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Act 1 
 
Othello begins on a street in Venice, in the midst of an argument between Roderigo and 
Iago. The rich Roderigo has been paying Iago to help him in his suit to Desdemona, but he 
has seen no progress, and he has just learned that Desdemona has married Othello, a 
general whom Iago serves as ensign.  
Iago reassures Roderigo that he hates Othello. Chief among Iago’s reasons for this hatred is 
Othello’s recent promotion of Michael Cassio to the post of lieutenant instead of him. 
Iago advises Roderigo to spoil some of Othello’s pleasure in his marriage by rousing 
Desdemona’s family against the general.  
 
Scene 1 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=11 
 
Original Text Modern Text 
Enter RODMERIGO and IAGO   RODERIGO and IAGO enter. 

RODERIGO 
Tush! Never tell me. I take it much unkindly 
That thou, Iago, who hast had my purse 
As if the strings were thine, shouldst know of this. 

 
RODERIGO 
Come on, don’t tell me that. I don’t like it that 
you knew about this, Iago. All this time I’ve 
thought you were such a good friend that I’ve let 
you spend my money as if it was yours. 

IAGO 
'Sblood, but you’ll not hear me! If ever I did 
dream of such a matter, abhor me. 

 
IAGO 
Damn it, you’re not listening to me! I never 
dreamed this was happening—if you find out I 
did, you can go ahead and hate me. 

RODERIGO 
Thou told’st me 
Thou didst hold him in thy hate.  

RODERIGO 
You told me you hated him. 

 
IAGO 
Despise me 
If I do not. Three great ones of the city 
(In personal suit to make me his lieutenant) 
Off-capped to him, and by the faith of man 
I know my price, I am worth no worse a place. 
But he (as loving his own pride and purposes) 
Evades them with a bombast circumstance 
Horribly stuffed with epithets of war, 
And in conclusion 
Nonsuits my mediators. For “Certes,” says he, 
“I have already chose my officer.” 
And what was he? 
Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine 
That never set a squadron in the field, 
Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster— 

 
IAGO 
I do hate him, I swear. Three of Venice’s most 
important noblemen took their hats off to him 
and asked him humbly to make me his lieutenant, 
the second in command.  
And I know my own worth well enough to know I 
deserve that position. But he wants to have 
things his own way,  
so he sidesteps the issue with a lot of military talk 
and refuses their request.  
“I’ve already chosen my lieutenant,” he says.  
And who does he choose?  
A guy who knows more about numbers than 
fighting! This guy from Florence named Michael 
Cassio. He has a pretty wife but he can’t even 
control her. And he’s definitely never 
commanded men in battle. He’s got no more 
hands-on knowledge of warfare than an old  



 2 

unless the bookish theoric 
Wherein the toged consuls can propose 
As masterly as he. Mere prattle without practice 
Is all his soldiership.  
But he, sir, had th' election 
And I, of whom his eyes had seen the proof 
30 At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, must be belee’d and 
calmed 
By debitor and creditor. This counter-caster 
He (in good time) must his lieutenant be 
And I, bless the mark, his Moorship’s ancient. 
 
RODERIGO 
35 By heaven, I rather would have been his 
hangman. 
 
IAGO 
Why, there’s no remedy. 'Tis the curse of service. 
Preferment goes by letter and affection, 
And not by old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to th' first. Now sir, be judge yourself, 
40 Whether I in any just term am affined 
To love the Moor. 
 
RODERIGO 
I would not follow him then. 
 
IAGO 
O sir, content you. 
I follow him to serve my turn upon him. 
45 We cannot all be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly followed.  
You shall mark 
Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave 
That (doting on his own obsequious bondage) 
Wears out his time much like his master’s ass 
50 For naught but provender, and when he’s old, 
cashiered. 
Whip me such honest knaves.  
Others there are 
Who, trimmed in forms and visages of duty, 
Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords, 
55 Do well thrive by them. And when they have 
lined their coats, 
Do themselves homage. These fellows have some 
soul, 
 
 
  

woman— unless you count what he’s read in 
books, which any peace-lover can do. His military 
understanding is all theory, no practice.  
 
But Cassio’s been chosen over me.  
My career is cut short by some bookkeeper, even 
though the general saw my fighting skills first-
hand in Rhodes and Cyprus.  
This accountant is now lieutenant, while I end up 
as the Moor’sflag-bearer. 
 
 
 
RODERIGO 
By God, I’d rather be his executioner. 
 
 
IAGO 
And there’s nothing I can do about it. That’s the 
curse of military service. You get promoted when 
someone likes you, not because you’re next in 
line. Now, you tell me: should I feel loyal to the 
Moor? 
 
 
RODERIGO 
If you don’t like him you should quit. 
 
IAGO 
No, calm down.  
I’m serving under him to take advantage of him. 
We can’t all be masters, and not all masters 
should be followed.  
Look at all the devoted servants who work for 
their masters their whole lives for nothing but 
their food, and then when they get old they’re 
terminated.  
They ought to be whipped for being so stupid.  
 
But then there’s another kind of servant who 
looks dutiful and devoted, but who’s really 
looking out for himself.  
By pretending to serve their lords, these men get 
rich, and when they’ve saved up enough they can 
be their own masters. Guys like that have soul, 
and that’s the kind of guy I am. Let me tell 
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And such a one do I profess myself. For, sir, 
It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 
Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago. 
60 In following him, I follow but myself. 
Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 
But seeming so, for my peculiar end. 
For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
65 In compliment extern, ’tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at. I am not what I am. 

 
As sure as your name’s Roderigo, if I were the 
Moor I wouldn’t want to be Iago. I may seem to 
love and obey him, but in fact, I’m just serving 
him to get what I want. If my outward 
appearance started reflecting what I really felt, 
soon enough I’d be wearing my heart on my 
sleeve for birds to peck at. No, it’s better to hide 
it. I’m not who I appear to be. 

 
RODERIGO 
What a full fortune does the Thick-lips owe 
If he can carry’t thus! 

RODERIGO 
Thick-lips sure is lucky if he can pull this off! 

 
IAGO 
    Call up her father. 
70 Rouse him. Make after him, Poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets. Incense her kinsmen, 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 
Plague him with flies. Though that his joy be joy 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on’t, 
75 As it may lose some color. 

IAGO 
Let’s shout up to Desdemona’s father, wake him, 
pester him, spoil his happiness, spread rumors 
about him in the streets, enrage his relatives, and 
irritate him endlessly. However real his happiness 
is, it will vanish in light of this. 

 
RODERIGO 
Here is her father’s house, I’ll call aloud. 

RODERIGO 
Here’s her father’s house. I’ll call out. 

  
IAGO 
Do, with like timorous accent and dire yell 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

IAGO 
Do it, and shout like the city’s on fire. 

 
RODERIGO 
80 What, ho, Brabantio! Signior Brabantio, ho! 

RODERIGO 
Hey, Brabantio! Signor Brabantio, hey! 

 
IAGO 
Awake! What, ho, Brabantio! Thieves! Thieves! 
Look to your house, your daughter, and your 
bags! 
Thieves! thieves! 

IAGO 
Wake up, Brabantio! Wake up! Thieves! Thieves! 
Check on your daughter, your house, your 
money! Thieves! Thieves! 

 
Iago and Roderigo wake up Brabantio, whose daughter has just been married to Othello. 
Brabantio is really upset about this. Brabantio appears to know Roderigo because he's been 
after Desdemona; Brabantio does not like him either.  
Iago leaves to find Othello and pretend to be his friend, and Roderigo and Brabantio go off 
to find Othello, Desdemona, and the Duke, who they hope will set things straight. 
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Act 1, Scene 2 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=624 

In another street Othelllo and Iago meet Cassio, Othello's newly-promoted lieutenant. 
Othello confirms that he has married Desdemona. They see her father coming. 

CASSIO 
Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

CASSIO 
Here comes another group looking for you. 

 
Enter BRABANTIO, RODERIGO, and officers with 
torches and weapons 

 
BRABANTIO and RODERIGO enter, followed by 
OFFICERS and men with torches. 

 
IAGO 
It is Brabantio. General, be advised, 
He comes to bad intent. 

IAGO 
It’s Brabantio. Look out, sir. He intends to do 
something bad to you. 

 
OTHELLO 
Holla! Stand there! 

 
OTHELLO 
Hey! Stop right there! 

 
RODERIGO 
Signior, it is the Moor. 

 
RODERIGO 
Sir, it’s the Moor. 

 
BRABANTIO 
    Down with him, thief! 

 
BRABANTIO 
Get him, he’s a thief! 

They draw their swords Both sides draw their swords. 
 
IAGO 
60 You, Roderigo! Come, sir, I am for you. 

IAGO 
You, Roderigo! Come on, I’ll fight you. 

 
OTHELLO 
Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust 
them. 
Good signior, you shall more command with years 
Than with your weapons. 

OTHELLO 
Put away your swords. They’ll get rusty in the 
dew. Sir, your age and status inspire more 
respect than your weapons do. 

 
BRABANTIO 
O thou foul thief, where hast thou stowed my 
daughter? 
65 Damned as thou art, thou hast enchanted her! 
For I’ll refer me to all things of sense, 
If she in chains of magic were not bound, 
Whether a maid so tender, fair, and happy, 
So opposite to marriage that she shunned 
70 The wealthy curlèd darlings of our nation, 
Would ever have, t' incur a general mock, 
Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 
Of such a thing as thou—to fear, not to delight. 
Judge me the world if ’tis not gross in sense 
75 That thou hast practiced on her with foul charms, 
Abused her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 

 
BRABANTIO 
You evil thief, where have you hidden my 
daughter?  
You devil, you’ve put a spell on her!  
Anybody with eyes could tell you that a 
beautiful and happy young girl like her,  
 
who’s refused to marry all of the handsome 
young men of the city,  
wouldn’t run off with a black thing like you 
unless she’d been bewitched.  
You’re something to fear, not to love.  
It’s obvious to everyone that you’ve tricked 
her,  
drugged her, or kidnapped her.  
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That weakens motion. I’ll have ’t disputed on. 
'Tis probable and palpable to thinking. 
I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
80 For an abuser of the world, a practicer 
Of arts inhibited and out of warrant.— 
Lay hold upon him. If he do resist, 
Subdue him at his peril! 

That’s probably what happened, so I’m 
arresting you.— 
Arrest this man as a practitioner of black 
magic.  
Grab him. If he struggles, use force! 

 
OTHELLO 
    Hold your hands, 
Both you of my inclining and the rest. 
85Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it 
Without a prompter. Whither will you that I go 
To answer this your charge? 

OTHELLO 
Just a minute. I don’t need anyone to tell me 
when to fight. You’ve accused me of some 
serious crimes. Where do you want me to go 
to respond to these charges? 

 
BRABANTIO 
     To prison, till fit time 
Of law and course of direct session 
Call thee to answer. 

BRABANTIO 
To prison, until you’re called into court. 

 
OTHELLO 
    What if I do obey? 
90 How may the Duke be therewith satisfied, 
Whose messengers are here about my side 
Upon some present business of the state 
To bring me to him? 

OTHELLO 
What if I do what you say? How would I satisfy 
the Duke then? His messengers are waiting 
here to take me to him immediately, on 
pressing state business. 

 
OFFICER 
    'Tis true, most worthy signior. 
The Duke’s in council and your noble self, 
95 I am sure, is sent for. 

OFFICER 
It’s true. The Duke’s in a meeting right now, 
and he’s sent for you too. 

 
BRABANTIO 
    How? The Duke in council? 
In this time of the night? Bring him away. 
Mine’s not an idle cause. The Duke himself, 
Or any of my brothers of the state, 
Cannot but feel this wrong as ’twere their own. 
100 For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaves and pagans shall our statesmen be. 

BRABANTIO 
The Duke’s in a meeting? At this time of night? 
Bring him with us. The law’s on my side. The 
Duke and any of my fellow senators will take 
this wrong as seriously as if it were their own. 
If we let crimes like this happen, slaves and 
heathens will be our rulers. 

Exeunt They all exit. 
 
Act 1, Scene 3 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=839 

There is a fleet of Turkish ships heading for Cyprus. The Duke and senators discuss sending 
Othello, a mighty warrior, to defend Cyprus.  

Enter BRABANTIO, OTHELLO, IAGO, RODERIGO, and Officers  
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DUKE 
50 Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you 
Against the general enemy Ottoman— 
(to BRABANTIO) I did not see you. Welcome, gentle 
signior. 
We lacked your counsel and your help tonight. 

DUKE 
Brave Othello, I have to send you right away to 
fight the Turks, our great enemy.—(to 
BRABANTIO) Oh, I didn’t see you there. 
Welcome, sir. I could have used your wisdom 
and help tonight. 

 
BRABANTIO 
So did I yours. Good your grace, pardon me. 
55 Neither my place nor aught I heard of business 
Hath raised me from my bed, nor doth the general 
care 
Take hold on me, for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o'erbearing nature 
That it engluts and swallows other sorrows 
60 And it is still itself. 

BRABANTIO 
I could have used yours as well. Forgive me, 
your grace. I didn’t get out of bed and come 
here in the dead of night because I heard 
about the war or because I was worried about 
the city’s defense. I have a personal problem 
so painful and gut-wrenching that it 
overwhelms everything else. 

 
DUKE 
Why, what’s the matter? 

DUKE 
Why, what’s the matter? 

 
BRABANTIO 
My daughter! Oh, my daughter! 

BRABANTIO 
It’s my daughter! Oh, my daughter! 

 
ALL 
    Dead? 

FIRST SENATOR 
Is she dead? 

 
BRABANTIO 
      Ay, to me. 
She is abused, stol'n from me, and corrupted 
By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks. 

BRABANTIO 
She’s dead to me. She’s been tricked and 
stolen from me, enchanted by black magic 
spells. She must’ve 

For nature so prepost'rously to err, 
Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 
Sans witchcraft could not. 

been tricked or drugged, because there’s no 
way she could have made this mistake on her 
own. 

 
DUKE 
Whoe'er he be that in this foul proceeding 
Hath thus beguiled your daughter of herself 
70 And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter, 
After your own sense, yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

DUKE 
Whoever tricked your daughter and stole her 
from you will pay for it. And you yourself will 
determine the sentence as you see fit, and 
impose the death penalty if you choose to, 
even if the criminal were my own son. 

 
BRABANTIO 
    Humbly I thank your grace. 
Here is the man, this Moor, whom now it seems, 
75 Your special mandate for the state affairs 
Hath hither brought. 

BRABANTIO 
I humbly thank you, sir. Here is the man, the 
Moor. It seems you had your own reasons for 
summoning him here. 

 
ALL 
    We are very sorry for’t. 

 
ALL 
We’re sorry to hear this. 
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DUKE 
(to OTHELLO) What, in your own part, can you say to 
this? 

DUKE 
(to OTHELLO) What do you have to say for 
yourself? 

 
BRABANTIO 
Nothing, but this is so. 

 
BRABANTIO 
Nothing, but this is true. 

 
OTHELLO 
Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
80 My very noble and approved good masters, 
That I have ta'en away this old man’s daughter, 
It is most true. True, I have married her. 
The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech, 
85 And little blessed with the soft phrase of peace, 
For since these arms of mine had seven years' pith 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have used 
Their dearest action in the tented field, 
And little of this great world can I speak, 
More than pertains to feats of broils and battle, 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause 
In speaking for myself. Yet, by your gracious 
patience, 
I will a round unvarnished tale deliver 
Of my whole course of love. What drugs, what 
charms, 
95 What conjuration and what mighty magic— 
For such proceeding I am charged withal— 
I won his daughter. 

OTHELLO 
Noble, honorable gentlemen whom I serve:  
it’s true  
that I’ve taken this man’s daughter from him 
and married her.  
But that’s my only offense. There’s nothing 
more.  
I’m awkward in my speech  
and I’m not a smooth talker.  
From the time I was seven years old until nine 
months ago I’ve been fighting in battles.  
I don’t know much about the world apart from 
fighting.  
So I won’t do myself much good by speaking in 
my own defense. But if you’ll let me, I’ll tell 
you the plain 
story of how we fell in love, and what drugs, 
charms, spells, and powerful magic—because 
that’s what I’m being accused of—I used to 
win his daughter. 

 
BRABANTIO 
    A maiden never bold, 
Of spirit so still and quiet that her motion 
Blushed at herself. And she, in spite of nature, 
100 Of years, of country, credit, everything, 
To fall in love with what she feared to look on? 
It is a judgment maimed and most imperfect 
That will confess perfection so could err. 
Against all rules of nature, and must be driven 
105 To find out practices of cunning hell 
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again 
That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood 
Or with some dram, conjured to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 

BRABANTIO 
She’s a good girl, quiet and obedient. She 
blushes at the slightest thing. And you want 
me to believe that despite her young age and 
proper upbringing she fell in love with a man 
she’d be afraid to look at?  
The very thought of it is ridiculous.  
You’d have to be stupid to think that someone 
so perfect could make such an unnatural 
mistake as that.  
The devil must be behind this. Therefore I say 
again that he must have used some powerful 
drug or magic potion on her. 

 
DUKE 
    To vouch this is no proof, 
110 Without more wider and more overt test 
Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming do prefer against him. 

DUKE 
Your saying this isn’t proof.  
There has to be clear evidence that he’s done 
this, not just these accusations. 
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FIRST SENATOR 
But, Othello, speak. 
Did you by indirect and forcèd courses 
115 Subdue and poison this young maid’s affections? 
Or came it by request and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth? 

FIRST SENATOR 
Tell us, Othello. Did you trick or deceive this 
lady in some way? Or did you agree to this as 
equals? 

 
OTHELLO 
    I do beseech you, 
Send for the lady to the Sagittary, 
And let her speak of me before her father. 
120 If you do find me foul in her report 
The trust, the office I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

OTHELLO 
Please, send for Desdemona to come here 
from the Sagittarius Inn and ask her to speak 
about me in front 
of her father. If she has anything bad to say 
about me, then you can sentence me to death. 

 
DUKE 
    Fetch Desdemona hither. 

DUKE 
Bring Desdemona here. 

 
OTHELLO 
Ancient, conduct them. You best know the place. 

OTHELLO 
Iago, bring Desdemona here. You know where 
she is. 
            IAGO and attendants exit. 
In the meantime I’ll tell you all, as honestly as I 
confess my sins to God, how I wooed this 
beautiful lady, and how she came to love me. 

                Exeunt IAGO and attendants 
125 And till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood 
So justly to your grave ears I’ll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love 
And she in mine. 
 
DUKE 
    Say it, Othello. 

DUKE 
Tell us, Othello. 

OTHELLO 
130 Her father loved me, oft invited me, 
Still questioned me the story of my life 
From year to year, the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That I have passed.  

OTHELLO 
Her father loved me and used to invite me to 
his house often,  
continually asking me about my life and all the 
battles I’ve fought.   

Othello describes lots of harrowing battles, travels outside the civilized world, and dramatic 
reversals of fortune. He explains that Desdemona overheard parts of the story and asked 
Othello to retell it to her. Desdemona was moved to love Othello by his story.  
Desdemona enters and confirms that she loves Othello. Brabantio is saddened but accepts 
the marriage, although he is clearly not happy about it.  
He exits, saying, "Look to her, Moor, if thou hast eyes to see: she has deceived her father, 
and may thee."  
Othello doesn't believe Desdemona will ever betray his love. 

Everyone leaves except for Roderigo and Iago. 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=1625 

RODERIGO 
Iago. 

RODERIGO 
Iago. 
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IAGO 
What say’st thou, noble heart? 

IAGO 
What do you have to say, noble friend? 

 
RODERIGO 
What will I do, think’st thou? 

RODERIGO 
What do you think I should do? 

 
IAGO 
300 Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

IAGO 
Go to bed, and sleep. 

 
RODERIGO 
I will incontinently drown myself. 

RODERIGO 
I’m going to go drown myself. 

 
IAGO 
If thou dost I shall never love thee after. Why, thou 
silly gentleman! 

IAGO 
If you do that, I’ll never respect you again. Why, you 
silly man! 

 
RODERIGO 
It is silliness to live when to live is torment, and then 
have we a prescription to die when death is our 
physician. 

RODERIGO 
It’s silly to live when life is torture. The only cure is 
death. 

 
IAGO 
Oh, villainous! I have looked upon the world for four 
times seven years, and since I could distinguish 
betwixt a benefit and an injury I never found man 
that knew how to love himself. Ere I would say I 
would drown myself for the love of a guinea hen, I 
would change my humanity with a baboon. 

IAGO 
Oh, how stupid! I’ve been alive for twenty-eight 
years, and I’ve never met a man who knew what was 
good for him. I’d rather be a baboon than kill myself 
out of love for some woman I can’t have. 

 
RODERIGO 
305 What should I do? I confess it is my shame to be 
so fond, but it is not in my virtue to amend it. 

RODERIGO 
What should I do? I know it’s foolish to be so much in 
love, but I can’t help it. 

 
IAGO 
Virtue? A fig! 'Tis in ourselves that we are thus or 
thus. Our bodies are our gardens, to the which our 
wills are gardeners. So that if we will plant nettles or 
sow lettuce, set hyssop and weed up thyme, supply it 
with one gender of herbs or distract it with many—
either to have it sterile with idleness, or manured 
with industry—why, the power and corrigible 
authority of this lies in our wills. If the balance of our 
lives had not one scale of reason to poise another of 
sensuality, the blood and baseness of our natures 
would conduct us to most prepost'rous conclusions. 
But we have reason to cool our raging motions, our 
carnal stings, our unbitted lusts. Whereof I take this 
that you call love to be a sect or scion. 

IAGO 
Can’t help it? Nonsense! What we are is up to us. 
Our bodies are like gardens and our willpower is like 
the gardener. Depending on what we plant—weeds 
or lettuce, or one kind of herb rather than a variety, 
the garden will either be barren and useless, or rich 
and productive. If we didn’t have rational minds to 
counterbalance our emotions and desires, our bodily 
urges would take over. We’d end up in ridiculous 
situations. Thankfully, we have reason to cool our 
raging lusts. In my opinion, what you call love is just 
an offshoot of lust. 

 
RODERIGO 
It cannot be. 

RODERIGO 
I don’t believe it. 
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IAGO 
It is merely a lust of the blood and a permission of 
the will. Come, be a man. Drown thyself? Drown cats 
and blind puppies! I have professed me thy friend, 
and I confess me knit to thy deserving with cables of 
perdurable toughness. 
I could never better stead thee than now. Put money 
in thy purse. Follow thou the wars, defeat thy favor 
with an usurped beard. I say, put money in thy purse. 
It cannot be long that Desdemona should continue 
her love to the Moor—put money in thy purse—nor 
he his to her. It was a violent commencement in her, 
and thou shalt see an answerable sequestration—
put but money in thy purse. These Moors are 
changeable in their wills—fill thy purse with money. 
The food that to him now is as luscious as locusts 
shall be to him shortly as bitter as coloquintida. She 
must change for youth. When she is sated with his 
body she will find the errors of her choice. Therefore, 
put money in thy purse. If thou wilt needs damn 
thyself, do it a more delicate way than drowning. 
Make all the money thou canst. If sanctimony and a 
frail vow betwixt an erring barbarian and supersubtle 
Venetian be not too hard for my wits and all the tribe 
of hell, thou shalt enjoy her. Therefore make money. 
A pox of drowning thyself! 'Tis clean out of the way. 
Seek thou rather to be hanged in compassing thy joy 
than to be drowned and go without her. 

IAGO 
You feel love because you feel lust and you have no 
willpower. Come on, be a man. Drown yourself? 
Drowning is for cats or blind puppies—don’t drown 
yourself! I’ve told you I’m your friend, and I’ll stick by 
you.  
I’ve never been more useful to you than I will be 
now. Here’s what you’ll do. Sell all your assets and 
your land, and turn it into cash. Desdemona can’t 
continue loving the Moor any more than he can 
continue loving her. She fell in love with him very 
suddenly, and they’ll break up just as suddenly. 
Moors are moody people.—So sell your lands and 
raise a lot of cash. What seems sweet to him now 
will soon turn bitter. She’ll dump Othello for a 
younger man. When she’s had enough of the Moor’s 
body, she’ll realize her mistake. She’ll need to have a 
new lover. She’ll have to have it. So have your money 
ready. If you want to go to hell, there are better 
ways to do it than killing yourself. Raise all the 
money you can. I can get the better of religion and a 
few flimsy vows between a misguided barbarian and 
a depraved Venetian girl. You’ll get to sleep with 
her—just put together some money. And to hell with 
drowning yourself! That’s completely beside the 
point. If you’re ready to die, you can risk death by 
committing crimes in an attempt to get the woman 
you want. Don’t just give up on her and drown 
yourself. 

 
RODERIGO 
310 Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend on the 
issue? 

 
RODERIGO 
Can I count on you if I wait to see what happens? 

 
IAGO 
Thou art sure of me. Go, make money. I have told 
thee often, and I re-tell thee again and again, I hate 
the Moor. My cause is hearted. Thine hath no less 
reason. Let us be conjunctive in our revenge against 
him. If thou canst cuckold him, thou dost thyself a 
pleasure, me a sport. There are many events in the 
womb of time which will be delivered. Traverse, go, 
provide thy money. We will have more of this 
tomorrow. Adieu. 

 
IAGO 
You can trust me. Go now and get cash. I told you 
before, and I’ll tell you again and again: I hate the 
Moor. I’m devoted to my cause of hating him, just as 
devoted as you are to yours. So let’s join forces and 
get revenge. If you seduce Desdemona and make a 
fool out of him, it’ll be fun for both of us. Many 
things may happen. Go get money. We’ll speak again 
tomorrow. Goodbye. 

 
RODERIGO 
Where shall we meet i' th' morning? 

 
RODERIGO 
Where will we meet in the morning? 

IAGO 
      At my lodging. 

 
IAGO 
At my house. 

RODERIGO  
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I’ll be with thee betimes. RODERIGO 
I’ll be there early. 

IAGO 
    Go to, farewell. 
Do you hear, Roderigo? 

 
IAGO 
Go home. Goodbye. Oh, and one more thing— 

RODERIGO 
315 What say you? 

 
RODERIGO 
What is it? 

 
IAGO 
No more of drowning, do you hear? 

IAGO 
No more talk about killing yourself, okay? 

RODERIGO 
I am changed. 

RODERIGO 
I’ve changed my mind about that. 

IAGO 
Go to, farewell. Put money enough in your purse. 

 
IAGO 
Go then, goodbye. Put a lot of cash together. 

RODERIGO 
I’ll sell all my land. 

 
RODERIGO 
I’m going to sell all my land. 

Exit RODERIGO exits. 
 
IAGO 
320 Thus do I ever make my fool my purse. 
For I mine own gained knowledge should profane 
If I would time expend with such a snipe 
But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor, 
And it is thought abroad that ’twixt my sheets 
325 He’s done my office. I know not if ’t be true, 
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 
Will do as if for surety. He holds me well. 
The better shall my purpose work on him. 
Cassio’s a proper man. Let me see now, 

IAGO 
That’s how I always do it, getting money from fools. 
I’d be wasting my skills dealing with an idiot like that 
if I couldn’t get something useful out of him.  
I hate the Moor, and there’s a widespread rumor 
that he’s slept with my wife. I’m not sure it’s true, 
but just the suspicion is enough for me.  
He thinks highly of me.  
That’ll help. Cassio’s a handsome man.  
Let’s see, how can I 
get his position and use him to hurt Othello at the 
same time?  
How? How? Let’s see. After a while I’ll start telling 
Othello that Cassio is too intimate with Desdemona. 
Cassio is a smooth talker  
and a good-looking guy, the sort of man that people 
would expect to be a seducer. The Moor is open and 
straightforward. He thinks any man who seems 
honest is honest. People like that are easy to 
manipulate. So it’s all decided. I’ve worked it out. 
With a little help from the devil, I’ll bring this 
monstrous plan to success. 

To get his place and to plume up my will 
In double knavery. How? How? Let’s see. 
After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear 
That he is too familiar with his wife. 
He hath a person and a smooth dispose 
335 To be suspected, framed to make women false. 
The Moor is of a free and open nature 
That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 
And will as tenderly be led by th' nose 
As asses are. 
340 I have ’t. It is engendered! Hell and night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s light. 
Exit He exits 
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Act 2 
 
Scene 1 
A Sea-port in Cyprus.  
Some sailors in Cyprus talk about how the Turkish army never got the chance to attack 
because a storm sank all their boats. They see Cassio coming, and they know he is nervous 
because his ship got separated from Othello's; he's afraid for Othello's safety. Iago, Iago's 
wife Emila, and Desdemona talk about Othello as well as being married. Desdemona and 
Cassio move aside to speak privately. Cassio takes Desdemona's hand and kisses it. 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=2402 
 
CASSIO takes DESDEMONA'S hand CASSIO takes DESDEMONA'S hand. 

IAGO 
(aside) He takes her by the palm. Ay, well said, 
whisper! With as little a web as this will I ensnare as 
great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do, I will gyve 
thee in thine own courtship. You say true, 'Tis so, 
indeed.  

IAGO 
(to himself) He’s taking her hand. That’s right, go 
ahead and whisper together. This is all I need to 
get Cassio. Yes, keep smiling at her, Cassio. Your 
fine manners around women will be your 
downfall. Oh, I’m sure you’re saying something 
very clever.  

If such tricks as these strip you out of your 
lieutenantry, it had been better you had not kissed 
your three fingers so oft, which now again you are 
most apt to play the sir in. Very good, well kissed, and 
excellent courtesy! ’tis so, indeed. Yet again your 
fingers to your lips? Would they were clyster-pipes for 
your sake!—  

If you lose your job because of little flirtations 
like this, you’ll wish you hadn’t been so 
courteous with her. Oh, how nice, you’re kissing 
your own hand, one finger at a time? I wish 
those fingers were enema tubes!— 

Trumpet within A trumpet plays offstage. 
165 The Moor! I know his trumpet. That’s the Moor! I recognize his trumpet. 

CASSIO 
    'Tis truly so. 

 
CASSIO 
Yes, it is. 

DESDEMONA 
Let’s meet him and receive him. 

DESDEMONA 
Let’s go greet him when he lands. 

CASSIO 
    Lo, where he comes! 

CASSIO 
Look, here he comes. 

Enter OTHELLO and attendants OTHELLO enters with attendants. 
 
OTHELLO 
Oh my fair warrior! 

OTHELLO 
My beautiful warrior! 

DESDEMONA 
    My dear Othello! 

DESDEMONA 
My darling Othello! 

OTHELLO 
It gives me wonder great as my content 
To see you here before me. Oh, my soul’s joy! 
170 If after every tempest come such calms, 
May the winds blow till they have wakened death, 
And let the laboring bark climb hills of seas 
Olympus-high, and duck again as low 

OTHELLO 
I’m amazed you got here before me. But I’m 
overjoyed! My love, if the calm after the storm 
could always be this wonderful, I’d want the 
wind to blow until it waked the dead, and 
whipped up waves as tall as mountains! If I died 
right now I’d be completely happy, since I’ll 
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As hell’s from heaven! If it were now to die, 
175 '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. 

probably never be as happy as this again in my 
life. 

 
DESDEMONA 
    The heavens forbid 
But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
180 Even as our days do grow. 

DESDEMONA 
God willing, our love and our happiness will only 
increase as we get older. 

 
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 (kissing 
her)  
That e'er our hearts shall make! 

OTHELLO 
Amen to that! I can’t talk about my happiness 
anymore. It’s too much. I hope these kisses I’m 
about to give you are the closest we ever come 
to fighting.(they kiss)  

 
IAGO 
185 (aside)  
    Oh, you are well tuned now, 
But I’ll set down the pegs that make this music, 
As honest as I am. 

IAGO 
(to himself) Oh, you’re happy now, but I’ll ruin 
your happiness, for all my supposed honesty. 

 
OTHELLO 
    Come, let us to the castle. 
News, friends! Our wars are done, the Turks are 
drowned. 
How does my old acquaintance of this isle?— 
190 Honey, you shall be well desired in Cyprus, 
I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 
I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 
In mine own comforts.—I prithee, good Iago, 
Go to the bay and disembark my coffers. 
195 Bring thou the master to the citadel. 
He is a good one, and his worthiness 
Does challenge much respect.—Come, Desdemona, 
Once more, well met at Cyprus. 

OTHELLO 
Let’s go up to the castle. Good news, friends. 
The war’s over and the Turks are drowned. How 
are my old friends from this island doing?—
Honey, they’ll love you here in Cyprus. They’ve 
been very good to me here. Oh, my dear, I’m 
blabbing on and on because I’m so happy.—
Iago, would you be good enough to go get my 
trunks from the ships? And bring the ship’s 
captain to the castle. He’s a good man.—Let’s 
go, Desdemona. I’ll say it again: I’m so happy to 
see you here in Cyprus! 

Exeunt OTHELLO, DESDEMONA, and attendants OTHELLO, DESDEMONA, and attendants exit. 

Iago and Roderigo discuss a new plan: Get Othello to believe that Desdemona is sleeping 
with Cassio. Roderigo leaves, and Iago reveals to us that he hates Othello because he thinks 
Othello may have slept with Emilia, although he has no proof.  

Act 2, Scene 2 

An announcement is made that Othello and Desdemona have been recently married; there 
will be a party in Cyprus. 
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Act 2, Scene 3 
 
Othello is tired but wants to be with Desdemona, since they haven't had a real wedding 
night yet. They leave. Iago and Cassio are alone, and Iago tries to get Cassio to drink more 
wine, but Cassio won't. A doorbell rings, and Cassio leaves to open the door. 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=3069 
 
IAGO 
30 If I can fasten but one cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk tonight already, 
He’ll be as full of quarrel and offense 
As my young mistress' dog. Now my sick fool Roderigo, 
Whom love hath turned almost the wrong side out, 
35 To Desdemona hath tonight caroused 
Potations pottle-deep, and he’s to watch. 
Three lads of Cyprus, noble swelling spirits 
(That hold their honors in a wary distance, 
The very elements of this warlike isle) 
40 Have I tonight flustered with flowing cups, 
And they watch too. Now ’mongst this flock of 
drunkards 
Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may offend the isle. 
    But here they come. 
If consequence do but approve my dream 
45 My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 

IAGO 
If I can just get him to drink one more glass after 
what he’s drunk already, he’ll be as argumentative 
and eager to fight as a little dog.  
That fool Roderigo, all twisted up inside with love, 
has been drinking toasts to Desdemona by the 
gallon, and he’s on guard duty. I’ve gotten the rest of 
the guards drunk, as well as several gentlemen from 
Cyprus who are quick to take offense.  
 
 
Now I’ll get Cassio to do something in front of all 
these drunkards that will offend everyone on the 
island.  
Here they come. If the future turns out as I hope it 
will, I’m all set for success. 

Enter CASSIO, MONTANO and gentlemen CASSIO, MONTANO, and GENTLEMEN enter, followed 
by servants with wine. 

CASSIO 
'Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse already. 

CASSIO 
My God, they’ve given me a lot to drink. 

 
MONTANO 
Good faith, a little one, not past a pint, As I am a 
soldier. 

MONTANO 
No, it was a little one, not more than a pint. 

 
IAGO 
    Some wine, ho! 
(sings)  
 And let me the cannikin clink, clink,  
50  And let me the cannikin clink.  
 A soldier’s a man,  
 A life’s but a span,  
 Why then let a soldier drink.  
 Some wine, boys!  

IAGO 
Bring in more wine! 
(he sings)  
 And clink your glasses together, 
 And clink your glasses together. 
 A soldier’s a man, 
 And a man’s life is short, 
 So let the soldier drink. 
 Have some more wine, boys!  

CASSIO 
55 Fore heaven, an excellent song. 

CASSIO 
My God, what a great song! 

IAGO 
I learned it in England where indeed they are most 
potent in potting. Your Dane, your German, and your 

IAGO 
I learned it in England, where they have a talent for 
drinking. The Danes, the Germans, and the Dutch—
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swag-bellied Hollander—Drink, ho!—are nothing to 
your English. 

come on, drink, drink!—are nothing compared to the 
English. 

CASSIO 
Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking? 

CASSIO 
Are Englishmen really such heavy drinkers? 

IAGO 
Why, he drinks you with facility your Dane dead drunk; 
he sweats not to overthrow your Almain. He gives 
your Hollander a vomit ere the next pottle can be 
filled. 

IAGO 
They drink Danes under the table, and it takes them 
no effort at all to out-drink Germans. And the Dutch 
are vomiting while the English are asking for refills. 

CASSIO 
To the health of our general! 

 
CASSIO 
Let’s drink to our general! 

MONTANO 
60 I am for it, lieutenant, and I’ll do you justice. 

MONTANO 
Hear, hear! I’ll drink as much as you do! 

IAGO 
Oh, sweet England! 
(sings)  
King Stephen was a worthy peer,  
His breeches cost him but a crown,  
65 He held them sixpence all too dear,  
With that he called the tailor lown.  
He was a wight of high renown,  
And thou art but of low degree,  
'Tis pride that pulls the country down,  
70 Then take thine auld cloak about thee.  
Some wine, ho!  

 
IAGO 
Oh, sweet England! 
(he sings)  
 King Stephen was a good king, and his pants were 
very cheap, 
 But he thought his tailor overcharged him, so he 
called him a peasant. 
 And that was a man of noble rank, much higher 
than you are. 
 So be happy with your worn-out cloak, 
 Since pride is ruining the nation. 
 More wine!  

CASSIO 
Why, this is a more exquisite song than the other. 

 
CASSIO 
God, that song’s even better than the other one. 

IAGO 
Will you hear ’t again? 

 
IAGO 
Do you want to hear it again? 

CASSIO 
No, for I hold him to be unworthy of his place that 
does those things. Well, heaven’s above all, and there 
be souls must be saved, and there be souls must not 
be saved. 

CASSIO 
No, because we shouldn’t be doing that—stuff. Oh 
well, God’s in charge, and some people have to go to 
heaven, while other people have to go to hell. 

IAGO 
75 It’s true, good lieutenant. 

IAGO 
That’s true, lieutenant. 

CASSIO 
For mine own part, no offence to the general nor any 
man of quality, I hope to be saved. 

CASSIO 
Speaking for myself—and no offense to the general 
or anyone else—I hope I’m going to heaven. 

IAGO 
And so do I too, lieutenant. 

 
IAGO 
Me too, lieutenant. 

CASSIO 
Ay, but (by your leave) not before me. The lieutenant 
is to be saved before the ancient. Let’s have no more 
of this, let’s to our affairs.—Forgive us our sins!—

 
CASSIO 
Okay, but please not before me. The lieutenant has 
to get to heaven before the ensign. But let’s stop 
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Gentlemen, let’s look to our business. Do not think, 
gentlemen, I am drunk. This is my ancient, this is my 
right hand, and this is my left. I am not drunk now. I 
can stand well enough, and I speak well enough. 

this drinking and get down to business.—God 
forgive our sins!—Gentlemen, let’s get down to 
business. By the way, I don’t want anyone thinking 
I’m drunk. This is my ensign. This is my right hand, 
and this is my left hand. 
I’m not drunk. I can stand well enough, and I can 
speak just fine. 

ALL 
Excellent well! 

ALL 
Yes, you’re speaking very well. 

 
CASSIO 
80 Why, very well then. You must not think then that I 
am drunk. 

CASSIO 
Yes, very well. So don’t think that I’m drunk. 

                             Exit                                              CASSIO exits. 

MONTANO 
To th' platform, masters. Come, let’s set the watch. 

MONTANO 
Let’s go to the platform where we’ll stand guard. 
Come on. 

Exit GENTLEMEN  GENTLEMEN exit. 
 
IAGO 
You see this fellow that is gone before, 
He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar 
And give direction. And do but see his vice, 
85 'Tis to his virtue a just equinox, 
The one as long as th' other. 'Tis pity of him. 
I fear the trust Othello puts him in 
On some odd time of his infirmity 
Will shake this island. 

IAGO 
You see that man who just left? He’s a good soldier, 
good enough to be Caesar’s right-hand man. But he 
has a serious weakness. It’s too bad. I’m worried 
that Othello trusts him too much, and it’ll be bad 
for Cyprus eventually. 

 
MONTANO 
    But is he often thus? 

MONTANO 
But is he often like this? 

 
IAGO 
90'Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep. 
He’ll watch the horologe a double set 
If drink rock not his cradle. 

IAGO 
He drinks like this every night before he goes to 
sleep. He’d stay up all night and all day if he didn’t 
drink himself to sleep. 

MONTANO 
    It were well 
The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps he sees it not, or his good nature 
95 Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio 
And looks not on his evils. Is not this true? 

MONTANO 
The general should be informed about this. Maybe 
he’s never noticed, or he only wants to see Cassio’s 
good side. Don’t you think so? 

 
Enter RODERIGO  RODERIGO enters. 

IAGO 
(aside) How now, Roderigo? 
I pray you, after the lieutenant, go! 

IAGO 
(speaking so that only RODERIGO can hear) Hello, 
Roderigo. Please, follow the lieutenant. Hurry! Go! 

                  Exit RODERIGO                    RODERIGO exits. 
MONTANO 
And ’tis great pity that the noble Moor MONTANO 
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100 Should hazard such a place as his own second 
With one of an ingraft infirmity. 
It were an honest action to say 
So to the Moor. 

And it’s too bad that the Moor chose a man with 
such a deep-rooted drinking problem as his second-
in-command. We should definitely say something 
to the Moor. 

 
IAGO 
    Not I, for this fair island. 
I do love Cassio well, and would do much 
105 To cure him of this evil— 

IAGO 
I wouldn’t say anything, not if you gave me the 
whole island for doing so. I respect Cassio and I’d 
like to help cure his alcoholism— 

              Cry within “Help! help!”           A voice offstage calls “Help! Help!” 
But, hark! What noise? What’s that noise? 
Enter CASSIO, pursuing RODERIGO  CASSIO enters, chasing RODERIGO. 
 
CASSIO 
Zounds! You rogue! You rascal! 

CASSIO 
Damn you, you villain, you rascal! 

 
MONTANO 
What’s the matter, lieutenant? 

MONTANO 
What’s the matter, lieutenant? 

 
CASSIO 
A knave teach me my duty? 
110 I’ll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 

CASSIO 
To think that fool had the nerve to try to teach me 
manners! I’ll beat him until the welts look like 
basket-weave! 

 
RODERIGO 
Beat me? 

 
RODERIGO 
You’ll beat me? 

 
CASSIO 
Dost thou prate, rogue? (strikes him)  

CASSIO 
Are you talking, you villain?(he hits RODERIGO)  

 
MONTANO 
Nay, good lieutenant! I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 
(stays him)  

MONTANO 
No, don’t hit him, lieutenant! Please, sir, restrain 
yourself. (he restrains CASSIO)  

 
CASSIO 
Let me go, sir, or I’ll knock you o'er the mazzard. 

 
CASSIO 
Let me go, or I’ll knock you on the head. 

 
MONTANO 
115 Come, come, you’re drunk. 

 
MONTANO 
Come on, you’re drunk. 

 
CASSIO 
Drunk? 

CASSIO 
Drunk? 

             They fight MONTANO and CASSIO fight. 
 
IAGO 
(aside to RODERIGO)  
Away, I say, go out, and cry a mutiny.— 

IAGO 
(speaking so that only RODERIGO can hear) Go tell 
everyone there’s a riot.— 

Exit RODERIGO  RODERIGO exits. 
Nay, good lieutenant! Alas, gentlemen— 
120 Help, ho!— Lieutenant—sir, Montano— 
Help, masters!—Here’s a goodly watch indeed! 

No, lieutenant—God, gentlemen—Help—
Lieutenant—sir, Montano—Help, men!—The night 
guard is coming! 
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          Bell rings          Someone rings a bell. 
Who’s that which rings the bell?—Diablo, ho! 
The town will rise. Fie, Fie, lieutenant, 
You’ll be ashamed for ever. 

Who’s sounding that alarm? The whole town will 
riot! God, lieutenant, please stop! You’ll be 
ashamed of this forever! 

Enter OTHELLO and attendants OTHELLO enters with attendants. 
 
OTHELLO 
125 What is the matter here? 

OTHELLO 
What is the matter here? 

 
MONTANO 
I bleed still, 
I am hurt to the death. He dies! 

 
MONTANO 
My God, I’m bleeding! I’ve been mortally wounded. 
I’ll kill him! 

 
OTHELLO 
Hold, for your lives! 

OTHELLO 
Stop right now! 

IAGO 
Hold, ho! Lieutenant—sir, Montano—gentlemen, 
130 Have you forgot all place of sense and duty? 
Hold! The general speaks to you. Hold, for shame! 

IAGO 
Stop! Lieutenant—sir, Montano—gentlemen! Have 
you forgotten your duty and your sense of 
decorum? Stop! The general is talking to you! Stop, 
for God’s sake! 

OTHELLO 
Why, how now, ho! From whence ariseth this? 
Are we turned Turks? And to ourselves do that 
Which heaven hath forbid the Ottomites? 
135 For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl. 
He that stirs next to carve for his own rage 
Holds his soul light, he dies upon his motion. 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety. What is the matter, masters?— 
140 Honest Iago, that looks dead with grieving, 
Speak, who began this? On thy love, I charge thee. 

OTHELLO 
How did this all start? Have we all become as 
savage as the Turks, treating each other as badly as 
they would have treated us? For heaven’s sake, 
stop this savage brawl! The next man who swings 
his sword must not care about his life, because the 
instant he strikes, he dies. Stop that alarm from 
ringing, it’s scaring the islanders. What’s the matter 
here, gentlemen?—Honest Iago, you look upset. 
Speak up and tell me who started this. Answer me. 

 
IAGO 
I do not know. Friends all but now, even now, 
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Divesting them for bed. And then, but now, 
145 As if some planet had unwitted men, 
Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breasts 
In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 
Any beginning to this peevish odds, 
And would in action glorious I had lost 
150 Those legs that brought me to a part of it. 

IAGO 
I don’t know. We were all having fun until just a 
minute ago; we were as happy as a bride and 
groom taking off their clothes.  
But then the mood suddenly changed. It was as if 
something had driven the men insane and made 
them point their swords at one another. I don’t 
know what could have started this. I’d rather have 
lost my legs in battle than be a part of this! 

OTHELLO 
How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot? 

OTHELLO 
How did you manage to lose your self-control like 
this, Michael? 

CASSIO 
I pray you pardon me, I cannot speak. 

CASSIO 
Please, excuse me, sir. I can’t speak. 

OTHELLO 
Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil. 
The gravity and stillness of your youth 

OTHELLO 
Montano, you’re supposed to be calm and 
collected.  
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155 The world hath noted, and your name is great 
In mouths of wisest censure. What’s the matter 
That you unlace your reputation thus 
And spend your rich opinion for the name 
Of a night-brawler? Give me answer to it. 

You’re famous for it. Wise people respect you. 
What in the world made you risk your reputation 
like this and become a street brawler? Tell me. 

MONTANO 
160 Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger. 
Your officer Iago can inform you, 
While I spare speech, which something now offends 
me, 
Of all that I do know. Nor know I aught 
By me that’s said or done amiss this night, 
165 Unless self-charity be sometimes a vice, 
And to defend ourselves it be a sin 
When violence assails us. 
 
OTHELLO 
    Now, by heaven, 
My blood begins my safer guides to rule, 
And passion, having my best judgment collied, 
170 Assays to lead the way. If I once stir, 
Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
Shall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on, 
And he that is approved in this offence, 
175 Though he had twinned with me, both at a birth, 
Shall lose me. What, in a town of war 
Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear, 
To manage private and domestic quarrel? 
In night, and on the court and guard of safety? 
180 'Tis monstrous. Iago, who began ’t? 
 
MONTANO 
If partially affined or leagued in office 
Thou dost deliver more or less than truth 
Thou art no soldier. 

MONTANO 
Othello, I’ve been seriously hurt. Your officer Iago 
can tell you what happened. I should save my 
breath, since it hurts to talk. I didn’t do anything 
wrong that I know of, unless it was a sin to defend 
myself when someone attacked me. 
 
 
 
 
 
OTHELLO 
All right, now I’m starting to lose my cool. By God, if 
you don’t tell me what happened you’ll all suffer. 
Tell me how this fight began, who started it. 
Whoever is guilty, even if he were my twin brother, 
I swear I’m through with him. We’re in a town 
that’s just 
avoided a war, everyone’s still on edge, and you’re 
getting into private fights while you’re supposed to 
be on guard duty? That’s unbelievably bad. Iago, 
who started it? 
 
 
 
 
MONTANO 
I know you’re close to Cassio, but if you diverge 
from the truth in any way, you’re not a true soldier. 

IAGO 
    Touch me not so near. 
I had rather have this tongue cut from my mouth 
185 Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio. 
Yet I persuade myself to speak the truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. This it is, general: 
Montano and myself being in speech, 
There comes a fellow crying out for help 
190 And Cassio following him with determined sword 
To execute upon him. Sir, this gentleman 
Steps in to Cassio and entreats his pause, 
Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 
Lest by his clamor—as it so fell out— 

IAGO 
You’re hitting close to home there. I’d rather cut 
my tongue out of my mouth than say anything bad 
about Michael Cassio. But I don’t think it’ll hurt him 
to tell the truth. This is what happened, General. 
Montano and I were talking when a man came 
running, crying for help.  
 
Cassio was chasing him with his sword out, trying 
to kill the guy.  
This gentleman stopped Cassio and told him to put 
away his sword.  
I followed the guy who was crying for help,  
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195 The town might fall in fright. He, swift of foot, 
Outran my purpose, and I returned then rather 
For that I heard the clink and fall of swords 
And Cassio high in oath, which till tonight 
I ne'er might say before. When I came back— 
200 For this was brief— I found them close together 
At blow and thrust, even as again they were 
When you yourself did part them. 
More of this matter cannot I report. 

to keep him from scaring the public.  
But he was fast and outran me.  
When I got back,  
I heard the swords clinking  
and Cassio swearing.  
I’d never heard him swear before.  
They were nearly killing each other,  
as you saw when you pulled them apart.  
I can’t tell you anything else. 

But men are men, the best sometimes forget. 
205 Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, 
As men in rage strike those that wish them best, 
Yet surely Cassio, I believe, received 
From him that fled some strange indignity 
Which patience could not pass. 

But nobody’s perfect, and even the best man 
sometimes loses control and strikes out in rage. 
Cassio was wrong to hurt Montano, who was only 
trying to help him, but I’m sure the guy who ran 
away must have offended Cassio in some terrible 
way, and Cassio couldn’t let it pass. 

 
OTHELLO 
    I know, Iago, 
210 Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cassio. Cassio, I love thee 
But never more be officer of mine.— 

OTHELLO 
Iago, I know you’re fond of Cassio and are 
downplaying this for his benefit. Cassio, I love you, 
but you’re never again going to be one of my 
officers.— 

 
Enter DESDEMONA, attended  

DESDEMONA enters with attendants. 
 
Look, you’ve woken my wife! I’ll make you an 
example for the others to learn from. 
 
DESDEMONA 
What’s the matter, dear? 
 
OTHELLO 
Everything’s fine, now, sweetheart. Go back to 
bed.— (to MONTANO) I’ll see to it personally that 
your wounds are treated. Lead him off. 
                  MONTANO is carried off. 
Iago, go and calm down the townspeople.— 
 
Come with me, Desdemona. Unfortunately, it’s part 
of the soldier’s life to be woken up by trouble. 
  

Look, if my gentle love be not raised up! 
I’ll make thee an example. 
 
DESDEMONA 
215 What’s the matter, dear? 
 
OTHELLO 
All’s well, sweeting, 
Come away to bed.—(to MONTANO) Sir, for your hurts 
Myself will be your surgeon. Lead him off. 
                   MONTANO is led off 
Iago, look with care about the town 
220 And silence those whom this vile brawl 
distracted.— 
Come, Desdemona, ’tis the soldiers' life 
To have their balmy slumbers waked with strife. 
 
Exeunt all but IAGO and CASSIO.  
 
Cassio complains that his reputation is ruined, but Iago counsels him to ask Desdemona for help, 
since she would be able to change Othello's mind. Cassio leaves. 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=3894 
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IAGO 
245 And what’s he then that says I play the villain? 
When this advice is free I give and honest, 
Probal to thinking and indeed the course 
To win the Moor again? For ’tis most easy 
Th' inclining Desdemona to subdue 
250 In any honest suit. She’s framed as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor, were to renounce his baptism, 
All seals and symbols of redeemèd sin, 
His soul is so enfettered to her love, 
255 That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 
Even as her appetite shall play the god 
With his weak function. How am I then a villain 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 
Directly to his good? Divinity of hell! 
260 When devils will the blackest sins put on 
They do suggest at first with heavenly shows 
As I do now. For whiles this honest fool 
Plies Desdemona to repair his fortune 
And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
265 I’ll pour this pestilence into his ear: 
That she repeals him for her body’s lust. 
And by how much she strives to do him good 
She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 
So will I turn her virtue into pitch 
270 And out of her own goodness make the net 
That shall enmesh them all. 

IAGO 
Who can say I’m evil when my advice is so good? 
 That’s really the best way to win the Moor back 
again.  
It’s easy to get Desdemona on your side.  
She’s full of good intentions.  
And the Moor loves her so much he would 
renounce his Christianity to keep her happy.  
 
He’s so enslaved by love  
that she can make him do whatever she wants.  
 
How am I evil to advise Cassio to do exactly what’ll 
do him good? That’s the kind of argument you’d 
expect from Satan!  
 
When devils are about to commit their biggest sins 
they put on their most heavenly faces, just like I’m 
doing now. And while this fool is begging 
Desdemona to help him, and while she’s pleading 
his case to the Moor, I’ll poison the Moor’s ear 
against her,  
hinting that she’s taking Cassio’s side because of 
her lust for him. The more she 
tries to help Cassio, the more she’ll shake Othello’s 
confidence in her. And that’s how I’ll turn her good 
intentions into a big trap to snag them all. 

Exit 
 
Act 3, Scene 1 
Before the castle. Enter CASSIO and some Musicians.  
Cassio has a weird conversation with a Clown. Iago comes in and says that his wife, Emilia, is 
on her way to help him. Emilia enters and promises Cassio that she will arrange a private 
meeting with Desdemona.  
 
Act 3, Scene 2 
Othello sends letters. 
 
Act 3, Scene 3 
The garden of the castle. Enter DESDEMONA, CASSIO, and EMILIA  
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=4270 
 

DESDEMONA 
Be thou assured, good Cassio, I will do 
All my abilities in thy behalf. 

DESDEMONA 
I’ll do everything I can for you, Cassio. 

EMILIA 
Good madam, do. I warrant it grieves my husband 
As if the cause were his. 

EMILIA 
Please do, madam. My husband’s so upset about 
Cassio’s problem you’d think it was his own. 
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DESDEMONA 
5 Oh, that’s an honest fellow. Do not doubt, Cassio, 
But I will have my lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. 

DESDEMONA 
Your husband’s such a good man. Don’t worry, 
Cassio. I’m sure you and my husband will be as 
friendly as you were before. 

 
CASSIO 
    Bounteous madam, 
Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 
He’s never anything but your true servant. 

CASSIO 
My dear beautiful lady, whatever happens to 
Michael Cassio, he’ll always be your humble 
servant. 

 
DESDEMONA 
10 I know ’t, I thank you. You do love my lord. 
You have known him long, and be you well assured 
He shall in strangeness stand no farther off 
Than in a polite distance. 

DESDEMONA 
I know that. Thank you. You’re my husband’s 
friend and you’ve known him a long time. I assure 
you the only reason he’s keeping away from you 
now is political. 

 
CASSIO 
    Ay, but, lady, 
That policy may either last so long, 
15 Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet, 
Or breed itself so out of circumstances, 
That, I being absent and my place supplied, 
My general will forget my love and service. 

CASSIO 
Yes, my lady. But those political considerations 
might last such a long time that the general will 
forget my love and service, especially if I’m gone 
and someone else has my job. 

DESDEMONA 
Do not doubt that. Before Emilia here 
20 I give thee warrant of thy place. Assure thee, 
If I do vow a friendship, I’ll perform it 
To the last article. My lord shall never rest, 
I’ll watch him tame and talk him out of patience. 

DESDEMONA 
That’ll never happen. Emilia here will be my 
witness: I promise you that you’ll get your 
position back again. And if I promise to help 
someone, I do everything I can. My husband will 
never get a moment’s rest, I’ll keep him up at 
night talking about you until he runs out 

His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift, 
25 I’ll intermingle everything he does 
With Cassio’s suit. Therefore be merry, Cassio, 
For thy solicitor shall rather die 
Than give thy cause away. 

of patience. He will think that his bed has become 
a conference table for discussing your problem—
he won’t be able to get away from it. I’ll bring up 
your name at every moment. So cheer up. I’m 
your advocate, and I’d rather die than give up on 
you. 

Enter OTHELLO and IAGO  OTHELLO and IAGO enter. 
EMILIA 
    Madam, here comes my lord. 

EMILIA 
Madam, here comes your husband. 

CASSIO 
Madam, I’ll take my leave. 

CASSIO 
Madam, I’d better leave now. 

 
DESDEMONA 
    Why, stay and hear me speak. 

DESDEMONA 
Why not stay and hear me talk to him? 

 
CASSIO 
30 Madam, not now. I am very ill at ease, 
Unfit for mine own purposes. 

CASSIO 
No, madam. I’m very uncomfortable, and that 
won’t help my case. 

DESDEMONA 
Well, do your discretion. 

DESDEMONA 
Well, do whatever you think best. 
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                Exit CASSIO               CASSIO exits. 
IAGO 
Ha! I like not that. 

IAGO 
Hey! I don’t like that. 

 
OTHELLO 
What dost thou say? 

OTHELLO 
What did you say? 

 
IAGO 
35 Nothing, my lord, or if—I know not what. 

IAGO 
Nothing, my lord, or if I did—I don’t know what. 

 
OTHELLO 
Was not that Cassio parted from my wife? 

OTHELLO 
Wasn’t that Cassio leaving my wife? 

 
IAGO 
Cassio, my lord? No, sure, I cannot think it 
That he would steal away so guilty-like 
Seeing you coming. 

IAGO 
Cassio, my lord? No, I don’t think so. He wouldn’t 
sneak away looking so guilty when he saw you 
coming. 

 
OTHELLO 
40 I do believe ’twas he. 

OTHELLO 
I really think it was him. 

 
DESDEMONA 
    How now, my lord? 
I have been talking with a suitor here, 
A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

DESDEMONA 
What’s this, my lord? I was talking to a petitioner 
here just now, someone who’s suffering from 
your anger. 

 
OTHELLO 
Who is ’t you mean? 

OTHELLO 
Who do you mean? 

 
DESDEMONA 
Why, your lieutenant, Cassio. Good my lord, 
45 If I have any grace or power to move you 
His present reconciliation take. 
For if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in ignorance and not in cunning, 
I have no judgment in an honest face. 
50 I prithee, call him back. 

DESDEMONA 
Your lieutenant, Cassio. Oh, if I’ve got any 
influence over you at all, please patch things up 
with him. In my judgment, this man truly loves 
you, and his mistake was innocent rather than 
wicked. Please call him and tell him to come back 
here. 

 
OTHELLO 
Went he hence now? 

OTHELLO 
Was that him just now? 

 
DESDEMONA 
Ay, sooth, so humbled 
That he hath left part of his grief with me 
To suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

DESDEMONA 
Yes. He feels so bad and humble that I feel bad 
along with him. My love, call him back in here. 

OTHELLO 
55 Not now, sweet Desdemona. Some other time. 

OTHELLO 
Not now, my sweet Desdemona. Some other 
time. 

DESDEMONA 
But shall ’t be shortly? 

DESDEMONA 
But will it be soon? 
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OTHELLO 
    The sooner, sweet, for you. 

OTHELLO 
Very soon, because you want it. 

 
DESDEMONA 
Shall ’t be tonight at supper? 

DESDEMONA 
Will it be tonight at supper? 

 
OTHELLO 
    No, not tonight. 

OTHELLO 
No, not tonight. 

 
DESDEMONA 
Tomorrow dinner, then? 

DESDEMONA 
Then tomorrow at dinner? 

 
OTHELLO 
    I shall not dine at home, 
I meet the captains at the citadel. 

OTHELLO 
I won’t be eating dinner at home. I’ll be meeting 
the captains at the citadel. 

 
DESDEMONA 
60 Why, then, tomorrow night, or Tuesday morn. 
On Tuesday noon, or night, or Wednesday morn. 
I prithee name the time, but let it not 
Exceed three days. In faith, he’s penitent, 
And yet his trespass, in our common reason 
65 (Save that, they say, the wars must make example 
Out of her best) is not, almost, a fault 
T' incur a private check. When shall he come? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul 
What you would ask me that I should deny 
70 Or stand so mamm'ring on. What? Michael Cassio 
That came a-wooing with you, and so many a time, 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly, 
Hath ta'en your part, to have so much to do 
To bring him in? Trust me, I could do much— 

DESDEMONA 
Well then, tomorrow night, or Tuesday morning. 
Or Tuesday noon or at night, or Wednesday 
morning. Please just name a time, but don’t wait 
more than three days. He’s very sorry. His mistake 
was hardly worth punishing him for in the first 
place—though in wartime it is sometimes 
necessary to make examples out of even the best 
soldiers. So when should he come? Tell me, 
Othello. I can’t imagine you asking me for 
something and me telling you no or standing 
there muttering. Michael Cassio came with you 
when you were trying to win my love. Sometimes 
I’d criticize you to him, and he’d defend you. And 
now I have to make this big fuss about bringing 
him back? I swear, I could do so much— 

 
OTHELLO 
75 Prithee, no more. Let him come when he will, 
I will deny thee nothing. 

OTHELLO 
Please, no more. He can come whenever he 
wants. I won’t refuse you anything. 

 
DESDEMONA 
    Why, this is not a boon, 
'Tis as I should entreat you wear your gloves, 
Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm, 
Or sue to you to do a peculiar profit 
80 To your own person. Nay, when I have a suit 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed 
It shall be full of poise and difficult weight 
And fearful to be granted. 

DESDEMONA 
Don’t act like you’re doing me a favor! This is like 
if I asked you to wear your gloves when it’s cold 
outside, or eat nutritious food, or do something 
that’s good for you. If I ever have to ask you for 
something that will put your luck to the test, it’ll 
be something difficult and terrible. 

 
OTHELLO 
    I will deny thee nothing! 
Whereon I do beseech thee, grant me this, 
85 To leave me but a little to myself. 

OTHELLO 
I won’t deny you anything! But in return, please, 
do one thing for me: leave me alone for a little 
while. 
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DESDEMONA 
Shall I deny you? No. Farewell, my lord. 

DESDEMONA 
Would I ever deny you anything? No. Goodbye, 
my husband. 

OTHELLO 
Farewell, my Desdemona. I’ll come to thee straight. 

OTHELLO 
Goodbye, my Desdemona. I’ll come see you right 
away. 

DESDEMONA 
Emilia, come.—Be as your fancies teach you. 
Whate'er you be, I am obedient. 

DESDEMONA 
Come here, Emilia.—Do whatever you feel like 
doing, my husband, and I’ll obey you. 

 
Exeunt DESDEMONA and EMILIA  

 
DESDEMONA and EMILIA exit. 

 
OTHELLO 
90 Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul 
But I do love thee! And when I love thee not 
Chaos is come again. 

 
OTHELLO 
What a wonderful girl! God help me, I love you! 
And when I stop loving you, the universe will fall 
back into the chaos that was there when time 
began. 

IAGO 
My noble lord— 

IAGO 
My noble lord— 

 
OTHELLO 
What dost thou say, Iago? 

 
OTHELLO 
What is it, Iago? 

 
IAGO 
95 Did Michael Cassio, when you wooed my lady, 
Know of your love? 

IAGO 
When you were wooing Desdemona, did Michael 
Cassio know about it? 

OTHELLO 
He did, from first to last. 
Why dost thou ask? 

OTHELLO 
Yes, he knew about it the whole time. Why do 
you ask? 

 
IAGO 
But for a satisfaction of my thought, 
100 No further harm. 

IAGO 
I was just curious. No reason. 

 
OTHELLO 
    Why of thy thought, Iago? 

OTHELLO 
Why are you curious, Iago? 

IAGO 
I did not think he had been acquainted with her. 

IAGO 
I didn’t realize he knew her. 

OTHELLO 
Oh, yes, and went between us very oft. 

OTHELLO 
Oh, yes. He carried messages back and forth 
between us very often. 

IAGO 
Indeed? 

IAGO 
Oh, really? 

 
OTHELLO 
Indeed? Ay, indeed! Discern’st thou aught in that? 
105 Is he not honest? 

OTHELLO 
Oh, really? Yes, really. Do you see something 
wrong with that? Isn’t he an honest man? 

 
IAGO 
Honest, my lord? 

IAGO 
Honest, my lord? 
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OTHELLO 
Honest, ay, honest. 

OTHELLO 
Honest, yes, honest. 

 
IAGO 
My lord, for aught I know. 

IAGO 
As far as I know, sir. 

 
OTHELLO 
    What dost thou think? 

OTHELLO 
What are you thinking? 

IAGO 
Think, my lord? 

IAGO 
Thinking, my lord? 

 
OTHELLO 
110 “Think, my lord?” Alas, thou echo’st me 
As if there were some monster in thy thought 
Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean something. 
I heard thee say even now thou lik’st not that 
When Cassio left my wife. What didst not like? 
115 And when I told thee he was of my counsel 
Of my whole course of wooing, thou cried’st 
“Indeed?” 
And didst contract and purse thy brow together 
As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain 
Some horrible conceit. If thou dost love me 
120 Show me thy thought. 

OTHELLO 
“Thinking, my lord?” My God, you keep repeating 
everything I say as if you were thinking something 
too horrible to say out loud. You’re thinking 
something. Just a minute ago I heard you say you 
didn’t like it when Cassio left my wife. What 
didn’t you like? And when I told you he was 
involved the whole time I was trying to get 
Desdemona, you were like, “Oh, really?” And then 
you frowned and wrinkled up your forehead as if 
you were imagining something horrible. If you’re 
my friend, tell me what you’re thinking. 

 
IAGO 
My lord, you know I love you. 

IAGO 
My lord, you know I’m your friend. 

 
OTHELLO 
I think thou dost. 
And for I know thou 'rt full of love and honesty 
And weigh’st thy words before thou giv’st them 
breath, 
125 Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more. 
For such things in a false disloyal knave 
Are tricks of custom, but in a man that’s just 
They are close dilations, working from the heart, 
That passion cannot rule. 

OTHELLO 
I think you are. And I know you’re full of love and 
honesty, and you think carefully before you 
speak. That’s why these pauses of yours frighten 
me. If some fool were withholding things from 
me, I wouldn’t think twice about it. If some lying, 
cheating villain acted like that, it would just be a 
trick. But when an honest man acts like that, you 
know he’s wrestling with bad thoughts and can’t 
help it. 

 
IAGO 
    For Michael Cassio, 
130 I dare be sworn, I think, that he is honest. 

IAGO 
As for Michael Cassio, I think it would be safe for 
me to swear that he’s honest. 

 
OTHELLO 
I think so too. 

OTHELLO 
I think so too. 

IAGO 
    Men should be what they seem, 
Or those that be not, would they might seem none! 

IAGO 
People should be what they appear to be. If 
they’re not honest, they shouldn’t look like they 
are! 

OTHELLO OTHELLO 
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Certain, men should be what they seem. Absolutely, people should be what they appear to 
be. 

IAGO 
Why then I think Cassio’s an honest man. 

IAGO 
In that case, I think Cassio’s an honest man. 

 
OTHELLO 
135 Nay, yet there’s more in this. 
I prithee speak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 

OTHELLO 
No, I think there’s more to this than you’re letting 
on. Please tell me what you’re thinking—even 
your worst suspicions. 

IAGO 
    Good my lord, pardon me, 
Though I am bound to every act of duty 
140 I am not bound to that all slaves are free to. 
Utter my thoughts? Why, say they are vile and false, 
As where’s that palace whereinto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not? Who has that breast so pure 
Wherein uncleanly apprehensions 
145 Keep leets and law-days and in sessions sit 
With meditations lawful? 

IAGO 
Please don’t make me do that, sir. I have to obey 
all your orders, but surely I’m not obligated to 
reveal my deepest thoughts—even slaves aren’t 
expected to do that. You want me to say what I’m 
thinking? What if my thoughts are disgusting and 
wrong? Even good people think horrible things 
sometimes. Who is so pure that they never think 
a bad thought? 

 
OTHELLO 
Thou dost conspire against thy friend, Iago, 
If thou but think’st him wronged and mak’st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

OTHELLO 
You’re not being a good friend, Iago, if you even 
think your friend has been wronged and you don’t 
tell him about it. 

 
IAGO 
    I do beseech you, 
150 Though I perchance am vicious in my guess, 
As, I confess, it is my nature’s plague 
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not, that your wisdom, 
From one that so imperfectly conceits, 
155 Would take no notice, nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of his scattering and unsure observance. 
It were not for your quiet nor your good, 

IAGO 
Please don’t ask me to tell you. I might be 
completely wrong. I have a bad tendency to be 
suspicious of people and to look too closely into 
what they’re doing. Often I imagine crimes that 
aren’t really there. You would be wise to ignore 
my weak guesses and imaginary suspicions, and 
don’t worry yourself about the meaningless 
things I’ve noticed. For me to tell you my 
thoughts would only destroy your peace of mind, 
and 

Nor for my manhood, honesty, and wisdom 
To let you know my thoughts. 

it wouldn’t be wise, honest, or responsible for me 
to tell them. 

 
OTHELLO 
    What dost thou mean? 

OTHELLO 
What are you talking about? 

 
IAGO 
160 Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls. 
Who steals my purse steals trash. 'Tis something, 
nothing: 
'Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been slave to thousands. 
But he that filches from me my good name 
165 Robs me of that which not enriches him 
And makes me poor indeed. 

IAGO 
A good reputation is the most valuable thing we 
have—men and women alike. If you steal my 
money, you’re just stealing trash. It’s something, 
it’s nothing: it’s yours, it’s mine, and it’ll belong to 
thousands more. But if you steal my reputation, 
you’re robbing me of something that doesn’t 
make you richer, but makes me much poorer. 
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OTHELLO 
    I’ll know thy thoughts. 

OTHELLO 
I’m going to find out what you’re thinking. 

IAGO 
You cannot, if my heart were in your hand, 
Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody. 

IAGO 
You can’t find that out, even if you held my heart 
in your hand you couldn’t make me tell you. And 
as long my heart’s inside my body, you never will. 

OTHELLO 
Ha! 

OTHELLO 
What? 

IAGO 
170 Oh, beware, my lord, of jealousy! 
It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger, 
But, oh, what damnèd minutes tells he o'er 
175 Who dotes, yet doubts— suspects, yet soundly 
loves! 

 
IAGO 
Beware of jealousy, my lord! It’s a green-eyed 
monster that makes fun of the victims it devours. 
The man who knows his wife is cheating on him is 
happy, because at least he isn’t friends with the 
man she’s sleeping with. But think of the 
unhappiness of a man who worships his wife, yet 
doubts her faithfulness. He suspects her, but still 
loves her. 

OTHELLO 
Oh, misery! 

OTHELLO 
Oh, what misery! 

 
IAGO 
Poor and content is rich, and rich enough, 
But riches fineless is as poor as winter 
To him that ever fears he shall be poor. 
180 Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy! 

IAGO 
The person who’s poor and contented is rich 
enough. But infinite riches are nothing to 
someone who’s always afraid he’ll be poor. God, 
help us not be jealous! 

 
OTHELLO 
    Why, why is this? 
Think’st thou I’d make a life of jealousy, 
To follow still the changes of the moon 
With fresh suspicions? No! To be once in doubt 
185 Is to be resolved. Exchange me for a goat 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such exsufflicate and blowed surmises, 
Matching thy inference. 'Tis not to make me jealous 
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
190 Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances. 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous. 
Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear or doubt of her revolt, 
For she had eyes and chose me. No, Iago, 
195 I’ll see before I doubt, when I doubt, prove, 
And on the proof there is no more but this: 
Away at once with love or jealousy! 

OTHELLO 
Why are you telling me this? Do you think I would 
live a life of jealousy, tormented by new 
suspicions every hour? No. If there’s any doubt, 
there is no doubt. I might as well be a goat if I 
ever let myself become obsessed with the kind of 
suspicions you’re implying. If you say my wife is 
beautiful, eats well, loves good company, speaks 
freely, sings, plays music, and dances well, you’re 
not making me jealous. When a woman is 
virtuous, talents like these just make her better. 
And I’m not going to start feeling inferior. She had 
her eyes wide open when she chose me. No, Iago, 
I’ll have to see some real evidence before I start 
suspecting her of anything bad, and when I 
suspect her, I’ll look for proof, and if there’s 
proof, that’s when I’ll let go of my love and my 
jealousy. 

 
IAGO 
I am glad of this, for now I shall have reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
200 With franker spirit. Therefore, as I am bound, 

IAGO 
I’m glad to hear you say that. Now I can show you 
my devotion and my duty with more honesty. So 
please listen to me. I’m not talking about proof 
yet. Watch your wife. Watch how she is with 
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Receive it from me. I speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife, observe her well with Cassio. 
Wear your eyes thus, not jealous nor secure. 
I would not have your free and noble nature 
205 Out of self-bounty be abused. Look to ’t. 
I know our country disposition well. 
In Venice they do let God see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands. Their best 
conscience 
Is not to leave ’t undone, but keep’t unknown. 

Cassio. Just watch—don’t be either completely 
suspicious or completely trustful. I wouldn’t want 
to see you taken advantage of because you’re 
such an open and trusting guy. Watch out! I know 
the people of Venice well. They let God see things 
they wouldn’t show their husbands. They don’t 
avoid doing things that are wrong, they just try 
not to get caught. 

 
OTHELLO 
210 Dost thou say so? 

OTHELLO 
Do you really think so? 

 
IAGO 
She did deceive her father, marrying you, 
And when she seemed to shake and fear your looks, 
She loved them most. 

IAGO 
She lied to her father to marry you. And when she 
pretended to be afraid of you, she loved you the 
most. 

 
OTHELLO 
    And so she did. 

OTHELLO 
That’s right, she did. 

IAGO 
    Why, go to then. 
She that, so young, could give out such a seeming, 
215 To seel her father’s eyes up close as oak, 
He thought ’twas witchcraft. But I am much to blame. 
I humbly do beseech you of your pardon 
For too much loving you. 

IAGO 
Well, there you go. She was so young, but she 
deceived her father so thoroughly he thought it 
was witchcraft! But I’m sorry I’ve blurted all this 
out. I beg your pardon for loving you too much. 

 
OTHELLO 
    I am bound to thee forever. 

OTHELLO 
I’m indebted to you forever. 

 
IAGO 
I see this hath a little dashed your spirits. 

IAGO 
You seem a little depressed about this. 

OTHELLO 
220 Not a jot, not a jot. 

OTHELLO 
Not at all, not at all. 

 
IAGO 
    Trust me, I fear it has. 
I hope you will consider what is spoke 
Comes from my love. But I do see you’re moved. 
I am to pray you not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues nor to larger reach 
225 Than to suspicion. 

IAGO 
Really, I’m afraid you are. I hope you remember 
that I said all this because I love you. But I see 
you’re troubled. Please don’t take what I said 
more seriously than it deserves to be taken. 

 
OTHELLO 
I will not. 

OTHELLO 
I won’t. 

 
IAGO 
Should you do so, my lord, 

IAGO 
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My speech should fall into such vile success 
Which my thoughts aimed not at. Cassio’s my worthy 
friend— 
230 My lord, I see you’re moved. 

If you take it too seriously, it’ll have bad effects 
that I didn’t want it to have. Cassio’s a good 
friend of mine—My lord, I can see you’re upset. 

 
OTHELLO 
    No, not much moved. 
I do not think but Desdemona’s honest. 

OTHELLO 
No, not too upset. I’m sure Desdemona would 
never cheat on me. 

IAGO 
Long live she so. And long live you to think so. 

IAGO 
I hope she never does! And I hope you keep on 
thinking she wouldn’t. 

OTHELLO 
And yet how nature, erring from itself— 

OTHELLO 
But still, it’s true that good things can go bad, 
away from their true natures— 

IAGO 
Ay, there’s the point. As, to be bold with you, 
235 Not to affect many proposèd matches 
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree, 
Whereto we see in all things nature tends— 
Foh! One may smell in such a will most rank, 
Foul disproportions, thoughts unnatural. 
240 But—pardon me—I do not in position 
Distinctly speak of her, though I may fear 
Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 
May fall to match you with her country forms, 
And happily repent. 

IAGO 
That’s the point I’m trying to make. If I can be 
frank with you, she veered away from her own 
nature in turning down all those young men from 
her own country, with her skin color, with her 
status—everything her nature would have drawn 
her to—Ugh! You can almost smell the dark and 
ugly desires inside her, the unnatural thoughts—
But—I’m sorry—I didn’t mean to refer to her 
specifically just now. I only worry that she might 
snap back to her natural taste in men one day, 
and compare you unfavorably to other Italians. 

OTHELLO 
    Farewell, farewell. 
245 If more thou dost perceive, let me know more. 
Set on thy wife to observe. Leave me, Iago. 

OTHELLO 
Goodbye, goodbye. If you see anything else, let 
me know. Tell your wife to watch her. Leave me 
alone now, Iago. 

 
IAGO 
My lord, I take my leave. (going)  

IAGO 
My lord, I’ll say goodbye now. (beginning to exit)  

OTHELLO 
(aside) Why did I marry? This honest creature 
doubtless 
Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds. 

OTHELLO 
(to himself) Why did I ever get married? I’m sure 
this good and honest man sees and knows more, 
much more, than he’s telling me. 

 
IAGO 
250 (returns) My lord, I would I might entreat your 
honor 
To scan this thing no farther. Leave it to time. 
Although ’tis fit that Cassio have his place, 
For sure, he fills it up with great ability, 
Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile, 
255 You shall by that perceive him and his means. 
Note if your lady strain his entertainment 

IAGO 
(returning) My lord, please don’t think about this 
any more. Time will tell. It’s right for Cassio to 
have his lieutenancy back—he’s very talented. 
But keep him away for a while, and you’ll see how 
he goes about getting it back. Notice whether 
your wife insists on your 

With any strong or vehement importunity. 
Much will be seen in that. In the meantime, 
Let me be thought too busy in my fears— 
260 As worthy cause I have to fear I am— 

giving it back to him. That will tell you a lot. But in 
the meantime, just assume that I’m paranoid—as 
I’m pretty sure I am—and keep thinking she’s 
innocent, please. 
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And hold her free, I do beseech your honor. 
 
OTHELLO 
Fear not my government. 

OTHELLO 
Don’t worry about how I handle it. 

 
IAGO 
    I once more take my leave. 

IAGO 
I’ll say goodbye once more. 

Exit IAGO exits. 
 
OTHELLO 
This fellow’s of exceeding honesty 
And knows all quantities, with a learnèd spirit, 
265 Of human dealings. If I do prove her haggard, 
Though that her jesses were my dear heartstrings, 
I’d whistle her off and let her down the wind 
To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black 
And have not those soft parts of conversation 
270 That chamberers have, or for I am declined 
Into the vale of years—yet that’s not much— 
She’s gone, I am abused, and my relief 
Must be to loathe her. Oh, curse of marriage 
That we can call these delicate creatures ours 
275 And not their appetites! I had rather be a toad 
And live upon the vapor of a dungeon 
Than keep a corner in the thing I love 
For others' uses. Yet ’tis the plague to great ones, 
Prerogatived are they less than the base. 
280 'Tis destiny unshunnable, like death. 
Even then this forkèd plague is fated to us 
When we do quicken. Look where she comes. 

OTHELLO 
This Iago is extremely honest and good, and he 
knows a lot about human behavior. If it turns out 
that she really is running around on me, I’ll send 
her away, even though it’ll break my heart. 
Maybe because I’m black, and I don’t have nice 
manners like courtiers do, or because I’m getting 
old—but that’s not much—She’s gone, and I’ve 
been cheated on. I have no choice but to hate 
her. Oh what a curse marriage is! We think our 
beautiful wives belong to us, but their desires are 
free! I’d rather be a toad in a moldy basement 
than to have only a part of someone I love, 
sharing the rest of her with others. This is the 
plague of important men—our wives betray us 
more than those of poor men. It’s our destiny, 
like death. We are destined to be betrayed when 
we are born. Oh, here she comes. 

 
Othello complains he has a headache; Desdemona tries to put her handkerchief around his 
head, but it drops to the floor, unnoticed. Othello and Desdemona leave. 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=5218 
 
 
Enter DESDEMONA and EMILIA  
EMILIA 
(picks up the handkerchief)  
I am glad I have found this napkin, 
300 This was her first remembrance from the Moor. 
My wayward husband hath a hundred times 

EMILIA 
(picking up the handkerchief) I’m glad I found this 
handkerchief. It’s the first keepsake the Moor 
gave her. My stubborn husband has asked me to 
steal it a 

Wooed me to steal it, but she so loves the token 
(For he conjured her she should ever keep it) 
That she reserves it evermore about her 
305 To kiss and talk to. I’ll have the work ta'en out 
And give ’t Iago. What he will do with it 
Heaven knows, not I. 
I nothing but to please his fantasy. 

hundred times. But she loves it so much (since 
Othello told her she should always keep it with 
her) that she always keeps it near her to kiss it 
and talk to it. I’ll copy the embroidery pattern and 
then give it to Iago. Heaven knows what he’s 
going to do with it. I only try to satisfy his whims. 
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Enter IAGO  

 
IAGO enters. 

IAGO 
How now! What do you here alone? 

 
IAGO 
What’s going on? What are you doing here alone? 

EMILIA 
310 Do not you chide. I have a thing for you. 

EMILIA 
Don’t snap at me. I’ve got something for you. 

IAGO 
A thing for me? It is a common thing— 

IAGO 
You’ve got something for me? It’s a common 
thing — 

EMILIA 
Ha? 

EMILIA 
What? 

 
IAGO 
To have a foolish wife. 

IAGO 
—to have a stupid wife. 

EMILIA 
Oh, is that all? What will you give me now 
315 For the same handkerchief? 

EMILIA 
Oh, is that so? And what would you give me for 
the handkerchief? 

 
IAGO 
What handkerchief? 

IAGO 
What handkerchief? 

 
EMILIA 
What handkerchief? 
Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona, 
That which so often you did bid me steal. 

EMILIA 
What handkerchief? The one the Moor gave to 
Desdemona, which you asked me to steal so 
many times. 

 
IAGO 
320 Hast stolen it from her? 

IAGO 
You stole it from her? 

 
EMILIA 
No, but she let it drop by negligence 
And, to th' advantage, I being here, took ’t up. 
Look, here it is. 

EMILIA 
No, actually. She dropped it carelessly, and, 
seizing the opportunity, since I was here, I picked 
it up. Look, here it is. 

 
IAGO 
  A good wench, give it me. 

IAGO 
Good girl, give it to me. 

 
EMILIA 
What will you do with ’t, that you have been so 
earnest 
325 To have me filch it? 

EMILIA 
And what are you going to do with it? Why did 
you want it so much that you begged me to steal 
it? 

 
IAGO 
  Why, what is that to you? 

 
IAGO 
What’s it to you? 

 
EMILIA 
If it be not for some purpose of import, 
Give ’t me again. Poor lady, she’ll run mad 
When she shall lack it. 

EMILIA 
If you don’t need it for some important reason, 
then give it back to me. Poor lady, she’ll go crazy 
when she sees it’s missing. 
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IAGO 
Be not acknown on ’t, 
330 I have use for it. Go, leave me. 

IAGO 
Don’t admit to knowing anything about it. I need 
it. Now go, leave me. 

Exit EMILIA  EMILIA exits. 
I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin 
And let him find it. 

I’ll leave this handkerchief at Cassio’s house and 
let him find it. 

Othello has obviously been thinking more about the possibility of Desdemona cheating. He 
forces Iago to tell him more. Iago asks if Desdemona had a handkerchief; Othello confirms 
that he gave her one as a present. Iago says that Cassio has it now, and Othello assumes that 
it is proof of the affair. He makes Iago his new lieutenant. 

Act 3 
Scene 4 
Desdemona wonders to Emilia where her handkerchief might be. Othello enters and tells 
Desdemona to give him her hand. She does so, and he chastises her for her hand’s 
moistness, which suggests sexual promiscuity. He then asks her to lend him her 
handkerchief. When Desdemona cannot produce the handkerchief he wants to see, Othello 
explains the handkerchief’s history. An Egyptian sorceress gave it to his mother and told her 
that it would make her desirable and keep Othello’s father loyal, but if she lost it or gave it 
away, Othello’s father would leave her. Othello’s mother gave him the magic handkerchief 
on her deathbed, instructing him to give it to the woman he desired to marry. Desdemona is 
unsettled by the story and says that she has the handkerchief, but not with her. Othello does 
not believe her. As he accuses her, demanding “The handkerchief!” with increasing 
vehemence, she entreats for Cassio as a way of changing the subject. Othello storms off. 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=6198 
 
EMILIA 
Is not this man jealous? EMILIA 

And you say he’s not jealous? 
 
DESDEMONA 
I never saw him like this before. There must be 
some magic in that handkerchief. I’m miserable 
that I lost it. 
EMILIA 
Men are all the same, but it takes longer than a 
year or two to see how bad they are. They’re like 
stomachs and we’re just the food. They eat us up 
hungrily, and when they’re full, they vomit us up. 
Look, here comes Cassio and my husband. 
 
IAGO and CASSIO enter. 
 
IAGO 

 
DESDEMONA 
    I ne'er saw this before. 
90 Sure, there’s some wonder in this handkerchief, 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 
EMILIA 
'Tis not a year or two shows us a man. 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food. 
To eat us hungerly, and when they are full, 
95 They belch us. Look you, Cassio and my husband! 
Enter CASSIO and IAGO  
 
IAGO 
There is no other way. 'Tis she must do ’t, 
And, lo, the happiness! Go and importune her. 
DESDEMONA 
How now, good Cassio, what’s the news with you? 
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CASSIO 
Madam, my former suit. I do beseech you 
100 That by your virtuous means I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love 
Whom I, with all the office of my heart 
Entirely honor. I would not be delayed. 
If my offence be of such mortal kind 
105 That nor my service past, nor present sorrows, 
Nor purposed merit in futurity, 
Can ransom me into his love again, 
But to know so must be my benefit. 
So shall I clothe me in a forced content, 
110 And shut myself up in some other course, 
To fortune’s alms. 

There’s no other way. She’s the one who’s got to 
do it. And what luck, she’s here! Go ahead and ask 
her. 
 
DESDEMONA 
Hello, Cassio. How are you? 
 
CASSIO 
Nothing, madam. Just my earlier request. I’m 
begging you to help me get back on his good side. 
I’m devoted to him with all my heart. I can’t wait 
any longer. If my wrongdoing was so serious that I 
can’t get back into his good graces either by my 
past service, or my present situation, or the 
promise of devoted service in the future, just 
knowing that would help me. Then I could stop 
wondering, and find some other career. 
 
DESDEMONA 
I’m sorry, dear Cassio, but now is not the right time 
to bring up your case. My husband’s not himself. If 
his face changed as much as his personality has, I 
wouldn’t recognize him. God knows I have done my 
best to argue for you, and made him angry at me 
for being so aggressive. You’ll just have to be 
patient for a little while. I’ll do what I can, more 
than I’d do for myself. Let that be enough for you. 

 
DESDEMONA 
  Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio, 
My advocation is not now in tune. 
My lord is not my lord, nor should I know him 
Were he in favor as in humor altered. 
115 So help me every spirit sanctified 
As I have spoken for you all my best 
And stood within the blank of his displeasure 
For my free speech. You must awhile be patient. 
What I can do I will, and more I will 
120 Than for myself I dare. Let that suffice you. 
 
IAGO 
Is my lord angry? 

IAGO 
Is Othello angry? 

 
EMILIA 
  He went hence but now, 
And certainly in strange unquietness. 

EMILIA 
He just left, clearly upset about something. 

IAGO 
Can he be angry? I have seen the cannon 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air 
125 And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puffed his own brother—and is he angry? 
Something of moment then, I will go meet him. 
There’s matter in ’t indeed, if he be angry. 

IAGO 
Can he even get angry? It’s hard to believe. I’ve 
seen him stay calm when cannons were blowing his 
soldiers to bits, even killing his own brother 
without him batting an eyelid—is he really upset? It 
must be about something important. I’ll go talk to 
him. If he’s angry, there must be something 
seriously wrong. 

DESDEMONA 
I prithee, do so. 

DESDEMONA 
Please, do so. 

                    Exit IAGO                        IAGO exits. 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=6409 
 
Enter BIANCA  

 
 
 
BIANCA enters. 

BIANCA BIANCA 
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Save you, friend Cassio! Hello, Cassio! 
 
CASSIO 
    What make you from home? 
How is ’t with you, my most fair Bianca? 
Indeed, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 

CASSIO 
Why are you so far from home? How are you, my 
pretty Bianca? To tell you the truth, I was just going 
to your house. 

 
BIANCA 
160 And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What, keep a week away? Seven days and nights? 
Eight score eight hours? And lovers' absent hours 
More tedious than the dial eightscore times! 
Oh weary reckoning! 

BIANCA 
And I was just going to yours. You’ve kept away 
from me for a week? Seven days and seven nights? 
A hundred and sixty-eight hours? And lovers' hours 
are a hundred and sixty times longer than normal 
ones! What a tedious wait! 

 
CASSIO 
    Pardon me, Bianca, 
165 I have this while with leaden thoughts been 
pressed, 
But I shall, in a more continuate time, 
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 
(giving her DESDEMONA’s handkerchief)  
Take me this work out. 

CASSIO 
I’m sorry, Bianca. All this time I’ve been depressed 
and had problems on my mind. When I get some 
free time I’ll make it up to you. (he gives her 
DESDEMONA ’s handkerchief) Sweet Bianca, would 
you copy this embroidery pattern for me? 

 
BIANCA 
    O Cassio, whence came this? 
170 This is some token from a newer friend! 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause. 
Is ’t come to this? Well, well. 

BIANCA 
Oh, Cassio, where did you get this? This is a gift 
from another woman, a new lover! Now I know 
why you’ve been staying away from me. Has it 
come to this? Well, well. 

 
CASSIO 
    Go to, woman, 
Throw your vile guesses in the devil’s teeth 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
175 That this is from some mistress, some 
remembrance. 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 

CASSIO 
Oh, come on, woman. Stop jumping to silly 
conclusions. Now you’re jealous, thinking that this 
is from some mistress of mine, but I swear it’s not, 
Bianca. 

 
BIANCA 
    Why, whose is it? 

 
BIANCA 
Well, whose is it? 

CASSIO 
I know not neither, I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well. Ere it be demanded, 
As like enough it will, I would have it copied. 
180 Take it and do ’t, and leave me for this time. 

CASSIO 
I don’t even know. I found it in my room. It’s pretty. 
Someone is certainly looking for it, and I’ll have to 
give it back. So I’d like it copied. Take it and do that 
for me, and leave me alone for a while. 

BIANCA 
Leave you! Wherefore? 

BIANCA 
Leave you alone! Why? 

 
CASSIO 
I do attend here on the general 
And think it no addition, nor my wish, 
To have him see me womaned. 

CASSIO 
I’m waiting here for the general, and I don’t want 
him to see me with a woman. 
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BIANCA 
      Why, I pray you? 

BIANCA 
And why’s that? 

 
CASSIO 
185 Not that I love you not. 

CASSIO 
It’s not because I don’t love you. 

 
BIANCA 
    But that you do not love me. 
I pray you bring me on the way a little 
And say if I shall see you soon at night. 

BIANCA 
But you don’t love me. Please, just walk with me a 
little ways, and tell me if I’ll see you later tonight. 

 
CASSIO 
'Tis but a little way that I can bring you, 
For I attend here. But I’ll see you soon. 

CASSIO 
I can only walk a little way with you, since I’m 
waiting here. But I’ll see you soon. 

 
BIANCA 
190 'Tis very good. I must be circumstanced. 

BIANCA 
All right, have it your way. I have to make do. 

Exeunt They exit. 
 
Act 4, Scene 1 
Iago and Othello discuss whether or not the loss of the handkerchief makes Desdemona 
guilty. Iago promises to get Cassio to admit his affair with Desdemona. Othello hides behind 
a curtain after Iago gets Cassio.  
When Othello withdraws, Iago informs the audience of his actual intention. He will joke with 
Cassio about the prostitute Bianca, so that Cassio will laugh as he tells the story of Bianca’s 
pursuit of him. Othello thinks Cassio is joking with Iago about Desdemona: 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=6790 
 
OTHELLO withdraws OTHELLO hides. 
IAGO (to the audience) 
Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 
A huswife that by selling her desires 
85 Buys herself bread and clothes. It is a creature 
That dotes on Cassio, as ’tis the strumpet’s plague 
To beguile many and be beguiled by one. 
He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter. Here he comes. 

IAGO (to the audience) 
Now I’ll ask Cassio about Bianca, a prostitute who 
sells her body for food and clothes. She’s crazy 
about Cassio. That’s the whore’s curse, to seduce 
many men, but to be seduced by one. Whenever he 
talks about her he can’t stop laughing. 

            Enter CASSIO                CASSIO enters. 
90 As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad. 
And his unbookish jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and light behavior 
Quite in the wrong.—How do you now, lieutenant? 

And when he laughs, Othello will go crazy. In his 
ignorant jealousy, he’ll totally misunderstand 
Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and jokes.—How are you, 
lieutenant? 

CASSIO 
The worser that you give me the addition 
95 Whose want even kills me. 

CASSIO 
It doesn’t make me feel any better when you call 
me lieutenant. I’m dying to have that title back 
again. 

IAGO IAGO 
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Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure on ’t. 
(Speaking lower so that Othello can’t hear) 
Now if this suit lay in Bianca’s power 
How quickly should you speed! 

Just keep asking Desdemona, and it’ll be yours. 
(Speaking lower so that Othello can’t hear) 
If it was up to Bianca to get you your job back, 
you’d have had it already! 

 
CASSIO 
      Alas, poor caitiff! 

CASSIO 
The poor thing! 

OTHELLO 
Look how he laughs already! 

OTHELLO 
He’s laughing already! 

 
IAGO 
100 I never knew woman love man so. 

IAGO 
I never knew a woman who loved a man so much. 

 
CASSIO 
Alas, poor rogue, I think indeed she loves me. 

CASSIO 
The poor thing, I really think she loves me. 

 
OTHELLO 
Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 

OTHELLO 
Now he denies it a bit, and tries to laugh it off. 

 
IAGO 
Do you hear, Cassio? 

IAGO 
Have you heard this, Cassio? 

 
OTHELLO 
    Now he importunes him 
To tell it o'er. Go to, well said, well said. 

OTHELLO 
He’s asking him to tell the story again. Go on, tell it. 

 
IAGO 
105 She gives it out that you shall marry her. 
Do you intend it? 

IAGO 
She says you’re going to marry her. Are you? 

CASSIO 
Ha, ha, ha! 

CASSIO 
Ha, ha, ha! 

OTHELLO 
Do ye triumph, Roman? Do you triumph? 

OTHELLO 
Are you laughing because you’ve won? Do you 
think you’ve won? 

CASSIO 
I marry her! What? A customer? Prithee bear some 
charity to my wit. Do not think it so unwholesome. 
Ha, ha, ha! 

CASSIO 
Me, marry her? That whore? Please give me a little 
credit! I’m not that stupid. Ha, ha, ha! 

OTHELLO 
110 So, so, so, so! They laugh that win! 

OTHELLO 
So, so, so, so! The winner’s always got the last 
laugh, hasn’t he? 

IAGO 
Why the cry goes that you shall marry her. 

IAGO 
I swear, there’s a rumor going around that you’ll 
marry her. 

CASSIO 
Prithee say true! 

CASSIO 
You’re kidding! 

 
IAGO 
I am a very villain else. 

IAGO 
If it’s not true, you can call me a villain. 

OTHELLO OTHELLO 
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Have you scored me? Well. Have you given me bastard children to raise? All 
right, then. 

CASSIO 
115 This is the monkey’s own giving out. She is 
persuaded I will marry her, out of her own love and 
flattery, not out of my promise. 

CASSIO 
The little monkey must have started that rumor 
herself. She thinks I’ll marry her because she loves 
me. She’s just flattering herself. I never promised 
her anything. 

OTHELLO 
Iago beckons me. Now he begins the story. 

OTHELLO 
Iago is gesturing for me to come closer. Now he’s 
telling the story. 

CASSIO 
She was here even now. She haunts me in every 
place. I was the other day talking on the sea-bank 
with certain Venetians, and thither comes the bauble 
and, by this hand, she falls me thus about my neck— 

CASSIO 
She was here just now. She hangs around me all 
the time. I was talking to some Venetians down by 
the shore, and the fool showed up. I swear to you, 
she put her arms around me like this— 

 
OTHELLO 
Crying “O dear Cassio!” as it were. His gesture 
imports it. 

OTHELLO 
Saying, “Oh, Cassio,” it seems, judging by his 
gestures. 

 
CASSIO 
So hangs and lolls and weeps upon me, so shakes, 
and pulls me! Ha, ha, ha! 

CASSIO 
She hangs around me and dangles from my neck 
and cries, shaking me and pulling at me. Ha, ha, ha! 

 
OTHELLO 
120 Now he tells how she plucked him to my 
chamber. Oh, I see that nose of yours, but not that 
dog I shall throw it to. 

 
OTHELLO 
Now he’s saying how she took him into our 
bedroom. Oh, I can see your nose now. But I can’t 
see the dog I’m going to throw it to. 

 
CASSIO 
Well, I must leave her company. 

 
CASSIO 
I have to get rid of her. 

 
IAGO 
Before me! Look, where she comes. 

IAGO 
Look out, here she comes. 

Enter BIANCA  BIANCA enters. 
 
CASSIO 
'Tis such another fitchew. Marry, a perfumed one.— 
What do you mean by this haunting of me? 

CASSIO 
It’s a whore like all the others, stinking of cheap 
perfume.—Why are you always hanging around 
me? 

 
BIANCA 
125 Let the devil and his dam haunt you! What did 
you mean by that same handkerchief you gave me 
even now? I was a fine fool to take it. I must take out 
the work? A likely piece of work, that you should find 
it in your chamber, and not know who left it there! 
This is some minx’s token, and I must take out the 
work? There, give it your hobby-horse. Wheresoever 
you had it, I’ll take out no work on ’t. 

BIANCA 
Damn you! What did you mean by giving me this 
handkerchief? I was an idiot to take it! You want 
me to copy the embroidery pattern? That was a 
likely story, that you found it in your room and 
didn’t know who it belonged to. This is a love token 
from some other slut, and you want me to copy its 
pattern for you? Give it back to her, I won’t do 
anything with it. 

 CASSIO 
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CASSIO 
How now, my sweet Bianca! How now, how now? 

What is it, my dear Bianca? What’s wrong? 

 
OTHELLO 
By heaven, that should be my handkerchief! 

OTHELLO 
My God, that’s my handkerchief! 

 
BIANCA 
If you’ll come to supper tonight, you may. If you will 
not, come when you are next prepared for. 

BIANCA 
If you want to come have dinner with me, you can. 
If you don’t want to, then good riddance. 

             Exit              BIANCA exits. 
IAGO 
After her, after her. 

IAGO 
Go after her, go. 

CASSIO 
130 I must, she’ll rail in the street else. 

CASSIO 
Actually, I should. She’ll scream in the streets if I 
don’t. 

IAGO 
Will you sup there? 

IAGO 
Will you be having dinner with her tonight? 

 
CASSIO 
Yes, I intend so. 

CASSIO 
Yes, I will. 

 
IAGO 
Well, I may chance to see you, for I would very fain 
speak with you. 

IAGO 
Well, maybe I’ll see you there. I’d really like to 
speak with you. 

 
CASSIO 
Prithee come, will you? 

CASSIO 
Please come. Will you? 

IAGO 
135 Go to! Say no more. 

IAGO 
Don’t talk anymore, go after her. 

                Exit CASSIO                  CASSIO exits. 
OTHELLO 
(advancing) How shall I murder him, Iago? 

OTHELLO 
(coming forward) How should I murder him, Iago? 

IAGO 
Did you perceive how he laughed at his vice? 

IAGO 
Did you see how he laughed about sleeping with 
her? 

OTHELLO 
O Iago! 

OTHELLO 
Oh Iago! 

 
IAGO 
And did you see the handkerchief? 

IAGO 
And did you see the handkerchief? 

 
OTHELLO 
140 Was that mine? 

OTHELLO 
Was it mine? 

 
IAGO 
Yours by this hand. And to see how he prizes the 
foolish woman your wife! She gave it him, and he 
hath given it his whore. 

IAGO 
It was yours, I swear. And do you see how much 
your foolish wife means to him? She gave it to him, 
and he gave it to his whore. 

OTHELLO OTHELLO 
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I would have him nine years a-killing. A fine woman! 
A fair woman! A sweet woman! 

I wish I could keep killing him for nine years 
straight. Oh, she’s a fine woman! A fair woman! A 
sweet woman! 

IAGO 
Nay, you must forget that. 

IAGO 
No, you have to forget all that now. 

 
OTHELLO 
Ay, let her rot and perish and be damned tonight, for 
she shall not live. No, my heart is turned to stone. I 
strike it and it hurts my hand. Oh, the world hath not 
a sweeter creature, she might lie by an emperor’s 
side and command him tasks. 

OTHELLO 
Yes, let her die and rot and go to hell tonight. She 
won’t stay alive for long. No, my heart’s turned to 
stone—when I hit it, it hurts my hand. Oh, the 
world never saw a sweeter creature. She could be 
married to an emperor, and he’d be like her slave! 

 
IAGO 
145 Nay, that’s not your way. 

IAGO 
But that’s not how you’re going to be. 

 
OTHELLO 
Hang her! I do but say what she is. So delicate with 
her needle, an admirable musician. Oh, she will sing 
the savageness out of a bear! Of so high and 
plenteous wit and invention! 

OTHELLO 
Damn her, I’m just describing her truthfully! She’s 
so good at sewing, and a wonderful musician. Oh, 
she could sing a wild bear to sleep! Oh, she’s so 
witty and creative! 

 
IAGO 
She’s the worse for all this. 

IAGO 
All the worse that she stooped this low, then. 

 
OTHELLO 
Oh, a thousand thousand times—and then of so 
gentle a condition! 

OTHELLO 
Oh, a thousand times worse, a thousand times—
and what a sweet personality she has! 

IAGO 
Ay, too gentle. 

IAGO 
Yes, a little too sweet. 

OTHELLO 
150 Nay, that’s certain. But yet the pity of it, Iago! O 
Iago, the pity of it, Iago! 

OTHELLO 
Yes, that’s for sure. Oh, it’s dreadful, dreadful, Iago! 

 
IAGO 
If you are so fond over her iniquity, give her patent 
to offend, for if it touch not you it comes near 
nobody. 

IAGO 
If you still feel so affectionate toward her, then why 
not give her permission to cheat on you? If it 
doesn’t bother you, it won’t bother anyone else. 

 
OTHELLO 
I will chop her into messes! Cuckold me? 

OTHELLO 
I’ll chop her into pieces. How could she cheat on 
me? 

 
IAGO 
Oh, ’tis foul in her. 

IAGO 
Oh, it’s horrible of her. 

 
OTHELLO 
With mine officer! 

OTHELLO 
And with my own officer! 

 
IAGO 
155 That’s fouler. 

IAGO 
That’s worse. 
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OTHELLO 
Get me some poison, Iago, this night. I’ll not 
expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty 
unprovide my mind again—This night, Iago! 

OTHELLO 
Get me some poison tonight, Iago. I won’t argue 
with her, so her beautiful body won’t disarm me.—
Tonight, Iago. 

 
IAGO 
Do it not with poison. Strangle her in her bed, even 
the bed she hath contaminated. 

IAGO 
Don’t do it with poison. Strangle her in her bed, the 
same bed she’s contaminated. 

 
OTHELLO 
Good, good, the justice of it pleases! Very good! 

OTHELLO 
Good, good, I like that—it’s only fair! Very good! 

 
IAGO 
And for Cassio, let me be his undertaker. You shall 
hear more by midnight. 

IAGO 
And let me kill Cassio. You’ll hear more from me by 
midnight. 

 
OTHELLO 
160 Excellent good. 

OTHELLO 
Excellent, good. 

             A trumpet within              A trumpet sounds offstage. 
What trumpet is that same? What’s that trumpet for? 
 
IAGO 
I warrant something from Venice. 'Tis Lodovico, this, 
comes from the duke. See, your wife’s with him. 

IAGO 
I think someone’s coming from Venice. It’s 
Lodovico. He must be coming from the duke. Look, 
your wife is with him. 

       Enter LODOVICO, DESDEMONA, and attendants       LODOVICO, DESDEMONA and attendants enter. 
LODOVICO 
Save you, worthy general! 

LODOVICO 
Greetings, good general! 

 
OTHELLO 
With all my heart, sir. 

OTHELLO 
Greetings, sir. 

 
LODOVICO 
The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

LODOVICO 
The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

          (gives him a letter)              (he hands OTHELLO a piece of paper) 
OTHELLO 
165 I kiss the instrument of their pleasures. 

OTHELLO 
I’ll do whatever they order me to do in this letter. 

 
DESDEMONA 
And what’s the news, good cousin Lodovico? 

DESDEMONA 
What’s new, cousin Lodovico? 

 
IAGO 
I am very glad to see you, signior. Welcome to 
Cyprus. 

IAGO 
Very nice to see you, sir. Welcome to Cyprus. 

 
LODOVICO 
I thank you. How does lieutenant Cassio? 

LODOVICO 
Thank you. How is lieutenant Cassio? 

 
IAGO 
Lives, sir. 

IAGO 
Well, he’s alive. 
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DESDEMONA 
170 Cousin, there’s fall'n between him and my lord 
An unkind breach, but you shall make all well. 

DESDEMONA 
Cousin, there’s been a falling out between him and 
Othello. An unfortunate rift, but you can fix it. 

 
OTHELLO 
Are you sure of that? 

OTHELLO 
Are you sure of that? 

 
DESDEMONA 
My lord? 

DESDEMONA 
Excuse me? 

 
OTHELLO 
(reads) “This fail you not to do, as you will—” 

OTHELLO 
(reading) “Don’t fail to do this, since you’ll—” 

 
LODOVICO 
175 He did not call, he’s busy in the paper. 
Is there division ’twixt my lord and Cassio? 

LODOVICO 
He didn’t say anything, he’s reading. So there’s a 
rift between Othello and Cassio? 

 
DESDEMONA 
A most unhappy one. I would do much 
T' atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio. 

DESDEMONA 
Yes, unfortunately. I’d do anything to bring them 
back together, since I really care for Cassio. 

 
OTHELLO 
Fire and brimstone! 

OTHELLO 
Damn it all! 

 
DESDEMONA 
    My lord? 

DESDEMONA 
Excuse me, my lord? 

OTHELLO 
      Are you wise? 

OTHELLO 
Are you in your right mind? 

DESDEMONA 
180 What, is he angry? 

DESDEMONA 
Is he angry? 

LODOVICO 
    Maybe the letter moved him, 
For, as I think, they do command him home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

LODOVICO 
Maybe the letter upset him. I think they want him 
to go home and appoint Cassio governor in his 
place. 

 
DESDEMONA 
Trust me, I am glad on ’t. 

DESDEMONA 
I’m happy about that. 

 
OTHELLO 
Indeed! 

OTHELLO 
Oh, are you really! 

 
DESDEMONA 
185 My lord? 

DESDEMONA 
My lord? 

OTHELLO 
I am glad to see you mad. 

OTHELLO 
I’m glad you’re insane enough to admit it in front of 
me. 

 
DESDEMONA 
Why, sweet Othello— 

DESDEMONA 
Why, sweet Othello— 
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OTHELLO 
(striking her) Devil! 

OTHELLO 
(striking her) You devil! 

 
DESDEMONA 
I have not deserved this. 

DESDEMONA 
I haven’t done anything to deserve this! 

 
LODOVICO 
190 My lord, this would not be believed in Venice, 
Though I should swear I saw ’t. 'Tis very much. 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

LODOVICO 
My lord, no one will believe this in Venice, even 
though I’d swear I saw it with my own eyes. That 
was too much. You should apologize. She’s crying. 

 
OTHELLO 
    Oh, devil, devil! 
If that the earth could teem with woman’s tears, 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile. 
195 Out of my sight! 

OTHELLO 
Oh, you devil, you devil! You can cry all day and all 
night, and I still won’t believe you’re sad. Get out of 
my sight! 

 
DESDEMONA 
I will not stay to offend you. 

DESDEMONA 
I wouldn’t want to stay here and make you angry. 

 
LODOVICO 
Truly, an obedient lady. 
I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

LODOVICO 
She’s obedient—a fine lady. Please, my lord, call 
her back. 

 
OTHELLO 
Mistress! 

OTHELLO 
Madam! 

 
DESDEMONA 
200 My lord? 

DESDEMONA 
My lord? 

OTHELLO 
What would you with her, sir? 

OTHELLO 
What do you want with her, sir? 

 
LODOVICO 
Who, I, my lord? 

LODOVICO 
Who, me? 

 
OTHELLO 
Ay, you did wish that I would make her turn. 
Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 
205 And turn again. And she can weep, sir, weep. 
And she’s obedient, as you say, obedient, 
Very obedient.—Proceed you in your tears.— 
Concerning this, sir—Oh, well-painted passion!— 
I am commanded home.—Get you away, 
210 I’ll send for you anon.—Sir, I obey the mandate 
And will return to Venice.—Hence, avaunt! 

OTHELLO 
Yes, you asked me to call her back. See how well 
she can turn? She can turn and turn, and then turn 
on you again. And she can cry, sir—oh, how she can 
cry! And she’s obedient, as you say, obedient. Very 
obedient—keep crying.—Concerning this—oh, 
what fake emotion!—I am being ordered home—
Get away from me, I’ll send for you later.—Sir, I’ll 
obey the order and return to Venice. Get away 
from me, you witch! 

                 Exit DESDEMONA                   DESDEMONA exits. 
Cassio shall have my place. And, sir, tonight 
I do entreat that we may sup together. 
You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. Goats and monkeys! 

Cassio can have my job. And tonight, sir, I invite 
you have dinner with me. Welcome to Cyprus. 
Horny animals! 
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              Exit              OTHELLO exits. 
LODOVICO 
215 Is this the noble Moor whom our full senate 
Call all in all sufficient? Is this the nature 
Whom passion could not shake? Whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor pierce? 

LODOVICO 
Is this the same Moor whom the senate considers 
so capable? Is this the guy who’s supposed to never 
get emotional, and who never gets rattled, no 
matter what disaster happens? 

 
IAGO 
    He is much changed. 

IAGO 
He’s changed a great deal. 

 
LODOVICO 
220 Are his wits safe? Is he not light of brain? 

LODVICO 
Is he sane? Is he losing his mind? 

 
IAGO 
He’s that he is. I may not breathe my censure 
What he might be. If what he might he is not, 
I would to heaven he were! 

IAGO 
He is what he is. I won’t say anything negative 
about what he might be. If he isn’t what he might 
be, then I wish to God he were! 

 
LODOVICO 
    What? Strike his wife? 

LODOVICO 
Hitting his wife? 

IAGO 
'Faith, that was not so well. Yet would I knew 
225 That stroke would prove the worst! 

IAGO 
It’s true, that wasn’t such a nice thing to do. But I 
wish I could say that’s the last time he’ll do it! 

 
LODOVICO 
    Is it his use? 
Or did the letters work upon his blood 
And new-create his fault? 

LODOVICO 
Is it a habit of his? Or did the letter make him 
emotional somehow, and this is the first time he’s 
done it? 

 
IAGO 
    Alas, alas! 
It is not honesty in me to speak 
What I have seen and known. You shall observe him, 
230 And his own courses will denote him so 
That I may save my speech. Do but go after 
And mark how he continues. 

IAGO 
Oh, it’s too bad! It wouldn’t be right for me to tell 
you everything I’ve seen and heard. You’ll see what 
he’s like. His own actions will show you what kind 
of person he is, so I won’t have to bother telling 
you. Just go after him and watch what he does 
next. 

 
LODOVICO 
I am sorry that I am deceived in him. 

LODOVICO 
I’m sorry I was so wrong about him. 

Exeunt They exit. 
 
Act 4, Scene 2 
Othello questions Emilia about Desdemona's supposed affair with Cassio. Emilia says that 
she knows nothing about it. He sends her to get Desdemona. He questions Desdemona, but 
never says Cassio's name and never actually accuses her of adultery. He calls her a whore, 
and she answers that she doesn't deserve to be treated that way. He is obviously not 
satisfied and storms off.  
Emilia comes back in to comfort Desdemona, who has no idea why her husband is acting 
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jealous and crazy. Iago also comes in. Emilia and Desdemona question him, hoping that he 
can explain Othello's strange behavior, but he cannot (or pretends he cannot) help them. 
The women leave, and Roderigo enters, furious that he is still frustrated in his love, and 
ready to make himself known in his suit to Desdemona so that she might return all of the 
jewels that Iago was supposed to have given her from him.  
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=7928 
 
Enter RODERIGO  RODERIGO enters. 
How now, Roderigo! How are you, Roderigo? 
 
RODERIGO 
I do not find that thou deal’st justly with me. 

RODERIGO 
I don’t think you’re treating me fairly. 

 
IAGO 
180 What in the contrary? 

IAGO 
What makes you say that? 

 
RODERIGO 
Every day thou daff’st me with some device, Iago, and 
rather, as it seems to me now, keep’st from me all 
conveniency than suppliest me with the least 
advantage of hope. 

RODERIGO 
Every day you put me off with some trick. Instead 
of finding opportunities for me, you seem to be 
preventing me from making any progress. 

I will indeed no longer endure it, nor am I yet 
persuaded to put up in peace what already I have 
foolishly suffered. 

Well, I won’t take it any longer. And I’m not going 
to sit back and accept what you’ve done. 

IAGO 
Will you hear me, Roderigo? 

IAGO 
Will you listen to me, Roderigo? 

RODERIGO 
I have heard too much, and your words and 
performances are no kin together. 

RODERIGO 
I’ve listened to you too much already. Your words 
and actions don’t match up. 

 
IAGO 
185 You charge me most unjustly. 

IAGO 
That’s not fair. 

 
RODERIGO 
With naught but truth. I have wasted myself out of my 
means. The jewels you have had from me to deliver 
Desdemona would half have corrupted a votaress. You 
have told me she hath received them and returned me 
expectations and comforts of sudden respect and 
acquaintance, but I find none. 

RODERIGO 
It’s the truth. I’ve got no money left. The jewels you 
took from me to deliver to Desdemona would’ve 
made even a nun want to sleep with me. You told 
me she got them, and that she promised to give me 
a little something in return soon, but nothing like 
that ever happens. 

 
IAGO 
Well, go to. Very well. 

IAGO 
Well, all right then. Fine. 

RODERIGO 
“Very well,” “go to”! I cannot go to, man, nor ’tis not 
very well. Nay, I think it is scurvy, and begin to find 
myself fopped in it. 

RODERIGO 
“Fine!” he says. “All right!” It’s not fine, and I’m not 
all right! It’s wrong, and I’m starting to realize I’m 
being cheated! 

IAGO IAGO 
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Very well. Okay. 
 
RODERIGO 
190 I tell you ’tis not very well. I will make myself 
known to Desdemona. If she will return me my jewels I 
will give over my suit and repent my unlawful 
solicitation. If not, assure yourself I will seek 
satisfaction of you. 

RODERIGO 
It’s not okay! I’m going to tell Desdemona my 
feelings. If she returns my jewels, I’ll stop pursuing 
her and apologize to her. If not, I’ll challenge you to 
a duel. 

 
IAGO 
You have said now. 

IAGO 
You’ve said what you have to say now. 

 
RODERIGO 
Ay, and said nothing but what I protest intendment of 
doing. 

RODERIGO 
Yes, and I’ll do everything I just said. 

IAGO 
Why, now I see there’s mettle in thee, and even from 
this instant to build on thee a better opinion than ever 
before. Give me thy hand, Roderigo. Thou hast taken 
against me a most just exception, but yet I protest I 
have dealt most directly in thy affair. 

IAGO 
Well, all right then. Now I see that you have some 
guts. From this moment on I have a higher opinion 
of you than before. Give me your hand, Roderigo. 
Your complaint against me is perfectly 
understandable, but I still insist I’ve done 
everything I could to help you. 

RODERIGO 
It hath not appeared. 

RODERIGO 
It doesn’t look that way to me. 

 
IAGO 
195 I grant indeed it hath not appeared, and your 
suspicion is not without wit and judgment. But, 
Roderigo, if thou hast that in thee indeed, which I have 
greater reason to believe now than ever—I mean 
purpose, courage and valor—this night show it. If thou 
the next night following enjoy not Desdemona, take 
me from this world with treachery and devise engines 
for my life. 

IAGO 
I admit it doesn’t look that way to me, and the fact 
that you suspect me shows that you’re smart. But 
Roderigo, if you’re as courageous and determined 
as I think you are, then wait just a bit longer. If 
you’re not having sex with Desdemona tomorrow 
night, then I suggest you find some way to stab me 
in the back and kill me. 

 
RODERIGO 
Well, what is it? Is it within reason and compass? 

RODERIGO 
Well, what’s your plan? Is it feasible? 

 
IAGO 
Sir, there is especial commission come from Venice to 
depute Cassio in Othello’s place. 

IAGO 
Venice has made Cassio governor here on Cyprus. 

RODERIGO 
Is that true? Why, then Othello and Desdemona return 
again to Venice. 

RODERIGO 
Is that true? Then Desdemona and Othello will go 
back to Venice. 

IAGO 
Oh, no, he goes into Mauritania and taketh away with 
him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode be lingered 
here by some accident—wherein none can be so 
determinate as the removing of Cassio. 

IAGO 
Oh, no. He’ll go to Mauritania and take the 
beautiful Desdemona with him, unless he gets 
stuck here for some reason. The best way to extend 
his stay here is to get rid of Cassio. 
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RODERIGO 
200 How do you mean, removing of him? 

RODERIGO 
What do you mean, get rid of him? 

 
IAGO 
Why, by making him uncapable of Othello’s place: 
knocking out his brains. 

IAGO 
I mean knock his brains out, so he can’t take 
Othello’s place. 

 
RODERIGO 
And that you would have me to do! 

RODERIGO 
And that’s what you want me to do! 

 
IAGO 
Ay, if you dare do yourself a profit and a right. He sups 
tonight with a harlotry, and thither will I go to him. He 
knows not yet of his honorable fortune. If you will 
watch his going thence (which I will fashion to fall out 
between twelve and one) you may take him at your 
pleasure. I will be near to second your attempt, and he 
shall fall between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, 
but go along with me. I will show you such a necessity 
in his death that you shall think yourself bound to put 
it on him. It is now high suppertime, and the night 
grows to waste. About it! 

IAGO 
Yes, if you want to help yourself. He’s having dinner 
tonight with a prostitute, and I’ll go visit him. He 
doesn’t know he’s been appointed governor yet. 
When you see him walking by here (as I’ll make 
sure he does between twelve and one) you can nab 
him. I’ll be nearby to help you, and between the 
two of us we can handle him. Come on, don’t stand 
there in a daze. Come along with me. I’ll give you 
such reasons for killing him that you’ll feel obliged 
to snuff him out. It’s nearly dinner time, and the 
night’s going to be wasted. Let’s go! 

 
RODERIGO 
I will hear further reason for this. 

RODERIGO 
I want to hear more about this. 

 
IAGO 
205 And you shall be satisfied. 

IAGO 
You will. You’ll hear all you want to hear. 

Exeunt They exit. 

 
Act 4, Scene 3 

In the castle, Othello tells Desdemona to get ready for bed. There is anger in his voice. He 
leaves, and Emilia enters. Desdemona and Emilia talk about whether it's possible for a 
woman to WANT to cheat on her husband. Desdemona doesn't think it's possible and asks 
Emilia whether she would cheat on her husband “for all the world”. Emilia says that she 
would not deceive her husband for jewels or rich clothes, but that the whole world is a huge 
prize and would outweigh the offense. Desdemona puts sheets on the bed from her wedding 
night and wears the nightgown she wore that night, too. 

Act 5, Scene 1 
Iago and Roderigo wait outside the brothel where Cassio visits Bianca. Iago positions 
Roderigo with a rapier (a type of sword) in a place where he will be able to ambush Cassio. 
Iago then withdraws himself, although Roderigo asks him not to go too far in case he needs 
help killing Cassio. Cassio enters, and Roderigo stabs at him but fails to pierce Cassio’s 
armor. Cassio stabs and wounds Roderigo.  
Iago darts out in the commotion, stabs Cassio in the leg, and exits. Not knowing who has 
stabbed him, Cassio falls. At this moment, Othello enters. Hearing Cassio’s cries of murder, 
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Othello believes that Iago has killed him. Inspired by what he believes to be Iago’s successful 
vengeance, Othello returns to his bedroom to kill Desdemona. 
 
Act 5, Scene 2 

A bedchamber in the castle: DESDEMONA in bed asleep; a light burning. Enter OTHELLO.  
 
Othello debates with himself about killing Desdemona, but he vows to do it anyway. He 
kisses her lightly.  
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=9063 
DESDEMONA 
Who’s there? Othello? 

DESDEMONA 
Who’s there? Othello? 

 
OTHELLO 
Ay, Desdemona. 

OTHELLO 
Yes, Desdemona. 

 
DESDEMONA 
25 Will you come to bed, my lord? 

DESDEMONA 
Will you come to bed, my lord? 

OTHELLO 
Have you prayed tonight, Desdemona? 

OTHELLO 
Have you said your prayers tonight, 
Desdemona? 

DESDEMONA 
Ay, my lord. 

DESDEMONA 
Yes, my lord. 

 
OTHELLO 
If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Unreconciled as yet to heaven and grace, 
30 Solicit for it straight. 

OTHELLO 
If you can think of any crime you haven’t 
confessed, then pray for forgiveness right away. 

 
DESDEMONA 
Alack, my lord, what do you mean by that? 

DESDEMONA 
Oh, my lord, what do you mean by that? 

OTHELLO 
Well, do it, and be brief. I will walk by. 
I would not kill thy unpreparèd spirit. 
No, heavens forfend, I would not kill thy soul! 

OTHELLO 
Well, hurry up and confess. Be quick about it. I’ll 
wait over here. I don’t want to kill you before 
you’ve readied your soul. No, I don’t want to 
send your soul to hell when I kill you. 

DESDEMONA 
35 Talk you of killing? 

DESDEMONA 
You’re talking about killing? 

 
OTHELLO 
  Ay, I do. 

OTHELLO 
Yes, I am. 

 
DESDEMONA 
    Then heaven 
Have mercy on me! 

DESDEMONA 
Then heaven have mercy on me. 

 
OTHELLO 
Amen, with all my heart. 

OTHELLO 
Amen to that, from the bottom of my heart. 
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DESDEMONA 
If you say, I hope you will not kill me. 

DESDEMONA 
If you really feel that way, then I hope you won’t 
kill me. 

OTHELLO 
Humh! 

OTHELLO 
Hmmph! 

 
DESDEMONA 
40 And yet I fear you, for you’re fatal then 
When your eyes roll so. Why I should fear I know 
not, 
Since guiltiness I know not. But yet I feel I fear. 

DESDEMONA 
You’re scaring me. You terrify me when you 
have that look in your eyes. I don’t know why I 
should be afraid, since I haven’t done anything 
wrong. But I’m still afraid. 

 
OTHELLO 
Think on thy sins. 

 
OTHELLO 
Think of your sins. 

 
DESDEMONA 
They are loves I bear to you. 

DESDEMONA 
My only sin was loving you too much. 

 
OTHELLO 
45 Ay, and for that thou diest. 

OTHELLO 
Yes, that’s why you have to die. 

 
DESDEMONA 
That death’s unnatural that kills for loving. 
Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip? 
Some bloody passion shakes your very frame. 
These are portents, but yet I hope, I hope 
50 They do not point on me. 

DESDEMONA 
You’re wrong to kill me for loving you. Why are 
you chewing on your lower lip like that? You’re 
shaking with emotion. These are bad omens, 
but I hope, I hope, they don’t predict my future. 

 
OTHELLO 
    Peace, and be still. 

OTHELLO 
Quiet. Stay still. 

DESDEMONA 
I will so. What’s the matter? 

DESDEMONA 
I will. What’s this all about? 

 
OTHELLO 
That handkerchief 
Which I so loved and gave thee, thou gav’st 
To Cassio. 

OTHELLO 
You gave that handkerchief, the one I loved and 
gave to you, to Cassio. 

 
DESDEMONA 
55 No, by my life and soul! 
Send for the man and ask him. 

DESDEMONA 
No, I swear by my life and soul! Bring him here 
and ask him. 

 
OTHELLO 
Sweet soul, take heed, take heed of perjury. 
Thou art on thy deathbed. 

OTHELLO 
My sweet darling, don’t lie. You’re on your 
deathbed. 

 
DESDEMONA 
Ay—but not yet to die! 

DESDEMONA 
I am? But I’m not dying yet! 

 
OTHELLO OTHELLO 
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60 Presently. 
Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin, 
For to deny each article with oath 
Cannot remove nor choke the strong conception 
That I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 

Yes, right now. So confess your sin freely now. 
Even if you swear you’re innocent of every 
accusation, you won’t change my mind or 
remove the thought that’s tormenting me. 
You’re going to die. 

 
DESDEMONA 
65 Oh, heaven have mercy on me! 

DESDEMONA 
Then heaven have mercy on me! 

OTHELLO 
    I say “amen.” 

OTHELLO 
Amen to that. 

DESDEMONA 
And have you mercy too! I never did 
Offend you in my life, never loved Cassio 
But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love. I never gave him token. 

DESDEMONA 
And you have mercy on me too! I never did 
anything wrong to you in my life. I never loved 
Cassio, except with the pure love that I feel for 
humankind. I never gave him any token of 
romantic love. 

OTHELLO 
70 By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in ’s hand. 
O perjured woman, thou dost stone my heart, 
And mak’st me call what I intend to do 
A murder, which I thought a sacrifice! 
I saw the handkerchief. 

OTHELLO 
I saw him holding the handkerchief! You liar, 
you’re turning my heart to stone, and making 
me call what I’ll do murder, when I had been 
thinking of it as a sacrifice! I saw the 
handkerchief. 

 
DESDEMONA 
    He found it then, 
75 I never gave it him. Send for him hither, 
Let him confess a truth. 

DESDEMONA 
He found it somewhere, then. I never gave it to 
him. Tell him to come here. He’ll tell the truth. 

 
OTHELLO 
    He hath confessed. 

OTHELLO 
He’s already done so. 

DESDEMONA 
What, my lord? 

DESDEMONA 
What, my lord? 

 
OTHELLO 
  That he hath usèd thee. 

OTHELLO 
That he had sex with you. 

DESDEMONA 
How? Unlawfully? 

DESDEMONA 
What? Had sex with me? 

 
OTHELLO 
Ay. 

OTHELLO 
Yes. 

DESDEMONA 
80 He will not say so. 

DESDEMONA 
He wouldn’t say that. 

 
OTHELLO 
No, his mouth is stopped. Honest Iago 
Hath ta'en order for ’t. 

OTHELLO 
No. He won’t say anything anymore. Honest 
Iago’s arranged that. 

 
DESDEMONA 
Oh! My fear interprets. What, is he dead? 

DESDEMONA 
Oh, I’m scared. What, is he dead? 

 OTHELLO 
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OTHELLO 
Had all his hairs been lives 
85 My great revenge had stomach for them all. 

If he had as many lives as he’s got hairs on his 
head, I would’ve killed them all in revenge. 

 
DESDEMONA 
Alas, he is betrayed and I undone. 

DESDEMONA 
Oh, he’s been betrayed, and I’ve been ruined. 

OTHELLO 
Out, strumpet! weep’st thou for him to my face? 

OTHELLO 
What, you whore, are you crying for him right in 
front of me? 

DESDEMONA 
Oh, banish me, my lord, but kill me not! 

DESDEMONA 
Send me away, my lord, but don’t kill me! 

 
OTHELLO 
Down, strumpet! 

OTHELLO 
Down , whore! 

 
DESDEMONA 
90 Kill me tomorrow—let me live tonight! 

DESDEMONA 
Kill me tomorrow—but let me live tonight. 

 
OTHELLO 
Nay, if you strive— 

OTHELLO 
No, if you struggle with me— 

 
DESDEMONA 
But half an hour! 

DESDEMONA 
Just half an hour! 

OTHELLO 
Being done, there is no pause. 

OTHELLO 
While I’m doing this, I can’t pause for a 
moment. 

DESDEMONA 
But while I say one prayer! 

DESDEMONA 
Just let me say one prayer! 

 
OTHELLO 
95 It is too late. (he smothers her)  

OTHELLO 
It’s too late. (he smothers her)  

 
EMILIA 
(within) My lord , my lord! What, ho! My lord, my 
lord! 

EMILIA 
(offstage) My lord, my lord! Hello! My lord, my 
lord! 

 
OTHELLO 
What noise is this?—Not dead? Not yet quite 
dead? 
I that am cruel am yet merciful, 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. 
100 So, so. 

OTHELLO 
What’s that noise? Aren’t you dead yet? I know 
I’m cruel, but I’m merciful too. I don’t want you 
to linger in pain. 

 
EMILIA 
(within) What, ho! My lord, my lord! 

EMILIA 
(offstage) Hello! My lord, my lord! 

OTHELLO 
      Who’s there? 

OTHELLO 
Who’s there? 

EMILIA 
(within) O good my lord, I would speak a word with 
you! 

EMILIA 
(offstage) Oh my lord, I need to speak to you! 
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OTHELLO 
Yes, ’tis Emilia.—(to EMILIA) By and by.—She’s 
dead.— 
'Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death, 
105 The noise was high. Ha! No more moving? 
Still as the grave. Shall she come in? Were ’t good? 
I think she stirs again—No. What’s best to do? 
If she come in, she’ll sure speak to my wife— 
My wife! my wife! what wife? I have no wife. 
110 Oh, insupportable! Oh, heavy hour! 
Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse 
Of sun and moon, and that th' affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

OTHELLO 
Yes, it’s Emilia.(to EMILIA)—Just a minute!—
She’s dead now.—Emilia’s probably come to tell 
me that Cassio’s been killed. The fight outside 
was loud. So! You’re not moving anymore? No, 
you’re as still as a grave. Should I let her in? Is 
that a good idea? I think she’s moving again—
No. What should I do? If she comes in, she’ll try 
to speak to my wife. My wife, my wife! What 
wife? I don’t have a wife. Oh, this is unbearable! 
Oh, the horror! There should be a huge eclipse 
of the sun and the moon, now that 
Desdemona’s no longer on this earth. 

 
EMILIA 
(within)  
    I do beseech you 
115 That I may speak with you, O good my lord! 

EMILIA 
(offstage) Please, my lord. I need to speak with 
you. Oh, my good lord! 

 
OTHELLO 
I had forgot thee—Oh, come in, Emilia. 
Soft, by and by. Let me the curtains draw. 
Where art thou? 

OTHELLO 
I’d forgotten about you—Emilia, wait a moment, 
let me draw the curtains. (closes the bed 
curtains) Where are you? (unlocks the door)  

                           Unlocks the door. Enter EMILIA  EMILIA enters. 
  What’s the matter with thee now? What’s the matter with you now? 

EMILIA 
O my good lord, yonder’s foul murders done! 

EMILIA 
Oh, my lord, terrible murders have been 
committed over there! 

OTHELLO 
120 What, now? 

OTHELLO 
What? Just now? 

 
EMILIA 
But now, my lord. 

EMILIA 
Yes, just now, my lord. 

 
OTHELLO 
It is the very error of the moon, 
She comes more nearer earth than she was wont 
And makes men mad. 

OTHELLO 
It’s because of the full moon. It comes too close 
to the earth and drives men crazy. 

 
EMILIA 
125 Cassio, my lord, hath killed a young Venetian 
Called Roderigo. 

EMILIA 
Cassio’s killed a young Venetian named 
Roderigo. 

 
OTHELLO 
  Roderigo killed? And Cassio killed! 

OTHELLO 
Roderigo’s been killed? And Cassio’s killed? 

 
EMILIA 
No, Cassio is not killed. 

EMILIA 
No, Cassio wasn’t killed. 
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OTHELLO 
Not Cassio killed! Then murder’s out of tune, 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. 

OTHELLO 
Cassio’s not dead? Then the wrong man is dead, 
and sweet revenge has gone wrong. 

 
DESDEMONA 
130 Oh, falsely, falsely murdered! 

DESDEMONA 
Oh, I’ve been murdered unfairly! 

 
EMILIA 
Alas, what cry is that? 

EMILIA 
Oh Lord, who’s that crying? 

 
OTHELLO 
That? What? 

OTHELLO 
That? What? 

EMILIA 
Out and alas, that was my lady’s voice. 

EMILIA 
Oh, no, that was my lady’s voice. 

Opens the bedcurtains EMILIA opens the bedcurtains. 
Help! Help, ho, help! O lady, speak again! 
135 Sweet Desdemona! O sweet mistress, speak! 

Help! Help! Oh, lady, speak again. 
Sweet Desdemona! Oh sweet mistress, speak! 

 
DESDEMONA 
A guiltless death I die. 

DESDEMONA 
I’m dying an innocent woman. 

 
EMILIA 
    Oh, who hath done this deed? 

EMILIA 
Oh, who did this thing? 

DESDEMONA 
Nobody. I myself. Farewell. 
Commend me to my kind lord. Oh, farewell! 

DESDEMONA 
No one. I did it myself. Give my love to my kind 
husband. Oh, goodbye! 

                Dies DESDEMONA dies. 
 
OTHELLO 
Why, how should she be murdered? 

OTHELLO 
Why, how could she have been murdered? 

EMILIA 
      Alas, who knows? 

EMILIA 
My God, who knows? 

OTHELLO 
140 You heard her say herself it was not I. 

OTHELLO 
You heard her say it wasn’t me. 

EMILIA 
She said so. I must needs report the truth. 

EMILIA 
Yes, she said that. I must go report what 
happened. 

OTHELLO 
She’s like a liar gone to burning hell. 
'Twas I that killed her. 

OTHELLO 
She was lying even as she was going down to 
hell. I did kill her. 

 
EMILIA 
Oh, the more angel she, 
145 And you the blacker devil! 

EMILIA 
Then she was even more an angel, and you’re 
an even blacker devil! 

 
OTHELLO 
She turned to folly, and she was a whore. 

OTHELLO 
She cheated on me, and she was a whore. 

 
EMILIA 
Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 

EMILIA 
You slander her, you devil. 
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OTHELLO 
She was false as water. 

OTHELLO 
She was fickle and unfaithful, like water. 

 
EMILIA 
    Thou art rash as fire, 
To say that she was false. Oh, she was heavenly 
true! 

EMILIA 
You’ve lost your mind to accuse her of cheating. 
She was utterly true to you! 

 
OTHELLO 
150 Cassio did top her, ask thy husband else. 
Oh, I were damned beneath all depth in hell, 
But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husband knew it all. 

OTHELLO 
Cassio had sex with her. Ask your husband if you 
doubt me. If I didn’t have a good reason to do 
this, damn me to the very bottom of hell. Your 
husband knew about everything. 

 
EMILIA 
My husband! 

EMILIA 
My husband! 

 
OTHELLO 
  Thy husband. 

OTHELLO 
Your husband. 

EMILIA 
    That she was false to wedlock? 

EMILIA 
He said she was unfaithful? 

OTHELLO 
155 Ay, with Cassio. Had she been true, 
If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 
I’d not have sold her for it. 

OTHELLO 
Yes, with Cassio. If she’d been faithful to me, I 
never would have given her up, not even if God 
himself offered me a jewel as big as a planet in 
exchange for her. 

 
EMILIA 
    My husband? 

EMILIA 
My husband. 

OTHELLO 
Ay, ’twas he that told me on her first. 
160 An honest man he is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. 

OTHELLO 
Yes, he’s the one who first told me about her. 
He’s an honest man who detests evil actions. 

 
EMILIA 
    My husband! 

EMILIA 
My husband? 

OTHELLO 
What needs this iterance, woman? I say thy 
husband. 

OTHELLO 
Why do you keep repeating that, woman? I’m 
telling you, your husband. 

 
EMILIA 
O mistress, villainy hath made mocks with love! 
My husband say that she was false! 

EMILIA 
Oh, my mistress, a villain has made a mockery of 
your love! My husband said she was unfaithful! 

 
OTHELLO 
      He, woman. 
165 I say “thy husband”—dost understand the 
word? 
My friend, thy husband, honest, honest Iago. 

OTHELLO 
Yes, him, woman. I said “your husband.”—Do 
you understand that word? My friend, your 
husband, the honest, honest Iago. 

EMILIA EMILIA 
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If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day! He lies to th' heart. 
She was too fond of her most filthy bargain. 

If he said that, then I hope his malicious soul 
rots in hell forever. He’s lying through his teeth! 
She was too attached to her filthy marriage ever 
to do a thing like that! 

                  OTHELLO draws his sword              OTHELLO draws his sword. 
OTHELLO 
170 Ha! 

OTHELLO 
Ha! 

 
EMILIA 
Do thy worst. 
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

EMILIA 
Go ahead, do your worst. Killing me won’t send 
you to heaven. You weren’t good enough for 
her. 

OTHELLO 
    Peace, you were best. 

OTHELLO 
You’d better shut up! 

EMILIA 
Thou hast not half that power to do me harm 
175 As I have to be hurt. O gull! O dolt! 
As ignorant as dirt! Thou hast done a deed— 
I care not for thy sword, I’ll make thee known 
Though I lost twenty lives.—Help! Help, ho! Help! 
The Moor hath killed my mistress! Murder, 
murder! 

EMILIA 
I can endure far more pain than you could ever 
give me! Oh, you idiot! You stupid fool! As 
dumb as dirt! You’ve committed a terrible evil—
I’m not afraid of your sword. I’ll tell everyone 
what you did, even if it 
costs me my life twenty times over.—Help, help, 
help! The Moor’s killed my mistress! Murder, 
murder! 

 
While Othello is starting to realize the truth about Iago’s deceit, he falls weeping upon the 
bed that contains the body of his dead wife. Othello still clings to his belief in Iago’s truth 
and Desdemona’s guilt, mentioning the handkerchief and Cassio’s “confession.” When 
Othello mentions the handkerchief, Emilia erupts, and Iago, no longer certain that he can 
keep his plots hidden, attempts to silence her with his sword. Graziano stops him and Emilia 
explains how she found the handkerchief and gave it to Iago: 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=9744 
 
IAGO 
230 Zounds, hold your peace. 

IAGO 
Damn it, shut your mouth. 

 
EMILIA 
'Twill out, ’twill out.—I peace? 
No, I will speak as liberal as the north. 
Let heaven and men and devils, let them all, 
All, all cry shame against me, yet I’ll speak. 

EMILIA 
No, the truth will come out—Me, shut my mouth? 
Let heaven and men and devils tell me to shut me 
up. I’ll say what I have to say. 

 
IAGO 
235 Be wise, and get you home. 

IAGO 
If you’re smart, you’ll go home. 

Draws his sword IAGO draws his sword. 
 
EMILIA 
I will not. 

EMILIA 
I won’t. 

 GRATIANO 
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GRATIANO 
Fie! Your sword upon a woman? 

Shame on you! Drawing your sword on a woman? 

 
EMILIA 
O thou dull Moor! That handkerchief thou speak’st 
of 
I found by fortune and did give my husband. 
240 For often, with a solemn earnestness— 
More than indeed belonged to such a trifle— 
He begged of me to steal it. 

EMILIA 
Oh, you stupid Moor! I found that handkerchief by 
accident and gave it to my husband. He’d begged 
me to steal it many times. 

IAGO 
    Villainous whore! 

IAGO 
You evil whore! 

EMILIA 
She give it Cassio? No, alas, I found it 
And I did give ’t my husband. 

EMILIA 
You think she gave it to Cassio? No, I found it and 
gave it to my husband. 

 
IAGO 
    Filth, thou liest! 

IAGO 
You piece of filth, you’re lying! 

EMILIA 
245 By heaven, I do not, I do not, gentlemen.— 
       (to OTHELLO)  
O murderous coxcomb! What should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife? 

EMILIA 
I swear I’m not lying. (to OTHELLO) Oh, you 
murderous fool! How did you ever get such a good 
wife? 

 
OTHELLO 
    Are there no stones in heaven 
But what serve for the thunder?—Precious villain! 

OTHELLO 
Won’t heaven strike this Iago dead? You absolute 
villain! 

He runs at IAGO IAGO stabs EMILIA  OTHELLO runs at IAGO. IAGO stabs EMILIA. 
 
Othello stabs Iago when he is brought back in. Iago sneers that he bleeds but is not killed. He 
refuses to say anything more about what he has done, but Lodovico produces a letter found in 
Roderigo’s pocket that reveals everything that has happened. Seeking some kind of final 
reconciliation, Othello asks Cassio how he came by the handkerchief: 
 
https://youtu.be/KrEixFyTBw0?t=10115 
 
OTHELLO 
O thou pernicious caitiff! 
335 How came you, Cassio, by that handkerchief 
That was my wife’s? 

OTHELLO 
Oh, you wicked scoundrel! Cassio, how did you 
get my wife’s handkerchief? 

CASSIO 
    I found it in my chamber, 
And he himself confessed but even now 
That there he dropped it for a special purpose 
Which wrought to his desire. 

CASSIO 
I found it in my room, and Iago just confessed 
that he put it there for his own purposes. 

OTHELLO 
    O fool! fool! fool! 

OTHELLO 
Oh, what a fool I am! 

CASSIO CASSIO 
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340 There is besides in Roderigo’s letter 
How he upbraids Iago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch, whereon it came 
That I was cast. And even but now he spake, 
After long seeming dead—Iago hurt him, 
345 Iago set him on. 

Also, in his letter to Iago, Roderigo criticizes 
Iago for telling him to get me angry while I was 
on guard duty, and get me demoted. And just 
now he admitted it, even though he’d seemed 
to be dead for a long while—Iago tricked him, 
Iago urged him to do it. 

 
LODOVICO 
(to OTHELLO) You must forsake this room and go 
with us. 
Your power and your command is taken off 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, 
If there be any cunning cruelty 
350 That can torment him much and hold him 
long, 
It shall be his. You shall close prisoner rest 
Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state.—Come, bring him away. 

LODOVICO 
(to OTHELLO)  
You’ll have to leave this room and come with 
us. You’re stripped of your power and your 
command, and Cassio will govern Cyprus. As 
for this slave, Iago, if we can think of any 
torture that will hurt him a lot but keep him 
alive a long time, he’ll have it. You’ll remain a 
prisoner until we bring your crimes to the 
Venetian government.—Okay, take him away. 

 
OTHELLO 
Soft you, a word or two before you go. 
355 I have done the state some service, and they 
know ’t. 
No more of that. I pray you, in your letters, 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 
Speak of me as I am. Nothing extenuate, 
Nor set down aught in malice. Then must you 
speak 
360 Of one that loved not wisely, but too well. 
Of one not easily jealous, but being wrought, 
Perplexed in the extreme. Of one whose hand, 
Like the base Indian, threw a pearl away 
Richer than all his tribe. Of one whose subdued 
eyes, 
365 Albeit unused to the melting mood, 
Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Their medicinal gum. Set you down this, 

OTHELLO 
Wait. A word or two before you go. I’ve given 
the state of Venice a bit of help in the past, and 
they know it. But enough about that. When 
you record these sad events in your letters, 
please describe me exactly as I am. Don’t tone 
things down or exaggerate them out of 
hostility. If you’re being fair, you’ll have to 
describe me as someone who loved too much, 
but who wasn’t wise about it. I was not easily 
made jealous, but once I was tricked and 
manipulated, I worked myself into a frenzy. 
Describe me as a fool who threw away a 
precious pearl with his own hands, like a silly 
Indian who didn’t know what it was worth. As 
someone who was not emotional, but who 
then cried a lot. Write all this 

And say besides that in Aleppo once, 
Where a malignant and a turbaned Turk 
370 Beat a Venetian and traduced the state, 
I took by the throat the circumcisèd dog, 
And smote him, thus. 

down, and then say also that in Aleppo I once 
saw a Turk beating a Venetian, so I grabbed the 
Turk by the throat and hit him like this. 

            Stabs himself                  OTHELLO stabs himself. 
LODOVICO 
Oh, bloody period! 

LODOVICO 
Oh, what a bloody end to all this! 

GRATIANO 
All that is spoke is marred. 

GRATIANO 
Everything we’ve heard is bad. 
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OTHELLO 
375 (to DESDEMONA)  
I kissed thee ere I killed thee. No way but this, 
Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. 

OTHELLO 
(to DESDEMONA) I kissed you before I killed 
you. Now, killing myself, I’m dying while I kiss 
you again. 

Kisses DESDEMONA, dies OTHELLO kisses DESDEMONA and dies. 

 
CASSIO 
This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon, 
For he was great of heart. 

 
CASSIO 
I was afraid this would happen, because he was 
a noble, brave man, but I didn’t think he had a 
weapon. 

LODOVICO 
380 (to IAGO)  
    O Spartan dog, 
More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea, 
Look on the tragic loading of this bed. 
This is thy work. The object poisons sight, 
Let it be hid.—Gratiano, keep the house 
385 And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 
For they succeed on you.— (to CASSIO) To you, 
lord governor, 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain: 
The time, the place, the torture. Oh, enforce it! 
Myself will straight aboard, and to the state 
390 This heavy act with heavy heart relate. 

LODOVICO 
(to IAGO) You bloodthirsty dog, you’re crueler 
than sadness or hunger, crueler than the sea. 
Look at these dead people on this bed. You did 
all this. He makes me sick. Take him away. 
Gratiano, take care of the house, and take the 
Moor’s property. You’ve inherited 
everything.—(to CASSIO) Governor, I leave it in 
your hands to punish this evil villain: just 
decide the time, the place and the means of 
torture. And then carry it out! I have to go back 
to Venice, and tell them about these sad 
events. 

Exeunt They all exit. 

 

 

 

 

 


