Hamlet, 

Prince of Denmark
Hamlet. My excellent good friends! How dost thou Guildenstern? Ah, Rosencrantz! Good lads, how do you both?
Rosencrantz. As indifferent as children of the earth.
Guildenstern. Happy in that we are not overhappy. On Fortune's cap, we are not the very button.
Hamlet. Nor the soles of her shoe?
Guildenstern. Faith, her privates we.
Hamlet. In the secret parts of Fortune? O, most true! She is a strumpet. What news?
Rosencrantz. None, my lord, but that the world's grown honest.
Hamlet. Then is doomsday near.
You’re Hamlet, the Prince of Denmark. You’re a bit depressed at the moment. You were away having a great time studying at university, when you got a letter saying that your father, Hamlet Senior, the King of Denmark, was dead. You arrived back home in Elsinore to discover that your mother had jumped into bed - and marriage! – with your uncle, Claudius. That’s horrible. You’ve been moping about it ever since.
You’ve been moping around with your old friend, Horatio. Your semi-girlfriendishkindayou’renotquitesure, Ophelia, is also here, but you’re not sure where you stand with her. She’s cute, but you’ve spent a lot of time at university, and you’re supposed to be king one day and marry a princess (but if your mother had a kid with Claudius…he’d be king…yuck)….what does that mean for you and her? Your head’s all confused.
Horatio saw something weird on the battlements last night. You’re up here with him, in the cold night, to see what it portends. 

Plot Point Traits:
Gain Plot Points When You:
· One Point: Find a clue
· One Point: Mope for a long time.
· One Point: Act crazy.
Free:

· Order people around. You’re the prince, after all!
Spend Plot Points:

· Two Points: Beat someone in a duel
· Two Points: Totally outfox a non-player character in an argument.
