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Course outline:
28 Thursday 13/12/2012 08:30 Hamlet-Act-IV & V (explanation.) 
27 Tuesday 11/12/2012 08:30 Hamlet- Act-III (Critical appreciation) 
26 Thursday 6/12/2012 08:30 Hamlet Act-II (Explanation) 
25 Tuesday 4/12/2012 08:30 Hamlet- Act-I (Explanation) 
24 Thursday 29/11/2012 08:30 Introduction of Hamlet. 
23 Tuesday 27/11/2012 08:30 Marlowe Vs Shakespeare.  
22 Thursday 22/11/2012 08:30 Marlowe's Personal Tragedy- Dr. Faustus & Marlowe Autobiography. 
21 Tuesday 20/11/2012 08:30 2nd Sessional Examination. 
20 Tuesday 13/11/2012 08:30 Allegory & Symbolism in Dr. Faustus Mighty Lines (Blank Verse) 
19 Thursday 8/11/2012 08:30 Dr. Faustus characteristics & Themes. 
18 Tuesday 6/11/2012 08:30 Dr. Faustus Act-IV & V + Assignment. 
17 Thursday 1/11/2012 08:30 Dr. Fautus Act-II & Act-II. 
16 Tuesday 30/10/2012 08:30 Dr. Faustus, Act-I (Critical Appreciation) 
15 Thursday 25/10/2012 08:30 Greek Drama & Dr. Faustus. 
14 Wednesday 24/10/2012 01:30 Characteristics of Morality plays. 
13 Thursday 11/10/2012 10:00 Introduction to Dr Faustus. 
12 Tuesday 9/10/2012 08:30 First sessional Examination 
11 Thursday 4/10/2012 08:30 Jutice vs Power, Appearence vs Reality, Parents vs children, Kings vs Subjects. 
10 Tuesday 2/10/2012 08:30 Quiz #1. Poetic justice in King Lear. 
9 Thursday 27/9/2012 08:30 Themes in King Lear & Renaissance Plays. 
8 Tuesday 25/9/2012 08:30 King Lear- Act-V 
7 Thursday 20/9/2012 08:30 King Lear-Act-IV (Assignment #1) 
6 Tuesday 18/9/2012 08:30 King Lear- Act-III Scene Ito VII. 
5 Friday 14/9/2012 08:30 King Lear- Act-II 
4 Thursday 13/9/2012 08:30 King Lear Act-I Scene V & Act-II s.IV 
3 Tuesday 11/9/2012 08:30 King Lear Act-I Scene I to IV 
2 Thursday 6/9/2012 08:30 Summery of King Lear. 
1 Tuesday 4/9/2012 08:30 Introduction to Drama/ Play 
Part A lectures 01-12
Greek Literature
The period of Greek literature stretches from Homer until the 4th century.
The Greek world of thought was so far ranging that ideas discussed today are also the fractions of it.
Mycenaean literature was linear B syllabary on clay tablets.
The first division was between prose and poetry. Fictional literature was written in verse, while scientific literature was in prose. Within the poetry there were three super-genres: epic, lyric and drama. We can observe here that the Greek terminology has became the common European terminology about literary genres. Lyric and drama were further divided into more genres:
Epic poetry At the beginning of Greek literature stand the two monumental works of Homer, the Iliad and the Odyssey. The figure of Homer is shrouded in mystery. Although the works as they now stand are credited to him, it is certain that their roots reach far back before his time.
The Iliad is the famous story about the Trojan War. It centers on the person of Achilles, who embodied the Greek heroic ideal.
The Iliad is pure tragedy, the Odyssey is a mixture of tragedy and comedy. It is the story of Odysseus, one of the warriors at Troy. After ten years fighting the war, he spends another ten years sailing back home to his wife and family.
His two works were Works and Days and Theogony. The first is a faithful depiction of the poverty-stricken country life he knew so well, and it sets forth principles and rules for farmers. Theogony is a systematic account of creation and of the gods. It vividly describes the ages of mankind, beginning with a long-past Golden Age. Together the works of Homer and Hesiod comprised a kind of Bible for the Greeks.
Wealthy citizens were chosen to bear the expense of costuming and training the chorus as a public and religious duty. Attendance at the festival performances was regarded as an act of worship. Performances were held in the great open-air theater of Dionysus in Athens. All of the greatest poets competed for the prizes offered for the best plays. The three best authors are Aeschylus, Sophocles and Euripides. From Aeschylus, we still have seven tragedies, among which the only surviving series of three tragedies performed together, the so-called Oresteia. Seven works of Sophocles have survived, the most important of which are Oedipus Rex and Antigone. From Euripides, seventeen tragedies have survived, among them Medea and The Bacchae. The greatest achievement of the 4th century was in philosophy. There were many Greek philosophers, but Socrates, Plato, and Aristotle tower above the rest and had enormous influence on Western society. Socrates himself wrote nothing, but his thought is believed to be given by Plato's early Socratic dialogues. Aristotle is virtually without rivals among scientists and philosophers. The first sentence of his Metaphysics reads: "All men by nature desire to know."
Aristotle:
The great thinker and philosopher is discussed here in just a fraction, the students are required to read more about this personality.
Logic
Physics
Psychology
Biology
Metaphysical
Ethical
Political
Literary
The universe of Aristotle is Dynamic, his world is engaged in becoming
The “Nature” of each thing is a potentiality which m God is not the creator of the universe but the cause of its motion
A creator is a dreamer and a dreamer is a dis-satisfied personality. 
An imperfect creature who aims at perfection
But God is perfect and he cannot be dissatisfied or unhappy.
He is therefore not the maker but the mover of the universe.
Moves through a process of development to an actuality which is true, final and perfect. Does not expose himself unnecessarily to danger ,but is willing in great crisis to give his life.
The ideal man
He takes joy in doing favors but feels shame in have favors done to him.
The doing of kind deeds is not an act of self- sacrifice but of self-preservation.
Every good deed is a profitable investment.
Elements of tragedy
Plot (beauty depends on magnitude)
Characters
Thoughts
Diction
Melody
Spectacle The end of the tragedy is a katharsis (purgation, cleansing) of the tragic emotions of pity and fear. Katharsis is another Aristotelian term that has generated considerable debate. The word means “purging,” and Aristotle seems to be employing a medical metaphor—tragedy arouses the emotions of pity and fear in order to purge away their excess, to reduce these passions to a healthy, balanced proportion. 
Renaissance drama
Extraordinary selection of shocking and delightful plays.
Not very strict religious stories as in the middle ages.
Plays included a variety of amusing,  tragic, religious and secular dramas.
Plays were performed first at the queens’ palace and nobility houses.
They got fame and then were  eventually performed in small theatres until larger public theaters were made. Music
Music was significantly influenced by the recovery of the literary and artistic heritage of ancient Greece and Rome.
Many familiar modern instruments, including the violin, the guitar, and keyboard instruments were born during the Renaissance. 
An enormous diversity of musical styles and genres flourished.
Part B Lectures 13-23
SHAKESPEARE
KING LEAR                              
ACT I
 SCENE I. King Lear's palace.
 Enter KENT, GLOUCESTER, and EDMUND 
KENT 
I thought the king had more affected the Duke of
 Albany than Cornwall.
 
GLOUCESTER 
It did always seem so to us: but now, in the
 division of the kingdom, it appears not which of
 the dukes he values most; for equalities are so
 weighed, that curiosity in neither can make choice
 of either's moiety.
 
KENT 
Is not this your son, my lord?
 
GLOUCESTER 
His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge: I have
 so often blushed to acknowledge him, that now I am
 brazed to it.
 
KENT 
I cannot conceive you.
 
GLOUCESTER 
Sir, this young fellow's mother could: whereupon
 she grew round-wombed, and had, indeed, sir, a son
 for her cradle ere she had a husband for her bed.
 Do you smell a fault?
 
KENT 
I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue of it
 being so proper.
 
GLOUCESTER 
But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some year
 elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my account:
 though this knave came something saucily into the
 world before he was sent for, yet was his mother
 fair; there was good sport at his making, and the
 whoreson must be acknowledged. Do you know this
 noble gentleman, Edmund?
 
EDMUND 
No, my lord.
 
GLOUCESTER 
My lord of Kent: remember him hereafter as my
 honourable friend.
 
EDMUND 
My services to your lordship.
 
KENT 
I must love you, and sue to know you better.
 
EDMUND 
Sir, I shall study deserving.
 
GLOUCESTER 
He hath been out nine years, and away he shall
 again. The king is coming.
 
Sennet. Enter KING LEAR, CORNWALL, ALBANY, GONERIL, REGAN, CORDELIA, and Attendants
 KING LEAR 
Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, Gloucester.
 
GLOUCESTER 
I shall, my liege.
 
Exeunt GLOUCESTER and EDMUND
 KING LEAR 
Meantime we shall express our darker purpose.
 Give me the map there. Know that we have divided
 In three our kingdom: and 'tis our fast intent
 To shake all cares and business from our age;
 Conferring them on younger strengths, while we
 Unburthen'd crawl toward death. Our son of Cornwall,
 And you, our no less loving son of Albany,
 We have this hour a constant will to publish
 Our daughters' several dowers, that future strife
 May be prevented now. The princes, France and Burgundy,
 Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love,
 Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn,
 And here are to be answer'd. Tell me, my daughters,--
 Since now we will divest us both of rule,
 Interest of territory, cares of state,--
 Which of you shall we say doth love us most?
 That we our largest bounty may extend
 Where nature doth with merit challenge. Goneril,
 Our eldest-born, speak first.
 
GONERIL 
Sir, I love you more than words can wield the matter;
 Dearer than eye-sight, space, and liberty;
 Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare;
 No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, honour;
 As much as child e'er loved, or father found;
 A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable;
 Beyond all manner of so much I love you.
 
CORDELIA 
[Aside] What shall Cordelia do?
 Love, and be silent.
 
LEAR 
Of all these bounds, even from this line to this,
 With shadowy forests and with champains rich'd,
 With plenteous rivers and wide-skirted meads,
 We make thee lady: to thine and Albany's issue
 Be this perpetual. What says our second daughter,
 Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak.
 
REGAN 
Sir, I am made
 Of the self-same metal that my sister is,
 And prize me at her worth. In my true heart
 I find she names my very deed of love;
 Only she comes too short: that I profess
 Myself an enemy to all other joys,
 Which the most precious square of sense possesses;
 And find I am alone felicitate
 In your dear highness' love.
 
CORDELIA 
[Aside] Then poor Cordelia!
 And yet not so; since, I am sure, my love's
 More richer than my tongue.
 
KING LEAR 
To thee and thine hereditary ever
 Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom;
 No less in space, validity, and pleasure,
 Than that conferr'd on Goneril. Now, our joy,
 Although the last, not least; to whose young love
 The vines of France and milk of Burgundy
 Strive to be interess'd; what can you say to draw
 A third more opulent than your sisters? Speak.
 
CORDELIA 
Nothing, my lord.
 
KING LEAR 
Nothing!
 
CORDELIA 
Nothing.
 
KING LEAR 
Nothing will come of nothing: speak again.
 
CORDELIA 
Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave
 My heart into my mouth: I love your majesty
 According to my bond; nor more nor less.
 
KING LEAR 
How, how, Cordelia! mend your speech a little,
 Lest it may mar your fortunes.
 
CORDELIA 
Good my lord,
 You have begot me, bred me, loved me: I
 Return those duties back as are right fit,
 Obey you, love you, and most honour you.
 Why have my sisters husbands, if they say
 They love you all? Haply, when I shall wed,
 That lord whose hand must take my plight shall carry
 Half my love with him, half my care and duty:
 Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters,
 To love my father all.
 
KING LEAR 
But goes thy heart with this?
 
CORDELIA 
Ay, good my lord.
 
KING LEAR 
So young, and so untender?
 
CORDELIA 
So young, my lord, and true.
 
KING LEAR 
Let it be so; thy truth, then, be thy dower:
 For, by the sacred radiance of the sun,
 The mysteries of Hecate, and the night;
 By all the operation of the orbs
 From whom we do exist, and cease to be;
 Here I disclaim all my paternal care,
 Propinquity and property of blood,
 And as a stranger to my heart and me
 Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous Scythian,
 Or he that makes his generation messes
 To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom
 Be as well neighbour'd, pitied, and relieved,
 As thou my sometime daughter.
 
KENT 
Good my liege,--
 
KING LEAR 
Peace, Kent!
 Come not between the dragon and his wrath.
 I loved her most, and thought to set my rest
 On her kind nursery. Hence, and avoid my sight!
 So be my grave my peace, as here I give
 Her father's heart from her! Call France; who stirs?
 Call Burgundy. Cornwall and Albany,
 With my two daughters' dowers digest this third:
 Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her.
 I do invest you jointly with my power,
 Pre-eminence, and all the large effects
 That troop with majesty. Ourself, by monthly course,
 With reservation of an hundred knights,
 By you to be sustain'd, shall our abode
 Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain
 The name, and all the additions to a king;
 The sway, revenue, execution of the rest,
 Beloved sons, be yours: which to confirm,
 This coronet part betwixt you.
 
Giving the crown
 KENT 
Royal Lear,
 Whom I have ever honour'd as my king,
 Loved as my father, as my master follow'd,
 As my great patron thought on in my prayers,--
 
KING LEAR 
The bow is bent and drawn, make from the shaft.
 
KENT 
Let it fall rather, though the fork invade
 The region of my heart: be Kent unmannerly,
 When Lear is mad. What wilt thou do, old man?
 Think'st thou that duty shall have dread to speak,
 When power to flattery bows? To plainness honour's bound,
 When majesty stoops to folly. Reverse thy doom;
 And, in thy best consideration, cheque
 This hideous rashness: answer my life my judgment,
 Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least;
 Nor are those empty-hearted whose low sound
 Reverbs no hollowness.
 
KING LEAR 
Kent, on thy life, no more.
 
KENT 
My life I never held but as a pawn
 To wage against thy enemies; nor fear to lose it,
 Thy safety being the motive.
 
KING LEAR 
Out of my sight!
 
KENT 
See better, Lear; and let me still remain
 The true blank of thine eye.
 
KING LEAR 
Now, by Apollo,--
 
KENT 
Now, by Apollo, king,
 Thou swear'st thy gods in vain.
 
KING LEAR 
O, vassal! miscreant!
 
Laying his hand on his sword
 ALBANYCORNWALL 
Dear sir, forbear.
 
KENT 
Do:
 Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow
 Upon thy foul disease. Revoke thy doom;
 Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat,
 I'll tell thee thou dost evil.
 
KING LEAR 
Hear me, recreant!
 On thine allegiance, hear me!
 Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow,
 Which we durst never yet, and with strain'd pride
 To come between our sentence and our power,
 Which nor our nature nor our place can bear,
 Our potency made good, take thy reward.
 Five days we do allot thee, for provision
 To shield thee from diseases of the world;
 And on the sixth to turn thy hated back
 Upon our kingdom: if, on the tenth day following,
 Thy banish'd trunk be found in our dominions,
 The moment is thy death. Away! by Jupiter,
 This shall not be revoked.
 
KENT 
Fare thee well, king: sith thus thou wilt appear,
 Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.
 
To CORDELIA
 The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid,
 That justly think'st, and hast most rightly said!
 
To REGAN and GONERIL
 And your large speeches may your deeds approve,
 That good effects may spring from words of love.
 Thus Kent, O princes, bids you all adieu;
 He'll shape his old course in a country new.
 
Exit
 
Flourish. Re-enter GLOUCESTER, with KING OF FRANCE, BURGUNDY, and Attendants
 GLOUCESTER 
Here's France and Burgundy, my noble lord.
 
KING LEAR 
My lord of Burgundy.
 We first address towards you, who with this king
 Hath rivall'd for our daughter: what, in the least,
 Will you require in present dower with her,
 Or cease your quest of love?
 
BURGUNDY 
Most royal majesty,
 I crave no more than what your highness offer'd,
 Nor will you tender less.
 
KING LEAR 
Right noble Burgundy,
 When she was dear to us, we did hold her so;
 But now her price is fall'n. Sir, there she stands:
 If aught within that little seeming substance,
 Or all of it, with our displeasure pieced,
 And nothing more, may fitly like your grace,
 She's there, and she is yours.
 
BURGUNDY 
I know no answer.
 
KING LEAR 
Will you, with those infirmities she owes,
 Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate,
 Dower'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our oath,
 Take her, or leave her?
 
BURGUNDY 
Pardon me, royal sir;
 Election makes not up on such conditions.
 
KING LEAR 
Then leave her, sir; for, by the power that made me,
 I tell you all her wealth.
 
To KING OF FRANCE
 For you, great king,
 I would not from your love make such a stray,
 To match you where I hate; therefore beseech you
 To avert your liking a more worthier way
 Than on a wretch whom nature is ashamed
 Almost to acknowledge hers.
 KING OF FRANCE 
This is most strange,
 That she, that even but now was your best object,
 The argument of your praise, balm of your age,
 Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of time
 Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle
 So many folds of favour. Sure, her offence
 Must be of such unnatural degree,
 That monsters it, or your fore-vouch'd affection
 Fall'n into taint: which to believe of her,
 Must be a faith that reason without miracle
 Could never plant in me.
 
CORDELIA 
I yet beseech your majesty,--
 If for I want that glib and oily art,
 To speak and purpose not; since what I well intend,
 I'll do't before I speak,--that you make known
 It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness,
 No unchaste action, or dishonour'd step,
 That hath deprived me of your grace and favour;
 But even for want of that for which I am richer,
 A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue
 As I am glad I have not, though not to have it
 Hath lost me in your liking.
 
KING LEAR 
Better thou
 Hadst not been born than not to have pleased me better.
 
KING OF FRANCE 
Is it but this,--a tardiness in nature
 Which often leaves the history unspoke
 That it intends to do? My lord of Burgundy,
 What say you to the lady? Love's not love
 When it is mingled with regards that stand
 Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her?
 She is herself a dowry.
 
BURGUNDY 
Royal Lear,
 Give but that portion which yourself proposed,
 And here I take Cordelia by the hand,
 Duchess of Burgundy.
 
KING LEAR 
Nothing: I have sworn; I am firm.
 
BURGUNDY 
I am sorry, then, you have so lost a father
 That you must lose a husband.
 
CORDELIA 
Peace be with Burgundy!
 Since that respects of fortune are his love,
 I shall not be his wife.
 
KING OF FRANCE 
Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, being poor;
 Most choice, forsaken; and most loved, despised!
 Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon:
 Be it lawful I take up what's cast away.
 Gods, gods! 'tis strange that from their cold'st neglect
 My love should kindle to inflamed respect.
 Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance,
 Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France:
 Not all the dukes of waterish Burgundy
 Can buy this unprized precious maid of me.
 Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind:
 Thou losest here, a better where to find.
 
KING LEAR 
Thou hast her, France: let her be thine; for we
 Have no such daughter, nor shall ever see
 That face of hers again. Therefore be gone
 Without our grace, our love, our benison.
 Come, noble Burgundy.
 
Flourish. Exeunt all but KING OF FRANCE, GONERIL, REGAN, and CORDELIA
 KING OF FRANCE 
Bid farewell to your sisters.
 
CORDELIA 
The jewels of our father, with wash'd eyes
 Cordelia leaves you: I know you what you are;
 And like a sister am most loath to call
 Your faults as they are named. Use well our father:
 To your professed bosoms I commit him
 But yet, alas, stood I within his grace,
 I would prefer him to a better place.
 So, farewell to you both.
 
REGAN 
Prescribe not us our duties.
 
GONERIL 
Let your study
 Be to content your lord, who hath received you
 At fortune's alms. You have obedience scanted,
 And well are worth the want that you have wanted.
 
CORDELIA 
Time shall unfold what plaited cunning hides:
 Who cover faults, at last shame them derides.
 Well may you prosper!
 
KING OF FRANCE 
Come, my fair Cordelia.
 
Exeunt KING OF FRANCE and CORDELIA
 GONERIL 
Sister, it is not a little I have to say of what
 most nearly appertains to us both. I think our
 father will hence to-night.
 
REGAN 
That's most certain, and with you; next month with us.
 
GONERIL 
You see how full of changes his age is; the
 observation we have made of it hath not been
 little: he always loved our sister most; and
 with what poor judgment he hath now cast her off
 appears too grossly.
 
REGAN 
'Tis the infirmity of his age: yet he hath ever
 but slenderly known himself.
 
GONERIL 
The best and soundest of his time hath been but
 rash; then must we look to receive from his age,
 not alone the imperfections of long-engraffed
 condition, but therewithal the unruly waywardness
 that infirm and choleric years bring with them.
 
REGAN 
Such unconstant starts are we like to have from
 him as this of Kent's banishment.
 
GONERIL 
There is further compliment of leavetaking
 between France and him. Pray you, let's hit
 together: if our father carry authority with
 such dispositions as he bears, this last
 surrender of his will but offend us.
 
REGAN 
We shall further think on't.
 
GONERIL 
We must do something, and i' the heat.
 
Exeunt
 
SCENE II. The Earl of Gloucester's castle.
Continues………………………………………..
The complete play is available in hard copy. DVD is also shared with the students to have a complete grip on the drama. Discussions and notes are also available on the internet and text books with critical studies are  to be used as well to get a better grip on the language and critical views.
Part C lectures 24-32
The Tragedy of Hamlet, Prince of Denmark 
Shakespeare  
ACT I
 
SCENE I. Elsinore. A platform before the castle.
 FRANCISCO at his post. Enter to him BERNARDO 
BERNARDO 
Who's there?
 
FRANCISCO 
Nay, answer me: stand, and unfold yourself.
 
BERNARDO 
Long live the king!
 
FRANCISCO 
Bernardo?
 
BERNARDO 
He.
 
FRANCISCO 
You come most carefully upon your hour.
 
BERNARDO 
'Tis now struck twelve; get thee to bed, Francisco.
 
FRANCISCO 
For this relief much thanks: 'tis bitter cold,
 And I am sick at heart.
 
BERNARDO 
Have you had quiet guard?
 
FRANCISCO 
Not a mouse stirring.
 
BERNARDO 
Well, good night.
 If you do meet Horatio and Marcellus,
 The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste.
 
FRANCISCO 
I think I hear them. Stand, ho! Who's there?
 
Enter HORATIO and MARCELLUS
 HORATIO 
Friends to this ground.
 
MARCELLUS 
And liegemen to the Dane.
 
FRANCISCO 
Give you good night.
 
MARCELLUS 
O, farewell, honest soldier:
 Who hath relieved you?
 
FRANCISCO 
Bernardo has my place.
 Give you good night.
 
Exit
 MARCELLUS 
Holla! Bernardo!
 
BERNARDO 
Say,
 What, is Horatio there?
 
HORATIO 
A piece of him.
 
BERNARDO 
Welcome, Horatio: welcome, good Marcellus.
 
MARCELLUS 
What, has this thing appear'd again to-night?
 
BERNARDO 
I have seen nothing.
 
MARCELLUS 
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.
 
HORATIO 
Tush, tush, 'twill not appear.
 
BERNARDO 
Sit down awhile;
 And let us once again assail your ears,
 That are so fortified against our story
 What we have two nights seen.
 
HORATIO 
Well, sit we down,
 And let us hear Bernardo speak of this.
 
BERNARDO 
Last night of all,
 When yond same star that's westward from the pole
 Had made his course to illume that part of heaven
 Where now it burns, Marcellus and myself,
 The bell then beating one,--
 
Enter Ghost
 MARCELLUS 
Peace, break thee off; look, where it comes again!
 
BERNARDO 
In the same figure, like the king that's dead.
 
MARCELLUS 
Thou art a scholar; speak to it, Horatio.
 
BERNARDO 
Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio.
 
HORATIO 
Most like: it harrows me with fear and wonder.
 
BERNARDO 
It would be spoke to.
 
MARCELLUS 
Question it, Horatio.
 
HORATIO 
What art thou that usurp'st this time of night,
 Together with that fair and warlike form
 In which the majesty of buried Denmark
 Did sometimes march? by heaven I charge thee, speak!
 
MARCELLUS 
It is offended.
 
BERNARDO 
See, it stalks away!
 
HORATIO 
Stay! speak, speak! I charge thee, speak!
 
Exit Ghost
 MARCELLUS 
'Tis gone, and will not answer.
 
BERNARDO 
How now, Horatio! you tremble and look pale:
 Is not this something more than fantasy?
 What think you on't?
 
HORATIO 
Before my God, I might not this believe
 Without the sensible and true avouch
 Of mine own eyes.
 
MARCELLUS 
Is it not like the king?
 
HORATIO 
As thou art to thyself:
 Such was the very armour he had on
 When he the ambitious Norway combated;
 So frown'd he once, when, in an angry parle,
 He smote the sledded Polacks on the ice.
 'Tis strange.
 
MARCELLUS 
Thus twice before, and jump at this dead hour,
 With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch.
 
HORATIO 
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.
 
MARCELLUS 
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 joint-labourer with the day:
 Who is't that can inform me?
 
HORATIO 
That can I;
 At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king,
 Whose image even but now appear'd to us,
 Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway,
 Thereto prick'd on by a most emulate pride,
 Dared 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 seized 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 covenant,
 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 head
 Of this post-haste and romage in the land.
 
BERNARDO 
I think it be no other but e'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.
 
HORATIO 
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 fierce 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.--
 But soft, behold! lo, where it comes again!
 
Re-enter Ghost
 I'll cross it, though it blast me. Stay, illusion!
 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:
 
Cock crows
 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,
 Speak of it: stay, and speak! Stop it, Marcellus.
 MARCELLUS 
Shall I strike at it with my partisan?
 
HORATIO 
Do, if it will not stand.
 
BERNARDO 
'Tis here!
 
HORATIO 
'Tis here!
 
MARCELLUS 
'Tis gone!
 
Exit Ghost
 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.
 BERNARDO 
It was about to speak, when the cock crew.
 
HORATIO 
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,
 The extravagant and erring spirit hies
 To his confine: and of the truth herein
 This present object made probation.
 
MARCELLUS 
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 dares 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.
 
HORATIO 
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 shall acquaint him with it,
 As needful in our loves, fitting our duty?
 
MARCELLUS 
Let's do't, I pray; and I this morning know
 Where we shall find him most conveniently.
 
Exeunt
 
SCENE II. A room of state in the castle.
 

Enter KING CLAUDIUS, QUEEN GERTRUDE, HAMLET, POLONIUS, LAERTES, VOLTIMAND, CORNELIUS, Lords, and Attendants
 KING CLAUDIUS 
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
 That we with wisest sorrow think on him,
 Together with remembrance of ourselves.
 Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen,
 The 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 the 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 bonds of law,
 To our most valiant brother. So much for him.
 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
 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, Voltimand,
 For bearers of this greeting to old Norway;
 Giving to you no further personal power
 To business with the king, more than the scope
 Of these delated articles allow.
 Farewell, and let your haste commend your duty.
 
CORNELIUSVOLTIMAND 
In that and all things will we show our duty.
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
We doubt it nothing: heartily farewell.
 
Exeunt VOLTIMAND 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 loose 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?
 LAERTES 
My dread lord,
 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 toward France
 And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon.
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
Have you your father's leave? What says Polonius?
 
LORD POLONIUS 
He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow leave
 By laboursome petition, and at last
 Upon his will I seal'd my hard consent:
 I do beseech you, give him leave to go.
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
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,--
 
HAMLET 
[Aside] A little more than kin, and less than kind.
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
How is it that the clouds still hang on you?
 
HAMLET 
Not so, my lord; I am too much i' the sun.
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Good Hamlet, cast thy nighted 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.
 
HAMLET 
Ay, madam, it is common.
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
If it be,
 Why seems it so particular with thee?
 
HAMLET 
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 'havior of the visage,
 Together with all forms, moods, shapes 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.
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
'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 unschool'd:
 For what we know must be and is as common
 As any the most vulgar thing to sense,
 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 corse till he that died to-day,
 '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 toward 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.
 
QUEEN GERTRUDE 
Let not thy mother lose her prayers, Hamlet:
 I pray thee, stay with us; go not to Wittenberg.
 
HAMLET 
I shall in all my best obey you, madam.
 
KING CLAUDIUS 
Why, 'tis a loving and a fair reply:
 Be as ourself in Denmark. Madam, come;
 This gentle and unforced accord of Hamlet
 Sits smiling to my heart: in grace whereof,
 No jocund health that Denmark drinks to-day,
 But the great cannon to the clouds shall tell,
 And the king's rouse the heavens all bruit again,
 Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away.
 
Exeunt all but HAMLET
 HAMLET 
O, that this too too solid flesh would melt
 Thaw and resolve itself into a dew!
 Or that the Everlasting had not fix'd
 His canon 'gainst self-slaughter! O God! God!
 How weary, stale, flat and unprofitable,
 Seem to me all the uses of this world!
 Fie on't! ah 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
 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--
 Let me not think on't--Frailty, thy name is woman!--
 A little month, or ere those shoes were old
 With which she follow'd my poor father's body,
 Like Niobe, all tears:--why she, even she--
 O, God! a beast, that wants discourse of reason,
 Would have mourn'd longer--married with my 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 in her galled eyes,
 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 BERNARDO
 HORATIO 
Hail to your lordship!
 
HAMLET 
I am glad to see you well:
 Horatio,--or I do forget myself…………………………………………….
The entire text is available in hard copy.
Character Sketches
King Lear
Lear’s basic flaw at the beginning of the play is that he values appearances above reality. He wants to be treated as a king and to enjoy the title, but he doesn’t want to fulfill a king’s obligations of governing for the good of his subjects. Similarly, his test of his daughters demonstrates that he values a flattering public display of love over real love. He doesn’t ask “which of you doth love us most,” but rather, “which of you shall we say doth love us most?” (1.1.49). Most readers conclude that Lear is simply blind to the truth, but Cordelia is already his favorite daughter at the beginning of the play, so presumably he knows that she loves him the most. Nevertheless, Lear values Goneril and Regan’s fawning over Cordelia’s sincere sense of filial duty.

Hamlet
Hamlet has fascinated audiences and readers for centuries, and the first thing to point out about him is that he is enigmatic. There is always more to him than the other characters in the play can figure out; even the most careful and clever readers come away with the sense that they don’t know everything there is to know about this character. Hamlet actually tells other characters that there is more to him than meets the eye—notably, his mother, and Rosencrantz and Guildenstern—but his fascination involves much more than this. 
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Themes motifs and symbols

Dr Faustus
Major themes

The possible range of human accomplishment is at the heart of Doctor Faustus, and many of the other themes are auxiliary to this one. The axis of this theme is the conflict between Greek or Renaissance worldviews, and the Christian worldview that has held sway throughout the medieval period. As Europe emerged from the Middle Ages, contact with previously lost Greek learning had a revelatory effect on man's conception of himself.
Pride is one of the Seven Deadly Sins, arguable the one that leads to all the others. Within the Christian framework, pride is a lethal motivation because it makes the sinner forget his fallen state. For Christians, men are fallen since birth, because they carry with them the taint of original sin. A men made haughty with pride forgets that he shares Eve's sin, and must therefore be saved by the gift of grace. Only God, through Christ, can dispense this grace, and the man who forgets that fact deprives himself of the path to salvation.

The division between flesh and spirit was stronger in Greek thought than in Hebrew thought, but Christians adapted the divide into their own belief system. While Westerners now take this conception of being for granted, the flesh/spirit divide is not a feature of many of the world's major belief systems. Nor is the flesh/spirit divide necessary for belief in the afterlife: both Hindus and Buddhists conceive of the human entity differently, while retaining belief in life after death.
Morality plays
Morality play, also called morality ,  an allegorical drama popular in Europe especially during the 15th and 16th centuries, in which the characters personify moral qualities (such as charity or vice) or abstractions (as death or youth) and in which moral lessons are taught.
Together with the mystery play and the miracle play, the morality play is one of the three main types of vernacular drama produced during the Middle Ages. The action of the morality play centres on a hero, such as Mankind, whose inherent weaknesses are assaulted by such personified diabolic forces as the Seven Deadly Sins but who may choose redemption and enlist the aid of such figures as the Four Daughters of God (Mercy, Justice, Temperance, and Truth).
Morality plays were an intermediate step in the transition from liturgical to professional secular drama, and combine elements of each. They were performed by quasi-professional groups of actors who relied on public support; thus the plays were usually short, their serious themes tempered by elements of farce. In the Dutch play Het esbatement den appelboom (“The Miraculous Apple Tree”), for example, a pious couple, Staunch Goodfellow and Steadfast Faith, are rewarded when God creates for them an everbearing apple tree with the property that whoever touches it without permission becomes stuck fast. This leads to predictable and humorous consequences.
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