


Prepare, reader, for a story that will tease and terrify! It is a tale of ghosts, 
and revenge and dreadful dealings. It won’t be easy to tell, nor will it be easy 
to read, but Stick with me and together we might just get through it! To begin….

Once upon a time, long ago in the Northlands, where the winter nights never 
end…..

Where snow and ice are your constant companions…. There lived two kings!

These two Kings were sworn bitter enemies and they waged war with each other 
for years over the land that lay between their countries!



Until one day in the midst of battle, the 
two kings found each other!

The two armies would wreak terrible and bloody destruction upon each other…

Each struck blows that would have felled most men

At last, Fortinbras started to 
get weary and Hamlet, seizing his 
moment, summoned up the last  
of his strength and struck a 
fatal blow straight at the 
heart of the Norwegian King.

Fortinbras lay dead and finally the war 
between Denmark and Norway was over. The 
lands that they had been fighting over 
were given to hamlet and there was much 
celebrating across the country. But that 
wasn’t the only good news for Denmark…



in a strange quirk of fate, on 
the very day that he had slain 
Fortinbras, Hamlet’s wife 
Gertrude had given birth to 
their son.

They called him 
Hamlet too, and the 
king was very happy 
to be known as old 
hamlet

… and the situation now in Denmark 
is very different. Fortinbras’s 
brother, now weak and bedridden, is 
the new King of Norway, but in 
name only…

…the real 
force in the 
country is the 
dead king’s 
son, Young 
Fortinbras, 
bold, strong 
and 
determined to 
get back the 
lands lost by 
his father.

…an army is being raised…

Suddenly Denmark is 
on alert, guards at 
borders are 
doubled!! Everyone 
coming in or going 
out is searched from 
head to toe, the 
country is nervous, 
the people are 
scared…



Perhaps they’d be less scared if Old King Hamlet 
were still in charge. They trusted the old warrior…

His fierce intelligence 

I bet I 
could count 

up to a 
million…in 
FRENCH !!!

Check out 
my guns…

His courage in battle…

You’d better 
run!!!

They felt safe with him in power

Respected his strength…

it’s his brother, Claudius, instead!!! A very different kettle of fish…

Claudius Loves a party… Loves expensive clothes… Loves his food and drink…

CLAUDIUS LOVES POWER !!!

It’s a sad story. 
Old Hamlet died. 
Nobody is quite 
sure how, the 
circumstances 
were mysterious, 
but Claudius shed 
a few tears when 
the body was 
discovered in old 
hamlet’s 
orchard.



Only a few tears though, not 
nearly as many as his nephew…

…Young Hamlet, who has grown quite 
a bit since we last saw him.

No, Claudius dried his eyes quickly, got 
the funeral out of the way, hopped on 
the throne and – with a speed that 
surprised a lot of people…

Married his brother’s wife, 
Gertrude!!!

The parties for 
this wedding are 
still going on in 
the castle, late 
into the night, and 
nothing’s felt 
quite right to the 
people of 
Denmark since.

Everything just feels sort of… wrong, kind of weird. And there are 
rumours of strange sights in the night. As one Dane puts it ‘The time is 
out of joint’. Well done reader, together we’ve got through the first 
part, but our story is really yet to begin - already we’ve witnessed wars, 
armies, mysterious deaths, even more mysterious weddings and now there 
are odd goings on in the night. Dare you read on?



And so our story begins…. It’s midnight. Dark. Cold. A fog has rolled in off the 
sea, swirling, whirling.   For the past few nights, just outside Elsinore castle, 
something spooky has been happening and it’s got everybody very nervous… tonight 
A guard called Francisco  stands watch alone at the gates, stamping his feet to 
keep warm. He holds up his lantern and stares into the fog, seeming to see 
strange faces, leering and peering out of the dark, only for them to disappear as 
he steps towards them.

Who’s 
there???

Nay, 
answer me,  
stand and 

unfold 
yourself!

Without warning, a voice 
comes out of the darkness…

Long live 
the king

 a voice whispers…

Francisco’s heart stops, 
his legs turn to jelly

A figure emerges from the darkness…

BArnardo?

He!!!

Barnardo can hardly speak for laughing

Tis now 
struck twelve, get 

thee to bed 
francisco

For 
this relief, much 
thanks: tis bitter 

cold

Suddenly they both hear 
footsteps…

Who’s 
there?

Friends 
to this 

ground!!!

Stand 
ho!

Welcome 
Horatio!

Phew, it’s only Horatio, hamlet’s best 
friend appearing through the fog!



Francisco goes off to bed, and Horatio and Bernardo 
discuss the events of the last few nights…

What, has this 
thing appear’d again 

tonight?

I have seen 
nothing

Tush, tush, ’twill 
not appear

Horatio thinks that the guards are making stuff up, that 
nothing unusual is happening, that they are all cold and 
tired and maybe seeing things that aren’t there, until…

The second before, there had been 
nothing, now, something stirred in 
the darkness…

Peace, break 
thee off. Look where it 

comes again. In the same 
figure of the king 

that’s dead!!!

Looks it not like the king? 
Question it Horatio…

Though moonlight shone behind it, the figure seemed to 
suck the light from the very air, the clothes that it wore 
radiating darkness. Indeed, the ghost did look very much 
like the dead old king hamlet!!!

What 
art thou that usurp’st 

this time of night? By heaven 
I charge thee speak!!!

There is silence, it seems to be 
studying Horatio, looking for 
something. Thinking, if ghosts 
can think…

Horatio and Bernardo were 
terrified…

At last it turns and walks away…

Stay! I 
charge thee 

speak!!!

Horatio shouts after it

In the distance, where the sea meets the sky are the 
first glimmers of dawn. If this spirit is truly the dead 
king, then one person should be told…

Let us 
impart what 
we have seen 
tonight unto 

young 
hamlet

This 
spirit, dumb 
to us, will 
speak to 

him!



In Hamlet’s time, w
hen a 

king died, everybody in
 his court 

had to wear black and act sad for 

at least six months. This was called 

the period of mourning. If the people 

really l
iked the king, the period of 

mourning could actually g
o on for a 

whole ye
ar (and yo

u know how much 

they l
iked old Hamlet!) I

f yo
u only 

had one pair of black socks, this 

could be tricky/s
melly. 

Next morning, and almost everyone, from the 
lowest servant to the highest lord, is gathered 
in the castle throne room waiting for Claudius to 
make an announcement. 

It’s only been two months since Old Hamlet 
died and this is the first time the new king has 
called them all together. Everyone is curious. 
What could he possibly want to tell them? 

Nobody looking at Claudius’s new 
outfit would be in any doubt that it 
had cost a LOT of money. There’s real 
gold woven into the fabric around his 
collar! His moustache is freshly 
trimmed and  Gertrude has an 
expensive new hairdo, it seems they are 
both dressed to impress!!!

Though yet of 
Hamlet our dear 

brother’s death The 
memory be green, and 

that it us befitted to 
bear our hearts in 
grief.Yet so far hath 
discretion fought with 
nature That we with 
wisest sorrow think 
on him Together with 

remembrance of 
ourselves.

Nobody gasps out loud, but in their heads 
they’re gasping. None of them expected this.  
Mourning for Old Hamlet is over ???

After two months!  If they weren’t afraid 
to lose their jobs (or their heads) they 
might protest. But they are, so they don’t. 

And just like that, Claudius is on to other 
business, he sends two ambassadors to the 
Norwegian king to stop Young Fortinbras’s 
army. 

Hamlet and 

Horatio are both students at 

Wittenberg, a college in Northern Germany. 

Laertes, 

the son of Polonius - Claudius’s chief advis
or (and 

a man who likes to poke his nose into everyone’s 

business) -  is
 studyin

g in Fr
ance. And he 

wants to go back…

THIS SPEECH IS A BIG DEAL, he’s saying 
life doesn’t stop and although we grieve for 

old hamlet, we must remember to be happy for 
ourselves!!!

Hath you 
your father’s 

leave 
Laertes?

He hath my 
lord

The court is 
dismissed, but 
there’s one 
last bit of 
business, And 
it’s really 
bothering 
Claudius. Hamlet doesn’t seem to have got 

the message that mourning’s over 
and it’s time to forget his father. 



O, that this too too 
solid flesh would 
melt, Thaw and resolve 

itself into a dew!

Claudius seems to be telling 
hamlet to forget his father!

’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, we pray 

you throw to earth your 
woe, and think of us as a 

father…

A father? A FATHER??? Hamlet can 
barely stop himself from punching 
Claudius, a hatred as great as the 
love he had for his real father 
surging through his body.

But you wouldn’t know it - his 
face shows nothing. Even when 
his traitorous mother speaks. 

Let not thy 
mother lose her 

prayers, Hamlet,I pray 
thee, stay with us; go 

not to Wittenberg.

It’s not till they have gone that he dares let his real feelings show…

But two months dead: 
nay, not so much, not 
two.Let me not think on't:

why she Married with mine uncle, my 
father's brother Within a month? But break 

my heart, for I must hold my tongue

Horatio enters with news of hamlet’s 
father’s ghost…

But 
where was 

this?

My lord, upon 
the platform 

where we 
watched…

Did you not 
speak to it?

I did, but 
answer made it 

none

Tis very 
strange, I’ll 
watch tonight

Suddenly, with tears dried, hamlet is 
fascinated…

And so he prepares to go ghost hunting…



Now, Hamlet and ophelia have been friends 
ever since they were tiny children . SWEET!

 In fact, Ophelia 
has BIG LOVE for 
Hamlet, and she’s 
pretty sure that he 
feels the same! 
After all, he’s 
been telling her 
so. Ophelia meets 
with her father 
POLONIUS (who, 
just between you 
and me, always 
thinks he knows 
best).

Now, though, they’re a 
bit more than friends…

Do not 
believe his 

vows. I 
would not, 

from this time 
forth, give 
words or 

talk with the 
lord 

hamlet

He hath, my 
lord, of late, 

made many tenders 
of his affection 

to me

Affection? 
Puh! Do you 
believe his 

tenders as you 
call them?

With all the 
vows of heaven!

Polonius is not impressed!

See what I mean? 
Ophelia and Hamlet are 
in love, but Polonius 
won’t believe it – he 
has to know better. 
And now he won’t even 
let Ophelia TALK to 
Hamlet anymore! 
Poor Ophelia – she’s 
so sad! At least she 
doesn’t have to go to 
a MASSIVE party with 
lots of Lords and 
Ladies, a King and a 
Queen drinking loads 
and being really loud. 
Oh, wait a minute, she 
does…

Now that Claudius is king, Elsinore Castle 
won’t stop partying anytime soon…

And there’s another one tonight!

Meanwhile, outside on the battlements, Hamlet and 
his friends watch and wait…

Angels and 
ministers of grace 

defend us!
It 

beckons 
you…

Hamlet’s heart almost stops at the sight of the ghost…

Look my 
lord, it 
comes!

At this distance, it certainly looks a lot like 
his dad. But he MUST get closer to make sure…

Do not go 
with it!

Be 
ruled: You 
shall not 

go!

But it was too late…



Hamlet races after the ghost! You’d do the 
same, wouldn’t you? I know I would. Terrified, 
I’d be, but more terrified that I’d miss out on 
the chance to speak to my dad again…

Hamlet, if 
thou didst ever thy 
dear father love, 

revenge his foul and 
unnatural 
MURDER!!!

Murder???

Hamlet has hated Claudius for not being his father. He’s been disgusted with his mother for 
marrying him so soon, but never, not for a moment did he think that his uncle would kill 
his own brother…it’s horrifying. And so the ghost told young Hamlet his sad and 
terrible tale…

 O 
my prophetic 

soul! Mine 
Uncle!

Ghosts are fast it seems – well, they don’t 
weigh much, and they can walk through walls - 
and it takes a while for Hamlet to catch up. 
When he does, he sees it’s true.  It’s his dad. 
One hundred per cent. And dad has a message…

…with juice of 
cursed HEBENON in a vial and in the 
porches of mine ears did pour the 

leperous distilment!

Sleeping within 
mine orchard, my custom always in 

the afternoon. Upon my secure hour 
thy uncle stole…

Thus was I, 
sleeping, by a 
brother’s 

hand, of life, of 
crown and queen, 

at once dispatched: 
O horrible, O 

horrible, most 
horrible!

The serpent that did sting thy father’s life 
now wears his crown!!!

If thou 
hast nature 

in thee, bear 
it not. Adieu 
adieu hamlet: 

remember 
me…

O villain, 
villain, smiling, 
damned villain!

Now that he knows for 
sure that his uncle 
Claudius killed his father, 
he is feeling a thousand 
feelings, but he’s only 
thinking one thought, 
what is he going to do 
about it?



It’s about time we checked in on our cast of characters, to remember 
who’s who. Hamlet’s gallery room is a good place to begin…


