Othello Act 3 Significant Quotations
1. Ha! I like not that….
Cassio, my lord? No, sure, I cannot think it
That he would steal away so guilty-like
Seeing you coming.

2. Excellent wretch! Perdition catch my soul
But I do love thee! And when I love thee not
Chaos is come again.

3. Oh, beware, my lord, of jealousy!
It is the green-eyed monster which doth mock
The meat it feeds on. 

4. No, Iago,
I’ll see before I doubt, when I doubt, prove,
And on the proof there is no more but this:
Away at once with love or jealousy!

5. And yet how nature, erring from itself—
Ay, there’s the point. As, to be bold with you,
Not to affect many proposèd matches
Of her own clime, complexion, and degree,
Whereto we see in all things nature tends—
Foh! One may smell in such a will most rank,
Foul disproportions, thoughts unnatural.

6. If she be false, heaven mocked itself.
I’ll not believe ’t.

7. Trifles light as air
Are to the jealous confirmations strong
As proofs of holy writ.

8. Not poppy nor mandragora
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world,
Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep
Which thou owedst yesterday.

9. I had been happy if the general camp,
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body,
So I had nothing known. Oh, now forever
Farewell the tranquil mind! Farewell content!

10. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore,
Be sure of it. Give me the ocular proof
Or by the worth of mine eternal soul
Thou hadst been better have been born a dog
Than answer my waked wrath!	

11. And then, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand,
Cry “O sweet creature!” and then kiss me hard,
As if he plucked up kisses by the roots
That grew upon my lips, lay his leg
Over my thigh, and sigh, and kiss, and then
Cry “Cursed fate that gave thee to the Moor!”

12. Arise, black vengeance, from the hollow hell!
Yield up, O love, thy crown and hearted throne
To tyrannous hate! Swell, bosom, with thy fraught,
For ’tis of aspics' tongues!

13. Now, by yon marble heaven,
In the due reverence of a sacred vow
I here engage my words. (he kneels) ….
Witness, you ever-burning lights above,
You elements that clip us round about,
Witness that here Iago doth give up
The execution of his wit, hands, heart,
To wronged Othello’s service. Let him command,
And to obey shall be in me remorse,
What bloody business ever.

14. Within these three days let me hear thee say
That Cassio’s not alive.

15. I will withdraw
To furnish me with some swift means of death
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant.

16. 'Tis not a year or two shows us a man.
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food.
To eat us hungerly, and when they are full,
They belch us.
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