Dear diary,
After an exhausting few weeks of ‘murdering’ and sneaking around, I was looking forward to the interlude. The script was written by Hamlet in honour of my marriage. But as the crimson curtain opened, I was shocked into a silence of guilt…
I could almost feel Hamlet’s sword imbrue my pap, through my mantle: his revenge will be discharged! Oh god! Forgive me for my sin! I was plunged into remorse. Perchance I should not’ve murdered King Hamlet? Perchance I should have been a patient man? Perchance I should not’ve taken mine royal height for granted? 
I stood up. ‘Be all this play!’ I yelled before running to the prayer room. I remember it all: the vile of cursed hebanon, his skin - dry with cracks; his last word - ‘Why?’ as he slept for permanent.
I’ll send thou prince Hamlet to his death!
KING CLAUDIUS
(Imtiyaz)
