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			Othello, the Moor of Venice

		

	
		
			Dramatis Personae

			OTHELLO, a noble Moor in the service of the Venetian State

			BRABANTIO, a Senator of Venice and Desdemona’s father

			CASSIO, Othello’s Lieutenant

			IAGO, Othello’s Ancient

			RODERIGO, a Venetian Gentleman

			DUKE OF VENICE

			Other Senators

			MONTANO, Othello’s predecessor in the government of Cyprus

			GRATIANO, Brother of Brabantio

			LODOVICO, Kinsman of Brabantio

			Clown, Servant to Othello

			DESDEMONA, Brabantio’s daughter and Othello’s wife

			EMILIA, Iago’s wife

			BIANCA, a Courtesan

			Sailor, Messenger, Herald, Officers, Gentlemen, Musicians, and Attendants

			Scene: Act I, Venice; Acts II–V, Cyprus.

			Act I

			Scene 1

			Venice. A Street.

			Enter Iago and Roderigo.

			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.

			IAGO. ’Sblood, but you will not hear me.

				    If ever I did dream of such a matter, [5]

				    Abhor me.

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

			IAGO. Despise me if I do not: three great ones of the city,

				    In personal suit to make me his lieutenant,

				    Oft capp’d to him, and by the faith of man, [10]

				    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 stuff’d with epithets of war:

				    And in conclusion, [15]

				    Nonsuits my mediators: for “Certes,” says he,

				    “I have already chosen my officer,”

				    And what was he?

				    Forsooth, a great arithmetician,

				    One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, [20]

				    A fellow almost damn’d in a fair wife,

				    That never set a squadron in the field,

				    Nor the division of a battle knows,

				    More than a spinster, unless the bookish theoric,

				    Wherein the toged consuls can propose [25]

				    As masterly as he: mere prattle without practice

				    Is all his soldiership: but he, sir, had the election,

				    And I, of whom his eyes had seen the proof,

				    At Rhodes, at Cyprus, and on other grounds,

				    Christian and heathen, must be lee’d, and calm’d, [30]

				    By debitor and creditor; this counter-caster:

				    He, in good time, must his lieutenant be,

				    And I, God bless the mark, his worship’s ancient.

			RODERIGO. By heaven I rather would have been his hangman.

			IAGO. But there’s no remedy, ’tis the curse of service, [35]

				    Preferment goes by letter and affection,

				    Not by the old gradation, where each second

				    Stood heir to the first: now sir, be judge yourself,

				    Whether I in any just term am affin’d

				    To love the Moor.

			RODERIGO.    I would not follow him then. [40]

			IAGO. O, sir, content you.

				    I follow him to serve my turn upon him:

				    We cannot be all masters, nor all masters

				    Cannot be truly follow’d. You shall mark

				    Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave, [45]

				    That, doting on his own obsequious bondage,

				    Wears out his time much like his master’s ass,

				    For nought but provender, and when he’s old, cashier’d,

				    Whip me such honest knaves: others there are,

				    Who, trimm’d in forms, and visages of duty, [50]

				    Keep yet their hearts attending on themselves,

				    And throwing but shows of service on their lords,

				    Do well thrive by ’em, and when they have lin’d their coats,

				    Do themselves homage, those fellows have some soul,

				    And such a one do I profess myself, ... for sir, [55]

				    It is as sure as you are Roderigo,

				    Were I the Moor, I would not be Iago:

				    In following him, I follow but myself.

				    Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty,

				    But seeming so, for my peculiar end. [60]

				    For when my outward action does 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 doves to peck at: I am not what I am. [65]

			RODERIGO. What a full fortune does the thicklips owe,

				    If he can carry ’t thus!

			IAGO.    Call up her father,

				    Rouse him, make after him, poison his delight,

				    Proclaim him in the street, incense her kinsmen,

				    And though he in a fertile climate dwell, [70]

				    Plague him with flies: though that his joy be joy,

				    Yet throw such changes of vexation on ’t,

				    As it may lose some colour.

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

			IAGO. Do, with like timorous accent, and dire yell, [75]

				    As when, by night and negligence, the fire

				    Is spied in populous cities.

			RODERIGO. What ho! Brabantio, Signior Brabantio, ho!

			IAGO. Awake! what ho, Brabantio! thieves, thieves, thieves!

				    Look to your house, your daughter, and your bags. [80]

				    Thieves, thieves!

			(Brabantio at a window.)

			BRABANTIO. What is the reason of this terrible summons?

				    What is the matter there?

			RODERIGO. Signior, is all your family within?

			IAGO. Are all doors lock’d?

			BRABANTIO.    Why, wherefore ask you this? [85]

			IAGO. Zounds, sir, you are robb’d, for shame put on your gown,

				    Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul;

				    Even now, very now, an old black ram

				    Is tupping your white ewe; arise, arise,

				    Awake the snorting citizens with the bell, [90]

				    Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you,

				    Arise I say.

			BRABANTIO.    What, have you lost your wits?

			RODERIGO. Most reverend signior, do you know my voice?

			BRABANTIO. Not I, what are you?

			RODERIGO. My name is Roderigo.

			BRABANTIO.    The worse welcome; [95]

				    I have charg’d thee, not to haunt about my doors;

				    In honest plainness thou hast heard me say

				    My daughter is not for thee; and now in madness,

				    Being full of supper, and distempering draughts,

				    Upon malicious bravery, dost thou come [100]

				    To start my quiet?

			RODERIGO. Sir, sir, sir, –

			BRABANTIO.    But thou must needs be sure

				    My spirit and my place have in them power,

				    To make this bitter to thee.

			RODERIGO.    Patience, good sir.

			BRABANTIO. What, tell’st thou me of robbing? this is Venice, [105]

				    My house is not a grange.

			RODERIGO.    Most grave Brabantio,

				    In simple and pure soul I come to you.

			IAGO. Zounds, sir, you are one of those that will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because we come to do you service, you think we are ruffians, [110] you’ll have your daughter cover’d with a Barbary horse; you’ll have your nephews neigh to you; you’ll have coursers for cousins, and gennets for germans.

			BRABANTIO. What profane wretch art thou? [115]

			IAGO. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you, your daughter, and the Moor, are now making the beast with two backs.

			BRABANTIO. Thou art a villain.

			IAGO.    You are a senator.

			BRABANTIO. This thou shalt answer, I know thee, Roderigo. [120]

			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’ the night,

				    Transported with no worse nor better guard, [125]

				    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, [130]

				    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, [135]

				    Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes,

				    In an extravagant and wheeling stranger,

				    Of here, and every where: straight satisfy yourself.

				    If she be in her chamber, or your house,

				    Let loose on me the justice of the state [140]

				    For this delusion.

			BRABANTIO.    Strike on the tinder, ho!

				    Give me a taper, call up all my people:

				    This accident is not unlike my dream,

				    Belief of it oppresses me already:

				    Light I say, light!

			(Exit above.)

			IAGO.    Farewell, for I must leave you: [145]

				    It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place,

				    To be produc’d, as if I stay I shall,

				    Against the Moor, for I do know the state,

				    However this may gall him with some check,

				    Cannot with safety cast him, for he’s embark’d, [150]

				    With such loud reason, to the Cyprus wars,

				    Which even now stands in act, that, for their souls,

				    Another of his fathom they have not

				    To lead their business, in which regard,

				    Though I do hate him, as I do hell’s pains, [155]

				    Yet, for necessity of present life,

				    I must show out a flag, and sign of love,

				    Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely find him,

				    Lead to the Sagittar the raised search,

				    And there will I be with him. So farewell. [160]

			(Exit.)

			(Enter Brabantio in his night-gown, and Servants with torches.)

			BRABANTIO. It is too true an evil, gone she is,

				    And what’s to come, of my despised time,

				    Is nought but bitterness. Now Roderigo,

				    Where didst thou see her? (O unhappy girl!)

				    With the Moor, say’st thou? (Who would be a father?) [165]

				    How didst thou know ’twas she? (O thou deceivest me

				    Past thought!) What said she to you? Get more tapers,

				    Raise all my kindred, are they married, think you?

			RODERIGO. Truly I think they are.

			BRABANTIO. O heaven, how got she out? O treason of the blood! [170]

				    Fathers from hence, trust not your daughters’ minds

				    By what you see them act, is there not charms,

				    By which the property of youth and maidhood

				    May be abus’d? Have you not read, Roderigo,

				    Of some such thing? [175]

			RODERIGO. I have, sir.

			BRABANTIO. Call up my brother: O that you had had her!

				    Some one way, some another; do you know

				    Where we may apprehend her, and the Moor?

			RODERIGO. I think I can discover him, if you please [180]

				    To get good guard, and go along with me.

			BRABANTIO. Pray lead me on, at every house I’ll call,

				    I may command at most: get weapons, ho!

				    And raise some special officers of night:

				    On, good Roderigo, I’ll deserve your pains. [185]

			(Exeunt.)

			Scene 2

			Before the Sagittar.

			Enter Othello, Iago, and attendants with torches.

			IAGO. Though in the trade of war I have slain men,

				    Yet do I hold it very stuff of conscience

				    To do no contriv’d murder; I lack iniquity

				    Sometimes to do me service: nine or ten times

				    I had thought to have yerk’d him here, under the ribs. [5]

			OTHELLO. ’Tis better as it is.

			IAGO.    Nay, but he prated,

				    And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms

				    Against your honour,

				    That with the little godliness I have,

				    I did full hard forbear him: but I pray, sir, [10]

				    Are you fast married? For be sure of this,

				    That the magnifico is much belov’d,

				    And hath in his effect a voice potential

				    As double as the duke’s; he will divorce you,

				    Or put upon you what restraint, and grievance, [15]

				    That law (with all his might to enforce it on)

				    Will give him cable.

			OTHELLO.    Let him do his spite;

				    My services, which I have done the signiory,

				    Shall out-tongue his complaints; ’tis yet to know –

				    Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, [20]

				    I shall provulgate – I fetch my life and being

				    From men of royal siege, and my demerits

				    May speak unbonneted to as proud a fortune

				    As this that I have reach’d; for know, Iago,

				    But that I love the gentle Desdemona, [25]

				    I would not my unhoused free condition

				    Put into circumscription and confine

				    For the sea’s worth. But look what lights come yonder.

			IAGO. These are the raised father and his friends,

				    You were best go in.

			OTHELLO.    Not I, I must be found: [30]

				    My parts, my title, and my perfect soul,

				    Shall manifest me rightly: is it they?

			IAGO. By Janus I think no.

			(Enter Cassio, with Officers, and torches.)

			OTHELLO. The servants of the duke, and my lieutenant.

				    The goodness of the night upon you, friends! [35]

				    What is the news?

			CASSIO.    The duke does greet you, general,

				    And he requires your haste post-haste appearance,

				    Even on the instant.

			OTHELLO.    What’s the matter, think you?

			CASSIO. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine;

				    It is a business of some heat, the galleys [40]

				    Have sent a dozen sequent messengers

				    This very night, at one another’s heels:

				    And many of the consuls, rais’d and met,

				    Are at the duke’s already; you have been hotly call’d for,

				    When, being not at your lodging to be found, [45]

				    The senate sent about three several quests

				    To search you out.

			OTHELLO.    ’Tis well I am found by you:

				    I will but spend a word here in the house,

				    And go with you.

			(Exit.)

			CASSIO.    Ancient, what makes he here?

			IAGO. Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land carrack: [50]

				    If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever.

			CASSIO. I do not understand.

			IAGO.    He’s married.

			CASSIO.        To who?

			(Enter Othello.)

			IAGO. Marry to ... Come, captain, will you go?

			OTHELLO.    Ha’ with you.

			CASSIO. Here comes another troop to seek for you.

			(Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and others with lights and weapons.)

			IAGO. It is Brabantio, general, be advis’d, [55]

				    He comes to bad intent.

			OTHELLO.    Holla, stand there!

			RODERIGO. Signior, it is the Moor.

			BRABANTIO.    Down with him, thief!

			(They draw on both sides.)

			IAGO. You, Roderigo, come sir, I am for you.

			OTHELLO. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust ’em;

				    Good signior, you shall more command with years [60]

				    Than with your weapons.

			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) [65]

				    Whether a maid, so tender, fair, and happy,

				    So opposite to marriage, that she shunn’d

				    The wealthy curled darlings of our nation,

				    Would ever have (to incur a general mock)

				    Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom [70]

				    Of such a thing as thou? to fear, not to delight.

				    Judge me the world, if ’tis not gross in sense,

				    That thou hast practis’d on her with foul charms,

				    Abus’d her delicate youth, with drugs or minerals,

				    That weakens motion: I’ll have ’t disputed on; [75]

				    ’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, [80]

				    Subdue him at his peril.

			OTHELLO.    Hold your hands,

				    Both you of my inclining and the rest:

				    Were it my cue to fight, I should have known it,

				    Without a prompter; where will you that I go,

				    And answer this your charge?

			BRABANTIO.    To prison, till fit time [85]

				    Of law, and course of direct session,

				    Call thee to answer.

			OTHELLO.    What if I do obey?

				    How may the duke be therewith satisfied,

				    Whose messengers are here about my side,

				    Upon some present business of the state, [90]

				    To bear me to him?

			OFFICER.    ’Tis true, most worthy signior,

				    The duke’s in council, and your noble self,

				    I am sure is sent for.

			BRABANTIO.    How? the duke in council?

				    In this time of the night? Bring him away;

				    Mine’s not an idle cause, the duke himself, [95]

				    Or any of my brothers of the state,

				    Cannot but feel this wrong, as ’twere their own.

				    For if such actions may have passage free,

				    Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be.

			(Exeunt.)

			Scene 3

			A Council Chamber.

			Enter Duke and Senators, set at a table with lights and Attendants.

			DUKE. There is no composition in these news,

				    That gives them credit.

			FIRST SENATOR.    Indeed they are disproportion’d;

				    My letters say, a hundred and seven galleys.

			DUKE. And mine a hundred and forty.

			SECOND SENATOR.    And mine two hundred:

				    But though they jump not on a just account, [5]

				    (As in these cases, where they aim reports,

				    ’Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm

				    A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus.

			DUKE. Nay, it is possible enough to judgement:

				    I do not so secure me to the error, [10]

				    But the main articles I do approve

				    In fearful sense.

			SAILOR (within).    What ho! what ho! what ho!

			OFFICER. A messenger from the galleys.

			(Enter Sailor.)

			DUKE.    Now, the business?

			SAILOR. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes,

				    So was I bid report here, to the state, [15]

				    By Signior Angelo.

			DUKE. How say you by this change?

			FIRST SENATOR.    This cannot be

				    By no assay of reason ... ’tis a pageant,

				    To keep us in false gaze: when we consider

				    The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk; [20]

				    And let ourselves again but understand,

				    That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes,

				    So may he with more facile question bear it,

				    For that it stands not in such warlike brace,

				    But altogether lacks the abilities [25]

				    That Rhodes is dress’d in. If we make thought of this,

				    We must not think the Turk is so unskilful

				    To leave that latest, which concerns him first,

				    Neglecting an attempt of ease, and gain,

				    To wake and wage a danger profitless. [30]

			DUKE. Nay, in all confidence, he’s not for Rhodes.

			OFFICER. Here is more news.

			(Enter a Messenger.)

			MESSENGER. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious,

				    Steering with due course, toward the isle of Rhodes,

				    Have there injointed with an after fleet – [35]

			FIRST SENATOR. Ay, so I thought; how many, as you guess?

			MESSENGER. Of thirty sail, and now they do re-stem

				    Their backward course, bearing with frank appearance

				    Their purposes towards Cyprus: Signior Montano,

				    Your trusty and most valiant servitor, [40]

				    With his free duty recommends you thus,

				    And prays you to believe him.

			DUKE. ’Tis certain then for Cyprus;

				    Marcus Luccicos is not here in town?

			FIRST SENATOR. He’s now in Florence. [45]

			DUKE. Write from us to him; post-post-haste dispatch.

			FIRST SENATOR. Here comes Brabantio and the valiant Moor.

			(Enter Brabantio, Othello, Cassio, Iago, Roderigo, and Officers.)

			DUKE. Valiant Othello, we must straight employ you,

				    Against the general enemy Ottoman;

			(To Brabantio.)

				    I did not see you; welcome, gentle signior, [50]

				    We lack’d your counsel and your help to-night.

			BRABANTIO. So did I yours: good your grace, pardon me,

				    Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business,

				    Hath rais’d me from my bed, nor doth the general care

				    Take any hold of me, for my particular grief [55]

				    Is of so flood-gate and o’erbearing nature,

				    That it engluts and swallows other sorrows,

				    And it is still itself.

			DUKE.    Why, what’s the matter?

			BRABANTIO. My daughter, O my daughter!

			ALL.    Dead?

			BRABANTIO.        Ay, to me:

				    She is abus’d, stol’n from me and corrupted, [60]

				    By spells and medicines, bought of mountebanks,

				    For nature so preposterously to err,

				    (Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense,)

				    Sans witchcraft could not.

			DUKE. Whoe’er he be, that in this foul proceeding [65]

				    Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of herself,

				    And you of her, the bloody book of law

				    You shall yourself read, in the bitter letter,

				    After its own sense, though our proper son

				    Stood in your action.

			BRABANTIO.    Humbly I thank your grace; [70]

				    Here is the man, this Moor, whom now it seems

				    Your special mandate, for the state-affairs,

				    Hath hither brought.

			ALL.    We are very sorry for ’t.

			DUKE (to Othello). What in your own part can you say to this?

			BRABANTIO. Nothing, but this is so. [75]

			OTHELLO. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors,

				    My very noble and approv’d 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 [80]

				    Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my speech,

				    And little blest with the set phrase of peace,

				    For since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith,

				    Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us’d

				    Their dearest action in the tented field, [85]

				    And little of this great world can I speak,

				    More than pertains to feats of broil, and battle,

				    And therefore little shall I grace my cause,

				    In speaking for myself: yet, (by your gracious patience)

				    I will a round unvarnish’d tale deliver, [90]

				    Of my whole course of love, what drugs, what charms,

				    What conjuration, and what mighty magic,

				    (For such proceedings am I charged withal)

				    I won his daughter.

			BRABANTIO.    A maiden never bold of spirit,

				    So still and quiet, that her motion [95]

				    Blush’d at her self: and she, in spite of nature,

				    Of years, of country, credit, everything,

				    To fall in love with what she fear’d to look on?

				    It is a judgement maim’d, and most imperfect,

				    That will confess perfection so would err [100]

				    Against all rules of nature, and must be driven

				    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 conjur’d to this effect, [105]

				    He wrought upon her.

			DUKE.    To vouch this is no proof,

				    Without more certain and more overt test;

				    These are thin habits, and poor likelihoods

				    Of modern seemings, you prefer against him.

			FIRST SENATOR. But, Othello, speak, [110]

				    Did you by indirect and forced courses

				    Subdue and poison this young maid’s affections?

				    Or came it by request, and such fair question,

				    As soul to soul affordeth?

			OTHELLO.    I do beseech you,

				    Send for the lady to the Sagittar, [115]

				    And let her speak of me before her father;

				    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.

			DUKE.    Fetch Desdemona hither. [120]

			(Two or three attendants move towards the door.)

			OTHELLO (to Iago). Ancient, conduct them, you best know the place:

			(Exeunt Attendants and Iago.)

				    And till she come, as faithful 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, [125]

				    And she in mine.

			DUKE. Say it, Othello.

			OTHELLO. Her father lov’d me, oft invited me,

				    Still question’d me the story of my life,

				    From year to year; the battles, sieges, fortunes, [130]

				    That I have pass’d:

				    I ran it through, even from my boyish days,

				    To the very moment that he bade me tell it.

				    Wherein I spake of most disastrous chances,

				    Of moving accidents by flood and field; [135]

				    Of hair-breadth scapes i’ th’ imminent deadly breach;

				    Of being taken by the insolent foe;

				    And sold to slavery, and my redemption thence,

				    And with it all my travel’s history;

				    Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle, [140]

				    Rough quarries, rocks and hills, whose heads touch heaven,

				    It was my hint to speak, such was the process:

				    And of the Cannibals, that each other eat;

				    The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads

				    Do grow beneath their shoulders: this to hear [145]

				    Would Desdemona seriously incline;

				    But still the house-affairs would draw her thence,

				    And ever as she could with haste dispatch,

				    She’ld come again, and with a greedy ear

				    Devour up my discourse; which I observing, [150]

				    Took once a pliant hour, and found good means

				    To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart,

				    That I would all my pilgrimage dilate,

				    Whereof by parcel she had something heard,

				    But not intentively: I did consent, [155]

				    And often did beguile her of her tears,

				    When I did speak of some distressed stroke

				    That my youth suffer’d: my story being done,

				    She gave me for my pains a world of sighs;

				    She swore i’ faith ’twas strange, ’twas passing strange; [160]

				    ’Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful;

				    She wish’d she had not heard it, yet she wish’d

				    That heaven had made her such a man: she thank’d me,

				    And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her,

				    I should but teach him how to tell my story, [165]

				    And that would woo her. Upon this hint I spake:

				    She lov’d me for the dangers I had pass’d,

				    And I lov’d her that she did pity them.

				    This only is the witchcraft I have us’d:

				    Here comes the lady, let her witness it. [170]

			(Enter Desdemona, Iago, Attendants.)

			DUKE. I think this tale would win my daughter too, ...

				    Good Brabantio,

				    Take up this mangled matter at the best;

				    Men do their broken weapons rather use,

				    Than their bare hands.

			BRABANTIO.    I pray you hear her speak. [175]

				    If she confess that she was half the wooer,

				    Destruction light on me, if my bad blame

				    Light on the man! Come hither, gentle mistress:

				    Do you perceive in all this noble company,

				    Where most you owe obedience?

			DESDEMONA.    My noble father, [180]

				    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 lord of all my duty,

				    I am hitherto your daughter: but here’s my husband: [185]

				    And so much duty as my mother show’d

				    To you, preferring you before her father,

				    So much I challenge, that I may profess,

				    Due to the Moor my lord.

			BRABANTIO.    God bu’y, I ha’ done:

				    Please it your grace, on to the state-affairs; [190]

				    I had rather to adopt a child than get it;

				    Come hither, Moor:

				    I here do give thee that, with all my heart,

				    Which, but thou hast already, with all my heart

				    I would keep from thee. For your sake (jewel) [195]

				    I am glad at soul I have no other child,

				    For thy escape would teach me tyranny,

				    To hang clogs on ’em; I have done, my lord.

			DUKE. Let me speak like yourself, and lay a sentence,

				    Which as a grise or step may help these lovers [200]

				    Into your favour.

				    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 more mischief on. [205]

				    What cannot be preserv’d when fortune takes,

				    Patience her injury a mockery makes.

				    The robb’d that smiles, steals something from the thief,

				    He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief.

			BRABANTIO. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile, [210]

				    We lose it not so long as we can smile;

				    He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears

				    But the free comfort which from thence he hears:

				    But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow,

				    That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. [215]

				    These sentences to sugar, or to gall,

				    Being strong on both sides, are equivocal:

				    But words are words; I never yet did hear

				    That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the ear:

				    Beseech you now, to the affairs of the state. [220]

			DUKE. The Turk with most mighty preparation makes for Cyprus: Othello, the fortitude of the place is best known to you, and though we have there a substitute of most allowed sufficiency, yet opinion, a sovereign mistress of effects, throws a more safer [225] voice on you: you must therefore be content to slubber the gloss of your new fortunes, with this more stubborn and boisterous expedition.

			OTHELLO. The tyrant custom, most grave senators,

				    Hath made the flinty and steel couch of war [230]

				    My thrice-driven bed of down: I do agnize

				    A natural and prompt alacrity

				    I find in hardness, and would undertake

				    This present wars against the Ottomites.

				    Most humbly therefore, bending to your state, [235]

				    I crave fit disposition for my wife,

				    Due reference of place, and exhibition,

				    With such accommodation and besort

				    As levels with her breeding.

			DUKE.    If you please,

				    Be ’t at her father’s.

			BRABANTIO.    I’ll not have it so. [240]

			OTHELLO. Nor I.

			DESDEMONA.    Nor I, I would not there reside,

				    To put my father in impatient thoughts,

				    By being in his eye: most gracious duke,

				    To my unfolding lend a gracious ear,

				    And let me find a charter in your voice, [245]

				    And if my simpleness ...

			DUKE. What would you ... speak.

			DESDEMONA. That I did love the Moor, to live with him,

				    My downright violence, and scorn of fortunes,

				    May trumpet to the world: my heart’s subdued [250]

				    Even to the utmost pleasure of my lord:

				    I saw Othello’s visage in his mind,

				    And to his honours, and his valiant parts

				    Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate:

				    So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, [255]

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

				    The rites for which I love him are bereft me,

				    And I a heavy interim shall support,

				    By his dear absence; let me go with him.

			OTHELLO. Your voices, Lords: beseech you, let her will [260]

				    Have a free way; I therefore beg it not

				    To please the palate of my appetite,

				    Nor to comply with heat, the young affects

				    In my defunct, and proper satisfaction,

				    But to be free and bounteous of her mind; [265]

				    And heaven defend your good souls that you think

				    I will your serious and great business scant,

				    For she is with me; ... no, when light-wing’d toys,

				    And feather’d Cupid, foils with wanton dullness

				    My speculative and active instruments, [270]

				    That my disports corrupt and taint my business,

				    Let housewives make a skillet of my helm,

				    And all indign and base adversities

				    Make head against my reputation!

			DUKE. Be it, as you shall privately determine, [275]

				    Either for stay or going, the affairs cry haste,

				    And speed must answer; you must hence to-night.

			DESDEMONA. To-night, my Lord?

			DUKE.    This night.

			OTHELLO.        With all my heart.

			DUKE. At ten i’ the morning here we’ll meet again.

				    Othello, leave some officer behind, [280]

				    And he shall our commission bring to you,

				    With such things else of quality or respect

				    As doth concern you.

			OTHELLO.    Please your grace, my ancient,

				    A man he is of honesty and trust,

				    To his conveyance I assign my wife, [285]

				    With what else needful your good grace shall think

				    To be sent after me.

			DUKE.    Let it be so.

				    Good night to every one; and, noble signior,

				    If virtue no delighted beauty lack,

				    Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. [290]

			FIRST SENATOR. Adieu, brave Moor, use Desdemona well.

			BRABANTIO. Look to her, Moor, have a quick eye to see:

				    She has deceiv’d her father, may do thee.

			(Exeunt Duke, Senators, Officers, etc.)

			OTHELLO. My life upon her faith: honest Iago,

				    My Desdemona must I leave to thee; [295]

				    I prithee, let thy wife attend on her,

				    And bring her after in the best advantage;

				    Come, Desdemona, I have but an hour

				    Of love, of worldly matters, and direction,

				    To spend with thee; we must obey the time. [300]

			(Exeunt Othello and Desdemona.)

			RODERIGO. Iago!

			IAGO. What sayest thou, noble heart?

			RODERIGO. What will I do, thinkest thou?

			IAGO. Why, go to bed and sleep.

			RODERIGO. I will incontinently drown myself. [305]

			IAGO. Well, if thou doest, I shall never love thee after it. Why, thou silly gentleman?

			RODERIGO. It is silliness to live, when to live is a torment; and then we have a prescription to die, when death is our physician. [310]

			IAGO. O villainous! I ha’ look’d upon the world for four times seven years, and since I could distinguish between a benefit and an injury, I never found a man that knew how to love himself: ere I would say I would drown myself, for the love of a guinea-hen, [315] I would change my humanity with a baboon.

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

			IAGO. Virtue? a fig! ’tis in ourselves, that we are thus, [320] or thus: our bodies are 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 manur’d [325] 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 preposterous [330] 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.

			RODERIGO. It cannot be.

			IAGO. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a permission [335] of the will. Come, be a man; drown thyself? drown cats and blind puppies: I profess 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 these [340] wars, defeat thy favour with an usurp’d beard; I say, put money in thy purse. It cannot be that Desdemona should long continue her love unto the Moor, ... put money in thy purse, ... nor he to her; it was a ­violent commencement, and thou shalt see an [345] 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 acerb as the coloquintida. When she is sated with [350] his body, she will find the error of her choice; she must have change, she must. 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, [355] betwixt an erring barbarian, and a super-subtle Venetian, be not too hard for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her; therefore make money, ... a pox o’ drowning, ’tis clean out of the way: seek thou rather to be hang’d in [360] compassing thy joy, than to be drown’d, and go without her.

			RODERIGO. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes?

			IAGO. Thou art sure of me ... go, make money ... I have told thee often, and I tell thee again, and again, I [365] hate the Moor; my cause is hearted, thine has no less reason, let us be communicative in our revenge against him: if thou canst cuckold him, thou doest thyself a pleasure, and me a sport. There are many events in the womb of time, which will be [370] delivered. Traverse, go, provide thy money, we will have more of this tomorrow; adieu.

			RODERIGO. Where shall we meet i’ the morning?

			IAGO. At my lodging.

			RODERIGO. I’ll be with thee betimes. [375]

			IAGO. Go to, farewell: ... do you hear, Roderigo?

			RODERIGO. What say you?

			IAGO. No more of drowning, do you hear?

			RODERIGO. I am chang’d.

			IAGO. Go to; farewell! put money enough in your [380] purse. 

			(Exit Roderigo.)

				    Thus do I ever make my fool my purse:

				    For I mine own gain’d knowledge should profane,

				    If I would time expend with such a snipe,

				    But for my sport and profit: I hate the Moor, [385]

				    And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my sheets

				    He’s done my office; I know not if ’t be true ...

				    Yet 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. [390]

				    Cassio’s a proper man, let me see now,

				    To get this place, and to make up my will,

				    A double knavery ... how, how? ... let me see,

				    After some time, to abuse Othello’s ear,

				    That he is too familiar with his wife: [395]

				    He has a person and a smooth dispose,

				    To be suspected, fram’d to make women false:

				    The Moor a free and open nature too,

				    That thinks men honest that but seem to be so:

				    And will as tenderly be led by the nose ... [400]

				    As asses are.

				    I ha’t, it is engender’d; Hell and night

				    Must bring this monstrous birth to the world’s light.

			(Exit.)

			Act II

			Scene 1

			A Sea-port in Cyprus. An open place near the Quay.

			Enter Montano, with two other Gentlemen.

			MONTANO. What from the cape can you discern at sea?

			FIRST GENTLEMAN. Nothing at all, it is a high-wrought flood,

				    I cannot ’twixt the heaven and the main

				    Descry a sail.

			MONTANO. Methinks the wind does speak aloud at land, [5]

				    A fuller blast ne’er shook our battlements:

				    If it ha’ ruffian’d so upon the sea,

				    What ribs of oak, when the huge mountains melt,

				    Can hold the mortise? ... What shall we hear of this?

			SECOND GENTLEMAN. A segregation of the Turkish fleet: [10]

				    For do but stand upon the banning shore,

				    The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds,

				    The wind-shak’d surge, with high and monstrous main,

				    Seems to cast water on the burning bear,

				    And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole; [15]

				    I never did like molestation view

				    On the enchafed flood.

			MONTANO.    If that the Turkish fleet

				    Be not enshelter’d, and embay’d, they are drown’d,

				    It is impossible they bear it out.

			(Enter a third Gentleman.)

			THIRD GENTLEMAN. News, lords, your wars are done: [20]

				    The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turk,

				    That their designment halts: another ship, of Venice,

				    Hath seen a grievous wrack and sufferance

				    On most part of the fleet.

			MONTANO. How, is this true?

			THIRD GENTLEMAN.    The ship is here put in, [25]

				    A Veronesa; Michael Cassio,

				    Lieutenant to the warlike Moor Othello,

				    Is come ashore: the Moor himself at sea,

				    And is in full commission here for Cyprus.

			MONTANO. I am glad on ’t, ’tis a worthy governor. [30]

			THIRD GENTLEMAN. But this same Cassio, though he speak of comfort,

				    Touching the Turkish loss, yet he looks sadly,

				    And prays the Moor be safe, for they were parted,

				    With foul and violent tempest.

			MONTANO.    Pray heaven he be:

				    For I have serv’d him, and the man commands [35]

				    Like a full soldier: let’s to the seaside, ho!

				    As well to see the vessel that’s come in,

				    As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello,

				    Even till we make the main and the aerial blue

				    An indistinct regard.

			THIRD GENTLEMAN.    Come, let’s do so, [40]

				    For every minute is expectancy

				    Of more arrivance.

			(Enter Cassio.)

			CASSIO. Thanks to the valiant of this worthy isle,

				    That so approve the Moor, and let the heavens

				    Give him defence against their elements, [45]

				    For I have lost him on a dangerous sea.

			MONTANO. Is he well shipp’d?

			CASSIO. His bark is stoutly timber’d, and his pilot

				    Of very expert and approv’d allowance,

				    Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, [50]

				    Stand in bold cure.

			(Within: “A sail, a sail, a sail!”)

			(Enter a Messenger.)

			CASSIO. What noise?

			MESSENGER. The town is empty, on the brow o’ the sea

				    Stand ranks of people, and they cry “A sail!”

			CASSIO. My hopes do shape him for the governor. [55]

			(A shot.)

			SECOND GENTLEMAN. They do discharge the shot of courtesy,

				    Our friend at least.

			CASSIO.    I pray you sir go forth,

				    And give us truth, who ’tis that is arriv’d.

			SECOND GENTLEMAN. I shall.

			(Exit.)

			MONTANO. But, good lieutenant, is your general wiv’d? [60]

			CASSIO. Most fortunately, he hath achiev’d a maid

				    That paragons description, and wild fame:

				    One that excels the quirks of blazoning pens,

				    And in the essential vesture of creation

				    Does bear all excellency: ...

			(Enter Second Gentleman.)

				        Now, who has put in? [65]

			SECOND GENTLEMAN. ’Tis one Iago, ancient to the general.

			CASSIO. He has had most favourable and happy speed:

				    Tempests themselves, high seas, and howling winds,

				    The gutter’d rocks, and congregated sands,

				    Traitors ensteep’d, to clog the guiltless keel, [70]

				    As having sense of beauty, do omit

				    Their common natures, letting go safely by

				    The divine Desdemona.

			MONTANO.    What is she?

			CASSIO. She that I spoke of, our great captain’s captain,

				    Left in the conduct of the bold Iago; [75]

				    Whose footing here anticipates our thoughts

				    A se’nnight’s speed ... Great Jove, Othello guard,

				    And swell his sail with thine own powerful breath,

				    That he may bless this bay with his tall ship,

				    And swiftly come to Desdemona’s arms, [80]

			(Enter Desdemona, Iago, Emilia, and Roderigo.)

				    Give renew’d fire to our extincted spirits,

				    And bring all Cyprus comfort, ...

				        O, behold,

				    The riches of the ship is come ashore!

				    Ye men of Cyprus, let her have your knees:

				    Hail to thee, lady! and the grace of heaven, [85]

				    Before, behind thee, and on every hand,

				    Enwheel thee round!

			DESDEMONA.    I thank you, valiant Cassio:

				    What tidings can you tell me of my lord?

			CASSIO. He is not yet arriv’d, nor know I aught,

				    But that he’s well, and will be shortly here. [90]

			DESDEMONA. O, but I fear: ... how lost you company?

			(Within: “A sail, a sail!”)

			CASSIO. The great contention of the sea and skies

				    Parted our fellowship: but, hark! a sail.

			(A shot.)

			SECOND GENTLEMAN. They give their greeting to the citadel,

				    This likewise is a friend.

			CASSIO.    So speaks this voice. [95]

				    Good ancient, you are welcome, (to Emilia) welcome, mistress:

				    Let it not gall your patience, good Iago,

				    That I extend my manners; ’tis my breeding

				    That gives me this bold show of courtesy.

			(Kissing her.)

			IAGO. Sir, would she give you so much of her lips [100]

				    As of her tongue she has bestow’d on me,

				    You’ld have enough.

			DESDEMONA.    Alas! she has no speech.

			IAGO. I know, too much:

				    I find it, I; for when I ha’ list to sleep –

				    Marry, before your ladyship, I grant, [105]

				    She puts her tongue a little in her heart,

				    And chides with thinking.

			EMILIA. You ha’ little cause to say so.

			IAGO. Come on, come on, you are pictures out o’ doors;

				    Bells in your parlours; wild-cats in your kitchens; [110]

				    Saints in your injuries; devils being offended;

				    Players in your housewifery; and housewives in your beds.

			DESDEMONA. O, fie upon thee, slanderer!

			IAGO. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk,

				    You rise to play, and go to bed to work. [115]

			EMILIA. You shall not write my praise.

			IAGO.    No, let me not.

			DESDEMONA. What wouldst thou write of me, if thou shouldst praise me?

			IAGO. O gentle lady, do not put me to ’t,

				    For I am nothing, if not critical.

			DESDEMONA. Come on, assay ... there’s one gone to the harbour? [120]

			IAGO. Ay, madam.

			DESDEMONA. I am not merry, but I do beguile

				    The thing I am, by seeming otherwise:

				    Come, how wouldst thou praise me?

			IAGO. I am about it, but indeed my invention [125]

				    Comes from my pate as birdlime does from frieze,

				    It plucks out brain and all: but my Muse labours,

				    And thus she is deliver’d:

				    If she be fair and wise, fairness and wit;

				    The one’s for use, the other using it. [130]

			DESDEMONA. Well prais’d! How if she be black and witty?

			IAGO. If she be black, and thereto have a wit,

				    She’ll find a white, that shall her blackness hit.

			DESDEMONA. Worse and worse.

			EMILIA. How if fair and foolish? [135]

			IAGO. She never yet was foolish, that was fair,

				    For even her folly help’d her, to an heir.

			DESDEMONA. These are old paradoxes, to make fools laugh i’ the alehouse; what miserable praise hast thou for her that’s foul and foolish? [140]

			IAGO. There’s none so foul, and foolish thereunto,

				    But does foul pranks, which fair and wise ones do.

			DESDEMONA. O heavy ignorance, that praises the worst best: but what praise couldst thou bestow on a deserving woman indeed? one that in the [145] authority of her merits did justly put on the vouch of very malice itself?

			IAGO. She that was ever fair, and never proud,

				    Had tongue at will, and yet was never loud,

				    Never lack’d gold, and yet went never gay, [150]

				    Fled from her wish, and yet said “Now I may;”

				    She that, being anger’d, her revenge being nigh,

				    Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly;

				    She that in wisdom never was so frail

				    To change the cod’s head for the salmon’s tail; [155]

				    She that could think, and ne’er disclose her mind,

				    See suitors following, and not look behind;

				    She was a wight, if ever such wight were –

			DESDEMONA. To do what?

			IAGO. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer. [160]

			DESDEMONA. O most lame and impotent conclusion: do not learn of him, Emilia, though he be thy husband; how say you, Cassio, is he not a most profane and liberal counsellor?

			CASSIO. He speaks home, madam, you may relish him [165] more in the soldier than in the scholar.

			IAGO (aside). He takes her by the palm; ay, well said, whisper: as little a web as this will ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon her, do: I will catch you in your own courtesies: you say true, ’tis so indeed. If [170] such tricks as these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it had been better you had not kiss’d your three fingers so oft, which now again you are most apt to play the sir in: good, well kiss’d, an excellent courtesy; ’tis so indeed: yet again, your fingers at your [175] lips? would they were clyster-pipes for your sake ... (Trumpets within.) The Moor, I know his trumpet.

			CASSIO. ’Tis truly so.

			DESDEMONA. Let’s meet him, and receive him.

			(Enter Othello and Attendants.)

			CASSIO. Lo, where he comes! [180]

			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 calmness,

				    May the winds blow, till they have waken’d death, [185]

				    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, [190]

				    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, [195]

				    It stops me here, it is too much of joy:

				    And this, and this, the greatest discord be

			(They kiss.)

				    That e’er our hearts shall make!

			IAGO (aside).    O, you are well tun’d now,

				    But I’ll set down the pegs that make this music,

				    As honest as I am.

			OTHELLO.    Come, let us to the castle. [200]

				    News, friends, our wars are done, the Turks are drown’d

				    How do our old acquaintance of the isle?

				    Honey, you shall be well desir’d in Cyprus;

				    I have found great love amongst them: O my sweet,

				    I prattle out of fashion, and I dote [205]

				    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, [210]

				    Once more well met at Cyprus.

			(Exeunt all but Iago and Roderigo.)

			IAGO. Do thou meet me presently at the harbour: come hither. If thou be’st valiant – as, they say, base men being in love have then a nobility in their natures more than is native to them – list me; the [215] lieutenant to-night watches on the court of guard: first, I will tell thee this, Desdemona is directly in love with him.

			RODERIGO. With him? why, ’tis not possible.

			IAGO. Lay thy finger thus, and let thy soul be [220] instructed: mark me, with what violence she first lov’d the Moor, but for bragging, and telling her fantastical lies; and will she love him still for prating? let not the discreet heart think so. Her eye must be fed, and what delight shall she have to look on the devil? [225] When the blood is made dull with the act of sport, there should be again to inflame it, and give satiety a fresh appetite, loveliness in favour, sympathy in years, manners and beauties; all which the Moor is defective in: now, for want of these requir’d [230] conveniences, her delicate tenderness will find itself abus’d, begin to heave the gorge, disrelish and abhor the Moor, very nature will instruct her to it, and compel her to some second choice. Now, sir, this granted (as it is a most pregnant and unforc’d position) who [235] stands so eminently in the degree of this fortune as Cassio does? a knave very voluble, no farther conscionable than in putting on the mere form of civil and humane seeming, for the better compassing of his salt and hidden affections: a subtle slippery [240] knave, a finder out of occasions; that has an eye can stamp and counterfeit the true advantages never present themselves. Besides, the knave is handsome, young, and hath all those requisites in him that folly and green minds look after; a pestilent complete [245] knave, and the woman has found him already.

			RODERIGO. I cannot believe that in her, she’s full of most blest condition.

			IAGO. Blest fig’s-end! the wine she drinks is made of grapes: if she had been blest, she would never have [250] lov’d the Moor. Didst thou not see her paddle with the palm of his hand?

			RODERIGO. Yes, but that was but courtesy.

			IAGO. Lechery, by this hand: an index and prologue to the history of lust and foul thoughts: they met so [255] near with their lips, that their breaths embrac’d together. When these mutualities so marshal the way, hard at hand comes the main exercise, the incorporate conclusion. But, sir, be you rul’d by me, I have brought you from Venice: watch you to-night, for [260] your command, I’ll lay ’t upon you, Cassio knows you not, I’ll not be far from you, do you find some occasion to anger Cassio, either by speaking too loud, or tainting his discipline, or from what other cause you please; which the time shall more [265] favourably minister.

			RODERIGO. Well.

			IAGO. Sir, he is rash, and very sudden in choler, and haply with his truncheon may strike at you: provoke him that he may, for even out of that will I cause [270] these of Cyprus to mutiny, whose qualification shall come into no true trust again, but by the displanting of Cassio. So shall you have a shorter journey to your desires by the means I shall then have to prefer them, and the impediment most profitably [275] remov’d, without which there were no expectation of our prosperity.

			RODERIGO. I will do this, if I can bring it to any opportunity.

			IAGO. I warrant thee, meet me by and by at the citadel: [280] I must fetch his necessaries ashore ... Farewell.

			RODERIGO. Adieu.

			(Exit.)

			IAGO. That Cassio loves her, I do well believe it;

				    That she loves him, ’tis apt and of great credit:

				    The Moor, howbe’t that I endure him not, [285]

				    Is of a constant, noble, loving 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) [290]

				    But partly led to diet my revenge,

				    For that I do suspect the lustful Moor

				    Hath leap’d into my seat, the thought whereof

				    Doth like a poisonous mineral gnaw my inwards,

				    And nothing can, nor shall content my soul, [295]

				    Till I am even with him, wife, for wife:

				    Or failing so, yet that I put the Moor,

				    At least, into a jealousy so strong,

				    That judgement cannot cure; which thing to do,

				    If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trash [300]

				    For his quick hunting, stand the putting on,

				    I’ll have our Michael Cassio on the hip,

				    Abuse him to the Moor, in the rank garb

				    (For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too)

				    Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, [305]

				    For making him egregiously an ass,

				    And practising upon his peace and quiet,

				    Even to madness: ’tis here, but yet confus’d;

				    Knavery’s plain face is never seen, till us’d.

			(Exit.)

			Scene 2

			The same.

			Enter Othello’s Herald reading a proclamation.

			HERALD. It is Othello’s pleasure; our noble and valiant general, that upon certain tidings now arrived, importing the mere perdition of the Turkish fleet; that every man put himself into triumph: some to dance, some make bonfires; each man to what sport [5] and revels his mind leads him; for besides these beneficial news, it is the celebration of his nuptials. So much was his pleasure should be proclaimed. All offices are open, and there is full liberty, from this present hour of five, till the bell hath told eleven. [10] Heaven bless the isle of Cyprus, and our noble general Othello!

			(Exit.)

			Scene 3

			A Hall in the Castle.

			Enter Othello, Cassio, and Desdemona.

			OTHELLO. Good Michael, look you to the guard to-night:

				    Let’s teach ourselves the honourable stop,

				    Not to outsport discretion.

			CASSIO. Iago hath directed what to do:

				    But notwithstanding with my personal eye [5]

				    Will I look to it.

			OTHELLO.    Iago is most honest,

				    Michael, good night, to-morrow with your earliest,

				    Let me have speech with you; come, my dear love,

				    The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue,

				    The profit’s yet to come ’twixt me and you. [10]

				    Good night.

			(Exeunt Othello and Desdemona.)

			(Enter Iago.)

			CASSIO. Welcome, Iago, we must to the watch.

			IAGO. Not this hour, lieutenant, ’tis not yet ten o’ clock: our general cast us thus early for the love of his Desdemona, who let us not therefore blame: [15] he hath not yet made wanton the night with her; and she is sport for Jove.

			CASSIO. She is a most exquisite lady.

			IAGO. And I’ll warrant her full of game.

			CASSIO. Indeed she is a most fresh and delicate creature. [20]

			IAGO. What an eye she has! methinks it sounds a parley of provocation.

			CASSIO. An inviting eye, and yet methinks right modest.

			IAGO. And when she speaks, ’tis an alarm to love.

			CASSIO. She is indeed perfection. [25]

			IAGO. Well, happiness to their sheets! ... Come, lieutenant, I have a stoup of wine, and here without are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that would fain have a measure to the health of the black Othello.

			CASSIO. Not to-night, good Iago; I have very poor and [30] unhappy brains for drinking: I could well wish courtesy would invent some other custom of entertainment.

			IAGO. O, they are our friends, ... but one cup: I’ll drink for you. [35]

			CASSIO. I ha’ drunk but one cup to-night, and that was craftily qualified too, and behold what innovation it makes here: I am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare not task my weakness with any more.

			IAGO. What, man, ’tis a night of revels, the gallants [40] desire it.

			CASSIO. Where are they?

			IAGO. Here at the door, I pray you call them in.

			CASSIO. I’ll do’t, but it dislikes me.

			(Exit.)

			IAGO. If I can fasten but one cup upon him, [45]

				    With that which he hath drunk to-night already,

				    He’ll be as full of quarrel and offence

				    As my young mistress’ dog: ... Now my sick fool Roderigo,

				    Whom love has turn’d almost the wrong side outward,

				    To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d [50]

				    Potations pottle-deep, and he’s to watch:

				    Three lads of Cyprus, noble swelling spirits,

				    That hold their honour in a wary distance,

				    The very elements of this warlike isle,

				    Have I to-night fluster’d with flowing cups, [55]

				    And they watch too: now, ’mongst this flock of drunkards,

				    I am to put our Cassio in some action

				    That may offend the isle.

			(Enter Montano, Cassio, and others.)

				        But here they come:

				    If consequence do but approve my dream,

				    My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. [60]

			CASSIO. ’Fore God they have given me a rouse already.

			MONTANO. Good faith, a little one, not past a pint,

				    As I am a soldier.

			IAGO. Some wine, ho!

			(Sings.)

				    And let me the cannikin clink, clink, [65]

				    And let me the cannikin clink, clink:

				     A soldier’s a man,

				     A life’s but a span,

				    Why then let a soldier drink.

				    Some wine, boys! [70]

			CASSIO. ’Fore God an excellent song.

			IAGO. I learn’d it in England, where indeed they are most potent in potting: your Dane, your German, and your swag-bellied Hollander, – drink, ho! – are nothing to your English. [75]

			CASSIO. Is your Englishman so expert in his drinking?

			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 fill’d. [80]

			CASSIO. To the health of our general!

			MONTANO. I am for it, lieutenant, and I will do you justice.

			IAGO. O sweet England!

			(Sings.)

				    King Stephen was a worthy peer,

				     His breeches cost him but a crown; [85]

				    He held ’em sixpence all too dear,

				     With that he call’d the tailor lown,

				    He was a wight of high renown,

				     And thou art but of low degree,

				    ’Tis pride that pulls the country down, [90]

				     Then take thine owd cloak about thee.

				    Some wine, ho!

			CASSIO. ’Fore God this is a more exquisite song than the other.

			IAGO. Will you hear’t again?

			CASSIO. No, for I hold him unworthy of his place, that [95] does those things: well, God’s above all, and there be souls that must be saved, and there be souls must not be saved.

			IAGO. It is true, good lieutenant.

			CASSIO. For mine own part, no offence to the general, [100] nor any man of quality, I hope to be saved.

			IAGO. And so do I, lieutenant.

			CASSIO. Ay, but by your leave, not before me; the lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let’s ha’ no more of this, let’s to our affairs: God forgive us our [105] sins! 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 hand: I am not drunk now, I can stand well enough, and speak well enough. [110]

			ALL. Excellent well.

			CASSIO. Very well then; you must not think, that I am drunk.

			(Exit.)

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

			IAGO. You see this fellow that is gone before, [115]

				    He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar,

				    And give direction: and do but see his vice,

				    ’Tis to his virtue a just equinox,

				    The one as long as th’ other: ’tis pity of him,

				    I fear the trust Othello put him in, [120]

				    On some odd time of his infirmity,

				    Will shake this island.

			MONTANO.    But is he often thus?

			IAGO. ’Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep:

				    He’ll watch the horologe a double set,

				    If drink rock not his cradle.

			MONTANO.    ’Twere well [125]

				    The general were put in mind of it;

				    Perhaps he sees it not, or his good nature

				    Praises the virtues that appear in Cassio,

				    And looks not on his evils: is not this true?

			(Enter Roderigo.)

			IAGO (aside to him). How now, Roderigo, [130]

				    I pray you, after the lieutenant, go.

			(Exit Roderigo.)

			MONTANO. And ’tis great pity that the noble Moor

				    Should hazard such a place as his own second

				    With one of an ingraft infirmity:

				    It were an honest action to say so [135]

				    To the Moor.

			IAGO.    Not I, for this fair island:

				    I do love Cassio well, and would do much

			(Cry within: “Help! help!”)

				    To cure him of this evil: – but hark, what noise?

			(Enter Cassio, driving in Roderigo.)

			CASSIO. Zounds, you rogue, you rascal!

			MONTANO. What’s the matter, lieutenant? [140]

			CASSIO. A knave, teach me my duty! But I’ll beat the knave into a wicker bottle.

			RODERIGO. Beat me?

			CASSIO. Dost thou prate, rogue?

			(Striking Roderigo.)

			MONTANO. Good lieutenant; pray sir, hold your hand. [145]

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

			MONTANO. Come, come, you are drunk.

			CASSIO. Drunk?

			(They fight.)

			IAGO (aside to Roderigo). Away I say, go out and cry a mutiny.

			(Exit Roderigo.)

				    Nay, good lieutenant: God’s will, gentlemen, [150]

				    Help, ho! – Lieutenant: – sir, – Montano, – sir, –

				    Help, masters, here’s a goodly watch indeed,

			(A bell rings.)

				    Who’s that that rings the bell? – Diablo ... ho,

				    The town will rise, God’s will, lieutenant, hold,

				    You will be sham’d for ever. [155]

			(Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with weapons.)

			OTHELLO. What is the matter here?

			MONTANO.    Zounds, I bleed still,

				    I am hurt, to the death.

			OTHELLO.    Hold, for your lives!

			IAGO.        Hold, hold,

				    Lieutenant, – sir, – Montano, – gentlemen, –

				    Have you forgot all place of sense, and duty?

				    Hold, the general speaks to you; hold, hold, for shame! [160]

			OTHELLO. Why, how now, ho! from whence arises this?

				    Are we turn’d Turks, and to ourselves do that

				    Which heaven has forbid the Ottomites?

				    For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawl;

				    He that stirs next, to carve for his own rage, [165]

				    Holds his soul light, he dies upon his motion;

				    Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle

				    From her propriety: what’s the matter, masters?

				    Honest Iago, that looks dead with grieving,

				    Speak, who began this? on thy love I charge thee. [170]

			IAGO. I do not know, friends all but now, even now,

				    In quarter, and in terms, like bride and groom,

				    Devesting them to bed, and then but now,

				    As if some planet had unwitted men,

				    Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breast, [175]

				    In opposition bloody. I cannot speak

				    Any beginning to this peevish odds;

				    And would in action glorious I had lost

				    These legs, that brought me to a part of it!

			OTHELLO. How came it, Michael, you were thus forgot? [180]

			CASSIO. I pray you pardon me, I cannot speak.

			OTHELLO. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil,

				    The gravity and stillness of your youth

				    The world hath noted, and your name is great

				    In mouths of wisest censure: what’s the matter, [185]

				    That you unlace your reputation thus,

				    And spend your rich opinion, for the name

				    Of a night-brawler? Give me answer to ’t.

			MONTANO. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger,

				    Your officer Iago can inform you – [190]

				    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,

				    Unless self-charity be sometime a vice,

				    And to defend ourselves it be a sin [195]

				    When violence assails us.

			OTHELLO.    Now by heaven

				    My blood begins my safer guides to rule,

				    And passion having my best judgement collied

				    Assays to lead the way. Zounds, if I stir,

				    Or do but lift this arm, the best of you [200]

				    Shall sink in my rebuke: give me to know

				    How this foul rout began, who set it on,

				    And he that is approv’d in this offence,

				    Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birth,

				    Shall lose me: what, in a town of war, [205]

				    Yet wild, the people’s hearts brim full of fear,

				    To manage private and domestic quarrels,

				    In night, and on the court and guard of safety?

				    ’Tis monstrous. Iago, who began?

			MONTANO. If partially affin’d, or leagu’d in office, [210]

				    Thou dost deliver more or less than truth,

				    Thou art no soldier.

			IAGO.    Touch me not so near,

				    I had rather ha’ this tongue cut from my mouth,

				    Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio:

				    Yet I persuade myself, to speak the truth [215]

				    Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it is, general:

				    Montano and myself being in speech,

				    There comes a fellow, crying out for help,

				    And Cassio following him with determin’d sword,

				    To execute upon him: sir, this gentleman [220]

				    Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause;

				    Myself the crying fellow did pursue,

				    Lest by his clamour (as it so fell out)

				    The town might fall in fright: he, swift of foot,

				    Outran my purpose: and I return’d the rather, [225]

				    For that I heard the clink and fall of swords;

				    And Cassio high in oaths, which till to-night

				    I ne’er might see before: when I came back

				    (For this was brief) I found them close together,

				    At blow and thrust, even as again they were, [230]

				    When you yourself did part them.

				    More of this matter can I not report,

				    But men are men, the best sometimes forget;

				    Though Cassio did some little wrong to him,

				    As men in rage strike those that wish them best, [235]

				    Yet surely Cassio, I believe, receiv’d,

				    From him that fled, some strange indignity,

				    Which patience could not pass.

			OTHELLO.    I know, Iago,

				    Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter,

				    Making it light to Cassio: Cassio, I love thee, [240]

				    But never more be officer of mine.

			(Enter Desdemona, with others.)

				    Look if my gentle love be not rais’d up!

				    I’ll make thee an example.

			DESDEMONA. What is the matter?

			OTHELLO. All’s well now, sweeting; come away to bed: [245]

				    Sir, for your hurts, myself will be your surgeon;

				    Lead him off.

			(Montano is led off.)

				    Iago, look with care about the town,

				    And silence those whom this vile brawl distracted.

				    Come, Desdemona: ’tis the soldier’s life, [250]

				    To have their balmy slumbers wak’d with strife.

			(Exeunt all but Iago and Cassio.)

			IAGO. What, are you hurt, lieutenant?

			CASSIO. Ay, past all surgery.

			IAGO. Marry, God forbid!

			CASSIO. Reputation, reputation, I ha’ lost my [255] reputation! I ha’ lost the immortal part, sir, of myself, and what remains is bestial; my reputation, Iago, my reputation!

			IAGO. As I am an honest man, I thought you had receiv’d some bodily wound, there is more offence [260] 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: [265] 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 despis’d, than to deceive [270] so good a commander, with so light, so drunken, and 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 [275] 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? [280]

			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, revel, pleasure, and applause, transform ourselves into [285] beasts!

			IAGO. Why, but you are now well enough: how came you thus recovered?

			CASSIO. It hath pleas’d the devil drunkenness to give place to the devil wrath; one unperfectness shows [290] me another, to make me frankly despise myself.

			IAGO. Come, you are too severe a moraler; as the time, the place, the condition of this country stands, I could heartily wish this had not so befallen; but since it is as it is, mend it, for your own good. [295]

			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 ’em all: to be now a sensible man, by and by a fool, and presently a beast! Every unordinate cup is unbless’d, and the [300] ingredience is a devil.

			IAGO. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar creature, if it be well us’d; exclaim no more against it; and, good lieutenant, I think you think I love you.

			CASSIO. I have well approv’d it, sir, ... I drunk! [305]

			IAGO. You, or any man living, may be drunk at some time: I’ll tell you what you shall do ... Our general’s wife is now the general; I may say so in this respect, for that he has devoted and given up himself to the contemplation, mark and denotement of her parts [310] and graces. Confess yourself freely to her, importune her she’ll help to put you in your place again: she is so free, so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, that she holds it a vice in her goodness not to do more than she is requested. This brawl between [315] 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 ’twas before.

			CASSIO. You advise me well. [320]

			IAGO. I protest, in the sincerity of love and honest kindness.

			CASSIO. I think it freely, and betimes in the morning will I beseech the virtuous Desdemona, to undertake for me; I am desperate of my fortunes, if they [325] check me here.

			IAGO. You are in the right. Good night, lieutenant, I must to the watch. 

			CASSIO. Good night, honest Iago.

			(Exit.)

			IAGO. And what’s he then, that says I play the villain,

				    When this advice is free I give, and honest, [330]

				    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 fram’d as fruitful

				    As the free elements: and then for her [335]

				    To win the Moor, were ’t to renounce his baptism,

				    All seals and symbols of redeemed sin,

				    His soul is so infetter’d to her love,

				    That she may make, unmake, do what she list,

				    Even as her appetite shall play the god [340]

				    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 their blackest sins put on,

				    They do suggest at first with heavenly shows, [345]

				    As I do now: for while 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; [350]

				    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 ’em all.

			(Enter Roderigo.)

				        How now, Roderigo? [355]

			RODERIGO. I do follow here in the chase, not like a hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry: my money is almost spent, I ha’ been to-night exceedingly well cudgel’d: I think the issue will be, I shall have so much experience for my pains, as that comes [360] to, and no money at all, and with that wit return to Venice.

			IAGO. How poor are they that ha’ not patience!

				    What wound did ever heal, but by degrees?

				    Thou knowest we work by wit, and not by witchcraft, [365]

				    And wit depends on dilatory time.

				    Does’t not go well? Cassio has beaten thee,

				    And thou, by that small hurt, hast cashier’d Cassio;

				    Though other things grow fair against the sun,

				    But fruits that blossom first, will first be ripe; [370]

				    Content thyself awhile; by the mass ’tis morning;

				    Pleasure, and action, make the hours seem short:

				    Retire thee, go where thou art billeted,

				    Away I say, thou shalt know more hereafter:

				    Nay, get thee gone. (Exit Roderigo.) Some things are to be done, [375]

				    My wife must move for Cassio to her mistress,

				    I’ll set her on.

				    Myself awhile to draw the Moor apart,

				    And bring him jump when he may Cassio find,

				    Soliciting his wife: ay, that’s the way, [380]

				    Dull not device by coldness and delay.

			(Exit.)

		

	
		
	
Act III

Scene 1

Before the Castle.

Enter Cassio, with Musicians and the Clown.

CASSIO. Masters, play here, I will content your pains,

	    Something that’s brief, and bid “Good morrow, general.”

(They play.)

CLOWN. Why, masters, ha’ your instruments been at Naples, that they speak i’ the nose thus?

FIRST MUSICIAN. How, sir, how? [5]

CLOWN. Are these, I pray, call’d wind-instruments?

FIRST MUSICIAN. Ay marry are they, sir.

CLOWN. O, thereby hangs a tail.

FIRST MUSICIAN. Whereby hangs a tale, sir?

CLOWN. Marry, sir, by many a wind-instrument that I [10] know. But, masters, here’s money for you, and the general so likes your music, that he desires you, of all loves, to make no more noise with it.

FIRST MUSICIAN. Well sir, we will not.

CLOWN. If you have any music that may not be heard, [15] to ’t again, but, as they say, to hear music, the general does not greatly care.

FIRST MUSICIAN. We ha’ none such, sir.

CLOWN. Then put your pipes in your bag, for I’ll away; go, vanish away! [20]

(Exeunt Musicians.)

CASSIO. Dost thou hear my honest friend?

CLOWN. No, I hear not your honest friend, I hear you.

CASSIO. Prithee keep up thy quillets, there’s a poor piece of gold for thee: if the gentlewoman that attends the general’s wife be stirring, tell her there’s [25] one Cassio entreats her a little favour of speech ... wilt thou do this?

CLOWN. She is stirring, sir, if she will stir hither, I shall seem to notify unto her.

(Enter Iago.)

CASSIO. Do, good my friend.

(Exit Clown.)

	        In happy time, Iago. [30]

IAGO. You ha’ not been a-bed, then?

CASSIO. Why no, the day had broke before we parted:

	    I ha’ made bold, Iago,

	    To send in to your wife, ... my suit to her

	    Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona [35]

	    Procure me some access.

IAGO.    I’ll send her to you presently,

	    And I’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor

	    Out of the way, that your converse and business

	    May be more free.

CASSIO. I humbly thank you for it. (Exit Iago.) I never knew [40]

	    A Florentine more kind and honest.

(Enter Emilia.)

EMILIA. Good morrow, good lieutenant; I am sorry

	    For your displeasure, but all will soon be well,

	    The general and his wife are talking of it,

	    And she speaks for you stoutly: the Moor replies, [45]

	    That he you hurt is of great fame in Cyprus,

	    And great affinity, and that in wholesome wisdom

	    He might not but refuse you; but he protests he loves you,

	    And needs no other suitor but his likings

	    To take the safest occasion by the front, [50]

	    To bring you in again.

CASSIO.    Yet I beseech you,

	    If you think fit, or that it may be done,

	    Give me advantage of some brief discourse

	    With Desdemona alone.

EMILIA.    Pray you, come in,

	    I will bestow you where you shall have time [55]

	    To speak your bosom freely.

CASSIO.    I am much bound to you.

(Exeunt.)

Scene 2

The same.

Enter Othello, Iago, and other Gentlemen.

OTHELLO. These letters give, Iago, to the pilot,

	    And by him do my duties to the State:

	    That done, I will be walking on the works,

	    Repair there to me.

IAGO.    Well, my good lord, I’ll do ’t.

OTHELLO. This fortification, gentlemen, shall we see ’t? [5]

GENTLEMEN. We wait upon your lordship.

(Exeunt.)

Scene 3

The same.

Enter Desdemona, Cassio, and Emilia.

DESDEMONA. Be thou assur’d, good Cassio, I will do

	    All my abilities in thy behalf.

EMILIA. Good madam, do, I know it grieves my husband,

	    As if the case were his.

DESDEMONA. O, that’s an honest fellow: ... do not doubt, Cassio, [5]

	    But I will have my lord and you again

	    As friendly as you were.

CASSIO.    Bounteous madame,

	    Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio,

	    He’s never anything but your true servant.

DESDEMONA. O sir, I thank you; you do love my lord, [10]

	    You have known him long, and be you well assur’d,

	    He shall in strangest stand no farther off

	    Than in a politic distance.

CASSIO.    Ay, but, lady,

	    The policy may either last so long,

	    Or feed upon such nice and wat’rish diet, [15]

	    Or breed itself so out of circumstance,

	    That I being absent, and my place supplied,

	    My general will forget my love and service.

DESDEMONA. Do not doubt that: before Emilia here

	    I give thee warrant of thy place; assure thee [20]

	    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;

	    His bed shall seem a school, his board a shrift,

	    I’ll intermingle every thing he does [25]

	    With Cassio’s suit; therefore be merry, Cassio,

	    For thy solicitor shall rather die

	    Than give thy cause away.

(Enter Othello and Iago.)

EMILIA. Madam, here comes my lord.

CASSIO. Madam, I’ll take my leave. [30]

DESDEMONA. Why, stay and hear me speak.

CASSIO. Madam, not now, I am very ill at ease,

	    Unfit for mine own purpose.

DESDEMONA. Well, do your discretion.

(Exit Cassio.)

IAGO. Ha, I like not that. [35]

OTHELLO. What dost thou say?

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

OTHELLO. Was not that Cassio parted from my wife?

IAGO. Cassio, my lord? ... no, sure, I cannot think it,

	    That he would sneak away so guilty-like, [40]

	    Seeing you coming.

OTHELLO.    I do believe ’twas he.

DESDEMONA. How now, my lord?

	    I have been talking with a suitor here,

	    A man that languishes in your displeasure.

OTHELLO. Who is’t you mean? [45]

DESDEMONA. Why, your lieutenant, Cassio, good my lord,

	    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, [50]

	    I have no judgement in an honest face,

	    I prithee call him back.

OTHELLO.    Went he hence now?

DESDEMONA. Yes, faith, so humbled,

	    That he has left part of his griefs with me,

	    I suffer with him; good love, call him back. [55]

OTHELLO. Not now, sweet Desdemona, some other time.

DESDEMONA. But shall ’t be shortly?

OTHELLO.    The sooner, sweet, for you.

DESDEMONA. Shall ’t be to-night at supper?

OTHELLO.    No, not to-night.

DESDEMONA. To-morrow dinner then?

OTHELLO.    I shall not dine at home,

	    I meet the captains, at the citadel. [60]

DESDEMONA. Why then to-morrow night, or Tuesday morn,

	    On Tuesday noon, or night, or Wednesday morn:

	    I prithee name the time, but let it not

	    Exceed three days: i’ faith, he’s penitent,

	    And yet his trespass, in our common reason, [65]

	    (Save that, they say, the wars must make examples

	    Out of their best) is not almost a fault

	    To incur a private check: when shall he come?

	    Tell me, Othello: I wonder in my soul,

	    What you could ask me, that I should deny? [70]

	    Or stand so mammering 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? Byrlady, I could do much – [75]

OTHELLO. Prithee no more, let him come when he will,

	    I will deny thee nothing.

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 difficulty,

	    And fearful to be granted.

OTHELLO.    I will deny thee nothing,

	    Whereon I do beseech thee grant me this, [85]

	    To leave me but a little to myself.

DESDEMONA. Shall I deny you? no, farewell, my lord.

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

DESDEMONA. Emilia, come; be it as your fancies teach you,

	    Whate’er you be, I am obedient. [90]

(Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia.)

OTHELLO. Excellent wretch, perdition catch my soul,

	    But I do love thee, and when I love thee not,

	    Chaos is come again.

IAGO. My noble lord, –

OTHELLO.    What dost thou say, Iago?

IAGO. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo’d my lady, [95]

	    Know of your love?

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

IAGO. But for a satisfaction of my thought.

	    No further harm.

OTHELLO.    Why of thy thought, Iago?

IAGO. I did not think he had been acquainted with her. [100]

OTHELLO. O yes, and went between us very often.

IAGO. Indeed?

OTHELLO. Indeed? Indeed: discern’st thou aught in that?

	    Is he not honest?

IAGO. Honest, my lord? [105]

OTHELLO. Honest? ay, honest.

IAGO. My lord, for aught I know.

OTHELLO. What dost thou think?

IAGO. Think, my lord?

OTHELLO. Think, my lord? By heaven, he echoes me, [110]

	    As if there were some monster in his thought,

	    Too hideous to be shown: thou didst mean something;

	    I heard thee say but now, thou lik’st not that,

	    When Cassio left my wife: what didst not like?

	    And when I told thee he was of my counsel, [115]

	    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 conceit: if thou dost love me,

	    Show me thy thought. [120]

IAGO. My lord, you know I love you.

OTHELLO.    I think thou dost,

	    And for I know thou art full of love and honesty

	    And weighest thy words, before thou give ’em breath,

	    Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more:

	    For such things in a false disloyal knave [125]

	    Are tricks of custom; but in a man that’s just,

	    They are close denotements, working from the heart,

	    That passion cannot rule.

IAGO.    For Michael Cassio,

	    I dare presume, I think that he is honest.

OTHELLO. I think so too.

IAGO.    Men should be that they seem, [130]

	    Or those that be not, would they might seem none!

OTHELLO. Certain, men should be what they seem.

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

OTHELLO. Nay, yet there’s more in this:

	    I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, [135]

	    As thou dost ruminate, and give the worst of thought

	    The worst of word.

IAGO.    Good my lord, pardon me;

	    Though I am bound to every act of duty,

	    I am not bound to that all slaves are free to;

	    Utter my thoughts? Why, say they are vile and false: [140]

	    As where’s that palace, whereinto foul things

	    Sometimes intrude not? who has a breast so pure,

	    But some uncleanly apprehensions

	    Keep leets and law-days, and in session sit

	    With meditations lawful? [145]

OTHELLO. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, Iago,

	    If thou but thinkest him wrong’d, and makest his ear

	    A stranger to thy thoughts.

IAGO.    I do beseech you,

	    Though I perchance am vicious in my guess,

	    (As I confess it is my nature’s plague [150]

	    To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy

	    Shapes faults that are not) I entreat you then,

	    From one that so imperfectly conjects,

	    You’ld take no notice, nor build yourself a trouble

	    Out of my scattering and unsure observance; [155]

	    It were not for your quiet, nor your good,

	    Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom,

	    To let you know my thoughts.

OTHELLO.    Zounds!

IAGO. Good name in man and woman ’s dear, my lord;

	    Is the immediate jewel of our souls: [160]

	    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

	    Robs me of that which not enriches him,

	    And makes me poor indeed. [165]

OTHELLO. By heaven I’ll know thy thought.

IAGO. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand,

	    Nor shall not, whilst ’tis in my custody:

	    O, beware jealousy;

	    It is the green-ey’d monster, which doth mock [170]

	    That meat it feeds on. That cuckold lives in bliss,

	    Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger:

	    But O, what damned minutes tells he o’er

	    Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly loves!

OTHELLO. O misery! [175]

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:

	    Good God, the souls of all my tribe defend

	    From jealousy!

OTHELLO.    Why, why is this? [180]

	    Think’st thou l’ld 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 resolv’d: exchange me for a goat,

	    When I shall turn the business of my soul [185]

	    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: [190]

	    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’ll see before I doubt, when I doubt, prove,

	    And on the proof, there is no more but this: [195]

	    Away at once with love or jealousy!

IAGO. I am glad of it, for now I shall have reason

	    To show the love and duty that I bear you

	    With franker spirit: therefore as I am bound

	    Receive it from me: I speak not yet of proof; [200]

	    Look to your wife, observe her well with Cassio;

	    Wear your eye thus, not jealous, nor secure.

	    I would not have your free and noble nature

	    Out of self-bounty be abused, look to ’t:

	    I know our country disposition well; [205]

	    In Venice they do let God see the pranks

	    They dare not show their husbands: their best conscience

	    Is not to leave undone, but keep unknown.

OTHELLO. Dost thou say so?

IAGO. She did deceive her father, marrying you; [210]

	    And when she seem’d to shake and fear your looks,

	    She lov’d them most.

OTHELLO.    And so she did.

IAGO.        Why, go to then,

	    She that so young could give out such a seeming,

	    To seal her father’s eyes up, close as oak,

	    He thought ’twas witchcraft: but I am much to blame, [215]

	    I humbly do beseech you of your pardon,

	    For too much loving you.

OTHELLO.    I am bound to thee for ever.

IAGO. I see this hath a little dash’d your spirits.

OTHELLO. Not a jot, not a jot.

IAGO.    I’ faith I fear it has.

	    I hope you will consider what is spoke [220]

	    Comes from my love: but I do see you are mov’d,

	    I am to pray you, not to strain my speech

	    To grosser issues, nor to larger reach,

	    Than to suspicion.

OTHELLO. I will not.

IAGO.    Should you do so, my lord, [225]

	    My speech should fall into such vile success

	    As my thoughts aim not at: Cassio’s my trusty friend:

	    My lord, I see you are mov’d.

OTHELLO.    No, not much mov’d,

	    I do not think but Desdemona’s honest.

IAGO. Long live she so, and long live you to think so! [230]

OTHELLO. And yet how nature erring from itself –

IAGO. Ay, there’s the point: as, to be bold with you,

	    Not to affect many proposed matches,

	    Of her own clime, complexion, and degree,

	    Whereto we see in all things nature tends; [235]

	    Fie, we may smell in such a will most rank,

	    Foul disproportion; thoughts unnatural.

	    But pardon me: I do not in position

	    Distinctly speak of her, though I may fear

	    Her will, recoiling to her better judgement, [240]

	    May fall to match you with her country forms,

	    And happily repent.

OTHELLO.    Farewell, if more

	    Thou dost perceive, let me know more, set on

	    Thy wife to observe; leave me, Iago.

IAGO (going). My lord, I take my leave. [245]

OTHELLO. Why did I marry? This honest creature doubtless

	    Sees and knows more, much more, than he unfolds.

IAGO (returning). My lord, I would I might entreat your honour

	    To scan this thing no further, leave it to time:

	    Though it be fit that Cassio have his place, [250]

	    For sure he fills it up with great ability,

	    Yet if you please to hold him off awhile,

	    You shall by that perceive him and his means;

	    Note if your lady strain her entertainment

	    With any strong or vehement importunity, [255]

	    Much will be seen in that; in the mean time,

	    Let me be thought too busy in my fears

	    (As worthy cause I have to fear I am);

	    And hold her free, I do beseech your honour.

OTHELLO. Fear not my government. [260]

IAGO. I once more take my leave.

(Exit.)

OTHELLO. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty,

	    And knows all qualities, with a learned spirit,

	    Of human dealing: if I do prove her haggard,

	    Though that her jesses were my dear heart-strings, [265]

	    I’ld 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 declin’d

	    Into the vale of years, – yet that’s not much – [270]

	    She’s gone, I am abus’d, 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 vapour in a dungeon, [275]

	    Than keep a corner in a thing I love,

	    For others’ uses: yet ’tis the plague of great ones,

	    Prerogativ’d are they less than the base,

	    ’Tis destiny, unshunnable, like death:

	    Even then this forked plague is fated to us, [280]

	    When we do quicken: Desdemona comes,

	    If she be false, O, then heaven mocks itself,

	    I’ll not believe it.

(Enter Desdemona and Emilia.)

DESDEMONA.    How now, my dear Othello?

	    Your dinner, and the generous islanders

	    By you invited, do attend your presence. [285]

OTHELLO. I am to blame.

DESDEMONA. Why is your speech so faint? are you not well?

OTHELLO. I have a pain upon my forehead, here.

DESDEMONA. Faith, that’s with watching, ’twill away again;

	    Let me but bind your head, within this hour [290]

	    It will be well again.

OTHELLO.    Your napkin is too little:

(She drops her handkerchief.)

	    Let it alone, come, I’ll go in with you.

DESDEMONA. I am very sorry that you are not well.

(Exeunt Othello and Desdemona.)

EMILIA. I am glad I have found this napkin;

	    This was her first remembrance from the Moor, [295]

	    My wayward husband hath a hundred times

	    Woo’d me to steal it, but she so loves the token,

	    For he conjur’d her she should ever keep it,

	    That she reserves it evermore about her,

	    To kiss, and talk to; I’ll ha’ the work ta’en out, [300]

	    And give’t Iago: what he’ll do with it

	    Heaven knows, not I,

	    I nothing know, but for his fantasy.

(Enter Iago.)

IAGO. How now, what do you here alone?

EMILIA. Do not you chide, I have a thing for you. [305]

IAGO. A thing for me? it is a common thing –

EMILIA. Ha?

IAGO. To have a foolish wife.

EMILIA. O, is that all? What will you give me now,

	    For that same handkerchief?

IAGO.    What handkerchief? [310]

EMILIA. What handkerchief?

	    Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona,

	    That which so often you did bid me steal.

IAGO. Hast stole it from her?

EMILIA. No, faith, she let it drop by negligence, [315]

	    And, to the advantage, I being here took ’t up:

	    Look, here it is.

IAGO.    A good wench, give it me.

EMILIA. What will you do with it, that you have been

	    So earnest to have me filch it?

IAGO (snatching it). Why, what’s that to you? [320]

EMILIA. If it be not for some purpose of import,

	    Give me ’t again, poor lady, she’ll run mad,

	    When she shall lack it.

IAGO. Be not you known on ’t, I have use for it: ...

	    Go, leave me: [325]

(Exit Emilia.)

	    I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin,

	    And let him find it: trifles light as air

	    Are to the jealous, confirmations strong

	    As proofs of holy writ; this may do something.

	    The Moor already changes with my poison: [330]

	    Dangerous conceits are in their natures poisons,

	    Which at the first are scarce found to distaste,

	    But with a little act upon the blood

	    Burn like the mines of sulphur: I did say so:

(Enter Othello.)

	    Look where he comes, not poppy, nor mandragora, [335]

	    Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world,

	    Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep

	    Which thou owedst yesterday.

OTHELLO. Ha, ha, false to me, to me?

IAGO. Why, how now, general? no more of that. [340]

OTHELLO. Avaunt, be gone, thou hast set me on the rack,

	    I swear, ’tis better to be much abus’d

	    Than but to know’t a little.

IAGO.    How now, my lord?

OTHELLO. What sense had I of her stol’n hours of lust?

	    I saw’t not, thought it not, it harm’d not me, [345]

	    I slept the next night well, was free and merry;

	    I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips;

	    He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stol’n,

	    Let him not know’t, and he’s not robb’d at all.

IAGO. I am sorry to hear this. [350]

OTHELLO. I had been happy if the general camp,

	    Pioners, and all, had tasted her sweet body,

	    So I had nothing known: O now for ever

	    Farewell the tranquil mind, farewell content:

	    Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, [355]

	    That makes ambition virtue: O farewell,

	    Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump,

	    The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife;

	    The royal banner, and all quality,

	    Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war! [360]

	    And, O ye mortal engines, whose wide throats

	    The immortal Jove’s great clamour counterfeit;

	    Farewell, Othello’s occupation’s gone!

IAGO. Is ’t possible, my lord?

OTHELLO. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore, [365]

	    Be sure of it, give me the ocular proof,

	    Or by the worth of man’s eternal soul,

	    Thou hadst been better have been born a dog,

	    Than answer my wak’d wrath.

IAGO.    Is ’t come to this?

OTHELLO. Make me to see ’t, or at the least so prove it, [370]

	    That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop,

	    To hang a doubt on: or woe upon thy life!

IAGO. My noble lord, –

OTHELLO. If thou dost slander her, and torture me,

	    Never pray more, abandon all remorse. [375]

	    On horror’s head horrors accumulate:

	    Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz’d,

	    For nothing canst thou to damnation add

	    Greater than that.

IAGO.    O grace, O heaven defend me!

	    Are you a man, have you a soul or sense? [380]

	    God buy you, take mine office, – O wretched fool,

	    That livest to make thine honesty a vice!

	    O monstrous world, take note, take note, O world,

	    To be direct and honest, is not safe,

	    I thank you for this profit, and from hence [385]

	    I’ll love no friend, since love breeds such offence.

OTHELLO. Nay, stay, thou shouldst be honest.

IAGO. I should be wise, for honesty’s a fool,

	    And loses that it works for.

OTHELLO.    By the world,

	    I think my wife be honest, and think she is not, [390]

	    I think that thou art just, and think thou art not;

	    I’ll have some proof: my name, that was as fresh

	    As Dian’s visage, is now begrim’d, and black

	    As mine own face: if there be cords, or knives,

	    Poison, or fire, or suffocating streams, [395]

	    I’ll not endure it: would I were satisfied!

IAGO. I see, sir, you are eaten up with passion,

	    I do repent me that I put it to you;

	    You would be satisfied.

OTHELLO.    Would, nay, I will.

IAGO. And may, but, how, how satisfied, my lord? [400]

	    Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on,

	    Behold her topp’d?

OTHELLO.    Death and damnation ... O!

IAGO. It were a tedious difficulty, I think,

	    To bring ’em to that prospect, damn ’em then,

	    If ever mortal eyes did see them bolster [405]

	    More than their own; what then, how then?

	    What shall I say? where’s satisfaction?

	    It is impossible you should see this,

	    Were they as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys,

	    As salt as wolves, in pride; and fools as gross [410]

	    As ignorance made drunk: but yet I say,

	    If imputation and strong circumstances,

	    Which lead directly to the door of truth,

	    Will give you satisfaction, you may ha’t.

OTHELLO. Give me a living reason, that she’s disloyal. [415]

IAGO. I do not like the office,

	    But sith I am enter’d into this cause so far,

	    Prick’d to ’t by foolish honesty and love,

	    I will go on: I lay with Cassio lately,

	    And being troubled with a raging tooth, [420]

	    I could not sleep.

	    There are a kind of men so loose of soul,

	    That in their sleeps will mutter their affairs,

	    One of this kind is Cassio:

	    In sleep I heard him say “Sweet Desdemona, [425]

	    Let us be wary, let us hide our loves;”

	    And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand,

	    Cry out, “Sweet creature!” and then kiss me hard,

	    As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots,

	    That grew upon my lips, then laid his leg [430]

	    Over my thigh, and sigh’d, and kiss’d, and then

	    Cried “Cursed fate, that gave thee to the Moor!”

OTHELLO. O monstrous, monstrous!

IAGO.    Nay, this was but his dream.

OTHELLO. But this denoted a foregone conclusion.

IAGO. ’Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream, [435]

	    And this may help to thicken other proofs,

	    That do demonstrate thinly.

OTHELLO. I’ll tear her all to pieces.

IAGO. Nay, but be wise, yet we see nothing done,

	    She may be honest yet; tell me but this, [440]

	    Have you not sometimes seen a handkerchief,

	    Spotted with strawberries, in your wife’s hand?

OTHELLO. I gave her such a one, ’twas my first gift.

IAGO. I know not that, but such a handkerchief –

	    I am sure it was your wife’s – did I to-day [445]

	    See Cassio wipe his beard with.

OTHELLO.    If’t be that, –

IAGO. If it be that, or any that was hers,

	    It speaks against her, with the other proofs.

OTHELLO. O that the slave had forty thousand lives!

	    One is too poor, too weak for my revenge: [450]

	    Now do I see ’tis true; look here, Iago,

	    All my fond love thus do I blow to heaven, ...

	    ’Tis gone.

	    Arise, black vengeance, from thy hollow cell,

	    Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne, [455]

	    To tyrannous hate, swell, bosom, with thy fraught,

	    For ’tis of aspics’ tongues!

(He kneels.)

IAGO. Pray be content.

OTHELLO.    O, blood, Iago, blood!

IAGO. Patience I say, your mind perhaps may change.

OTHELLO. Never, Iago. Like to the Pontic sea, [460]

	    Whose icy current, and compulsive course,

	    Ne’er feels retiring ebb, but keeps due on

	    To the Propontic, and the Hellespont:

	    Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace

	    Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love, [465]

	    Till that a capable and wide revenge

	    Swallow them up. Now by yond marble heaven,

	    In the due reverence of a sacred vow,

	    I here engage my words.

IAGO.    Do not rise yet.

(Iago kneels.)

	    Witness, you ever-burning lights above, [470]

	    You elements that clip us round about,

	    Witness that here Iago doth give up

	    The excellency of his wit, hand, heart,

	    To wrong’d Othello’s service: let him command,

	    And to obey shall be in me remorse, [475]

	    What bloody work so ever.

(They rise.)

OTHELLO.    I greet thy love;

	    Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance bounteous,

	    And will upon the instant put thee to ’t,

	    Within these three days, let me hear thee say

	    That Cassio’s not alive.

IAGO.    My friend is dead: [480]

	    ’Tis done as you request, but let her live.

OTHELLO. Damn her, lewd minx: O, damn her!

	    Come, go with me apart, I will withdraw

	    To furnish me with some swift means of death,

	    For the fair devil: now art thou my lieutenant. [485]

IAGO. I am your own for ever.

(Exeunt.)

Scene 4

The same.

Enter Desdemona, Emilia, and the Clown.

DESDEMONA. Do you know, sirrah, where the Lieutenant Cassio lies?

CLOWN. I dare not say he lies any where.

DESDEMONA. Why, man?

CLOWN. He is a soldier, and for one to say a soldier [5] lies, is stabbing.

DESDEMONA. Go to, where lodges he?

CLOWN. To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you where I lie.

DESDEMONA. Can any thing be made of this? [10]

CLOWN. I know not where he lodges, and for me to devise a lodging, and say he lies here, or he lies there, were to lie in mine own throat.

DESDEMONA. Can you inquire him out, and be edified by report? [15]

CLOWN. I will catechize the world for him, that is, make questions and by them answer.

DESDEMONA. Seek him, bid him come hither, tell him I have moved my lord in his behalf, and hope all will be well. [20]

CLOWN. To do this is within the compass of a man, and therefore I’ll attempt the doing of it.

(Exit.)

DESDEMONA. Where should I lose that handkerchief, Emilia?

EMILIA. I know not, madam.

DESDEMONA. Believe me, I had rather lose my purse [25]

	    Full of crusadoes: and but my noble Moor

	    Is true of mind, and made of no such baseness

	    As jealous creatures are, it were enough

	    To put him to ill thinking.

EMILIA.    Is he not jealous?

DESDEMONA. Who, he? I think the sun where he was born [30]

	    Drew all such humours from him.

(Enter Othello.)

EMILIA.    Look, where he comes.

DESDEMONA. I will not leave him now; let Cassio

	    Be call’d to him. How is it with you, my lord?

OTHELLO. Well, my good lady: (Aside.) O, hardness to dissemble!

	    How do you do, Desdemona?

DESDEMONA.    Well, my good lord. [35]

OTHELLO. Give me your hand; this hand is moist, my lady.

DESDEMONA. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow.

OTHELLO. This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart;

	    Hot, hot, and moist, this hand of yours requires

	    A sequester from liberty; fasting and praying, [40]

	    Much castigation, exercise devout;

	    For here’s a young and sweating devil here,

	    That commonly rebels: ’tis a good hand,

	    A frank one.

DESDEMONA. You may indeed say so,

	    For ’twas that hand that gave away my heart. [45]

OTHELLO. A liberal hand; the hearts of old gave hands,

	    But our new heraldry is hands, not hearts.

DESDEMONA. I cannot speak of this; come, come, your promise.

OTHELLO. What promise, chuck?

DESDEMONA. I have sent to bid Cassio come speak with you. [50]

OTHELLO. I have a salt and sullen rheum offends me,

	    Lend me thy handkerchief.

DESDEMONA. Here, my lord.

OTHELLO. That which I gave you.

DESDEMONA. I have it not about me. [55]

OTHELLO. Not?

DESDEMONA. No, faith, my lord.

OTHELLO.    That’s a fault: that handkerchief

	    Did an Egyptian to my mother give,

	    She was a charmer, and could almost read

	    The thoughts of people; she told her, while she kept it [60]

	    ’Twould make her amiable, and subdue my father

	    Entirely to her love: but if she lost it,

	    Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye

	    Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt

	    After new fancies: she dying, gave it me, [65]

	    And bid me, when my fate would have me wive,

	    To give it her; I did so, and take heed on ’t,

	    Make it a darling, like your precious eye,

	    To lose, or give ’t away, were such perdition

	    As nothing else could match.

DESDEMONA.    Is ’t possible? [70]

OTHELLO. ’Tis true, there’s magic in the web of it;

	    A sibyl, that had number’d in the world

	    The sun to make two hundred compasses,

	    In her prophetic fury sew’d the work;

	    The worms were hallow’d that did breed the silk, [75]

	    And it was dyed in mummy, which the skilful

	    Conserve of maidens’ hearts.

DESDEMONA.    I’ faith, is ’t true?

OTHELLO. Most veritable, therefore look to ’t well.

DESDEMONA. Then would to God that I had never seen it!

OTHELLO. Ha, wherefore? [80]

DESDEMONA. Why do you speak so startingly and rash?

OTHELLO. Is ’t lost? is ’t gone? speak, is it out o’ the way?

DESDEMONA. Heaven bless us!

OTHELLO. Say you?

DESDEMONA. It is not lost, but what an if it were? [85]

OTHELLO. Ha!

DESDEMONA. I say it is not lost.

OTHELLO.    Fetch ’t, let me see it.

DESDEMONA. Why, so I can sir, but I will not now,

	    This is a trick, to put me from my suit,

	    I pray let Cassio be receiv’d again. [90]

OTHELLO. Fetch me that handkerchief, my mind misgives.

DESDEMONA. Come, come,

	    You’ll never meet a more sufficient man.

OTHELLO. The handkerchief!

DESDEMONA.    I pray, talk me of Cassio.

OTHELLO. The handkerchief!

DESDEMONA.    A man that all his time [95]

	    Hath founded his good fortunes on your love,

	    Shar’d dangers with you, –

OTHELLO. The handkerchief!

DESDEMONA.    I’ faith, you are to blame.

OTHELLO. Zounds!

(Exit.)

EMILIA. Is not this man jealous? [100]

DESDEMONA. I ne’er saw this before:

	    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; [105]

	    They eat us hungerly, and when they are full,

	    They belch us.

(Enter Iago and Cassio.)

	        Look you, Cassio and my husband.

IAGO. There is no other way, ’tis she must do it,

	    And lo, the happiness! go, and importune her.

DESDEMONA. How now, good Cassio, what’s the news with you? [110]

CASSIO. Madam, my former suit: I do beseech you,

	    That by your virtuous means I may again

	    Exist, and be a member of his love,

	    Whom I, with all the duty of my heart,

	    Entirely honour; I would not be delay’d: [115]

	    If my offence be of such mortal kind,

	    That neither service past, nor present sorrows,

	    Nor purpos’d merit in futurity,

	    Can ransom me into his love again,

	    But to know so must be my benefit; [120]

	    So shall I clothe me in a forc’d content,

	    And shut myself up in some other course

	    To fortune’s alms.

DESDEMONA.    Alas, thrice-gentle Cassio,

	    My advocation is not now in tune;

	    My lord is not my lord, nor should I know him, [125]

	    Were he in favour as in humour alter’d.

	    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; [130]

	    What I can do I will, and more I will

	    Than for myself I dare, let that suffice you.

IAGO. Is my lord angry?

EMILIA.    He went hence but now,

	    And certainly in strange unquietness.

IAGO. Can he be angry? I have seen the cannon, [135]

	    When it hath blown his ranks into the air;

	    And (like the devil) from his very arm

	    Puff’d his own brother, and can he be angry?

	    Something of moment then: I will go meet him,

	    There’s matter in ’t indeed, if he be angry. [140]

(Exit.)

DESDEMONA. I prithee do so: something sure of state,

	    Either from Venice, or some unhatch’d practice,

	    Made demonstrable here in Cyprus to him,

	    Hath puddled his clear spirit, and in such cases

	    Men’s natures wrangle with inferior things, [145]

	    Though great ones are the object.

	    ’Tis even so; for let our finger ache,

	    And it indues our other healthful members

	    Even to that sense of pain; nay, we must think

	    Men are not gods; [150]

	    Nor of them look for such observances

	    As fits the bridal: beshrew me much, Emilia,

	    I was (unhandsome warrior as I am)

	    Arraigning his unkindness with my soul;

	    But now I find I had suborn’d the witness, [155]

	    And he’s indicted falsely.

EMILIA. Pray heaven it be state-matters, as you think,

	    And no conception, nor no jealous toy

	    Concerning you.

DESDEMONA. Alas the day, I never gave him cause! [160]

EMILIA. But jealous souls will not be answer’d so;

	    They are not ever jealous for the cause,

	    But jealous for they are jealous: ’tis a monster,

	    Begot upon itself, born on itself.

DESDEMONA. Heaven keep that monster from Othello’s mind! [165]

EMILIA. Lady, amen.

DESDEMONA. I will go seek him, Cassio, walk hereabout,

	    If I do find him fit, I’ll move your suit,

	    And seek to effect it to my uttermost.

CASSIO. I humbly thank your ladyship. [170]

(Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia.)

(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? [175]

	    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 convenient time [180]

	    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?

CASSIO.    Go to, woman, [185]

	    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, by my faith, Bianca.

BIANCA.    Why, whose is it?

CASSIO. I know not, sweet, I found it in my chamber; [190]

	    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, [195]

	    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. [200]

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 circumstanc’d.

(Exeunt.)

Act IV

Scene 1

The same.

Enter Iago and Othello.

IAGO. Will you think so?

OTHELLO.    Think so, Iago?

IAGO.    What,

	    To kiss in private?

OTHELLO.    An unauthoriz’d kiss.

IAGO. Or to be naked with her friend abed,

	    An hour, or more, not meaning any harm?

OTHELLO. Naked abed, Iago, and not mean harm? [5]

	    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 – [10]

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? [15]

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 (O, it comes o’er my memory, [20]

	    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, [25]

	    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 anything?

IAGO. He hath, my lord, but be you well assur’d, [30]

	    No more than he’ll unswear.

OTHELLO.    What hath he said?

IAGO. Faith, that he did ... I know not what he did.

OTHELLO. But 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, [35] when they belie her, – lie with her, zounds, 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 [40] 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!

(He falls down.)

IAGO. Work on, [45]

	    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! ...

(Enter Cassio.)

	        How now, Cassio?

CASSIO. What’s the matter? [50]

IAGO. My lord is fall’n into an epilepsy,

	    This is his second fit, he had one yesterday.

CASSIO. Rub him about the temples.

IAGO.    No, forbear,

	    The lethargy must have his quiet course,

	    If not, he foams at mouth, and by and by [55]

	    Breaks out to savage madness: look, he stirs:

	    Do you withdraw yourself a little while,

	    He will recover straight; when he is gone,

	    I would on great occasion speak with you.

(Exit Cassio.)

	    How is it, general? have you not hurt your head? [60]

OTHELLO. Dost thou mock me?

IAGO.    I mock you? no, by heaven.

	    Would you would bear your fortunes like a man!

OTHELLO. A horned man ’s a monster, and a beast.

IAGO. There’s many a beast then in a populous city,

	    And many a civil monster. [65]

OTHELLO. Did he confess?

IAGO.    Good sir, be a man,

	    Think every bearded fellow that ’s but yok’d

	    May draw with you; there’s millions now alive

	    That nightly lies in those unproper beds

	    Which they dare swear peculiar: your case is better: [70]

	    O, ’tis the spite of hell, the fiend’s arch-mock,

	    To lip a wanton in a secure couch,

	    And to suppose her chaste. No, let me know,

	    And knowing what I am, I know what she shall be.

OTHELLO. O, thou art wise, ’tis certain.

IAGO.    Stand you awhile apart, [75]

	    Confine yourself but in a patient list:

	    Whilst you were here erewhile, mad with your grief –

	    A passion most unsuiting such a man –

	    Cassio came hither; I shifted him away,

	    And laid good ’scuse upon your ecstasy, [80]

	    Bid him anon return, and here speak with me,

	    The which he promis’d: but encave yourself,

	    And mark the jeers, the gibes, and notable scorns,

	    That dwell in every region of his face;

	    For I will make him tell the tale anew, [85]

	    Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when,

	    He has, and is again to cope your wife:

	    I say, but mark his gesture; marry, patience,

	    Or I shall say you are all in all in spleen,

	    And nothing of a man.

OTHELLO.    Dost thou hear, Iago? [90]

	    I will be found most cunning in my patience;

	    But – dost thou hear? – most bloody.

IAGO.    That’s not amiss:

	    But yet keep time in all; will you withdraw?

(Othello withdraws.)

	    Now will I question Cassio of Bianca;

	    A housewife that by selling her desires [95]

	    Buys herself bread and clothes: it is a creature

	    That dotes on Cassio: as ’tis the strumpet’s plague

	    To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one.

(Enter Cassio.)

	    He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain

	    From the excess of laughter: here he comes: [100]

	    As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad,

	    And his unbookish jealousy must conster

	    Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and light behaviour,

	    Quite in the wrong. How do you now, lieutenant?

CASSIO. The worser, that you give me the addition, [105]

	    Whose want even kills me.

IAGO. Ply Desdemona well, and you are sure on ’t.

	    Now if this suit lay in Bianca’s power,

	    How quickly should you speed!

CASSIO.    Alas, poor caitiff!

OTHELLO. Look how he laughs already! [110]

IAGO. I never knew a woman love man so.

CASSIO. Alas, poor rogue, I think i’ faith she loves me.

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

IAGO. Do you hear, Cassio?

OTHELLO.    Now he importunes him

	    To tell it on; go to, well said, well said. [115]

IAGO. She gives it out that you shall marry her,

	    Do you intend it?

CASSIO. Ha, ha, ha!

OTHELLO. Do you triumph, Roman, do you triumph?

CASSIO. I marry her? what? a customer; [120]

	    I prithee, bear some charity to my wit,

	    Do not think it so unwholesome. Ha, ha, ha!

OTHELLO. So, so, so, so; laugh that wins.

IAGO. Faith, the cry goes, you shall marry her.

CASSIO. Prithee say true. [125]

IAGO. I am a very villain else.

OTHELLO. Ha’ you scor’d me? Well.

CASSIO. 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. [130]

OTHELLO. Iago beckons me, now he begins the story.

CASSIO. She was here even now, she haunts me in every place. I was t’ other day talking on the sea-bank, with certain Venetians, and thither comes this bauble; by this hand, she falls thus about my neck: – [135]

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

CASSIO. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps upon me; so hales, and pulls me, ha, ha, ha!

OTHELLO. Now he tells how she pluck’d him to my [140] chamber. I see that nose of yours, but not that dog I shall throw ’t to.

CASSIO. Well, I must leave her company.

(Enter Bianca.)

IAGO. Before me! look where she comes.

CASSIO. ’Tis such another fitchew; marry, a perfum’d one. [145]

	    What do you mean by this haunting of me?

BIANCA. 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 whole work, a likely piece of work, that you [150] 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 the hobby-horse, wheresoever you had it, I’ll take out no work on ’t.

CASSIO. How now, my sweet Bianca, how now, how [155] now?

OTHELLO. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief!

BIANCA. An you’ll come to supper to-night, you may, an you will not, come when you are next prepar’d [160] for.

(Exit.)

IAGO. After her, after her.

CASSIO. Faith, I must, she’ll rail i’ the street else.

IAGO. Will you sup there?

CASSIO. Faith, I intend so. [165]

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

CASSIO. Prithee come, will you?

IAGO. Go to, say no more. 

(Exit Cassio.)

OTHELLO (advancing). How shall I murder him, Iago? [170]

IAGO. Did you perceive, how he laughed at his vice?

OTHELLO. O Iago!

IAGO. And did you see the handkerchief?

OTHELLO. Was that mine? 

IAGO. Yours, by this hand: and to see how he prizes [175] the foolish woman your wife! she gave it him, and he hath given it his whore.

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

IAGO. Nay, you must forget. [180]

OTHELLO. And let her rot, and perish, and be damned to-night, for she shall not live; no, my heart is turn’d to stone; I strike it, and it hurts my hand: O, the world has not a sweeter creature, she might lie by an emperor’s side, and command him tasks. [185]

IAGO. Nay, that’s not your way.

OTHELLO. Hang her, I do but say what she is: so delicate with her needle, an admirable musician, O, she will sing the savageness out of a bear; of so high and plenteous wit and invention! [190]

IAGO. She’s the worse for all this.

OTHELLO. A thousand thousand times: and then of so gentle a condition!

IAGO. Ay, too gentle. 

OTHELLO. Ay, that’s certain, but yet the pity of it, [195] Iago: O Iago, the pity of it, Iago!

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

OTHELLO. I will chop her into messes ... Cuckold me! [200]

IAGO. O, ’tis foul in her.

OTHELLO. With mine officer!

IAGO. That’s fouler.

OTHELLO. Get me some poison, Iago, this night; I’ll not expostulate with her, lest her body and beauty [205] unprovide my mind again, this night, Iago.

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

OTHELLO. Good, good, the justice of it pleases, very good. [210]

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

OTHELLO. Excellent good. (A trumpet within.) What trumpet is that same?

(Enter Lodovico, Desdemona, and Attendants.)

IAGO. Something from Venice, sure; ’tis Lodovico, [215]

	    Come from the duke, and see, your wife is with him.

LODOVICO. God save the worthy general!

OTHELLO.    With all my heart, sir.

LODOVICO. The duke and senators of Venice greet you.

(Gives him a letter.)

OTHELLO. I kiss the instrument of their pleasures.

(Opens the letter, and reads.)

DESDEMONA. And what’s the news, good cousin Lodovico? [220]

IAGO. I am very glad to see you, signior: ...

	    Welcome to Cyprus.

LODOVICO. I thank you; how does Lieutenant Cassio?

IAGO. Lives, sir.

DESDEMONA. Cousin, there’s fall’n between him and my lord [225]

	    An unkind breach, but you shall make all well.

OTHELLO. Are you sure of that?

DESDEMONA. My lord?

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

LODOVICO. He did not call, he’s busy in the paper: [230]

	    Is there division between thy lord and Cassio?

DESDEMONA. A most unhappy one; I would do much

	    To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio.

OTHELLO. Fire and brimstone!

DESDEMONA.    My lord?

OTHELLO.        Are you wise?

DESDEMONA. What, is he angry?

LODOVICO.    May be the letter mov’d him; [235]

	    For, as I think, they do command him home,

	    Deputing Cassio in his government.

DESDEMONA. By my troth, I am glad on ’t.

OTHELLO.    Indeed!

DESDEMONA.        My lord?

OTHELLO. I am glad to see you mad.

DESDEMONA.    How, sweet Othello?

OTHELLO. Devil! [240]

(Striking her.)

DESDEMONA. I have not deserv’d this.

LODOVICO. My lord, this would not be believ’d in Venice,

	    Though I should swear I saw ’t: ’tis very much,

	    Make her amends, she weeps.

OTHELLO.    O devil, devil!

	    If that the earth could teem with women’s tears, [245]

	    Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile:

	    Out of my sight!

DESDEMONA.    I will not stay to offend you.

(Going.)

LODOVICO. Truly, an obedient lady:

	    I do beseech your lordship, call her back.

OTHELLO. Mistress! [250]

DESDEMONA. My lord?

OTHELLO. What would you with her, sir?

LODOVICO.    Who, I, my lord?

OTHELLO. Ay, you did wish that I would make her turn:

	    Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on,

	    And turn again, and she can weep, sir, weep; [255]

	    And she’s obedient, as you say, obedient;

	    Very obedient. Proceed you in your tears.

	    Concerning this, sir, – O well-painted passion! –

	    I am commanded here: ... get you away,

	    I’ll send for you anon ... Sir, I obey the mandate, [260]

	    And will return to Venice: ... Hence, avaunt!

(Exit Desdemona.)

	    Cassio shall have my place; and, sir, to-night,

	    I do entreat that we may sup together,

	    You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus ... Goats and monkeys!

(Exit.)

LODOVICO. Is this the noble Moor, whom our full senate [265]

	    Call all in all sufficient? This the noble nature,

	    Whom passion could not shake? whose solid virtue

	    The shot of accident, nor dart of chance,

	    Could neither graze, nor pierce?

IAGO.    He is much chang’d.

LODOVICO. Are his wits safe? is he not light of brain? [270]

IAGO. He’s that he is; I may not breathe my censure,

	    What he might be; if, as he might, he is not,

	    I would to heaven he were!

LODOVICO.    What, strike his wife?

IAGO. Faith, that was not so well; yet would I knew

	    That stroke would prove the worst!

LODOVICO.    Is it his use? [275]

	    Or did the letters work upon his blood,

	    And new create this fault?

IAGO.    Alas, alas!

	    It is not honesty in me to speak

	    What I have seen and known; you shall observe him,

	    And his own courses will denote him so, [280]

	    That I may save my speech: do but go after,

	    And mark how he continues.

LODOVICO. I am sorry that I am deceiv’d in him.

(Exeunt.)

Scene 2

A Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello and Emilia.

OTHELLO. You have seen nothing, then?

EMILIA. Nor ever heard, nor ever did suspect.

OTHELLO. Yes, and you have seen Cassio and she together.

EMILIA. But then I saw no harm, and then I heard

	    Each syllable that breath made up between ’em. [5]

OTHELLO. What, did they never whisper?

EMILIA.    Never, my lord.

OTHELLO. Nor send you out o’ the way?

EMILIA. Never.

OTHELLO. To fetch her fan, her mask, her gloves, nor nothing?

EMILIA. Never, my lord. [10]

OTHELLO. That’s strange.

EMILIA. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest,

	    Lay down my soul at stake: if you think other,

	    Remove your thought, it doth abuse your bosom;

	    If any wretch ha’ put this in your head, [15]

	    Let heaven requite it with the serpent’s curse,

	    For if she be not honest, chaste, and true,

	    There’s no man happy, the purest of her sex

	    Is foul as slander.

OTHELLO.    Bid her come hither, go.

(Exit Emilia.)

	    She says enough, yet she’s a simple bawd [20]

	    That cannot say as much: this is a subtle whore,

	    A closet, lock and key, of villainous secrets,

	    And yet she’ll kneel and pray, I ha’ seen her do ’t.

(Enter Desdemona and Emilia.)

DESDEMONA. My lord, what is your will?

OTHELLO.    Pray, chuck, come hither.

DESDEMONA. What is your pleasure?

OTHELLO.    Let me see your eyes, ... [25]

	    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 anybody come;

	    Your mystery, your mystery: nay, dispatch. [30]

(Exit Emilia.)

DESDEMONA.

	    Upon my knees, what does 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. [35]

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. [40]

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 occasion of those tears, my lord?

	    If haply you my father do suspect [45]

	    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 pleas’d heaven

	    To try me with affliction, had he rain’d

	    All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head, [50]

	    Steep’d me in poverty, to the very lips,

	    Given to captivity me and my hopes,

	    I should have found in some part of my soul

	    A drop of patience; but, alas, to make me

	    A fixed figure, for the time of scorn [55]

	    To point his slow unmoving fingers at ... oh, oh.

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

	    But there, where I have garner’d up my heart,

	    Where either I must live, or bear no life,

	    The fountain, from the which my current runs, [60]

	    Or else dries up, to be discarded thence,

	    Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads

	    To knot and gender in! Turn thy complexion there;

	    Patience, thou young and rose-lipp’d cherubin,

	    I here look grim as hell! [65]

DESDEMONA. I hope my noble lord esteems me honest.

OTHELLO. O, ay, as summer’s flies, are in the shambles,

	    That quicken even with blowing:

	    O thou black weed, why art so lovely fair?

	    Thou smell’st so sweet, that the sense aches at thee, [70]

	    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” on? ... What, committed?

	    Committed! O thou public commoner! [75]

	    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, [80]

	    Is hush’d within the hollow mine of earth,

	    And will not hear ’t: ... what committed, –

	    Impudent strumpet!

DESDEMONA.    By heaven, you do me wrong.

OTHELLO. Are not you a strumpet?

DESDEMONA.    No, as I am a Christian:

	    If to preserve this vessel for my lord [85]

	    From any hated foul unlawful touch,

	    Be not to be a strumpet, I am none.

OTHELLO. What, not a whore?

DESDEMONA.    No, as I shall be sav’d.

(Enter Emilia.)

OTHELLO. Is ’t possible?

DESDEMONA. O heaven, forgiveness.

OTHELLO.    I cry you mercy, [90]

	    I took you for that cunning whore of Venice,

	    That married with Othello: you, mistress,

	    That have the office opposite to Saint Peter,

	    And keeps the gates in hell, ay, you, you, you!

	    We ha’ done our course; there’s money for your pains, [95]

	    I pray you turn the key, and keep our counsel.

(Exit.)

EMILIA. Alas, what does this gentleman conceive?

	    How do you, madam? how do you, my good lady?

DESDEMONA. Faith, half asleep.

EMILIA. Good madam, what’s the matter with my lord? [100]

DESDEMONA. With who?

EMILIA. Why, with my lord, madam.

DESDEMONA. Who is thy lord?

EMILIA.    He that is yours, sweet lady.

DESDEMONA. I ha’ none, do not talk to me, Emilia,

	    I cannot weep, nor answer have I none, [105]

	    But what should go by water: prithee, to-night

	    Lay on my bed our wedding sheets; remember,

	    And call thy husband hither.

EMILIA.    Here is a change indeed!

(Exit.)

DESDEMONA. ’Tis meet I should be us’d so, very well;

	    How have I been behav’d, that he might stick [110]

	    The smallest opinion, on my greatest abuse?

(Enter Iago and Emilia.)

IAGO. What is your pleasure, madam? How is’t with you?

DESDEMONA.

	    I cannot tell: those that do teach young babes

	    Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks;

	    He might ha’ chid me so, for, in good faith, [115]

	    I am a child at chiding.

IAGO.    What is the matter, lady?

EMILIA. Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhor’d her,

	    Thrown such despite, and heavy terms upon her,

	    As true hearts cannot bear.

DESDEMONA. Am I that name, Iago?

IAGO.    What name, fair lady? [120]

DESDEMONA. Such as she says my lord did say I was?

EMILIA. He call’d her whore: a beggar in his drink

	    Could not have laid such terms upon his callat.

IAGO. Why did he so?

DESDEMONA. I do not know, I am sure I am none such. [125]

IAGO. Do not weep, do not weep: alas the day!

EMILIA. Has she forsook so many noble matches,

	    Her father, and her country, all her friends,

	    To be call’d whore? would it not make one weep?

DESDEMONA. It is my wretched fortune.

IAGO.    Beshrew him for it! [130]

	    How comes this trick upon him?

DESDEMONA.    Nay, heaven doth know.

EMILIA. I will be hang’d, if some eternal villain,

	    Some busy and insinuating rogue,

	    Some cogging, cozening slave, to get some office,

	    Have not devis’d this slander, I’ll be hang’d else. [135]

IAGO. Fie, there is no such man, it is impossible.

DESDEMONA. If any such there be, heaven pardon him!

EMILIA. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones!

	    Why should he call her whore? who keeps her company?

	    What place, what time, what form, what likelihood? [140]

	    The Moor’s abus’d by some outrageous knave,

	    Some base notorious knave, some scurvy fellow;

	    O heaven, that such companions thou ’ldst unfold,

	    And put in every honest hand a whip,

	    To lash the rascal naked through the world, [145]

	    Even from the east to the west!

IAGO.    Speak within doors.

EMILIA. O, fie upon him! Some such squire he was,

	    That turn’d your wit, the seamy side without,

	    And made you to suspect me with the Moor.

IAGO. You are a fool, go to.

DESDEMONA.    O good Iago, [150]

	    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. Here I kneel:

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

	    Either in discourse of thought or actual deed, [155]

	    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) love him dearly, [160]

	    Comfort forswear me! 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 [165]

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

IAGO. I pray you, be content, ’tis but his humour,

	    The business of the state does him offence,

	    And he does chide with you.

DESDEMONA. If’twere no other, –

IAGO.    ’Tis but so, I warrant you; [170]

(Trumpets.)

	    Hark, how these instruments summon you to supper,

	    And the great messengers of Venice stay:

	    Go in, and weep not, all things shall be well.

(Exeunt Desdemona and Emilia.)

(Enter Roderigo.)

	    How now, Roderigo?

RODERIGO. I do not find that thou deal’st justly with me. [175]

IAGO. What in the contrary?

RODERIGO. Every day thou doffest me with some device, Iago, and rather, as it seems to me, thou keepest from me all conveniency than suppliest me with the least advantage of hope: I will indeed no longer [180] 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 performance are no kin together. [185]

IAGO. You charge me most unjustly.

RODERIGO. With nought but truth. I have wasted myself out of means: the jewels you have had from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half have corrupted a votarist. You have told me she has [190] receiv’d ’em, and return’d me expectation, and comforts, of sudden respect, and acquittance, but I find none.

IAGO. Well, go to, very well.

RODERIGO. Very well, go to, I cannot go to, man, it is [195] not very well, by this hand, I say ’tis very scurvy, and begin to find myself fopp’d in it.

IAGO. Very well.

RODERIGO. I say it is not very well: I will make myself known to Desdemona; if she will return me my [200] jewels, I will give over my suit, and repent my unlawful solicitation, if not, assure yourself I’ll seek satisfaction of you.

IAGO. You have said now.

RODERIGO. Ay, and I have said nothing but what I [205] protest intendment of doing.

IAGO. Why, now I see there’s mettle in thee, and even from this time 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 [210] protest, I have dealt most directly in thy affairs.

RODERIGO. It hath not appear’d.

IAGO. I grant indeed it hath not appeared, and your suspicion is not without wit and judgement: but, Roderigo, if thou hast that within thee indeed, [215] 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 enjoyest not Desdemona, take me from this world with treachery, and devise engines for my life. [220]

RODERIGO. Well, is it within reason and compass?

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

RODERIGO. Is that true? why then Othello and Desdemona return again to Venice. [225]

IAGO. O no, he goes into Mauritania, and takes away with him the fair Desdemona, unless his abode be linger’d here by some accident, wherein none can be so determinate as the removing of Cassio.

RODERIGO. How do you mean, removing of him? [230]

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

RODERIGO. And that you would have me to do.

IAGO. Ay, and if you dare do yourself a profit and right, he sups to-night with a harlot, and thither will I go [235] to him; ... he knows not yet of his honourable 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, [240] stand not amaz’d 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. [245]

RODERIGO. I will hear further reason for this.

IAGO. And you shall be satisfied.

(Exeunt.)

Scene 3

Another Room in the Castle.

Enter Othello, Lodovico, Desdemona, Emilia, and Attendants.

LODOVICO. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no further.

OTHELLO. O, pardon me, it shall do me good to walk.

LODOVICO. Madame, good night. I humbly thank your ladyship.

DESDEMONA. Your honour is most welcome.

OTHELLO.    Will you walk, sir? ...

	    O Desdemona, – [5]

DESDEMONA. My lord?

OTHELLO. Get you to bed, o’ the instant I will be return’d, forthwith, dispatch your attendant there: ... look it be done.

DESDEMONA. I will, my lord. [10]

(Exeunt Othello, Lodovico, and Attendants.)

EMILIA. How goes it now? he looks gentler than he did.

DESDEMONA. He says he will return incontinent:

	    He hath commanded me to go to bed,

	    And bade me to dismiss you.

EMILIA.    Dismiss me?

DESDEMONA. It was his bidding, therefore, good Emilia, [15]

	    Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu,

	    We must not now displease him.

EMILIA. I would you had never seen him!

DESDEMONA. So would not I, my love doth so approve him,

	    That even his stubbornness, his checks and frowns, – [20]

	    Prithee unpin me, – have grace and favour in them.

EMILIA. I have laid those sheets you bade me on the bed.

DESDEMONA. All’s one, good faith: how foolish are our minds!

	    If I do die before thee, prithee shroud me

	    In one of those same sheets.

EMILIA.    Come, come, you talk. [25]

DESDEMONA. My mother had a maid call’d Barbary,

	    She was in love, and he she lov’d prov’d mad,

	    And did forsake her; she had a song of “willow”,

	    An old thing ’twas, but it express’d her fortune,

	    And she died singing it; that song to-night [30]

	    Will not go from my mind ... I have much to do,

	    But to go hang my head all at one side

	    And sing it like poor Barbary: prithee dispatch.

EMILIA. Shall I go fetch your night-gown?

DESDEMONA.    No, unpin me here;

	    This Lodovico is a proper man. [35]

EMILIA. A very handsome man.

DESDEMONA. He speaks well.

EMILIA. I know a lady in Venice would have walk’d barefoot to Palestine for a touch of his nether lip.

DESDEMONA (singing).

	    The poor soul sat sighing, by a sycamore tree, [40]

	     Sing all a green willow:

	    Her hand on her bosom her head on her knee,

	     Sing willow, willow, willow.

	    The fresh streams ran by her, and murmur’d her moans,

	     Sing willow, willow, willow. [45]

	    Her salt tears fell from her, which soften’d the stones: –

	    Lay by these: –

	     Sing willow, willow, willow.

	    Prithee hie thee: he’ll come anon: –

	    Sing all a green willow must be my garland. [50]

	    Let nobody blame him, his scorn I approve, –

	    Nay, that’s not next. Hark! who’s that knocks?

EMILIA. It is the wind.

DESDEMONA.

	    I call’d my love false love; but what said he then?

	    	    Sing willow, willow, willow: [55]

	    If I court moe women, you’ll couch with moe men.

	    Now get thee gone; good night: mine eyes do itch,

	    Does that bode weeping?

EMILIA.    ’Tis neither here nor there.

DESDEMONA. I have heard it said so. O, these men, these men!

	    Dost thou in conscience think, – tell me, Emilia, – [60]

	    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, [65]

	    I might do it as well in the dark.

DESDEMONA. Wouldst thou do such a thing for all the world?

EMILIA. The world is a huge thing, it is a great price,

	    For a small vice.

DESDEMONA.    Good troth, I think thou wouldst not.

EMILIA. By my troth, I think I should, and undo ’t [70] when I had done it; marry, I would not do such a thing for a joint-ring; or for measures of lawn, nor for gowns, or petticoats, nor caps, nor any such exhibition; but, for the whole world? ud’s pity, who would not make her husband a cuckold, to make [75] him a monarch? I should venture purgatory for it.

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 [80] 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. [85]

	    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, [90]

	    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, [95]

	    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? [100]

	    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.

DESDEMONA. Good night, good night: God me such usage send,

	    Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend! [105]

(Exeunt.)

Act V

Scene 1

A Street.

Enter Iago and Roderigo.

IAGO. Here stand behind this bulk, straight will he come,

	    Wear thy good rapier bare, and put it home,

	    Quick, quick, fear nothing, I’ll be at thy elbow;

	    It makes us or it mars us, think of that,

	    And fix most firm thy resolution. [5]

RODERIGO. Be near at hand, I may miscarry in ’t.

IAGO. Here at thy hand, be bold, and take thy sword.

(Retires.)

RODERIGO. I have no great devotion to the deed;

	    And yet he has given me satisfying reasons,

	    ’Tis but a man gone: forth, my sword, he dies. [10]

IAGO. I have rubb’d this young quat almost to the sense,

	    And he grows angry now: whether he kill Cassio,

	    Or Cassio him, or each do kill the other,

	    Every way makes my game; live Roderigo,

	    He calls me to a restitution large, [15]

	    For gold and jewels, that I bobb’d from him,

	    As gifts to Desdemona:

	    It must not be; if Cassio do remain,

	    He has a daily beauty in his life,

	    That makes me ugly: and besides, the Moor [20]

	    May unfold me to him; there stand I in peril:

	    No, he must die, be ’t so, I hear him coming.

(Enter Cassio.)

RODERIGO. I know his gait, ’tis he, villain, thou diest!

(Makes a pass at Cassio.)

CASSIO. That thrust had been my enemy indeed,

	    But that my coat is better than thou think’st; [25]

	    I will make proof of thine.

(Draws, and wounds Roderigo.)

RODERIGO.    O, I am slain!

(Iago from behind wounds Cassio in the leg, and exit.)

CASSIO. I am maim’d for ever, light, ho, murder, murder!

(Falls.)

(Enter Othello.)

OTHELLO. The voice of Cassio, Iago keeps his word.

RODERIGO. O villain that I am!

OTHELLO.    Hark, ’tis even so.

CASSIO. O, help, ho! light! a surgeon! [30]

OTHELLO. ’Tis he, O brave Iago, honest and just,

	    That hast such noble sense of thy friend’s wrong,

	    Thou teachest me; ... minion, your dear lies dead,

	    And your fate hies apace; strumpet, I come;

	    Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are blotted, [35]

	    Thy bed, lust-stain’d, shall with lust’s blood be spotted.

(Exit.)

(Enter Lodovico and Gratiano.)

CASSIO. What ho, no watch, no passage? murder, murder!

GRATIANO. ’Tis some mischance, the cry is very direful.

CASSIO. O, help!

LODOVICO. Hark! [40]

RODERIGO. O wretched villain.

LODOVICO. Two or three groans; it is a heavy night,

	    These may be counterfeits, let’s think ’t unsafe

	    To come into the cry without more help.

RODERIGO. Nobody come; then shall I bleed to death. [45]

(Enter Iago with a light.)

LODOVICO. Hark!

GRATIANO. Here’s one comes in his shirt, with lights and weapons.

IAGO. Who’s there? whose noise is this, that cries on murder?

LODOVICO. I do not know.

IAGO.    Did not you hear a cry?

CASSIO. Here, here, for heaven’s sake help me!

IAGO.    What’s the matter? [50]

GRATIANO. This is Othello’s ancient, as I take it.

LODOVICO. The same indeed, a very valiant fellow.

IAGO. What are you here, that cry so grievously?

CASSIO. Iago! O, I am spoil’d, undone by villains,

	    Give me some help. [55]

IAGO. O, my lieutenant! what villains have done this?

CASSIO. I think the one of them is hereabout,

	    And cannot make away.

IAGO.    O treacherous villains!

	    What are you there? come in and give some help.

(To Lodovico and Gratiano.)

RODERIGO. O, help me here! [60]

CASSIO. That’s one of ’em.

IAGO.    O murderous slave, O villain!

(Stabs Roderigo.)

RODERIGO. O damn’d Iago, O inhuman dog, ... oh, oh, oh.

IAGO. Kill him i’ the dark? Where be those bloody thieves?

	    How silent is this town! Ho, murder, murder!

	    What may you be, are you of good or evil? [65]

LODOVICO. As you shall prove us, praise us.

IAGO. Signior Lodovico?

LODOVICO. He, sir.

IAGO. I cry you mercy: here’s Cassio hurt by villains.

GRATIANO. Cassio! [70]

IAGO. How is it, brother?

CASSIO. My leg is cut in two.

IAGO.    Marry, heaven forbid!

	    Light, gentlemen, I’ll bind it with my shirt.

(Enter Bianca.)

BIANCA. What is the matter, ho? who is ’t that cried?

IAGO. Who is ’t that cried? [75]

BIANCA. O my dear Cassio, O my sweet Cassio!

	    Cassio, Cassio!

IAGO. O notable strumpet! Cassio, may you suspect

	    Who they should be, that thus have mangled you?

CASSIO. No. [80]

GRATIANO. I am sorry to find you thus, I have been to seek you.

IAGO. Lend me a garter. So: – O for a chair,

	    To bear him easily hence!

BIANCA. Alas, he faints! O Cassio, Cassio, Cassio!

IAGO. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash [85]

	    To bear a part in this: patience awhile, good Cassio:

	    Lend me a light; know we this face, or no?

	    Alas, my friend, and my dear countryman:

	    Roderigo? no, – yes, sure: O heaven, Roderigo.

GRATIANO. What, of Venice? [90]

IAGO. Even he, sir, did you know him?

GRATIANO.    Know him? ay.

IAGO. Signior Gratiano, I cry you gentle pardon:

	    These bloody accidents must excuse my manners,

	    That so neglected you.

GRATIANO.    I am glad to see you.

IAGO. How do you, Cassio? O, a chair, a chair! [95]

GRATIANO. Roderigo!

IAGO. He, ’tis he.

(A chair brought in.)

	    O, that’s well said, a chair:

	    Some good man bear him carefully from hence,

	    I’ll fetch the general’s surgeon: (to Bianca) for you, mistress, [100]

	    Save you your labour; – he that lies slain here, Cassio,

	    Was my dear friend, what malice was betwixt you?

CASSIO. None in the world, nor do I know the man.

IAGO (to Bianca). What, look you pale? – O, bear him out o’ the air.

(Cassio and Roderigo are borne off.)

	    Stay you, good gentlewoman; look you pale, mistress? [105]

	    Do you perceive the gestures of her eye?

	    Nay, an you stir, – we shall have more anon:

	    Behold her well I pray you, look upon her,

	    Do you see, gentlemen? nay, guiltiness

	    Will speak, though tongues were out of use. [110]

(Enter Emilia.)

EMILIA. ’Las, what’s the matter? what’s the matter, husband?

IAGO. Cassio has here been set on in the dark,

	    By Roderigo, and fellows that are ’scap’d,

	    He’s almost slain, and Roderigo dead.

EMILIA. Alas, good gentleman! alas, good Cassio! [115]

IAGO. This is the fruit of whoring; pray, Emilia,

	    Go know of Cassio where he supp’d to-night:

	    What, do you shake at that?

BIANCA. He supp’d at my house, but I therefore shake not.

IAGO. O, did he so? I charge you go with me. [120]

EMILIA. Fie, fie upon thee, strumpet!

BIANCA. I am no strumpet, but of life as honest

	    As you, that thus abuse me.

EMILIA.    As I? faugh, fie upon thee!

IAGO. Kind gentlemen, let’s go see poor Cassio dress’d;

	    Come, mistress, you must tell ’s another tale. [125]

	    Emilia, run you to the citadel,

	    And tell my lord and lady what has happ’d:

	    Will you go on, I pray? (Aside.) This is the night

	    That either makes me, or fordoes me quite.

(Exeunt.)

Scene 2

A Bedchamber in the Castle.

Desdemona in bed asleep. Enter Othello, with a light.

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; [5]

	    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 thine, [10]

	    Thou cunning pattern of excelling nature,

	    I know not where is that Promethean heat

	    That can thy light relume: when I have pluck’d the rose,

	    I cannot give it vital growth again,

	    It must needs wither; I’ll smell it on the tree, [15]

(Kisses her.)

	    A balmy breath, that doth almost persuade

	    Justice herself to break her sword: once more:

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

	    And love thee after: once more, and this the last,

	    So sweet was ne’er so fatal: I must weep, [20]

	    But they are cruel tears; this sorrow’s heavenly,

	    It strikes when it does love: she wakes.

DESDEMONA. Who’s there? Othello?

OTHELLO.    Ay, Desdemona.

DESDEMONA. Will you come to bed, my lord?

OTHELLO. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona?

DESDEMONA.    Ay, my lord. [25]

OTHELLO. If you bethink yourself of any crime,

	    Unreconcil’d as yet to heaven and grace,

	    Solicit for it straight.

DESDEMONA. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that?

OTHELLO. Well, do it, and be brief, I will walk by, [30]

	    I would not kill thy unprepared spirit,

	    No, heaven forfend, I would not kill thy soul.

DESDEMONA. Talk you of killing?

OTHELLO.    Ay, I do.

DESDEMONA.        Then heaven

	    Have mercy on me!

OTHELLO.    Amen, with all my heart!

DESDEMONA. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. [35]

OTHELLO. Hum!

DESDEMONA. And yet I fear you, for you are 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.

OTHELLO. Think on thy sins.

DESDEMONA.    They are loves I bear to you. [40]

OTHELLO. And for that thou diest.

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, [45]

	    They do not point on me.

OTHELLO.    Peace, and be still!

DESDEMONA. I will, so, what’s the matter?

OTHELLO. That handkerchief which I so lov’d, and gave thee,

	    Thou gavest to Cassio.

DESDEMONA.    No, by my life and soul,

	    Send for the man and ask him. [50]

OTHELLO. Sweet soul, take heed, take heed of perjury,

	    Thou art on thy death-bed.

DESDEMONA.    Ay, but not yet to die.

OTHELLO. Yes, presently:

	    Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin,

	    For to deny each article with oath [55]

	    Cannot remove, nor choke the strong conceit,

	    That I do groan withal: thou art to die.

DESDEMONA. Then Lord have mercy on me!

OTHELLO.    I say, amen.

DESDEMONA. And have you mercy too! I never did

	    Offend you in my life, ... never lov’d Cassio, [60]

	    But with such general warranty of heaven,

	    As I might love: I never gave him token.

OTHELLO. By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in his hand:

	    O perjur’d woman, thou dost stone thy heart,

	    And makest me call what I intend to do [65]

	    A murder, which I thought a sacrifice;

	    I saw the handkerchief.

DESDEMONA.    He found it then,

	    I never gave it him, send for him hither,

	    And let him confess a truth.

OTHELLO.    He hath confess’d.

DESDEMONA. What, my lord? [70]

OTHELLO. That he hath ... us’d thee.

DESDEMONA.    How? unlawfully?

OTHELLO. Ay.

DESDEMONA.    He will not say so.

OTHELLO.         No, his mouth is stopp’d,

	    Honest Iago hath ta’en order for ’t.

DESDEMONA. My fear interprets then, ...

	    What, is he dead?

OTHELLO.    Had all his hairs been lives, [75]

	    My great revenge had stomach for ’em all.

DESDEMONA. Alas, he is betray’d, and I undone.

OTHELLO. O strumpet, ... weepest thou for him to my face?

DESDEMONA. O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not.

OTHELLO. Down, strumpet! [80]

DESDEMONA. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night.

OTHELLO. Nay, an you strive, –

DESDEMONA. But half an hour, but while I say one prayer!

OTHELLO. ’Tis too late.

(He stifles her.)

DESDEMONA. O Lord, Lord, Lord! [85]

EMILIA (within). My lord, my lord! what, ho, my lord, my lord!

OTHELLO. What voice is this? Not dead? not yet quite dead?

	    I that am cruel, am yet merciful,

	    I would not have thee linger in thy pain, ...

	    So, so.

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

OTHELLO.    Who’s there? [90]

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

OTHELLO. Yes, ’tis Emilia, by and by: she’s dead:

	    ’Tis like she comes to speak of Cassio’s death;

	    The noise was here; ha, no more moving,

	    Still as the grave: shall she come in? were ’t good? [95]

	    I think she stirs again; no, what’s the best?

	    If she come in, she’ll sure speak to my wife.

	    My wife, my wife, my wife; I ha’ no wife;

	    O, insupportable! O heavy hour!

	    Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse [100]

	    Of sun and moon, and that the affrighted globe

	    Should yawn at alteration.

EMILIA (within). I do beseech you I may speak with you, ...

	    Good my lord!

OTHELLO. I had forgot thee: O, come in, Emilia. [105]

	    Soft, by and by; let me the curtains draw.

	    Where art thou?

(Unlocks the door.)

(Enter Emilia.)

	        What’s the matter with thee now?

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

OTHELLO. What, now?

EMILIA.    But now, my lord.

OTHELLO. It is the very error of the moon, [110]

	    She comes more near the earth than she was wont,

	    And makes men mad.

EMILIA. Cassio, my lord, has kill’d a young Venetian,

	    Call’d Roderigo.

OTHELLO.    Roderigo kill’d,

	    And Cassio kill’d?

EMILIA.    No, Cassio is not kill’d. [115]

OTHELLO. Not Cassio kill’d? then murder ’s out of tune,

	    And sweet revenge grows harsh.

DESDEMONA. O, falsely, falsely murder’d!

EMILIA.    O Lord, what cry is that?

OTHELLO. That? what?

EMILIA. Out and alas! it is my lady’s voice; [120]

	    Help, help, ho, help! O lady, speak again,

	    Sweet Desdemona, O sweet mistress, speak!

DESDEMONA. A guiltless death I die.

EMILIA. O, who has done this deed?

DESDEMONA. Nobody, I myself, farewell: [125]

	    Commend me to my kind lord, O, farewell!

(She dies.)

OTHELLO. Why, how should she be murder’d?

EMILIA.    Alas, who knows?

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

EMILIA. She said so, I must needs report a truth.

OTHELLO. She’s like a liar gone to burning hell, [130]

	    ’Twas I that kill’d her.

EMILIA.    O, the more angel she,

	    And you the blacker devil!

OTHELLO. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore.

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

OTHELLO. She was false as water.

EMILIA.    Thou as rash as fire, [135]

	    To say that she was false: O, she was heavenly true!

OTHELLO. Cassio did top her, ask thy husband else;

	    O, I were damn’d beneath all depth in hell,

	    But that I did proceed, upon just grounds,

	    To this extremity; thy husband knew it all. [140]

EMILIA. My husband?

OTHELLO. Thy husband.

EMILIA. That she was false to wedlock?

OTHELLO. Ay, with Cassio: nay, had she been true,

	    If heaven would make me such another world, [145]

	    Of one entire and perfect chrysolite,

	    I ’ld not have sold her for it.

EMILIA. My husband?

OTHELLO.    Ay, ’twas he that told me first,

	    An honest man he is, and hates the slime

	    That sticks on filthy deeds.

EMILIA.    My husband? [150]

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

EMILIA. O mistress, villainy hath made mocks with love!

	    My husband say that she was false!

OTHELLO.    He, woman;

	    I say thy husband: dost understand the word?

	    My friend, thy husband, honest, honest Iago. [155]

EMILIA. If he say so, may his pernicious soul

	    Rot half a grain a day! he lies to the heart,

	    She was too fond of her most filthy bargain.

OTHELLO. Ha!

EMILIA. Do thy worst, [160]

	    This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven,

	    Than thou wast worthy her.

OTHELLO.    Peace, you were best.

EMILIA. Thou hast not half the power to do me harm

	    As I have to be hurt: O gull, O dolt,

	    As ignorant as dirt; thou hast done a deed ... [165]

	    I care not for thy sword, I’ll make thee known,

	    Though I lost twenty lives: help, help, O help!

	    The Moor has kill’d my mistress, murder, murder!

(Enter Montano, Gratiano, Iago, and others.)

MONTANO. What is the matter? How now, general?

EMILIA. O, are you come, Iago? you have done well, [170]

	    That men must lay their murders on your neck.

ALL. What is the matter?

EMILIA. Disprove this villain, if thou be’st a man;

	    He says thou told’st him that his wife was false,

	    I know thou didst not, thou art not such a villain: [175]

	    Speak, for my heart is full.

IAGO. I told him what I thought, and told no more

	    Than what he found himself was apt and true.

EMILIA. But did you ever tell him she was false?

IAGO. I did. [180]

EMILIA. You told a lie, an odious damned lie;

	    Upon my soul, a lie, a wicked lie!

	    She false with Cassio; did you say with Cassio?

IAGO. With Cassio, mistress; go to, charm your tongue.

EMILIA. I will not charm my tongue, I am bound to speak:

	    My mistress here lies murder’d in her bed. [186]

ALL. O heavens forfend!

EMILIA. And your reports have set the murder on.

OTHELLO. Nay, stare not, masters, it is true indeed.

GRATIANO. ’Tis a strange truth. [190]

MONTANO. O monstrous act!

EMILIA.    Villainy, villainy, villainy!

	    I think upon ’t: I think I smell ’t: O villainy!

	    I thought so then: I’ll kill myself for grief:

	    O villainy, villainy!

IAGO. What, are you mad? I charge you get you home. [195]

EMILIA. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to speak,

	    ’Tis proper I obey him, but not now:

	    Perchance, Iago, I will ne’er go home.

OTHELLO. O! O! O!

(Falling on the bed.)

EMILIA.    Nay, lay thee down, and roar,

	    For thou hast kill’d the sweetest innocent [200]

	    That e’er did lift up eye.

OTHELLO (rising).     O, she was foul:

	    I scarce did know you, uncle, there lies your niece,

	    Whose breath indeed these hands have newly stopp’d;

	    I know this act shows terrible and grim.

GRATIANO. Poor Desdemona, I am glad thy father’s dead; [205]

	    Thy match was mortal to him, and pure grief

	    Shore his old thread atwain: did he live now,

	    This sight would make him do a desperate turn,

	    Yea, curse his better angel from his side,

	    And fall to reprobation. [210]

OTHELLO. ’Tis pitiful, but yet Iago knows

	    That she with Cassio hath the act of shame

	    A thousand times committed; Cassio confess’d it,

	    And she did gratify his amorous works,

	    With the recognizance and pledge of love, [215]

	    Which I first gave her; I saw it in his hand,

	    It was a handkerchief; an antique token

	    My father gave my mother.

EMILIA. O God, O heavenly God!

IAGO.    Zounds, hold your peace.

EMILIA. ’Twill out, it will: I hold my peace sir, no, [220]

	    I’ll be in speaking, liberal as the air,

	    Let heaven, and men, and devils, let ’em all,

	    All, all cry shame against me, yet I’ll speak.

IAGO. Be wise, and get you home.

EMILIA.    I will not.

(Iago offers to stab Emilia.)

GRATIANO.    Fie,

	    Your sword upon a woman? [225]

EMILIA. O thou dull Moor, that handkerchief thou speak’st on,

	    I found by fortune, and did give my husband;

	    For often with a solemn earnestness,

	    More than indeed belong’d to such a trifle,

	    He begg’d of me to steal it.

IAGO.    Villainous whore! [230]

EMILIA. She gave it Cassio? no, alas, I found it,

	    And I did give ’t my husband.

IAGO.    Filth, thou liest!

EMILIA. By heaven I do not, I do not, gentlemen;

	    O murderous coxcomb! what should such a fool

	    Do with so good a woman?

OTHELLO.    Are there no stones in heaven [235]

	    But what serves for the thunder? Precious villain!

(He runs at Iago.)

(Iago stabs Emilia.)

GRATIANO. The woman falls, sure he has kill’d his wife.

EMILIA. Ay, ay, O lay me by my mistress’ side.

(Exit Iago.)

GRATIANO. He’s gone, but his wife’s kill’d.

MONTANO. ’Tis a notorious villain; take you this weapon, [240]

	    Which I have here recover’d from the Moor:

	    Come, guard the door without, let him not pass,

	    But kill him rather; I’ll after that same villain,

	    For ’tis a damned slave.

(Exeunt Montano and Gratiano.)

OTHELLO.    I am not valiant neither,

	    But every puny whipster gets my sword; [245]

	    But why should honour outlive honesty?

	    Let it go all.

EMILIA.    What did thy song bode, lady?

	    Hark, canst thou hear me? I will play the swan,

	    And die in music: (Singing.) Willow, willow, willow.

	    Moor, she was chaste, she lov’d thee, cruel Moor, [250]

	    So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true;

	    So speaking as I think, I die, I die.

(She dies.)

OTHELLO. I have another weapon in this chamber,

	    It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook’s temper;

	    O, here it is; uncle, I must come forth. [255]

GRATIANO (within). If thou attempt it, it will cost thee dear;

	    Thou hast no weapon, and perforce must suffer.

OTHELLO. Look in upon me then, and speak to me,

	    Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee.

(Enter Gratiano.)

GRATIANO. What is the matter?

OTHELLO.    Behold, I have a weapon, [260]

	    A better 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, [265]

	    Who can control his fate? ’tis not so now.

	    Be not afraid, though you do see me weapon’d:

	    Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt,

	    And very sea-mark of my utmost sail.

	    Do you go back dismay’d? ’tis a lost fear: [270]

	    Man but a rush against Othello’s breast,

	    And he retires. Where should Othello go?

	    Now: how dost thou look now? O ill-starr’d wench,

	    Pale as thy smock, when we shall meet at count,

	    This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven, [275]

	    And fiends will snatch at it: cold, cold, my girl,

	    Even like thy chastity; O cursed slave!

	    Whip me, you devils,

	    From the possession of this heavenly sight,

	    Blow me about in winds, roast me in sulphur, [280]

	    Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire!

	    O Desdemona, Desdemona dead,

	    Oh, oh, oh.

(Enter Lodovico, Montano, Officers with Iago, prisoner, and Cassio in a chair.)

LODOVICO. Where is this rash and most unfortunate man?

OTHELLO. That’s he that was Othello; here I am. [285]

LODOVICO. Where is this viper? bring the villain forth.

OTHELLO. I look down towards his feet, but that’s a fable,

	    If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee.

(Wounds Iago.)

LODOVICO. Wring his sword from him.

IAGO.    I bleed, sir, but not kill’d.

OTHELLO. I am not sorry neither, I ’ld have thee live, [290]

	    For in my sense ’tis happiness to die.

LODOVICO. O thou Othello, that wert once so good,

	    Fall’n in the practice of a damned slave,

	    What should be said to thee?

OTHELLO.    Why, anything,

	    An honourable murderer, if you will: [295]

	    For nought did I in hate, but all in honour.

LODOVICO. This wretch hath part confess’d his villainy:

	    Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death?

OTHELLO. Ay.

CASSIO. Dear general, I did never give you cause. [300]

OTHELLO. I do believe it, and I ask you pardon;

	    Will you, I pray, demand that demi-devil

	    Why he hath thus ensnar’d my soul and body?

IAGO. Demand me nothing, what you know, you know,

	    From this time forth I never will speak word. [305]

LODOVICO. What, not to pray?

GRATIANO.    Torments will ope your lips.

OTHELLO. Well, thou dost best.

LODOVICO. Sir, you shall understand what hath befall’n,

	    Which, as I think, you know not: here is a letter,

	    Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo; [310]

	    And here another; the one of them imports

	    The death of Cassio; to be undertook

	    By Roderigo.

OTHELLO. O villain!

CASSIO.    Most heathenish, and most gross!

LODOVICO. Now here’s another discontented paper, [315]

	    Found in his pocket too, and this, it seems,

	    Roderigo meant to have sent this damned villain,

	    But that, belike, Iago in the nick

	    Came in, and satisfied him.

OTHELLO.    O the pernicious caitiff!

	    How came you, Cassio, by a handkerchief, [320]

	    That was my wife’s?

CASSIO.    I found it in my chamber,

	    And he himself confess’d it even now,

	    That there he dropp’d it, for a special purpose,

	    Which wrought to his desire.

OTHELLO.    O fool, fool, fool!

CASSIO. There is besides in Roderigo’s letter [325]

	    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,

	    Iago set him on. [330]

LODOVICO. 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,

	    That can torment him much, and hold him long, [335]

	    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.

OTHELLO. Soft you, a word or two:

	    I have done the state some service, and they know ’t; [340]

	    No more of that: I pray you in your letters,

	    When you shall these unlucky deeds relate,

	    Speak of them as they are; nothing extenuate,

	    Nor set down aught in malice; then must you speak

	    Of one that lov’d not wisely, but too well: [345]

	    Of one not easily jealous, but being wrought,

	    Perplex’d 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,

	    Albeit unused to the melting mood, [350]

	    Drops tears as fast as the Arabian trees

	    Their medicinal gum; set you down this,

	    And say besides, that in Aleppo once,

	    Where a malignant and a turban’d Turk

	    Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the state, [355]

	    I took by the throat the circumcised dog,

	    And smote him thus.

(Stabs himself.)

LODOVICO. O bloody period!

GRATIANO.    All that’s spoke is marr’d.

OTHELLO. I kiss’d thee ere I kill’d thee, no way but this,

	    Killing myself, to die upon a kiss. [360]

(Falls on the bed, and dies.)

CASSIO. This did I fear, but thought he had no weapon,

	    For he was great of heart.

LODOVICO (to Iago).    O Spartan dog,

	    More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea,

	    Look on the tragic lodging of this bed:

	    This is thy work, the object poisons sight, [365]

	    Let it be hid: Gratiano, keep the house,

	    And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor,

	    For they succeed to you: to you, lord governor,

	    Remains the censure of this hellish villain,

	    The time, the place, the torture: O, enforce it! [370]

	    Myself will straight aboard, and to the state

	    This heavy act with heavy heart relate.

(Exeunt.)

Editorische Notiz

Der englische Text folgt der Ausgabe: William Shakespeare, Othello, hrsg. von M. R. Ridley, London: Methuen, 1971 (New Arden Edition).

Das Glossar enthält in der Regel alle Wörter, die nicht zum Grundwortschatz im Thematischen Grund- und Aufbauwortschatz Englisch von Gernot Häublein und Recs Jenkins (Stuttgart: Ernst Klett Sprachen, 2001) gehören. Im Zweifelsfall wurde großzügig verfahren, d. h. eher eine Vokabel mehr aufgenommen als dort vorgesehen, so dass der Text für Englischlernende ab der 10. Klasse verständlich sein sollte.

Im Glossar verwendete englische Abkürzungen

arch. archaic (altertümlich)

fig. figuratively (übertragen)

Fr. French

Ital. Italian

Lat. Latin

o.s. oneself

pl. plural

s.o. someone

s.th. something
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			Nachwort

			Shakespeares Tragödie Othello wurde vermutlich 1604 geschrieben und in demselben Jahr erstmals aufgeführt. Das Stück war ein großer Publikumserfolg und übertraf mit seinen immer wieder angesetzten Aufführungen die anderen großen Tragödien des Autors. Mehr noch: Es regte, zusammen mit Hamlet (1602), so viele Nachahmungen an, dass wir heute zusammenfassend von einer besonderen dramatischen Gattung, der sogenannten ›jakobäischen Rachetragödie‹ sprechen.

			Die Hauptrolle fiel zu Shakespeares Lebzeiten seinem Freund und Schauspielerkollegen Richard Burbage zu, der als »grieved Moor« seine Zuschauer offenbar nachhaltig ­beeindruckte. Für Richard Flatters Behauptung, dass kein Geringerer als Shakespeare selbst die Rolle des Iago übernahm – eine sehr verlockende Vermutung –, haben wir allerdings keinen Beleg. Vielmehr scheint diese als Komplementärfigur konzipierte Rolle eher mit John Lowin besetzt gewesen zu sein, der auch in Hamlet (Titelrolle Rich­ard Burbage) eine wichtige Komplementärrolle (Clau­dius) übernahm.

			Die einzige das Stück in seiner Gesamtheit verwerfende Kritik stammt aus dem Jahre 1693. Thomas Rymer schrieb damals: »There is in this play some burlesk, some humour and ramble of Comical Wit, some shew and some Mimickry to divert the spectators: but the tragical part is plainly none other than a Bloody Farce, without salt or savour.«

			Seit dem 18. Jahrhundert ist Othello hingegen bei Kritikern und Publikum gleichermaßen beliebt, was zweifellos auf die unter den Tragödien Shakespeares einmalig gelungene Verbindung von kompakter Handlung und unerschöpflich erscheinendem Aussagepotenzial zurückzuführen ist. Wie kein anderes Shakespearestück ruft es beim Zuschauer spontane Reaktionen hervor. Iagos Auftritte sind in der Vergangenheit oft mit Zischen, lauten Protesten und gar mit direkten, an Othello gerichteten Warnrufen begleitet worden. Immerhin ist das Publikum heute bereit, die schauspielerische Leistung des Iago-Darstellers am Schluss mit Beifall zu honorieren.

			Dieser gewandelten Einstellung der Zuschauer entsprechen auch veränderte Inszenierungen und literaturkritische Bewertungen von Othello. Das Stück, so will es scheinen, bedarf keiner Adaptionen wie die anderen Tragödien und ist, mehr als Macbeth und wohl auch Hamlet, eher für die heutige Zeit geschrieben worden. Wir sehen in Othello Bezüge, die Shakespeares Zeitgenossen aufgrund eines völlig anderen Weltbildes entgingen. Und so haben wir in den letzten 100 Jahren Inszenierungen zu verzeichnen, die uns zunächst überraschen, aber vom Text selbst her durchaus begründbar sind. In einer Inszenierung von 1935 wurden die Beziehungen zwischen Othello (Ralph Richardson) und Iago (Laurence Olivier) als homosexuelles Verhältnis interpretiert. Laurence Olivier begegnet uns erneut, dieses Mal als Othello, in einer Inszenierung aus dem Jahre 1964. Hier erscheint Othello – ungemein aktuell – mit karibischem Akzent und Gehabe, während Iago (Frank Finlay) mit seinem nordenglischen Dialekt Provinzialismus, Nonkonformismus und Aufsteigertum suggeriert. Gerade Iagos Rolle lässt eine ungewöhnliche interpretatorische Vielfalt zu, so dass ihr dramatisches Potenzial keineswegs ausgeschöpft ist. Die Literaturkritik hat hier ein erhebliches Maß an Vorleistungen erbracht, deren dramaturgische Umsetzung noch Jahrzehnte dauern wird.

			Die erste Textfassung von Othello, eine Quartausgabe (Q1 – 1622), erschien relativ spät, unmittelbar gefolgt von der ersten Gesamtausgabe des Shakespeareschen Werkes (Folio 1 – 1623). Wir wissen nicht, ob der Folio-Text einer anderen Vorlage entnommen wurde. Die Unterschiede sind, verglichen mit anderen Stücken, nicht sehr groß. In der Folio-Fassung finden wir weniger Flüche, offenbar eine Konzession an ein Gesetz aus dem Jahre 1606, welches dem Theater entsprechende Auflagen machte. Außerdem ist der Folio-Text insgesamt 160 Zeilen länger als die erste Quartausgabe, die interessanterweise mehr Bühnenanweisungen enthält. Eine weitere Quartausgabe (Q2) liegt aus dem Jahr 1630 vor. Hier sind die jeweils fehlenden Elemente der vorhergehenden Ausgabe einbezogen worden. Die Tatsache, dass Othello zu einer Zeit, als das Theater nur noch eine geringe Bedeutung hatte, noch einmal als Einzeltext aufgelegt wurde, spricht für das ungebrochene Ansehen des Stückes.

			Mit der Wahl eines venezianischen Stoffes traf Shake­speare erneut den zeitgenössischen Publikumsgeschmack. Bereits 1596/97 hatte er im Merchant of Venice mit geographisch und soziologisch interessanten Dimensionen experimentiert, die auch in Othello wieder auftauchen. In beiden Stücken ist der wegen seiner Exotik faszinierende Handlungsort durch einen Außenstehenden mit einem besonderen Spannungsverhältnis versehen worden. Venedig, über dessen politische Verfassung Shakespeare sich vermutlich in Kardinal Contarinis Commonwealth and Government informierte, ist offenbar auf den Bankier ­Shylock und noch mehr auf den Berufssoldaten Othello ­angewiesen. Trotzdem ist die Republik keine offene Gesellschaft, weder für den Juden Shylock, der die Integration nicht sucht, noch für den ›Mohren‹ Othello, der sein militärisches Renommee mit Gleichberechtigung verwechselt.

			Venedig genoss im England des 16. und 17. Jahrhunderts ein wegen seiner freistaatlichen Verfassung, der in seinem Herrschaftsbereich garantierten religiösen Toleranz, wegen seiner ausgedehnten Handelsbeziehungen und nicht zuletzt wegen seines permanenten Abwehrkampfes gegen die Türken hohes Ansehen. Gleichzeitig war Venedig auch ein Teil jenes Italienbildes, das sich vom 16. zum 17. Jahrhundert zunehmend verdunkelte. Der in den Komödien vermittelte Eindruck von Schönheit, Lebensfreude und höherer Kultur wurde nach und nach von einem anderen Klischeebild verdrängt, welches sich zuweilen auch vorher schon manifestiert hatte. Dieses Italien war das Land des Macchiavellismus, der Intrige, der politischen und moralischen Korruption, des teuflisch erscheinenden Papsttums und der Destruktion aus Motiven, die sich einer einfachen Begründung entziehen.

			Shakespeares Quelle war eine 1566 in Venedig von Giovanni Battista Giraldo Cinthio unter dem Titel Hecatommithi veröffentlichte Sammlung von Geschichten, deren Weg nur bis Frankreich belegt ist. Gegen die Vermutung, dass Shakespeare eine englische Übersetzung zur Verfügung hatte, spricht die Tatsache, dass sein Text weniger wörtlich mit der Vorlage übereinstimmt, als dies etwa bei den Historien oder Römerdramen der Fall ist.

			Cinthios Geschichte wurde von Shakespeare erheblich verändert und auch erweitert. Die in der Vorlage angege­benen Motive und Handlungsstränge sind einfach und direkt; sie sollten jedoch auch dort nicht übergangen werden, wo Shakespeares Text offenkundig von ihnen abweicht. Dieser Hinweis gilt insbesondere für die Frage nach Iagos Motiven.

			In Cinthios Novelle ist der Fähnrich (Shakespeares Iago) in Disdemona (sic!) verliebt, kann sie aber aus Angst vor dem ›Mohren‹ (der bei Cinthio namenlos bleibt) nicht unmittelbar ansprechen. Disdemona nimmt keine Notiz von seinen vorsichtigen Annäherungsversuchen, woraufhin der Fähnrich vermutet, dass sie statt seiner Person den Hauptmann (Shakespeares Cassio) liebt. Der Fähnrich sinnt auf Rache. Der Hauptmann soll sterben, und, wenn ihm, dem Fähnrich, Disdemona verwehrt ist, soll auch der Mohr sie verlieren. Als der Hauptmann wegen eines Disziplinarverfahrens degradiert wird, setzt sich Disdemona ihrem Gatten gegenüber allzu nachdrücklich für ihn ein. Der Mohr erzählt dem Fähnrich von diesem Übereifer seiner Frau und bringt ihn damit auf den eigentlichen Rachegedanken. Mit Suggestivfragen weckt der Fähnrich den Argwohn des Mohren. Später unterstellt er Disdemona eine rassisch bedingte Abscheu vor ihrem Gatten, eine Verdächtigung, die den Mohren vollends aus dem Gleichgewicht geraten lässt. Zunächst ist jedoch der Fähnrich selbst in Gefahr. Der Mohr droht ihm ein böses Ende an für den Fall, dass die aufgestellten Behauptungen nicht zutreffen. Er verlangt einen sichtbaren Beweis für Disdemonas Untreue. Mit Hilfe seiner dreijährigen Tochter gelingt es dem Fähnrich, Disdemonas Taschentuch, ein wertvolles Geschenk des Mohren, zu entwenden und in den Besitz des Hauptmanns zu bringen. Als der Mohr das Taschentuch, nachdem er Disdemona vergeblich danach gefragt hatte, unter geschickter Anleitung des Fähnrichs im Haus des Hauptmanns sieht, ist für ihn der geforderte Beweis erbracht. Er bittet den Fähnrich, den Hauptmann zu töten. Der weisungsgemäß eingeleitete Anschlag gelingt jedoch nur zum Teil. Disdemona wird sodann vom Mohren und dem Fähnrich gemeinsam mit einem sandgefüllten Strumpf erschlagen. Der Mord wird anschließend durch Zerstörung des Hauses verdeckt. Nach der Tat ist der Mohr so sehr von Kummer geplagt, dass er nunmehr den Fähnrich zu hassen beginnt. Er enthebt ihn seiner Funktionen. Dieser rächt sich, indem er den – überlebenden – Hauptmann zu einem Gerichtsverfahren gegen den Mohren anstachelt. Der Mohr gesteht schließlich unter der Folter seine Tat. Er wird lebenslänglich aus Venedig verbannt und von Disdemonas Verwandten getötet. Der Fähnrich entgeht zunächst seiner Bestrafung und kann eine Zeitlang weitere Opfer verfolgen, wird letztlich aber auch festgenommen und stirbt unter der Folter.

			Die zentralen Handlungsepisoden der Novelle von Cinthio, in denen die Verführung des Mohren durch seinen Fähnrich dargestellt wird, entsprechen teilweise sehr genau der Handlung in Shakespeares Tragödie. Für den ersten und den letzten Akt finden wir hingegen nur wenige Parallelen in der Quelle.

			Die von Shakespeare erdachten Namen von zwei Prot­agonisten sind bezeichnenderweise nicht mit Italien, sondern mit Spanien assoziiert. Iago (Santiago – der Heilige Jakob) hatte als spanischer Nationalheiliger und als Bezugs­figur für die mehrere Jahrhunderte dauernde Reconquista den Beinamen »Matamoros« (›Mohren‹- oder ›Mauren­töter‹), während der Name Roderigo sowohl an den letzten Westgotenkönig Roderich als auch an den spanischen Na­tionalhelden des Mittelalters Roderigo Diaz (El Cid) er­innert.

			Der Name der Titelfigur ist hingegen keiner historischen Gestalt zuzuordnen. »Othello« ist eine italienische Diminutivform von »Otho«, einem römischen Kaiser, dessen Büste eine Abteilung der Cottonian Library ziert und Kennern der mittelenglischen Literatur noch heute als Orientierungshilfe dient. Diese in London aufbewahrte wert­volle Sammlung alter Handschriften aus den Beständen aufgelöster Klöster war zur Shakespearezeit bekannt. Ein direkter Bezug zu Shakespeare ist jedoch bislang nicht nachgewiesen worden.

			Die erste Szene von Shakespeares Othello ist eine typische Expositionsszene, in der der Titelheld zunächst nicht auftritt. Stattdessen sehen wir zwei Figuren, den Aristokraten Roderigo und den Fähnrich Iago, den wir weder hier noch später im Stück definitiv einer bestimmten Stufe in der gesellschaftlichen Hierarchie zuordnen können. Iago führt sich mit einem vulgären Fluch (»’Sblood«) ein, der sich deutlich von Roderigos fast höflichem »Tush« abhebt. Iago kann es sich offenbar erlauben, Roderigo in rüder Weise zu antworten. Wir merken sehr bald, dass Roderigo ein Tölpel ist, der sich von Iago missbrauchen und ausbeuten lässt. Zu Iagos Eigenschaften gehört unter anderem ein handfester materieller Erwerbstrieb, der die Veruntreuung der ihm von Roderigo für Desdemona überlassenen Werte einschließt. Iago ist Ökonom. Er sorgt nicht nur für sich selbst und gebraucht sehr häufig kommerzielle Termini (»sell«, »buy«, »profit«, »dear«, »purse«, »enrich«, »jewels«, »gold«), sondern berät am Ende von Akt I auch Roderigo für das kommende Unternehmen (»put money enough in your purse«).

			Iagos Erwerbstrieb war für Shakespeares Zeitgenossen ebenso vulgär und verdächtig wie sein von ihm selbst vorgebrachtes Aufstiegsmotiv. Für viele Kritiker ist Iagos Enttäuschung darüber, dass er bei der Ernennung des stellvertretenden Befehlshabers zu Unrecht übergangen worden sei, nur ein Ad-hoc-Argument zur Beschwichtigung Roderigos. Bradleys Warnung, keiner Aussage Iagos Glauben zu schenken, solange sie nicht durch Tatsachen oder Wiederholungen gedeckt sei, hat viele Kritiker dazu verleitet, Iagos Motive auf einige wenige zu reduzieren. Ist deshalb das von ihm selbst vorgetragene Aufstiegsmotiv nicht echt, zumal er selbst nur einmal kurz (I,3,392) und zweimal eher indirekt (II,1,174 und 277) darauf zurückkommt, und außerdem niemand auf seine Enttäuschung eingeht? Letzterem wäre entgegenzuhalten, dass Iago als Person für alle anderen Figuren bezeichnenderweise uninteressant ist. Dies entspricht der traditionellen dramatischen Konvention, derzufolge nur Personen höheren Standes als Charaktere von Interesse sind. Zu dieser Gruppe rechnet Iago zweifellos nicht, wie die Kritiker einhellig feststellen. Wir erfahren nichts über seine Herkunft, und er ist ganz sicher nicht der Typ des degenerierten Aristokraten, den wir in Falstaff erkennen. Die Stellung seiner Frau Emilia ist ebenfalls nicht genau definiert, doch erscheint sie uns eher als Bedienstete Desdemonas denn als auch nur annähernd gleichberechtigte Figur. Über Iagos Bildung erfahren wir indirekt etwas in seiner ersten Rede. Für den erfolgreichen Florentiner Cassio hat er nur Verachtung übrig, denn dieser hat ihm offenbar einiges an theoretischer Bildung (»book­ish theoric«) voraus, während Iago für sich Erfahrung und Praxis reklamiert. Doch ist es nicht nur Bildungsneid, den Iago für den Aristokraten Cassio empfindet. Es ist ein grober Klassenhass, der den Lebensstil der Aristokratie und die von ihr gesetzten ästhetischen Normen als anstößig empfindet. Iago hat Cassio gegenüber Minderwertigkeitskomplexe. Wenn er ihn als »proper man« bezeichnet, so ist dies vordergründig ironisch, aber gleichzeitig auch Ausdruck seines Neides. Noch deutlicher ist Iagos expliziter Vergleich in Akt V:

				»He has a daily beauty in his life,

				That makes me ugly: […]« (V,1,19 f.).

			Iagos Hass auf das Schöne ist ebenso wie sein Aufstiegsmotiv Ausdruck seines diabolischen Charakters, denn geläufiger Auffassung zufolge konnte nur der Teufel ein Interesse an der Zerstörung der Ordnung, die sich als Schönheit manifestierte, haben.

			Bei seinem ersten Auftritt kann sich Iago mehr Ehrlichkeit erlauben als später, denn er hat nur den tölpelhaften Roderigo vor sich. Diese von Shakespeare eigens geschaffene Figur erfüllt im übrigen fast ausschließlich einen dra­matischen Zweck. An ihr kann Iago dem Zuschauer gegenüber seine Manipulationskünste vorführen, und sie dient gleichzeitig zur Steigerung der Spannung, denn Iago erweist sich bald als allzu selbstsicherer Schurke. Roderigo schöpft nach und nach Verdacht und muss schließlich von Iago kaltblütig ermordet werden. Seine dramatische Funktion wird sodann von Emilia übernommen. Sie, Iagos Frau, ist es, die am Schluss die Intrige erkennt und mutig aufdeckt. Iago täuscht sich mithin bei Figuren, die er nicht ernst nimmt.

			Ein weiteres Motiv für Iagos Handeln glaubt etwa Elliott bereits in seiner ersten Aussage zu erkennen. Im Gegensatz zu Cassio ist Iago von Othellos Heirat ebenso überrascht worden wie Roderigo und – so Elliott – dadurch zutiefst gekränkt worden. Das Argument ist, auf sich gestellt und nur auf diese und eine weitere Stelle (I,2,20) bezogen, kaum überzeugend und vermag nur dann sinnvoll zu erscheinen, wenn wir, wie die bereits erwähnte Inszenierung aus den dreißiger Jahren, ein homosexuelles Verhältnis zwischen Othello und Iago unterstellen. Eine von Heilman zitierte psychoanalytische Deutung des Stückes geht davon aus, dass Iago für Desdemona besonders intensive Hassgefühle empfindet, weil sie ihm nicht nur Othello, sondern auch Cassio streitig macht.

			Iagos erste längere Rede endet mit seinem bekanntesten Ausspruch: »I am not what I am« (I,1,65). Von dieser Stelle an weiß der Zuschauer, dass Iagos wahre Identität für seine Umwelt verborgen bleibt. Iago ist Schauspieler. Eines seiner Lieblingswörter ist »show«. In einem der für ihn typischen Selbstgespräche, die gleichermaßen für die Zuschauer wie für ihn selbst bestimmt sind, spricht er gar von »heavenly shows« (II,3,345). Wir haben in diesem Stück mehr als das bei Shakespeare häufige ›Theater im Theater‹, das primär an andere Figuren des jeweiligen Stückes adressiert ist. Allerdings ist es nicht so, dass Iago seine Opfer einfach von seinem selbst inszenierten Drama ausschließt. Im Gegenteil: Er fordert Othello immer wieder auf, zu ›sehen‹, ein bereits in Cinthios Novelle ansatzweise vorhandenes Element. W. H. Auden sieht Iago als ›Joker in the Pack‹, als eine Figur mithin, die die anderen Figuren mit immer neuen Streichen übertrumpft und durch den Erfolg vom groben Streich bis hin zum Kapitalverbrechen getragen wird. Iagos wiederholter Ausruf »Is ’t possible?« ist Ausdruck dieses Vergnügens an den Leiden der von ihm düpierten Mitspieler. Doch ist Iago mehr als ein bösartig veranlagter Spaßvogel, der von Erfolg zu Erfolg taumelt. Er ist ein Meister der Schauspielkunst, der sich an seinem eigenen Können berauscht. Der Aufstieg, der ihm in der realen Gesellschaft mit ihren starren Konventionen notwendigerweise versagt blieb, ist ihm umso mehr in seiner dramatischen Welt möglich. Hier kann er sein ›vereiteltes Überlegenheitsgefühl‹ (Bradley) befriedigen und sein ›rasendes Verlangen nach Selbsterhöhung‹ (Flatter) stillen. ­Iagos Selbstgespräche sind nicht die reflektierenden Monologe eines Hamlet, sie sind jedoch mehr als dramatisch funktionale Hinweise für die Zuschauer. Iago kann sich hier selbst bewundern: Iago als Narziss.

			Iagos Schauspielkunst wird bereits in der Expositionsszene deutlich. Er kann sich auf sein Gegenüber einstellen und so seine Gesprächspartner leicht für sich gewinnen. Gegenüber Roderigo kann er sich sogar sehr bald die mokante Anrede »sir« erlauben, ohne dass dieser die Ironie bemerkt. In der Verführungsszene (III,3) treibt Iago Othello gegenüber die der eigenen Belustigung dienende Imitation seines Gesprächspartners so weit, dass selbst Othello es bemerkt.

			Iago ist nicht nur Schauspieler, sondern auch Regisseur. Er ist es, der die Tragödie Othello inszeniert und dabei seine Regie für den Zuschauer – und für sich selbst – nach und nach entwickelt und verfeinert. Nur wissen seine Akteure nichts von den ihnen zugedachten Rollen. Neben Handlungen, die aufgrund der vorgegebenen Umstände von selbst ablaufen, weist dieses Stück Episoden auf, bei denen Iago als Regisseur eingreifen muss. In der Täuschungsszene (IV,1) arrangiert er den Handlungsablauf so, dass für den eigens geladenen Zuschauer Othello der sichtbare Beweis für Desdemonas Untreue erbracht ist. Die anderen Regieszenen sind nächtliche Unruheszenen, von der Radauszene vor Brabantios Haus (I,1) über die Unruheszene auf Zypern (II,3) bis hin zur blutigen Überfallszene (V,1). Bei allen drei Szenen muss der Regisseur Iago kräftig nachhelfen, um den gewünschten Effekt zu erzielen.

			Warum hasst Iago Othello? Dass er ihn hasst, kann wohl kaum bezweifelt werden. Wir erfahren bereits davon in seinem ersten Gespräch mit Roderigo, und Iago bekräftigt diesen Hass mit einer deutlichen Emphase am Ende des ersten Aktes. Wieder ist es Roderigo, dem er sich freimütig offenbart:

				»I have told thee often, and I tell thee again, and again, I hate the Moor; my cause is hearted«

				 (I,3,364–366).

			Als Iago dann allein ist, spricht er am Anfang seines ersten großen Monologs dieselben Worte aus, allerdings mit einer kaum glaubhaft erscheinenden Begründung:

				»[…] I hate the Moor,

				And it is thought abroad, that ’twixt my sheets

				He’s done my office; I know not if ’t be true …

				Yet I, for mere suspicion in that kind,

				Will do, as if for surety« (I,3,385–389).

			Dem aufmerksamen Leser wird die hier merkwürdig erscheinende Standardkonjunktion »and« aufgefallen sein. Iagos Intellekt arbeitet assoziativ. Der – vielleicht allzu freimütigen – Selbstoffenbarung folgt eine deutlich impro­visierte Begründung. Sie taucht als ausdrückliches Rachemotiv Iagos noch einmal auf (II,1,290–294). Ist sie deshalb weniger glaubhaft? Das Stück bietet keinen Anhaltspunkt für eine tatsächliche außereheliche Beziehung zwischen Othello und Emilia. Die Kritik betont zudem Iagos große Menschenkenntnis als Argument dafür, dass er mit diesem Verdacht nur ein Pseudoargument vorbrachte. Außerdem, so lesen wir bei mehreren Kritikern, müsste sich Iagos Rache ebenso gegen Emilia richten. Bei objektiver Betrachtung ist der Verdacht somit für Iago ein Motiv, das ihm zufällig einfiel, als er für seinen Hass eine Begründung suchte. Seit Coleridge spricht die Kritik treffend von ›motive hunting‹ als einem wesentlichen Charakterzug Iagos. Iago ist demnach auf der Suche nach Motiven für sein eigenes Handeln. Seine Einfälle wachsen allerdings über ihren anfänglichen Pseudocharakter hinaus, wie die zweite Stelle deutlich zeigt:

				»For that I do suspect the lustful Moor

				Hath leap’d into my seat, the thought whereof

				Doth like a poisonous mineral gnaw my inwards,

				And nothing can, nor shall content my soul,

				Till I am even with him, wife, for wife« (II,1, 292–296).

			Iago hat inzwischen vergessen, dass dieses Motiv ursprünglich nur ein willkommener Einfall war und ihm eine vordergründige Motivation für seinen Hass lieferte. Aus dem ›bloßen‹, nicht ernstgenommenen Verdacht ist nunmehr eine quälende Besessenheit geworden, die ihm den Weg der Rache zwingend vorschreibt. Iago ist somit nicht einfach der rational-zynische, alles kaltblütig ­planende und ausführende Bösewicht, als der er vor allem in der älteren Kritik dargestellt wird, sondern ein aus­gesprochen schizoider Charakter. Er lebt in zwei Welten, der von ihm objektiv wahrgenommenen realen Umwelt und in einer von ihm selbst gestalteten illusorisch-thea­tralischen Welt, in die hinein er nicht nur andere dank ­seiner suggestiven Fähigkeiten zu zerren vermag. Auch er wird Opfer seiner Suggestion: Iago als Selbst-Verführer.

			In Cinthios Novelle ist ein eifersüchtiges Verlangen nach Desdemona der Grund, der das Vorgehen des Fähnrichs zunächst bestimmt. Wenn wir der großen Mehrheit der Kritiker folgen, so scheidet dieses Motiv für Shakespeares Fähnrich Iago völlig aus. Bei genauerer Betrachtung seiner eigenen Aussagen erweist sich jedoch, dass Cinthios Geschichte nicht so sehr verändert als vielmehr erweitert worden ist. Wiederum ist es die Form der Aussage, die uns eine besondere Aufmerksamkeit abverlangt. In einem längeren assoziativen Monolog am Ende der ersten Szene von Akt II stellt Iago die erotischen Beziehungen zwischen den Hauptfiguren dar. Cassio, so glaubt er, liebt Desdemona; der Mohr wird sich als treuer Gemahl erweisen. Iago fährt dann fort:

				»[…] 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« (II,1,288–291).

			Wieder sind es die Übergänge zwischen den von Iago ­vorgetragenen Äußerungen, die uns als besonders signi­fikant erscheinen. Iago argumentiert nicht mit logischer Konsequenz, sondern assoziativ improvisierend. Der ­Ausspruch »now I do love her too« will uns gerade deshalb als echte Selbstentlarvung erscheinen, weil er von schwachen, zusammenhanglosen Begründungen gefolgt wird. Die Kommata und die eine gedankliche Parenthese anzeigenden Klammern sind Indiz für Iagos Oszillieren zwischen einem Selbstentlarvungsdrang und abschwächend-verdeckenden Begründungen: Iago als frustrierter Liebhaber. Weitere Belege für seine Liebe zu Desdemona lassen sich unschwer in dem geistreichen Dialog dieser beiden Figuren zu Beginn eben dieser Szene finden. Iagos Antworten sind durchweg mit sexuellen Konnotationen befrachtet. Desdemona nennt ihn abschließend Cassio gegenüber »a most profane and liberal counsellor« (II,1,163 f.). Iagos obszöne Zweideutigkeiten werden daraufhin von Cassio als die einfache Sprache des Ungebildeten entschuldigt. Ob Iago diese Kränkung hört, wissen wir nicht, denn er ist mittlerweile mit etwas anderem beschäftigt. Hasserfüllt beobachtet und kommentiert er die zwischen Cassio und Desdemona ausgetauschten Höflichkeiten. Seine Eifersucht lässt ihn zunächst nur an Rache denken, womit wir erneut an Cinthios Novelle erinnert werden. Dann jedoch gelangen Elemente seines von einer brutalen Sexualität geprägten Unterbewusstseins an die Oberfläche. Es ist bezeichnend für das Ausmaß seiner sexuellen Erregung, dass er die durch Othellos Auftritt unterbrochene sexuelle Thematik im Beisein Roderigos wieder aufnimmt. Hier argumentiert er zunächst mit sexualpsychologischer Nüchternheit, steigert sich dann jedoch zu neurotischen Zwangs­vorstellungen, um sich schließlich mit Abscheu davon zu distanzieren.

			Während Roderigo von Iagos Sexualdiagnosen und Zwangsneurosen unbeeindruckt bleibt, ist Othello nicht gegen sexuelle Suggestionen gefeit. Bei seiner Verführung arbeitet Iago mit Suggestivfragen, die in zunehmendem Maße mit konkreten Vorstellungen angereichert werden. In der ersten Szene des vierten Aktes verliert Othello nach einer erneuten sexuell suggestiven Aussage Iagos über Desdemonas angebliches Verhältnis zu Cassio vollends das Gleichgewicht. Auch Jagos Sadismus ist immer mit sexuellen Konnotationen befrachtet. Es ist wohl nicht verfehlt, seine sexuell-sadistischen Phantastereien und Handlungen als Ausdruck einer Ersatzbefriedigung zu deuten, deren er als frustrierter Liebhaber bedarf. Auch sollte der Stellenwert dieses Motivs nicht zu gering veranschlagt werden, denn Iago stellt sich bereits in der ersten Szene des Stückes damit vor. Er ist es, der Brabantio mit sexuell-sadistischen Grobheiten um seinen Schlaf bringt, und er ist es, der hier und in II,1 als Unruhestifter die Liebesnacht zwischen Othello und Desdemona stört.

			Zwischen Iagos sexueller Besessenheit als Symptom einer moralischen Korruption sowie seinem Einsatz sexueller Suggestionen zur Verführung Unschuldiger einerseits und der Schlangenmetaphorik des Stückes andererseits bestehen deutliche Bezüge. Emilia spricht im vierten Akt hypothetisch von »serpent’s curse« (IV,2,16), und Lodovico ruft am Ende nach dem Urheber des Unheils mit den Worten »Where is this viper?« (V,2,286). Othello selbst hatte bereits in seiner Beschwörung des Hasses von »aspics’ tongues« (III,3,457) gesprochen: die Giftschlange Iago als Werkzeug des Teufels.

			In der ihrer Ordnung beraubten Welt von Othello wird Gift zum Heilmittel und Iago zum Arzt. Nach Othellos Anfall in IV,1 bemühen sich Cassio und Iago um ihn. Während Cassio nur elementare Sanitäterdienste anbieten kann, stellt Iago eine scheinbar fundierte Diagnose. Andere Fi­guren, Cassio, Roderigo und Bianca, werden von ihm ebenfalls diagnostiziert, wie auch seine Beschreibung und Erklärung heterosexueller Beziehungen zunächst durch klinisch-rationale Nüchternheit gekennzeichnet ist. Es steigert die Tragik des Stückes, dass Dr. Iago nicht nur Othello zu seinen Patienten zählt, sondern auch Desdemona. Sie wendet sich in IV,2 verzweifelt an ihn und wird von ihm wie von einem Arzt beschwichtigt.

			Als Typ hat Iago bestimmte dramatische Vorläufer. Da sind einmal die schablonenhaften Figuren »Devil« des Mystery Play und »Vice« des Morality Play. Zum anderen entdecken wir Anleihen beim macchiavellistischen Schurken, wie er uns etwa in Marlowes Jew of Malta begegnet. Als Inkarnation des Bösen ist Iago viel komplexer als seine Vorgänger; in seiner dramatischen Funktion als Bezugsperson ist er jedoch eng an das letztgenannte Vorbild angelehnt. Die eingangs erwähnte neue Gattung der ›jakobäischen Rachetragödie‹ kennt ebenfalls den macchiavellistischen Schurken, der sich und seine Intrigen dem Publikum offenbart. In Shakespeares eigenem Werk ist der macchiavellistische Typ deutlicher bei Richard III und Edmund (in King Lear) ausgeprägt, denn beide streben nach politischer Macht und beide haben eine Philosophie. Iago hingegen hat nur die ›Philosophie eines Krokodils‹ (Flatter), das darauf bedacht ist, alles Höherstehende zu sich herabzuziehen. Es ist ein besonderes Merkmal dieser Tragödie von Shake­speare, dass sie philosophisch kaum etwas zu bieten hat. Während die Titelfigur geistig anspruchslos ist, hat die Figur des die Ordnung nachhaltig störenden Schurken nur eine zynisch-materialistische Lebensphilosophie vorzuweisen, durch die die etablierten Normen nicht ernsthaft in Frage gestellt werden. Der philosophischen Durchdringung der anderen Tragödien entspricht hier eine umso größere psychologische Tiefe, insbesondere in der Figur Iagos. Zwei Epitheta sind es, die uns bei dieser Figur besonders auffallen. Wie Heilman feststellt, hat Shakespeare die Bezeichnung »slave« fast ausschließlich für Iago reserviert. Das relativ häufige Vorkommen des Wortes lässt den Schluss zu, dass Shakespeare dabei nicht nur das damals geläufige Schimpfwort (›gemeiner Kerl, Hund‹) einsetzen wollte, sondern auch den weiteren konnotativen Bereich (Sklave = Mensch außer- und unterhalb der bestehenden Gesellschaft) einbezog. Die Juxtaposition »honest Iago« fiel bereits Shakespeares Zeitgenossen auf, was kaum verwunderlich ist, denn »honest« kommt mehr als fünfzigmal vor. Es ist kaum denkbar, dass Shakespeare »honest« rein denotativ verstanden wissen wollte. Vordergründig ist zweifellos die denotative Bedeutung ›ehrlich‹ gemeint, denn die Juxtaposition kommt vorzugsweise dort vor, wo Täuschung und Selbsttäuschung besonders offenkundig sind. Vor allem ist es Othello, der im Augenblick des Getäuschtwerdens besonders nachdrücklich seinen Glauben an Iagos Ehrlichkeit zum Ausdruck bringt:

				»Iago is most honest« (II,3,6),

				»And for I know thou art full of love and honesty«

				 (III,3,122),

				»My friend, thy husband, honest, honest Iago«

				 (V,2,155).

			Iago gelingt es, den mit dem Wort »honest« verbundenen Respekt für sich allein zu beanspruchen und Desdemona durch Infragestellung und Verweigerung eben dieses Attributs ins Zwielicht zu rücken. Spätestens seit Empsons Beitrag wissen wir aber auch, dass »honest« zur Shakespearezeit ein im Bedeutungswandel begriffenes Wort war und dabei auf einem neuen, von den Konventionen befreiten Ehrbegriff basierte. Gleichzeitig – und das erscheint uns bei der Frage nach Iagos Motiven besonders aufschlussreich – wurde »honest« vielfach herablassend gebraucht und implizierte dabei eine gesellschaftliche Beleidigung des Tieferstehenden sowie einen Hinweis auf dessen unzureichende Bildung. Wenn Iago mithin derart häufig, wenngleich unbeabsichtigt, von Othello und anderen Figuren beleidigt wird, erscheint uns das zuvor erwähnte Motiv des Klassenhasses um einen Beleg reicher.

			Auch wenn einige Kritiker, insbesondere F. R. Leavis, Motivationsanalysen für unangebracht halten und in Iago nicht mehr als einen dramatisch gelungenen Schurkentyp sehen, so lassen sich Iagos Motive nicht einfach auf grobe Klischees wie ›Werkzeug des Teufels‹ oder ›Inkarnation des Bösen‹ reduzieren. Ein Iago-Darsteller hat deshalb große Schwierigkeiten, will er mehr als nur einen Teil des reichhaltigen Motivkatalogs dieser Figur dramatisch umsetzen. Vielleicht kommt man Iagos Charakter näher, wenn man eine von Bradley eher nebenbei geäußerte These weiter verfolgt: die Tragödie Othello auch als Tragödie Iagos.

			Die Tragik des Titelhelden ist, weitaus mehr als bei anderen tragischen Helden Shakespeares, a priori in seiner ­eigenen Person angelegt. Als Vertreter einer anderen Rasse steht Othello von Anfang an in einem Spannungsverhältnis zur venezianischen Normgesellschaft. In jenem ­anderen venezianischen Stück, in The Merchant of Venice, hatte Shakespeare bereits eine exotische Figur, Morocco, auf die Bühne gestellt. Das Gefälle zwischen weißer Normgesellschaft und exotischem Eindringling diente hier nur der Komik, konnte aber auch, wie Cinthios Novelle bereits zeigte, zur Darstellung tragischer Konflikte genutzt werden. Seit der Romantik wurde Shakespeares noble moor vielfach als Nordafrikaner dargestellt, um seine Distanz zur Normgesellschaft zu verkürzen. Vermutlich wurde Shake­speare durch das Erscheinungsbild und das Auftreten einer ­marokkanischen Delegation und ihres Anführers Abd el-Ouahed ben Messaoud angeregt. Diese diplomatische Mission weilte in der zweiten Hälfte des Jahres 1600 am englischen Hof, um eine Allianz gegen den gemeinsamen Feind Spanien zu schmieden. Shakespeares Truppe, die Lord Chamberlain’s Men, trat während dieser Zeit ebenfalls am Hofe auf. Es ist kaum anzunehmen, dass Shake­speare die Besucher nicht wahrgenommen hat.
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					Abd el-Ouahed ben Messaoud ben Mohammed Anoun, 1600/01 Botschafter Marokkos am Hofe Königin Elizabeth I. 

				

			
			
			
			

			

			Die den literarischen Text historistisch verzerrende romantische Sichtweise ist allerdings wieder aufgegeben worden. Shakespeares Othello ist eindeutig negroid, nennt Roderigo ihn doch gleich zu Beginn des Stückes »the thicklips«. Vermutlich machte Shakespeare bei Plinius (Naturalis Historia, übersetzt von Philemon Holland) Anleihen für die Charakterisierung seiner Titelfigur. Othello ist im übrigen auch aus poetischen Gründen schwarz. Das Stück ist mit einer ausgeprägten Schwarzweißmetaphorik versehen, die uns insbesondere in Iagos geistreichem Zwiegespräch mit Desdemona in II,1 auffällt. Während die venezianische Aristokratie nur dann ihre rassistischen Vorurteile zugibt, wenn sie sich, wie Brabantio, geschädigt fühlt, artikuliert Iago gleich zu Beginn der Tragödie ein obszönes Konglomerat aus Rassismus, Sadismus und Sexualität. Wir können im nachhinein Iagos Motive für seinen Hass auf Othello um das der rassistischen Voreingenommenheit ergänzen.

			Othellos erster Auftritt widerlegt völlig das von Iago suggerierte Negativbild. Sein souveräner Umgang mit Brabantio und dem Dogen lässt uns die Möglichkeit eines tragischen Endes zunächst vergessen. Othello hat zu Beginn des Stückes die realen Höhepunkte seines Lebens erreicht, Desdemona und eine totale militärische Befehlsgewalt. Die Republik Venedig hat ihr Schicksal in seine Hände gelegt. Wir erfahren mehrfach aus Iagos Mund, dass Othello ein edler Charakter ist. Allerdings hat Iago schon eine schwache Stelle entdeckt: Der Mohr ist allzu leichtgläubig. Die Kritik hält Othello für dumm, ungebildet, simpel, naiv und stumpfsinnig, um nur einige Attribute zu zitieren. Die Tragik des Helden liegt mithin in seinem Unvermögen, die reale Welt zu begreifen, begründet. Wird Othello dadurch zur heroischen Figur? Hier gehen die Ansichten der Kritiker weit auseinander. Ausgehend von Cassios Ausspruch »he was great of heart« (V,2,362) unmittelbar nach Othellos Tod, gelangt Flatter gar zu dem Urteil, dass Othellos Ende nicht Elend, Niederlage oder Strafe, sondern ein Sieg sei. Mehr noch: Othello stirbt, so Flatter, den edelsten Tod unter Shakespeares Helden. Bradley hält Othello für den romantischsten aller Shakespeare-Helden, meint damit jedoch eher die Ästhetik der Titelfiguren. Othellos Erscheinung und seine Sprache heben ihn durch ihre Exotik und ihre Poesie deutlich von der Umwelt ab. Was T. S. Eliot für Othellos letzte Rede feststellte, eine bewusste ästhetische Selbstisolierung Othellos gegenüber der Umwelt, mag auch für die ersten Auftritte gelten. Es ist bezeichnend für den anfälligen, von Iago zunehmend infizierten Helden des Stückes, dass er im dritten und vierten Akt zeitweilig die Sprache seines Verführers annimmt, diese dann jedoch dank seiner größeren poetischen Veranlagung noch zu steigern vermag. Othellos sexuell-sadistische Zwangsneurosen übertreffen Iagos Wahnvorstellungen in ihrer Brutalität. In der Mordszene (V,2) hingegen entspricht Othellos Sprache wieder dem, was die Kritik als seine Poesie besonders hervorhebt.

			Eine Othello eher negativ bewertende Interpretations­linie können wir etwa bei Granville Barker (Othello als ›savage monster‹) und auch bei Heilman konstatieren. Für Heilman ist Othello die am wenigsten heroische Figur unter Shakespeares tragischen Helden. Heilman vermeint zwei Entwicklungsstränge in der Konzeption der Titelfigur zu erkennen, die uns recht aufschlussreich erscheinen, die Tragik des geistig Zurückgebliebenen und Elemente des späteren bürgerlichen Trauerspiels. Heilman geht bei seiner ersten These von Othellos naiv-stumpfsinnigem Wesen aus, das auch von anderen Kritikern keineswegs geleugnet wird. Es ist in diesem Zusammenhang bezeichnend, dass Othello, verglichen mit anderen Titelfiguren der shakespeareschen Tragödie, relativ wenige Monologe hat. Zudem sind seine Reden noch weniger reflektierend als Iagos Selbstgespräche. Othello, so Heilman, ist im Vergleich zu Macbeth, Antony und Hamlet ein Kind. Shakespeare war damals offenbar an der Diskrepanz zwischen Alter und geistiger Entwicklung als tragischem Konflikt interessiert und entwickelte dieses Motiv in King Lear bis an die Grenze des Möglichen.

			Heilmans zweite These ist in ihrem Ansatz mit T. S. Eliots bereits referierter Wertung Othellos als Flucht in den Ästhetizismus verwandt, zumal sie ebenfalls vom Ende des Stückes ausgeht. Für Heilman ist Othellos Versuch am Schluss der Tragödie, seine heroischen Taten von einst in Erinnerung zu rufen, ein Indiz einer neuen tragischen Konzeption, die sich schließlich im bürgerlichen Trauerspiel kristallisierte. Wir sollten in Parenthese anmerken, dass Othello bereits im ersten Akt indirekt über seine heroisch-exotischen Abenteuer berichtet. Dieser ›romantische Historiker seiner selbst‹, so Heilman, ist Vorläufer des späteren bürgerlichen Helden.

			Tragisch ist auch Desdemonas Schicksal. Auch sie vermag nicht die drohende Gefahr zu erkennen und wendet sich, wie wir gesehen haben, ausgerechnet an Iago mit der Bitte um Aufklärung. Insofern hat J. McLauchlan recht, wenn sie Othellos mangelnde Kenntnis seiner Gattin mit Desdemonas mangelnder Kenntnis ihres Gatten vergleicht und diese wechselseitige Unkenntnis als tragisches Element des Stückes hervorhebt. Desdemona kann von Iago nur getäuscht, aber nicht verführt werden, weil ihre Liebe zu Othello total ist. Ihr Schicksal ist das Martyrium einer Heiligen, denn sie wird nicht zufällig mit dem Epitheton »blessed« belegt. Desdemona geht im Bewusstsein der eigenen Unschuld in den Tod und zeigt auch am Ende nur Liebe für ihren Mörder, wie ihre letzten Worte bezeugen: »Commend me to my kind lord, O, farewell!« (V,2,126). Wie sehr Shakespeare bei der Gestaltung der weiblichen Hauptfigur an die christliche Tradition dachte, geht auch aus der dramatischen Anlage der Mordszene hervor. Desdemona wird ermordet und kommt noch einmal zu Bewusstsein: Martyrium und, wenn man einigen Kritikern folgt, Auferstehung.

			Die Tragödie Othello ist ein Stück, dessen poetische Elemente im Rahmen der vorhergehenden Charakteranalyse nur gelegentlich Erwähnung fanden. Mit Hilfe der Konkordanz können wir die umfangreiche Metaphorik dieses Dramas systematisch erfassen. Wir stellen dabei fest, dass Othello relativ viele durchgehende metaphorische Bezüge aufweist, ohne deren Berücksichtigung das Stück schwerlich adäquat interpretiert werden kann. Wie bei anderen Shakespeare-Dramen sind die wichtigsten Metaphern antithetisch konzipiert. Sie lassen mithin auf Spannungsverhältnisse schließen, die im vordergründigen Handlungs­ablauf nur teilweise erkennbar oder ganz verdeckt sind. Die wichtigsten Metaphern sind: Himmel und Hölle; Licht und Dunkelheit; Tag und Nacht; schwarz und weiß; Heilung und Krankheit; Musik und Unruhe; See, Sturm, Krieg; Feuer, Flamme, Fackel (Iago und später – in Akt V – auch Othello als Luzifer!).

			Wir wollen abschließend auf eine Wertung dieser Tragödie verzichten und auch der Versuchung widerstehen, den von der Kritik vorgeschlagenen Gattungsbezeichnungen (u. a. ›tragedy of passion‹, ›tragedy of consuming love and consuming hate‹) eine weitere hinzuzufügen. Eine ­kritische Stellungnahme zu diesem Stück wäre jedoch unvollständig, wenn wir – fasziniert durch das reiche, den Geist der Shakespearezeit sprengende Aussagepotenzial – die formale Nähe zur aristotelischen Norm nicht würdigen würden. Von Shakespeares großen Tragödien kommt Othello den geforderten Einheiten von Zeit, Ort und Handlung am nächsten. Es verwundert daher nicht, dass ein so streng auf klassische Normen achtender Kritiker wie Samuel Johnson seiner Interpretation eine bescheidene Warnung vorausschickte: »The beauties of this play impress themselves so strongly upon the attention of the reader, that they can draw no aid from critical illustration.«

			Dieter Hamblock
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			Glossar

			  * lieutenant: Leutnant. 

			  * ancient: ensign: Fähnrich. 

			  * duke: Doge; Herzog (Titel des Staatsoberhauptes in Venedig). 

			  * predecessor: Vorgänger. 

			  * kinsman: Verwandter. 

			  * courtesan: Kurtisane. 

			  ­* herald: Herold. 

			  * attendants (pl.): Diener, Gefolge.

			  * tush: Ausdruck der Ungeduld; etwa: also. 

			 * hast: have. 

			 * shouldst: should. 

			 * this: Gemeint ist vermutl. Othellos Heirat. 

			 * ’sblood: Kurzform von by the Lord’s blood: verflucht. 

			 * to abhor: verabscheuen. 

			  * to despise: verachten. 

			 * suit: Gesuch. 

			  * to cap to s.o.: den Hut vor jdm. ziehen. 

			 * to evade: ausweichen. 

			 * circumstance: Umständlichkeit. 

			 * horribly: schrecklich. 

			 * epithet: Fachbegriff. 

			 * conclusion: Abschluss.

			  * to nonsuit: abweisen. 

			 * mediator: Fürsprecher. 

			 * certes: gewiss. 

			 * forsooth: wahrlich. 

			 * damn’d in a fair wife: nicht ganz eindeutig, evtl. auf das italienische Sprichwort »L’hai tolta bella? tuo danno« (»Du hast eine Schöne geheiratet? Dein Schaden«) zurückgehend. Bei Cinthio ist Cassio verheiratet. 

			 * squadron: Schwadron. 

			 * division: Gliederung. 

			 * spinster: Spinnerin; auch: unverheiratete Frau, alte Jungfer. 

			 * bookish theoric: Büchertheorie. 

			 * toged: Toga tragend. 

			 * to propose: argumentieren. 

			 * prattle: Geschwätz. 

			 * heathen: Heide, Ungläubiger. 

			 * to lee: in den Windschatten drehen. 

			 * debitor and creditor: Soll und Haben. 

			 * counter-caster: Rechentafelschieber. 

			 * God bless the mark: Gott stehe mir bei. 

			 * his worship’s: seiner Ehren.

			  * curse: Fluch. 

			 * preferment: Beförderung. 

			 * affection: Zuneigung. 

			 * gradation: Rangfolge. 

			 * heir: Erbe. 

			 * term: Hinsicht. 

			 * affin’d: gehalten, verpflichtet. 

			 * duteous: pflichteifrig. 

			 * knee-crooking: das Knie beugend, kniefällig. 

			 * knave: Kerl. 

			  * to dote on s.th.: in etwas verliebt, vernarrt sein. 

			 * obsequious: unterwürfig. 

			 * bondage: Knechtschaft. 

			 * ass: Esel. 

			 * nought: nichts. 

			 * provender: Futter. 

			 * cashier’d: entlassen. 

			 * trimm’d: geübt. 

			 * visage: Erscheinungsbild. 

			  * to attend on o.s.: sich selbst dienen. 

			 * to thrive: gedeihen. 

			* to line: (Innenseite eines Kleidungsstücks) füttern.

			  * homage: Ehrerbietung. 

			 * to profess: bekennen. 

			 * the native act: das wahre Handeln. 

			 * complement extern: Außendarstellung. 

			 * sleeve: Ärmel. 

			 * dove: Taube. Die Folio-Ausgaben enthalten daws ›Dohlen‹. 

			* to peck at s.th.: an etwas picken. 

			 * fortune: Glück. 

			 * to owe: own: besitzen. 

			 * to carry: zustande bringen. 

			 * to rouse: wachrütteln. 

			 * to proclaim: ausrufen. 

			 * to incense: anstacheln. 

			 * fertile: fruchtbar. 

			 * to dwell: wohnen. 

			 * to plague: heimsuchen. 

			 * vexation: Verdruss.

			  * timorous: furchtsam. 

			 * dire: schrecklich. 

			 * yell: Schrei. 

			 * negligence: Fahrlässigkeit. 

			  * to spy: erspähen. 

			 * populous: bevölkerungsreich. 

			 * summons: Weckruf. 

			 * zounds: Kurzform des Fluches by the Lord’s wounds: verdammt. 

			 * for shame: pfui. 

			 * gown: Mantel, Gewand. 

			 * ram: Widder. 

			  * to tup (auch: to top): bespringen, decken. 

			 * ewe: (Mutter-)Schaf. 

			 * to snort: schnarchen. 

			 * grandsire: Groß­vater. 

			 * wits (pl.): Verstand. 

			 * reverend: ehrwürdig.

			  * to haunt: herumlungern. 

			 * plainness: Deutlichkeit. 

			 * distempering: berauschend. 

			 * draught: Getränk. 

			 * malicious: bösartig. 

			 * bravery: Übermut. 

			 * dost thou: do you. 

			 * to start: stören. 

			 * needs: notwendigerweise, unbedingt, völlig. 

			 * grange: länd­liches Anwesen. 

			 * grave: würdig. 

			 * to bid: befehlen. 

			 * ruffian: Raufbold. 

			 * Barbary: Berber… 

			 * nephew: Enkel. 

			 * to neigh: ­wiehern.

			  * courser: Rennpferd. 

			 * gennet: Reitpferd. 

			 * german: Verwandte(r). 

			 * profane: gottlos. 

			 * wretch: Schuft. 

			 * art thou: are you. 

			* to make the beast with two backs: d. h. kopulieren (nach Rabelais, Gargantua). 

			 * villain: Schurke. 

			 * thou shalt: you shall. 

			 * to beseech: ersuchen. 

			 * consent: Zustimmung, Einverständnis. 

			 * odd-even: zwischen 12 und 1 Uhr (nachts). 

			 * watch: Wache. 

			 * hire: Anmietung. 

			 * gross: grob. 

			 * clasp: Umarmung. 

			 * lascivious: lüstern. 

			 * allowance: Erlaubnis. 

			 * saucy: dreist. 

			 * rebuke: ­Tadel. 

			 * civility: ­Anstand.

			  * to trifle: scherzen. 

			 * reverence: Ehrwürdigkeit. 

			 * leave: Erlaubnis, Einwilligung. 

			 * hath: has. 

			 * wheeling: rastlos. 

			 * chamber: Kammer. 

			 * delusion: Täuschung. 

			 * tinder: Zunder. 

			 * taper: Kerze. 

			* to oppress s.o.: jdn. bedrücken. 

			* exit (Lat.): er, sie geht ab. 

			 * meet: angemessen. 

			 * wholesome: zuträglich. 

			  * to produce s.o.: jdn. vorführen. 

			 * to gall: verärgern. 

			 * check: Tadel. 

			 * to cast: verstoßen. 

			 * to embark: sich einschiffen. 

			  * to stand in act: in Vorbereitung sein.

			  * fathom: Faden (nautische Maßeinheit); hier: Kaliber. 

			 * Sagittar: fiktiver Name eines Gasthauses; wörtl.: Bogenschütze. 

			* torch: Fackel. 

			 * thou: Anrede an Desdemona. 

			 * kindred: Verwandte, Verwandtschaft. 

			 * treason: Verrat. 

			 * from hence: von nun an.

			  * maidhood: Jungfernschaft. 

			  * to abuse: missbrauchen. 

			  * to ­apprehend: ergreifen. 

			 * pray: bitte. 

			  * to deserve s.th.: etwas vergelten. 

			* exeunt (Lat.): sie gehen ab.

			 * to slay, slew, slain: erschlagen. 

			 * contriv’d: vorsätzlich. 

			 * iniquity: Bösartigkeit. 

			 * to yerk: zustechen. 

			 * rib: Rippe.

			  * nay: nein, gewiss doch. 

			 * to prate: schwatzen. 

			 * scurvy: abscheulich. 

			 * godliness: Frömmigkeit. 

			 * to forbear: schonen. 

			 * magnifico (Ital.): venezianischer Titel, dem römischen Senator vergleichbar. 

			 * to divorce: scheiden. 

			 * restraint: Beschränkung. 

			 * grievance: ­Kummer. 

			 * might: Macht. 

			 * to enforce: erzwingen. 

			 * cable: Spielraum. 

			 * spite: Groll. 

			 * signiory: Senat (von Venedig). 

			 * to out-tongue: übertönen. 

			 * to provulgate: verkünden. 

			 * siege: ­Herkunft. 

			 * demerits: Verdienste. 

			 * unbonneted: ohne falsche ­Bescheidenheit.

			  * unhoused: ungebunden. 

			 * circumscription: Einschränkung. 

			 * confine: Begrenzung. 

			 * yonder: dort. 

			 * to manifest: zeigen, offenbaren. 

			 * Janus: römischer Gott mit zwei Köpfen. 

			 * haste post-haste: schleunigste(r, s), sofortig. 

			 * instant: Augenblick. 

			 
  * to divine: raten. 

			 * galley: Galeere. 

			 * sequent: aufeinander­folgend.

			  * lodging: Wohnung, Quartier. 

			 * quest: Suchtrupp. 

			 * faith: wahrlich, beim, im Glauben. 

			 * to board: entern. 

			 * carrack: Frachtschiff. 

			 * prize: Prise, Erbeutung (eines feindlichen Schiffs), Beute. 

			  * to advise s.o.: jdn. informieren. 

			 * intent: Absicht. 

			* to draw: (Waffe) ziehen.

			  * dew: Tau. 

			 * to rust: rosten lassen. 

			 * foul: übel. 

			 * to stow: verstauen, verstecken. 

			 * to enchant: verzaubern. 

			 * tender: zart, sanft. 

			 * to shun: meiden. 

			 * curled: lockig. 

			  * to incur s.th.: etwas auf sich ziehen, sich etwas zuziehen. 

			 * mock: Spott. 

			 * guardage: Wohlbehütetheit. 

			 * sooty: rußig. 

			 * bosom: Brust. 

			 * minerals: Mineralien, Gift. 

			  * to dispute on s.th.: etwas erörtern, klären. 

			 * palpable: greifbar. 

			 * to attach: festnehmen. 

			 * abuser: Verführer. 

			 * practiser: Ausübender. 

			 * inhibited: verboten. 

			 * out of warrant: rechtswidrig.

			  * to subdue: festhalten, bändigen. 

			 * at his peril: auf sein Risiko. 

			 * inclining: Partei. 

			 * cue: Rolle, Stichwort. 

			 * prompter: Souffleur. 

			 * session: Rechtsweg. 

			 * council: Ratsversammlung. 

			 * idle: gering. 

			  * brother of the state: Amtsbruder, d. h. Mitglied des Senats. 

			 * bond-slave: Leibeigener. 

			 * pagan: Heide.

			  * composition: Logik. 

			 * credit: Glaubwürdigkeit. 

			 * disproportion’d: in einem Missverhältnis stehend. 

			 * to jump: zusammenpassen. 

			 * account: Rechnung. 

			 * to aim reports: Schätzungen anstellen. 

			  * to bear up to s.th.: auf etwas zusteuern, Kurs auf etwas nehmen. 

			  * to secure to s.th.: sich auf etwas verlassen. 

			 * main articles: (fig.) Hauptpunkte, Wesentliches. 

			 * to approve: wahrnehmen.

			  * by: zu. 

			 * assay: Prüfung. 

			 * pageant: Schauspiel. 

			 * to keep us in false gaze: um uns ein falsches Bild zu vermitteln (gaze: Blick). 

			 * facile: leicht. 

			 * question: Bemühung. 

			 * brace: Verteidigung. 

			  * to be dressed in s.th.: mit etwas ausgestattet sein. 

			 * unskilful: ungeschickt. 

			 * to wage: riskieren. 

			 * Ottomites: Ottomanen. 

			 * gracious: gnädig. 

			 * to injoint: sich vereinigen. 

			 * ay: ja.

			  * to re-stem: umsteuern. 

			 * frank: offen. 

			 * valiant: tapfer. 

			 ­* servitor: Diener. 

			 * to dispatch: senden. 

			 * to employ: einsetzen. 

			 * counsel: Rat. 

			 * good your grace: Anredeform (your grace: Euer Gnaden). 

			 * aught: irgendetwas. 

			 * grief: Schmerz. 

			 * flood-gate: schleusentorartig, d. h. überströmend. 

			 * o’erbearing: überwältigend.

			  * to englut: verschlingen. 

			  * corrrupted: verdorben. 

			 * spell: Zauberspruch. 

			 * mountebank: Scharlatan. 

			 * preposterously: wider­sinnig. 

			 * to err: irren; sich verirren. 

			 * deficient: mangelhaft. 

			 
  * sans (Fr.): ohne. 

			 * witchcraft: Hexerei. 

			 * proceeding: Verfahren. 

			 
 * to beguile: betrügen, täuschen. 

			 * humbly: demütig. 

			 
  * mandate: Auftrag. 

			 * hither: hierhin.

			  * potent: mächtig, stark. 

			 * offending: Vergehen. 

			 * blest: gesegnet. 

			 * set: (fig.) gesetzt. 

			 * pith: Kraft. 

			 * tented: zeltbedeckt. 

			  * to pertain to s.th.: etwas betreffen. 

			 * feat: Tat. 

			 * broil: Kampf. 

			 * to grace: beschönigen. 

			 * unvarnish’d: ungeschmückt. 

			 * tale: Geschichte, Erzählung. 

			 * conjuration: Beschwörung. 

			 * withal: ja, doch. 

			 * to blush: erröten.

			  * to maim: verstümmeln. 

			 * cunning: verschlagen. 

			 * to vouch: behaupten. 

			 * dram: Likör. 

			* to conjure: verhexen. 

			 * wrought: Prät. von to work: wirken. 

			 * overt: offenkundig. 

			 * habit: Gewand. 

			 * seeming: Erscheinung, Anschein. 

			* to prefer s.th. against s.o.: etwas gegen jdn. vorbringen. 

			 * to subdue: unterdrücken. 

			 * to afford: gewähren.

			  * to conduct: führen. 

			 * vice: Laster. 

			 * siege: Belagerung. 

			 * spake: spoke. 

			 * scape: Flucht. 

			 * imminent: bevorstehend, ­drohend. 

			 * breach: Bresche; hier: Durchbruch. 

			 * insolent: frech. 

			 
* foe: Feind. 

			 * redemption: Erlösung. 

			 * thence: von dort. 

			 * antre: Höhle. 

			  * quarry: Steinwüste.

			  * hint: Anlass. 

			  * Anthropophagus (pl. Anthropophagi): Kannibale. 

			 * to incline: geneigt sein, geruhen. 

			 * to dispatch: erledigen. 

			 * greedy: begierig. 

			 * to devour: verschlingen. 

			 * discourse: Rede. 

			 * pliant: günstig. 

			 * pilgrimage: Pilgerfahrt. 

			 * to dilate: darlegen. 

			 * by parcel: stückweise. 

			 * intentively: ununterbrochen. 

			 * to consent: zustimmen. 

			  * to beguile s.o. of s.th.: jdm. etwas rauben. 

			 * distressed: unglücklich. 

			 * passing: wahrlich. 

			 * pitiful: mitleiderregend.

			  * to woo: (um)werben. 

			 * to witness: bezeugen. 

			 * mangled: verfahren. 

			 * bare: bloß, unbedeckt, blank. 

			 * to light: herabkommen. 

			 * blame: Anschuldigung. 

			 * mistress: Herrin. 

			 * to perceive: erkennen, wahrnehmen. 

			 * to owe: schulden. 

			 * obedience: Gehorsam. 

			 * hitherto: so weit, bis hierhin.

			  * to challenge: beanspruchen, erfordern. 

			 * God bu’y: Gott sei mit Euch. 

			 * clog: Klotz. 

			 * grise: Stufe. 

			  * remedy: Mittel. 

			 
 * to mourn s.th.: etwas betrauern, beklagen. 

			 * mischief: Unheil. 

			  * to preserve: erhalten. 

			 * injury: Unrecht. 

			 * mockery: Gespött. 

			 * bootless: sinnlos.

			  * comfort: Trost. 

			 * gall: Galle. 

			 * equivocal: zweideutig. 

			 * bruis’d: verletzt. 

			 * to pierce: durchbohren, -dringen. 

			 * fortitude: Stärke. 

			* substitute: Statthalter. 

			 * sufficiency: Befähigung. 

			 * effect: Erfolg. 

			* to slubber: beschmieren. 

			 * gloss: Glanz. 

			 * stubborn: rauh. 

			 * boisterous: ungestüm. 

			 * expedition: Unternehmung. 

			 * custom: Gewohnheit, Brauch. 

			 * flinty: kieselhart. 

			 * couch: Ruhelager. 

			 * down: Daunen. 

			 * to agnize: erkennen. 

			  * alacrity: Eifer.

			  * to crave: begehren. 

			 * disposition: Verfügung. 

			 * reference: ­Berücksichtigung. 

			 * exhibition: Unterhalt. 

			 * accommodation: Ausstattung. 

			 * besort: Gesellschaft, Begleitung. 

			 * to level: entsprechen. 

			 * breeding: Herkunft. 

			 * to reside: wohnen. 

			 * unfolding: Dar­legung. 

			 * charter: Freibrief. 

			 * downright: offen. 

			 * violence: ­Heftigkeit, Leidenschaft. 

			 * scorn: Verachtung. 

			 * visage: Angesicht.

			  * to consecrate: weihen. 

			 * moth: Motte. 

			 * rite: Ritus. 

			 * bereft: Part. Perf. von to bereave: berauben. 

			 * interim: Zwischenzeit. 

			 * palate: Gaumen. 

			 * to comply: nachgeben. 

			 * defunct: abgestorben. 

			 * bounteous: großherzig, gnädig. 

			 * to scant: vernachlässigen. 

			 * Cupid: römischer Gott der Liebe. 

			 * to foil: vereiteln. 

			 * wanton: wollüstig. 

			 * dullness: Gleichgültigkeit. 

			  * speculative ­instruments: Sehorgane, d. h. Augen. 

			 * disport: Zeitvertreib. 

			 * to taint: (fig.) beflecken. 

			 * skillet: Kochtopf. 

			 * indign: unwürdig. 

			 * adversities: Widrig­keiten. 

			 * reputation: Ansehen, Ruf.

			  * commission: Auftrag. 

			 * conveyance: Begleitung. 

			 * to assign: anvertrauen. 

			 * I prithee: ich bitte dich. 

			 * in the best advantage: zur günstigsten Gelegenheit.

			  * incontinently: sofort. 

			* to drown o.s.: sich ertränken. 

			 * silly: dumm. 

			* torment: Qual. 

			 * prescription: Rezept. 

			   * physician: Arzt. 

			 * villainous: schändlich. 

			 * benefit: Nutzen. 

			 * injury: Schaden. 

			 * ere: ehe, bevor. 

			   * guinea-hen: Perlhuhn. 

			  * baboon: Pavian. 

			 * to amend: beheben. 

			 * a fig!: Quatsch! (wörtl.: eine Feige).

			  * nettle: Nessel. 

			 * hyssop: Salat. 

			 * to weed up: jäten. 

			 * thyme: ­Thymian. 

			 * gender: Art. 

			 * herbs: Kräuter. 

			 * to distract: auflockern. 

			 * sterile: unfruchtbar. 

			* to manure: düngen. 

			 * industry: Fleiß. 

			 * corrigible: züchtigend. 

			 * scale: Waagschale. 

			 * to poise: ausgleichen. 

			 * sensuality: Sinnlichkeit. 

			 * carnal: fleischlich. 

			 * sting: Stachel. 

			 * unbitted: ungezähmt. 

			 * sect: Ableger. 

			 * scion: Sprössling. 

			  * puppy: Welpe. 

			 * knit: fest verbunden. 

			 * deserving: Verdienst; gemeint ist Desdemona. 

			* perdurable: haltbar. 

			  * to stead s.o.: jdm. beistehen. 

			 * usurp’d: falsch.

			  * commencement: Anfang. 

			 * sequestration: (fig.) Bruch. 

			 * luscious: köstlich. 

			 * locust: Johannisbrot (Frucht des Johannisbrotbaums). 

			 * acerb: bitter. 

			 * coloquintida: Koloquinte (bitter schmeckende Frucht eines Kürbisgewächses). 

			 * sated: gesättigt. 

			 * thou wilt: you will. 

			 * sanctimony: Ritual. 

			 * frail: zerbrechlich. 

			 * vow: Gelübde. 

			 * betwixt: zwischen. 

			 * super-subtle: raffiniert. 

			 * tribe: Stamm, Gesindel. 

			  * a pox on: zum Teufel mit. 

			* to compass s.th.: nach etwas streben.

			  * communicative: (miteinander) verbunden, gemeinschaftlich. 

			 ­* revenge: Rache. 

			  * to cuckold s.o.: jdn. zum Hahnrei machen (cuckold: Hahnrei). 

			 * sport: Spaß. 

			 * womb: Schoß, Mutterleib. 

			* to deliver: entbinden. 

			 * traverse: vorwärts. 

			 * betimes: beizeiten. 

			 * to profane: entweihen. 

			 * snipe: Schnepfe. 

			 * abroad: all­gemein. 

			 * office: Pflicht. 

			 * suspicion: Verdacht. 

			 * surety: ­Gewissheit.

			  * knavery: Schurkerei. 

			 * dispose: Veranlagung. 

			  * to suspect s.o.: jdn. verdächtigen. 

			 * fram’d: veranlagt. 

			 * to engender: zeugen.

			  * cape: Kap. 

			 * to discern: erkennen. 

			 * high-wrought: hoch aufgewühlt. 

			 * main: See. 

			 * to descry: ausmachen, entdecken. 

			 * blast: Sturm. 

			 * battlements: Zinnen. 

			 * to ruffian: schütteln. 

			 * oak: Eiche. 

			 * to melt: schmelzen. 

			 * mortise: Fuge. 

			 * segregation: Zerstreuung. 

			 * banning: schäumend. 

			  * to chide: schelten, schimpfen. 

			 * billow: Welle. 

			 * to pelt: bewerfen, bombardieren. 

			 * surge: Woge. 

			 * burning bear: vermutl. der Kleine Bär (Sternbild des nördlichen Himmels).

			  * to quench: löschen. 

			 * pole: Polarstern. 

			 * molestation: Unruhe. 

			 * enchafed: aufgewühlt. 

			 * enshelter’d: geschützt. 

			 * embay’d: in einer Bucht vor Anker liegend. 

			 * desperate: verzweifelt. 

			 * tempest: Sturm, Unwetter. 

			 * to bang: schlagen. 

			 * designment: Plan. 

			 * grievous: furchtbar. 

			 * wrack: Schiffbruch. 

			 * sufferance: Leid. 

			 * Veronesa: ­Kutter. 

			 * commission: Befehlsgewalt.

			  * aerial: zur Luft gehörend. 

			 * indistinct: undeutlich. 

			  * expectancy: Erwartung. 

			 * arrivance: Ankömmlinge. 

			 * bark: Schiff. 

			 ­* stoutly: fest. 

			 * to timber: zimmern. 

			 * pilot: Steuermann. 

			 
  * surfeited: übersättigt. 

			 * cure: Erholung. 

			 * brow: Klippe.

			  * to discharge: entsenden, abgeben. 

			 * courtesy: Höflichkeit. 

			 * wiv’d: verheiratet (to wive: eine Frau nehmen). 

			  * to achieve: erlangen. 

			 * to paragon: als Vorbild dienen. 

			 * fame: Lobpreisung, Ansehen. 

			 * quirk: Eigentümlichkeit. 

			 * to blazon: rühmen. 

			 * vesture: Gewand. 

			 * speed: Erfolg. 

			 * gutter’d: zerklüftet. 

			 * congregated: kompakt, massenhaft. 

			 * traitor: Verräter. 

			 * ensteep’d: ein-, unter­getaucht. 

			 * to clog: festhalten. 

			 * guiltless: unschuldig, schuldlos. 

			 * keel: (Schiffs-)Kiel. 

			 * to omit: vergessen.

			  * divine: göttlich. 

			 * conduct: Begleitung. 

			 * footing: Landung. 

			 * to anticipate: vorwegnehmen. 

			 * se’nnight’s: siebennächtig. 

			 * Jove: Jupiter. 

			 * bay: Bucht. 

			 * swiftly: geschwind. 

			 * extincted: erloschen. 

			 * to behold: sehen. 

			 * to enwheel: umschließen. 

			 * tidings (pl.): Nachricht.

			  * contention: Streit. 

			 * to hark: horchen. 

			 * to gall: vergällen. 

			 * to extend: ausdehnen, in die Länge ziehen. 

			 * breeding: Erziehung. 

			  * to bestow s.th. on s.o.: jdm. etwas schenken. 

			 * alas!: ach! 

			 * to list: gelüsten. 

			 * marry: bei der Jungfrau Maria. 

			 * to grant: zugeben. 

			 * parlour: Wohnzimmer.

			  * housewifery: Hausfrauenschaft. 

			 * fie: pfui! 

			 * slanderer: Verleumder. 

			 * to assay: versuchen. 

			 * pate: Schädel. 

			 * birdlime: Vogelleim. 

			 * frieze: Fries (flauschartiger Wollstoff). 

			  * to pluck out: ausrupfen. 

			 * to labour: in den Wehen liegen.

			  * folly: Narrheit. 

			 * alehouse: Bierhaus. 

			 * prank: Streich. 

			 * merit: Verdienst. 

			 * vouch: Bestätigung. 

			   * malice: Boshaftigkeit. 

			  * to flee, fled, fled: fliehen. 

			 * nigh: unmittelbar bevorstehend. 

			 * displeasure: Missgeschick. 

			 * cod: Kabeljau. 

			 * salmon: Lachs. 

			   * to disclose: offenbaren.

			  * suitor: Freier. 

			 * wight: Kreatur. 

			 * to suckle: stillen. 

			 * to chronicle: aufzeichnen. 

			 * small beer: Belanglosigkeiten. 

			 * profane: ungehobelt. 

			 * liberal: ungezügelt. 

			 * counsellor: Ratgeber. 

			 * home: unverblümt. 

			 * to relish: genießen, als angenehm empfinden. 

			 * palm: Handfläche. 

			 * to ensnare: einfangen, verstricken. 

			  * to strip s.o. out of s.th.: jdn. einer Sache berauben. 

			* lieutenantry: Leutnantschaft. 

			 * apt: (fig.) geneigt. 

			 * clyster-pipe: ­Klistierspritze.

			  * lo: siehe, seht! 

			 * Olympus-high: hoch wie der Olymp. 

			* to duck: tauchen. 

			   * discord: Missklang. 

			 * tun’d: gestimmt. 

			 * peg: Wirbel (kleiner Stift, um den bei Saiteninstrumenten das eine Ende einer ­Saite gewickelt ist und mit dessen Hilfe die entsprechende ­Saite gespannt und gestimmt wird).

			  * honey: Liebling. 

			   * to prattle: schwatzen. 

			 * to disembark: ausladen. 

			 * coffer: Kiste. 

			 * presently: sogleich. 

			 * to list s.o.: jdm. zuhören. 

			 * lay thy finger thus: wörtl.: lege deinen Finger so, d. h. sei verschwiegen. 

			 * bragging: Prahlerei. 

			 * discreet: besonnen.

			  * act of sport: Geschlechtsakt. 

			 * to inflame: entfachen. 

			 * satiety: Sättigung. 

			 * to be defective in s.th.: anfällig für etwas sein. 

			 * want: Fehlen, Mangel. 

			* convenience: Vorzug, Vorteil. 

			 * to heave the gorge: einen Brechreiz bekommen. 

			 * to disrelish: sich ekeln. 

			 * pregnant: offenkundig. 

			 * voluble: gewandt. 

			 * conscionable: verantwortungsbewusst. 

			 * compassing: verfolgen. 

			   * salt: geil. 

			 * affection: Begierde. 

			 * subtle: gerissen. 

			 * slippery: schlüpfrig. 

			 * to stamp: prägen. 

			 * to counterfeit: fälschen. 

			   * requisites: Voraussetzungen. 

			 * pestilent: abscheulich.

			  * fig’s-end: Quatsch. 

			  * to paddle with s.th.: etwas tätscheln. 

			   * lechery: Wollust. 

			 * by this hand: Schwurformel. 

			 * index: hier: ­Vorwort, Einleitung. 

			 * prologue: Prolog, Vorspiel. 

			  * to embrace: (sich) umarmen. 

			  * mutuality: Gegenseitigkeit. 

			 * to marshal: ­weisen. 

			* incorporate: körperlich. 

			 * to minister: bieten. 

			 * rash: aufbrausend. 

			 * choler: Zorn. 

			 * haply: vielleicht. 

			 ­* truncheon: (Amts-)Stab.

			  * to mutiny: meutern. 

			 * qualification: Beruhigung. 

			* displanting: Absetzung. 

			   * impediment: Hindernis. 

			 * prosperity: Erfolg. 

			 * to warrant: versichern, verbürgen. 

			 * necessaries: Notwendigkeiten, Gepäck. 

			  * not to endure s.o.: jdn. nicht ausstehen können. 

			 * peradventure: vielleicht. 

			 * accountant: verantwortlich. 

			 
  * to diet: stillen, besänftigen.

			 * to gnaw s.th.: an etwas nagen, etwas zernagen, zerfressen. 

			 
* inwards: Innereien. 

			 * even: quitt. 

			 * jealousy: Eifersucht. 

			 * trash: Lump. 

			* to trash s.o.: jdn. mit Gewichten behängen. 

			 * putting on: Hatz. 

			 * on the hip: im Griff. 

			 * rank garb: un­flätige Sprache. 

			 * egregiously: in vorzüglicher Weise.

			  * to import: mitteilen. 

			 * mere: völlig. 

			 * perdition: Untergang. 

			 * bonfire: Freudenfeuer. 

			 * revel: Vergnügung. 

			 * beneficial: erquicklich. 

			 * nuptials (pl.): Hochzeit. 

			 * offices (pl.): etwa: Küche und Keller.

			  * stop: Schluss. 

			  * to outsport s.th.: etwas übertreiben, -ziehen, über etwas hinausschießen. 

			 * discretion: Richtmaß. 

			 * notwithstanding: gleichwohl.

			  * purchase: Erwerb. 

			 * to ensue: folgen. 

			 * to cast: hinauswerfen. 

			 * to blame: tadeln. 

			 * to warrant: sicher sein. 

			 * game: Vergnügen. 

			* parley: Aufruf. 

			 * alarm: Signal. 

			 * stoup: Krug. 

			 * brace: zwei. 

			 * gallant: Kavalier. 

			 * fain: gern.

			* entertainment: Unterhaltung, Geselligkeit. 

			 * craftily: listig. 

			 * qualified: verdünnt. 

			 * innovation: Veränderung. 

			 * infirmity: Schwäche. 

			 * to task: belasten. 

			  * to carouse: leeren. 

			 * potation: Trunk. 

			 * pottle-deep: bis zur Neige (pottle: Hohlmaß). 

			 * lad: Bursche. 

			 * wary: vorsichtig.

			  * to fluster: verwirren. 

			 * flock: Herde. 

			 * drunkard: Trunkenbold. 

			 * consequence: Erfolg. 

			 * to approve: bewahrheiten. 

			 * rouse: volles Maß. 

			 * pint: Humpen. 

			 * cannikin: Kännchen. 

			 * span: Zeitspanne. 

			 * potting: Trinken. 

			 * swag-bellied: mit Hängebauch.

			  * facility: Leichtigkeit. 

			* Almain: Deutscher. 

			  * to give s.o. a vomit: jdn. zum Erbrechen bringen. 

			 * peer: Edelmann. 

			 * breeches (pl.): Hose. 

			 * tailor: Schneider. 

			 * lown: Lümmel. 

			 * renown: An­sehen. 

			 * owd: old.

			  * platform: Geschützstellung. 

			 * equinox: Tag- und Nachtgleiche. 

			 * horologe: Uhr. 

			 * rock: schaukeln. 

			 * cradle: Wiege.

			  * to hazard: gefährden. 

			 * ingraft: eingewurzelt. 

			 * rogue: Schurke. 

			 * rascal: Schuft. 

			 * wicker: Korb. 

			   * mazzard: Rübe (Kopf).

			  * to bleed: bluten. 

			 * whence: woher. 

			  * to turn Turk: wörtl.: zu(m) Türken werden; etwa: abtrünnig werden. 

			   * brawl: Rauferei. 

			 * to carve: befriedigen.

			  * to fright: schrecken. 

			 * propriety: Ruhe. 

			  * to grieve: Kummer haben. 

			   * quarter: Beziehung. 

			 * terms (pl.): Verhältnis. 

			 * to devest: sich ausziehen. 

			 * to unwit: des Verstandes berauben. 

			   * to tilt: die Lanze führen. 

			 * peevish: dümmlich. 

			 * wont: gewohnt. 

			 * gravity: Ernst. 

			 * stillness: Ruhe. 

			   * censure: Urteil. 

			 * to unlace: ab­legen. 

			 * night-brawler: jd., der die Nachtruhe stört.

			  * amiss: unangebracht. 

			   * self-charity: Selbstliebe. 

			  * to assail s.o.: jdn. anfallen. 

			 * collied: verdunkelt. 

			 * rebuke: Bestrafung. 

			 * rout: Aufruhr. 

			   * to approve s.o.: jdn. überführen. 

			  * to twin with s.o.: jds. Zwilling sein. 

			 * to brim: randvoll sein. 

			 * domestic: familiär. 

			   * affin’d: verbunden. 

			 * leagu’d: verbündet.

			  * determin’d: entschlossen. 

			 * to execute: bestrafen. 

			  * to entreat s.th.: um etwas bitten. 

			 * to pursue: verfolgen. 

			 * lest: damit nicht. 

			 * clamour: Lärm. 

			 * fright: Furcht. 

			 * in oaths: fluchend (oath: Fluch, Schwur). 

			 * brief: kurz. 

			 * thrust: Stoß. 

			 * indignity: Kränkung.

			  * to mince: verkleinern. 

			   * sweeting: Süße (Kosename). 

			 * surgeon: Arzt. 

			 * vile: übel. 

			 * to distract: stören. 

			 * balmy: sanft. 

			 * slumber: Schlummer. 

			 * strife: Streit. 

			 * surgery: ärztliche Behandlung. 

			 * immortal: unsterblich.

			  * imposition: Obliegenheit. 

			  * to repute o.s.: einen Ruf erwerben, im Ruf stehen. 

			 * to recover: wiedergewinnen. 

			 * policy: Taktik. 

			 * to affright: erschrecken. 

			 * imperious: herrisch. 

			 * to sue: ersuchen. 

			 * light: leichtfertig. 

			 * indiscreet: unzuverlässig. 

			 * to speak parrot: wie ein Papagei sprechen. 

			   * to squabble: streiten. 

			 * to swagger: prahlen. 

			 * to discourse: reden. 

			* fustian: verworrenes Zeug.

			  * to recover: sich erholen. 

			   * wrath: Zorn. 

			 * moraler: Moralist. 

			 * to befall: passieren, vorfallen. 

			 * to mend: wiedergut­machen. 

			 * Hydra: neunköpfiges Ungeheuer der griechischen Mytho­logie. 

			   * unordinate: übermäßig. 

			* ingredience: Zusammensetzung. 

			  * to devote o.s. to s.th.: sich einer Sache widmen. 

			 * contemplation: Betrachtung. 

			 * mark: Beobachtung. 

			 * denotement: Wahrnehmung.

			  * grace: Anmut. 

			* to importune: bedrängen. 

			* disposition: Veranlagung. 

			 * to splinter: schienen. 

			 * crack: Riss. 

			 * sincerity: Aufrichtigkeit. 

			 * virtuous: tugendhaft. 

			* to undertake: sich einsetzen. 

			 * probal to thinking: einleuchtend.

			  * to renounce: widerrufen. 

			 * baptism: Taufe. 

			 * seal: Siegel. 

			 ­* redeemed: erlöst. 

			   * infetter’d: gefesselt. 

			 * weak function: etwa: Schwachstelle. 

			 * to counsel: raten. 

			 * divinity: Göttlichkeit. 

			 * to suggest: verführen. 

			 * to ply: bearbeiten. 

			   * to plead to s.o.: jdn. anflehen. 

			 * pestilence: Pest, Gift. 

			   * to repeal: zurückrufen. 

			 * to strive to do s.th.: sich bemühen, etwas zu tun. 

			 * pitch: Pech. 

			 * to enmesh: verstricken. 

			 * chase: Jagd. 

			 * hound: Jagdhund.

			  * cudgel’d: verprügelt. 

			 * issue: Ergebnis. 

			 * pain: Mühe. 

			 * wit: Erkenntnis. 

			 * dilatory: aufschiebend. 

			 * to cashier: absetzen. 

			 * mass: Messe. 

			 * billeted: untergebracht. 

			 * to solicit: umwerben. 

			 * to dull: abstumpfen, stumpf machen. 

			 * device: Vorhaben.

			
		
			
			
			
			  * Naples: Neapel; der Bezug ist unklar. 

			 * wind-instrument: Blas­instrument.

			  * quillets: Spitzfindigkeiten. 

			 * to stir: aufwachen. 

			 * to notify: ­benachrichtigen. 

			  * to make bold: sich erdreisten. 

			 * to procure: verschaffen. 

			 * access: Zugang. 

			 * to devise: sich ausdenken. 

			 * converse: Gespräch.

			  * stoutly: nachdrücklich. 

			 * affinity: Gefolge. 

			 * wholesome: gesund. 

			 * to think fit: es für sinnvoll halten. 

			  * to bestow s.o.: jdn. bringen. 

			 * bosom: Herz.

			  * works (pl.): Bollwerk. 

			 * to repair: sich begeben. 

			 * fortification: ­Befestigung. 

			  * to wait upon s.o.: jdm. aufwarten, zu Diensten stehen.

			  * assur’d: versichert, sicher. 

			 * in thy behalf: zu deinen Gunsten. 

			 
 * to grieve s.o.: jdn. bedrücken.

			  * politic: taktisch. 

			  * to breed o.s.: sich entwickeln. 

			 * warrant: Garantie. 

			 * to vow: schwören. 

			 * to perform: erfüllen. 

			 * tame: zahm. 

			 * board: Tisch. 

			 * shrift: Beichtstuhl. 

			 * to intermingle: vermengen. 

			 * solicitor: Fürsprecher.

			  * ill at ease: unpässlich. 

			 * discretion: Gutdünken. 

			 * to sneak away: fortschleichen, sich davonstehlen. 

			 * to languish: schmachten. 

			 * reconciliation: Versöhnung. 

			 * cunning: Verschlagenheit.

			  * penitent: reuig. 

			 * trespass: Vergehen. 

			 * to deny: verweigern. 

			 * to mammer: zögern. 

			 * dispraisingly: kritisch. 

			 * byrlady: bei der Jungfrau Maria.

			  * boon: Gunst. 

			 * nourishing: nahrhaft. 

			 * poise: Gewicht. 

			 * obedient: gehorsam. 

			 * wretch: Geschöpf. 

			 * perdition: Verderbnis. 

			  * satisfaction: Befriedigung. 

			 * to contract: runzeln. 

			 * to purse: verziehen. 

			 * brow: Stirn. 

			 * conceit: Vorstellung.

			  * stop: Pause. 

			 * denotement: Anzeichen. 

			 * to presume: annehmen, vermuten. 

			 * to ruminate: grübeln. 

			 * to utter: äußern. 

			 * vile: schändlich. 

			 * apprehension: Gedanke. 

			 * leets and law-days: Gerichtstage. 

			 * meditation: Überlegung.

			  * to conspire: intrigieren. 

			 * perchance: vielleicht. 

			 * vicious: bösartig. 

			 * to spy: spionieren. 

			 * abuse: Verfehlung. 

			 * to conject: Vermutung anstellen. 

			   * scattering: verworren. 

			 * observance: Beobachtung. 

			 * to filch: stehlen. 

			 * to enrich: bereichern. 

			 * custody: Obhut.

			 * to beware s.th.: sich vor etwas hüten. 

			 * to mock: verspotten. 

			 * meat: Speise. 

			 * bliss: Seligkeit. 

			 * fineless: grenzenlos. 

			 
  * goat: Ziege. 

			 * exsufflicate: aufgebläht. 

			 * surmise: Mutmaßung. 

			 * inference: Schlussfolgerung.

			  * self-bounty: Güte. 

			  * to seal s.th. up: etwas fest versiegeln, verschließen. 

			 * to dash: bedrücken.

			  * to strain: ausdehnen. 

			 * to affect: vorziehen. 

			 * match: Partie. 

			   * clime: hier: Land. 

			 * complexion: Hautfarbe. 

			 * rank: verdorben. 

			 * to recoil: zurückspringen. 

			 * form: Gestalt. 

			 * happily: vielleicht. 

			 * to repent: bereuen.

			  * to unfold: (fig.) enthüllen. 

			 * to scan: (weiter)verfolgen. 

			 * importunity: Aufdringlichkeit. 

			 * haggard: nicht zur Jagd ab­gerichteter Falke. 

			 * jesses (pl.): Riemen. 

			 * heart-strings (pl.): ­Herzband.

			 * to whistle s.o. off: jdn. fortpfeifen. 

			  * to prey at s.th.: nach etwas jagen, Beute auf etwas machen. 

			 * chamberer: Kämmerling. 

			* to decline: ab-, hinuntersteigen. 

			 * vale: Tal. 

			   * to loathe: hassen. 

			 * toad: Kröte. 

			 * vapour: Dunst. 

			 * dungeon: Verlies. 

			  * prerogativ’d: bevorrechtigt. 

			 * unshunnable: unvermeidlich. 

			 * forked: gehörnt. 

			 * fated: vorherbestimmt. 

			 * to quicken: geboren werden.

			  * napkin: Tüchlein. 

			   * remembrance: Erinnerungsstück. 

			 * wayward: launisch. 

			 * token: Symbol, Andenken. 

			  * to conjure: beschwören.

			  * wench: Weibsstück. 

			 * import: Bedeutung. 

			 * trifle: Belanglosigkeit, Kleinigkeit. 

			 * confirmation: Bestätigung. 

			 * writ: Schrift. 

			 * to distaste: übel schmecken. 

			 * sulphur: Schwefel.

			  * poppy: Schlafmohn. 

			 * mandragora: Alraune (Schlafmittel). 

			 * drowsy: einschläfernd. 

			  * to medicine s.o. to s.th.: jdm. zu etwas verhelfen. 

			 * owedst: ownest. 

			 * avaunt: fort. 

			 * rack: Folterbank. 

			 * pioner: Schanzsoldat (niedrigste Waffengattung). 

			 * tranquil: ­ruhig. 

			 * plumed: federgeschmückt. 

			 * ambition: Ehrgeiz. 

			 * steed: Ross. 

			 * trump: Trompete. 

			 * fife: Pfeife.

			  * mortal: tödlich. 

			 * engine: Kanone. 

			 * throat: Kehle. 

			 * to counterfeit: imitieren. 

			 * whore: Hure. 

			 * ocular: augenscheinlich. 

			 * probation: Beweis. 

			 * hinge: Haken. 

			 * loop: Schlinge. 

			 * woe: wehe. 

			 * to slander: verleumden. 

			 * to torture: quälen. 

			 * to abandon: aufgeben. 

			 * remorse: Reue. 

			 * to accumulate: häufen. 

			   * amaz’d: erstaunt. 

			 * damnation: Verdammnis.

			  * Dian: Göttin der Keuschheit. 

			 * begrim’d: verdreckt. 

			 * cord: Strick. 

			  * to suffocate: ersticken. 

			 * endure: aushalten. 

			 
  * supervisor: Aufseher. 

			 * to gape: gaffen. 

			 * tedious: mühselig. 

			 * prospect: Anblick. 

			 * mortal: sterblich. 

			 * to bolster: sich betten.

			  * prime: geil. 

			 * imputation: Unterstellung. 

			 * sith: da, weil. 

			 * raging tooth: fürchterliche Zahnschmerzen. 

			 * to mutter: murmeln. 

			 * wary: vorsichtig. 

			 * to gripe: ergreifen. 

			* to wring s.o.’s hand: jdm. die Hand drücken. 

			 * thigh: Oberschenkel.

			  * to denote: bedeuten. 

			 * foregone: vorhergegangen. 

			 * shrewd: gewagt. 

			  * strawberry: Erdbeere. 

			 * vengeance: Rache. 

			 * to yield up: übergeben. 

			 * fraught: Last. 

			 * aspic: Natter.

			  * Pontic sea: Schwarzes Meer. 

			 * compulsive: unbändig. 

			   * retiring: zurückweichend. 

			 * Propontic: Marmarameer. 

			 * Hellespont: in der Antike Bezeichnung für die Dardanellen (Meerenge zwischen dem Marmarameer und dem Ägäischen Meer). 

			 * pace: Eile. 

			 * capable: umfassend. 

			 * yond: jene(r, s). 

			 * marble: undurchdringlich (wörtl.: Marmor). 

			 * reverence: Beachtung. 

			 * to clip: klammern.

			  * lewd: unzüchtig. 

			 * minx: Dirne. 

			 * to withdraw: sich zurück­ziehen. 

			 * to furnish: besorgen, verschaffen.

			  * sirrah: Kerl (An­rede). 

			  * to lie: 1. liegen; 2. lügen. 

			 * to stab: erdolchen. 

			 * to lodge: ­wohnen.

			* edified: belehrt. 

			 * to catechize: katechisieren. 

			 * compass: Möglichkeiten. 

			 * crusado: portugiesische Münze. 

			 * humours: Launen.

			  * to dissemble: heucheln. 

			 * moist: feucht. 

			  * to argue s.th.: etwas beweisen, für etwas sprechen. 

			 * sequester: Ausschluss. 

			 * castigation: Züchtigung. 

			 * devout: fromm. 

			 * heraldry: Wappenkunde. 

			 * chuck: Schätzchen. 

			 * sullen: hartnäckig. 

			 * rheum: Schnupfen.

			  * charmer: Zauberin. 

			 * amiable: liebenswert. 

			 * loathly: hassenswert. 

			 * to take heed: aufpassen. 

			 * web: Gewebe, Stoff. 

			 * sibyl: Prophetin. 

			 * fury: Wahn. 

			 * hallow’d: geheiligt. 

			* to breed: züchten. 

			 * silk: Seide. 

			 * to dye: färben. 

			 * mummy: Mumiensaft.

			  * veritable: wahr. 

			 * startingly: verworren. 

			 * an: as. 

			 * to misgive: nichts Gutes ahnen. 

			 * sufficient: geeignet.

			  * to belch: ausspeien. 

			 * purpos’d: beabsichtigt. 

			 * futurity: Zukunft. 

			 * to ransom: freikaufen. 

			  * to clothe o.s.: sich kleiden. 

			 * alms: Almosen.

			  * advocation: Gesuch. 

			 * in tune: pässlich. 

			 * humour: Stimmung. 

			 * sanctified: geheiligt. 

			 * blank: Ziel. 

			 * to suffice: genügen. 

			 * cannon: Kanone. 

			 * rank: Reihe. 

			 * to puff: wegpusten. 

			   * moment: Bedeutung. 

			 * unhatch’d: noch nicht ausgebrütet. 

			 * practice: Intrige. 

			 * to puddle: trüben. 

			 * to wrangle: raufen.

			  * to ache: schmerzen. 

			  * to indue to s.th.: zu etwas führen. 

			 * observance: Aufmerksamkeit. 

			 * bridal: Hochzeit. 

			 * beshrew me: wahrlich. 

			 * unhandsome: untauglich. 

			 * to arraign: anklagen. 

			 * to suborn: bestechen. 

			  * to indict s.o.: jdn. beschuldigen. 

			   * conception: Vermutung. 

			  * to beget: zeugen.

			  * score: mal zwanzig. 

			 * dial: Zifferblatt. 

			 * reckoning: Rechenaufgabe. 

			 * leaden: bleiern. 

			 * score: Rechnung.

			  * addition: Auszeichnung. 

			 * to be circumstanc’d: sich den Umständen fügen.

			  * abed: im Bett. 

			 * hypocrisy: Heuchelei. 

			 * to tempt: in Versuchung führen. 

			 * venial slip: lässliche Sünde. 

			 * protectress: Beschützerin. 

			 * essence: ­Substanz.

			  * raven: Rabe. 

			 * infected: verseucht. 

			  * to bode: verkünden. 

			 * importunate: lästig. 

			 * dotage: Vernarrtheit. 

			 * to blab: plappern. 

			 
  * to unswear: abschwören. 

			 * to belie: belegen. 

			   * fulsome: stark. 

			 * to tremble: zittern.

			 * to invest o.s.: sich kleiden. 

			* shadowing: verdunkelnd. 

			 * pish!: pah! 

			   * credulous: leichtgläubig. 

			 * chaste: keusch. 

			  * fit: Anfall. 

			 * to rub: reiben. 

			 * temple: Schläfe. 

			 * to forbear: inne­halten. 

			 * lethargy: Bewusstlosigkeit. 

			 * to foam: schäumen. 

			 * savage: wild.

			  * horned: gehörnt. 

			   * yok’d: verheiratet. 

			 * unproper: fremd. 

			 * spite: Bosheit. 

			 * fiend: Teufel. 

			 * to lip: küssen. 

			 * wanton: lüsternes Weib. 

			  * to confine o.s.: sich beschränken. 

			 * list: Lauschen. 

			 * erewhile: währenddessen. 

			   * ’scuse: Entschuldigung. 

			 * anon: sogleich. 

			  * to encave o.s.: sich verbergen.

			  * jeer: Gespött. 

			 * gibe: Verhöhnung. 

			 * notable: deutlich. 

			 * scorn: Schmähung. 

			  * to cope s.o.: auf jdn. stoßen. 

			 * spleen: Wahn. 

			 * housewife: Dirne. 

			   * strumpet: Hure. 

			  * to refrain from s.th.: etwas unterdrücken. 

			 * excess: Übermaß. 

			 * unbookish: unge­bildet. 

			 * to conster: auslegen, interpretieren.

			  * addition: Titel. 

			 * caitiff: Geschöpf. 

			 * rogue: Schelm. 

			  * to deny: leugnen. 

			 * customer: Hure. 

			   * charity: Mitleid. 

			 * unwholesome: ungesund. 

			  * to score: berücksichtigen.

			  * flattery: Schmeichelei. 

			 * to beckon: ein Zeichen geben. 

			 * to haunt: verfolgen. 

			 * thither: dorthin. 

			* bauble: Kleinigkeit. 

			 * to loll: baumeln. 

			  * to hale: zerren. 

			 * before me!: etwa: bei Gott! 

			 * fitchew: Iltis. 

			 * perfum’d: parfümiert. 

			 * dam: etwa: Großmutter.

			  * hobby-horse: Steckenpferd; auch: (arch.) Dirne. 

			 * an: if. 

			 * to rail: toben. 

			   * to sup: zu Abend essen. 

			 * to prize: (ein)schätzen.

			  * to rot: verrotten. 

			 * to perish: verderben, zugrunde gehen. 

			 * emperor: Kaiser. 

			 * savageness: Wildheit. 

			 * plenteous: reichhaltig. 

			 * invention: Einfallsreichtum. 

			 * iniquity: Sündhaftigkeit. 

			* patent: Freibrief. 

			   * to chop: zerhacken. 

			 * messes: kleine Stücke.

			  * to expostulate: argumentieren. 

			 * to unprovide: davon abbringen. 

			 * to strangle: erwürgen. 

			 * to contaminate: beschmutzen. 

			 * undertaker: Sachbearbeiter. 

			 * instrument: Dokument.

			  * breach: (fig.) Bruch. 

			 * to atone: sühnen. 

			   * brimstone: Schwefel. 

			  * to depute: einsetzen. 

			 * by my troth: ehrlich. 

			  * to make amends: Abbitte leisten.

			 * to teem with s.th.: mit etwas geschwängert sein, von etwas wimmeln. 

			 * to proceed: (mit etwas) fortfahren, (etwas) fortsetzen. 

			 * avaunt: vorwärts.

			  * sufficient: kompetent. 

			 * dart: Wurfpfeil. 

			 * to graze: streifen. 

			   * censure: Kritik. 

			 * stroke: Schlag. 

			 * to denote: dar­stellen.

			  * fan: Fächer. 

			 * durst: Prät. von to dare: wagen. 

			 * to wager: wetten. 

			 * stake: Pfand. 

			 * to requite: vergelten. 

			 * serpent: Schlange.

			  * bawd: Hure. 

			 * closet: Kammer. 

			 * function: Aufgabe. 

			 * procreant: Zeugende(r). 

			 * to cry hem: Alarm schlagen. 

			 * to dispatch: sich entfernen.

			  * affliction: Leid. 

			 * sore: Schmerz. 

			 * to steep: tauchen. 

			 * poverty: Armut. 

			 * captivity: Gefangenschaft. 

			 * scorn: Spott. 

			  * to garner up: verwahren. 

			 * fountain: Quelle. 

			 * to discard: vertreiben. 

			 * to knot: sich paaren. 

			 * to gender: brüten.

			  * grim: grimmig. 

			 * to esteem: (für etwas) halten. 

			 * shambles (pl.): Schlachthaus. 

			 * to quicken: leben. 

			 * blowing: Entstehen. 

			 * weed: Unkraut. 

			  * to commit s.th.: etwas begehen. 

			 * commoner: Hure. 

			 * forge: Schmelztiegel. 

			 * cinders (pl.): Asche. 

			 * to wink: zwinkern. 

			 * bawdy: unzüchtig. 

			 * to hush: verstummen. 

			 * impudent: unverfroren.

			  * to conceive: denken, sich vorstellen. 

			 * wedding sheets (pl.): Hochzeitslaken.

			  * babe: Kleinkind. 

			  * to bewhore: als Hure bezeichnen. 

			 * despite: Verleumdung. 

			 * term: Bezeichnung. 

			 * callat: Schlampe. 

			  * to forsake: aufgeben.

			  * to beshrew: verwünschen. 

			 * eternal: elendig. 

			   * insinuating: verleumderisch. 

			 * cogging: geschäftig. 

			 * cozening: sich einschmeichelnd. 

			 * halter: Strick. 

			 * likelihood: Wahrscheinlichkeit. 

			 * outrageous: widerwärtig. 

			 * notorious: berüchtigt; durchtrieben. 

			 * scurvy: abscheulich. 

			 * to lash: peitschen. 

			   * squire: Knappe. 

			 * seamy side: Innenseite.

			  * divorcement: Scheidung. 

			  * to forswear s.o.: jdn. verlassen. 

			 * vanity: Eitelkeit. 

			 * to summon: rufen.

			  * to doff: abfertigen. 

			 * conveniency: angenehme Dinge. 

			 * kin: Verwandtschaft. 

			 * votarist: Nonne. 

			   * acquittance: Entlastung. 

			 * fopp’d: getäuscht.

			  * solicitation: Werbung. 

			 * intendment: Absicht. 

			   * mettle: Kraft. 

			 * exception: (fig.) Anstoß. 

			 * to grant: zugeben. 

			  * valour: Tapferkeit. 

			 * treachery: Verrat. 

			 * engine: Plan. 

			 * abode: Aufenthalt.

			  * to linger: verlängern. 

			 * determinate: entscheidend. 

			 * harlot: Hure. 

			   * to fashion: es einrichten. 

			 * to second: unterstützen.

			  * forthwith: sofort. 

			 * wearing: Kleidung.

			  * stubbornness: Starrsinn. 

			 * check: Rüge. 

			 * frown: Stirnrunzeln. 

			  * to unpin: losstecken. 

			 * to shroud: einhülllen. 

			   * to forsake: ver­lassen. 

			 * willow: Weide (Baum). 

			 * nether: Unter…

			  * sycamore: Ahorn. 

			 * to murmur: murmeln. 

			 * moan: Klage. 

			  * to hie o.s.: sich beeilen. 

			 * garland: Girlande. 

			 * moe: more. 

			* to couch: liegen. 

			 * to itch: jucken.

			  * good troth: meiner Treu. 

			 * joint-ring: Doppelring. 

			 * lawn: ­Leinen. 

			 * gown: Robe. 

			 * to venture: riskieren. 

			 * purgatory: Fegefeuer.

			  * to the vantage: obendrein. 

			   * to slack: vernachlässigen. 

			 
  * lap: Schoß. 

			 * to scant: kürzen. 

			 * frailty: Schwäche. 

			 
  * ills (pl.): Übel. 

			 * usage: Gewohnheit.

			  * bulk: Stapel. 

			 * rapier: Degen. 

			 * to mar: zunichte machen. 

			 * resolution: Entschlossenheit. 

			 * I may miscarry in ’t: es könnte mir miss­lingen. 

			 * devotion: Neigung. 

			 * quat: Pustel. 

			 * restitution: Ersatzleistung. 

			 * to bob: erschwindeln.

			  * peril: Gefahr. 

			 * gait: Schritt. 

			 * minion: Schätzchen. 

			 * to hie: nahen. 

			 * apace: sogleich. 

			 * blotted: ausgelöscht.

			  * mischance: Unfall. 

			 * direful: fürchterlich. 

			 * groan: Stöhnen. 

			 * counterfeit: Vortäuschung. 

			 * grievously: kläglich.

			  * to mangle: übel zurichten.

			  * garter: Hosenband.

			  * ’las: alas. 

			  * to set on s.o.: jdn. überfallen. 

			 * faugh: pfui! 

			  * to dress s.o.: jdn. verbinden.

			  * to fordo: vernichten.

			  * to shed: vergießen. 

			 * to scar: verunstalten. 

			 * minister: Diener. 

			 * to restore: wiederherstellen. 

			 * excelling: vorzüglich. 

			  * Promethean heat: Nach der griechischen Mythologie brachte Prometheus den Menschen das Feuer. 

			 * to relume: wieder anzünden.

			  * to wither: verwelken. 

			  * to bethink o.s. of s.th.: sich an etwas erinnern. 

			 * unreconcil’d: unversöhnt. 

			 * to solicit: bitten. 

			 
  * forfend: verhüte.

			  * sin: Sünde. 

			 * portent: Zeichen. 

			 * perjury: Meineid. 

			 * oath: Eid. 

			 * to choke: ersticken. 

			 * to groan: stöhnen.

			  * warranty: Erlaubnis. 

			 * perjur’d: meineidig.

			  * to banish: verbannen. 

			 * to stifle: ersticken. 

			 * to linger: leiden. 

			 * insupportable: unerträglich. 

			 * eclipse: Finsternis.

			  * affrighted: verängstigt. 

			 * to yawn: staunen. 

			 * alteration: Wendung. 

			 * she: Der Mond ist im Englischen weiblich. 

			 * harsh: rauh.

			  * to commend: empfehlen. 

			 * liar: Lügnerin. 

			 * folly: Lüsternheit. 

			 * beneath: unter. 

			   * wedlock: Ehe.

			  * chrysolite: Topas. 

			 * slime: Schlamm. 

			 * iteration: Wiederholung. 

			 * pernicious: verderblich, schändlich. 

			 * bargain: Kontrakt; gemeint ist die Ehe mit Othello. 

			 * wast: were. 

			 * gull: Tölpel. 

			 * dolt: Dummkopf.

			  * to disprove: widerlegen. 

			 * odious: schändlich. 

			 * wicked: ­verrucht.

			  * shore: Prät. von to shear: zerschneiden. 

			 * thread: Faden; gemeint ist der Lebensfaden. 

			 * atwain: auseinander, entzwei. 

			 * reprobation: Verdammnis. 

			 * to gratify: danken. 

			 * amorous works: Liebesdienste. 

			 * recognizance: Aufmerksamkeit. 

			 * pledge: Unterpfand.

			  * solemn: feierlich. 

			 * filth: Dreck. 

			 * coxcomb: Idiot.

			 * to recover s.th. from s.o.: jdm. etwas abnehmen. 

			 * puny: klein. 

			 * whipster: Knirps. 

			 * play the swan: Anspielung auf die Legende, dass Schwäne erst kurz vor ihrem Tod singen. 

			 * ice-brook: Eisbach. 

			 * temper: Härte.

			  * perforce: notgedrungen. 

			 * naked: d. h. unbewaffnet. 

			 * to assault: angreifen. 

			  * to sustain o.s.: sich halten. 

			 * butt: Ziel. 

			 * sea-mark: Seezeichen. 

			 * dismay’d: verschreckt. 

			   * ill-starr’d: von einem Unglücksstern verfolgt. 

			 * smock: Hemd. 

			 * count: Jüngstes Gericht. 

			 * to hurl: schleudern. 

			  * to snatch at s.th.: nach etwas schnappen. 

			 * chastity: Keuschheit.

			  * steep-down: steil abfallend. 

			 * gulf: Abgrund, Schlund. 

			 * to wring: entwinden. 

			 * wert: were.

			  * demi-devil: Halbteufel. 

			 * torment: Folterung. 

			  * to undertake: ausführen. 

			 * heathenish: heidnisch. 

			 * discontented: Un­ruhe stiftend, verstimmt. 

			 * belike: wahrscheinlich. 

			 * nick: Zwischenzeit. 

			 * caitiff: Verbrecher.

			  * to upbraid: schelten. 

			 * to brave: provozieren. 

			 * to relate: berichten. 

			 * to extenuate: beschönigen.

			  * Indian: Inder; einige zeitgenössische Quellen berichten, dass Indios den Wert von Perlen nicht zu schätzen wussten. Die Variante »Judean« der Folio-Ausgabe passt verslich nicht. 

			 * albeit: obwohl. 

			  * medicinal gum: heilender Saft. 

			 * malignant: bösartig. 

			  * to traduce: verraten. 

			 * circumcised: beschnitten. 

			 * smote: Prät. von to smite: töten. 

			 * Spartan dog: Die spar­tanischen Hunde galten in der Antike als vortrefflich. 

			 * fell: grausam. 

			 * anguish: Qual.

			  * censure: Bestrafung. 

			 * torture: Folter.
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