
 
OTHELLO       ROLE: Brabantio 
Act 1, Scene 2        
 
Othello, a dark-skinned general in the Venetian army, has married Desdemona, much to the 
displeasure of her father Brabantio. In this scene, Brabantio has just learned that his 
daughter has secretly married Othello and snuck out of the house to be with him. He confronts 
Othello. 
 
BRABANTIO 
 
    O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow'd my daughter? 
    Damn'd 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 
    The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 
    Would ever have, to 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 
    That thou hast practised on her with foul charms, 
    Abused her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 
    That weaken motion: I'll have't disputed on; 
    'Tis probable and palpable to thinking. 
    I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 
    For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
    Of arts inhibited and out of warrant. 
    Lay hold upon him: if he do resist, 
    Subdue him at his peril. 



OTHELLO       ROLE: Othello/Desdemona 
Act 2, Scene 1        
 
Othello, a general in the Venetian army, has married Desdemona, much to the displeasure of 
her father. Othello was recently asked by the Duke of Venice to go to Cyprus to defend it from 
an attack by the Turks. Desdemona follows her husband on a separate ship. The Turkish fleet 
is destroyed by a storm. In the scene below, Othello and Desdemona are reunited after several 
weeks apart. 
 
Enter OTHELLO and Attendants 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    O my fair warrior! 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    My dear Othello! 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    It gives me wonder great as my content 
    To see you here before me. O my soul's joy! 
    If after every tempest come such calms, 
    May the winds blow till they have waken'd death! 
    And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas 
    Olympus-high and duck again as low 
    As hell's from heaven! If it were now to die, 
    'Twere now to be most happy; for, I fear, 
    My soul hath her content so absolute 
    That not another comfort like to this 
    Succeeds in unknown fate. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    The heavens forbid 
    But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
    Even as our days do grow! 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Amen to that, sweet powers! 
    I cannot speak enough of this content; 
    It stops me here; it is too much of joy: 
    And this, and this, the greatest discords be 
    
  Kissing her 
 



    That e'er our hearts shall make! 
 
IAGO 
 
    [Aside] O, you are well tuned now! 
    But I'll set down the pegs that make this music, 
    As honest as I am. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Come, let us to the castle. 
    News, friends; our wars are done, the Turks 
    are drown'd. 
    How does my old acquaintance of this isle? 
    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: 
    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. 
 
    Exeunt OTHELLO, DESDEMONA, and Attendants 
 



OTHELLO       ROLE: Iago/Cassio 
Act 2, Scene 3       PART A 
 
Othello promoted Cassio to the position of Lieutenant instead of Iago. Iago feels slighted and 
has devised a plan to plan to destroy Othello’s marriage by convincing him that his wife is 
having an affair with Cassio. Iago pretends to be a friend to Cassio while drawing him 
unwittingly into the plot. In this scene, Cassio’s fellow soldiers got him drunk the night before 
and his drunken unruly behavior led to his dismissal from his post in Othello’s army. 
 
IAGO 
What, are you hurt, lieutenant? 
 
CASSIO 
Ay, past all surgery. 
 
IAGO 
Marry, heaven forbid! 
 
CASSIO 
Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, I have lost 
my reputation! I have lost the immortal part of 
myself, and what remains is bestial. My reputation, 
Iago, my reputation! 
 
IAGO 
As I am an honest man, I thought you had received 
some bodily wound; there is more sense in that than 
in reputation. Reputation is an idle and most false 
imposition: oft got without merit, and lost without 
deserving: you have lost no reputation at all, 
unless you repute yourself such a loser. What, man! 
there are ways to recover the general again: you 
are but now cast in his mood, a punishment more in 
policy than in malice, even so as one would beat his 
offenceless dog to affright an imperious lion: sue 
to him again, and he's yours. 
 
CASSIO 
I will rather sue to be despised than to deceive so 
good a commander with so slight, so drunken, and so 
indiscreet an officer. Drunk? and speak parrot? 
and squabble? swagger? swear? and discourse 
fustian with one's own shadow? O thou invisible 
spirit of wine, if thou hast no name to be known by, 
let us call thee devil! 
 
IAGO 
What was he that you followed with your sword? What 



had he done to you? 
 
CASSIO 
I know not. 
 
IAGO 
Is't possible? 
 
CASSIO 
I remember a mass of things, but nothing distinctly; 
a quarrel, but nothing wherefore. O God, that men 
should put an enemy in their mouths to steal away 
their brains! that we should, with joy, pleasance 
revel and applause, transform ourselves into beasts! 
 
IAGO 
Why, but you are now well enough: how came you thus 
recovered? 
 
CASSIO 
It hath pleased the devil drunkenness to give place 
to the devil wrath; one unperfectness shows me 
another, to make me frankly despise myself. 
 
IAGO 
Come, you are too severe a moraler: as the time, 
the place, and the condition of this country 
stands, I could heartily wish this had not befallen; 
but, since it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 
 
CASSIO 
I will ask him for my place again; he shall tell me 
I am a drunkard! Had I as many mouths as Hydra, 
such an answer would stop them all. To be now a 
sensible man, by and by a fool, and presently a 
beast! O strange! Every inordinate cup is 
unblessed and the ingredient is a devil. 
 
IAGO 
Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, 
if it be well used: exclaim no more against it. 
And, good lieutenant, I think you think I love you. 
 
CASSIO 
I have well approved it, sir. I drunk! 
 
IAGO 
You or any man living may be drunk! at a time, man. 



I'll tell you what you shall do. Our general's wife 
is now the general: may say so in this respect, for 
that he hath devoted and given up himself to the 
contemplation, mark, and denotement of her parts and 
graces: confess yourself freely to her; importune 
her help to put you in your place again: she is of 
so free, so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, 
she holds it a vice in her goodness not to do more 
than she is requested: this broken joint between 
you and her husband entreat her to splinter; and, my 
fortunes against any lay worth naming, this 
crack of your love shall grow stronger than it was before. 
 
CASSIO 
You advise me well. 
 
IAGO 
I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest kindness. 
 
CASSIO 
I think it freely; and betimes in the morning I will 
beseech the virtuous Desdemona to undertake for me: 
I am desperate of my fortunes if they cheque me here. 
 
IAGO 
You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant; I 
must to the watch. 
 
CASSIO 
Good night, honest Iago. 
 

Exit 

END PART A 

PART B – IAGO ONLY 
IAGO 
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 
The inclining Desdemona to subdue 
In any honest suit: she's framed as fruitful 
As the free elements. And then for her 
To win the Moor--were't to renounce his baptism, 
All seals and symbols of redeemed sin, 



His soul is so enfetter'd to her love, 
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! 
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 fortunes 
And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
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, 
And out of her own goodness make the net 
That shall enmesh them all. 



OTHELLO       ROLE: Bianca/Cassio 
Act 3, Scene 4        
 
Bianca is a courtesan (or prostitute) in Cyprus. Her favorite customer is Cassio, a young 
lieutentant in Othello’s army, who teases her with promises of marriage. In this scene, Cassio 
asks Bianca to make him a copy of an embroidered handkerchief that he has found. 
Unbeknownst to him, it belongs to Othello’s wife Desdemona and will become a critical part of 
Iago’s plot to destroy Othello’s marriage. 
 
Enter BIANCA 
 
BIANCA 
Save you, friend Cassio! 
 
CASSIO 
What make you from home? 
How is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 
I' faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 
 
BIANCA 
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 eight score times? 
O weary reckoning! 
 
CASSIO 
Pardon me, Bianca: 
I have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd: 
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. 
 
BIANCA 
O Cassio, whence came this? 
This is some token from a newer friend: 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause: 
Is't 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 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance: 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 



 
BIANCA 
Why, whose is it? 
 
CASSIO 
I know not, sweet: I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well: ere it be demanded-- 
As like enough it will--I'ld have it copied: 
Take it, and do't; and leave me for this time. 
 
BIANCA 
Leave you! wherefore? 
 
CASSIO 
I do attend here on the general; 
And think it no addition, nor my wish, 
To have him see me woman'd. 
 
BIANCA 
Why, I pray you? 
 
CASSIO 
Not that I love you not. 
 
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. 
 
CASSIO 
'Tis but a little way that I can bring you; 
For I attend here: but I'll see you soon. 
 
BIANCA 
'Tis very good; I must be circumstanced. 
 
Exeunt



OTHELLO       ROLE: Othello/Iago 
Act 4, Scene 1        
 
Othello promoted Cassio to the position of Lieutenant instead of Iago, turning Iago’s 
simmering jealousy into hatred of Othello. Iago has devised a plot to convince Othello that 
Desdemona is cheating on him, thereby destroying his marriage and exacting revenge. 
 
Enter OTHELLO and IAGO  
 
IAGO 
 
    Will you think so? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Think so, Iago! 
 
IAGO 
 
    What, 
    To kiss in private? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    An unauthorized kiss. 
 
IAGO 
 
    Or to be naked with her friend in bed 
    An hour or more, not meaning any harm? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Naked in bed, Iago, and not mean harm! 
    It is hypocrisy against the devil: 
    They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 
    The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt heaven. 
 
IAGO 
 
    So they do nothing, 'tis a venial slip: 
    But if I give my wife a handkerchief,-- 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    What then? 
 
IAGO 



 
    Why, then, 'tis hers, my lord; and, being hers, 
    She may, I think, bestow't on any man. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    She is protectress of her honour too: 
    May she give that? 
 
IAGO 
 
    Her honour is an essence that's not seen; 
    They have it very oft that have it not: 
    But, for the handkerchief,-- 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot it. 
    Thou said'st, it comes o'er my memory, 
    As doth the raven o'er the infected house, 
    Boding to all--he had my handkerchief. 
 
IAGO 
 
    Ay, what of that? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    That's not so good now. 
 
IAGO 
 
    What, 
    If I had said I had seen him do you wrong? 
    Or heard him say,--as knaves be such abroad, 
    Who having, by their own importunate suit, 
    Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 
    Convinced or supplied them, cannot choose 
    But they must blab-- 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Hath he said any thing? 
 
IAGO 
 
    He hath, my lord; but be you well assured, 
    No more than he'll unswear. 



 
OTHELLO 
 
    What hath he said? 
 
IAGO 
 
    'Faith, that he did--I know not what he did. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    What? what? 
 
IAGO 
 
    Lie-- 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    With her? 
 
IAGO 
 
    With her, on her; what you will. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Lie with her! lie on her! We say lie on her, when 
    they belie her. Lie with her! that's fulsome. 
    --Handkerchief--confessions--handkerchief!--To 
    confess, and be hanged for his labour;--first, to be 
    hanged, and then to confess.--I tremble at it. 
    Nature would not invest herself in such shadowing 
    passion without some instruction. It is not words 
    that shake me thus. Pish! Noses, ears, and lips. 
    --Is't possible?--Confess--handkerchief!--O devil!-- 
 
    Falls in an epileptic fit 
 
IAGO 
 
    Work on, 
    My medicine, work! Thus credulous fools are caught; 
    And many worthy and chaste dames even thus, 
    All guiltless, meet reproach. What, ho! my lord! 
    My lord, I say! Othello! 
 
 



OTHELLO       ROLE: Othello/Desdemona 
Act 4, Scene 2        
 
Driven by hatred and jealousy, Iago has contrived a plot to convince Othello that Desdemona 
(Othello’s wife) has been unfaithful. Othello believes Iago’s lies and is so hurt and angry that 
he decides to kill Desdemona. In this scene, he confronts Desdemona, but does not yet tell her 
of his suspicions or plans. 
 
Enter DESDEMONA with EMILIA (Desdemona’s lady-in-waiting) 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    My lord, what is your will? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Pray, chuck, come hither. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    What is your pleasure? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Let me see your eyes; 
    Look in my face. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    What horrible fancy's this? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    [To EMILIA] Some of your function, mistress; 
    Leave procreants alone and shut the door; 
    Cough, or cry 'hem,' if any body come: 
    Your mystery, your mystery: nay, dispatch. 
 
    Exit EMILIA 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    Upon my knees, what doth your speech import? 
    I understand a fury in your words. 
    But not the words. 
 
OTHELLO 
 



    Why, what art thou? 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    Your wife, my lord; your true 
    And loyal wife. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Come, swear it, damn thyself 
    Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
    Should fear to seize thee: therefore be double damn'd: 
    Swear thou art honest. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    Heaven doth truly know it. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Heaven truly knows that thou art false as hell. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    To whom, my lord? with whom? how am I false? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    O Desdemona! away! away! away! 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep? 
    Am I the motive of these tears, my lord? 
    If haply you my father do suspect 
    An instrument of this your calling back, 
    Lay not your blame on me: If you have lost him, 
    Why, I have lost him too. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Had it pleased heaven 
    To try me with affliction; had they rain'd 
    All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head. 
    Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 
    Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes, 
    I should have found in some place of my soul 
    A drop of patience: but, alas, to make me 



    A fixed figure for the time of scorn 
    To point his slow unmoving finger at! 
  
DESDEMONA 
 
    I hope my noble lord esteems me honest. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    O, ay; as summer flies are in the shambles, 
    That quicken even with blowing. O thou weed, 
    Who art so lovely fair and smell'st so sweet 
    That the sense aches at thee, would thou hadst 
    ne'er been born! 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed? 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Was this fair paper, this most goodly book, 
    Made to write 'whore' upon? What committed! 
    Committed! O thou public commoner! 
    I should make very forges of my cheeks, 
    That would to cinders burn up modesty, 
    Did I but speak thy deeds. What committed! 
    Heaven stops the nose at it and the moon winks, 
    The bawdy wind that kisses all it meets 
    Is hush'd within the hollow mine of earth, 
    And will not hear it. What committed! 
    Impudent strumpet! 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    By heaven, you do me wrong. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Are you not a strumpet? 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    No, as I am a Christian: 
    If to preserve this vessel for my lord 
    From any other foul unlawful touch 
    Be not to be a strumpet, I am none. 
 



OTHELLO 
 
    What, not a whore? 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    No, as I shall be saved. 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    Is't possible? 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    O, heaven forgive us! 
 
OTHELLO 
 
    I cry you mercy, then: 
    I took you for that cunning whore of Venice 
    That married with Othello. 
 
     



OTHELLO       ROLE: Roderigo/Iago 
Act 4, Scene 2        
 
Roderigo is a jealous suitor of Desdemona. Young, rich, and foolish, Roderigo is convinced that 
if he gives Iago all of his money, Iago will help him win Desdemona’s hand. Repeatedly 
frustrated as Othello marries Desdemona and then takes her to Cyprus, Roderigo is ultimately 
desperate enough to agree to help Iago kill Cassio. 
 
IAGO 
How now, Roderigo! 
 
RODERIGO 
I do not find that thou dealest justly with me. 
 
IAGO 
What in the contrary? 
 
RODERIGO 
Every day thou daffest me with some device, Iago; 
and rather, as it seems to me now, keepest from me 
all conveniency than suppliest me with the least 
advantage of hope. I will indeed no longer endure 
it, nor am I yet persuaded to put up in peace what 
already I have foolishly suffered. 
 
IAGO 
Will you hear me, Roderigo? 
 
RODERIGO 
'Faith, I have heard too much, for your words and 
performances are no kin together. 
 
IAGO 
You charge me most unjustly. 
 
RODERIGO 
With nought but truth. I have wasted myself out of 
my means. The jewels you have had from me to 
deliver to Desdemona would half have corrupted a 
votarist: you have told me she hath received them 
and returned me expectations and comforts of sudden 
respect and acquaintance, but I find none. 
 
IAGO 
Well; go to; very well. 
 
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 fobbed in it. 
 
IAGO 
Very well. 
 
RODERIGO 
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. 
 
IAGO 
You have said now. 
 
RODERIGO 
Ay, and said nothing but what I protest intendment of doing. 
 
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. 
 
RODERIGO 
It hath not appeared. 
 
IAGO 
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 valour, 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. 



OTHELLO       ROLE: Emilia/Desdemona 
Act 4, Scene 3        
 
Emilia is Iago’s wife and Desdemona’s attendant. A cynical, worldly woman, she is deeply 
attached to her mistress and distrustful of her husband. In this scene, Othello has just left after 
angrily accusing Desdemona of being unfaithful. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    I have heard it said so. O, these men, these men! 
    Dost thou in conscience think,--tell me, Emilia,-- 
    That there be women do abuse their husbands 
    In such gross kind? 
 
EMILIA 
 
    There be some such, no question. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world? 
 
EMILIA 
 
    Why, would not you? 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    No, by this heavenly light! 
 
EMILIA 
 
    Nor I neither by this heavenly light; 
    I might do't as well i' the dark. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world? 
 
EMILIA 
 
    The world's a huge thing: it is a great price. 
    For a small vice. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 
 



EMILIA 
 
    In troth, I think I should; and undo't when I had 
    done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for a 
    joint-ring, nor for measures of lawn, nor for 
    gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty 
    exhibition; but for the whole world,--why, who would 
    not make her husband a cuckold to make him a 
    monarch? I should venture purgatory for't. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
    For the whole world. 
 
EMILIA 
 
    Why the wrong is but a wrong i' the world: and 
    having the world for your labour, tis a wrong in your 
    own world, and you might quickly make it right. 
 
DESDEMONA 
 
    I do not think there is any such woman. 
 
EMILIA 
 
    Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage as would 
    store the world they played for. 
    But I do think it is their husbands' faults 
    If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties, 
    And pour our treasures into foreign laps, 
    Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 
    Throwing restraint upon us; or say they strike us, 
    Or scant our former having in despite; 
    Why, we have galls, and though we have some grace, 
    Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 
    Their wives have sense like them: they see and smell 
    And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 
    As husbands have. What is it that they do 
    When they change us for others? Is it sport? 
    I think it is: and doth affection breed it? 
    I think it doth: is't frailty that thus errs? 
    It is so too: and have not we affections, 
    Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have? 
    Then let them use us well: else let them know, 
    The ills we do, their ills instruct us so. 




