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OPHELIA 
I  OPPLØYSING

Librettist Cecilie Løveid har til dette verket 
teke den danske myten om Hamlet og Sha-
kespeare sitt skodespel med same namn – 
og fjerna stort sett alle menn. Ho har også 
fjerna mange ord. Shakespeare sin djupsin-
dige og ytringssterke grublar er blitt ein 
nokså stotrande figur, og i musikken under-
strekar komponisten dette skjøre. Hamlet 
er i grenselandet, kanskje mellom barn og 
vaksen, kanskje like gjerne mellom delar av 
sitt eige medvit. 

Komponist Henrik Hellstenius let Hamlet 
jodla mellom stemmeleie. Prinsen vert ført 
i raske skifte frå ein barnsleg melodi og via 
talesong til fullstemt brystklang. Dermed 
blir han også ustabil. Om Hamlets ord er 
færre, er vokalregisteret blitt breitt, det re-
duserer og det kompliserer karakteren endå 
meir. Ei slik kopling mellom ord og lyd kan 
sjåast som ei utviding av begge uttrykksfor-
mer – i det det eine ikkje understrekar, eller 
einast stadfestar det andre.

Mykje handlar om å rufsa til. Der Hamlets 
altomfattande «To be or not to be» pirkar inn 

mot kjernen av vår eksistens, blir Ophelia 
sitt spørsmål «Am I a Mouse?» meir ureint 
og subtilt. Spørsmålet vert barnleg når det 
musikalske peikar mot eit ekko av ein bar-
nesong. Det har i seg noko både dyrisk og 
fornektande, alt etter den musikalske ny-
ansen som kjem på: Også Ophelia pendlar 
mellom røynd og galskap. Med blikket til 
Ophelia går operaen om eit vere og eit ikkje-
vere, men funderer òg på kva ein er, for kven 
– heilt frå starten når Ophelia står der, fast 
i elva og syng.

Det fanst ei utklippsbok til grunn for dette 
arbeidet: ei bok som samla kunst og post-
kort, bilete frå vekeblader, sette dei i møte 
mellom eksplisitt og implisitt, den kanoni-
serte kunsten og det meir vulgære, av pas-
telltonar og sterke neonfargar. Det er desse 
bileta eg ser føre meg i første møte med den 
lyden komponisten teiknar kring Ophelia, 
ein lyd som openbart og fysisk har struktur 
som vatn. Lyden rører seg som det den er; 
ei bylgje, det er som om den gjerne vil vera 
visuell; eit bilete i ei utklippsbok.

Fleire av vekebladsbileta dukkar opp i min-
net når eg møter skognymfene si framferd. 
Også dei er dyriske og grafsar, ertar, hek-

sar kring Ophelia som midtpunkt. Nymfene 
rører seg over enkeltimpulsar, der abrupte 
enkeltstavingar frå kvar av dei er det som 
dannar ord og setningar. Ensemblet pulse-
rer under i eit vell av teknisk mangfald. Mar-
cato, pizzicato, sul pont, spit tongue, flutter 
og breathy sounds gjev damene eit mang-
fald av forkledningar, dei leikar; brytast ikkje 
ned, som menneska. 

Mykje i verket er kontrastar. Det opplevast 
til dømes som eit paradoks når komponisten 
freistar byggja «ingenting» av tonar, slik ein 
kan seia han gjer i aller første scene. Her får 
songarane (endå utan klår personlegdom) 
danna par med kvart sitt instrument, og sa-
man syng dei fraser som dei stadig byggjer 
opp. Og kappar av. Og startar opp på nytt, 
med utgangspunkt i Løveid sitt vonde im-
perativ om altså å vera ingenting. Men utø-
varane handlar medan dei vil byggja denne 
tilstanden – og syner at det er vanskeleg å 
vera ingenting – og ingen.

Kontrastar finn ein også somme gonger 
mellom det som på papiret er ein kjølig, syl-
kvass tekst og det ein i partituret kan lesa 
som eit ønske om å skapa sjølve lyden av 
ein emosjon. Eit døme er korleis dei skumle, 

men altså også tørre orda «drip, drip blood» 
får ein dirrande og uttalt livredd kjensle når 
Hamlet løftar dei i falsett. Eit anna døme 
finst i den enkle og konstaterande linja: «A 
river already a river / There’s a river and 
there’s a river already and there’s already 
a river…». Dette er Ophelia sin aller før-
ste tekst, og ho syng mekanisk, desperat. 
Kortpusta og i eit ikkje-mønster vrengjast 
nærast stemma – på ein einskild tone. Star-
ten er slutten i dette verket. Det opnar i eit 
fastlåst intervall, ein avgrensa identitet, eit 
menneske som ikkje ser ein utveg når det 
møter Løveids ord. Men så følgjer nok eit 
paradoks: Ho rivest ut av tonen, byggjer 
linjer og formidlar ekspressivt om livet sitt. 
Det handlar nettopp om å bryta saman i ei 
kjernehandling: Death by water singing.
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THE DISINTEGRATION 
OF OPHELIA 

With this work, librettist Cecilie Løveid has 
taken the Danish myth of Hamlet and the 
Shakespeare play of the same name and 
virtually removed most of the men. She has 
also done away with many of the words. 
Shakespeare's deep and strongly expres-
sive brooder has become a rather stuttering 
figure, with a fragility that is underscored in 
the music. Hamlet is in a borderline state, 
perhaps between adolescence and adult-
hood, perhaps between the parts of his con-
sciousness.

Composer Henrik Hellstenius provides 
Hamlet with a wide scope of vocal articu-
lation. The Prince’s voice traverses the 
full range, with rapid shifts from child-like 
melodies through to recitatives and boom-
ing, resonant timbres. This also renders 
him unstable. With Hamlet’s words fewer 
and his vocal register broader, it reduces 
and it complicates the character even fur-
ther. Such a connection between words and 
sounds can be seen as an extension of both 
forms of expression, neither emphasising 
nor confirming each other. 

A lot of this is about making waves. Where 
Hamlet’s all embracing "To be or not to be" 
points right into the core of our existence, 
Ophelia's question "Am I a mouse?" is more 
taboo and subtle. Her question becomes 
somewhat more naive when the accom-
panying musical expression echoes that 
of a children’s song. The musical nuances 
bring forward her self-denial and animalism. 
Ophelia vacillates between relative lucidity 
and madness. With focus on Ophelia, right 
from the start when she is standing in the 
river singing, the opera goes further than 
the mere to be or not to be question, touch-
ing on what one is, and for whom.

It is as if a scrapbook is the basis for this 
work, one that collects art, postcards and 
clippings from newspapers and arranges 
them together between the explicit and im-
plicit, the venerated art forms with the more 
vulgar, and of pastel colours with strong vivid 
colours. It is these images I see that lead me 
through my first encounter with the sounds 
that the composer creates around Ophelia, 
sounds that are clearly inspired by water. 
The sound moves along like a rolling wave. 
It wants to be visual, as if it were an image in 
a scrapbook.

When I first meet the forest nymphs and 
the way they behave, I am reminded of im-
ages from weekly gossip magazines. These 
woodmaidens are also animal-like, snatch-
ing, teasing and cajoling around Ophe-
lia. The nymphs move in impulses, where 
abrupt single utterances from each of them 
form the words and sentences. The ensem-
ble pulsates under a multitude of techni-
cal terms. Marcato, pizzicato, sul pont, spit 
tongue, flutter and breathy sounds provide 
the women with a wealth of different guises. 
They are mercilessly playful, and unlike hu-
mans, cannot be broken down.

This is largely a work of contrasts. Para-
dox is experienced in the very first scene 
when Hellstenius is tempted to build a tonal 
"nothingness". Here the songstresses (still 
not yet given their identities) form in pairs 
with their own instrument and together 
sing the phrases they gradually build up, 
then cut out and start up again, in tune 
with Løveid’s painfully nihilistic imperative. 
However, the performers move around while 
building up this aspect, illustrating that it is 
hard to be nothing, or no-one.

Contrasts are also found in what on paper 
reads like a frosty, acerbic script, but whose 
score on manuscript can be seen as an at-
tempt to create the sound of an emotion. 
One example of this is how the chilling but 
also dry words "drip, drip blood" are given 
a tremulous and clearly terrified sensitiv-
ity when Hamlet sings them in falsetto. In 
another instance, there is the simple, self-
evident line: "A river already a river / There’s 
a river and there’s a river already and there’s 
already a river…" These are Ophelia's very 
first words, which she sings mechanically 
and desperately with short breaths and in 
a linear, distorted voice on one note. In this 
oeuvre, the beginning is the end. It opens 
with a deadlocked interval, a constrained 
identity, a person who does not see any 
way out when met with Løveid’s words. And 
herein lies yet another paradox. Ophelia 
breaks out of her monotone and then builds 
up her lines and expressively begins to con-
vey stories about her life. This expresses 
the core theme of her disintegration: Death 
by water singing.
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OPHELIAS:
DEATH  BY WATER S IN GIN G

INTRO  – while the audience enters the hall   
The King moves around on the stage in darkness. 

SCENE 1  – Let's be hopeless   
Cataract roar, water. Feeling of space, landscape, as well as a clean inside room. 
Contemporary young woman. Contemporary mature woman & young man. 
Young woman fills a tube with water. Thinking of both bath tub and the morgue. It takes its 
time. The tub is transparent. The young man lights a light bulb. It shines trough the water.

ALL  (in a cacophony of voices)
Let’s be hopeless
Let's be objects
Let's be things
Let's be things
You can handle
Let's be things
You can know
Let's be no-one
Let's be nothing
Let's be hopeless
Let's be without
Let's be dreamers
Let's be hopeless

Hey thing!
Hey thing!

You are so …
You are so without
You are nothing
You are nothing
You are so …
Without

ALL  (together) Hey!
ALL  (repeated in a cacophony of voices) 
Hey thing! Let's be objects  
ALL  (together) Hey!
ALL  (repeated in a cacophony of voices) 
Hey thing! 
Let's be objects

+ + + +

SCENE 2 – Already a river
Skull singing down the river.

ALL  (together)
Hey!
Thing!

OPHELIA
A River
Already a River
There's a River
And there's a River
Already
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And There's already a River
And There's already a River
A River
Already
My my my River
My my Silence
The same river
The same silence
It's the same
It's the same
It's the same
River
It's the same silence
River, my river
My river
Was already was
It is not it is not
It is not the same
It is another another another
World
It's another world
It's another river
Already a river
Still another river
It's not the same river
It's already not the river
It's not the same river
Already not the same river
Still it's not my river

It's already not the same river
It's already not still my
Not my river
My silence my river my silence my river my
Love

Why?
My love
Why?
My love
My river
My river true
My river Green
My river Blue
Silence
My river
True
My love
I am already
The river
Rest

The cast present themselves.

GERTRUDE
I am Gertrude, the Queen

HAMLET appears, swinging his sword.
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WO O DMAI D E NS
Hamlet
Hamlet
Hamlet is here

OPH E L I A
I am Ophelia
I am Ophelia

WO O DMAI D E NS
We are the woodmaidens
We are the woodmaidens

+ + + +

SCENE 3  – Hi, Ophelia!
Boat to Elsinore. OPHELIA sits alone. Suddenly the WOODMAIDENS arrive, 
dressed up in the latest fashion.

WO O DMAI D E NS
Hi!
Hm
Hi!
Hi!
Ophelia!
Await and Await
For the love and the lover
And wait to be wife
And wait for the waves

And wait for the waves
And wait to be wife
And for the Lovely Nights
Waiting for the love and the Lover

OPHELIA does not answer, they go on chatting, go further into a play with words.

WOODMAIDENS
No Angel
No Angel
No Angel
No death
No death
Just a Ghost
Just a Ghost
No Ghost
No Ghost, just a Doormat
No Doormat
Just a Dormouse
Just a woman
Just a-cry Closer
Not a Cock just a Suck fulfilled
Just a Sweet sixteen
Wants to be a Queen
No mouse
No queen
No mouse
No queen
She is
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WO O DMAI D E NS
//: Just a woman
A woman ://

OPHELIA sits listening in silence. The boat arrives at Kronborg castle.
Dances out.

GERTRUDE in the castle alone after guests, drunk.

G E RTRU D
Sea Zig Zaw Sea Zig Zaw Sea
Saw Zig Zaw Sea (etc.)
Zig Zag in the house
In the Zig Zag in the house
O Valiant Hamlet
See the black staircase
zig zag in the house
See this great green funeral meats
On the table
The black tiles
The black books
The black bed
The black tiles
The black bread
This pouring and leaking
Stones
Sculptures
Furnitures
This black pouring and leaking

The black staircase
The pouring and leaking
Zig zag in the Castle
Happy is the one that has no home
Happy is the one that has no home
Happy is the one that has no!

+ + + +

SCENE 4  – I am a mouse
By the river. OPHELIA is bathing, idyll, birds singing, HAMLET comes by, 
observes her secretly.

OPHELIA
Am I a Mouse
Am I a Monkey
The little Mountain
The big Sky
Am I a Mouse
I am a Donkey
Am I a Monkey
Am I the blue Sky
Am I a Mountain
La la la la la
I don't know why OPHELIA
I am a mouse
I am a monkey
The high high mountain
The big big big sky
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La la la la la
I don´t know why

HAMLET
Not just your hands
Not just your eyes, your eyes
My desire

WOODMAIDENS
His desire

She is a sheep

HAMLET
You're my happy singing
You're my happy happy voice

WOODMAIDENS
She is a sheep

HAMLET + WOODMAIDENS
Limb lamb chops

HAMLET
You're my singing
Space

WOODMAIDENS 
Limb lamb chop

HAMLET
You're my happy happy voice

HAMLET + WOODMAIDENS
Limb lamb chops

HAMLET
I can see you tremble
Space Space Space
When can we embrace

TAPE VOICE
Rainbows
Ice
Heath
Or running water

In autumn leaves

And when the winter came

OPHELIA
I am a mouse

OPHELIA
La la la la la 

What?
Is there anybody?

WOODMAIDENS
She does not want
to do

GERTRUDE
Rainbows 

Ice
Heath
Running water 
Leaves
On the pool
Winter came

I am a monkey
The little mountain
The big big big sky

La la la la la la

I am a mouse

I am a monkey

The little mountain

The big big sky

OPHELIA discovers a skull in the grass.

+ + + +

SCENE 5 – Rainbows
GERTRUDE in Castle alone. Clean but very low and distorted.
The WOODMAIDENS imitate sounds from GERTRUDE.
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The water froze 

Where the cherry blossom
Comes out
A month later

WOODMAIDENS 
The little
The big big sky

HAMLET
Drip drip blood
Drip drip blood
In the midst of the fields

In the midst of the night
This place melts away
The drip
The drop
The drip
The spill
The spill
The Spell
Of blood

Doomed
To silence
To silence

The WOODMAIDENS get in-between.

WOODMAIDENS
Step back
Step back
Step back
You can still have your fun
You can still have your fun
You can still have your fun
Step back
Step back
Step back
You can still have your fun
You can still have your fun!

Ice hung from the trees

Comes out
Later 

The only things I am religious about
Are drinking lots of water and
Using Sunscreen

OPHELIA
I am a mouse
I am a monkey

The little mountain 
The big big sky
I am a mouse

I am a donkey
I am a sweet anus venus
I'm an anus venus

I don't know why

+ + + +

SCENE 6 – The drip of blood
Night, morning, fog.
Fog lifts, a murder is about to take place:
HAMLET is approaching the King to kill him.
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SCENE 7  – On a windy day
Open landscape by the sea. OPHELIA by the sea.

OPHELIA
Close to the Sea
On a windy day
Very little to do
But read
Will I ever be Prince Hamlet's wife?
Looking into the Sun
Exposed by the Tide
Here and there
Here and there
The Sea and the high high Cliffs 
Sometime inaccessible Beaches
Sometime places
Where the Sea the Sea
can be
Approached

GERTRUDE + WOODMAIDENS
From a queen to the would-be-queen
And to the daughter I never had

She is showing us a slide album.

GERTRUDE
Here is a monkey climbing a tree
The tree again
A monkey again
She is one of a kind creation
Supported by wires
With no use of moulds

Her features are all hand-painted
Her hair is hand-dyed mohair
She has beautifully detailed hands and feet
She is expected
To recline
On her back
And gaze at the sky

GERTRUDE + WOODMAIDENS
I am (she is) Gertrude
Silly and shallow
Like a sheep in the sun

GERTRUD
My Son my Sun oh my Son and my Sun
I am worn out
I'm like a jewel on my first husband's finger
From the queen…

OPHELIA + GERTRUDE
Very little else to do
But read
Will I (you) ever be Prince Hamlet's wife

OPHELIA
Very little else to do
But read
Am I really supposed to be
A girl all my life
Will I ever be
Prince Hamlet's wife
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We have a Love-forecast for you
The young Ophelia

The young Ophelia
The Monkey?
The Bird?
The Donkey?
Or the little Cat too?

She is too young
She is a Monkey
She is a Mouse
She is an Ass-Donkey
She is a Virgin

She is too young
She is a Monkey
She is a Donkey

She is no child
Not an infant anymore

Reverend Hamlet was troubled by
The sight of Ophelia bathing, hi hi
And was seized by
Boundless Love

SCENE 8 – The black prince is back
Lots of pictures of hunters riding. HAMLET is also on a hunt. The fog comes, 
suddenly he finds himself outside the house of the WOODMAIDENS.

WOODMAIDENS
Hamlet is hunting in the woods
He enters a fog
Suddenly he is outside this house
OOOOOO!
The Prince, the black Prince is back!
Ack!
Ack!
Ack!
Quack!
How black
Smack
Ham, Ham, Hamlet
Hamlet is here ladies
We have a Love-forecast for you!

We are the Woodmaidens
We know the arts of Magic
The arts of Magic
The arts of War
The arts of Victory
The arts of Silence

HAMLET
What?
Love-forecast?
Who are you?

HAMLET
My heart is set on fire 

I am kindled by her fair
and lustrous body
Not just her eyes…

Her hands
The drips of Water
I want this love
Might not be delayed
In the enjoyment of its desire

No child!

Does she go
Does she go all the way?
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Boundless Love
How lovely!
Like Musicke of diuition
What should we think
Brightness of beauty
Boundless Love
His heart's on fire
Like Musicke of diuition
Brightness of beauty

HAMLET + WOODMAIDENS
Boundless Love
My (His) heart's on fire

WOODMAIDENS
Speed speed speed speed Hamlet 
Lay your hand upon
a food
of extraordinary
Delightsomeness
Hamlet
Speed speed speed
Speed speed speed speed Hamlet

Does she go all the way? 

This place melts away

I can see you tremble
See you tremble
Space

When can we
embrace

When can we
embrace
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GERTRUDE
The dress is a splendid lady's
An ancient dress
All flowered over
In silver embroidery
Ophelia!
Do you go
All the way
All the way
Ophelia!
Old and dirty
But rather good
The dress belongs to a splendid lady
Oh valiant Hamlet

And worthy of immortal fame 
Who being armed
Shrewdly armed
With a feint of folly
Covered with wisdom too high for human wit 
Under a marvelous disguise
Of silliness
Silliness
Get dressed to
Silliness

Ophelia
The second
lady in the land
A toy in blood
An ever crying stone
Break my heart
Break my heart

H AML E T
Does she go all the way? 
Does she go all the way?

From the castle GERTRUDE is dressing up OPHELIA.

+ + + +

SCENE 9  – I tremble and listen

HAMLET  with sword
I tremble and listen
No mouse is stirring
The night has grown late
I gird my armour on



OPHELIA is taken through the woods, the blindfold is taken off, and instead she is 
given a mask. She is left alone posing on a lovely bed in the middle of the woods. The 
wolves howling, trolls and all kinds of beasts, old fashioned fairytale.

HAMLET enters.

OPHELIA
Oh my Lord 
I tremble and listen

I have been so afraid 

I am ready 

Melting into I 

am melting into green 

I
am ready
I am melting into the 
I 
Click click click I 

Melting into I

Cuts from porn film on Hamlet at Elsinore is shown, in a twisted version.

HAMLET
Not just your hands
Not just your eyes 

Act as you do not know me

I tremble and listen 

Little snow white
Little snow green
Little snow blue
Little snow red 

I am Silly-Tom sometimes
I float along the floor like
Icebergs
I have something for you for 
Joy click click click

Sometimes I bang my head
against the tree

am melting into
Me

OPHELIA
I am melting
You pass away Love 
The world
Is your

Melting into
You

HAM LET
Go to a nunnery!
Little Ladyfinger

WOODMAIDENS 
in the background
//: This night she will never forget
She just wants to be herself
The girl who wanted to do
The impossible
She was transformed
Into an animal
She had never been before
A woman ://

Strong
Weak
Seductive
Inadequate
Oppressed
What about Virginal, is it old fashioned?
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Reverend you?
The animals
I am here
Where are you?
A river
Already a river
There's a river
And there's a river
Already and there's already a river
A river and there's already my, my, my river
My, my, my, my River
My, my silence
My, my silence

La la la la la la
I am Ophelia
I am Ophelia
Where are you?

Dreaming silver leafs
Brick sand silk
Marble birds milk
Wooden mountain
With glass sky
Everything fountain
You and I 

I swear
This is in my memory locked
And you
Yourself shall keep
Saving it for eternity

I am linked forever
Like a willow
Made of stone
I will wait for you

And your little mouse
too! 

I hope it can be 

Handled
Discreetly
Swear!

Swear!
And I and you
The key of it
Saving it for eternity

Wait for me
Wait for me
Wait for me

+ + + +

SCENE 10  – Where are you?
The WOODMAIDENS are playing the mouth harp.

OPHELIA
I am here
Where are you

+ + + +

SCENE 11  – Murder and waiting
HAMLET kills the king.

HAMLET
Drip drip blood.
Drip drip blood
In the midst of the fields in the midst of the night
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This place melts away
I can see you tremble see you tremble.
Space
When can we embrace?

OPHELIA
A –

Words divided among the
WOODMAIDENS
Get thee to a nunnery, said He
And be free
Free to sing
Or to die?
A rose and a candle
Be the queen of Water
Of Valentine's day
The Birds will
Meet their valentines,
Will she
Will she meet the love
//: And the lover
And the love ://

WOODMAIDENS I  & I I
Get thee to a nunnery, said He 
And be free to sing 
Poor Ophelia

Divided from herself
And her fair judgement
Without that we are
Pictures

She feels too much
Sweet graceful Ophelia

He has killed The King my Lady
Murd’ring the King
Your lover has murdered his father
The Prince
Cut him in pieces
And gave it
To the swine

By accident

Gave it to the

Swine

OPHELIA
No
Speak no more
I do not believe you
This can not be
This can't be

WOODMAIDEN II I
Play music along with it

Tell her! 

Tell! Tell her the news.

By accident – he took him to 
Be the big swine – I mean he took him 
to be the King. 

I mean he was not a swine but a king
No he was not, he just
It was by accident the King my dear
Lady Willow

OPHELIA is waiting and singing ornamental figures: winter/ spring time/ autumn
The glass tube fills with water, they put flowers in the water. OPHELIA is waiting 
in a very uncomfortable way, like she tries to be in the river.
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SCENE 12  – To get bigger eyes
OPHELIA enters in a long veil, pregnant, with scattered wisps of straw in her hair. 
Spreading the veil on the ground and while singing, she spreads flowers upon it in the 
shape of a cross, as to make her father’s grave, and mimes a burial.

OPHELIA + WOODMAIDENS
To get bigger eyes
Get big eyes
I put on a falconer's glove
I send my falcon
Into the sky
The blue sky
The falcon kills doves
And the falcon eats doves
Before my eyes
And it places the dove rings
Before my feet
As empty wedding rings 

RECORDED VOICE
Rainbows
Ice
Or running water 

The water froze
And icicles hung

Happy is the one that has no home

Happy is the one that has no home 

Happy is the one that has no home

Happy is the one that has no home

GERTRUDE
Look at my hands
Look at my hands 

from my fingers

GERTRUDE + HAMLET
Happy is the one that has no lover

Happy is the one that has no son
When I mount
The zig zag stairs
I'm like a star cloud
How heavy this cloud is!
The black tiles
The black bed
The murky fucking
A cold battlement
Of luxury of cold incest
The black curtains
The black candles
The incestuous sheets
The black staircase in the house
Don’t search for something
That may not occur
Happy is the one that has no home
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SCENE 13  – I'm a little happy
Outside the castle. HAMLET arrives from England in a boat with the company of two 
beautiful women: The Princess of England and the Queen of Scotland – both his mistresses 
and wifes. OPHELIA, pregnant, in Wellington boots, is climbing a willow tree over the river. 
She is hanging gifts for HAMLET from the branches...

OPH E L I A  like a false, sad echo sounding of something passed
I am a Mouse
I am a Monkey

The little Mountain
The big big Sky

I am a Mouse
I am a Monkey

The little Mountain
The big big Sky

I am Ophelia

I am a little…happy

HAMLET and GERTRUDE are observing the dead OPHELIA.

HAMLE T + GE RT RUDE
Opaque skin
She was dressed in the
Slimy clay

Struggling for freeing herself
Dressed only in the slimy clay
Slipping Slippery
Falling Muddy
Slipping Struggling
Falling Slippery clay
Struggling to free herself
Opaque skin
Body parts
Cropped by the moving
Light of Water WOODMAIDENS

//:Your love has
Drown'd my
Prince drown'd
Your love my Prince
Your little snow white
Little snow blue
Your little
She has drown'd
Little snow white
Where is your winter
Where is your spring
No more tears:// HAMLET

Little snow white
Where is your winter
Where is your spring
Winter no more
No more tears, climbing trees
No more tears
No more tears
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