Highlights from "Othello"

Abbreviation: Othello (OTH); lago (IAGO);

Act IlI. SC.1II 3 3
Enter OTHELLO and IAGO

IAGO Ha! I like not that.

OTH What dost thou say?

IAGO Nothing, my lord: or if--1 know not
what.

OTH Was not that Cassio parted from my
wife?

IAGO Cassio, my lord! No, sure, | cannot think it,

That he would steal away so guilty-like,
Seeing you coming.

OTH | do believe 'twas he.

(Desdemona enters and  asks
Othello to give an interview to the
disgraced Cassio so that he may be
reinstated in his position — then
exits)

Exeunt DESDEMONA and EMILIA

OTH Excellent wretch! Perdition catch
my soul,
But | do love thee! and when | love
thee not,
Chaos is come again.

IAGO My noble lord--

OTH What dost thou say, lago?

IAGO Did Michael Cassio, when you

woo'd my lady,
Know of your love?

OTH He did, from first to last: why dost
thou ask?

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

OTH Why of thy thought, lago?

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

OTH O, yes; and went between us very
oft.

IAGO Indeed!

OTH Indeed! ay, indeed:

Is he not honest?



IAGO

OTH

IAGO

OTH

IAGO

OTH

Honest, my lord!

Honest! ay, honest.

My lord, for aught I know.
What dost thou think?
Think, my lord!

Think, my lord!

By heaven, he echoes me,

As if there were some monster in his
thought

Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean
something:

| heard thee say even now, thou likedst not
that,

When Cassio left my wife: what didst not
like?

And when | told thee he was of my counsel
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst
‘Indeed!"

And didst contract and purse thy brow
together,

As if thou then hadst shut up in thy brain
Some horrible secret: if thou dost love me,
Show me thy thought

Act V. SC.II

OTH

A bedchamber in the castle: DESDEMONA
in bed asleep;
a light burning.

Enter OTHELLO

It is the cause, it is the cause, my
soul,--

Let me not name it to you, you
chaste stars!—

It is the cause. Yet I'll not shed her
blood;nor scar that whiter skin of hers than
snow, And smooth as monumental
alabaster.

Yet she must die, else she'll betray more
men.

Put out the light, and then put out the light:

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, |
can again thy former light restore,

Should I repent me: but once put out
thy light,



I know not where is that heavenly fire
That can thy light relume.

When | have pluck'd the rose, I
cannot give it living growth again.

It needs must wither: I'll smell it on
the tree.

Kissing her

Ah sweetest breath, that dost almost
persuade

Justice to break her sword! One more, one
more.

Be thus when thou art dead, and | will kill
thee,

And love thee after. One more, and this the
last

So sweet was ne'er so fatal. | must
weep,

But they are cruel tears: this sorrow's
heavenly;

It strikes where it doth love. She
wakes.



