3rd August 1591                                                                                                                                                                                                            
Dear Diary,                                          
I knew it! I just knew it! I thought it was true! Claudius killed my father! Why would thou do such a thing? An evil traitor he is! I am utterly despondent - furious of his deadly actions. I knew the interlude would be my hidden weapon, and as I stared at the disguised fiend, I spotted something suspicious…
When the play started, I glared into his dismal eyes - he was thinking this was a toast to his ‘marriage’. His face changed from pale peach to dark grey. When the ‘King’ – an innocent fellow - was poisoned, Claudius’ expression grew more and more ashamed, until eventually he stood up and screamed. “Be all to this everyone out!”  Suddenly and quickly, he wailed all the way to the chapel and prayed to God, regretting his ‘sorry’ sins. I followed. As thou prayed, regretting what he did, he cried an ocean of tears, like a weeping willow in among his fellow ferns. I didn’t slay him then; he would go to heaven. The demon king knew he would perish: in oblivion, where he belongs…
I shall imbrue him with my sharp sword, and on his judgement day, he will burn in hell, where he deserves to suffer for the rest of his days. Nothing can stop me, and I have Horatio on my side. This will happen as soon as time can take - as soon as I can - to avenge the King, and get thy father’s revenge.
I will write more to you Diary, when I have more to tell. This will happen!
Prince Hamlet.
(Alex)
