Othello
Significant Quotations Act 1

1. Forsooth, a great arithmetician,
One Michael Cassio, a Florentine…
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 counsels can propose 
As masterly as he.

2. Sir, content you.
I follow him to serve my turn upon him.

3. I am not what I am.

4. Even now, now, very now, an old black ram
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise,
5. I am one, sir, that comes to tell you your daughter and the Moor are now making the beast with two backs.

6. Keep up your bright swords, for the dew will rust them.

7. The Turkish preparation makes for Rhodes.

8. A maiden never bold,
Of spirit so still and quiet that her motion
Blushed at herself. And she, in spite of nature,
Of years, of country, credit, everything,
To fall in love with what she feared to look on?....
Why this should be. I therefore vouch again
That with some mixtures powerful o'er the blood
Or with some dram, conjured to this effect,
He wrought upon her.

9. To vouch this is no proof,
Without more wider and more overt test
Than these thin habits and poor likelihoods
Of modern seeming do prefer against him.
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10. My noble father,
I do perceive here a divided duty.
To you I am bound for life and education.
My life and education both do learn me
How to respect you. You are the lord of duty.
I am hitherto your daughter. But here’s my husband.
And so much duty as my mother showed
To you, preferring you before her father,
So much I challenge that I may profess
Due to the Moor my lord.

11. And, noble signior,
If virtue no delighted beauty lack,
You son-in-law is far more fair than black.

12. Look to her, Moor, if thou hast eyes to see.
She has deceived her father, and may thee.

13. Virtue? A fig! 'Tis in ourselves that we are thus or thus. Our bodies are our 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 manured with industry—why, the power and corrigible authority of this lies in our wills

14. It is merely a lust of the blood and a permission of the will.

15. I say, put money in thy purse. It cannot be long that Desdemona should continue her love to the Moor—put money in thy purse—nor he his to her. It was a violent commencement in her, and thou shalt see an 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 bitter as coloquintida. She must change for youth. When she is sated with his body she will find the errors of her choice. Therefore, put money in thy purse.

16. Thus do I ever make my fool my purse.
For I mine own gained knowledge should profane
If I would time expend with such a snipe
But for my sport and profit.

17. 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,
But I, for mere suspicion in that kind,
Will do as if for surety. 

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

