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 Ophelia



O what a noble

mind is here at last uncover’d!


The glass of fashion, the mold of form


Is quite dash’d against the stone;


The shattered pieces lie at my feet.


My thoughts, my feelings,


Once fixed, encased in crystal,


Breathe and blow in the quick’ning wind


Like petals.  Once pale, now pulsing,


Rich, and rainbowed, come!


I beseech thee, attend and heed


As I the shards examine.


Laertes, brother, you insult to suggest


Hamlet’s love impermanent


For his choice must be queen


As well as wife: Am I not worthy?


Further, you warn caution,


Lest I my ‘chaste treasure open’:


I am mistress of my self!


And since more than a man, I pay the cost,


Then more, not less, do I take such care.


Lastly, you say ‘safety lies in fear’:


I have grown weary of being afraid,


Of being made to feel afraid; I yearn


To meet the day and greet the night
Unafraid—as men are wont to do.


And I crave to love with opening arms—


So tell me not to hide my heart


Lest my desire lead him to abandon


Restraint, and madly ravish—would it be so?


(Or do you extend to all of your kind


Knowledge of your self alone?)


Father, your words are as out of tune.


You say I do not understand myself


And see me still an infant babe,


For by foil you would then appear the more mature:


Is contrast your only proof of wisdom and worth?


(Alas, all cowards and chameleons create their colour


From what is without, not what is within.)


And you instruct me to ‘set my entreatments at a higher rate’


As if I am some prize!  Do you think me a whore,


That my presence must be paid for?


Then you claim he may walk with a larger tether


(As if we were but animals!):  Why do you grant him


More freedom than I?


Why does Laertes go to Paris (and not I)


When you know his simple mind so well


You sent another to be guardian?


I pray thee, Father, reconsider—


Is it because your own judgement is faulty


That you do not trust mine?


Hamlet is a fine man, soldier, scholar, courtier,


A prince!  And I judge him to be sincere.


Is that not enough?


No, indeed, that is nothing, for lastly


You tell me to forsake him—forever!


For no other reason than your own mistrust


Of him, of me, that I’ll become with child


(And thereby make you the greater fool—


You think not what it would make of me.)


To you both, I

never sought your advice


Why do you ‘press it upon me so?


Perhaps you feel your sex gives the right—


No.                     I’ll

give the reason: Projection is all.


Brother, your passions run without rule


So you tell your sister to reign hers.


And Father, you are a fool and master both,


Of fine words and deception’s smile


So you counsel your daughter to believe none.


And now,

Hamlet, no longer my lord


I have words that I have longed to deliver.


I pray you now, receive them.


The first time you came to me,


                                       dishevell’d

and distraught,


I was startled by your manner


And wanted dearly to explain my seeming change of heart


But I dared not.  Yet to see you thus disturbed


I almost broke my vow and cried out


Love!


But caught my

breath: your eyes,


It was your eyes that pierced my heart


With icy arrows poison-tipped,


And froze my tongue.


And when later, I returned your letters,


Could you not see I was commanded


By a will other than mine own?


My father’s glance had soiled those pages,


And for that I almost willingly returned them


But to ask for more!


When finally I was permitted to reach out to you,


To speak with you, perchance to touch you—


Did you not see my hand tremble as I held


Our hearts between us?  Could you not tell?


Did you not

know?                       No,

you did not.


Or could not.  Perhaps would not.


And I wondered, what love is this


So blind to my state,


So focused on your own?


(You have the luxury of feigning


What I was truly fighting!)


You thought to fool with me:


I loved you, I loved you not,


Carelessly plucking the petals of my heart


One by one, finally crying out


‘Get thee to a nunnery!’


Did you think me that cold, that bereft of desire?


Or, unable to have me, did you wish no one to?


Or did you think me pure, too pure for the arrant knave?


I pray thee, do not set me upon a pedestal,


An angel or a saint—allow me to be human:


I bleed, I

desire—                        Is

that it?


Desiring, am I thus impure, fit only for a ‘nunnery’?
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