —

nehmotné piizraky.



HAMLET

Ecstasy!

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time,
And makes as healthful music: it is not madness
That I have utter’d: bring me to the test,

And I the matter will re-word; which madness
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace,
Lay not that mattering unction to your soul,
That not your trespass, but my madness speaks:
It will but skin and film the ulcerous place,
Whilst rank corruption, mining all within,
Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven;
Repent what’s past; avoid what is to come;

And do not spread the compost on the weeds,
To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue;
For in the fatness of these pursy times

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg,

Yea, curb and woo for leave to do him good.

QUEEN GERTRUDE

O Hamlet, thou hast cleft my heart in twain.
HAMLET

O, throw away the worser part of it,

And live the purer with the other half.

Good night: but go not to mine uncle’s bed;
Assume a virtue, if you have it not.

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat,
Of habits devil, is angel yet in this,

That to the use of actions fair and good

He likewise gives a frock or livery,

That aptly is put on. Refrain to-night,

And that shall lend a kind of easiness

To the next abstinence: the next more easy;
For use almost can change the stamp of nature,
And either... the devil, or throw him out

With wondrous potency. Once more, good night:
And when you are desirous to be bless’d,

I’ll blessing beg of you. For this same lord,

HAMLET

Ze §ilim? Ne.

Muyj tep ma stejny rytmus jako vas,

je stejné zdravy — nezblaznil jsem se.
Chcete to zkusit? Reknu po vas viechno,
¢im by se blazniiv jazyk zamotal.

Pro milost bozi, matko, nehyckejte

svou dusi utéchou, Ze nemluvil

vas zlo€in, ale moje Silenstvi.

Takova mast by vied jen zakryla

a nemoc, nevidéna, vnikala

by hloub. Pfed Bohem pfiznejte svou vinu,
litujte hiichti, vyhnéte se dalsim —
nehnojte plevel, bujel by tim vic.
Odpust’te moje kazani. Vzdyt vim,

ze ctnost se musi v nasi zpustlé dob&
omlouvat hfichu — pokorn¢ se ptat,

zda pro n¢j miiZze néco vykonat.

KRALOVNA

Rozpoltil jsi mé srdce, Hamlete.
HAMLET

Odhod’te jeho Spatnou polovinu

a Zijte Cistsi zivot s druhou pulkou.
Uz jdéte spat, ne ale ke stryci.
Nejste-li ctnostnd, piedstirejte to.
Nestvurny zvyk v nas umlcuje rozum,
je zkazeny — a prece andél v tom,

Ze poslouzi i naSim dobrym skutkiim
patficn€ nenapadnym pirevlekem.
Zdrzte se hiichu dnes a poznate,

Ze nazitii i ve vSech dalSich dnech

uz bude odtikani ¢im dal snazsi.

Zvyk umi ménit pfirozené sklony

a ma i zazracnou moc zneskodnit

¢i rovnou zahnat d’abla. Dobrou noc —
ne, pozehnate mi, az zatouZite,

aby i vam Biih Zehnal. — Tenhle pan — — —

HAMLET

Silenstvi?

Muyj puls je pravidelny jako vas

a hraje zdravou hudbu. Silena

ma slova nejsou. Presvédcte se sama.
Reknu vam znovu, co jsem fek — a piesné,
Silenec by to nesved. Probtih, matko!
Mastic¢kou ze 1zi hojite si dusi?

Ne moje Silenstvi, vas hfich tu mluvi!
Tim nénosem jen zakryvate vied

a nakaza vas zékefn¢ a zevnitf

rozezira dal. Pfiznejte se nebi.

Litujte hiichti, novym vyhnéte se.

Pod vrstvou hnoje nechtéjte skryt plevel —
tim vic se rozbuji. Odpust'te, ze kazu,
vSak v nasi zbytnélé a tlusté dobé

ctnost sama musi omlouvat se hiichu,
doproSovat se, aby mohla slouzit.

GERTRUDA

Rozt’als mi srdce vedvi, Hamlete.
HAMLET

Tak zahod’te tu horsi polovinu,

s tou lepsi zijte poctivejsi Zivot.

Dobrou noc — ale nechod’te spat k stryci.
Kdyz ctnost vam schazi, predstirejte ji.
[Obludny zvyk, co poZira nam rozum,
je d’abel sam, vsak andé€lsky je v tomhle:
pro dobré skutky také Sije kutnu

anebo livrej, co nam pak padnou

jak ulité.] Jen dokazte se zdrzet

dneska a pfisti odfikani bude

uz mnohem snazsi. [Dalsi jesté vic,
nebot’ zvyk méni nasi pfirozenost:

bud’ d’abla zkroti nebo razné

zazene ho pry¢.] Ted’ uz dobrou noc.
Diiv vyproste si Bozi pozehnani,

pak pro vase si ptijdu ja. Ten pan —



Pointing to POLONIUS
I do repent: but heaven hath pleased it so,
To punish me with this and this with me,
That I must be their scourge and minister.
I will bestow him, and will answer well
The death I gave him. So, again, good night.
I must be cruel, only to be kind:
Thus bad begins and worse remains behind.
One word more, good lady.

QUEEN GERTRUDE
What shall I do?

HAMLET

Not this, by no means, that I bid you do:

Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed,;

Pinch wanton on your cheek; call you his mouse;
And let him, for a pair of reechy kisses,

Or paddling in your neck with his damn’d fingers,
Make you to ravel all this matter out,

That I essentially am not in madness,

But mad in craft. ‘Twere good you let him know;
For who, that’s but a queen, fair, sober, wise,
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib,

Such dear concernings hide? who would do so?
No, in despite of sense and secrecy,

Unpeg the basket on the house’s top.

Let the birds fly, and, like the famous ape,

To try conclusions, in the basket creep,

And break your own neck down.

QUEEN GERTRUDE

Be thou assured, if words be made of breath,
And breath of life, I have no life to breathe
What thou hast said to me.

Ukazuje na Polonia
Je mi ho lito. Ale nebe chtélo,
aby byl trestem pro mne, ja zas pro n¢j,
a tak mi urcilo byt bozim katem.
Neékam ho odtahnu. Za jeho smrt
se zodpovim. A ted’ uz dobrou noc.
K té krutosti m¢ nutil jenom soucit. —
Spatné to zaélo, hiif to bude kongit.
Ma se k odchodu, ale vraci se
Jeste jen slovo, pani.

KRALOVNA
Co mam délat?

HAMLET

Prosim vas, nikdy to, co ja vam radim!
Nechte se vypasenym kralem svést —
chlipné vas Stipne, fekne: moje mysko,
a vy mu za pachnouci polibky,

za Simrani téch jeho hnusnych prstl
prozrad’te v§echno, co ted’ o mné vite:
Ze nejsem Silenec, jen ze Isti se

tak tvarim. BéZte, musite to fict!

Coz muze cudna, moudré kralovna
zamlCet zabi stvure — praseti! —

tak dulezitou zvést? Kdo by moh micet?
Zahod’te rozum, nic uz netajte.
Vyneste kosik na stfechu a tam

ty ptaky pustte ven. Jak opice,

ktera tim proslula, i vy to zkuste:
vlezte si do kose, pak vyskocte —

a zlomite si vaz.

KRALOVNA

Muj Hamlete,

vet, jsou-li slova dech a dech je Zivot —
mij zivot ani dech uz nestaci

na vysloveni toho, cos mi fekl.

je mi moc lito. Nebi zlibilo se,

aby on trestal m¢ a ja zas jeho —

jen viili nebe kondm, jeho metlou jsem.
Uklidim ho a jeho smrt si fadné
zodpovim. Jesté jednou, dobrou noc.
Jen dobro chcei, a musim kruté vrazdit.
Zacatek Spatny horsi konec ma vzdy.
A jesté néco, pani.

GERTRUDA
Co mam délat?

HAMLET

Jenom ne to, co jsem vam prave fek:
Az zpity kral vas zléka do postele,
tvarinky postipa a fekne ,,mySko*,
pachnoucim polibkem vas oblazi

a polaska vas oplzlymi prsty,

pekné mu povézte, Ze nejsem blazen,
le¢ praskang si na blazna jen hraju.
Meél by to védét. Cozpak kralovna,
rozumna, krasna, cudna kralovna,

by mohla utajit tak cennou zpravu
pied ropuchou a kocourem a krysou?
To radsi hod’te rozum za hlavu,
nahofe na stieSe otevite kosik,
vypust'te ptacky, vlezte do ného

a jak ta slavna opice pak zkuste
vyletét za nimi, a zlomte si vaz.

GERTRUDA

Jestli jsou slova dech a dech zas zivot,
veI mi, Ze zivota se radsi vzdam,

neZ abych tohle vypustila z Gst.



HAMLET
I must to England; you know that?

QUEEN GERTRUDE
Alack,
I had forgot: ‘tis so concluded on.

HAMLET

There’s letters seal’d: and my two schoolfellows,
Whom I will trust as I will adders fang’d,

They bear the mandate; they must sweep my way,
And marshal me to knavery. Let it work;

For ‘tis the sport to have the engineer

Hoist with his own petard: and ‘t shall go hard
But I will delve one yard below their mines,

And blow them at the moon: O, ‘tis most sweet,
When in one line two crafts directly meet.

This man shall set me packing:

I’1l lug the guts into the neighbour room.
Mother, good night. Indeed this counsellor

Is now most still, most secret and most grave,
Who was in life a foolish prating knave.

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you.
Good night, mother.

Exeunt severally; HAMLET dragging in POLONIUS

HAMLET
Musim jet do Anglie; vite o tom?

KRALOVNA
Rozhodli tak — ja na to zapomnéla!

HAMLET

Uz dali peceté na tajné listy

a ponesou je mi dva spoluzici;

tém veiim jako jedovatym hadim.
Aspon mi daji lekei v podlosti.

Jenom tak dal! Vzdyt’ je to skvély Zert,

kdyz néloz bouchne pod tim, kdo ji chystal.

To by tak hralo, abych neumé¢l
udélat hlubsi podkop neZ ti dva.
Vylétnou na mésic! Tak to ma byt:
lest musi vzdycky na lest narazit. —
Tady ten pan mé jesté proZene.
Nékam ty jeho zbytky odtdhnu.

Uz jdéte, matko, spat. — Pan ministr
je cely ztichly, ma tak vaznou tvar.
A byl to uzvanény podfukar.

Jdem, pane, dokon¢ime rozpravku...
Dobrou noc matko.

Viece télo z pokoje
Kralovna vzlyka a vrha se na lizko

HAMLET
Musim jet do Anglie. Vite to?

GERTRUDA
Ja zapomngla. Dohodli se na tom.

HAMLET

[Dopisy jsou uz zapeceténé.

Dva moji spoluzaci — véfim jim

jak zmijim — doruci ten vzkaz, ne ja.
Maji mi umést cestu — do lécky.

Jen do toho. Kdo jinym jamu kope,

sam do ni pada. Bude legrace.

Ja jejich vykop p€kné podkopu

a vyhodim je k nebi. V§ak to zname,

ze jedna lest se o tu druhou zlame. ]

Ten chlap mé proZene i po smrti.
Musim ten Zok uz nékam odtahnout.
Dobrou noc, matko. Vida, tajny rada!
Jak ztich a zvaznél, o ¢em nahle hlouba?
Kdyz zil, byl to jen uzvanény trouba.
Tak pojd’te pane. VSechno ma svtij konec.
Dobrou noc, matko.

Odejde Hamlet a tahne za sebou Polonia.



