
Othello I iii 199-219 

                 ...... I have done, my lord. 

  Duke.  Let me speak like yourself, and lay a sentence, 
Which, as a grise or step, may help these lovers 
Into your favour. 

* When | remedies are | past, the griefs are | ended 
                                 (griefs are | ended) 
By | seeing the worst, which | late on hopes de | pended. 
                                      (hopes de | pended.) 
To | mourn a mischief | that is past and | gone 
                               (past and | gone) 
Is | the next way to | draw new mischief | on. 
                               (mischief | on.) 

What | cannot be pre | served when fortune | takes 
                                  (fortune | takes) 
Pa | tience her inju | ry a mockery | makes. 
                           (mockery | makes.) 
The | robb'd that smiles steals | something from the | thief; 
                                           (from the | thief;) 
He | robs himself that | spends a bootless | grief. 
                                 (bootless | grief.) 

  Bra.  So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile; 
We lose it not, so long as we can smile. 

He | bears the sentence | well that nothing | bears 
                                   (nothing | bears) 
But | the free comfort | which from thence he | hears, 
                                   (thence he | hears,) 
But | he bears both the | sentence and the | sorrow 
                                  (and the | sorrow) 
That, | to pay grief, must | of poor patience | borrow. 
                                    (patience | borrow.) 

These | sentences, to | sugar, or to | gall, 
                              (or to | gall,) 
Being | strong on both sides, | are equivo | cal: 
                                   ('quivo | cal:) 
But | words are words; I | never yet did | hear 
                                (yet did | hear) 
That | the bruised heart was | pierced through the | ear. 
                                      (through the | ear.) 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 
  Duke.  The Turk with a most mighty preparation ...... 

* A comic song, to be sung to the tune of "A po | liceman's lot is | 
not a happy | one (happy | one)" from "The Pirates of Penzance".**  



** https://www.gsarchive.net/pirates/web_op/pirates24.html

The song is self-contained, and would presumably have had some 
currency on its own; but it only survives (as far as I know) 
through having been interpolated into the script of "Othello".  
Somebody had the idea of letting it be performed by the Duke 
(stanzas 1-2), Brabantio (stanzas 3-4), and a Chorus of 
Senators (backing vocals).  

That, really, was not a good idea.  I should have thought that 
anyone reading the play ought to be warned that this block of 
text is incongruous, superfluous, and quite possibly spurious; 
but no edition that I have seen has any comment to that 
effect.  

Actors had their own way of expressing an opinion.  Garrick 
omitted this whole passage (Bell 1773:167); so did Kemble 
(1804:18).  Modern productions, mistaking completeness for 
faithfulness, sometimes retain this song.  For the actors, 
that is bad news.  Deprived of their musical accompaniment, 
the lines are almost unspeakable -- as anyone will know who 
has heard them delivered as if through gritted teeth.  

Brabantio's speech, uninterrupted by this silly song, goes 
thus: "I have done, my lord. / I humbly beseech you, proceed 
to the affairs of state."  And that is how it should be.  
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