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OTHELLO 
AUDITION SIDES 

 

 

Act 5, Scene 2 

 

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

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

It is the cause. Yet I'll not shed her blood; 

Nor scar that whiter skin of hers than snow, 

And smooth as monumental alabaster. 

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

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

If I quench thee, thou flaming minister, 

I can again thy former light restore, 

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

Thou cunning'st pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that Promethean heat 

That can thy light relume. When I have pluck'd the rose, 

I cannot give it vital growth again. 

It must needs wither: 

 

 

 

Act 4, Scene 2 

 

OTHELLO 
Had it pleased heaven 

To try me with affliction; had they rain'd 

All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head. 

Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes, 

I should have found in some place of my soul 

A drop of patience: but, alas, to make me 

A fixed figure for the time of scorn 

To point his slow unmoving finger at! 

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, 

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,-- 

Ay, there, look grim as hell! 



 

Act 1, Scene 2 

BRABANTIO  

O thou foul thief, where hast thou stow'd my daughter? 

Damn'd as thou art, thou hast enchanted her; 

For I'll refer me to all things of sense, 

If she in chains of magic were not bound, 

Whether a maid so tender, fair and happy, 

So opposite to marriage that she shunned 

The wealthy curled darlings of our nation, 

Would ever have, to incur a general mock, 

Run from her guardage to the sooty bosom 

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

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

That thou hast practised on her with foul charms, 

Abused her delicate youth with drugs or minerals 

That weaken motion: I'll have't disputed on; 

'Tis probable and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach thee 

For an abuser of the world, a practiser 

Of arts inhibited and out of warrant. 

Lay hold upon him: if he do resist, 

Subdue him at his peril. 

 

Act 1, Scene 3 

IAGO  

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: 

And it is thought abroad, that 'twixt my sheets 

He has done my office: I know not if't be true; 

But I, for mere suspicion in that kind, 

Will do as if for surety. He holds me well; 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 

Cassio's a proper man: let me see now: 

To get his place and to plume up my will 

In double knavery--How, how? Let's see:-- 

After some time, to abuse Othello's ear 

That he is too familiar with his wife. 

He hath a person and a smooth dispose 

To be suspected, framed to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honest that but seem to be so, 

And will as tenderly be led by the nose 

As asses are. 

I have't. It is engender'd. Hell and night 

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

 



DESDEMONA 
O good Iago, 

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, 

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, 

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 

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

 

Act 4, Scene 3 

EMILIA 
But I do think it is their husbands' faults 

If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties, 

And pour our treasures into foreign laps, 

Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 

Throwing restraint upon us; or say they strike us, 

Or scant our former having in despite; 

Why, we have galls, and though we have some grace, 

Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 

Their wives have sense like them: they see and smell 

And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 

As husbands have. What is it that they do 

When they change us for others? Is it sport? 

I think it is: and doth affection breed it? 

I think it doth: is't frailty that thus errs? 

It is so too: and have not we affections, 

Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have? 

Then let them use us well: else let them know, 

The ills we do, their ills instruct us so. 

 

 

 

 



Act 1, Scene 1 

RODERIGO 
Sir, I will answer any thing. 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 

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor-- 

If this be known to you and your allowance, 

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs; 

But if you know not this, my manners tell me 

We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe 

That, from the sense of all civility, 

I thus would play and trifle with your reverence: 

Your daughter, if you have not given her leave, 

I say again, hath made a gross revolt; 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit and fortunes 

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger 

Of here and every where. Straight satisfy yourself: 

If she be in her chamber or your house, 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 

For thus deluding you. 

 

 

Act 2, Scene 3 

CASSIO 
Ay, but, by your leave, not before me; the 

lieutenant is to be saved before the ancient. Let's 

have no more of this; let's to our affairs.--Forgive 

us our sins!--Gentlemen, let's look to our business. 

Do not think, gentlemen. I am drunk: this is my 

ancient; this is my right hand, and this is my left: 

I am not drunk now; I can stand well enough, and 

speak well enough. 
 

(and also) 
 

Reputation, reputation, reputation! O, I have lost 

my reputation! I have lost the immortal part of 

myself, and what remains is bestial. My reputation, 

Iago, my reputation! 

Drunk? and speak parrot? 

and squabble? swagger? swear? and discourse 

fustian with one's own shadow? O thou invisible 

spirit of wine, if thou hast no name to be known by, 

let us call thee devil! 

 

 



Act 3, Scene 3 OTHELLO/IAGO 

 

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, 

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. 

 

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

 

IAGO 
Indeed! 

 

OTHELLO 
Indeed! ay, indeed: discern'st thou aught in that? 

Is he not honest? 

 

IAGO 
Honest, my lord! 

 

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, 

As if there were some monster in his thought 

Too hideous to be shown. Thou dost mean something: 

Show me thy thought. 

 

IAGO 
My lord, you know I love you. 

 

OTHELLO 
I think thou dost; 

 

IAGO 
For Michael Cassio, 

I dare be sworn I think that he is honest. 

 

OTHELLO 
I think so too. 

 

IAGO 
Men should be what they seem; 

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. 

 



 

Act 4, Scene 2 DESDEMONA/OTHELLO 

 

DESDEMONA 
My lord, what is your will? 

 

OTHELLO 
Pray, chuck, come hither. 

 

DESDEMONA 
What is your pleasure? 

 

OTHELLO 
Let me see your eyes; 

Look in my face. 

 

DESDEMONA 
What horrible fancy's this? 

Upon my knees, what doth your speech import? 

I understand a fury in your words. 

But not the words. 

 

OTHELLO 
Why, what art thou? 

 

DESDEMONA 
Your wife, my lord; your true 

And loyal wife. 

 

OTHELLO 
Come, swear it, damn thyself 

Swear thou art honest. 

 

DESDEMONA 
Heaven doth truly know it. 

 

OTHELLO 
Heaven truly knows that thou art false as hell. 

 

DESDEMONA 
To whom, my lord? with whom? how am I false? 

 

OTHELLO 
O Desdemona! away! away! away! 

 

 

 

 

 



DESDEMONA 
Alas the heavy day! Why do you weep? 

Am I the motive of these tears, my lord? 

If haply you my father do suspect 

An instrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on me: If you have lost him, 

Why, I have lost him too. 

 

OTHELLO 
Had it pleased heaven 

To try me with affliction; had they rain'd 

All kinds of sores and shames on my bare head. 

Steep'd me in poverty to the very lips, 

Given to captivity me and my utmost hopes, 

I should have found in some place of my soul 

A drop of patience: 

 



 

Act 1, Scene 3 RODERIGO/IAGO 

 

RODERIGO  

Iago,-- 

 

IAGO  

What say'st thou, noble heart? 

 

RODERIGO  

What will I do, thinkest thou? 

 

IAGO  

Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

 

RODERIGO  

I will incontinently drown myself. 

 

IAGO  

If thou dost, I shall never love thee after. Why, 

thou silly gentleman! 

 

RODERIGO  

It is silliness to live when to live is torment; and 

then have we a prescription to die when death is our physician. 

 

IAGO  

O villainous! I have looked upon the world for four 

times seven years; and since I could distinguish 

betwixt a benefit and an injury, I never found man 

that knew how to love himself. Ere I would say, I 

would drown myself for the love of a guinea-hen, I 

would change my humanity with a baboon. 

 

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! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



EMILIA/DESDEMONA 

Act 4, Scene 3 

 

DESDEMONA 
[Singing] I call'd my love false love; but what 

said he then? 

Sing willow, willow, willow: 

If I court moe women, you'll couch with moe men! 

So, get thee gone; good night Mine eyes do itch; 

Doth 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,-- 

That there be women do abuse their husbands 

In such gross kind? 

 

EMILIA 
There be some such, no question. 

 

DESDEMONA 
Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world? 

 

EMILIA 
Why, would not you? 

 

DESDEMONA 
No, by this heavenly light! 

 

EMILIA 
Nor I neither by this heavenly light; 

I might do't as well i' the dark. 

 

DESDEMONA 
Wouldst thou do such a deed for all the world? 

 

EMILIA 
The world's a huge thing: it is a great price. 

For a small vice. 

 

DESDEMONA 
In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 

 

 

 

 



EMILIA 
In troth, I think I should; and undo't when I had 

done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for a 

joint-ring, nor for measures of lawn, nor for 

gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty 

exhibition; but for the whole world,--why, who would 

not make her husband a cuckold to make him a 

monarch? I should venture purgatory for't. 

 

DESDEMONA 
Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 

For the whole world. 

 

EMILIA 
Why the wrong is but a wrong i' the world: and 

having the world for your labour, tis a wrong in your 

own world, and you might quickly make it right. 

 

DESDEMONA 
I do not think there is any such woman. 

 

EMILIA 
Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage as would 

store the world they played for. 

 


