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A Response to Othello’s Character

Othello:

It gives me wonder great as my content 

To see you here before me.  O my soul’s joy!

If after every tempest come such calms,

May the winds blow till they have waken’d death!

And let the laboring bark climb hills of seas

Olympus-high, and duck again as low

As hell’s from heaven!  If it were now to die,

‘Twere now to be most happy; for I fear

My soul hath her content so absolute

That not another comfort like to this

Succeeds in unknown fate.

Desdemona:


The heavens forbid

But that our loves and comforts should increase

Even as our days do grow!

Othello:


Amen to that, sweet powers!

I cannot speak enough of this content;

It stops me here; it is too much of joy.

And this, and this the greatest discords be

That e’er our hearts shall make!

Iago:


[aside] O, you are well tun’d now!

But I’ll set down the pegs that make this music,

As honest as I am.





(Othello, act II scene I, lines 181-200)

*********************************

My response to Othello’s later self:

Othello, in this symphony of life,

If sometimes sudden discord shall arise,

Perhaps it’s not the instrument at fault,

But rather some creative player’s note,

From one who savors tension as it dies.

Or if not so, if wrong chords have been struck,

Then go and make another kind of song,

Bring war to love, and love to war – with luck,

Perhaps you’ll make some right out of this wrong.

How is’t that you, who loves the song of war,

The clash of arms and baying of the hounds,

Can’t bear to see the battle on home grounds,

Can’t bear to hear your wife called- wait there’s more!

You’ll risk your life but not your piece of fame,

Yet e’en in war is not the greater risk

Sometimes to act, too soon to start the game,

By hasty shooting shamed, because you missed?

Yet glory waits not for a gnawing soul,

Who bites upon his lip and never acts.

To be’s the only way, for unlit coal,

Though longer lived, ne’er forged a battle axe.

And so it is that often fate demands

That each of us two people hold within:

A doer, strong of will and strong of hands;

A thinker, with his hand upon his chin.

(213 words in irregularly rhymed iambic pentameter, not counting the quote.)

