‘ awwawaw

The Portable

Shakespeare

SEVEN PLAYS
THE SONGS
THE SONNETS

SELECTIONS
'FROM THE OTHER PLAYS

AFFTETEFTEYETYT TP TTRIYRYIYE

&




The Viking Portable Library

Shakespeare

' SEVEN PLAVS.
THE SONGS
THE SOMNETS

SELECTIONS
FROM THE OTHER PLAYS

-y,

i i 1
f‘?"r" bd ;,'
PR ’}r".’f
W AR S

0078884

PENGUIN BOOKS

vvereeveres [T



PENGUIN BOOKS
Published by the Penguin Group
- Viking Penguin Inc., 40 West 23rd Street,
New York, New York 10010, U.S.A.
Penguin Books Ltd, 27 Wrights Lane,
London W8 5TZ, Enéand
Penguin Books Australia Ltd, Ringwood,
: Victoria, Australia
Penguin Books Canada Ltd, 2801 John Street,
Markham, Ontario, Canada L3R 1B4
Penguin Books (N.Z.) Ltd, 182-190 Wairau Road,
Auckland 10, New Zealand

Penguiri Books Ltd, Registered Offices:
Harmondsworth, Middlesex, England

First published in the United States of America
by Viking Penguin Inc. 1944
Paperbound edition published 1956
Reprinted 1958, 1959, 1960, 1961, 1963, 1965, 1967,
1970 (twice), 1971, 1974, 1976
Published in Penguin Books 1977

1315171920181614

Co?lyn' ht 1944 by Vikin%Penguin Inc.
Copyright © renewed Viking Penguin Inc., 1972
Text of the seven complete plays and the Sonnets
Copyright 1936 by George Lyman Kittredge
Copyright © renewed Frances G. Wesselhoeft, 1864
All rights reserved

LIBRARY OF CONGRESS CATALOGING IN PUBLICATION DATA
Shakespeare, William, 1564-1616.
Shakespeare.

(The Viking portable library)

Includes index.
conTENTS: Hamlet.—Macbeth.—Romeo and Juliet. [etc.]
PR2759.p46 1977 822.3'3 77-5355
158N 0 14 015.008 0

Printed in the United States of America
Set in Linotype Caledonia

Except in the United States of America,

this book is sold subject to the condition
that it shall not, by way of trade or otherwise,

be lent, re-sold, hired out, or otherwise circulated
without the publisher’s prior consent in any form of
binding or cover other than that in which it is
published and without a similar condition
including this condition being imposed
cn the subsequent purchaser



Editor’s Note

VERYONE has a favorite Shakespeare in his mem-
ory: a Lambs’ Tales that belonged to his childhood;
a high-school prompt book with penciled notes in the
margin; a pamphlet edition of the Sonnets treasured in a’
furnished room; a vellum-bound set, each play in its sep-
arate cover, that someone sent as a wedding gift; a well-
thumbed encyclopedic tome, all the plays in one thick
volume, that sits on the library table. There are hundreds
of editions in thousands of formats. This volume makes
no attempt to improve on their scholarship, their com-
pleteness, or their usefulness for study and ornament.
It offers itself to the lovers of Shakespeare only for
handiness and readability—its attempt to bring into
small compass most of the things that most readers want
to have at hand. Aside from its format, it claims novelty
in only these respects: the method of choosing the plays
to be included, the use of selections from the other plays,
the guide to the most memorable lines and phrases from
all the plays. It hopes to become, for some readers of this
day, that favorite Shakespeare through which their pleas-
ures of reading will have been enriched.

‘The infinite variety of Shakespeare’s characters, the
depths of his tragic sense, and the heights of his comedy
are represented in these seven plays. His worldly wisdom
and the magic of his language, which are part of our
living speech and thought, are here not only in the com-
plete plays but also in the selections. And the songs and
sonnets fill out the range of his poetry.

v



vi . EDITOR’S NOTE

The “public opinion poll” which guided the choice of
the plays was conducted informally among one thou-
sand readers, widely scattered geographically and in
their reading tastes; not students or specialists, but known
readers of general books on a fairly high literary level.
Each was asked simply to vote for the seven plays he
would like to have in such a volume as this. Three trag-
edies—Hamlet, Macbeth, and Romeo and Juliet, in that
order—were far out in front of all the others. The evi-
dence is conclusive enough to say that they are surely the
favorites of American readers today. Of the other four
reprinted here (Julius Czsar, A Midsummer Night'’s
Dream, As You Like It, The Tempest), it can only be
said that they were chosen, with an eye to a balanced
selection, from among the next nine, which ran fairly
close together. The others were Othello, The Merchant
of Venice, The Taming of the Shrew, King Lear, and
Tuwelfth Night. After these, the votes dropped off rapidly.
A play which all “authorities” would have placed high,
with one of Shakespeare’s best-loved characters in it,
ranked twentieth on the liss—King Henry the Fourth,
Part I. Many will be tempted to say, with Falstaff, “Ban-
ish plump Jack, and banish all the world!” For their con-
solation, as well as for those who voted for the runners-up,
extended space has been given to these six.among the
selections from the other plays that follow the seven
full texts. -

The text of the seven plays and of the Sonnets is that
of the authoritative George Lyman Kittredge edition,
used here by courtesy of Ginn and Company.

- M.A.B.
\
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SHAKESPEARE

Soul of the age,
The applause, delight, the wonder of our stage,
My Shakespeare, risel . . .
Thou art a monument without a tomb,
And art alive still, while thy book doth live,
And we have wits to read, and praise to give.

He was not of an age, but for all time.
' —BEN JONSON
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Act I: Scene I: Elsinore. A platform before the
Castle.

Enter iwo SENTINELs—first, FRANCISCO, who paces up
and down at his post; then BERNARDO, who approaches
him.

Ber. Who's thereP

Fran. Nay, answer me. Stand and unfold yourself

Ber. Long live the King]

Fran. Bernardo?

Ber. He.

Fra. You come most carefully upon your hour.

BER. "Tis now struck twelve. Get thee to bed, Fran-
cisco.

~ FraN. For this relief much thanks. "Tis bitter cold

And I am sick at heart.

Ber. Have you had quiet guard?
Fran. Not a mouse stirring.
Ber. Well, good night.

If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,

The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.

Enter HoraTiO and MARCELLUS. :
Fran. T think I hear them. Stand, hol Who is there?

Hor. Friends to this ground.
Mag. And liegemen to the Dane.

Fran. Give you good night.
Mag. - O, farewell, honest soldier.

- Who hath reliev’d you?
Fran. _Bernardo hath my place.
Give you .good night. ' Exit.
MAR. Holla, Bernardo!
BEr. Say—

What, is Horatio there? ,
Honr. : A piece of him.
" .
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Ber. Welcome, Horatio. Welcome, good Marcellus
Mar. What, has this thing appear’d again to-night?
Ber. I have seen nothing. :
Magr. 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.
Hor. Tush, tush, *twill not appear.
BER. Sit down awhile,
And let us once again assail your ears,
That are so fortified against our story, :
. 'What we two nights have seen.
Honr. Well, sit we down,
And let us hear Bernardo speak of this.
Ber. Last night of all,
When yond 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 GHOST.

Manr. Peacel break thee offl Look where it comes
again!
Ber. In the same figure, like the King that’s dead
Mag. Thou art a scholar; speak to it, Horatio.
Ber. Looks it not like the KingP Mark it, Horatio.
Hor. Most like. It harrows me with fear and wonder.
Ber. It wouid be spoke to. 2.8
Mar. ; Question it, Hosatio.
Hor. 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!
Mag. It is offended.
BER. See, it stalks away! -
Hor. Stayl Speak, speak! I charge thee speakl
Exit GrosT.
Mar. "Tis gone and will not answer.
Ber. How now, Horatio? You tremble and look pale.
Is not this something more than fantasy?
What think you on’t? -
Hor. Before my God, I might not this believe
Without the sensible and true avouch
Of mine own eyes.
Is it not like the King?
Hon. As thou art to thyself.
Such was the very armour he had on
When he th’ ambitious Norway combated.
So frown’d he once when, in an angry parle,
He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice.
"Tis strange.
Magr. Thus twice before, ang jump at this dead hour,
With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch.
Hor. In what particular thought to work I know not;
But, in the gross and scope of my opinion,
This bodes some strange eruption to our state.
. Mag. Good now, sit down, and tell me he that knows,
Why this same strict and most observant watch
So nightly toils the subject of the land,
And why such daily cast of brazen cannon
And foreign mart for implements of war;
Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task
Does not divide the Sunday from the week.
What might be toward, that this sweaty haste
Doth make the night ]omt-labourer with the day?
Who is’t that can inform meP
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~Hor. That can I.
At }dast, the whisper goes so. Our last king,
Whose image even but now appeard to us, .
"Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway,
Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride,

Dar'd to the combat; in which our valiant Hamlet
(For so this side of our known world esteem’d him)
Did slay this Fortinbras; who, by a seal'd compact,
Well ratified by law and heraldry, »
Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands
Which he stood seiz’d of, to the conqueror;
Against the which a moiety competent

Was gaged by our king; which had return'd

To the inheritance of Fortinbras,

Had he been vanquisher, as, by the same comart
And carriage of the article design'd, ‘
His fell to Hamlet. Now, sir, young Fortinbras,

Of unimproved mettle hot and full,

Hath in the skirts of Norway, here and there,
Shark'd up a list of lawless resolutes,

For food and diet, to some enterprise

That hath a stomach in’t; which is no other,

As it doth well appear unto our state,

But to recover of us, by strong hand -

And terms compulsatory, 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 h

Of this post-haste and romage in the land.

Beg. I think it be no other but €'en so.

Well may it sort that this portentous figure 2
Comes armed through our watch, so like the King
That was and is the question of these wars.

’

_Hog. A mote it is to trouble the mind’s eye.
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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 fierce events,

As harbingers preceding still the fates

And prologue to the cmen coming on,

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

[Enter Guost again.]

But soft! behold! Lo, where it comes again!
Yl cross it, though it blast me.~Stay, illusion!
[Spreads his arms.]
If thou hast any sound, or use of voice,
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,
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),
[The cock crows.]

Speak of it! Stay, and speak!—Stop it, Marcellus!

Magr. Shall I strike at it with my partisan?

Hosr. Do, if it will not stand.

BER. "Tis herel

Hor. "Tis herel
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Magr. "Tis gonel! JExit Guosr.]
We do it wrong, being so majestical,,
To offer it the show of violence;
For it is as the air, invulnerable,
And our vain blows malicious mockery.
Ber. It was about to speak, when the cock crew.
Hor. And then it started, like a guilty thing
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,
Th’ extravagant and erring spirit hies
To his confine; and of the truth herein
This present object made probation.
Magr. It faded on the crowing of the cock.
Some say that ever, ‘gainst that season comes
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated,
The bird of dawning singeth all night long; -
And then, they say, no spirit dare stir abroad,
The nights are wholesome, then no planets strike,
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm,
So hallow'd and so gracious is the time.
Hor. 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 eastward hill.
Break we our watch up; and by my advice
Let us impart what we have seen to-night
Unto young Hamlet; for, upon my life,
This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him.
Do you consent we shal! acquaint him with it,
As needful in our loves, fitting our duty?
Mag. Let’s do't, I pray; and I this morning know
Where we shall find him most conveniently.  Exeunt.
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Scene II: Elsinore. A room of state in thel'Casﬂe.~

Flourish, Enter CLAuDIUS, King of Denmark, Gn'rm-
the Queen, Hasaet, Porontus, Laertes and his sister
‘Onm.u, Ygx.mnn, Commuus, Lonm ATTENDANT.
Kine, 'l’hdu;h of Hamlet our deq%rwﬂws detth
Thcmemotybeyy::n,andthatitusbeﬁthd
. 'To bear our hearts in grief, and om'wholekhgdom
To be contracted in one brow of woe,
Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature
That we with wisest sorrow think on him
Together with remembrance of ourselves.
Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen,
Th’ imperial jointress to this warlike state, -
Have we, as "twere with a defeated joy,
- With an auspicious, and a 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 barr'd’
Your better wisdoms; which have freely gone
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
Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, -
.Colleagued with this dream of his advantage,
He hath not fail'd to pester us with message
Importing the surrender of those lands
Lost by his father, with all bands of law,
To our most valiant beother. So much for him.
Now for ourself #nd for this time of meeting.
* Thus much the business is: we have here writ
To Norway, uncle of young Fortinbras,
Who, impotent and bedrid, scarcely hears _



