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DESCRIPTION OF THE OPHELIA READING 

The play Ophelia underwent a script-in-hand reading on Friday, October 29, 1993, 
from 5 pm until about 6:30. Discussion following the reading lasted for roughly 20 
minutes, moderated by Dr. Ken Wessell. 

The audience consisted of 40ish random ticket holders: drama students, 2 friends 
of the playwright (not theater people), the boyfriend of the playwright (who has 
seen many more plays than the playwright has but doesn't care much for the 
theater), the girlfriend of the moderator, Mark Tenniswood (a UNT student and 
playwright) and an unidentified professorial type who could have been Dr. 
Selligman. 

A very helpful technician from the Center for Instructional Services (CIS) recorded 
the performance and discussion. His equipment was set up on an empty side of 
the theater. 

The theater, which was recently used as a shop for scene painting and 
construction, was Room 121 in the Speech and Drama Building. Also known as 
the Studio Theater, the room is an entirely black theater-in-the-round when 
properly set up. 

The staging of the reading was very simple. The actors sat on 2 rows of risers, 
with their scripts on music stands in front of them, like a small choral ensemble. 
The narrator sat apart, caddycornered to the stage and audience. No acting 
movement was permitted from the actors, just breathing and speaking. 



comments of author 

My thoughts on the experience of hearing the play rehearsed and read fall 
into the painful half and the professionally interesting half. Both are evident in 
my comments, I suppose. 

Hearing other people's perspectives on what i wrote was vastly interesting, 
both in how the actors interpreted (or didn't) and in how the audience responded 
(or didn't). I winced often as I heard older men read by college-age boys, and 
heard girls ACT words that were written to be spoken. (This is, by the way, the 
second time in my life to hear actors speak words I wrote. The other reading was 
of a scene I whipped up for screenwriting class a year ago.) Nobody needs to 
console me, but I am torn between wanting to shake people and say, "Why didn't 
you hear what I SAID?" and wondering why they heard the way they did. One 
kind lady advised me to go see the stage version of "A Few Good Men," failing to 
note that I am not writing about men, courtroom drama, or the US Marines, 
though they are viable dramatic subjects. She made more useful comments as 
well, as did Mark Tenniswood (a student playwright), Dr. Wessell, and others. 

• People "liked the language." I do not know if this is a token charitable 
statement or if it has meaning. No one had time to specify WHAT about 
"the language" works or is appealing. I assume they mean the poetic 
nature, but I do not know if that encompasses imagery, rhythm, sound, 
sense, or none of these. 

• My friend who liked it seemed to understand it—she liked the way the ideas 
in the speeches flowed together. This is both good and bad, as I had hoped 
to write a play and not an essay. 

• The play would be extremely difficult to stage and (as we know) has too 
many characters to be economical. I need to figure out more how the 
lighting and similar stage mechanics work; I know next to nothing about all 
that stuff. 

• Some people suggested that the minor characters can be cut and 
consolidated (for financial purposes); this may be so. I've already tried that. 
We'll see what more I can do. 

• Mark Tenniswood brought joy to my heart by noting that Ophelia does not 
really go mad at the end. Some listeners were a little confused about that. 
I think there's too much reason in her lines to be able to play her effectively 
as crazy. I always have, even in Shakespeare's play. But she puts on a 
good act, too, and turns her reason off with a lot of angry, poetic thoughts at 
the end. But I still do not know if this works dramatically. It might work 
better musically. 



• The scenes are relatively short for a play; this bothered some critiquers, as 
did trying to forget Hamlet's world amid the constant references to it. 
(These tensions were part of the effect i wanted, though I regret any offense 
it gave anyone. Not.) 

• People liked the supporting characters, which gladdened me, and then said 
they want less of Ophelia and more of the supporting characters, which was 
disheartening but instructive. I explore her daily, "normal" emotions less, 
making her more intense and maybe less interesting the others. 

• The lady who suggested that I see how "A Few Good Men" handles short 
scenes (Dr. Wessell has advised me to avoid taking in too many influences 
and just to figure out what I want to say) also said that the regularity (and 
length) of Ophelia's lines put her to sleep. I do not know if she is just a 
particularly cantankerous person or if she's on to something there. I need 
to get some distance from the lines with an ear to vary the meter and cut 
things out. Jennifer Green also commented on the vast number of lines she 
has to get out. (Although Kevin was rather unsympathetic about that.) 

I have added some depth to the scene between Ophelia and her brother, which has 
bothered me for some time, and Ophelia/Mirabella first scene together, including 
their hammering on the poor lady who wanders into their conversation. This is a 
direct outcome of hearing it read, and more of these revisions should probably 
follow. Hearing and watching the video may help later. 

I think that the play needs to be rewritten entirely when I am thirty, if I 
am still alive and can stand to look at it by then. I have entirely rewritten it 
twice, this semester alone, and can't stand to look at it any more for now. I am 
burned out on the play and on the writing process in general. The overall 
response I got from the critique session (and from the drama professors this 
semester) has been "that was nice; go try again." No one has had much positive to 
say about the play as a play, and it does not seem reasonable to waste energy 
writing something in the wrong medium. Kevin (honors program, guitarist for Tir 
Na Nog) has told me to ignore audiences because they do not know anything, and 
Dr. Linebarger has kindly advised me to ignore critics for the same reason. (And 
one of my three friends who saw it loved it.) I have taken some heart from this 
advice, but I think that plays need to be built on audience interaction and 
response—not just the artist's ideas and personal preferences. 

People have eagerly told me what they thought it should do or have in it or 
move like, but no one has effectively explained to me how I should go about doing 
these great, abstract-but-meaningful things to my play. They tell me that its 
structure should look like this or that, but I do not know what the building blocks 
of this structure are or if I really want to use them. This miscommunication has 
particularly annoyed me. I frankly dread anything connected to the play. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONAE: 

Principals 
Ophelia, the Lord Chamberlain's daughter 
Mirabella, her favorite lady-in-waiting 
Maid to Ophelia 
Gertrude, the Queen 

Hamlet, Prince of Denmark John, a courtier 
Laertes, brother to Ophelia Polonius, the Lord Chamberlain 

Bits 
Anna, lady-in-waiting to Ophelia 
[2] Ladies to Gertrude 
3-5 Ladies-in-waiting (ad lib lines and crowd noise) 

Servant (male or female) Horatio (no lines) 
Gentleman (John can play his part) Male Attendant (John can play his part) 

3-5 Noblemen at court (no lines except crowd ad lib noise) 

• • • 

Optional Roles 

Pages or Trumpeters: to introduce the funeral procession, to play bit parts, and to add 
to crowd scenes 

Claudius need not appear onstage if the director chooses not to insert him in the 
funeral procession. He has lines in I, iv. 

PROPERTIES: 

a bloody sheet (II, vi) brush or large comb 
a book (I, v) a stool (I, iii) 
embroidery project for Ophelia (I, iii) an easy chair (I,i) 
papers & possibly a desk or tables (I,i) fans, swords, handkerchiefs (as available) 

• • • 

NOTES: Please don't bludgeon the lines with exaggerated speech rhythms or 
overpronouncing. "You" may freely become "y"' or "yuh" or "ye"...depending 
on the actor's dialect and the feeling of the moment. 

Characters may omit the words in brackets if so directed, too. 



ACT ONE 

Scene One 

Scene: In a drawing room of the 
castle. The stage is empty 
and black except for chairs, 
tables, a mailbag, and 
mounds of papers and 
folders. A search is in 
progress for Polonius' 
missing letters. 

Light up on Polonius, Mirabella, lady-in-
waiting to his daughter, and two or three 
servants. Polonius shiffles through the 
papers, reads a few, and grabs around for 
more papers. 

MIRABELLA 
I'm sorry, sir; we don't seem to find them. Perhaps the servants got them. 

POLONIUS 
God in heaven! 

MIRABELLA 
We can go find Raleigh, your secretary. Maybe he will know what happens, 
since he is in charge of your mail. 

POLONIUS 
Please get someone to find him, so we can get this settled. And make sure 
your Lord Laertes is packed for his journey. My son is waiting, as are my 
guests. 

(Exit Polonius) 

(The servants rush off the stage in the opposite direction, passing 
Ophelia as she enters.) 

OPHELIA 
Mirabella, where did everybody go? 

MIRABELLA 
To my lord Laertes. He is packing to leave today. 
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LAERTES 

I'll do my part. You figure out how you'll control the gossipping tongues. 
(Exit.) 

(Enter Mirabella.) 

MIRABELLA 
Huh! What was THAT about? We're huffy today. 

OPHELIA 
We had a misunderstanding. 

MIRABELLA 
Let me know if you ever have a fight, so I can leave the house in time. 

OPHELIA 
If we ever have a fight I'll let you carry me out. And where is my father? 

MIRABELLA 
The Lord Polonius is coming out to give his blessing to Laertes. 

OPHELIA 
And we know what words of wisdom he'll be blessing ME out with, too. I can 
hardly wait. 

A clatter of footsteps & voices OSL, as if 
on a staircase outside a door. 
Colored light, like a sunrise, rises on a line 
of ladies-in-waiting. Servants trickle 
through background, listening, from time to 
time. 

OPHELIA 
We know, Mirabella, that the way to a woman's heart snakes through her head 
before it gets there. 

MIRABELLA 
No snakes for me, thank you. 

OPHELIA 
(giggling) 

No, we've had our rounds with snakes. We all have. 
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MIRABELLA 
We're women; our wisdom is expressed in silence. 

OPHELIA 
In silence we have ample space for thoughts. But i should not get anything 
like IDEAS,' he'll say. 

MIRABELLA 
A maid with thoughts she tells might just as well drop herself down a black 
hole, because no fool is going to marry her. 

OPHELIA 
That's what he'll say! Like my soul is a plague. 

MIRABELLA 
Thinking's not for fools, or for the faint of heart. 

OPHELIA 
(laughing) 

HA! It just kills me. I tell ya, Mirabella, the way to a woman's heart goes 
through her MIND to get there. He will have to love me with his mind. 

MIRABELLA 
In your mind. If your mind has got the right dimensions, maybe, I can see it. 
Ha! 
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OPHELIA 

No. Hamlet's different. He's not a groping-handed boy. 
(to a passing lady) 

Why are you dressed like that? 

LADY 
Um. It's...it IS...the... 

OPHELIA & MIRABELLA 
(feigning helpfulness) 

Fashion? 

LADY 
Yes ma'am, the... 

OPHELIA 
Cold speaks louder than fashion. Could it be that you are shivering? 

LADY 
Not much, ma'am. (A little.) 

OPHELIA 
Ah. You've had colds and fainting and sucn nonsense this month, yes? 

LADY 
Yes ma'am. 

MIRABELLA 
Four faints already, and a week of sneezing, I observed, as of today. 

OPHELIA 
Cold DOES speak louder than fashion. You will dress in clothes that don't 
have big holes in the top. 

(indicates the neckline) 
Oh. And I further sentence you to eat FOOD. You'll be allowed to start 
slowly, so your stomach can remember what to do with food in the place 
where sugar and wine usually goes. 

(Lady folds her hands across her stomach, clenches hands, says 
nothing.) 

Do you understand? 
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LADY 
Yes ma'am. 

(curtseys, in a daze) 

OPHELIA 
That will be all. 

LADY 
Yes ma'am. 

(exit) 

OPHELIA 
Such pointless shapes and pinches and cuts and paint jobs. You'll waste a 
good life gazing in the mirror at a fool. 

MIRABELLA 
O/fense is a stupid move because obedience can break a bone for you-on some 
one else's body. 

OPHELIA 
What? 

MIRABELLA 
Nothing. 

OPHELIA 
You aren't very helpful today, Mirabella. 

MIRABELLA 
Hamlet's a thousand miles away, perfect though he is. Cutting into your 
servants won't bring him closer, m' dear, celestial lady. 

OPHELIA 
That's true. Or will be shortly, I suppose. If he gets his way, if his mother 
changes her mind and stops begging him to stay here, then he'll go. But you 
seem upset about something. Is something wrong? 

MIRABELLA 
Just a pain in my stomach that will go away later. 

(in a different tone of voice) 
It always does. 

(Ophelia nods.) 
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OPHELIA 
Well, let him go. I can take it some more. 

MIRABELLA 
(blase') 

You're sicker than I am, if you'll pardon the opinion. Why do you have such 
faith in him? I have told you the futility long-distance love, and you ignore 
me. 

OPHELIA 
I read the books he reads, I write, I keep his letters near my pillow. 

MIRABELLA 
And are they comfortable? 

OPHELIA 
They are more comfortable than family matters. 

MIRABELLA 
And the Lord Chamberlain, your mighty lord and father, knows all about this. 

OPHELIA 
Heavens, no. Now—maybe-he's told me I should prize the getting of a 
husband and a manager for a family. 

(Mirabella shakes her head.) 

(OS, Laertes yells for horses. Servants scurry across US.) 

OPHELIA 
(continuing) 

One day my father calls me queen, though, it's been said. It's a thought I can 
dance in my head with, whether music is playing there or not. With time and 
friendly waters, when the wind blows its favor to us— 

(Afterthought) 
Or God. 

(Mirabella looks away.) 

I trust you. You know that. 

(Mirabella nods vigorously.) 

POLONIUS 
Ophelia! Come here. 
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OPHELIA 

(calling OS) 
Yes, Father. 

(to Mirabella, with false cheerfulness) 
Watch him tell me I'm a goose. 

(Dashes off.) 

MIRABELLA 
Confidence, m' lady. 

(Enter the maid again.) 

MIRABELLA 
Please go find the letters for the Lord Polonius. He was most upset because 
they are missing. When Ophelia gets back we put her together for the 
afternoon business--

MAID 
Should I follow her in case she needs something? 

MIRABELLA 
She'll call if she wants company. She's gone to find her brother, and they'll 
probably have a lot to say now. Before you see to the Lord Polonius, check on 
Laertes' luggage, too. 

MAID 
(slightly in awe) 

Um, how long have you known her? How do you know her habits so well? 

MIRABELLA 
We grew up together. I ran faster; she was the stronger wrestler. Both of us 
danced beter than anybody. 

(Nods.) 

(Maid smiles, curtseys, and exits.) 

MIRABELLA 
These hands are tougher than yours ever thought to be. 

(removes a glove) 
And they earn their rewards; they won't inherit them. M' lady made a slip 
that'll cost her more dearly than your silly ruffles cost you. You may fight me 
to get close to her, but soon she'll have more trouble than worth. 

(pauses; takes a deep breath.) 
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MIRABELLA 
(continuing) 

My heart sits low in my stomach and bums like a swallowed bit of dry ice, 
cold and hot and fiery. I cannot stand to see my face, or anyone's. I flow 
in two directions and neither one will... what strange river would flow in 
opposites. I should have kept my mouth shut and beaten the fool out of my 
heart when I saw him with Ophelia. I should have asked questions or flung his 
spotted hide away. I should have done something else. 

(shivers) 
It's too late, anyway. My hand belongs to someone else. Somethings dived 
for cover when he took her hand and poured out all that bubbly nonsense to 
her. To her. And I will play the fool for it. 

(Exit.) 
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(Enter Ophelia, alone, on the front apron, looking controlled, 
maybe, but very displeased.) 

OPHELIA 
Well, not quite what I'd expected, though he did compare me to a senseless 
bird. Not a goose but just about as good. I do not know, my lord, what you 
would think, if you had seen my thoughts. Laertes, Laertes. You speak so 
often without looking, but I will borrow your suspicions to keep my act 
together. I thought you might be glad to see me made a princess. If Hamlet 
isn't good enough then create a god for me to worship, so that I will not die 
like a canary in my father's house. 

(kicks something across the floor) 
It would please me. 

(Enter lady-in-waiting.) 

LADY 
Are you well today, ma'am? 

OPHELIA 
(grits her teeth) 

Yes, I'm all right. 

LADY 

Your tutor's here, ma'am. I just saw him here and came to tell you. 

(Ophelia nods. Lady curtsey, exit.) 

OPHELIA 
Another man, and hands clenched full of words. Just what I need. 

(Enter John, a courtier of Claudius' court and Ophelia's tutor. 
He bows and kisses her hand while casually looking her up and 
down.) 

JOHN 
What can I show you today, my celestial lady? 

OPHELIA 
(lightly) 

Don't try to explain men or anything else on earth. 

JOHN 
Well, the stars are very nice this time of year. 
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OPHELIA 
Stars, huh. 

(smiles) 
How beautiful. [Que' bella estrella.] 

(aside) 
If only you could. 

JOHN 
The stars, my dearest, loveliest, and brightest subject (excluding the sun and 
yourself, my lady, who have similar attributes themselves if I might be so bold 
as to say)... 

OPHELIA 
(under her breath) 

If you might make me forget. 

JOHN 
My lady? 

(Ophelia leans forward, as if he's whispering and she's trying to 
hear him better.) 

JOHN 
You said what? 

OPHELIA 
(succulently) 

I'm sure I wouldn't speak, sir. 

(He looks at her for a moment. She returns his gaze steadily 
enough and then looks away decorously.) 

JOHN 
The stars have been shown by Copernicus to, in a most exquisite manner, 
move [in a circle around]... 

OPHELIA 
(continues, toying with him) 

The way they properly educate ladies isn't too interesting. 

JOHN 
(clears his throat) 

Say that again, so I'll be sure of what you meant. 
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OPHELIA 
(a bit breathless) 

Facts are stupid little things. 

JOHN 
You handle them with a truly amazing capacity. 

OPHELIA 
For a woman. I don't feel like hearing anything today. What would you like 
to show me? 

(Believing that he is in charge of the situation, John manages to • 
keep a grip on his hormones, but he's quite awake now.) 

JOHN 
I had not come prepared for such a lesson, ma'am. I will be happy to oblige 
you in any possible way within my grasp. 

OPHELIA 
You talk nicely enough. 

JOHN 
So do you. Women are capable of all sorts of things. I'm fond of them 
myself. 

(catches himself) 
I would hate to bore you, celestial Ophelia. What would you like to do today? 

OPHELIA 
Love's such a cheap or common thing, or else I've never seen any in all my 
life. Let your hands prove out the words on your honeyed tongue. 

JOHN 
Such cynicism isn't good company for you. We'll have to fix that. 

OPHELIA 
(smiles appeallingly up at him) 

Let me taste this truth and wisdom for myself and I might tell you what I think 
of it. But I say nicht. Unless I look away and keep quiet about knowing 
anything, I'll live uncertainly all my life, between hands and mouths. 

(continuing, conversationally) 
My bits of language, my righteous lines are given to me and rehearsed with 
whips. You don't face that in your...studies. 
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JOHN 
But if you will listen to me I can tell you things you need to know. Darling, 
you interrupt. Later... 

OPHELIA 
(pushes him away) 

A pretty racket. 
(smiles up at him) 

You feed me cute little facts and see if I am smart enough to spit them back to 
you. 

JOHN 
(trying to patch it up) 

You taste great thoughts and wisdom every day. 

OPHELIA 
(some sarcasm, some almost-sweetness) 

You've kindly given me your filthy rotting pages. But I do not know, my lord, 
what I should think. Tell me why it's good to LIVE, why anyone should take 
all of the blows and darts and braided smacks of life from everybody's hands. 
I can hardly sit still anymore to listen, read, or write, or think. I can hardly sit 
still. 

JOHN 
You've been an excellent pupil, beyond most boys, quite bright. You have a 
fascinating, entrancing mind. But, celestial Ophelia, the things you're talking 
about aren't discussed in the university, either. 

OPHELIA 
Quit butting me. There's my thoughts, stinking profoundly in the open air. I 
am glad you will not see the life behind those thoughts, 'cuz I've got to keep 
appearances, even if I am a mess. 

JOHN 
Will you listen? People who think and reason and LIKE to read are the ones 
who go to school. That's all it's... FOR... Darling, that's all for someplace 
else. You know you—I... 

(Her posture remains impassioned & vaguely tempting, although 
her words do not. She's using her body to keep his attention, 
but of course he doesn't really hear or understand a word she 
says.) 
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OPHELIA 
(Leans forward) 

The stuff that matters can't be talked about. 

(John gazes at her, dumbfounded.) 

JOHN 
I--I believe-that's all the~time is over for our lesson. 

OPHELIA 
So it is. I thank you for your good counsel, Sir John. 

JOHN 
(hastily bows to her) 

My lady. 
(Exit.) 

OPHELIA 
Poor John, will you recover enough by next class to keep making those 
comments about how awfully nice I am to look at? It's nice to hear, it's nice 
of you to say it. Today, though, I feel terribly wicked. I'M not going to be 
nice yet. 

(Exit.) 
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Light up on Ophelia in her bedchamber, 
sitting on a stool, embroidering furiously. 
Enter Hamlet at the "window." His 
clothes are messed up. She watches him 
carefully. 

HAMLET 
Sewing, dear? 

OPHELIA 
Mmmm. 

(During the ensuing silence she tries to look cool, detached.) 

It's been so nice of you to stay home. 

HAMLET 
My mommy made me. 

OPHELIA 
Ah. 

HAMLET 
Will you come out? I'd love to see you; it's been a long time. 

OPHELIA 
I'm very sick today. Have been all week. I'm in no condition to be seen. 

HAMLET 
Are you going to be all right? 

OPHELIA 
When my father says so, yes, I will be fine. 

HAMLET 
Really. How long will that be? 

OPHELIA 
Until he says. 

(something snaps) 
A lady's body and her stitching hands are her commodity. Her tongue, her 
soul, her mind aren't worth much. They are ornaments. The name she's born 
with is her powder. What she looks like 's the value placed on her, 
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OPHELIA 
(continued) 

though what she is is hidden easily, and much different from what y' see. The 
rest, you know, she must negotiate herself. 

(She continues her sewing, tensely.) 
Oh, do you care about me. Why should I believe a word, a word or less, m' 
love. 

Hamlet's face responds appropriately for a 
guy who's just been hurt by someone he 
cares a lot about. He approaches, takes the 
sewing from her hands. She won't look at 
him. He bends, tosses the sewing aside 
and turns away to get composure. And he 
plants himself in her face. 

HAMLET 
(perusing Oph.'s face) 

Almost...had forgotten why I couldn't help but come here. But the attraction is 
a good girl. It's a pity because, since Eve, no good girls have been but good 
liars. Good, I now suspect, was all a dream of mine that'll die soon. An 
honest strumpet, then, is what I'll ask for. I'll let her comfort me, and sing 
amid absurdity! She'll be my lot under the sun, I'm told. Rewards on earth. 
Imagine that, my dear. 

OPHELIA 
If you'd like to shorten my confinement, feel free. Do anything you think 
might soften up his mood toward you. And toward me, too, while you're at it. 
You have my permission. 

HAMLET 
I object to being treated like an enemy. I'm his lord in this court, and I am not 
at war with him. He has no business shutting you off or... interfering... We've 
done nothing out of bounds. 

(Hamlet tries to moderate himself somewhat.) 

OPHELIA 
You told my father you won't see me! You told the world you slept with me! 
Are you afraid? Did I bore you, throwing my heart and mind open in your 
lap? Is it mushy, or not silky enough? Should I beg for mercy, be coy and 
stupid, or hide my face? My head hurts. Why should I bother about family or 
love or whatever it is that makes us marry? I've forgotten you. 
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HAMLET 

I cannot claim the honor of your bed. Someone else must have made that 
boast for me as well, though if I find him I will send him to meet the devil. 

OPHELIA 
You said you were going back to Germany. You said that it's all going to be a 
sick joke here and that you'll laugh at everything when you are...studying... in 
Germany. Enjoy your studies. 

HAMLET 
Why won't you wait for me? You see the fool in my face; I can't hide from 
you. Why'd you refuse my letters? I mean every word I gave you. 

She moves, confused; her dressing gown, 
especially the very big sleeves, billows. In 
her rustle, he backs off. 

HAMLET 
I am sane, by the way, when you are here and no one's watching. I'm testing 
'round the court for my father's murderer, looking for his raging heart to click 
together in his face, and present him to me. 'Til I find him, I am as sick and 
stupid as a passing thought. 

(assumes his "crazy" mannerisms) 
As far as anyone else can tell. 

(stops) 
It's my costume. 

OPHELIA 
You wear it well. Murderer? 

HAMLET 
Yeah, I saw a witness...it's a long story. 

(kisses her, probably sincerely.) 
Darling. Lies don't match this gorgeous skin. 

(strokes her cheek) 
Hm. Petal-soft. A cheek that draws me, helpless, to this musty room. 

(She giggles.) 

(He wrinkles his nose) 

I smell wildflowers. Or decaying thistles? 
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OPHELIA 

Maybe both. It will be a hungry winter, and so I saved your flowers. 

(He kisses her hand, and possibly her face.) 
HAMLET 

How delicious of you. 
OPHELIA 

(She smiles at him, thoughtfully.) 
I'm happier to find you playing the fool in front of everyone, God forgive me. 
I will be thrilled and honored to watch you rescue me from my dragon, like 
princes do in storybooks. 

HAMLET 
Darling, I'm in search of a murderer. 

OPHELIA 
There is no evidence of a murderer. J[ust]— 

(pauses) 
My tower's getting drafty. 

HAMLET 
(trying to lighten her up) 

I'll add you to my docket, love. 

OPHELIA 
(some sarcasm) 

Do you think you might be able to work me in between Thursday afternoon 
and the weekend sometime? 

HAMLET 
I'll have to ask my secretary and my valet, but I THINK... yes... well, 
nothing pressing coming to mind that's in the schedule during that time. I will 
try to schedule your case between Thursday afternoon and the weekend, then. 
Or else I should be able to do some overtime this weekend and get you in for 
the following— 

(Ophelia throws a shoe at him. He dodges.) 

See you soon, angel! 
(Exit toward window.) 
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OPHELIA 

(murmurs) 
Yeah, right. 

(briskly) 
You can't have my reputation. Not for a good speech and earnest eyes. Show 
me your faithfulness, and I'll respond forever. 

(touches her face where Hamlet kissed her) 
Dodge the question and I'll have your head. 

(She musses up her hair a bit, takes a deep breath, and runs OFF 
(out of her bedchamber), yelling.) 

OPHELIA 
Daddy, Daddy! 

(Exit.) 
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Blackout on main stage. Enter Ophelia on 
the front apron. Servants move suddenly, 
like cockroaches, in the background, then 
appear normal and busy as light [dim or 
spotty] reveals them. 

POLONIUS 
(OS) 

You know that Claudius is out of favor overseas and that Fortinbras is moving 
through the Continent. We had not planned this. 

MALE VOICE 
(OS) 

It is too late to change our decisions. We are now the guardians of Denmark 
and will deal with these threats as they come. 

POLONIUS 
(OS) 

It would have been easier if the elder Hamlet had not been dispatched. 

MALE VOICE 
(OS) 

My dear Lord Polonius, you must choose and serve the master whom you will 
choose and serve. Who is your master? 

(A pause. Polonius continues, a bit subdued.) 
POLONIUS 

(OS) 
I am having my son watched, to make sure he does not distribute those stolen 
letters. I believe he will give us no trouble, really, being at school in the hills 
in Germany and so far away from everyone. 

MALE VOICE 
(OS) 

Very well. And your daughter? 

POLONIUS 
(OS) 

She has no contact with the Lord Hamlet now. She knows nothing, I think. 

OPHELIA 
(listening) 

Yeah. Hounds! I'd tell you a big NOTHING if I still had the choice. 
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SERVANT 
(edging closer) 

You speak and still say nothing? Nah. Surely— 

MALE VOICE 
(OS) 

Thank you, Lord Polonius. 

OPHELIA 
Nothing you will hear about or be repeating, I assure you. 

POLONIUS 
(OS) 

Your Majesty. 

SERVANT 
The walls have itchy little ears. 

OPHELIA 
Sssssh! Don't let them hear you. 

(moves to slap the servant) 

(The servant flees quietly, hanging in the shadows.) 

OPHELIA 

Somebody heard me, and will tell 'im that I made a racket over something. 
My voice will speak later. 

(Pauses, runs onto the empty main stage.) 
OPHELIA 

My lord, my lord, I've been so affrighted! 
(stops onstage.) 

(Enter Polonius, with great interest and trepidation) 

POLONIUS 
How now Ophelia, what's the matter? 
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OPHELIA 

(miming) 
My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
Lord Hamlet, with his doublet all unbraced. 
No hat upon his head, his stockings fouled, 
Ungartered, and down-gyved to his ankles 
Pale as his shirt, his knees knocking, 
And with a look so piteous 
As if he had been loosed out of hell 
To speak of horrors—he comes before me. 

Mad for thy love? 
POLONIUS 

OPHELIA 
My lord, I do not know, 
But truly I do fear it... 

POLONIUS 
I will go seek the King. Go, bring his letters. 

Letters? They're— 

Now, WHAT is it? 

OPHELIA 

POLONIUS 

OPHELIA 
I burned them all when you told me to avoid him. 

POLONIUS 
I have seen letters under your pillow, and not from the stable boy. Give them 
here. 

Ophelia enters, crosses empty stage, goes 
OFF the other side, returns, holding letters. 
Carries letters across the stage, apparently 
to her father. She walks evenly, and her 
face is controlled, but she cannot speak. 
Almost at the wings, she sort of crumbles 
to a stop, holding out letters. 
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POLONIUS 

Give them to me, child. It's best that we understand what is going on in his 
mind. It will be good for Denmark, although I know it's sad for you. 

OPHELIA 
Here. 

POLONIUS 
I'm off to the King. Hamlet's making quite a stir; even if it's over you it's 
best that we know why. 

(Exit.) 

(Ophelia wanders aimlessly about the stage.) 

OPHELIA 
(aside) 

Hah. Your lips were gentle, like your fingertips against my face. I remember 
now. Your hair was tangled in the sunset, face in darkness with the light 
behind you. You laughed just like an arching brilliant sky in summer. Your 
overshadowing was like the garden walls. With your mind you enthralled me. 
Without trying you could make me laugh. I sing for your destruction. Clotting 
words, in bleeding frothy steps, ooze from under earth's foundations, crying out 
before i get a word in edgewise. I plead with the walls who shaped the life 
they gave me. I'm property, I'm tied to your release and fortunes, like my 
brother is— 

(Enter Polonius.) 

POLONIUS 
Your brother is what, Ophelia? 

OPHELIA 
He's gone, Father. 

POLONIUS 
He is. I have a word for you, and a request. Come here. 

OPHELIA 
My lord? 

POLONIUS 
It's been decided, in consideration of Lord Hamlet's strange behavior, that 
you're going to meet with him today. 
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OPHELIA 
My lord, you've said I'm not allowed. 

POLONIUS 
In spirit, that's unchanged. In fact, today, you're going to go to him when he 
comes in and speak with him. I don't approve your seeing Hamlet, but we will 
be there, we won't allow the man to hurt you. 

OPHELIA 
I fear your hands more than his. 

What? 

I'm sure I've... 

Yes? 

No, never mind. 

Finish what you started. 

POLONIUS 

OPHELIA 

POLONIUS 

OPHELIA 

POLONIUS 

OPHELIA 
I'm sure I've got some lessons in the afternoon, but I'll send Mirabella with 
my cancellations. 

POLONIUS 
Good girl. I did everything I could on your behalf, but there was nothing that 
persuaded them. 

OPHELIA 
I thank you for your efforts on behalf of me. I [will] obey. 

(Polonius nods.) 

POLONIUS 
Good girl. I'm off to the King now. 

(exit) 



I - iv - 26 

OPHELIA 

I'm sure I owe you much for all your matchless sacrifice. 
(loudly) 

Lady Mirabella! 

(Enter Mirabella) 

MIRABELLA 
Ma'am? 

OPHELIA 
Tell John I won't be available for tutoring today. Or, if you still want to avoid 
him, send Anna. 

(Mirabella curtsey. Exeunt.) 
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(Enter Ophelia, shoved.) 

POLONIUS (OS) 
(excitedly) 

Here, read this book until he comes! 

(She eventually starts reading the book in her hand.) 

OPHELIA 
(reading) 

"...what does happen in an era of post-Christian science, when the ways of 
socialization have been secularized? Does the need for the vicarage of this 
Sacrificial King merely dwindle away? Or must some other person or persons, 
individual or corporate, real or fictive, take over the redemptive [purgative] 
role?" 

(Looks up) 
Do you have any Shakespeare? I think I would prefer it. 

AD LIB: Male voices, OS, discuss the 
upcoming betrayal of Hamlet (from 
Shakespeare, IH,i). 

MALE VOICE (OS) 
Withdraw! 

OPHELIA 
From what? I 'm quite alone already. There's nothing you can say or do to 
press this raging blank into my heart any fiercer. Well, what will this thing 
matter now. A word, a word or less, across my slut's heart, adding to the 
debts there. What, an honest strumpet I have always been. You know what I 
am anyway. God! 

(Most of the following is from HAMLET m,i:) 
(Enter Hamlet.) 

HAMLET 
Nymph, in thy orisons be all my sins remembered. 

(She's trying to get him to catch on to their evesdroppers w/o 
being too conspicuous.) 

OPHELIA 
Good my lord, 
How does your honor for this many a day? 
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(She's unsuccessful; he takes it for playfulness.) 

HAMLET 
I humbly thank you; well, well, well. 

OPHELIA 
(formally) 

My lord, I have remembrances of yours 
That I have longed long to redeliver. 
I pray you now, receive them. 

HAMLET 
(surprised) 

No, not I, 
I never gave you aught. 

OPHELIA 
My honored lord, you know right well you did, 
And with them words of so sweet breath composed 
As made these things more rich. 

(casually) 
Their perfume lost, 
Take these again, for to the noble mind 
Rich gifts wax poor when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

HAMLET 
Ha, ha! Are you honest? 

OPHELIA 
My lord? 

(amused, he starts responding to her as if joining a private game 
they're playing.) 

HAMLET 
Are you fair? 

OPHELIA 
What means your lordship? 

HAMLET 
That if you be honest and fair, your honesty 
Should admit no discourse to your beauty. 
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OPHELIA 
(takes him philosophically) 

Could beauty, my lord, have better commerce 
Than with honesty? 

HAMLET 
Ay, truly; for the power of beauty will sooner transform honesty from what it 
is to a whore than the force of honesty can translate beauty into his likeness. 
This was sometime a paradox, but now the time gives it proof. I did love you 
once. 

(Her face falls.) 

Indeed, you made me believe so. 
OPHELIA 

HAMLET 
You should not have believed me, for virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock 
but we shall smack of it. I loved you not. 

He means that he, being human, is 
basically unnatural & perverted & 
self-centered. And he considers that he 
would have to be able to rise above all that 
stuff to honestly say he loves her. She, a 
person without faith in a Judeo-Christian 
God (in this play), doesn't buy that. 

OPHELIA 
I was the more deceived. 

HAMLET 
Get thee to a nunnery. Why wouldst thou be a breeder of sinners? I am 
myself indifferent honest, but yet I could accuse me of such things that it were 
better my mother had not borne me: I am very proud, revengeful, ambitious, 
with more offenses at my beck than I have thoughts to put them in, 
imagination to give them shape, or time to act them in. 

(He sees the feet...and starts catching on.) 
What should such fellows as I do crawling between earth and heaven? We are 
arrant knaves all; believe none of us. Go thy ways to a nunnery. 

(aside, to Ophelia) 
Wait for me, love. 

(loudly) 
Where's your father? 
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OPHELIA 
(motioning to the hidden men) 

At home, my lord. 

HAMLET 
Let the doors be shut on him, that he may play the fool nowhere but in's own 
house. Farewell. 

(She plays to the "audience" behind the arras.) 

OPHELIA 
0 help him, you sweet heavens! 

(aside, jubilantly) 
For now, then, my beloved browses among the lilies. 

HAMLET 
If thou dost marry, I'll give thee this plague for thy dowry: be thou as chaste 
as ice, as pure as snow, thou shalt not escape calamity. Get thee to a nunnery. 
Go, farewell. Or if thou wilt needs marry, marry a fool, for wise men know 
well enough what monsters you make of them. To a nunnery, go, and quickly 
too. Farewell. 

OPHELIA 
Heavenly powers, restore him! 

HAMLET 
1 have heard of your paintings, well enough. 

(gesturing) 
God hath given you one face, and you make yourselves another. 

(ambling and lisping, in a squeaky-high voice) 
You dance and amble, and you lisp; you nickname God's creatures and excuse 
your wanton speech with ignorance. 

(without ambling, lisping, or squeaking) 
Go to, I'll have no more on't; it hath made me mad. I say we will have no 
more marriage. Those that are married already—all but one—shall live. The 
rest shall keep as they are. To a nunnery, go. 

(Exit.) 

(Though kind of hurt/upset by some of this nunnery stuff, she 
covers for him anyway—or tries to, since he's pretty much blown 
his cover.) 
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OPHELIA 

O what a noble mind is here o'erthrown! The 
courtier's, soldier's, scholar's, eye, tongue, sword, 
Th' expectancy and rose of the fair state, 
Th' form of fashion, and the mold of form, 
Th' observed of all observers, quite, quite down! 
And I, of ladies most dejected and wretched, 
That sucked the honey of his musicked vows. 
Now see that noble and most sovereign reason 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of time and harsh, 
That unmatched form and feature of blooming youth 
Blasted with ecstasy. O, woe is me 
T'have seen what I have seen, see what I see! 

(We HEAR men's voices talk excitedly offstage.) 

OPHELIA 
You didn't see. I don't know how you...You didn't see. Did you only see a 
body, or a lump of flesh... 

(She backs away and edges off the other side.) 
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Enter a bunch of ladies into Ophelia's 
chamber, laughing and talking. 

Ophelia enters, ostensibly wishing to get 
ready for bed. People fuss over Ophelia's 
hair, clothes, etc. Need not change in this 
scene. 

OPHELIA 
You all looked very beautiful tonight. 

MIRABELLA AND LADIES 
(ad lib) 

You have perfect dinner manners. You look better in that dress; you had the 
attention of everyone in the room. You move more beautifully than anyone 
else. 

OPHELIA 
(aside) 

"If I could speak in poetry at breakfast, if I walked with dancers' steps, if I... 
no, no golden gift of power such as this has cooled my floating wreckage. As 
if Midas were an artist. Please do not molest me for some shiny egg, else I'm 
worth my weight: in music and in salted water." 

(to her ladies) 
You saw Hamlet? He wasn't at dinner. 

(aside) 
Damn it, everybody ELSE can see his face MORE than they want. 

MIRABELLA 
(ad lib) 

He was making cuts at everyone and everything— 

ANNA 
(ad lib) 

The way he looked at us ~ 

MAID 
(ad lib) 

... when he moves he's rough and wild... 

ANNA 
— it's like he wants to see behind and into all of us, the way a lawyer, priest, 
or crazy man would. 
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OPHELIA 
Hmmin. 

MAID 
He's in mourning for his father. 

MIRABELLA 

He's in mourning for his mother. 

(they continue in the background: "Father!" "Mother!") 

OPHELIA 

Hmf. He's trapped in all that black stuff at his own consent. 
(pause) 

I thought~I loved him. He didn't love me, though. Or did he. I wish I knew 
if all of that was girl-foolishness, or a practical joke, or not... 

MAID 
All of what? 

OPHELIA 
Words. Like love and truth and truest love. 

(dismissively) 
Things boys say. 

MIRABELLA 
Why do you care? He's a man. 

ANNA 
I never heard words like that from any boy, nor any man either. 

MIRABELLA 
Listen long enough. You hear all sorts of things. 

MAID 
(to Ophelia; still confused) 

You say words, and they're there. 

OPHELIA 
(to the maid) 

Thank you, dear. 
(aside) 

Now, with Hamlet I'd use words to say thoughts. I do NOT say words in open 
company unless I'm told what to say. 
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OPHELIA 

(to the maid) 
Thank you, thanks, yes, that'll be all tonight. 

(to the ladies-in-waiting) 
Thank you, sweet ladies, good night. 

(Exit all except Ophelia.) 

OPHELIA 
Well, should I sew, read, or cry 'til bedtime now. 

(pause) 
They say to let your body speak. I wonder if it does, if I could listen. 

(Plops onto a window ledge. ) 

How beautiful. 
(beat) 

Now let me understand. To bruise oneself, for comfort? It seems paradoxical. 
Or jumping to an icy darkness as a test, condition, price to be received? I'd 
better see who's asking this. 

(continues to gaze fixedly at the water.) 
Wow. The water's dark...of course...This is no surprise but troubles me. It has 
a dark face, no smile or warm hand or voice or breath or anything I recognize 
as comfort. Not to those who die, at least. It is unreasonable. 

(gets up) 
But—how odd—my body wants to. It annoys me, this flesh that's not real 
smart. 

(goes to bed—strained, ritually calm.) 

(Blackout.) 

END OF ACT I 
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(Enter Gertrude, the Queen, attended. Enter Mirabella, bowing.) 

GERTRUDE 
Your business, ma'am. 

MIRABELLA 
I'm Mirabella, the Lady Ophelia's best lady. You have requested eyes to be 
on her, and they are mine. 

GERTRUDE 
Claudius desired me to have her watched, to get a clue on Hamlet's actions and 
an ear in to his heart. 

(aside to her ladies) 
I don't think he shares a thing with her he wouldn't tell me to my face, but it 
pleases the King if she's watched. 

MIRABELLA 
She's told me interesting things. 

GERTRUDE 
Well, I'm happy that she doesn't bore you. She's your mistress. 

MIRABELLA 
Telling things. 

GERTRUDE 
I'm glad she tells you things. You are her confidante. 

MIRABELLA 
Things you ought to know. 

GERTRUDE 
Now we're getting into what you're paid for. 

MIRABELLA 
I haven't any specifics, but she's got an interest in your crown. A selfish one, 
it seems. 

GERTRUDE 
Oh, really? My crown? A weighty thing. 
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MIRABELLA 
She said to me, 'One day my father calls me queen. Nowwww, there's a 
thought.' After looking pertly at me, she said nothing else except to admonish 
me to keep quiet about the things she said. And so I came here at the quickest 
opportunity. 

GERTRUDE 
(more seriously now) 

Mm. 

MIRABELLA 
Your Majesty? 

GERTRUDE 
Oh. Yes. Thank you, Mirabella. We'll weigh this with due consideration of 
her future actions and her confidences, if there are any noteworthy ones. 

MIRABELLA 
(starts to say more) 

Um. 

Yes? 

Your Majesty. 

GERTRUDE 

MIRABELLA 
(curtseys) 

Mira sized up the situation and decided not to say 
anything she's not either rewarded for relaying or 
obligated to say. 

GERTRUDE 
Listen close to her and report if you hear anything to add. 

(Mirabella nods, curtseying deeply.) 

GERTRUDE 
We deal justice, not power, contrary to popular opinion. We don't cater to the 
local gossipping tongues, nor to the treasonous heads they live in. If you are 
seen to speak falsely about your mistress, your head will be removed. 

(Mirabella nods, continuing to curtsy.) 
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GERTRUDE 

Your rewards, whether you speak lies or truth, will be rewards you richly 
deserve. That's all. 

MIRABELLA 
(as she exits) 

I'll give you my best, your Majesty. 

(A pause. Gertrude is mildly annoyed; everyone else is very, 
very quiet.) 

GERTRUDE 
Ophelia, rummaging around in the dark. For my position? Mmmm. That's 
very convenient, Madame Mirabella. Not very nice, but very convenient. You 
will get your rich reward for going after your lady. 

LADY #1 
Majesty, the lady seemed to stop herself, and keep from saying more. 

GERTRUDE 
You caught that, too? You observe well. You think there's more? 

LADY #1 
Yes, ma'am. 

LADY #2 
I think she's hiding something. 

GERTRUDE 
Well, an abundance of agreement. 

(smiles) 
"In an abundance of counselors, there's safety." We'll test every word from 
this climbing tattletale and see that she doesn't slip a filthy, fatal lie past us. 
Won't we? 

(agreement noises from the ladies) 
Is it time to go on, ladies? 

LADY 
It is. 

GERTRUDE 
Go make sure they get things for the performance in order, then. And 
everything in my chamber. I'll come soon. 
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(All ladies curtsey to her and exit.) 

GERTRUDE 
(as they leave) 

Thank you, ladies! 
(soli) 

Well, that's an interesting twist. I've wondered how badly stained my hands 
appear. If Mirabella is correct, Ophelia has caught the bait, and Hamlet with 
her. Ohhhhh. My stomach will turn me inside out before everything is 
finished. I cannot stand this waiting. 

(pause) 
I WILL stand it. I'll have no stomach left by the time the nausea goes away, 

(begins to pace) 
Power. Is that what this pretty circus is after? Hamlet wants the throne that 
Claudius has rightfully stolen, and Ophie wants to sit with him. Young girls 
follow their men around in shameless ways these days, but I had wondered if 
Ophelia was still so young at heart. 

(more sharply) 
Now if Mirabella's lying this will be more difficult. I need to know whose 
hands have got the cookies... Darlings, I am simply not going to share. Not 
now. 

(exit) 
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(Enter Mirabella, walking purposefully.) 

(Enter John, a Courtier.) 

Mirabella sees him and reacts. She's 
angry and frightened at the sight of him. 
While he's still coming, she looks around 
for a way to get past him indirectly. She 
tries to pretend she didn't see him, but he 
plants himself in front of her. She puts her 
hand over her ear and turns away. 

JOHN 
What's with you? What did I do? 

MIRABELLA 
No, don't. Don't you. A word's a terrible thing to waste, John. 

JOHN 
You never let me explain it. 

MIRABELLA 

Uh huh. 

(He reaches out a paper) 

JOHN 
I've got a message--

MIRABELLA 
Not for me, thanks. I'm trying to quit. 

(He holds up the paper. She slaps it out of his hand and picks it 
up.) 

MIRABELLA 
I've had more than I ever care to see from you. 

JOHN 
Thank you, sweetie. Tell your mistress there's a play tonight in Elsinore. Her 
luminousity's requested to appear at eight o'clock. 

MIRABELLA 
At whose bidding? 
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JOHN 
Someone else. Er. The King's the sponsor. 

MIRABELLA 
Well, who sent you? 

JOHN 
That's for someone else to say. Really, hon~ 

(He tries to kiss her hand or put his hand around her waist or 
something. She slaps, backhands, or shoves him back from her.) 

(O.S. Male laughter & catcalls are heard.) 

MIRABELLA 
(breathlessly) 

Go see your mother, and tell me how she's doing! 

JOHN 
Bitch! I aaa [ought] ~ 

(He recovers and smooths his demeanor somewhat.) 
Thank you, Lady Mirabella, I am sure she's doing well as anyone. 

(Exit Mirabella, haughty & trembling. He calls after her): 

JOHN 
—You shouldn't ask so many questions!! 

(He looks after her, displeased.) 
Where did all THAT come from? A snuggle here and a word there, and a 
strumpet wants to be married. I don't have money or time to invest in such an 
expensive luxury as a woman. Specially when they act neurotic. Which is 
often. Damn. That must be why people like a woman not to think too much. 
Makes em' [too damn] moody when they think too damn much. 

(Exit.) 

John fails to understand them AND fails to 
understand why. 
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The main stage is blacked out, with light 
remaining on the front apron or orchestra 
section. Enter Mirabella. Crosses toward 
Maid, DS, on the apron. 

MIRABELLA 
Where is Ophelia now? 

MAID 
There, in her chamber. She's been trying to nap, although she's shiffling 
around and mumbling more than napping. 

MIRABELLA 
Really? She's awake? 

MAID 
No, not now. It's been quiet in there maybe fifteen minutes. 

MIRABELLA 
That's not time enough to get unsettled enough to sleep. I think I'll go on in; 
there's important news for her. 

MAID 
I'm so sorry, but I could not keep my ears from hearing the (statements) of you 
and the court man that were quite distinctly and strongly put... 

MIRABELLA 
Oh. Mm. You heard nothing important. 

MAID 
Beg pardon, ma'am, but I heard words. If words mean things, I did hear 
something of significance. 

MIRABELLA 
Well, John and I go back. We went quite a long way back, in fact. At his 
insistence. 

MAID 
And why should he be treated like he's dirt? If he could be a better person I 
am sure he would. 

MIRABELLA 
Sure, everybody likes improving. 
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MIRABELLA 
(continuing) 

(Rolls her eyes.) 
He CAN'T. Why make him worse by tempting him to make an ass out of 
himself? Hm. He'll change himself, and I won't be around to throw myself 
into his hands and "help" him. 

(Maid looks confused.) 

MAID 
I only thought that— 

MIRABELLA 
I would fall screaming to pieces in the man's hands, like a kitten thrown in a 
lake. As perhaps Ophelia or anyone would fall apart. 

(Smiles sweetly at the maid and steps OS.) 

(Maid follows.) 

Lights come up on the main stage. Ophelia, in 
bed, is conscious and turns her head when 
Mirabella walks into her chamber. 

OPHELIA 
So what's the noise and mess about? 

MIRABELLA 
(sarcastic) 

My lady. Get this! The history—oh no, the fate—of Denmark now will pause... 
for a play. 

(Ophelia is fully awake now and flies out of bed.) 

OPHELIA 
A play? And what's he thinking, what the... by whatever's holy! A play. So 
does he have a... A clue. A clue on earth. 

(also sarcastic) 
The keepers of the national fate now pause to show the State's benign and 
sweet compassion for the little demonstration people. We'll brush the business 
of Denmark to one side, dress for hours, and look like we are beautiful. 

MIRABELLA 
Oho. 
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OPHELIA 
That's really good. Who ordered this? 

MIRABELLA 
Claudius. 

OPHELIA 
Oh, him. I wasn't expecting him to use ART in his politics. What a tasteful 
shift in policy. 

MAID 
I heard that Hamlet booked them. 

OPHELIA 
Really? 

(She looks slowly back and forth between the two girls, but her 
mind is elsewhere.) 

OPHELIA 
Well. We'll see who it is. I'll find out and bring you all the dirt. But I still 
have to find the dress and...paint myself to show in court...for the fourth time 
of this...ANNA! Have you seen the yellow dress and those shoes...what do 
you call them? 

They all scurry around and gradually filter 
off the stage. Ophelia remains lying alone 
on her bed, on a darkened stage. We 
HEAR her speak as the lights come up 
very slowly, maybe silhouetting her. 

OPHELIA 
If I look him in the eye I'll cry, or scream, or rip his eyes out. If I keep my 
eyes off him I'll get through this okay, but if I look at him I'm toast. Yehg. 

(sighs; rubs her eyes as if tired) 
My bones and muscles tremble, hoping I'll just let them sleep. I want sleep, 
for now, more than I want food or anything. Hours, quiet. 

(to her hand) 
Please don't wreck yourself, you fool. 

(suddenly) 
What did I say? 

(Enter Mirabella. Lights come up on the main stage.) 
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MIRABELLA 
Her majesty the Queen, my lady. 

(she continues to hang behind) 

(Enter the Queen) 

(Ophelia rises.) 

(Gertrude gently approaches Ophelia.) 

GERTRUDE 
Was Hamlet here, just now? 

OPHELIA 
I didn't see him. 

MIRABELLA 
Is he going to the play tonight? 

OPHELIA 

He may. 

(Gertrude nods.) 

GERTRUDE 
Lady Ophelia, we thank you for all your help to us with him. 

OPHELIA 
Like all my family and my people, I am here to serve. 

(Exit Queen, as the others bow.) 

When Gertrude is gone, Ophelia turns toward the 
window. Mirabella edges closer to Ophelia, on 
the pretense of straightening the bed. 

MIRABELLA 
(bitter and wistful) 

He's absolutely attached to you, of course. It's an amazing thing. How 
absolutely beautiful. 

OPHELIA 
The hugest difference lies between him and me. 

(pause) 
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OPHELIA 
(continuing) 

No... what does anybody know about us. 

MIRABELLA 
They know nothing you don't tell them. I myself thought you loved him. 

OPHELIA 
I don't know. Is it he who loves me or I who love him? There's a difference. 
I see his looks; I hear his words. I know when he comes and I feel when he 
has gone. And nothing else. What else can I know? Without the evidence, 
the faith dies. 

MIRABELLA 
Why would he come around if he did not want you? 

OPHELIA 
Because his father has got business with mine. I still prefer to hope that I am 
not a thing of business, though. Let him come; I am sure he'll go, too, when 
he has had enough. 

(turns; looks fixedly at Mirabella) 

MIRABELLA 
Still, you must want something else from him. 

(Ophelia starts fiddling impatiently with her clothes, hair, 
jewelry—adjusting, folding, examining herself in a mirror.) 

OPHELIA 
Nothing else. He will go as he comes. Let him go. 

MIRABELLA 
Mistress, you~ 

OPHELIA 
I've changed my mind. Please send someone to find my yellow dress. And 
send the maid to me to help me change. 

(pats her gratefully) 
Thank you, Mirabella, for all your help. 

(Mirabella curtsey and EXIT. Gradual blackout.) 
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OPHELIA 
(wandering) 

How can I sit in this man's shadow, there with all you watching me, to see me 
feel, to see my guts pour out across the stage? There will be a little pile of ice 
and snow, remaining to compose me. Turn those searing beams of sight to 
your own souls; see if what you find there melts. And then 1*11 suffer silent if 
you still follow me. But, I tell you, I make lousy quarry. Now, where is 
Mirabella... 

(Exit.) 
Mirabella! 

(Enter Ophelia, and Mirabella with Maid.) 

MIRABELLA 
No yellow dress. 

It's out being washed? 
OPHELIA 

MIRABELLA 
So it seems. 

(pause. Maid fidgets, waiting.) 

OPHELIA 

Well, I'll stick with my original choice, then. 
(to Maid) 

Thank you. 

(Curtsey, Exit Maid) 

Who gave you the message about tonight? 

MIRABELLA 
Sir John. 

OPHELIA 
OH, it WAS ol' John again? Sorry I was short with you earlier; I didn't know 
you'd seen him. 

MIRABELLA 
Yes. He announced the play to me, and said that someone wants you at it. 
You particularly. And he gave me this. 
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(She pulls out the piece of paper) 

OPHELIA 

MIRABELLA 

(Ophelia takes it in her hand & looks closely at it.) 

OPHELIA 

(Looks up at her) 

(Mirabella nods.) 

They call us fickle. 

We are. 

They are. 

MIRABELLA 

OPHELIA 

MIRABELLA 
We, they, all. I gave it up, I did. There's no platitudes in it. 

(smiles) 
I told him to go and see his mother, and just let him taste some pain like he 
gave me. 

OPHELIA 
Why her? 

MIRABELLA 
He's a bastard, the King Claudius's somebody-or-other— son, cousin, I don't 
know—his mother was a servant in the palace and she died when he was born. 
Mother knew the midwife... 

OPHELIA 
Poor bastard. 

(They look at each other, pause & giggle.) 
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OPHELIA 
So did it help? 

(Mirabella's expression suddenly becomes a servant's face, a 
mask.) 

MIRABELLA 
(aside) 

For a woman without a mother, you're braver than he is about the word 
bastard. 

(prodding) 
Sending him to his mother. 

No. 

OPHELIA 

MIRABELLA 

We HEAR a clatter offstage, and male 
voice yells "Ophelia! We're leaving!" 

OPHELIA 
I'm sorry, Mirabella. 

(Exit.) 

Hmphf. 
MIRABELLA 

(Exit Mirabella—slow.) 
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After the "play." People, including John, stream 
across the stage in confusion. Shouts of "Give 
o'er the play!" and "Lights!" fill the background. 
Hamlet chases down Ophelia amid the chaos. 
They eye each other like adversaries. 

OPHELIA 
What? And so you fall in lust with THIS—a face that's made of powders, 
paints, and dreams -- y' fool! The object of your lust does not exist. It's true, 
we're pretty dumb to sell ourselves on looks that are not real. And you're the 
bigger fool who buys it! 

(They continue looking steadily at each other.) 

OPHELIA 
I don't feel like saying anything. And even if I did, I couldn't talk to you. 
Not now. I feel sick. The curled-up stomach kind. I hate it. I hate life. I'd 
hate you, if I was gonna be consistent. But I don't, I guess. Whatever. 

(Hamlet embraces her. She does not respond.) 

Wouldn't it be nice to sleep through everything and wake up for the credits at 
the end? 

(She embraces Hamlet back.) 
That's scary. Maybe better think of something else. 

HAMLET 

My d -

(A gentleman, presumably Horatio, grabs Hamlet, points OS) 

HAMLET 
Call me fool then. 

(Kisses her quickly.) 

(Horatio runs off, dragging Hamlet with him.) 

(Everybody but Ophelia has filtered off the stage.) 

(Enter Polonius.) 

POLONIUS 
Wench, hear me! It is your language that I speak; I am the one who taught it 
to you. 



II - iv - 16 

OPHELIA 

I have learned a gracious many things from you. 
(seizes his garment) 

But in all my life you never gave three words to me out of respect. 
(moderates a bit) 

From you I learned respect for men, for elders, fathers, and for all God's 
creatures under heaven. 

POLONIUS 
(seizes her arm) 

Not another word! Shut your mouth! You know you lie. I told you not to 
give a hand, an eye, an ear, a lip, a tongue, a WORD with the Lord Hamlet. 
You fool with my authority and~and~I will have no more. I've had enough. 
Shut up! You will show respect. I am your father. 

OPHELIA 
(curtsey) 

You are. 
(looking at her hand) 

Thank you for the incredible gift of life, the gift strung together inside this 
delicate web. 

(looks up, fidgeting) 
I don't want my life with strings attached. I don't want it. 

POLONIUS 
(wasn't listening) 

Dense. No, nothing is too simple for you, obviously. 
(hauls Ophelia toward Mirabella) 

Mirabella, here's your mistress. You conduct her home, and I will compensate 
you. Until I come, Ophelia, sit. 

(Exit.) 

OPHELIA 
Respect, like dogs respect. I am a dog. You will scream forever because of 
your daughter, the Dog. 

MIRABELLA 
(tentatively) 

Death puts you, me, and the king himself all on the same level. It is the 
enemy we have in common. 

OPHELIA 
I am surprised to hear you speak of death. War, death, taxes, and God never 
crossed your tongue before. 
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MIRABELLA 
(jumping hopscotch) 

Why, death's a game we all will play. You know the rules. 

OPHELIA 
I don't. 

MIRABELLA 
Oh, they are easy. He who dies most beautiful and fancy is? 

OPHELIA 
He's dead, of course. 

MIRABELLA 
Yes. And he who dies with the most toys to play with is? 

OPHELIA 
Dead. 

MIRABELLA 
Yes. And he who dies most violently is? 

OPHELIA 
Dead. 

MIRABELLA 
Yes. And he who dies most violently drunk is? 

OPHELIA 
Dead. And the difference? 

MIRABELLA 
The one who died the drunkest may remember less when he awakens. Lack of 
memory is thought by many to be good. 

OPHELIA 
I mean aside from that. 

MIRABELLA 
Those are the rules. There's little difference, really. I suppose that death's a 
very excellent aid to sobriety, however. Produces level quietness even from 
the drunkest fools. 
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OPHELIA 
Pity that it's overlooked so often. 

MIRABELLA 
Indeed, actually, yes. 

OPHELIA 
A marvelous brain you must have, my dear, to think such thoughts. 

MIRABELLA 
I work at it. 

(graceful curtsey) 
Thank you. 

OPHELIA 
The thanks are mine, for you have cheered me up. An excellent summary of 
the rules. 

(aside) 
Actually, I feel like throwing up, but, at the least, if death is really such a 
perfect equalizer then there must be justice somewhere in the universe. That is 
good for everybody. 

MIRABELLA 
Have I? 

OPHELIA 
Until all of us are dead, then nobody here is equal. Ti l then, I wish you all 
you can find at your end of the game. 

(gestures) 
Ladies? 

(They gather around her.) 

(Exeunt.) 
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Enter Gertrude and a crowd of servants 
milling around. Bedlam. Polonius' body 
is on the floor, wrapped in a rug with a 
hole in it, or in a bloody sheet. Ophelia's 
maid is in the back of the crowd, taking it 
all in. 

GERTRUDE 
Take him out, get him away from here. Aaaag. Can't stand the sight of the 
man. 

(servants carry out the corpse of Polonius) 

Thank you, that's better. Hamlet! Damn it, why you can't be neater 'bout 
these things I'll never know. 

LADY 
(furtive, half afraid to ask) 

Was this planned, your Majesty? Did we know this was going to happen? 

GERTRUDE 
I don't know, really. If we did, nobody told me. He needed to go, though. 
The man was stirring up trouble and fear, setting everybody watching everyone 
with his network of spies and reporting everyone's affairs to someone else. He 
was old and frightened about his position. 

(sighs; sinks down into a chair) 
What a mess. 

LADY 
What about his daughter? 

GERTRUDE 
Hmmm? 

LADY 
(hoping to get to go) 

Shouldn't someone tell his daughter? 

GERTRUDE 
The daughter of the lord? Yes. Do. 

(Maid jumps up, catches the Lady's eye, waves to her, 
and runs off.) 
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LADY 
(helpfully) 

Someone just went to do it. 

GERTRUDE 
Good. I'll be happy when this mess is taken care of. Please come with me to 
the King. I want to know what he's planning to do about this. He'd best not 
go around killing people unless it's absolutely necessary; this business is 
getting out of hand as it is. 

LADY 
Will Hamlet die for this? 

GERTRUDE 
(more sharply) 

It is one thing to let a stranger die; quite another to give your son up. Come. 
(Exeunt.) 
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(Light up on Mirabella, alone.) 

MIRABELLA 
What's your money, your position, or your precious Hamlet to you, my dear, 
celestial lady? Your stuff. You wear them, like a queen who turns her head 
so that her earrings can be seen from every side, to catch the light and sparkle 
so we all can see 'em. 

(Enter Ophelia, surrounded by a gaggle of ladies.) 

OPHELIA 
No, no, thank you, Anna, ladies. I'm fine. Thank you for asking. 

(All bow deferentially to her but look unconvinced-- determined 
not to leave.) 

LADY 
They did really badly. Everyone's heard everything. Every little bit. 

MIRABELLA 
It's all made quite a show so far. 

LADY 
Don't think about it. Let's distract you. 

ALL 
(except Ophelia) 

Yay! Distract. Yeah. Let's distract her... 

OPHELIA 
(aside) 

I'm already distracted, and many thanks for helping. 

(A general cacophony, like a wild party, begins.) 

ANNA 

Come dance, it helps. 

(Ophelia stands.) 

OPHELIA 
I'm dancing. 
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LADY 
THIS is dancing... 

MIRABELLA 
Tell us about dancing, my dear (and lovely) lady? You've performed a 
difficult one. And your partner 's stayed gotten; as we all know. He isn't a 
minstrel, for heaven's sake, wandering about. He's a prince of a fellow. 

ANNA 
(trying to cover over Mira's comments) 

Then tell us the dirt! You promised to give us the good gossip about people at 
the play tonight. 

OPHELIA 
In my heart there couldn't possibly be any more dancing than there is right 
now. Dears, I just need to go to bed. Please leave me. 

(Everyone stops and looks at her.) 

OPHELIA 
I did say that. Please leave me. Yes. I love you, yes; thanks... I 'm j u s t -
exhausted. 

(The ladies-in-waiting meekly gather up pillows and stuff, and 
they all file out.) 

SOMEONE 
Well, that's boring. 

MIRABELLA 
Busy day. Long night. We ought to let you rest. 

(authoritatively) 
We're bothering her, ladies. 

(Ophelia nods sleepily.) 

(Mira curtseys, herding the others out.) 

OPHELIA 
Yeah. Thank you, Mirabella. 

(no longer appears sleepy) 
Everyone is audience. There's not an eye that doesn't have a taloned hand 
with it. 
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(Enter the maid.) 

OPHELIA 
What? 

MAID 
I know you didn't call, my lady, but I thought you might be in need o f -

(secures the room) 
--of things I came to tell you. Did you know that Hamlet's fled? Well, he has 
killed your father. My lord Polonius was hid behind an arras in a royal 
chamber, hearing conversation, and was sworded where he stood, so you might 
say. It's what I've heard. 

OPHELIA 
And is this what you know? 

MAID 
I heard a prettier story, and I could have told you that one if I wanted you to 
scream or faint. Much better details. This is what I heard that I'd believe. I 
saw an arras, also, with such a hole— 

(gestures) 
and they were carrying it... 

OPHELIA 
May someone bless you for your informed faith. I would, if I had any. I will 
remember you forever. 

MAID 
Thank you, ma'am. 

(backs toward the door) 
My duties will come looking for me. Please call if you find you need me. 

I will. 

God save you, lady. 
(Exit.) 

OPHELIA 

MAID 

OPHELIA 
Doubt it. I'm a big girl now. 

(Starts to cry; muffles herself.) 
Grow up! 
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OPHELIA 
(continuing) 

I am sick. My head hurts. I am sick, sick, sick of telling you I am fine. I am 
not fine. Everything is heavy. 

(Begins to walk slowly.) 
I press my hands across the white of my eye, seeking peace. My eyes are 
gritty, and I feel hungry even when I'm full and stuffed. I want it to go away. 

She looks suddenly out the window, as if 
startled by something, and then stares 
toward the audience again. 

OPHELIA 
My faithful love. All faith I have is yours. Well, take it back again, since 
you're gone. I'm sure you'll need it where they're sending you. A man, only 
a man. They say One died for love, and now I almost could believe it. Show 
me stuff that's strong enough to stand on. I will drop by whole, entire life 
there. There! 

(This scream echoes in the theater. More evenly, she continues.) 
The devil is my dowry, and will give me at the altar. 

(with a smile) 
You'll have to cut this smile from off this face, if you intend to see beneath. 
There's nothing in all the world for you to see. I will cry out with the nothing 
in my hands, and you will cringe. Heaven and hell! I'll live like torture in 
their house. If they let me die, there's nothing else I'll ask for. 

MIRABELLA (OS) 
My lady! 

OPHELIA 
Ah. A chance to practice. 

(pulls her hair out of its 'do.) 

(Enter Mirabella, hurrying.) 

MIRABELLA My lady. 

Ophelia. 

(No response.) 

MIRABELLA 

(Turns the head.) 
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MIRABELLA 
Your father is dead. And Hamlet is banished to England. 

OPHELIA 
Ophelia will be married in the spring, then. There should be a lovely day there 
for it. 

MIRABELLA 
My lady? 

OPHELIA 
Nothing. Thank you, Mirabella. There will be nothing. 

Yes, ma'am. 

No. 

Ma'am? 

No more. 

Yes, ma'am. 

MIRABELLA 

OPHELIA 

MIRABELLA 

OPHELIA 

MIRABELLA 
(backing away slightly) 

OPHELIA 
NO! Everything I start will end, at which time there will be nothing. We 
come into our skins because somebody wills us to come, and we will be 
removed when someone else decides. Hardly the center of the universe, no? 

Mirabella leaves as quickly as she can 
without sacrificing her dignity. Ophelia 
wanders. Stopping, she stares into space 
out over the audience. 

OPHELIA 
My faithful servant. 

(smiles) 
Chew on that a while, and go cry to your owners. 

(Exit.) 
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Empty stage. Enter Gertrude. She sits on 
the edge of the stage. 

GERTRUDE 
I have seen enough tonight. What else is there to do, except arm-wrestle 
Fortune for another chance? Shut up, or tell me something I CAN do. It 
cannot be erased. The only way out of the deathly logical conclusion of my 
life, or of anybody else, is through it, and out the other side. Oh, Lord, is this 
my life or death or just... a pointless question. Yes. 

(rising) 
M' precious one, I scarcely dare to look. My strength seems like a fairy tale, a 
story, long forgotten. 

(glances to see if anyone in listening. Alone, she continues, 
looking at her hands.) 

My strength. Two hands with white skin and fading bones. They get thinner 
every year, and...nothing much else. 

(She looks OSR, sees someone coming.) 

(Enter Mirabella.) 

MIRABELLA 
Your Majesty, Ophelia's mad. 

GERTRUDE 
And so am I. It's been an infuriating day. Absolutely terrible. 

MIRABELLA 
Your Majesty, she's in a glassy, senseless, weirded state. Crazed. She looks 
like she might burst into tongues or something. Any moment now. 

Do you believe it? 

Your Majesty? 

You believe she's crazy? 

GERTRUDE 

MIRA 

GERTRUDE 

MIRA 
I've had no cause to think otherwise. 
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GERTRUDE 
Then heaven have mercy on her. You watch out for her. 

MIRABELLA 
(falters) 

I—I—think that, maybe, we--I-

GERTRUDE 
Yes, you keep her quiet, Madam. She could damage her own reputation, or 
yours, or ours. Keep your patient very serene and very quiet. 

(Mirabella curtsey and exit.) 

Good luck to you, dear Mirabella. "It is impossible to protect someone who 
does not wish to be protected from herself." (Christine de Pisan) 

Enter Courtier, possibly John, with a bow. 
He follows Gertrude around the stage, 
bowing and trying to keep up with her. 

GERTRUDE 
I will not speak with her. 

GENTLEMAN 
She is importunate, indeed distract. Her mood must needs be pitied. 

GERTRUDE 
(throws up her hands) 

What would she have? 

OS, we HEAR voices. A scream or 
sobbing cry is heard from Ophelia. Enter 
Ophelia, with attendants and servants in 
pursuit, with a smile of some sort on her 
face. [She may look very upset, waiflike, 
even almost drugged, but not insane.] 

OPHELIA 
Rue to the king! Rue to the KING! Oh yes. Absolutely, absolutely rue. A 
luscious color and a bastard's ear. My ears are thine, thine for the taking, and 
thy asking shall get you mine. Disease, brute chance, and beauty be thy 
soulmates, there. I see you; it's my father. Let spit reign in thine eye, and the 
flowers that bloom in the spring. Tra-la! (Gilbert & Sullivan) 
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(People try to calm her down, some gently 
and some rougher.) 

OPHELIA 
And what it is I know, it's OUT there, and I—I can't. My hand is frozen to its 
place. 

(pertly) 
I will not move. Come, get me. 

The soldier/attendant Claudius assigned to 
her appears to be losing patience. He 
grabs her, and she cleverly smacks him a 
good one that looks like an accident. He 
almost forgets that she's in a bereaved and 
pitiful state, offering to return her a real 
blow, but others restrain him until he gets 
control of himself. 

MALE ATTENDANT (JOHN) 
I'm trying to do my job. I don't know why she thinks she oughta talk crazy. 

OPHELIA 
Where is the beauteous majesty of Denmark? He is gone, gone. They have 
lowered him down through the waters into hole in the cold, cold ground, and 
the iron hand of woman must rule the house while he is gone. 

MAID 
(gripping man's arm) 

You think she's crazy? 

OPHELIA 
Put your house in order before you talk to me of foundations. 

GENTLEMAN (JOHN) 
Let go, honey. 

OPHELIA 
Well, if we all are a passel of blithering idiots, be my leader so I will not get 
the blame. Sweet of you t' offer. 

MIRABELLA 
She isn't feeling very well. 

(curtseys to Gertrude) 
Your majesty. 
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MIRABELLA 
(continuing) 

My dear[est] lady. 
(curtseys to Ophelia) 

(Exit Mirabella.) 

(Ophelia throws her flowers at those who remain.) 

OPHELIA 
I have everything. My hands are full. Lead me and I'll follow. I'd like to kill 
these ringing bells. Ring, ring, ring. 

(sings) 
Ring around the rosy, 
pocket full of posies, 
ashes, ashes, ashes, ashes... 

(dances off) 

(The company follows her.) 

OPHELIA 
I shall dance and play the fool for you, my love! 

(earnestly) 
I am Ophelia. No better can I commend my self to you, so, I'll be perfecting 
what remains. It makes my stomach twist in knots, this having of thoughts, but 
as I live I cannot help but have such thoughts as make me hungry, 

(to a gentleman) 
But no, he never hit me. I would side against a man who hit me. With my 
skin wide open, and blood and vessels showing underneath. This is 
straightforwardly, exactly, what I have. I wish my mind could open out so 
intricate and lovely as my skin would if you put your knife to it. 

OPHELIA 
(continuing) 

A hazardous game, this love must be. I hate this game; I hate my agony; I 
hate you. There's the door, my heart's open, you've been here long enough! 

(She chases everyone else offstage.) 

What a loathsome thought. And yet the air that's stealing down my lungs does 
reassure me somehow. Nothing else to do but breathe, breathe, breathe, 'til 
your impressions disappear inside me. 



II - vii - 30 

(She kneels to pray, as darkness begins to fall.) 

OPHELIA 
(continuing) 

'Hail Mary, full of grace...' Now there's a word. Do graceful women get to 
sleep, and do their problems tire them, and do they cry when tired, and do they 
taste the bitter mix of weighty things and dirty laundry? I was bom from 
woman, by a man...To be an ornament, as it appears. What's left to be—a 
costumed savage, silk deception, dancing fiend? I can't speak, my Lord, I can 
only tell you righteous words they give me. The pretty liquors in my words 
won't contaminate Your holiness, but they don't put softness in this angry 
skull. 

(pause.) 
Death, how do you compare to... what's-his-name. Have you got sweeter 
words or kinder arms? Do you keep better promises? I still would like to 
know what I'm in for, before the leap. But what's my right to terms and 
conditions? I've earned my death. It drowns the shout of everything, it's 
drowning everybody, all together, all at once, and with a song here in my 
famished heart, for you. I'm ravenous for arms... for.... Yours? Then— 

(Exit.) 
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Empty stage. Blackout house & stage. 
We HEAR waves faintly lapping against a 
lake shore & some wind or breeze from 
time to time. Enter Mirabella. 

MIRABELLA 
It's the devil who turns you back through the hands of your life and rubs your 
nose in them. He can strike you on every hour. He says, "See! THIS, THIS, 
THIS." You will never get out. 

(Enter Ophelia) 

OPHELIA 
What are you d— 

MIRABELLA 
(painfully) 

Ma'am? 

OPHELIA 
Good morning, sweet strumpet. 

MIRABELLA 
They are looking for you, Lady Ophelia. 

OPHELIA 
What will you do? 

MIRABELLA 
You are the center of your universe, Lady Ophelia. 

OPHELIA 
I know. 

MIRABELLA 
The sun will go dark someday, and the moon and stars will fall. 

OPHELIA 
I know. What will you do? 

MIRABELLA 
You 

(tosses her a knife) 
might need this, ma'am. 
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(Ophelia nods.) 

OPHELIA 
I-- know what to do with this. What will you do, Lady Mirabella? 

MIRABELLA 
I do not know. 

(EXIT Mirabella in haste.) 

OPHELIA 
The bells have begun to ring in your ears, too, Lady Mirabella. 

Ophelia plays with the knife, wincing 
occasionally as she cuts herself. 

OPHELIA 
Maybe it's the lake loaning me its mists and vapors for my journey. Curl up 
in my lap & watch, dogs, my breath is suddenly yours. Not all at once, but in 
minutes and moments, gasp by whimper. I must be pale as famine. I am 
surprised that I must be this frail to the thick nightly air and my wayward, 
noncommittal breath. 

(with false enthusiasm) 
All right— 

(plays with the knife & occasionally cuts herself) 
—I'll bleed for your amusement. My blood's my own, and everyone can get a 
sip or two before they put it in the ground. See? You see? I could turn you 
inside out. You will remember, you will pay the toll forever any time you 
look me in the eye. And I will eagerly seek you. Our guilt remains, my 
true love. You were absolutely right. My blood is nothing special, and i'll 
throw it in your faces when you get here, if you don't believe it. I have 
screamed to you that I am a mind, a soul, a person, a stomach, but I am blood 
that seeps into the earth. My God, my God. why have I forsaken thee? Ow! 

(licks one of her cuts) 
I will drink the condemnation dry, and you can cry and shiver about how nice I 
was and what a shame she's all messed up. If you like crying. I am music, I 
am salted water, I am anarchy. Call me "little mushroom," call me 
angel-of-death; it might SOUND better than my real name. I will scream in 
the dark forever, and one day the voice will spin you around to me. 

(sings) 
"And if you ask me why I'll say 'it's all for my truelove, who's far, far 
away.'" 

(speaks) 
There is nothing. Not that would be heard. Good night; sweet ladies, good 
night, good night. 
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She has cut her wrists and wavers now. 
Fade lights to blackout. We HEAR her 
body fall, lifeless, on the stage. We 
HEAR Mira's voice and some male voices 
enter, whispering and mumbling. Footsteps 
move around the stage together. 

MIRABELLA'S VOICE 
Ophelia? Ophelia? 

(pause) 
She was around here somewhere. 

Someone stumbles across the body of 
Ophelia. This is faintly backlit, eerie & 
ghostly. 

VOICE #1 
(frightened) 

Shit! What's THAT? 

MALE VOICE #2 
That's the one we're looking for. 

What's left of her. 

Just a body. 

What are you doing? 

VOICE #1 

MIRABELLA 

VOICES 
(ad lib) 

(Mira is dragging Ophelia's body across the stage and toward the 
edge of it.) 

MIRABELLA 
(desperately) 

It's just a body. What does it matter what you do with a body? A sack of 
chicken bones and ashy looking breathlessness. They threw her father's in the 
ground, and there's more space out there waiting to be filled. Skin and bones 
and blood. White and red and white, like a coloring book. What of it? 
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MALE VOICES 

Why do you have to talk about it? Endings are bad enough without your 
dragging 'em on. 

MIRABELLA 
Because they're everywhere. The meaning of anything is when it's OVER. 
When you find what really happened. 

VOICES 
There's war to come, and wood to cut and shoes to mend and death will not 
end these. Nor will jabbering. Shut up. Let's get on with it. 

(The men mumble together & take Mirabella from each side, to 
arrest her. She struggles.) 

(After darkness falls completely across the stage, we HEAR a 
splash of water.) 

(We HEAR Gertrude explaining Ophelia's disappearance to the 
court.) 

GERTRUDE (VO) 
There is a willow grows aslant the brook, 
that shows his silver leaves gray in the glassy 
stream. Fantastic garlands did she make 
Of crowflowers, nettles, deceptive daisies, and long purples 
That shepherds do give a grosser name, 
but our cold maids call dead men's fingers. 
There on the pendant boughs her crowning weeds 
Clamb'ring to hang, an envious sliver broke, 
When down her weedy trophies and herself 
Fell in the weeping brook. Her clothes spread 
wide, and mermaidlike awhile they bore her up, 
Which time she chanted snatches of old hymns 
As one incapable of her own distress, 
Or like a creature native to that element. 
But long it could not be 
Until her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pulled the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

END OF ACT II 

THE END 


