Richard III

Act I, Scene 2 (& 1)

GLOUCESTER 

Now is the winter of our discontent
Made glorious summer by this sun of York;
And all the clouds that lour'd upon our house
In the deep bosom of the ocean buried.
Grim-visaged war hath smooth'd his wrinkled front;
And now, instead of mounting barbed steeds
To fright the souls of fearful adversaries,
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber
To the lascivious pleasing of a lute.
But I, that am not shaped for sportive tricks,
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass;
I, that am rudely stamp'd, and want love's majesty
To strut before a wanton ambling nymph;
Cheated of feature by dissembling nature;
Deformed, unfinish'd, sent before my time
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up;
And that so lamely and unfashionable

That dogs bark at me as I halt by them,
Why, I, in this weak piping time of peace,
Have no delight to pass away the time,
Unless to spy my shadow in the sun
And descant on mine own deformity:
And therefore, since I cannot prove a lover,
To entertain these fair well-spoken days,
I am determined to prove a villain
And hate the idle pleasures of these days.
Plots have I laid, inductions dangerous,
To set my brother Clarence and the king
In deadly hate the one against the other:
And if King Edward be as true and just
As I am subtle, false and treacherous,
Clarence hath not another day to live:
Which done, G-d take King Edward to his mercy,
And leave the world for me to bustle in! 
For then I'll marry Warwick's youngest daughter.
What though I kill'd her husband and her father?
The readiest way to make the wench amends
Is to become her husband and her father:
But yet I run before my horse to market:
 Enter LADY ANNE 
LADY ANNE 

Poor key-cold figure of a holy king!
Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood!

Be it lawful that I invocate thy ghost,
To hear the lamentations of Poor Anne,
Wife to thy Edward, to thy slaughter'd son,
Stabb'd by the selfsame hand that made these wounds!
Cursed be the hand that made these fatal holes!
Cursed be the heart that had the heart to do it!
More direful hap betide that hated wretch,
Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads,
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives!
If ever he have wife, let her be made
As miserable by the death of him
As I am made by my poor lord and thee!
Enter GLOUCESTER
What black magician conjures up this fiend?

Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell!
Thou hadst but power over his mortal body,
His soul thou canst not have; therefore be gone.
GLOUCESTER 

Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst.

LADY ANNE 

Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and trouble us not;
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds,
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries.
O G-d, which this blood madest, revenge his death!


GLOUCESTER 

Lady, you know no rules of charity,
Which renders good for bad, blessings for curses.

LADY ANNE 

Villain, thou know'st no law of G-d nor man.


GLOUCESTER 

Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me have
Some patient leisure to excuse myself.

LADY ANNE 

Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canst make
No excuse current, but to hang thyself.

GLOUCESTER 

Say that I slew them not?

LADY ANNE 

Why, then they are not dead:
But dead they are, and devilish slave, by thee.

Didst thou not kill this king?

GLOUCESTER 

I grant ye.

LADY ANNE 

Dost grant me, hedgehog?  Then, God grant me too
Thou mayst be damned for that wicked deed!
O, he was gentle, mild, and virtuous!

GLOUCESTER 

The fitter for the King of Heaven, that hath him.

Let him thank me, that holp to send him thither;
For he was fitter for that place than earth.

LADY ANNE 

And thou unfit for any place but hell.

GLOUCESTER 

Yes, one place else, if you will hear me name it.

LADY ANNE 

Some dungeon.

GLOUCESTER 

Your bed-chamber.

LADY ANNE 

Ill rest betide the chamber where thou liest!

GLOUCESTER 

So will it, madam till I lie with you.

LADY ANNE 

I hope so.

GLOUCESTER 

 
I know so. But, gentle Lady Anne,
To leave this keen encounter of our wits,
Is not the causer of these timeless deaths
As blameful as the executioner?

LADY ANNE 

Thou art the cause, and most accursed effect.

GLOUCESTER 

Your beauty was the cause of that effect;
Your beauty: which did haunt me in my sleep
To undertake the death of all the world,
So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom.

LADY ANNE 

If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide,
These nails should rend that beauty from my cheeks.

GLOUCESTER 

These eyes could never endure sweet beauty's wreck;
You should not blemish it, if I stood by:
As all the world is cheered by the sun,
So I by that; it is my day, my life.

LADY ANNE 

Black night o'ershade thy day, and death thy life!

GLOUCESTER 

Curse not thyself, fair creature thou art both.

LADY ANNE 

I would I were, to be revenged on thee.

GLOUCESTER 

It is a quarrel most unnatural,
To be revenged on him that loveth you.

LADY ANNE 

It is a quarrel just and reasonable,
To be revenged on him that slew my husband.

GLOUCESTER 

He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband,
Did it to help thee to a better husband.

LADY ANNE 

His better doth not breathe upon the earth.

GLOUCESTER 

He lives that loves thee better than he could.

LADY ANNE 

Name him.

GLOUCESTER 

                   Plantagenet.

LADY ANNE 

                               Why, that was he.

GLOUCESTER 

The selfsame name, but one of better nature.

LADY ANNE 

Where is he?

GLOUCESTER 

                          Here.

                                   Why dost thou spit at me?

LADY ANNE 

Would it were mortal poison, for thy sake!

GLOUCESTER 

Never came poison from so sweet a place.

LADY ANNE 

Never hung poison on a fouler toad.

Out of my sight! thou dost infect my eyes.

GLOUCESTER 

Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine.

Teach not thy lips such scorn, for they were made
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt.
If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive,
Lo, here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword;
Which if thou please to hide in this true bosom.
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee,
I lay it naked to the deadly stroke,
And humbly beg the death upon my knee.

Nay, do not pause; for I did kill King Henry,
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me.
Nay, now dispatch; 'twas I that stabb'd young Edward,
But 'twas thy heavenly face that set me on.

Take up the sword again, or take up me.

LADY ANNE 

Arise, dissembler: though I wish thy death,
I will not be the executioner.

GLOUCESTER 

Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it.

LADY ANNE 

I have already.

GLOUCESTER 

                         Tush, that was in thy rage:
Speak it again, and, even with the word,
That hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love,
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love;
To both their deaths thou shalt be accessory.

LADY ANNE 

I would I knew thy heart.

GLOUCESTER 

'Tis figured in my tongue.

LADY ANNE 

I fear me both are false.

GLOUCESTER 

Then never man was true.

LADY ANNE 

Well, well, put up your sword.

GLOUCESTER 

Say then my peace is made.

LADY ANNE 

That shall you know hereafter.

GLOUCESTER 

But shall I live in hope?

LADY ANNE 

All men, I hope, live so.

GLOUCESTER 

Vouchsafe to wear this ring.

LADY ANNE 

To take is not to give.

GLOUCESTER 

Look, how this ring encompasseth thy finger.
Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart;
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine.
Bid me farewell.

LADY ANNE 

'Tis more than you deserve;

But since you teach me how to flatter you,
Imagine I have said farewell already.

Exit LADY ANNE
GLOUCESTER 

Was ever woman in this humour woo'd?
Was ever woman in this humour won?
I'll have her; but I will not keep her long.
What! I, that kill'd her husband and his father,
To take her in her heart's extremest hate,
With curses in her mouth, tears in her eyes,
And I nothing to back my suit at all,
But the plain devil and dissembling looks,
And yet to win her, all the world to nothing! Ha!
I do mistake my person all this while:
Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot,
Myself to be a marvelous proper man.
I’ll be at charges for a looking-glass

And entertain some score or two of tailors

To study fashions to adorn my body.

Since I am crept in favour with myself,
I will maintain it with some little cost.
Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass,
That I may see my shadow as I pass.

Taming of the Shrew

Act II, Scene 1

Enter Petruchio

PETRUCHIO 

I will attend her here,
And woo her with some spirit when she comes.
Say that she rail; why then I'll tell her plain
She sings as sweetly as a nightingale:
Say that she frown, I'll say she looks as clear
As morning roses newly wash'd with dew:
If she do bid me pack, I'll give her thanks,
As though she bid me stay by her a week:
If she deny to wed, I'll crave the day
When I shall ask the banns and when be married.
But here she comes; and now, Petruchio, speak.

Enter KATHARINA
Good morrow, Kate; for that's your name, I hear.

KATHARINA 

Well have you heard, but something hard of hearing:
They call me Katharina that do talk of me.

PETRUCHIO 

You lie, in faith; for you are call'd plain Kate,
And bonny Kate and sometimes Kate the curst;
But Kate, the prettiest Kate in Christendom
Kate of Kate Hall, my super-dainty Kate,
Take this of me, Kate of my consolation;
Hearing thy mildness praised in every town,
Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded,
Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,
Myself am moved to woo thee for my wife.

KATHARINA 

Moved! in good time: let him that moved you hither
Remove you hence: I knew you at the first
You were a moveable.

PETRUCHIO 

Why, what's a moveable?

KATHARINA 

A join'd-stool.

PETRUCHIO 

Thou hast hit it: come, sit on me.

KATHARINA 

Asses are made to bear, and so are you.

PETRUCHIO 

Women are made to bear, and so are you.

Alas! good Kate, I will not burden thee;
For, knowing thee to be but young and light--

KATHARINA 

Too light for such a swain as you to catch;
And yet as heavy as my weight should be.

PETRUCHIO 

Should be! should--buzz!
Come, come, you wasp; i' faith, you are too angry.

KATHARINA 

If I be waspish, best beware my sting.

PETRUCHIO 

My remedy is then, to pluck it out.

KATHARINA 

Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies.

PETRUCHIO 

Who knows not where a wasp does
wear his sting? In his tail.

KATHARINA 

                                         In his tongue.

PETRUCHIO 

                                                               Whose tongue?

KATHARINA 

Yours, if you talk of tails: and so farewell.

PETRUCHIO 

What, with my tongue in your tail? nay, come again,
Good Kate; I am a gentleman.

KATHARINA 

                                                That I'll try.

PETRUCHIO 

I swear I'll cuff you, if you strike again.

KATHARINA 

Well aimed of such a young one.

PETRUCHIO 

Now, by Saint George, I am too young for you.

Nay, hear you, Kate: in sooth you scape not so.

KATHARINA 

I chafe you, if I tarry: let me go.

PETRUCHIO 

No, not a whit: I find you passing gentle.
'Twas told me you were rough and coy and sullen,
And now I find report a very liar;
For thou are pleasant, gamesome, passing courteous,
But slow in speech, yet sweet as spring-time flowers:
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance,
Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk,
But thou with mildness entertain'st thy wooers,
Why does the world report that Kate doth limp?
O slanderous world! Kate is straight and slender 
O, let me see thee walk: thou dost not halt.

KATHARINA 

Go, fool, and whom thou keep’st command.

PETRUCHIO 

Am I not wise?

KATHARINA 

                          Yes; keep you warm.

PETRUCHIO 

Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharina, in thy bed:
And therefore, setting all this chat aside,
Thus in plain terms: your father hath consented
That you shall be my wife; your dowry 'greed on;
And, Will you, nill you, I will marry you.
Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn;
For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty,
Thy beauty, that doth make me like thee well,
Thou must be married to no man but me;
For I am he am born to tame you Kate,
And bring you from a wild Kate to a Kate
Conformable as other household Kates.
I must and will have Katharina to my wife.

As You Like It

Act IV, Scene 1 

Enter ROSALIND & ORLANDO

ORLANDO 

Good day and happiness, dear Rosalind!

ROSALIND 

…Why, how now, Orlando! where have you been all this while? You a lover! An you serve me such another trick, never come in my sight more.

ORLANDO 

My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour of my promise.

ROSALIND 

Break an hour's promise in love! He that will divide a minute into a thousand parts and break but a part of the thousandth part of a minute in the affairs of love, I'll warrant him heart-whole.

ORLANDO 

Pardon me, dear Rosalind.

ROSALIND 

Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in my sight: I had as lief be wooed of a snail.

ORLANDO 

Of a snail?

ROSALIND 

Ay, of a snail; for though he comes slowly, he carries his house on his head; a better jointure, I think, than you make a woman.

Come, woo me, woo me, for now I am in a holiday humour and like enough to consent. What would you say to me now, an I were your very, very Rosalind?
ORLANDO 

I would kiss before I spoke.

ROSALIND 

Nay, you were better speak first, and when you were gravelled for lack of matter, you might take occasion to kiss. 
ORLANDO 

How if the kiss be denied?

ROSALIND 

Then she puts you to entreaty, and there begins new matter.

ORLANDO 

Who could be out, being before his beloved mistress?

ROSALIND 

Am not I your Rosalind?

ORLANDO 

I take some joy to say you are, because I would be talking of her.

ROSALIND 

Well in her person I say I will not have you.

ORLANDO 

Then in mine own person I die.

ROSALIND 

No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world is almost six thousand years old, and in all this time there was not any man died in a love-cause. Men have died from time to time and worms have eaten them, but not for love.

ORLANDO

I would not have my right Rosalind of that (this?) mind, for I protest her frown might kill me.

ROSALIND

By this hand, it will not kill a fly. But come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more coming-on disposition, and ask me what you will. I will grant it.

ORLANDO 

Then love me, Rosalind.

ROSALIND 

Yes, faith, will I, Fridays and Saturdays and all.

ORLANDO 

And wilt thou have me?

ROSALIND 

Ay, and twenty such.

ORLANDO 

What sayest thou?

ROSALIND 

Are you not good?

ORLANDO 

I hope so.

ROSALIND 

Why then, can one desire too much of a good thing? Come, sister, you shall be the priest and marry us. Give me your hand, Orlando. What do you say, sister?

ORLANDO 

Pray thee, marry us.

CELIA 

I cannot say the words.

ROSALIND 

You must begin, 'Will you, Orlando--'

CELIA 

Go to. Will you, Orlando, have to wife this Rosalind?

ORLANDO 

I will.

ROSALIND 

Ay, but when?

ORLANDO 

Why now; as fast as she can marry us.

ROSALIND 

Then you must say 'I take thee, Rosalind, for wife.'

ORLANDO 

I take thee, Rosalind, for wife.

ROSALIND 

I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband: Now tell me how long you would have her after you have possessed her.

ORLANDO 

For ever and a day.

ROSALIND 

Say 'a day,' without the 'ever.' No, no, Orlando; men are April when they woo, December when they wed: maids are May when they are maids, but the sky changes when they are wives. I will be more jealous of thee than a Barbary cock-pigeon over his hen, more clamorous than a parrot against rain, more new-fangled than an ape, more giddy in my desires than a monkey: I will weep for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will do that when you are disposed to be merry; I will laugh like a hyen, and that when thou art inclined to sleep. 

ORLANDO 

But will my Rosalind do so?

ROSALIND 

By my life, she will do as I do.

ORLANDO 

O, but she is wise.

ROSALIND 

Or else she could not have the wit to do this: the wiser, the waywarder: make the doors upon a woman's wit and it will out at the casement; shut that and 'twill out at the key-hole; stop that, 'twill fly with the smoke out at the chimney.

ORLANDO 

A man that had a wife with such a wit, he might say 'Wit, whither wilt?'

ROSALIND 

Nay, you might keep that check for it till you met your wife's wit going to your neighbour's bed.

ORLANDO 

And what wit could wit have to excuse that?

ROSALIND 

Marry, to say she came to seek you there. You shall never take her without her answer, unless you take her without her tongue. 
ORLANDO 

For these two hours, Rosalind, I will leave thee.

ROSALIND 

Alas! dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours.

ORLANDO 

By two o'clock I will be with thee again.

ROSALIND 

Ay, go your ways, go your ways; I knew what you
would prove: my friends told me as much: that flattering tongue of yours won me: 'tis but one cast away, and so, come, death! Two o'clock is your hour?

ORLANDO 

Ay, sweet Rosalind.

ROSALIND 

By my troth, and in good earnest, and so G-d mend
me, if you break one jot of your promise or come one
minute behind your hour, I will think you the most
pathetical break-promise and the most hollow lover
and the most unworthy of her you call Rosalind that
may be chosen out of the gross band of the
unfaithful: therefore beware my censure. keep your promise.

ORLANDO 

With no less religion than if thou wert indeed my Rosalind: so adieu.
Exit ORLANDO
CELIA 

You have simply misused our sex in your love-prate: 

ROSALIND 

O coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that thou
didst know how many fathom deep I am in love! I'll tell thee, I cannot be out of the sight of Orlando: I'll go find a shadow and sigh till he come.

CELIA 

And I'll sleep.

Midsummer Night’s Dream

Act III, Scene 3 
Enter HERMIA and DEMETRIUS
DEMETRIUS 

O, why rebuke you him that loves you so?
Lay breath so bitter on your bitter foe.

HERMIA 

Now I but chide; but I should use thee worse,
For thou, I fear, hast given me cause to curse,
If thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep,
Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep,
And kill me too.
The sun was not so true unto the day
As he to me: would he have stolen away
From sleeping Hermia? 

It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him;
So should a murderer look, so dead, so grim.

DEMETRIUS 

So should the murder'd look, and so should I,
Pierced through the heart with your stern cruelty:
Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear,
As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere.

HERMIA 

What's this to my Lysander? where is he?
Ah, good Demetrius, wilt thou give him me?

DEMETRIUS 

I had rather give his carcass to my hounds.

HERMIA 

Out, dog! out, cur! thou drivest me past the bounds
Of maiden's patience. Hast thou slain him, then?
O, once tell true, tell true, even for my sake!
Durst thou have look'd upon him being awake,
And hast thou kill'd him sleeping? O brave touch!

DEMETRIUS 

You spend your passion on a misprised mood:
I am not guilty of Lysander's blood;
Nor is he dead, for aught that I can tell.

HERMIA 

I pray thee, tell me then that he is well.

DEMETRIUS 

An if I could, what should I get therefore?

HERMIA 

A privilege never to see me more.
And from thy hated presence part I so:
See me no more, whether he be dead or no.

Exit
DEMETRIUS 
There is no following her in this fierce vein:
Here therefore for a while I will remain.


Midsummer Night’s Dream

Act II, Scene 1 

Enter DEMETRIUS, HELENA, following him
DEMETRIUS 

I love thee not, therefore pursue me not.
Hence, get thee gone, and follow me no more.

HELENA 

You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant;
Leave you your power to draw,
And I shall have no power to follow you.

DEMETRIUS 

Do I entice you? do I speak you fair?
Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth
Tell you, I do not, nor I cannot love you?

HELENA 

And even for that do I love you the more.
I am your spaniel; and, Demetrius,
The more you beat me, I will fawn on you:
Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me,
Neglect me, lose me; only give me leave,
Unworthy as I am, to follow you.
What worser place can I beg in your love,--
And yet a place of high respect with me,--
Than to be used as you use your dog?

DEMETRIUS 

Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit;
For I am sick when I do look on thee.

HELENA 

And I am sick when I look not on you.

DEMETRIUS 

You do impeach your modesty too much,
To leave the city and commit yourself
Into the hands of one that loves you not;
To trust the opportunity of night
And the ill counsel of a desert place
With the rich worth of your virginity.

HELENA 

Your virtue is my privilege: for that
It is not night when I do see your face,
Therefore I think I am not in the night;
Nor doth this wood lack worlds of company,
For you in my respect are all the world:
Then how can it be said I am alone,
When all the world is here to look on me?

DEMETRIUS 

I'll run from thee and hide me in the brakes,
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts.

HELENA 

The wildest hath not such a heart as you.
Run when you will, the story shall be changed:
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase;
The dove pursues the griffin; the mild hind
Makes speed to catch the tiger; 

DEMETRIUS 

Let me go:

Or, if thou follow me, do not believe
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood.

HELENA 

Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field,
You do me mischief. Fie, Demetrius!
Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex:
We cannot fight for love, as men may do;
We should be wooed and were not made to woo.

Exit DEMETRIUS
I'll follow thee and make a heaven of hell,
To die upon the hand I love so well.

Exit

Othello
Act IV, Scene 3

OTHELLO

O,--Desdemona,--

DESDEMONA 

My lord?

OTHELLO 

Get you to bed on the instant; I will be returned forthwith: dismiss your attendant there: look it be done.

DESDEMONA 

I will, my lord.
Exit OTHELLO

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,.
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 cheques, his frowns--
Prithee, unpin me,--have grace and favour in them.

EMILIA 

I have laid those sheets you bade me on the bed.

DESDEMONA 

If I do die before thee prithee, shroud me
In one of those same sheets.

EMILIA 

Come, come you talk.

Shall I go fetch your night-gown?

DESDEMONA 

No, unpin me here.
This Lodovico is a proper man.

EMILIA 

A very handsome man.

DESDEMONA 

He speaks well.

EMILIA 

I know a lady in Venice would have walked barefoot
to Palestine for a touch of his nether lip.

DESDEMONA 

Prithee, hie thee; he'll come anon:--

So, get thee gone, good night - 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 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? 
DESDEMONA 

I do not think there is any such woman.

EMILIA 

Yes, a dozen; 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,
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.

DESDEMONA 

Good night, good night: heaven me such uses send,
Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend!
Exeunt
Othello
Act V, 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.
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.

Ah balmy breath, that dost almost persuade
Justice to break her sword! One more, one more.
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee,
And love thee after. One more, and this the last:
So sweet was ne'er so fatal. I must weep,
But they are cruel tears: this sorrow's heavenly;
It strikes where it doth 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.

OTHELLO 

If you bethink yourself of any crime
Unreconciled as yet to heaven and grace,
Solicit for it straight.

DESDEMONA 

Alas, my lord, what do you mean by that?

OTHELLO 

Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by:
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.

OTHELLO 

Think on thy sins.

DESDEMONA 

They are loves I bear to you.

OTHELLO 

Ay, and for that thou diest.

DESDEMONA 

That death's unnatural that kills for loving.

OTHELLO 

Peace, and be still!

DESDEMONA 

I will so. What's the matter?

OTHELLO 

That handkerchief which I so loved and gave thee
Thou gavest to Cassio.

DESDEMONA 

No, by my life and soul!

Send for the man, and ask him.

OTHELLO 

Sweet soul, take heed,
Take heed of perjury; thou art on thy deathbed.

DESDEMONA 

Ay, but not yet to die.

OTHELLO 

Yes, presently:

Therefore confess thee freely of thy sin;
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 loved Cassio
But with such general warranty of heaven
As I might love: I never gave him token.

OTHELLO 

By heaven, I saw my handkerchief in's hand.
O perjured woman! thou dost stone my heart,
And makest me call what I intend to do
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;
Let him confess a truth.

OTHELLO 

He hath confess'd.

DESDEMONA 

What, my lord?

OTHELLO 

That he hath used thee.

DESDEMONA 

How? unlawfully?

OTHELLO 

Ay.

DESDEMONA 

He will not say so.

OTHELLO 

No, his mouth is stopp'd;

DESDEMONA 

O! my fear interprets: what, is he dead?

OTHELLO 

Had all his hairs been lives, my great revenge
Had stomach for them all.

DESDEMONA 

Alas! he is betray'd and I undone.

OTHELLO 

Out, strumpet! weep'st thou for him to my face?

DESDEMONA 

O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not!

OTHELLO 

Down, strumpet!

DESDEMONA 

Kill me to-morrow: let me live to-night!

OTHELLO 

Nay, if you strive--

DESDEMONA 

But half an hour!

OTHELLO 

Being done, there is no pause.

DESDEMONA 

But while I say one prayer!

OTHELLO 

It is too late.

He stifles her
EMILIA [Within] 

My lord , my lord! what, ho! my lord, my lord!

OTHELLO 

What noise 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?

EMILIA [Within] 

O, good my lord, I would speak a word with you!

OTHELLO 

Yes: 'tis Emilia. By and by. She's dead.
The noise was here. Ha! no more moving?
Still as the grave. Shall she come in? were't good?--
I think she stirs again:--no. What's best to do?
If she come in, she'll sure speak to my wife:
My wife! my wife! what wife? I have no wife.
O insupportable! O heavy hour!

EMILIA [Within] 

I do beseech you

That I may speak with you, O, good my lord!

OTHELLO 

I had forgot thee: O, come in, Emilia;
Soft; by and by. Let me the curtains draw.
Where art thou? Enter EMILIA
What's the matter with thee now?

EMILIA 

Alas, what cry is that?

OTHELLO 

That! what?

EMILIA 

Out, and alas! that was my lady's voice.
Help! help, ho! help! O lady, speak again!
Sweet Desdemona! O sweet mistress, speak!

O, who hath done this deed?

OTHELLO 

'Twas I that kill'd her.

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 art rash as fire, 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.

EMILIA 

My husband!

OTHELLO 

Thy husband.

EMILIA 

That she was false to wedlock?

OTHELLO 

Ay, with Cassio. 'twas he that told me first:

An honest man he is, and hates the slime
That sticks on filthy deeds.

EMILIA 

                                         My husband!

OTHELLO 

What needs this iteration, woman? I say thy husband.

EMILIA 

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.

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:
This deed of thine is no more worthy heaven
Than thou wast worthy her.

OTHELLO 

                                          Peace, you were best.

EMILIA 

Thou hast not half that power to do me harm
As I have to be hurt. O gull! O dolt!
As ignorant as dirt! thou hast done a deed--
I care not for thy sword; I'll make thee known,
Though I lost twenty lives.--Help! help, ho! help!
The Moor hath kill'd my mistress! Murder! murder!
I think upon't, I think: I smell't: O villany!--
I thought so then:--I'll kill myself for grief:--
O villany, villany!

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 that recognizance and pledge of love
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 thou dull Moor! that handkerchief thou speak'st of
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.

She give it Cassio! no, alas! I found it,
And I did give't my husband.

O murderous coxcomb! what should such a fool
Do with so good a woman?

OTHELLO 

Are there no stones in heaven
But what serve for the thunder?--Precious villain!

Now, how dost thou look now? O ill-starr'd wench!
Pale as thy smock! when we shall meet at compt,
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven,
And fiends will snatch at it. Cold, cold, my girl!
O Desdemona! Desdemona! dead!
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Epilogue

ROSALIND 

It is not the fashion to see the lady the epilogue;
but it is no more unhandsome than to see the lord the prologue. If it be true that good wine needs no bush, 'tis true that a good play needs no epilogue; yet to good wine they do use good bushes, and good plays prove the better by the help of good epilogues. What a case am I in then, that am neither a good epilogue nor cannot insinuate with you in the behalf of a good play! I am not furnished like a beggar, therefore to beg will not become me: my way is to conjure you; and I'll begin with the women. I charge you, O women, for the love you bear to men, to like as much of this play as
please you: and I charge you, O men, for the love you bear to women--as I perceive by your simpering, none of you hates them--that between you and the women the play may please. If I were a woman I would kiss as many of you as had beards that pleased me, complexions that liked me and breaths that I defied not: and, I am sure, as many as have good beards or good faces or sweet breaths will, for my kind offer, when I make curtsy, bid me farewell.
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