 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Here are three suggested activities.  The text extracts follow.  

(Activity Three includes an extra version of the text for teachers.)

ACTIVITY ONE - Hamlet’s state of mind

These lines are all spoken by Hamlet and appear in this order in the play.

Explore how Hamlet argues with himself and his conscience.  Divide into pairs A and B.

Read the lines with:

 
A positive, forceful, aggressive


B negative, lacking energy, depressive

what happens if you reverse the playing mood so that


A becomes more reflective and thoughtful and 


B frustrated and angry?

Where is the anger directed?

ACTIVITY TWO - Exploring soliloquy ‘To be or not to be ...’
Two sides to an argument.

Read the soliloquy.  The capital letters are taken from the Folio version.  If you emphasis these words does it make a difference to how you hear the speech?

Divide the arguments for living from the arguments for dying.  Mark the divisions on the script.

Divide into pairs.  Face to face, each taking one side of the argument, argue whether to live or die.

Play the speech as a tug of war.  The leaders of each side speak their side of the speech, urging their side on.  Players can only pull when their leader is arguing.

ACTIVITY THREE - Exploring soliloquy ‘O what a rogue and peasant slave..’

Many mood changes.

Work in a circle.

Divide the following soliloquy into sections 1 - 10.  (With some groups it might be best for the teacher to take the first lines as far as ‘For Hecuba’ to start things off.  Use a tone of amazement.) 

Allocate the sections to the class round the circle, dividing them evenly.

Give each section a mood from the suggested list.

Ask the groups to devise strong gestures for their mood and give them their mood line (adapt to your own vernacular).  Ask them to say the mood line with the gestures.

Ask the groups to work on presenting their section of text keeping their allocated mood strong.  Ask them to choose a couple of key words/ short phrase from their section that sum up the emotion.

When ready, shuffle the groups so the sections are no longer in sequence.  

Ask them to perform their sections (in the right order from wherever they are) with a strong tone.

Perform only their keywords/phrases with their gestures.

Discuss the tones.  Did they work?  Are there better alternatives?

Do we all experience so many mood changes when working through a problem?

Moods / tones and mood lines:

1.  Shock bewilderment: what’s wrong with me?

2.  Self-deprecation / suicidal depression: I’m useless.

3.  Anger / defensive aggression: are you looking at me?
4.  Resignation / acceptance: ok, I’m a wimp.

5.  Fury / rage: bastard!

6.  Sarcasm: oh right, brilliant!

7.  Irritation / frustration: pull yourself together.

8.  Calculating / plotting / scheming: ok, let’s see...

9.  Fear / nervousness: it could all be a set-up.

10.  Decisive: here’s what I’ll do.

TEXT EXTRACTS

ACTIVITY ONE

A
O villain, villain, smiling damned villain!


............Now to my word.     I have sworn’t.

B
O what a rogue and peasant slave am I!


............Am I a coward?

A
Bloody, bawdy villain!

B
Why what an ass am I! This is most brave...

A
About, my brains.

B
The spirit that I have seen may be a devil...


I’ll have grounds more relative than this...

A
I’ll catch the conscience of the King.

B
...conscience does make cowards of us all...

A
Now might I do it pat...

B
No.

A
...............from this time forth


My thoughts be bloody or be nothing worth

B
If it be now, ‘tis not to come;


if it be not to come, it will be now;


if it be not now, yet it will come.


The readiness is all.

A
Here, thou incestuous, murderous, damned Dane...


Follow my mother.

B
...the rest is silence.

ACTIVITY TWO   Act 3 Scene 1

    To be, or not to be, that is the Question:

    Whether 'tis Nobler in the mind to suffer

    The Slings and Arrows of outrageous Fortune

    Or to take Arms against a Sea of troubles,

    And by opposing end them. To die - to sleep,

    No more; and by a sleep to say we end

    The Heartache, and the thousand Natural shocks

    That Flesh is heir to. 'Tis a consummation  

    Devoutly to be wish'd. To die - to sleep;

    To sleep - perchance to Dream: ay, there's the rub!

    For in that sleep of death what dreams may come

    When we have shuffled off this mortal coil,

    Must give us pause. There's the respect

    That makes Calamity of so long life.

    For who would bear the Whips and Scorns of time,

    The Oppressor's wrong, the proud man's Contumely,

    The pangs of dispriz'd Love, the Law's delay,

    The insolence of Office, and the Spurns

    That patient merit of th' unworthy takes,

    When he himself might his Quietus make

    With a bare Bodkin? Who would these Fardels bear,

    To grunt and sweat under a weary life,

    But that the dread of something after death -

    The undiscover'd Country, from whose Bourn

    No Traveller returns - Puzzles the will,

    And makes us rather bear those ills we have

    Than fly to others that we know not of?

    Thus Conscience does make Cowards of us all,  

    And thus the Native hue of Resolution

    Is sicklied o'er with the pale cast of Thought,

    And enterprises of great pith and moment

    With this regard their Currents turn awry

    And lose the name of Action.

ACTIVITY THREE   Act 2 Scene 2

O what a rogue and peasant slave am I!

Is it not monstrous that this player here,

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion,

could force his soul so to his own conceit

That from her working all his visage wann’d,

Tears in his eyes, distraction in his aspect,

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting

With forms to his conceit?  And all for nothing!

For Hecuba!

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her,

That he should weep for her?  What would he do

Had he the motive and the cue for passion

That I have?  He would drown the stage with tears,

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech,

Make mad the guilty and appal the free,

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed

The very faculties of eyes and ears.






Yet I,

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak

Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause,

And can say nothing --- no, not for a king,

Upon whose property and most dear life

A damn’d defeat was made.  












Am I a coward?

Who calls me villain, breaks my pate across,

Plucks me by the beard, and blows it in my face,

Tweaks me by the nose, gives me the lie i’th’throat

As deep as to the lungs --- who does me this?

Ha!













‘Swounds, I should take it: for it cannot be

But I am pigeon-liver’d and lack gall

To make oppression bitter, or ere this

I should ha’ fatted all the region kites

With this slave’s offal.













  Bloody, bawdy villain!

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain!



Why, what an ass am I!  This is most brave,

That I, the son of a dear father murder’d,

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell,

Must like a whore unpack my heart with words

And fall a-cursing like a very drab,

A scullion!  











 Fie upon’t!   Foh!

About, my brains.  













 Hum --- I have heard

That guilty creatures sitting at a play

Have, by the very cunning of the scene,

Been struck so to the soul that presently

They have proclaim’d their malefactions.

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak

With most miraculous organ.  I’ll have these players

Play something like the murder of my father

Before mine uncle.  I’ll observe his looks;

I’ll tent him to the quick.  If a do blench,

I know my course.










  The spirit that I have seen 

May be a devil, and the devil hath power

T’assume a pleasing shape, yea, and perhaps,

Out of my weakness and my melancholy,

As he is very potent with such spirits,

Abuses me to damn me. 












 I’ll have grounds 

More relative than this.  The play’s the thing

Wherein I’ll catch the conscience of the King.

              

COPY FOR TEACHERS SHOWING DIVISIONS AND MOODS:

1.  Shock bewilderment: what’s wrong with me?

(Teacher intro up to ‘For Hecuba’)

O what a rogue and peasant slave am I!

Is it not monstrous that this player here,

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion,

could force his soul so to his own conceit

That from her working all his visage wann’d,

Tears in his eyes, distraction in his aspect,

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting

With forms to his conceit?  And all for nothing!

For Hecuba!

What’s Hecuba to him, or he to her,

That he should weep for her?  What would he do

Had he the motive and the cue for passion

That I have?  He would drown the stage with tears,

And cleave the general ear with horrid speech,

Make mad the guilty and appal the free,

Confound the ignorant, and amaze indeed

The very faculties of eyes and ears.





(1)
2.  Self-deprecation / suicidal depression: I’m useless.
Yet I,

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak

Like John-a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause,

And can say nothing --- no, not for a king,

Upon whose property and most dear life

A damn’d defeat was made.  






(2)

3.  Anger / defensive aggression: are you looking at me?




Am I a coward?

Who calls me villain, breaks my pate across,

Plucks me by the beard, and blows it in my face,

Tweaks me by the nose, gives me the lie i’th’throat

As deep as to the lungs --- who does me this?

Ha!











(3)
4.  Resignation / acceptance: ok, I’m a wimp.
‘Swounds, I should take it: for it cannot be

But I am pigeon-liver’d and lack gall

To make oppression bitter, or ere this

I should ha’ fatted all the region kites

With this slave’s offal.








(4)

5.  Fury / rage: bastard!





  Bloody, bawdy villain!

Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain!


(5)

6.  Sarcasm: oh right, brilliant!

Why, what an ass am I!  This is most brave,

That I, the son of a dear father murder’d,

Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell,

Must like a whore unpack my heart with words

And fall a-cursing like a very drab,

A scullion!  










(6)

7.  Irritation / frustration: pull yourself together.

 Fie upon’t!   Foh!

About, my brains.  








(7)

8.  Calculating / plotting / scheming: ok, let’s see...




 Hum --- I have heard

That guilty creatures sitting at a play

Have, by the very cunning of the scene,

Been struck so to the soul that presently

They have proclaim’d their malefactions.

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak

With most miraculous organ.  I’ll have these players

Play something like the murder of my father

Before mine uncle.  I’ll observe his looks;

I’ll tent him to the quick.  If a do blench,

I know my course.







(8)

9.  Fear / nervousness: it could all be a set-up.

  The spirit that I have seen 

May be a devil, and the devil hath power

T’assume a pleasing shape, yea, and perhaps,

Out of my weakness and my melancholy,

As he is very potent with such spirits,

Abuses me to damn me. 






(9)
10.  Decisive: here’s what I’ll do. 




 I’ll have grounds 

More relative than this.  The play’s the thing

Wherein I’ll catch the conscience of the King.

              (10)

