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The Secret Love Life of Ophelia was first performed at the King’s Head Theatre, London, on 25 June 2001. The cast was as follows:
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HAMLET


My dear Ophelia, so many thanks


for entertaining us so charmingly.


’Twas indeed the rarest joy to me


to speak to thee and hear thy graceful skills


manipulate the mysteries of the lute –


and bringing forth such sweet idyllic sounds.


I swear the very birds did cease their chirp


and on their branches listened gratefully.


I pray you will be happy here in Denmark


within the environs of Elsinore,


for though it doth appear at first remote


there is much here I know will interest you.


I will anticipate another visit


where though I sorely lack your sylph-like art


I may perchance beguile you with the flute


or else engage your senses in the wild


to demonstrate our native falconry.


So, my dear new friend, until we meet again,


welcome to Elsinore with all my heart.


 


Hamlet













OPHELIA


Dear Hamlet and most honoured lord of mine,


thy gracious letter doth too much protest.


My threadbare schoolgirl skills I dared to show,


under command, I strongly haste to add …


Since my good father, puffed with paternal pride,


believes his children’s offerings precious jewels


and not the simple uncut stones they are,


as doting fathers everywhere I fear,


but your good grace rewards me for my flaws


which makes me doubly in debt to thee.


I’m sure I shall be very happy here


and though I much admired the late King Hamlet


who showered us with such unsought warmth and grace


and see his face so well inscribed in thee


I do not doubt your uncle will restore


the peaceful harmony of Elsinore.


I thank thee for thy generous invitation


and would be humbled to hear thee play thy pipe,


and then to witness those great birds of prey,


which with thy skills thou tam’st so cleverly,


would be an honour more than I deserve …


 


Affectionately,


 


Ophelia













HAMLET


Ophelia, my new and treasured friend,


O how thy presence doth light up these hours,


when winter drapes our sun in mournful weeds.


You bring to us sweet hints of sparkling spring,


a teasing element of things to come,


just like an early bud sometimes breaks through


the hardened and crisp-frozen wintry soil,


to cheer our hearts and eyes and even souls.


So thou, my dearest friend, art like the bud


that gives us hope and memory of past


when summer clothed our land in joyful bliss,


and so, my dearest flower, I was so fond


to share my simple country sports with thee.


The sun shone hard that day and nature sang


and horses stamped the earth light-heartedly,


as if in thee a kindred soul they found


and your grey dappled beast did seem to fly


like Pegasus, so thrilled to bear thy weight.


Alas I must confess to thee a secret,


that I for once did envy this dumb beast …


 


Hamlet





P.S. Do forgive my last comment if I have overstepped the bounds of modesty …










OPHELIA


Dear lord Hamlet, my most honoured prince,


so many million thanks for such sweet hours,


my spirit soared upon the wind just like


the falcon sweeping so majestically,


and that did faithfully return to thee.


Its powerful wings floated so high and strong


above the strife and turmoil of the world


and though the wind that afternoon was light


its wings did barely tremble on the air,


demanding just the merest kiss of breath


to keep it soaring in empyrean.


So oft I wish I, too, could stride the skies,


and strangely in my dreaming world I do,


as if in some past life I was a bird,


for so familiar is this urge in me,


and when I first awake, ’tween dark and light,


before the veil of night is quite removed,


I sometimes do believe in fact that I …


could simply lift my arms, stretch out and fly …


What childish wretched thoughts to write to thee!


I blame thy princely generosity


encouraging such words to tumble free.


 


Ophelia


 


P.S. You did not step beyond the bounds of modesty.


Your candidness was flattering to me


although I must confess a crimson tide


invaded these pale shores for quite some time …













HAMLET


Ophelia, forgive me, oh forgive,


my rude demands upon thy cherished hours,


but dear I must confess to thee the truth,


no sooner hast thou parted from my sight


but I do crave to see thee once again,


as if my thirst is sharpened by what doth quench it,


for thou hast sweetened the dry and austere life,


that I, the sometime heir of this great state,


must take upon my shoulders and the cares


which are the rightful legacy of kings.


This sovereign land I must one day command,


but now, my darling, I cannot command my heart,


since like a stallion stabled up too long,


it pounds against its walls to be set free –


Oh God, I long to feed on pastures green.


So open the stable door and set me free


and ride me hard throughout the glorious day –


beneath the envious Apollo’s eye


and spare me not your spurs but gird me on –


guide me, tell me where you wish to go


and I’ll obey so readily for thee.


 


Awaiting your answer impatiently,


 


Hamlet


 


P.S. I have a burning secret in my soul


that I, one hour, will sure reveal to thee.













OPHELIA


Dear Hamlet, keep thy secret, keep it deep,


but if it burns then thou must cast it out


and I will cool it for thee with my breath,


until the fiery ember turns to ash,


and then the winds will cast it in the air,


for though thou art the Prince of Denmark


thou hast become king of my heart,


a smaller territory perhaps and yet


its heat doth never vary nor its beat


and now it beats a steadfast drum for thee.


I wish indeed I was a sovereign state –


that thou didst rule with thy benign aspect,


making strict laws that I must sure obey,


and serve thy majesty in mighty wars,


when some audacious nation doth take arms


and saucily makes claim to part of me –


for I, thy land, am yours and yours alone,


the hills and dales, rich forests and flowing brooks,


are all thine own to dally in and play,


and orchards bearing fruit will yield to thee


the heavy sweetness of thy industry –


for know my earth is fertile and so rich,


will give its bounty up to him that toils –


but think it not a toil but some sweet joy


to sweat thy brow in furrowing my fields.


And then demand from me your kingdom’s tax


which is to serve and heed your every whim,


for that’s the divine right of majesty,


and if I fail to pay my king his due,


then thou must punish me accordingly,


imprisoning me within thy mighty arms;


until my crime, so insolent, is purged,


and if I beg thee for sweet charity,


thou must release me for a little time,


until some new infringement of thy laws


doth summon me to purge my sins again.


And so thy state shall be a happy one,


knowing full well if I obey my king


my life will be abundant and secure,


but if I tarry and withhold the tithe


that every man must render up to thee,


thou wilt be just but most severe with me!


 


Ophelia













HAMLET


Ophelia, oh Ophelia, my love,


how doth thy name drip from my kiss-parched lips


like sweetest honey from a busy hive.


But now dare I to send this letter, thee,


wherein I do confess so shamefully.


I long to pour the passions from my heart,


yet tremble lest I overstep the mark


and wound your ears by being premature


and fear to see thee startle at my words,


as if I was a predatory beast


and thou an innocently grazing hind.


Therefore I will not dare reveal those parts


before my lady gives permission me,


to confess to you how much I yearn for thee.


 


Hamlet













OPHELIA


Oh, dearest dear, my princely lord,


fear not to trust me with thy burning words,


since I confess I long to send my words to thee,


for lovers whisper secret things when wounded


by the dart of Cupid’s trembling bow.


Such honeyed sounds are not for mortal ears,


since those who live in that strange world called love


do speak a different language, that the gods


do take delight in and indeed eavesdrop …


and so, my prince, be bold with me and free,


and then I can be brave and bold with thee!


 


Ophelia













HAMLET


Ophelia, my heart, my girl, is full to overflow.


Like rain-soaked heavy-swollen clouds


that ache to spurt into thy blood-warm earth


nourishing thy seed and bringing forth thy bloom,


my load discharged upon thy perfumed vale


would make me deeper in my love for thee.


Ophelia, I long, I must confess,


to pour the wine of love into thy cup.


My horn doth grow, just like a limb, unwanted


unless it doth conjoin us both in bliss


and so it pines and throbs and yearns for thee.


Thy precious cleft, thy mound, thy blood-red lips


are as a hungry chick within its nest,


its open beak, wide-stretched in nature’s need


that my thick worm will satisfy and fill,


crawling through your pulsing heaving soil


and penetrating my Ophelia,


and thrusting, stabbing, twisting, coupling thee.


My blacksmith’s bellows melt the stubborn ore,


the magic paste with which God doth create


and now like sap upon the tallest trunk


crawls ever upwards feeding every leaf,


so now my sap is rising to the crest


or like hot molten lava gushing forth


its veins of fire into the trembling earth


my lava seeks to jet from out its rock


and as your flowing river dampens me


I fill thy cup with Hamlet’s ecstasy.


 


Hamlet













OPHELIA


My lord and wondrous human lust-filled toy,


thou art a pipe that I would love to play,


making such light delicious-sounding airs


that thou wouldst swoon still deep inside my lair,









OEBPS/faberfindslogo_online.jpg
]

FABER & FABER





OEBPS/9780571318520_cover_epub.jpg





OEBPS/faber-branding-logo.png





