JeKTpoHHOe nepHogHueckoe H3gaHnne HAYKOI'PA/]

JlonoBoBa Haranes Hukonaesna

K.II.H., YYUTEb aHTIIANCKOTO S3bIKA

Huxonummnaa Npruna AHatosibeBHA

YUYUTEIb AaHTJIMHUCKOTO SI3bIKa

I'ocynapcTBeHHOE OIOKETHOE 00Pa30BATEIHHOE YUPEKACHUE TOPOoa MOCKBEI

rumHaszusa Ne 1562 umenn Aprema bopoBuka

r. MockBa
CHEHAPI/Iﬁ CIIEKTAKJIA «<FRAGILE LOVE»
IHO MOTUBAM IIBECHI Y.HIEKCIINPA «OTEJIJIO»
JJIA BHEKJIACCHOI'O MEPOIIPUATHUS
Characters:

« Othello, the Moor: A general in the Venetian military.
« Desdemona, Othello's wife and daughter of Brabantio
« lago, Othello's ensign and Emilia's husband. Antagonist.

« Brabantio, a Venetian senator, Gratiano's brother, and Desdemona's father

(Beyuum myszvika Cmunea “Fragile”. Mysvika cmonkaem, na cyeny evixooum

8e0yuuli)
Beoywuir:

What can be more beautiful than love? More beautiful and more fragile? Happiness
and tragedy. How thin the verge is between them. But when two loving hearts trust

each other their love is invincible. But what if it is not??? Let’s see.

Scene 1 (Omenno ooun na cyene, pasmviuiisiem o 1066u K Jezoemone)
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OTHELLO

Oh, Desdemonal!

Her father loved me; oft invited me;

Still question'd me the story of my life,

From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes,

That I have passed.

I ran it through, even from my boyish days,
To the very moment that he bade me tell it;
Wherein | spake of most disastrous chances,
Of moving accidents by flood and field

Of being taken by the insolent foe

And sold to slavery, of my redemption thence

And portance in my travels' history:

When | did speak of some distressful stroke

That my youth suffer'd. My story being done,

She gave me for my pains a world of sighs:

She swore, in faith, twas strange, ‘twas passing strange,

‘Twas pitiful, ‘twas wondrous pitiful:

She loved me for the dangers | had pass'd,
And I loved her that she did pity them.
This only is the witchcraft | have used:

Here comes the lady; let her witness it.

BRABANTIO (ycaviuas cnosa Omenno, nossisemcs Ha cyeHe u oopawaemcs K

Hemy)
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| pray you, hear her speak:

If she confess that she was half the wooer,
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame

Light on the man! Come hither, gentle mistress:
Do you perceive in all this noble company

Where most you owe obedience?

DESDEMONA (nosensemcs na cyene, yoeszrcoaem omya 6 UCKpeHHOCMU CKA3AHHBIX
cno8)

My noble father,

| do perceive here a divided duty:

To you I am bound for life and education;

My life and education both do learn me

How to respect you; you are the lord of duty;

I am hitherto your daughter: but here's my husband,
And so much duty as my mother show'd

To you, preferring you before her father,

So much I challenge that | may profess

Due to the Moor my lord.

BRABANTIO

God be wi' you! | have done.

Come hither, Moor:

I here do give thee that with all my heart
Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart
I would keep from thee. For your sake, jewel,

I am glad at soul | have no other child:

For thy escape would teach me tyranny,

To hang clogs on them. | have done, my lord.
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(Beyuum aupuueckass menoous M.JI. Tapusepouesa «Mewamsb coedunenvio 08yx
cepoey...». bpabanmuo yxooum co cyenvl. Omenno u /lez0emona Kpyxcam 6 mamuye.
Bokpye mnux manyyiom Oe8yuiku 8 J1ecKUX 6030YUIHbIX NIAMbIX, OJUYEMEOPSIs
aneenos. B xkonye manya caviuwumcs 360n pazoumozo xpycmans. Bce zamuparom,

ucnyeaswuucs yoeearom co cyenvl. Ocmaromes Omenno u Jlezoemona)

Scene2 (Omenno u /lezoemona npoeynusaromcsi 8 cady)

OTHELLO
| have a cold.

Lend me thy handkerchief.

DESDEMONA

Here, my lord.

OTHELLO
That which | gave you.

DESDEMONA

| have it not about me.

OTHELLO
Not?

DESDEMONA
No, indeed, my lord.

OTHELLO

Btopas Bcepoccuickasa HaydyHo-meToanyeckasa kKoHdepeHuus, 10 Hoa6psa 2014 - 10 deBpansa 2015
"lMeparornyeckas TEXHONOrNA U MacTepcTBo yuutena"



JeKTpoHHOe nepHogHueckoe H3gaHnne HAYKOI'PA/]

That is a fault.

That handkerchief

Did an Egyptian to my mother give;

She was a charmer, and could almost read

The thoughts of people: she told her, while

she kept it,

‘Twould make her amiable and subdue my father
Entirely to her love, but if she lost it

Or made gift of it, my father's eye

Should hold her loathed and his spirits should hunt
After new fancies: she, dying, gave it me;

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive,
To give it her. | did so: and take heed on't;

Make it a darling like your precious eye;

To lose't or give't away were such perdition

As nothing else could match.

DESDEMONA

Is't possible?

OTHELLO

"Tis true: there's magic in the web of it:

A sibyl, that had number'd in the world
The sun to course two hundred compasses,
In her prophetic fury sew'd the work;

The worms that made the silk were sacred

DESDEMONA

Indeed! is't true?

Btopas Bcepoccuickasa HaydyHo-meToanyeckasa kKoHdepeHuus, 10 Hoa6psa 2014 - 10 deBpansa 2015
"lMeparornyeckas TEXHONOrNA U MacTepcTBo yuutena"



JeKTpoHHOe nepHogHueckoe H3gaHnne HAYKOI'PA/]

OTHELLO
Most veritable;
Is't lost? is't gone? speak, is it out

0' the way?

DESDEMONA

It is not lost; but what an if it were?

OTHELLO

How!

DESDEMONA

| say, it is not lost.

OTHELLO

Go and fetch't, let me see't.

(Omenno yxooum, paccepousuucs na /lezoemony. Beneo 3a Hum yxooum

paccmpoenHas [lez0emona)

Scene 3 (3syuum mpesoscnas menoouss (Rob Dougan “Clubbed to Death ). Jesyuiku 6
YEPHBIX HAKUOKAX ¢ KANIOWOHAMU manyyiom, npedeewas 6edy. llosiensiemes Hzo, cryem
cpeou manyyrowux. Ha nem mooice uepnas nakuoka ¢ kantowonom. Mysvika cmonkaem.
Hesywiku, nadee Kaniowonvl, OCMAOMcs Ha CYeHe, NOBEPHYSULUCH CHUHOU K 3DUMEISIM.

Heo ebixooum 6 yeHmp CcyeHvl uﬂdoeumo, C HEHABUCMDbIO, NPOUSHOCUM CJZO@CZ)

IAGO

| hate the Moor because he chose Cassio to be his officer, not me. But | know my price —

I’m worth no worth a place. So, | deserve it!!!
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This handkerchief (shows the handkerchief, taking it out of his pocket) — the weapon of
revenge — I took from Desdemona. Tonight I’ll put it secretly to Cassio. And then I'll tell
Othello that Cassio is too familiar with Desdemona. And, knowing that, Othello’1l kill his

officer, and I will take his place. This is my plan!!!

(Al20 Haoesaem KantOWioOH u, 03UpascCs KPy2om, yXooum co cyeHul. /legyuKu ciedyom

3a HUM)

Scene 4 (Ha cyene Jle3oemona, oona, 8 céoell cnaibhe 8 Kpacusom Oeiom niamoe.

Ona mpesgosicumces no kakou-mo npuuure, u Hanesaem neceuxy “Willow”)

DESDEMONA
(Singing) Sing willow, willow, willow...;

Where did | lose that handkerchief??? (netmaemcs uckamo nramox)

(Singing) The poor soul sat sighing by a sycamore tree,

Sing all a green willow:

I can’t find it anywhere....
(Singing) Her hand on her bosom, her head on her knee,

Sing willow, willow, willow:

| had rather had lost my purse
Full of crusadoes
(Singing) The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur'd her moans;

Sing willow, willow, willow;
Why am I singing this willow-song?

My mother had a maid call'd Barbara:

She was in love, and he she loved proved mad
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And did forsake her: she had a song of ‘willow;'
An old thing ‘twas, but it express'd her fortune,
And she died singing it: that song to-night

Will not go from my mind; | have much to do,
But to go hang my head all at one side,

And sing it like poor Barbara. Prithee, dispatch.
(Singing) Sing willow, willow, willow;

(He obuapysicue niamok, [e30emona, ymomusuiuco, npuieeia HA NOCMENU U
sacuyna. B amo epems 3eyuum necnsi (Meredith Hall, soprano, Jacob Heringman,
lute “The Willow Song”,Othello) xomopas 0o smozco me evixoounra usz 2on06bi
Jlezoemonwl. Pacceupeneswiuti Omenno epomko cmyyum 8 08epb u npodyicoaem
Jlezoemony omo cua. [ez0emona, mpegodxcHas, bexcum Kk 0sepu. Ho 6 smo epems
MedHcOy 803I00IEHHBIMU OKA3bIBAeMCsl 6edyuuil. Bedywuii cosopum o mom, 4mo mol

He xomum, umobvl mpacedus ceepuiunaco. I osopum o dosepuu opye K oOpyey).

Beoywuii:
Wait a minute! Let’s don’t let that tragedy happen here on this stage.

Oh, yes, the verge between good fortune and tragedy is thin, indeed. And even a
handkerchief can ruin pure LOVE if there is no TRUST but JEALOSY between.

(Omefl./lO u ﬂes’deMOHa, cozcaauaics co cioedmu 680)/1/14820, uumarom CmMpOKU Uus

conema lllexcnupa Nell2)
OTHELLO

Let me not to the marriage of true minds
Admit impediments; love is not love
Which alters when it alteration finds...,
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DESDEMONA
Or bends with the remover to remove.
O no, it is an ever-fixed mark

That looks on tempests and is never shaken;...

(Ha cyeny 6vixo0sam 6ce y4acmHUKU Nbecbl U NO 0uepeou Yumarom cmpoKu coHema)

IAGO
It is the star to every wand’ring bark,

Whose worth’s unknown, although his highth be taken.

BRABANTIO

Love’s not Time’s fool, though rosy lips and cheeks
Within his bending sickle’s compass come,

Love alters not with his brief hours and weeks,

But bears it out even to the edge of doom.
Beoywuii

If this be error and upon me proved,

I never writ, nor no man ever loved.
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