Hamlet in Noh Style
As a Solo Performance

Hamlet: To be or not to be: that is the

question;

To be or not to be: that is the question;

To die, to sleep, no more.

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 heart-ache and the thousand natural
shocks

That flesh is heir to, ’tis a consummation

Devoutly to be wish’d. To die, 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; must give us pause.

Thus conscience does make cowards of
us all;

And enterprises of great pitch and
moment

With this regard their currents turn awry,

And lose the name of action,

Lose the name of action. Soft you now !

The fair Ophelia ! Alas, poor Ophelia.

I loved Ophelia; I loved Ophelia,

Ophelia !

Forty thousand brothers could not,

With all their quantity of love,

Make up my sum; I loved Ophelia.

But you were concerned

With “ To be or not to be” of your own,
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And also of your uncle, Claudius’s,

His “ To be or not to be” was your

question;

You did not really love Ophelia,

You did not truly love her, and said,

“I loved you once; I loved you not.

Get thee to a nunnery. Go, farewell”.

Was that “love”, your way of “love” ?

But you must know what Ophelia used to
sing:

Ophelia:*“How should I your true love know
From another one ?

How should I your true love know
From another one ?”

Meditation

Hamlet: To be or not to be: that is no longer

the question.

To be or not to be: that is no longer the
question.

If it be now, if it be now,

’Tis not to come, not to come;

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

If it be not now, not now,

Yet it will come, it will come;

The readiness is all, the readiness is all;

There is a special providence in the fall of
a sparrow,

Since no man knows aught of what he
leaves;

A man’s life is no more than to say ‘one’,

The readiness is all, the readiness is all;

To be or not to be: is not the question.

To be or not to be: is not the question.

But to live in the present is the only way
of living;

We defy augury. By living in the present
future,
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You may transcend this world, you may
transcend
Present time; the readiness is all.

[MONOGI] (Costume Change)

(After a fencing match with Laertes.)

Hamlet : Exchange forgiveness.

Exchange forgiveness.
Heaven make thee free of it!
I follow thee.
I follow thee; I’'m dead.
O, wretched queen, adieu.
You that look pale and tremble,
Had I but time, O, I could tell you.
Alas, but let it be.
Omoeba kari no yado.
Memento mori.
This world is not for aye;
All that lives must die,
Passing through nature to eternity.
He only wakes who casts the world
aside.
There is a divinity that shapes our ends,
Rough-hew them how we will.
The readiness is all.
Now cracks a noble heart,
The rest is silence; Good-night, sweet
prince;
The rest is silence;

Flights of angels sing thee to thy rest,
Flights of angels sing thee to thy rest.
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