
OTHELLO / MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING – FEMALES UNDER 30 
 
 

DESDEMONA (telling the Duke she wants to go with 
Othello) 
That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My downright violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world. My heart's subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord: 
I saw Othello's visage in his mind, 
And to his honour and his valiant parts 
Did I my soul and fortunes consecrate. 
So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 
A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 
The rites for which I love him are bereft me, 
And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence. Let me go with him. 
 
DESDEMONA (pleading with Iago for help after Othello 
has called her a whore) 
O God, 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. 

 
HERO (talking to Ursula about Benedick while Beatrice 
eavesdrops – making sure Beatrice hears her) 
O god of love! I know he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man. 
But Nature never framed a woman's heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice; 
Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on, and her wit 
Values itself so highly that to her 
All matter else seems weak. She cannot love, 
Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 
She is so self-endeared. I never yet saw man, 
How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured, 
But she would spell him backward: if fair-faced, 
She would swear the gentleman should be her sister; 
If black, why, Nature, drawing of an antique, 
Made a foul blot; if tall, a lance ill-headed; 
If low, an agate very vilely cut; 
If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds; 
If silent, why, a block moved with none. 
So turns she every man the wrong side out. 
But who dare tell her so? If I should speak, 
She would mock me into air; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like cover'd fire, 
Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly: 
It were a better death than die with mocks. 
I will go to Benedick 
And counsel him to fight against his passion. 
And, truly, I'll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with: one doth not know 
How much an ill word may empoison liking. 


