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William Shakespeare’s 

OTHELLO 
Call Back Sides 
 

EMILIA/DESDEMONA - CALLBACK 

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. 
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DESDEMONA 
In troth, I think thou wouldst not. 
 

EMILIA 
In troth, I think I should; and undo't when I had 
done. Marry, I would not do such a thing for a 
joint-ring, nor for measures of lawn, nor for 
gowns, petticoats, nor caps, nor any petty 
exhibition; but for the whole world,--why, who would 
not make her husband a cuckold to make him a 
monarch? I should venture purgatory for't. 
 

DESDEMONA 
Beshrew me, if I would do such a wrong 
For the whole world. 
 

EMILIA 
Why the wrong is but a wrong i' the world: and 
having the world for your labour, tis a wrong in your 
own world, and you might quickly make it right. 
 

DESDEMONA 
I do not think there is any such woman. 
 

EMILIA 
Yes, a dozen; and as many to the vantage as would 
store the world they played for. 
But I do think it is their husbands' faults 
If wives do fall: say that they slack their duties, 
And pour our treasures into foreign laps, 
Or else break out in peevish jealousies, 
Throwing restraint upon us; or say they strike us, 
Or scant our former having in despite; 
Why, we have galls, and though we have some grace, 
Yet have we some revenge. Let husbands know 
Their wives have sense like them: they see and smell 
And have their palates both for sweet and sour, 
As husbands have. What is it that they do 
When they change us for others? Is it sport? 
I think it is: and doth affection breed it? 
I think it doth: is't frailty that thus errs? 
It is so too: and have not we affections, 
Desires for sport, and frailty, as men have? 
Then let them use us well: else let them know, 
The ills we do, their ills instruct us so. 
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DESDEMONA/OTHELLO/EMILIA CALLBACK 

 
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. 
I should have found in some place of my soul 
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A drop of patience: but, alas,  would thou hadst 
ne'er been born! 
 
DESDEMONA 

Alas, what ignorant sin have I committed? 
 
OTHELLO 

Was this fair paper, this most goodly book, 
Made to write 'whore' upon?  
What committed! 
Impudent strumpet! 
 
DESDEMONA 

By heaven, you do me wrong. 
 
OTHELLO 

Are you not a strumpet? 
 
DESDEMONA 

No, as I am a Christian: 
 
OTHELLO 

What, not a whore? 
 
DESDEMONA 

No, as I shall be saved. 
 
OTHELLO 

Is't possible? 
 
DESDEMONA 

O, heaven forgive us! 
 
OTHELLO 

I cry you mercy, then: 
I took you for that cunning whore of Venice 
That married with Othello. 
Raising his voice 
You, mistress, 
That have the office opposite to Saint Peter, 
And keep the gate of hell! 
Re-enter EMILIA 
You, you, ay, you! 
We have done our course;  
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. 
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EMILIA 

Good madam, what's the matter with my lord? 
 
DESDEMONA 

With who? 
 
EMILIA 

Why, with my lord, madam. 
 
DESDEMONA 

Who is thy lord? 
 
EMILIA 

He that is yours, sweet lady. 
 
DESDEMONA 

I have none: do not talk to me, Emilia; 
I cannot weep; nor answer have I none, 
But what should go by water. Prithee, tonight 
Lay on my bed my wedding sheets: remember; 
And call thy husband hither. 
 
EMILIA 

Here's a change indeed! 
Exit 
 
DESDEMONA 

How have I been behaved, that he might stick 
The small'st opinion on my least misuse? 
Re-enter EMILIA with IAGO 
 
IAGO 

What is your pleasure, madam? 
How is't with you? 
 
DESDEMONA 

I cannot tell.  
 
IAGO 

What's the matter, lady? 
 
EMILIA 

Alas, Iago, my lord hath so bewhored 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? 
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DESDEMONA 

Such as she says my lord did say I was. 
 
EMILIA 

He call'd her whore:  
 
IAGO 

Why did he so? 
 
DESDEMONA 

I do not know; I am sure I am none such. 
 
IAGO 

Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the day! 
 
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. 
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IAGO CALLBACK ACT 3, SCENE 3 

 
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? 
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IAGO 

Think, my lord! 
 
OTHELLO 

Think, my lord! 
By heaven, he echoes me, 
if thou dost love me, 
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. 
 

OTHELLO 

Nay, yet there's more in this: 
I prithee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 
As thou dost ruminate, and give thy worst of thoughts 
The worst of words. 
 
IAGO 

I do beseech you-- 
Though I perchance am vicious in my guess, 
As, I confess, it is my nature's plague 
To spy into abuses, and oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not--I entreat you then 
It were not for your quiet nor your good, 
Nor for my manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 
To let you know my thoughts. 
 
OTHELLO 

What dost thou mean? 
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IAGO 

Good name in man and woman, dear my lord, 
Is the immediate jewel of their souls: 
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. 
 
OTHELLO 

By heaven, I'll know thy thoughts. 
 
IAGO 

You cannot, if my heart were in your hand; 
Nor shall not, whilst 'tis in my custody. 
 
OTHELLO 

Ha! 
 
IAGO 

O, beware, my lord, of jealousy; 
It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on; that cuckold lives in bliss 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger; 
But, O, what damned minutes tells he o'er 
Who dotes, yet doubts, suspects, yet strongly loves! 
 
OTHELLO 

O misery! 
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BIANCA/CASSIO callback –  
 

BIANCA 

Save you, friend Cassio! 
 
CASSIO 

How is it with you, my most fair Bianca? 
I' faith, sweet love, I was coming to your house. 
 
BIANCA 

And I was going to your lodging, Cassio. 
What, keep a week away? seven days and nights? 
Eight score eight hours? and lovers' absent hours, 
More tedious than the dial eight score times? 
O weary reckoning! 
 
CASSIO 

Pardon me, Bianca: 
I have this while with leaden thoughts been press'd: 
But I shall, in a more continuate time, 
Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 
Giving her DESDEMONA's handkerchief 
Take me this work out. 
 
BIANCA 

O Cassio, whence came this? 
This is some token from a newer friend: 
To the felt absence now I feel a cause: 
Is't come to this? Well, well. 
 
CASSIO 

Go to, woman! 
Throw your vile guesses in the devil's teeth, 
From whence you have them. You are jealous now 
That this is from some mistress, some remembrance: 
No, in good troth, Bianca. 
 
BIANCA 

Why, whose is it? 
 
CASSIO 

I know not, sweet: I found it in my chamber. 
I like the work well: ere it be demanded-- 
As like enough it will--I'ld have it copied: 
Take it, and do't; and leave me for this time. 
 
BIANCA 

Leave you! wherefore? 
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CASSIO 

I do attend here on the general; 
And think it no addition, nor my wish, 
To have him see me woman'd. 
 
BIANCA 

Why, I pray you? 
 
CASSIO 

Not that I love you not. 
 
BIANCA 

But that you do not love me. 
I pray you, bring me on the way a little, 
And say if I shall see you soon at night. 
 
CASSIO 

'Tis but a little way that I can bring you; 
For I attend here: but I'll see you soon. 
 
BIANCA 

'Tis very good; I must be circumstanced. 
Exeunt 
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MONTANO callback side Act 2, Scene 3 

MONTANO 

To the platform, masters; come, let's set the watch. 
 

IAGO 

You see this fellow that is gone before; 
He is a soldier fit to stand by Caesar 
And give direction: and do but see his vice; 
 
MONTANO 

But is he often thus? 
 
IAGO 

'Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep: 
 
MONTANO 

It were well 
The general were put in mind of it. 
Perhaps he sees it not; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 
And looks not on his evils:  
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 to the Moor. (Enter Cassio and Roderigo) 
 
CASSIO 

You rogue! you rascal! 
 
MONTANO 

What's the matter, lieutenant? 
 
CASSIO 

A knave teach me my duty! 
I'll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. (Striking RODERIGO) 
 
MONTANO 

Nay, good lieutenant; 
Staying him 
I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 
 
CASSIO 

Let me go, sir, 
Or I'll knock you o'er the mazzard. 
 
MONTANO 

Come, come, 
you're drunk. 
 
CASSIO 

Drunk! (They fight) 


