Enter GHOST and HAMLET
HAMLET

Where wilt thou lead me? speak; I'll go no
further.

Ghost
Mark me.

HAMLET
I will.

Ghost

My hour is almost come,

When | to sulphurous and tormenting flames
Must render up myself.

HAMLET
Alas, poor ghost!

Ghost
Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing
To what I shall unfold.

HAMLET
Speak; | am bound to hear.

Ghost
So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear.

HAMLET
What?

Ghost

I am thy father's spirit,

Doom'd for a certain term to walk the night,
And for the day confined to fast in fires,

Till the foul crimes done in my days of nature

Are burnt and purged away. But that | am
forbid

To tell the secrets of my prison-house,
| could a tale unfold whose lightest word

Would harrow up thy soul, freeze thy young
blood,

Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their
spheres,

Thy knotted and combined locks to part

And each particular hair to stand on end,
Like quills upon the fretful porpentine:

But this eternal blazon must not be

To ears of flesh and blood. List, list, O, list!
If thou didst ever thy dear father love--

HAMLET
O God!

Ghost
Revenge his foul and most unnatural murder.

HAMLET
Murder!

Ghost
Murder most foul, as in the best it is;
But this most foul, strange and unnatural.

HAMLET

Haste me to know't, that I, with wings as swift
As meditation or the thoughts of love,

May sweep to my revenge.

Ghost

| find thee apt;

And duller shouldst thou be than the fat weed
That roots itself in ease on Lethe wharf,

Wouldst thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet,
hear:

'Tis given out that, sleeping in my orchard,

A serpent stung me; so the whole ear of
Denmark

Is by a forged process of my death

Rankly abused: but know, thou noble youth,
The serpent that did sting thy father's life
Now wears his crown.

HAMLET
O my prophetic soul! My uncle!

Ghost

Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast,
With witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous
gifts,--

O wicked wit and gifts, that have the power



So to seduce!--won to his shameful lust

The will of my most seeming-virtuous queen:
O Hamlet, what a falling-off was there!

From me, whose love was of that dignity
That it went hand in hand even with the vow
I made to her in marriage, and to decline
Upon a wretch whose natural gifts were poor
To those of minel!

But virtue, as it never will be moved,

Though lewdness court it in a shape of
heaven,

So lust, though to a radiant angel link'd,
Will sate itself in a celestial bed,
And prey on garbage.
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His colour changed though, when, without a
pause, it came on through the heavy door,
and passed into the room before his eyes.
Upon its coming in, the dying flame leaped
up, as though it cried, “I know him; Marley’s
Ghost!” and fell again.

The same face: the very same. Marley in his
pigtail, usual waistcoat, tights and boots; the
tassels on the latter bristling, like his pigtail,
and his coat-skirts, and the hair upon his
head. The chain he drew was clasped about
his middle. It was long, and wound about
him like a tail; and it was made (for Scrooge
observed it closely) of cash-boxes, keys,
padlocks, ledgers, deeds, and heavy purses
wrought in steel. His body was transparent;
so that Scrooge, observing him, and looking
through his waistcoat, could see the two
buttons on his coat behind.

Scrooge had often heard it said that Marley
had no bowels, but he had never believed it
until now.

No, nor did he believe it even now. Though
he looked the phantom through and through,
and saw it standing before him; though he felt
the chilling influence of its death-cold eyes;
and marked the very texture of the folded
kerchief bound about its head and chin,
which wrapper he had not observed before;
he was still incredulous, and fought against
his senses.

“How now!” said Scrooge, caustic and cold

as ever. “What do you want with me?”
“Much!”—Marley’s voice, no doubt about it.
“Who are you?”

“Ask me who | was.”

“Who were you then?” said Scrooge, raising
his voice. “You're particular, for a shade.” He
was going to say “to a shade,” but substituted
this, as more appropriate.

“In life | was your partner, Jacob Marley.”
“Can you—can vyou sit down?” asked
Scrooge, looking doubtfully at him.

“I can.”

“Do it, then.”

Scrooge asked the question, because he
didn’t know whether a ghost so transparent
might find himself in a condition to take a
chair; and felt that in the event of its being
impossible, it might involve the necessity of
an embarrassing explanation. But the ghost
sat down on the opposite side of the
fireplace, as if he were quite used to it.

“You don’t believe in me,” observed the
Ghost.

“I don’t,” said Scrooge.

“What evidence would you have of my
reality beyond that of your senses?”

“I don’t know,” said Scrooge.

“Why do you doubt your senses?”

“Because,” said Scrooge, “a little thing affects
them. A slight disorder of the stomach makes
them cheats. You may be an undigested bit of
beef, a blot of mustard, a crumb of cheese, a
fragment of an underdone potato. There’s
more of gravy than of grave about you,
whatever you are!”

Scrooge was not much in the habit of
cracking jokes, nor did he feel, in his heart,
by any means waggish then. The truth is, that
he tried to be smart, as a means of distracting
his own attention, and keeping down his
terror; for the spectre’s voice disturbed the
very marrow in his bones.

To sit, staring at those fixed glazed eyes, in
silence for a moment, would play, Scrooge
felt, the very deuce with him. There was
something very awful, too, in the spectre’s
being provided with an infernal atmosphere
of its own. Scrooge could not feel it himself,
but this was clearly the case; for though the
Ghost sat perfectly motionless, its hair, and
skirts, and tassels, were still agitated as by the
hot vapour from an oven.
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