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     GUIL: Do you remember the first thing that happened today?
     ROS: I woke up, I suppose. Oh - I've got it now- that man, a foreigner, he woke us up 
 GUIL: A messenger. 
     ROS: That's it - You remember that - this man woke us up.
     GUIL: Yes.
     ROS: We were sent for.
     GUIL: Yes.
     ROS: That's why we're here. Travelling.
     GUIL: Yes.
     ROS: It was urgent - a matter of extreme urgency, a royal summons, and his very words: official business and no questions asked - Fearful lest we come too late.
     GUIL: Too late for what?
     ROS: How do I know? We haven't got there yet. I want to go home.
     GUIL: Don't let them confuse you.
     ROS: I'm out of my step here - I want to go home. Which way did we come in? I've lost my sense of direction.
     GUIL: The only beginning is birth and the only end is death - if you can't count on that, what can you count on?
     ROS: We don't owe anything to anyone.
     GUIL:  We've been caught up.  Your smallest action sets off another somewhere else, and is set off by it. Keep an eye open, an ear cocked. Tread warily, follow instructions. We'll be all right.
     ROS: For how long?
     GUIL: Till events have played themselves out. We have been briefed. Hamlet's transformation.  What do you recollect?
     ROS: Well, he's changed, hasn't he?  The exterior and inward man fails to resemble -
     GUIL: Draw him on to pleasures - glean what afflicts him.
     ROS: Something more than his father's death -
     GUIL: He's always talking about us - there aren't two people living whom he dotes on more than us.
     ROS: We cheer him up - find out what's the matter -
     GUIL: Exactly, it's the matter of asking the right questions and giving away as little as we can. It's a game.
     ROS: And then we can go? Shouldn't we be doing something - constructive?
     GUIL: What did you have in mind?     
     ROS: We could play at questions.
     GUIL: What good would that do?
     ROS: Practice!
     GUIL: Statement! One-love.
     ROS: Cheating!
     GUIL: How?
     ROS: I hadn't started yet.
     GUIL: Statement. Two-love.
     ROS: Are you counting that?
     GUIL: What?
     ROS: Are you counting that?
     GUIL: Foul! No repetitions. Three-love. First game to...
     ROS: I'm not going to play if you're going to be like that.
     GUIL: Whose serve?
     ROS: Hah?
     GUIL: Foul! No grunts. Love-one.
     ROS: Whose go?
     GUIL: Why?
     ROS: Why not?
     GUIL: What for?
     ROS: Foul! No synonyms! One-all.
     GUIL: What in God's name is going on?
     ROS: Foul! No rhetoric. Two-one.
     GUIL: What does it all add up to?
     ROS: Can't you guess?
     GUIL: Were you addressing me?
     ROS: Is there anyone else?
     GUIL: Who?
     ROS: How would I know?
     GUIL: Why do you ask?
     ROS: Are you serious?
     GUIL: Was that rhetoric?
     ROS: No.
     GUIL: Statement! Two-all. Game point.
     ROS: What's the matter with you today?
     GUIL: When?
     ROS: What?
     GUIL: Are you deaf?
     ROS: Am I dead?
     GUIL: Yes or no?
     ROS: Is there a choice?
     GUIL: Is there a God?
     ROS: Foul! No non sequiturs, three-two, one game all.
     GUIL: What's your name?
     ROS: What's yours?
     GUIL: I asked you first.
     ROS: Statement. One-love.
     GUIL: What's your name when you're at home?
     ROS: What's yours?
     GUIL: When I'm at home?
     ROS: Is it different at home?
     GUIL: What home?
     ROS: Haven't you got one?
     GUIL: Why do you ask?
     ROS: What are you driving at?
     GUIL: What's your name?!
     ROS: Repetition. Two-love. Match point to me.
     GUIL: Who do you think you are?
     ROS: Rhetoric! Game and match! Where's it going to end?
     GUIL: That's the question.
     ROS: It's all questions.
     GUIL: We shall see. I hardly knew Hamlet, he's changed.
     ROS: You could see that?
     GUIL: Transformed.
     ROS: How do you know?
     GUIL: He's not himself.
     ROS: He's changed.
     GUIL: I could see that. Glean what afflicts him.
     ROS: Me?
     GUIL: Him.
     ROS: How?
     GUIL: Question and answer. Old ways are the best ways.
     ROS: He's afflicted.
     GUIL: You question, I'll answer.
     ROS: He's not himself, you know.
     GUIL: I'm him, you see.
     ROS: Who am I then?
     GUIL: You're yourself.
     ROS: And he's you?
     GUIL: Not a bit of it.
     ROS: Are you afflicted?
     GUIL: That's the idea. Are you ready?
     ROS: Let's go back a bit.
     GUIL: I'm afflicted.
     ROS: I see.
     GUIL: Glean what afflicts me.
     ROS: Right.
     GUIL: Question and answer.
     ROS: How should I begin?
     GUIL: Address me.
     ROS: My dear Guildenstern!
     GUIL: You've forgotten - haven't you?
     ROS: My dear Rosencrantz!
     GUIL: I don't think you quite understand. What we are attempting is a hypothesis in which I answer for him, while you ask me questions.
     ROS: Ah! Ready?
     GUIL: You know what to do?
     ROS: What?
     GUIL: Are you stupid?
     ROS: Pardon?
     GUIL: Are you deaf?
     ROS: Did you speak?
     GUIL: Not now -
     ROS: Statement.
     GUIL: Not now! 
     ROS: Oh! You mean - you pretend to be him, and I ask you questions!
     GUIL: Very good.
     ROS: You had me confused.
     GUIL: I could see I had.
     ROS: How should I begin?
     GUIL: Address me.
     ROS: My honored Lord!
     GUIL: My dear Rosencrantz!
     ROS: Am I pretending to be you, then?
     GUIL: Certainly not. If you like. Shall we continue?
     ROS: Question and answer.
     GUIL: Right.
     ROS: Right. My honored Lord!
     GUIL: My dear fellow!
     ROS: How are you?
     GUIL: Afflicted!
     ROS: Really? In what way?
     GUIL: Transformed.
     ROS: I see. No much new there.
     GUIL:  Go into details.  Delve.  Probe the background, establish the situation.
     ROS: So - so your uncle is the king of Denmark?
     GUIL: And my father before him.
     ROS: Let me get it straight. Your father was king.  You were his only son. Your father dies. You are of age. Your uncle becomes king.
     GUIL: Yes.
     ROS: Unorthodox. I don't want to be personal.
     GUIL: It's common knowledge.
     ROS: Your mother's marriage.
     GUIL: Indecent.
     ROS: Hasty.
     GUIL: Suspicious.
     ROS: It makes you think.
     GUIL: Don't think I haven't thought of it.
     ROS: And with her husband's brother.
     GUIL: They were close.
     ROS: She went to him -
     GUIL: It looks bad.
     ROS: It adds up.
     GUIL: Incest and adultery.
     ROS: To sum up: your father, whom you love, dies, you are his heir, you come back to find that hardly was the corpse cold before his young brother popped on to his throne  and  into his  sheets, thereby offending both legal and natural practice.  Now, why exactly you behaving in this extraordinary manner?
     GUIL: I can't imagine.  But all that is well known, common property. Yet he sent for us. And we did come. I think we can say we made some headway.
     ROS: You think so?
     GUIL: I think we can say that.
     ROS: Half of what he said meant something else, and the other half didn't mean anything at all. Hamlet's depressed! Denmark's a prison and he'd rather live in a nutshell. I say - he's here!
     GUIL: What's he doing?
     ROS: Sleeping. What now?
     GUIL: What do you mean?
     ROS: Well, nothing is happening.
     GUIL: We're on a boat.
     ROS: I'm aware of that.
     GUIL: Why don't you say something original!
No wonder the whole thing is so stagnant! You don't take me up on anything-you just repeat it in a different order.
     ROS: I can't think of anything original. I'm only good in support.
     GUIL: We're on our way to England - we're taking Hamlet there.
     ROS: What for?
     GUIL: What for? Where have you been?
     ROS: When? We won't know what to do when we get there.
     GUIL: We take him to the king.
     ROS: Will he be there?
     GUIL: No - the king of England.
     ROS: He's expecting us?
     GUIL: No.
     ROS: He won't know what we're playing at. What are we going to say?
     GUIL: We've got a letter. You remember the letter.
     ROS: Do I?
     GUIL: Everything is explained in the letter. We count on that.
     ROS: Is that it, then?
     GUIL: What?
     ROS: We take Hamlet to the English king, we hand over the letter – what then? Who is the English King?
     GUIL: That depends on when we get there.
     ROS: What do you think it says? And about Hamlet?
     GUIL: Oh yes.
     ROS: And us-the full background?
     GUIL: I should say so.
     ROS: So we've got a letter which explains everything. He won't know what we're talking about - What are we going to say?
     GUIL: We say - Your majesty, we have arrived.
     ROS: And who are you?
     GUIL: We are Rosencrantz and Guildenstern.
     ROS: Never heard of you!
     GUIL: Well, we're nobody special -
     ROS: What's your game?
     GUIL: We've got our instructions -
     ROS: First I've heard of it -
     GUIL: Let me finish - We've come from Denmark,
     ROS: What do you want?
     GUIL: Nothing-we're delivering Hamlet -
     ROS: Who's he?
     GUIL: You've heard of him--
     ROS: Oh, I've heard of him all right and I want nothing to do with it.
     GUIL: But -
     ROS: You march in here without so much as a by your leave and expect me to take every lunatic you try to pass off with a lot of unsubstantiated -
     GUIL: We've got a letter -
     ROS: I see... I see... well, this seems to support your story such as it is - it is an exact command from the king of Denmark, for several different  reasons,  importing Denmark's health  and England's too, that on  the  reading of this letter, without delay, I should have  Hamlet's head cut off -! We're his friends.
     GUIL: How do you know?
     ROS: From our young days brought up with him. That's it, then, is it?
     GUIL: There must have been a moment, at the beginning, where we could have said-no. But somehow we missed it. Well, we'll know better next time. 


