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Know then thyself, presume not God to scan;
The proper study of mankind is man.

Plac'd on this isthmus of a middle state,

A being darkly wise, and rudely great:

With too much knowledge for the sceptic side,
With too much weakness for the stoic's pride,
He hangs between; in doubt to act, or rest;

In doubt to deem himself a god, or beast;

In doubt his mind or body to prefer;

Born but to die, and reas'ning but to err;
Alike in ignorance, his reason such,

Whether he thinks too little, or too much:
Chaos of thought and passion, all confus'd;
Still by himself abus'd, or disabus'd;

Created half to rise, and half to fall;

Great lord of all things, yet a prey to all;

Sole judge of truth, in endless error hurl'd:
The glory, jest, and riddle of the world!
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It seems | have desired thee in numberless ways, numberless
times...

In life after life, in age after age...

Eternally...

My enchanted heart has made and remade the lyrical necklace,
Take it as a gift and wear it in thy many guises,

In life after life, in age after age...

Eternally...

Whenever | hear an ancient dreamy tale,

It is eternal pain,

It is the timeless tale — being apart, being near.
As | stare again and again at the past,

In the end thy face emerges,

Shining with starlight,

Piercing time’s darkness,

And revealing an image which |

Always remember.

We have drifted here in the stream

That springs in lush glades.

At time’s heart, desire and tenderness.

We have played beside numberless twin hearts.
Shared in the same shy sweetness in meeting.
The distressful tears at saying farewell,
Unending tenderness but in shapes that

Renew and renew eternally.
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In Quarantine, | Reflect on the Death of Ophelia
Elisa Gonzalez

| wake early and angry, | eat oatmeal with thyme honey,

I call my sister, I call my mother, I call my other sisters, my brothers,
I worry about my feverish lover, | worry about my siblings, jobless
now.

I send an ill-advised e-mail, I don’t send an ill-advised tweet.

I’m alone so I’m lonely. That’s what my sister says.

Time to stay indoors, the doctor says, all the doctors say,

but the open window betrays that not everyone’s voice dies to solitude.
Shut up, shut up! The window slams.

Time to embrace the virtues of boredom, the price of happiness again,
after.

The window shows men digging a place for survivors of the future,
the rich ones.

It will be a condo tower, glass walls for better envy.

They’ve built the frames, I see, around the holes where doors will
someday go.

Capitalism! So full of holes and hope.

If I try to remember what it was like, childhood, a period of kudzu
growth that felt like stasis in the white-glazed room where days upon
days my father shut me—

if I try, I see the ceiling, that water stain trailing down

like brown Pre-Raphaelite curls, hair of a drowning girl among reeds,
which later | recognized in a painting of a pale drowning Ophelia.

I love alone, I tell my sister. She says, you just want to.

| agree | want the past.

For a magnolia to bloom on a crowded street, all safe in beauty, for I
still love the world, though it drowns

and dies like that girl, avoidably.


https://www.newyorker.com/contributors/elisa-gonzalez
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A professor once asked, pleased we wouldn’t know,

Who is really responsible for the death of Ophelia?

The answer, he said, ought to feel like we have arrived together

at a skyscraper’s peak, where the inhuman

view reveals in windows and in streets

the small, sick or potentially sick bodies—each one a new array of
questions.

The only possible epiphany is that the ending of a thought is never
such.

Together. I liked the word in the professor’s mouth.

But if I am alone, and if | am lonely, and if | am not alone in
loneliness, and if the everyone

together suffers, and if this everyone suffers and dies by the unguided
motion of matter, and if

also by the motion of craven, murderous men, and if also by the
motion of money, and if of course

you were always going to die, Ophelia, and if even so your death
remains unforgivable,

then what are the questions | should ask? All I have is sleeplessness
and rage,

and that’s no answer, it’s not even a thought, though it might not end
till my body does,

perhaps not even then, as | can imagine it going on past my ending,
and really —

what more suitable ghost could I leave behind? Since | do love the
world.
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