Othello

Memory Passages

Name

Period

Act I, Scene 1, Lines 64-71
Tago.

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

In complement extern, tis not long after

But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve

For daws to peck at. [ am not what I am.

out of 8 lines

Act I, Scene 1, Lines 135-155
Roderigo.

Sir, I will answer anything. But I beseech you,
If ’t be your pleasure and most wise consent—
As partly I find it is—that your fair daughter,
At this odd-even and dull watch o’ th’ night,
Transported with no worse nor better guard
But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier,
To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor:

If this be known to you, and your allowance,
We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs.
But if you know not this, my manners tell me
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe
That from the sense of all civility

I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence.
Your daughter, if you have not given her leave,
I say again, hath made a gross revolt,

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger

Of here and everywhere. Straight satisfy yourself.
If she be in her chamber or your house,

Let loose on me the justice of the state

For thus deluding you.

out of 21 lines

Act 1, Scene 3, Lines 232-240
Duke.

When remedies are past, the griefs are ended

By seeing the worst, which late on hopes depended.

To mourn a mischief that is past and gone

Is the next way to draw new mischief on.

What cannot be preserved when fortune takes,

Patience her injury a mock’ry makes.

The robbed that smiles steals something from the
thief;

He robs himself that spends a bootless grief.

out of 8 lines

Act I, Scene 3, Lines 283-294
Desdemona.

That I did love the Moor to live with him

My downright violence and storm of fortunes
May trumpet to the world. My heart’s subdued
Even to the very quality of my lord.

I saw Othello’s visage in his mind,

And to his honors and his valiant parts

Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate.

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind,

A moth of peace, and he go to the war,

The rites for why I love him are bereft me
And I a heavy interim shall support

By his dear absence. Let me go with him.

out of 22 lines

Act I, Scene 3, Lines 208-218
Desdemona.

My noble father,

I do perceive here a divided duty.
To you I am bound for life and education.
My life and education both do learn me
How to respect you. You are the lord of duty.
I am hitherto your daughter. But here’s my

husband.
And so much duty as my mother showed
To you, preferring you before her father,
So much I challenge that I may profess
Due to the Moor my lord.

out of 10 lines

Act I, Scene 3, Lines 378-382; 426-429
Tago.

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. [. . .]

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.

out of 9 lines



Act I, Scene 3, Lines 429-447
Iago.

I hate the Moor,

And it is thought abroad that "twixt my sheets
’Has 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:

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

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.

I have ’t. It is engendered. Hell and night
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s light.

out of 18 lines

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,
I’11 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.

out of 21 lines

Act I, Scene 1, Lines 308-324
Tago.

That Cassio loves her, I do well believe ’t.

That she loves him, ’tis apt and of great credit.
The Moor, howbeit that I endure him not,

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature,

And I dare think he’ll prove to Desdemona

A most dear husband. Now, I do love her too,
Not out of absolute lust (though peradventure

I stand accountant for as great a sin)

But partly led to diet my revenge

For that I do suspect the lusty Moor

Hath leaped into my seat—the thought whereof
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw my inwards,
And nothing can or shall content my soul

Till I am evened with him, wife for wife,

Or, failing so, yet that I put the Moor

At least into a jealousy so strong

That judgment cannot cure.

out of 17 lines

Act III, Scene 3, Lines 195-199; 202-206
Iago.

O, 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 O, what damnéd minutes tells he o’er

Who dotes, yet doubts; suspects, yet strongly loves! [. . . ]

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.
Good God, the souls of all my tribe defend
From jealousy!

out of 10 lines

Act I1, Scene 3, Lines 356-361; 365-379
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

Th’ inclining Desdemona to subdue

In any honest suit. [. . .]

His soul is so enfettered 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!

Act III, Scene 3, Lines 208-223
Othello.

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

Is once to be resolved. Exchange me for a goat
When I shall turn the business of my soul

To such exsufflicate and blown surmises,
Matching thy inference. *Tis not to make me jealous
To say my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company,
Is free of speech, sings, plays, and dances well.
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,

I’1l 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.

out of 16 lines



Act III, Scene 3, Lines 299-314; 319-320
Othello.

This fellow’s of exceeding honesty,
And knows all qualities with a learnéd spirit
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
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. O curse of marriage,
That we can call these delicate creatures ours
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. [. . .]

If she be false, heaven mocks itself!
I’ll not believe ’t.

out of 18 lines

0, 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!

out of 10 lines

Act III, Scene 4, Lines 116; 120-123; 180-183
Emilia.

Is not this man jealous? [. . .]

"Tis not a year or two shows us a man.

They are all but stomachs, and we all but food;
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full
They belch us. [. . .]

But jealous souls will not be answered so.
They are not ever jealous for the cause,

But jealous for they’re jealous. It is a monster
Begot upon itself, born on itself.

out of 8 lines

Act IV, Scene 2, Lines 175-193
Desdemona.

Alas, Tago,

What shall I do to win my lord again?

Good friend, go to him. For by this light of heaven,

I know not how I lost him. [She kneels.] Here I
kneel.

If e’er my will did trespass ’gainst his love,

Either in discourse of thought or actual deed,

Or that mine eyes, mine ears, or any sense

Delighted them in any other form,

Or that I do not yet, and ever did,

And ever will—though he do shake me off

To beggarly divorcement—Ilove him dearly,

Comfort forswear me! [She stands.] Unkindness may
do much,

And his unkindness may defeat my life,

But never taint my love. I cannot say “whore”—

It does abhor me now I speak the word.

To do the act that might the addition earn,

Not the world’s mass of vanity could make me.

out of 16 lines

Act IV, Scene 2, Lines 57-70; 76-80
Othello.

Had it pleased heaven

To try me with affliction, had they rained

All kind of sores and shames on my bare head,
Steeped 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—

Yet could I bear that too, well, very well.

But there where I have garnered up my heart,
Where either I must live or bear no life,

The fountain from the which my current runs
Or else dries up—to be discarded thence—
turn thy complexion there,

Patience, thou young and rose-lipped cherubin,
Ay, there look grim as hell.

Act IV, Scene 3, Lines 97-115
Emelia.

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.

out of 18 lines



Act V, Scene 2, Lines 1-24
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,

I can again thy former light restore

Should I repent me. But once put out thy light,

Thou cunning’st pattern of excelling nature,

I know not where is that Promethean heat

That can thy light relume. When I have plucked the
rose,

I cannot give it vital growth again.

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

O balmy breath, that dost almost persuade

Justice to break her sword! [He kisses her.] One
more, one more.

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

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

[He kisses her.]

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.

out of 22 lines

Act V, Scene 2, Lines 310-332
Othello.

Behold, I have a weapon.
A Dbetter never did itself sustain
Upon a soldier’s thigh. I have seen the day
That with this little arm and this good sword
I have made my way through more impediments
Than twenty times your stop. But—O vain boast!—
Who can control his fate? *Tis not so now.
Be not afraid, though you do see me weaponed.
Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt
And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.
Do you go back dismayed? *Tis a lost fear.
Man but a rush against Othello’s breast,
And he retires. Where should Othello go?

[He looks toward the bed.]

Now, how dost thou look now? O ill-starred wench,
Pale as thy smock, when we shall meet at compt,
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven,
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl?
Even like thy chastity.—O curséd, curséd slave!—
Whip me, you devils,
From the possession of this heavenly sight!
Blow me about in winds, roast me in sulfur,
Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire!
O Desdemon! Dead, Desdemon! Dead! O, O!

out of 22 lines

Act 'V, Scene 2, Lines 397-417
Othello.

Soft you. A word or two before you go.

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

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 Judean, threw a pearl away

Richer than all his tribe; of one whose subdued
eyes,

Albeit unused to the melting mood,

Drops tears as fast as the Arabian trees

Their medicinable gum. Set you down this.

And say besides, that in Aleppo once,

Where a malignant and a turbanned Turk

Beat a Venetian and traduced the state,

I took by th’ throat the circumciséd dog,

And smote him, thus. [He stabs himself.]

out of 19 lines
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