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[King Hamlet’s face flashes before the camera.  It is lifelike, full of youth, and vigor.  He wears the crown of his people upon his head.  He sheds a tear.  The tear is followed down his face until it drops and hits the ground.  The sound of a cannon is heard and the shot cuts to the face of King Hamlet again.  This time the face still retains it’s youthful vitality, but is dirtied.  Snow hangs from his haggard beard and a scar is seen on his left cheek where the tear has fallen.  The scene cuts to troops marching through a forest.  The king is on horseback, accompanied by a man in religious garb next to him on horseback.]

King

The state that is Denmark doth not bow to the reigns,

‘Twas unworthy, ‘tis unworldly, t’will be black

Polonius

M’liege, ‘tis not too late

King

It was never too early

Polonius

M’lord, Fortinbras meant not

King 

Fortinbras, Polonius, meant of what he meant

Not what he meant of not to meant

Polonius

But war! M’liege

King

Aye, war.  Denmark fear not the sword and spear

Polonius

Aye, but neither fear peace

King

Nay, fear of victory

Polonius

What of you slain?

King 

More of me as slain,

Then less of me as now,

For the black provides,

Even shimmer of hope

[The camera lays on the ground and cuts to a man in chain mail.  He wears the royal colors on Norway.  The camera looks up at this figure who is holding a sword point directly under the camera’s lens.  Another camera shows the scene.  An open field shows many slain.  The battle had come to a duel between the man and King Hamlet.  The man’s lips move but no words can be discerned. King Hamlet’s face shows that of great concern for his life.  The man stands over King Hamlet with his sword to his neck.  However, a child of but a few years approaches the man from the rear.  The child carries a dagger.  The child stabs the man in the back of the leg and the man falls to the ground, dropping his sword.]

Polonius

Laertes!  Where doth not in Elsinore

[Polonius approaches the scene]

Laertes

Thou bid me not follow

In my belly war brew

Stow away like swords

Become weapon of war

[King Hamlet rises quickly as the man writhes in pain.  The roles of the man and Hamlet reverse.  The man on the ground is pleading for his life, but the words are not heard.  The face of Hamlet smiles and removes the sword from the man’s neck.]

Polonius

Thou art devil child!

King

Words not Polonius

This child give Denmark

What dews of blood not

My child follow not

To which I plead

This child shall see the crown

Fixed upon head, which not my son

Shall be Denmark

[The shot moves to a view peeking over a dead body.  Light sobbing can be heard, while watching the scene occurring ahead.  The camera pans away.  We see the boy wears the royal colors of Denmark.]

End scene

