Scene 1


Streets of Venice. Night-time. We can hear wedding music, cheering, shouting and general celebratory noises, offstage. Othello and Desdemona run onstage in full wedding costume, clutching on to each other in a just-married sort of way. Desdemona is bouncing like an excited toddler. Iago enters behind them, flinging rice at them and looking very annoyed, but they don't notice.

Desdemona:(still bouncing, and shrieking excitedly)

         Ohmygodohmygodohmygod!! I can't believe we're married. Oooh, I love you!!! (kisses him, as Iago pelts Othello with rice)  Hey, say my name!!

Othello: (confused) What? 

Desdemona: Say my name!!

Othello: (after hesitating) Desdemona. 

Desdemona: No, silly. My other name.  

Othello: What - My Little Creampuff of Cuddledom? 

Desdemona: (suddenly a little embarrassed) Noooo! My other name. My new one. 

Othello: Oh. You mean - Mrs. Othello?

Desdemona shrieks and bounces excitedly (again!!), and wraps her arms around Othello, squeezing him so hard he can barely breathe.

Desdemona:  I'mMrs.OthelloI'mMrs.OthelloI'mMrs.Othello (plants a whole loads of little kisses on  his face, before finishing with another big one  on the lips!!)  

Iago: (quietly) Oh yuck!! (He pelts them with a few more handfuls, and when that has no effect he empties the entire bag over Othello's head) Cut it out!!!!  (Othello turns around, and Iago quickly hides the bag behind his back and grins widely at the two of them) Erm, I mean, that is to say, what I mean was, um, we're right outside Desdemona's house.

Desdemona: Oh that's right, let's go tell Daddy!!

Iago&Othello: NO!!! 

Desdemona: But - but ...

Othello: Dessie, we can't tell him yet, he'll go mad. He'll kill us - well he'll kill me. That's why we eloped, remember? Because he would've gotten angry, and yelled, and stopped us.

Desdemona: Oh yeah! He's such a big meanie.

Othello: No he's not. He just loves you and he's a little over-protective. 

Desdemona: He's still a meanie.

Othello: Well, sometimes. But that's why we're going to go off, and have a great honeymoon tonight. And when we get back, then we can tell him the good news - very, very slowly and gently.

Iago: (who has been checking his watch and looking around anxiously for he last few lines) And from a distance at least out of biting distance.

Othello: Probably.

Iago: And speaking of great distances, shouldn't you two get going before someone comes along? I mean, you don't want your Dad spoiling your wedding night do you, Des?

Desdemona: No. (thinks about it for a moment, and suddenly her eyes widen in terror as she realises exactly what won't happen if they're interrupted!) NO!!! Come on, let's go.

Othello: Listen Iago, I just want to thank you for....

Desdemona: (dragging on to Othello's arm, trying to pull him offstage) Will you come on?!?

Othello: I just want to thank Iago for....  

Desdemona: You can thank him later, can't you? COME ON!! (Othello looks at Iago helplessly and shrugs) Othelloooo!  Now! If anyone interrupts tonight I'm going to go crazy!

Othello shoots an embarrassed glance at  Iago.

Iago: She's got a point. (starts pushing the two of them offstage firmly) Get going, go on, go on.  

Othello: But - 

Iago: Go. Now. Before your wife explodes. (they exit. Iago waves after them) Have a nice honeymoon. (Turns and slumps against the wall)  Thank GOD. I thought they were never going to leave. (looks at his watch)  He's late - surprise surprise. Well, seeing as I've got some time to spare.... (turns to the audience) Hello, how are you all tonight?  (jumps back, pretending to be a shocked member of the audience, and gasps!) He's talking to us!! I didn't know he could see us!! This never happened in Shakespeare!!! (switching back to himself) Yeah, well guess what  - this isn't Shakespeare. See, what  Shakespeare would have me doing  about now would be one of those  soliloquy thingies - you know, a long  boring rambling speech to let you all  know every little thought that's going  through my mind. But I hate soliloquies, so I'm going to do a monologue instead. That guy who just left there, that was General Othello, Head of the Venetian army. I think he's actually a Turk or a Moor or something, I'm not quite sure, I wasn't really paying attention. Anyway, whatever he is, he's not Italian, that's the important bit. Right, so there's this non-Italian leading the Venetian army, and a chance for promotion crops up among the lower ranks, so your truly decides to go for it. I mean, why not? I've been in the army for years. I've more experience in battle and defence than the rest of the bloody army put together. I'm damn well respected, Othello fucking loves me. I'm practically guaranteed that promotion, right? I mean, who else can they possibly give it to? So I put in for the promotion, and guess what?  (pauses, looks around at the audience, and then sudden outburst) They gave it to Cassio! Michael FUCKING Cassio. That ponce, that prick, that fucking girly, flower smelling, nature loving asshole who's been in the army all of like three seconds. That, is what they promoted instead of me. That's what Othello - the Moorish, Turkish, whatever the hell he is non-Italian wanker chose over me!! I mean, is that fair? Does that sound fair to.... (he stops, as we hear footsteps approaching, and smiles) That must be him (His smile fades as Cassio enters, humming happily to himself, with a bounce in his step. He is too caught up in his own happy little world to notice Iago straight away, but Iago sees him and tries to hide)

Cassio: (suddenly noticing him) Iago!!!!

Iago: (quietly) Bollocks!! (forces a big smile. Stops hiding) Cassio!!

Cassio: Hey, how are you? Listen, I'm really sorry about the whole promotion thing, I honestly thought you'd get it (gives him a friendly slap on the back. Iago returns it with a full strength wallop against Cassio's spine, and grins cheerfully as though he doesn't realise he hit him so hard. Cassio tries to smile back, but looks a bit hurt).

Iago: (over-cheerful) You're not sorry. Hell, if I'd gotten that promotion, you wouldn't have, would you?

Cassio: (rubbing his back) Well, I suppose that is true, but I - I just wish there was some way we could both have been promoted, you know? I don't want any hard feelings.

Iago: Listen, no hard feelings, I promise. Lots of soft, mushy squishy feelings, maybe, but that's it. 

Cassio: Really? (Iago nods, a little too enthusiastically) I am sooo glad. I was really worried about that. Thanks for being so understanding (thumps Iago on the arms softly, in a friendly way. Iago responds, smiling innocently, by hitting him so hard it sends him staggering backwards a few steps) 

Iago: What can I say - I'm just an understanding kind of guy!!

Cassio: (Trying to rub his arm and his back at the same time. He looks very hurt, and a little confused) So - so we're still friends? (Iago nods, and reaches for his watch again, but Cassio suddenly reaches out and grasps his hand in a firm grip) Let's shake on it!!       

Iago: (instinctively, recoiling back in horror) Piss off.

Cassio: (looking upset) What?

Iago:  (suddenly realises what he said) I - I - I said, um, PISS UP! That's it, piss up. I said piss up!!

Cassio: Piss up?

Iago: Yeah, piss up. As in, you just got promoted. So you're probably heading out on a piss up for tonight. That's what I meant. 

Cassio: (relieved) Oh, piss up. Now, Iago, I thought you knew me better than that. I don't drink, you big silly! Remember, I've got that whole ethanol intolerance thing - so much as a sip of alcohol and I'd be chasing pink elephants all night.

Iago: Oh, yeah. Sorry, I forgot. Still, I bet you've got something planned.

Cassio: No, not really.

Roderigo: (o.s.) DESDEMONA!

Iago: (quietly) Shit! (to the audience) Sure, now he turns up (to Roderigo) Well then you've no time to lose, you'd better get going!

Cassio: What?

Iago: Planning. Planning.  You'd better get planning. You can't waste your promotion night on not celebrating. Now, go plan something to do. Go on, go plan it out.

Roderigo: (o.s.) DESDEMONA!!!

Cassio: Well, do you want to do something?

Iago: Hell no! I just missed out on a promotion, I've got to spend tonight sulking. (Cassio looks at him disbelievingly) Hey, don't blame me, those are the rules.

Cassio: They are?

Iago: Of course they are, now go home and plan something (Cassio begins to exit, and then turns and looks at Iago, still unsure) Go on, get planning. (Cassio exits, just as Roderigo enters from the other side)

Roderigo: Wherefore art thou, Desdemona?

Iago: (spinning around to glare at him) What the hell do you think you're doing, you great twit?

Roderigo: I call out the name of my one true love, she who sets my heart racing like a thousand stallions galloping across the open plains under the night sky against the starlight, the one who's silken, golden locks are to me more precious than any treasure possessed by even the richest of kings. She is my reason for living, my reason for breathing, my reason for being here right now. (calls) Desdemona! O - that name feels so sweet against my lips. (calls again) Desdemona! Wherefore art thou Desdemona?

Iago: I really don't think you know what that phrase means.

Roderigo: Will you shut up? I'm being romantic.

Iago: No, no I can tell you what you're being, and it's not bloody romantic. Anyway, your reason for being here right now is because I told you to meet me and - might I add - you're fifteen minutes late.

Roderigo: Sorry, I couldn't find my tights. Anyway, tell me what you want to talk to me about - but be quick, for I must away to my true love's abode and there I will fill her ears with poetry and drown myself in the deep sapphire blue pools of her eyes and ...

Iago: Oh for the love of God will you please just stop! Anyway, it just so happens that it's Desdemona I want to talk to you about.

Roderigo: You have news of my true love?

Iago: Oh yeah.

Roderigo: Then you must deliver it to my ears post haste, for as her husband in all but name, and consent, and any actual indication that I might be, I must insist upon the knowledge of any information concerning my ...

Iago: She's married.

Roderigo: (shouting) She's fucking what?

Iago: She's married. Her and Othello. They eloped about half an hour ago.

Roderigo: But - but - but why would she do that?

Iago: I dunno. They mentioned something about true love, wanting to spend the rest of their lives together, that sort of thing. I wasn't really listening, and the vows did sort of ramble a bit.

Roderigo: (glaring at Iago dangerously. He speaks in a calm but calculating way) You mean you were there?

Iago: (dismissively) They needed a witness.

Roderigo: (lunges at Iago, wrapping his hands around his neck and choking him) You BASTARD!!! I'll teach you to help my girlfriend  get married.

Iago: (managing to break free from Roderigo's grip. He stumbles backwards, massaging his neck, Roderigo lunges for him again, but he sidesteps and Roderigo runs into a wall) Look, if you'd just listen to me for ten seconds instead of trying to kill me, you'd realise that that isn't all I have to tell you.

Roderigo: (brushing himself off and trying to look civilised. He clears his throat before speaking) It's, um, it's not. 

Iago: No, you psychotic freak, it's not. I happen to know for a fact that Desdemona likes you.

Roderigo: She does? I mean, of course she does. But then why did she marry that Moorish bastard.

Iago: You never showed any indication that you were interested.

Roderigo: But I showered her with sweet words, I serenaded her in the moonlight. I started washing for her.

Iago: That's not what girls want!

Roderigo: It isn't?

Iago: No! I mean, personal hygiene is always a priority, but what a girl really wants is - well - presents. 

Roderigo: But I picked a bunch of fresh flowers for her just this morning.

Iago: Expensive presents. 

Roderigo: Expensive presents? Like what?

Iago: You know, perfume, jewellery, pictures of fluffy animals, that kind of thing.

Roderigo: But I've never bought a present for a girl before in my life. I wouldn't know where to begin.

Iago: Don't worry about it. I've got it all figured out. Listen, you give me the money, and I'll buy the presents. I'll even give them to her on your behalf. I'll win Desdemona over for you. All you'll have to think about is where the money for the next present is coming. And when it's for as good a cause as breaking up a happy marriage and stealing the bride for yourself, I'm sure you shouldn't have too much trouble finding a way to fund it.

Roderigo: For my darling Desdemona I would climb the highest mountain and pluck a rare flower from its peak - I would travel up to the very heavens and bring back a star for my dear love's hair, I would dive to the deepest depths of the ocean and retrieve for her - a shark!

Iago: A shark?

Roderigo: Well what else do you get at the bottom of the sea?

Iago: I don't know. A single golden hair from a mermaid's head, jewels from a hoard of sunken pirates treasure, a roadmap for the lost city of Atlantis. Anything but a shark.

Roderigo: Well, I think a shark'd be cool.

Iago: You are so lucky I'm buying these presents for you. Now, Roderigo, whilst your here, there's one more thing we have to do tonight.

Roderigo: What's that?

Iago: We're going to break the news of Othello and Desdemona's marriage to the senator.

Roderigo: You mean he doesn't know?

Iago: No, you idiot, of course he doesn't. That's why they eloped. Because if the ever-so-respectable Senator Brabantio discovered that his darling daughter was planning to marry anyone of non-Italian lineage, he would've gone spare and grounded Desdemona for like the rest of eternity. And if we were to break news of the marriage to him now, I think he'd really be rather upset, don't you?

Roderigo: Probably send for them to come right back home this instant -

Iago: In the middle of their wedding night -

Roderigo: Put great strain on the marriage, so early on -

Iago: Tragic!

They look at each other, and grin nastily before bursting into evil laughter. Then, together they begin yelling up at Desdemona's house, shouting for Brabantio to wake up. Eventually, he replies.

Brabantio: (o.s) who is it? What do you want? Go away.

Iago: (in a loud whisper) It's Iago

Roderigo: (also whispering) And Roderigo.

Iago: We need to talk to you. Urgently.

There is a pause for a moment, then Brabantio enters from the wings, as though he is standing at his front door.  He is wearing a pair of teddy-bear pyjamas, and is cuddling a big fluffy teddy. He looks very, very sleepy.

Iago&Roderigo: Morning sir. 

Brabantio: It's the middle of the night. Now what is it you have to talk to me about? And it'd better be important.

Iago: Oh, it is sir. 

Roderigo: Very, very important.

Iago: (glaring at Roderigo for interrupting) We have received information from a reliable but unnameable source -

Roderigo: Very, very unnameable.

Iago:(trying to ignore him) That your daughter Desdemona, has, this very night (pauses for dramatic effect) eloped!

Roderigo: With Othello.

Brabantio: (looking unimpressed, yawning) No she hasn't.

Iago: What do mean she hasn't? She has! We have on a very reliable but very unnameable source.

Brabantio: Well, your very reliable but very unnameable source has got it wrong! She's not eloped, she's up in bed fast asleep, snoring her pretty little head off. And that's where I was until you two came along making all that racket, and that's where I'm going back to now. Honestly, I'm surprised you didn't wake Desdemona. Then she could come down here and show you both, once and for all, that she's not eloped with Othello or anyone else - as if she would. Now goodnight gentlemen (begins to turn and walk away)

Iago: (shouting after him) Senator, please. (Brabantio stops and turns around again) Just check. Just humour us, okay? And if she's there, you can .... um, cut Roderigo's head off with a blunt axe first thing in the morning.

Roderigo: Hey!

Brabantio: If I say no, are you going to leave me alone?

Iago&Roderigo: NO!

Brabantio: Didn't think so. Fine, I'll check. But you're only hurting yourselves - except Roderigo of course, I'll be hurting him in the morning (exits)  Dessie darling, sorry for barging in on you like this but ..... (shrieks) YOU'RE NOT DESDEMONA!! (Iago and Roderigo exchange cunning smiles as Brabantio continues to shriek) Desdemona! DESDEMONA!!! DESDEMONA!!!!! (he enters, looking a little dishevelled from his full bedroom search - he had a lacy bra hanging from his head, a pair of knickers on his shoulder and a pair of tights hanging from his waist belt. He is now carrying a fluffy bunny, as well as his teddy) She's gone!!

Iago: You don't say?

Brabantio: (holding the bunny out by the ears) She left this rabbit in her place. She never goes anywhere without it. (suddenly, as the truth dawns on him) She's married OTHELLO! How dare she? How dare he for that matter. When I get my hands on them… Guards!!! GUARDS!! (the guards enter, grumbling, maybe half in uniform, half pyjama's. Guard 2 isn't quite awake, and falls asleep again as Brantio talks.)  Find my daughter and General Othello. Check every inn, tavern, hostel, farmhouse, doghouse, outhouse, highway, byway and henway in the country if you have to, just find them and bring them back here - tonight!! 

Roderigo: What's a henway?

Iago: About five pounds. (bad-joke sound effect) (to the guards) Oh, and you might want to check Othello's house (to the other two) Just a hunch. 

Guard1 begins to exit. Guard2 is still asleep, and doesn't move. 

Guard1: (oblivious to the fact Guard2 isn't following) Sooo, Desdemona's run off with Othel… (realises Guard2 isn't beside him and stops. Goes back over to Guard two and smacks her across the head. Guard2 wakes up, still dozy, as Guard1 starts to drag her off) Did you hear any of that?

Guard2: (sleepily) Mmm? No.

Guard1: You missed it! We are now taking part a story of huuuuge romance, a tale of to star-crossed lovers escaping against the odds in a world of oppression, and depression, and obsession and … (realises Guard2 is asleep again) …. and demon possession.

Guard2: (waking up slightly) Mmmm. Anthony and Shylock have run off together then?

Guard1: You're still asleep aren't you? (Guard2 nods, and Guard1 pushes off stage impatiently, then follows her.)

Iago: (confused, to Roderigo) What the fuck?

Scene 2

Inside Brabantio's palace. Brabantio is huddled up on his throne, cuddling his teddy bear and looking very annoyed. Desdemona's bunny is beside the throne. Roderigo is standing on the other side of the throne. Iago is further out front. As he speaks to the audience, Roderigo and the senator are talking (silently) to each other.

Iago: Well, it all seems to be going quite nicely at the moment. The Senator is ready to murder Othello when the guards get back with him. Roderigo's been going on and on about how poor innocent little Dessie's been all misled by the big, bad Moor, and I've had great fun being rather, um, creative with the truth. Y'know if I'm lucky, I might even get Othello burnt at the stake, so … fingers crossed, eh?  You know, I can't remember the last time I had this much fun! Being evil is just so ... (thinks for a second) ... liberating. Still, if there's one thing better than being evil, it's being evil and getting away with it. So, if you'll excuse me ... (turns back to the Brabantio and Roderigo) We've got to get going now, Senator. But remember, we didn't tell you any of this, okay? 

Brabantio: No, no, of course not.

Iago: So where did you hear it from the?

Brabantio: A - a, um, ooh, darn it! I knew this a moment ago. A - um - a very - um .... 

Iago: A very reliable ....

Brabantio: (thinking hard) A very reliable ... but very unnameable source!! (slapping his forehead with the palm of his hand) Of course, that's it! Reliable but unnameable!   

Roderigo: Very, very unnameable!

We hear footsteps, and the sound of Desdemona protesting very loudly about how unfair this all is. Othello is comforting her and telling her to relax.

Iago: Oh shit, they're here!! Quick, hide!! 

He and Roderigo glance around the set, which is bare except for Brabantio's throne. They both see it at the same time, and scramble behind it on their hands and knees, but they are both still very visible. Othello and Desdemona enter still in their wedding clothes, ahead of the guards, who are strutting behind, trying to look important. As this scene plays on, they stay watching it all with great interest, and thoroughly enjoying themselves. Othello looks solemn, serious, and a bit worried. Desdemona is pouting, sulky, huffy and still muttering to herself. She glares as her father as she enters, then sees her bunny, runs forward, grabs it up into her arms and scuttles back to Othello. Othello suddenly sees Iago behind the throne.

Guard 1: Found them, Sir.

Guard 2: They're not happy, sir! 

Brabantio: Yes, yes, I can see that for myself, thank you very much. Now, will you both …

Othello: Iago?

Iago jumps up suddenly, holding imaginary something between his thumb and his forefinger. 

Iago: Found it!! (he quickly shoves the nothing into his pocket, and looks up at Othello as though he's only just noticing him. He walks out from behind the throne as he speaks) Ah, General, there you are. I heard there was something wrong at the palace, so I rushed up to make sure everything was alright.

Othello: Is that Roderigo?

Iago: Roderigo? Where? (He turns around and realises how obvious Roderigo is behind the throne) Oh, that Roderigo! Yes, yes it is. He – he also heard about the, um, the trouble, and – and  so he came up with me, because he was, erm, he was worried too. Hang on one second - Roderigo. RODERIIIGO!! I found it, you can stop looking.

Roderigo jumps to his feet, dusts himself off, and stands to the other side of the throne. 

Othello: What exactly were you looking for?

Roderigo: (Thrown by the question) What was I ... oh bollocks! I mean, I - um - that is - he dropped his - er ... (he looks helplessly at Iago, and then Brabantio, who takes his cue to launch into a rage!)

Brabantio: HOW DARE YOU!!! HOW - DARE - YOU? You insolent peasant. I took you into my city, treated you like one of my own, and how do you repay me? By marrying my daughter! You call that gratitude? You call that respect? Taking my only daughter, my only child - in fact my only family - and turning her into the wife of a - of a - of a ...

Desdemona: (still angry) Of a what, Daddy? Go on then, say it, if it's that bad.  

Brabantio: (in a kind, patient tone) Shush, dear. Daddy's having a meeting. (turns to Othello and starts shouting again) I know what you did to my daughter to make her fall in love with you and I want it to stop this instant.

Othello: Senator, I'm not sure I know what ....

Brabantio: Of course you bloody know. I'm talking about voodoo, witchcraft, sticking pins into little dollies to make people do what you say! You've been using that hocus-pocus mumbo-jumbo bullshit on Desdemona, and I want it to stop right now. This instant.

Othello: But Senator -

Brabantio: Don't you "but Senator" me you bastard. Hand over the dolly!!!

Othello: Senator I don't ...

Brabantio: The dolly, you prick! NOW!!!

Othello: But I ...

Brabantio: Either you give me the dolly, or I'll have these two guards drag you down to the dungeon and stick pins in you until you'll do what I want!!!

Desdemona: Daddy stop it. You're being mean.

Brabantio: Desdemona darling, please, Daddy's trying to have a meeting with the bad man and ...

Desdemona: Okay, Daddy, stop that right now!!! You're being mean, and horrible and nasty and embarrassing! I can't believe you're doing this to me!! You've spoilt my wedding night!!! Listen to me, Othello and I are in love, that's all. I love him because he's nice, and kind, and big, and strong and handsome, and he loves me because I'm sweet and innocent and beautiful, and he hasn't used any magic on me, and he doesn't have any dollies, and you're being angry for no reason at all, and that's all there is to it!!!  

Guard 1: You go girl!!!

Brabantio: (to the guards) What the bloomin' hell are you two still doing here? 

Guard 2: We were just, um …

Guard 1: Well, you woke us up and …

Brabantio: I woke you up to find my daughter and her (shudders, and tries to say the word)  hus … her hus … her … oh, that guy there! And you did it, and well done and all that, now get lost! 

Guard 2: But we were just ….

Brabantio: I'm trying to have a family meeting, now get lost!

Guard 1: (pointing to Iago and Roderigo) Well, if it's a family meeting then why are they allowed stay?

Brabantio: Because they don't stand the chance of having me run a full external examination of all their internal organs if they don't leave the room this instant. You do!

The guards wince and glance at eachother nervously, before looking at Brabantio again.

Guard 1: Right, well, we'd best be off then.

Guard 2: Yeah, see you in the morning. Night, night.

Guards 1: Sleep tight.

Guard 2: Don't let the bed bugs bite (they start to exit. Turning to Guard 1, whispers) Oh, very well done.

Guard 1: (whispering back) What?

Guard 2: "You go girl". Idiot. I was enjoying that.

Guard 1: (defensively) Yeah well I just, I, oh shut up, okay?

They exit, still arguing. 

Desdemona: Anyway, Daddy, if anyone's to blame for making me fall in love with Othello, then it's you. 

Brabantio: It's what? I - I – I did no such thing, that's a lie. You take that back this instant young lady.

Desdemona: No, I won't. It's true. You're the one who had him over to dinner, like, a zillion times. And you're the one who kept making him tell those stories about all the heroic things he did while he was in the Turkish army and – and – and – you kept telling me how wonderful and brave you think he is and so of course I was going to fall in love with him, because he is wonderful and brave (looking at Othello all soppy. Roderigo, begins to look ill, and make gagging motions during this next bit) and handsome, and sweet and funny and smart and strong and (Brabantio clears his throat, and Desdemona snaps her attention back to him) … and now all of a sudden he's a bad person, even though he's exactly the same person he was when he was brilliant, and I know I'm not super clever like you are Daddy, but it just doesn't make any sense. 

Brabantio: Well, I suppose when you put it like that ….

Roderigo: What!?! You're not just going to (the rest of his sentence is drowned out by the sudden, very loud ringing of an alarm-type bell. The guards rush back in again, yelling for Othello.)

Brabantio: I thought I told you two to get out!

Guard 2: We know senator, but this is important!!

Guard 1: The Turks are invading Cyprus.

Guard 2: The Cypriasians … is that right? Cypriasian's? Cypriasians. Cyrprusians. 

Guard 1: (glaring at him impatiently) The people of Cyprus need Othello to led a fleet to help defend the island. But they have to leave right away.

Guard 2: (to himself) Cypreesians?

Othello: Senator?

Brabantio: Fine, go! It's too late for me to do anything about you two anyway. Maybe a spell in Cyprus will make you realise your mistake. Just remember one thing, Othello. You never know women. I mean look at me. Yesterday, I would've said my Dessie was the most trustworthy little girl in the world, she'd never keep a secret from me. I would've said there's nothing in the world that I don't know about my darling daughter. And all the time the little bitch was conspiring behind my back to marry you.

Roderigo: (quietly) I know the feeling.

Brabantio: Just remember that, Othello. Women are sneaky creatures, this one's already proven that. So don't think she can't fool you, like she fooled me. After all, you're already a fucking moron.

Guard 2:  Cypreesians, Cyprosians? 

Desdemona: DADDY!! (to Othello) That's not true, you know that's not true, don't you? You know I'd never trick you like that.

Othello: Of course you wouldn't honey. Don't worry, he's just upset.

Brabantio: I am not just upset, I'm fucking furious, there's just nothing I can do about it!!

Othello: (ignoring him) Listen, Dessie, I'm really sorry about this, but I'm going to have to leave right away.

Desdemona: But – but what about …. (stops, realises her dad is listening, smiles and drags Othello closer, so that his ear is parallel to her mouth. whispers)  What about the … well, you know, the … the honeymoon stuff.   

Othello: I know honey, and I'm sorry (looks her up and down, and sighs) oh believe me, I'm sorry. But this is, this is huge, okay? Look, I've got an idea. Iago, can I trust you …

Iago: Trust me? Of course you can trust me! Why couldn't you trust me? That's the most ridiculous thing I've ever heard – can you trust me? Pah!

Roderigo: I don't think he was finished, Iago. 

Iago: Oh, right. I knew that. Just joking. Please continue, Othello.

Othello: (looking confused) As I was saying, can I trust you to look after my wife for me. See, what I was thinking was I could lead a preliminary fleet over tonight, and then tomorrow Dessie and you could come over with the rest of the army. Hey, bring Emilia too, we'll make thing of it. And the girls can keep each other company when we're fighting. What do you say?

Iago: Sure, sounds good. So, you want me to take care of the second fleet then?

Othello: No, no, don't you worry yourself about that. I'll get Cassio to do it.

Iago: (clearly pissed off) Cassio?

Othello: Sure, he is my new second in command, after all. 

Iago: Oh yes. Yes, he is isn't he? So me and Desdemona and Cassio (stops for a moment, as another evil plot begins to form in his mind. He smiles slowly) Me and Desdemona and Cassio will follow you over tomorrow then.

Othello: Yeah. Is that okay with you? 

Iago: Absolutely. It's great, fantastic, couldn't be better.

Othello: Great! And what about you, Dessie? Is it okay with you?

Desdemona: No! But I suppose … you promise we can celebrate tomorrow night?

Othello: I promise. Believe me Dessie, I'm not happy about this either. Now, I've got to go, okay?

Desdemona: (sighing) Okay. I love you lots.

Othello: I love you too.  (They kiss. Roderigo looks ill. Brabantio is trying to ignore them)

Roderigo: Oh, gross.

Brabantio: (not able to watch anymore) Oh get a room!

Desdemona: We had a room, Daddy. You dragged us out of it, remember?

Othello: (giving Desdemona a big hug) I'll see you tomorrow, sweetie.

Desdemona: See you then. (she gives him another peck on the cheek, and he turns to leave. The guards, who have been talking and whispering to each other for a while suddenly run up to Othello to stop him from leaving).

Guard 1: Um, General Othello, we were just wondering. You know how everyone else is going to Cyprus with you tomorrow? Well, we were talking about it and ….

Guard 2: We wanna go to Cyprus too.

Guard 1: Please? I hear it's really nice there this time of year.

Othello: No. 

Guard 2: But – we haven't had a holiday this year. The rest of the guards went to Verona to help the Prince deal with the whole Capulet Montague thing, but we had to stay here to guard the palace.

Othello: NO! This isn't a holiday, it's a war. And you're not soldiers, you're palace guards. You can't come, and that's final.

Guard 1: (getting frustrated, stamping his foot) But I wanna go to Cyprus.

Guard 2: (pointing to Desdemona) She's not a soldier and she's going. 

Othello: She's my wife. If you were my wife, then you'd be coming. 

Iago: (whispers to Roderigo) That's not what she's saying.

Roderigo looks at Othello and tried to hold back, but they both burst out laughing at the same time. Othello and Desdemona exchange confused, innocent glances. The guards glare at them and storm off.

Scene 3

Spotlight on Iago, who is standing alone to on side of the stage, holding a bag. He looks at his watch and shakes his head. Then he turns to the audience.

Iago: Unbelievable. Unbe-fucking-lievable. I mean, every single time. How is it possible? I'll tell you what, I'm going to go have a look for Roderigo, but if you see him, you just shout out my name to let me know okay? Now let's practice once, to make sure you've got it. One, two …

Roderigo: (creeping up behind him) Three! 

Iago: (shrieks and jumps) Jesus Christ Roderigo, don't do that to me. (to the audience) Never mind.

Roderigo: Never mind what?

Iago: Nothing, it doesn't matter.

Roderigo: Why were you counting?

Iago: Just trying to decide how many more minutes I'd wait before leaving to hunt you down like a dog and kill you. You really are unbelievable. Half an hour. Are you trying to piss me off, or are you just working on getting lateness classified as an art form?

Roderigo: How can you expect me to be punctual all the time? My heart aches with the sorrow of a  thousand tragedies, I am filled with the loneliness  known only to those great lovers who have lost a hundred  times over, and feel the pain grow with each new  moment of separation. My lady is gone and I feel no  reason why I should ....

Iago: Oh for God's sake, I thought you'd given that up.  Look, I told you already, she's not gone, you've just got to woo her back. Come on – woo! Wooooo! Whooooooo! Whoohooohooohooohooo!

Roderigo: (annoyed) Stop that!

Iago: (embarrassed) Sorry. Anyway, where was I? Ah yes, wooing (pauses for a second, looking embarrassed again, before continuing) Right. So, that's why you're going to come to Cyprus with us.

Roderigo: I can't go to Cyprus, I'm not a soldier. And  I'm certainly not your wife. And nobody else is allowed  over, remember?

Iago: Aha, now you see, that's not  completely true.

Roderigo: What do mean it's not true? He  wouldn't let those guards go, and the little  one stamped his foot at him and everything.

Iago: What I mean is, there's one more type  of person I could get away with bringing  with me.

Roderigo: What are you talking about?

Iago: (reaching into the bag) Well .... (he pull  out a jester's hat and plonks it on to of  Roderigo's head) .... put this on.

Roderigo: (taking the hat off his head and  staring at it) I am not going as a jester.

Iago: I said put it on, not take it off you  idiot, and yes you are, or you're not going at  all.

Roderigo: But - but - but - I don't want to  be a jester, it's sooo ....

Iago: Sooo the only other type of person allowed on  this trip is what it is. (takes the hat from him and  arranges it on Roderigo's head) Look, Othello likes to get jesters to caper about and hit us with pigs' bladders and rubber chickens and generally act like idiots to keep us amused. (bad Othello impression) 'You know a happy soldier, is a good soldier' and all. Which is why you're going to be a jester. Because he doesn't mind that.

Roderigo: Well I bloody well do. Look at me! How am I supposed to woo Desdemona like this? I look stupid!!

Iago: That never stopped you before.

Roderigo:  What?  

Iago: Nothing (hands him a rubber chicken, and looks at him critically) There's still something missing – I just … hang on … (reaches into the bag and pulls out a pair of oversized, brightly-coloured glasses ).

Roderigo: You so much as come near me with those things and I swear to God I'll – I'll bite your hand off.

Iago: Of course you will (grabs Roderigo and tries to force the glasses on him. Roderigo breaks free and runs out of the spotlight. Iago chases after him. We can hear the shouts as they struggle).

Roderigo: Aaaaghhh. NO!! Get off me you bastard. Keep those things away from me.

Iago: Get back here it's for your own …. AAAAAAAAAAGGGGGHHH! Jesus Christ! Alright, THAT'S IT. Come here you little – 

More scuffling, and then Roderigo walks back into the spotlight, wearing the glasses. 

Roderigo: This is so humiliating.

Iago re-enters, rubbing his hand.

Iago: Yeah, well good! Look, at least no-one will recognise you with those things on. (shakes his hand about, trying to ease the pain) You bastard.

Scene Four

The Port in Cyprus. Iago is standing with Roderigo, who is still in the jester's outfit. Cassio is standing a little bit away, talking to Desdemona and Emilia, and all three are laughing as Cassio tells a joke. Roderigo and Iago are staring over jealously. There are piles of cases and bags near the two groups. Desdemona is still cuddling her bunny.

Cassio:  … and so then the cat says : "okay, I give up. What have you done with ship?" (they burst out laughing again, and Desdemona bounces with delight as she gives him a give hug)

Desdemona: You are sooo funny! Much better than that jester! I don't know when I've laughed so much.

Emilia: I know. The entire boat journey, like. I'm supposed to be here with my husband, I've hardly said a word to him all day.

Cassio: Ah, it's his loss I'm afraid, and my gain. To spend a day with two such beautiful young ladies (takes Desdemona's hand and kisses it) with such fabulous dress sense (kisses Emilia's hand. She and Desdemona start squealing, and giggling )

Emilia: I'll tell you what Cassio, it's a good job my husband is here, or you'd be in serious trouble.

Cassio glance over at Iago, who is still glaring at him

Cassio: I think I'm in trouble enough as it is.

Emilia: (leaning over to whisper in his ear) Not with him, sweetie.

Cassio jumps back suddenly and is back to his usual nervy self.

Cassio: Ah, now hang on a second. I was just being friendly. I'm not interested in, I mean, not that I don't like girls but I …  

Emilia: (recoiling suddenly, trying not to look rejected) Ah, here would you relax? I was only joking with you, sure amn't I a married woman – even if it is only to Iago. (to Desdemona) D'ya see him getting all flustered, just thinking about girls? Isn't he such a gent. (to Cassio) Ah you're a sweetie so you are, I was only having you on.  

Cassio giggles nervously

Cassio: Oooh, right. Of course you were. That's good. I knew that. That's good though. Because I just, I didn't want to be all, you know, giving the wrong impression and stuff because well, there's the whole Iago promotion thing, and then 'cos you're married anyway, and besides I'm (stops dead, realising he's nearly said too much) … I'm … I'm.

Desdemona: You're what?

Cassio: Nothing. I'm nothing, never mind.

Emilia: Ah come on, tell us! You can tell us, can't he Des?

They continue talking to each other silently, as Iago and Roderigo begin to speak.

Iago: Would you look at that? She's so blatant about it. It's disgusting.

Roderigo: I know! And right under your nose, too. You'd think she'd at least be subtle. I'm really sorry, man.

Iago: Why are you apologising to me? It's Othello I feel sorry for, and you of course. 

Roderigo: Excuse me?

Iago: It must be awful, having to watch Desdemona all over him like that.

Roderigo: You're talking about Desdemona?  

Iago: And Cassio, they're as bad as each other. 

Roderigo: (looking at Emilia, who has now got her arm around Cassio and is flirting outrageously, as he looks more and more uncomfortable by the second) I can't say I'd noticed that.

Iago: Well, of course not, you're in denial.

Roderigo: Denial. That would explain this conversation.

Iago: Listen, this much I do know. Dessie and Cassio have been carrying on behind Othello's back for months now.

Roderigo: (disbelievingly) Cassio? No, I really don't think so.

Iago: Oh, you're right. What would I know? I mean, I know my wife's her best friend and all, but it's not like girls ever talk or anything DO THEY?

Roderigo: But I thought Cassio was … well …  

As they continue talking, we can see Iago managing to convince Roderigo about Cassio and Desdemona.

Dessie: Where is he? I wanna see him now. NownownownowNOOOW!!

Emilia: Relax, will you? He's probably just a little caught up in this whole war thing. I'm sure he'll be here as soon as he can, but you know what guys are like once they get stared playing with their big swords, don't you sweetheart? 

Desdemona: Yeah, but I miss him, and after last night I just feel sooo, well, you know …

Emilia: And what? He's the only red-blooded male on the planet?

Desdemona: Emilia!!!

Emilia: What?

Desdemona: He's my husband.

Cassio: And my best friend (Othello enters and looks around) and here he is!!

Desdemona shrieks and cheers and bounces up and down.

Desdemona: Omygodomygodomygod!!! He is sooo gorgeous.

Cassio&Emilia: (sighing) Yeah.

Desdemona: (rushing across to him) Othellooooo!!! (she jumps up on him, wrapping her arms around his neck and her legs around his waist. She says the next bit in between kisses) Oooh, ImissedyouImissedyouImissedyou!!!!! 

Othello: (laughing) I missed you too. (she jumps down, and wraps her arms around him as they go to rejoin the others, who are now standing together) So, did you all hear the good news yet?

Cassio: We won?  

Othello: Better! We never even had to fight. The Turkish ships were all lost in a great big tempest, no survivors or anything!! It's all over, and we didn't have to lift a finger.

Desdemona: (sulkily) So you didn't have to be here at all then? 

Othello: Well, no. But I didn't know that. Dessie, I swear if there had been anyway I could've gotten out of all this, I would have. It was just a freak accident that meant we weren't needed.

Iago: Hey, maybe someone's just trying to sabotage your marriage and cause havoc and death and destruction among us all. (everyone turns and looks at him. He looks uncomfortable for a moment, before bursting out laughing. They all join in)

Othello: Anyway, there's a party tonight to celebrate the destruction of the Turks and, um, our wedding and … stuff (hugs Desdemona tightly before kissing her).

Roderigo: Oh yuck.

Othello: (noticing Roderigo for the first time) Hey, who are you?

Roderigo: Marry n'uncle, I'faith I am my mother's son, my sister's brother, my n'aunt's nephew and my niece's n'uncle. I am from right beside the nearest place to it that I am not, and was born just after the nearest time to it that I was not. I am of a size just a little smaller than the next biggest of which I am not, and of a weight just a touch heavier than the next lightest weight of which I am not, and in conclusion I am no more than you, (points to Cassio) no less than he, and no other than mineself.

Othello: Oh. Okay.

Iago: Othello, I'd like you to meet my jester, Rod … er, um … Rodger!! I thought he'd be good company for the troops, to keep their spirits up and stuff.

Othello: He'll certainly keep them occupied, just think of the long happy hours they can spend trying to figure out what he's talking about.

Roderigo: Marry n'uncle, my n'answers are no straighter than a round answer, no shorter than a long answer, no higher than a low answer and no clearer than an unclear answer. 

Othello: Yes, I see. Well anyway, you can come to the party too, if you want, but you must promise only to talk to drunk people. That way the odds will be evened by the fact that you won't be able to understand a thing they're saying either.

Emilia: (pulling Roderigo towards her and whispering) Well, you can talk to me all you like. I don't have to know what a man is saying to understand what he wants. 

Roderigo jumps away from her and looks at Iago, who is oblivious to what was said.

Othello: Anyway, it's just about time for dinner now, and I hope you're all hungry, because we've got enough food to feed an army.

Emilia: Which is rather lucky considering Cassio brought one with him in those ships of there.    

Othello: Ah, good point. Well come on anyway, I don't know about you guys but I'm starving. 

(Othello, Iago and Roderigo exit, leaving the girls and Cassio to take the cases out. Emilia and Desdemona pick up the lightest case between them and carry it off. Cassio tries to pick up the other case, but can't. He is left to struggle with the case, desperately trying to push it across the stage, as the lights fade slowly )

Scene 5

The party. The group has divided itself into 3 groups – Othello and Desdemona, Cassio and Iago, and Roderigo and Emilia. Desdemona is talking to Othello, looking a little disappointed and upset. Iago is pouring himself glass after glass of wine as he talks to Cassio, and Emilia is obviously flirting with Roderigo, who keeps glancing nervously at Iago, and trying desperately to get away.

Desdemona: Well, it's just that, when I said I wanted to celebrate tonight, this wasn't exactly what I had in mind.

Othello: Look, I know but …

Desdemona: But what? I had last night spoiled by Daddy! I don't want tonight spoiled by you!!!

Othello: Listen I promise I just have to stick around for the boring official stuff, and after that we can celebrate all by ourselves for as long as you like. 

Desdemona: But we've already been here for hours. Come on, they dragged you all the way out here for no reason on your wedding night, which was really, really unfair anyway, and now they want you to stick around all night tonight for almost no reason at all. Look, can't Cassio take care of the official stuff? He's second in command, isn't he?

Othello:  Well yes I know but …

Desdemona: Otheeellooo! Pleeease? Pleeeease? (kisses him) Puh-leeees?

Othello: You know something – even I only have so much willpower. Where's Cassio gone? (He looks around, as Desdemona bounces happily).

Desdemona: Yay!!

Othello: There he is – come on (grabs hold of her hand they join Iago and Cassio). Listen Cass, Desdemona and I are going to …. (suddenly embarrassed) um, we're going to ….. um, we're leaving, for a while, probably all night, so – um – can I trust you to be left in charge on your own?

Cassio: Sure! You go and … um, you go and go. I'll be fine, I'm sure.

Desdemona: (dragging Othello offstage as she speaks) Great! See you later then. Come on Othello. Night-night everyone. 

Emilia: Ooh, they're off. (shouting after them) Have fun you two! (to Roderigo) They are sooo cute. 

Roderigo: (quietly, to himself) Yeah, they're great. Hey-nonny-fucking-nonny. 

Emilia: And so are you, by the way, Rodger.  All that capering about and waving your cock in the air (grabs the rubber chicken as she talks). Don't think I haven't notice the way you always waggle it extra hard in my direction.

Roderigo: Marry n'uncle …

Emilia: Marry? Well, I already did that, unfortunately. Still, let's pretend I didn't, eh? (Roderigo glances over at Iago again, and giggles nervously) Oh don't worry about him. He's too busy with Cassio to notice anything. Don't see why he'd start with noticing me – I mean us.     

Iago is waving a bottle of wine at Cassio, who is looking very apprehensive. Iago stops for a moment to refill his own glass as he is talking.

Iago: Oh come on Cassio. Stop being so boring. One little glass won't kill you! 

Cassio: But I can't! I told you already, silly, I'm allergic to alcohol.

Iago: (thinking for a second) Oh, but this … this isn't alcohol.

Cassio: It's wine.

Iago: Yeah. But it's non-alcoholic wine. 

Cassio: Are you sure? (he sniffs at the bottle, and jumps back spluttering and fanning the air with his hand) It doesn't smell non-alcoholic. 

Iago: Have you ever smelt non-alcoholic wine before?

Cassio: Well no. But still I just … look, are you sure there's no alcohol in it? Because, I mean, seriously, if anything does wrong, I am going to get in sooo much trouble. And I don't want Othello angry at me.

Iago: (giving him a look of disbelief) Cassio, this is me you're talking to. Iago. I mean, would I lie to you? Do you really think I would lie to you? 

Cassio: Well…

Iago: Oh come on. One little glass, Cassio. What harm can it do?

Cassio: I really don't think …

Iago: (quietly, to himself, and the audience) Yes I'd noticed that. (to Cassio) Come on, just one teensy weensy little glass of wine.

Cassio: But I … (Iago begins to fill his glass anyway) … Iago, I'm not … oh what the hell then, just one little glass (Iago finishes filling the glass and steps back a bit) Um, that – that doesn't look very little.

Iago: Oh, it is, trust me. It's teensy.

Cassio: Well, you know best (lifts the glass to his lips and then stops, apprehensively).

Iago: Go on. Just knock it all back at once. It's the best way, if you don't want to get drunk.

Cassio: But I won't anyway, right? Because it's non-alcoholic?

Iago: Right, of course it is (Cassio raises the glass again, and looks Iago nervously. Iago raises his own glass and smiles) Cheers Cass.

Cassio: (worriedly) Cheers (they put their glasses to their lips at the same time, but as Cassio knocks it back, Iago lowers his glass and smiles evilly).

Iago: (as Cassio finishes) Well?

Cassio: I think I could have another one.

Emilia has Roderigo backed up against the food table, with her arms wither side of him to make sure he can't escape. Iago continues to ply Cassio with wine as Emilia and Roderigo talk.

Emilia: You know, Rodger, you spend so much of your time just jestering, it makes me wonder. Don't you ever give any time over to, well, Rodgering? 

Roderigo: (frightened) Marry?

Emilia: What I mean is, don't you ever just want to be yourself - Rodger? I'm sure being a jester must be an awfully stressful job, don't you ever want to let anyone know the real you?

Roderigo: (nervously, still trying to back away) Marry, n'uncle, but what might that be? Were I not what I am I would be nothing, and were I nothing, I would not be what I am. Unless it is the case that I am nothing now, wherefore then being the real Rodger, and therefore something more than nothing, would be to my small mind so huge a conflict to what I thought I was that my mind would in its confusion reduce itself to the smallest state of being in sheer defence against what it does not know, or maychance even vanish from its being wholely, so that there would be no Rodger left of any nature, true or false!

Emilia: Well, I'd still like to get to know the man beneath the suit, even if that does mean some of your hey-nonny-nonny, wha'? (pushes him back on the table and grins)

Cassio is swaying unsteadily, with a big smile on his face.

Cassio: (drunkenly) I think I could take another one.

Iago: It's all gone Cassio.

Cassio: Whaaat?

Iago: Yep, all gone I'm afraid. Look (turns the empty bottle upside down ) gone.

Cassio: Awww. (belches! Puts his hand to his mouth and giggles) 

I don't think that wine is working, Iago. I gotta chind a fair, I mean, chair a find – no, no wait I mean (giggles again) I think I'm a little tipsy. Where's more wine? 

Iago points to the drinks table, and Cassio stumbles off towards it, just as Roderigo manages to break free from Emilia and escape over to Iago. Emilia sighs and sits down on the food table, watching the scene. 

Iago: Hey, I was wondering where you were.

Roderigo: You really don't want to know.

Iago: Probably not. But listen, I've got news for you.

Roderigo: About Desdemona?

Iago: No, about the fucking price of camels in Siberia, what do you think? Yes about Desdemona! It seems she likes Cassio a lot more than I thought she did. She thinks he's gallant and wonderful and brave and chivalrous and all those other things he's not. So you're going to have to take her view of him down a few pegs.

Roderigo: Well, how do I do that?

Iago: Get him to hit you.

Roderigo: WHAT?!?! No way.

Iago: Listen to me Roderigo. She thinks Cassio's a gentleman, all we have to do is prove he's not. And a gentleman never hits a guy with glasses. Most importantly, a gentleman'll never, ever hit a jester. Because jesters are helpless are they? They're stupid, they're weak, they're funny-looking, they're … well …. they're ridiculous, aren't they? And they don't fight back. Hitting a jester's like kicking a puppy. And nobody likes a guy who does that! You have to get him to hit you, Roderigo, unless you want her to keep on ignoring you the way she is now. Do you want that?

Roderigo: Well, no.

Iago: Good. Go provoke him then. If I'm right, he's probably fallen down beside the drinks table somewhere.

Roderigo: Fine. (he trudges off sulkily towards Cassio, who is sitting on the ground, leaning against the table, gulping wine from a bottle. Iago strolls over to joins Emilia)  Marry, n'uncle, thy complexion be like that of a corpse lain three days in the grave, thine eyes be like runny eggs, fried yet three months earlier in fat rancid and ….

Cassio: (angrily) Wha'd you call me? Are you sayin' I'm drunk?

Roderigo: Thy – thy nose be like a large cucumber and …

Cassio: (standing up carefully) You think just cos there's two of you that – that – that – is that wha' you think? 

Roderigo: (stepping back nervously) And thy breath does reek of fish rotted for sixteen …

Cassio: Wha'd you call me? (draws his sword, and waves it unsteadily in front of him. Roderigo screams) Are you sayin' I'm drunk?

Roderigo draws his chicken in defence, then realises it's just a chicken and turns and runs, still screaming. Cassio chases after him, yelling loudly and waving his sword. Suddenly, Othello and Desdemona enter again, still dressed but looking a little dishevelled. Desdemona also looks thoroughly pissed off. Cassio and Roderigo don't notice them at first, and continue running madly around the stage.

Othello: (shouting) Stop it, stop it, STOP IT!!! (Cassio and Roderigo stop. Cassio drops his sword and sways unsteadily on his feet. Othello continues, trying to sound calm) Now, would anyone mind explaining to me what exactly is going on here?

Iago: (joining them) Well, Othello, I hate to have to tell you this but, I was just standing there, talking to Emilia and next thing we know Cassio is running around like a madman, screaming and waving his sword at this poor, innocent jester. I don't know what came over him.

Othello: Cassio? What have you got to say for yourself? (Cassio opens his mouth, as if to speak, and waves a finger at Othello before falling backwards. Othello stand over him and looks down) Cassio, I left you in charge because I trusted you to look after things here. I would've expected more from you than to chase this poor, poor jester around waving your sword at him and screaming like a lunatic. Do you have anything to say in your defence?

Cassio: Cassio's drunk!

Othello: You don't drink!!! You've never had a drink before in your life! How dare you start tonight you selfish bastard! You - you – you are nothing more than a selfish, immature, obnoxious child Cassio. I should never have promoted you. From now on, you're fired.

Cassio: Cassio's drunk!

Desdemona: Oh, shut up! We hate you.

Othello: Okay everyone, this party's over. I trust you can all get yourselves to bed without causing too much trouble? Iago, can you look after Cassio? I know he's ruined the night and all but we can't just leave him here.

Iago: No, someone might fall over him and hurt themselves. Don't worry, I'll take care of him. Emilia, will be okay going up to the room by yourself, I'll be with you in a moment.

Emilia: Sure, no problem, Take your time. I'm sure I'll find someone to occupy me while I'm waiting – er, I mean, something! Something to occupy me while I'm waiting. That's what I meant.

Iago: I'll see you in a few minutes then (kisses her on the cheek) Goodnight.  

Emilia: Goodnight love (shoots a meaningful glance at Roderigo, as she exits) See you soon.

Desdemona: Can we go back now, Othello?

Othello: (putting his arm around her waist as he leads her offstage) Yes, of course, sweetheart, although I must warn you that after all this, I think I might be too upset and stressed to …

Desdemona: Will you excuse me for one moment? You go on, I'll just be a second. (Othello hesitates for a moment, then exits. Desdemona runs up to Cassio, and glances around. Iago and Roderigo are talking to eachother, and don't notice her. She whispers) Fucking prick! (kicks him in the side and runs off after Othello) 

Roderigo: You bastard! You didn't tell me he had a sword!! He could've killed me.

Iago: He could barely stand up, stop being such a baby. Anyway, it worked didn't it?

Roderigo: Did it?

Iago: Yes, of course it did. Othello fired him, and your darling Desdemona looked like she wanted to kill him. Now, the next to you need to do is buy her more presents.

Roderigo: Right. Well, you still have money left from last time don't you? 

Iago: No. I spent it all.

Roderigo: What do you mean you spent it all? There was half a year's salary there! What the hell did you spend it all on?

Iago: A – um – a present, of course, for Desdemona.

Roderigo: Well, yes, I should bloody well hope so! But what kind of present costs a whole six months salary all at once?

Iago: Well, a – a romantic one.

Roderigo: Like?

Iago: Like what?

Roderigo: Like what did you buy her?

Iago: What did I buy her? Oh, I bought her a – um- a – one of those little –erm – a necklace! That's it, a necklace!

Roderigo: What kind of a necklace?

Iago: A, um, a pearl necklace. With diamonds.  And – and little twinkly stoney things that looked really pretty and were really, really rare and expensive.

Roderigo: And did she like it?

Iago: She loved it!

Roderigo: So why wasn't she wearing it then?

Iago: Oh, because, um, because she didn't want Othello to see it.

Roderigo: Are you sure?

Iago: Of course I'm sure. What are you implying? That I'm taking all this money from you and keeping it for myself and have absolutely no intention whatsoever of even trying to win Desdemona over for you? Is that what you're saying?

Roderigo: No. I just meant, are you sure she liked it?

Iago: Oh. Right!  Of course. Yes. That. She loved it, she really did. Now you go on to bed. Get some beauty sleep, or practise your jester speak or something, just get going, okay? I've to take care of Cassio, and I don't think he'll be too happy if he comes around to see you standing there.

Roderigo: Good idea. Night, Iago. 

Iago: Night. (Roderigo exits) Fucking idiot. Well, this has been an interesting night, hasn't it? Now to take care of our little walking talking alcohol sample over here, and then I can get to bed myself. (goes over and prods Cassio with his foot) Come on sleeping ugly. Up you get.

Cassio: (waking up and propping himself up unsteadily on an elbow) Cassio fell asleep.

Iago: Yes, yes he did. (helps Cassio up. Cassio promptly flops against him, sleepily) Now come on, and we'll get you to bed so you can sleep some more.

Cassio: (trying to stand up steadily) You know who I love? I looove Desdemona. I do. Cos she's pretty and she's funny and she wears fabulous clothes aaand, and she kicked me. I think. And do you know who else I love?

Iago: Who?

Cassio: I love Iago. I do, I do. I loooove Iago. Cos Iago is, do you know what Iago is?

Iago: An evil, scheming, conniving, backstabbing, double-crossing, two-faced bastard?

Cassio: (pauses for a moment, looking surprise, waves a finger at Iago, and then give a long, drunken snigger) But do you know who I hate? I hate the jester. Cos he was mean to me. And he made me chase him, and then he got Othello angry at me. (stops suddenly, and then bursts into tears) Oh God, he was so angry. And he yelled at me, and I don't like being yelled at. And now he hates me! He does, he hates me. And he fired me. He fired me and he hates me and he yelled at me!! (buries his face in Iago's shirt and sobbed loudly, before blowing his nose noisily in the shirt. Iago looks down, disgusted and tried to peel Cassio from his shirt). 

Iago: Sssh. Shush Cassio. It's okay. He doesn't hate you. 

Cassio: He does, he said it.

Iago: He didn't say it, you're making that up. Now listen, he is angry at you, yes, and he did fire you but …. (stops, as Cassio bursts into tears, wraps his arms around his and buries his face in Iago's shirt again. Pulls Cassio away from him again, and holds him up by the shoulders) … but, I said, we're going to fix all that. Now, listen to me, okay? Tomorrow, you're going to go to Desdemona, okay? And you're going to be as nice and sweet and charming as you always are around women – no matter whose wife they are – and you're going to apologise about tonight, lots! Okay?

Cassio: (nodding sadly) 'Kay.

Iago: And then, when you and pretty little Desdemona are all friends again, you're going ask her to get Othello to give you your job back. Because it'll be a lot harder for him to say no to her than it would be to say no to you. Because he loves her.

Cassio: (bawling out again) And he hates meeeee!!!

Iago: Oh, stop it! Look, don't worry, it'll all work out. I promise. Now let's get you to bed, and I'll remind you of all this in the morning, because I'm fairly sure you won't remember a fucking thing. (starts to led Cassio off)

Cassio: Where are we going?

Iago: I'm bring you up to bed.

Cassio: (giggling )You can't come to bed with me, you're married, silly.

Iago: I'm not staying.

Cassio: (disappointed) Aw.

They exit as the lights fade

Scene 6

The garden. Desdemona and Emilia are sitting on a bench. Desdemona is looking all grumpy

Desdemona: I hate Cassio.

Emilia: No you don't, you're just angry at him.

Desdemona: No, I know when I'm angry, and I'm not angry. I just want to rip his stomach out, stuff it with his own heart and brains and lungs, and then make him eat it.

Emilia: But you're not angry.

Desdemona: No.

Emilia: Well, you liked him yesterday, remember?

Desdemona: No. No I don't remember. I never liked him. Not ever. Never at all.

Emilia: Not even when he made us laugh all the way from Venice to Cyprus?

Desdemona: Nope. Didn't like him.

Emilia: Even when he said you had the best colour coordination he'd ever seen?

Desdemona: Didn't like him!

Emilia: Even when he did your make up for you, and – and curled your hair all pretty, and even though he's got a really cute bum that you just wanna ….

Desdemona: IhatehimIhatehimIhatehim.

Emilia: Fair enough.

(Cassio enters, looking rather hungover and ill)

Cassio: Morning ladies.

Emilia: Cassio! How are you today?

Desdemona: Go away, we hate you.

Cassio: My head hurts and I feel like something died in my throat.

Desdemona: Good.

Emilia: Aw. You poor thing. You had a rough night, didn't you? (Cassio nods very slowly and sadly) Awww. You look like you need a hug (stands up, spreads her arms out wide) c'mere you poor littlesweetheart. (Cassio goes over and gives her a hug. Emilia grins, and slowly begins to move her hand down to his bottom. Just before she reaches it, Cassio realises what she's doing and jumps back, with a shriek)

Cassio: You can't do that!!

Emilia: (innocently) Can't do what?

Cassio: You – you can't , your hand was … you can't do that!!!

Emilia: You're far too sensitive Cassio. I wasn't doing anything at all. Look at him Des, getting all upset like that.

Desdemona: Good. Serves him right.

Cassio: Dessie, listen. I am reeeaaally sorry about last night. I don't know what happened. I really don't. Iago swore there was no alcohol in that wine.

Desdemona: Don't try to blame Iago for this. It's not his fault you're a big mean selfish twit.

Cassio: I know, you're right. I'm sorry. It's not his fault. It's just – I swear I didn't mean for any of this to happen, and then the jester …

Emilia: Ah, now wait a minute. You can't blame Rodger.

Cassio: But he said all sorts of nasty things and…

Desdemona: Of course he did, you idiot. He's a jester. Jesters say mean things about people because it's their job. They think it's funny.

Cassio: Okay, I'm sorry. It's all my fault. Completely, absolutely, one hundred percent Cassio being a twit, okay? But believe me, I'm paying for it this morning.

Desdemona: Oh that's right, you've got a headache, don't you?

Cassio: (nodding his head sadly) Uh-huh.

Desdemona: (faking sympathy) Is it really, really sore?

Cassio: (sitting down beside her) Yeah.

Desdemona: Aw no. So – so if I were to (very loudly) shout in your ear like this (quietly again) it probably wouldn't be very nice for you at all, would it?

Cassio: (on the verge of tears) No, it wasn't.

Desdemona: Good. Because you deserve it.

Emilia: DES!

Desdemona: Well, he does.

Cassio: That's right, I do.

Desdemona&Emilia: You do?

Cassio: Yes, I do. Because it was all my fault, what happened last night, and I ruined the night for everyone. And I'm really really sorry Desdemona. I really am. I didn't know what I was doing, and I didn't know there was alcohol in that wine, and I can't remember a thing about it, so I'm going completely on what Iago told me this morning, and I didn't even know it was possible to do those things with a duck, but it was all my fault. I take full responsibility.

Desdemona: Do you really?

Cassio: Yes, I do. And I feel really, really bad about spoiling your wedding night for the second time in a row, because I really, really think you're such a great person Dessie, and you deserve to be happy, and I just messed it all up for another night. Can you ever forgive me?

Desdemona: Weeeell. Do you really think I'm a great person?

Cassio: You're the sweetest, loveliest, most adorable person I know.

Emilia: Oh, thanks a lot!

Desdemona: And, and what else do you like about me?

Cassio: Well, you're pretty, and you're funny, and you're got the biggest collection of teddy-bears I've ever seen , and you – you have reaaally good dress sense, and you're kind, and loving and – and forgiving?

Desdemona: (giggles, and goes all girly and embarrasses) Oh, alright then, I forgive you!

Cassio: You do?

Desdemona: Yes, I do. How can I stay angry at someone who can say so many nice things to me, about me?

Iago walks past in the background, listening in on the conversation. Nobody notice. He grins evilly, and rushes quietly across to the other side of the stage

Cassio: Oooh, thank you so much Dessie (gives her a big hug) Okay. Alright. So now that you forgive me, and we're friends and everything, I've got another something to ask you.

Desdemona: (suspiciously) What's that?

Cassio: Well, I was wondering, seeing as how you forgave me and everything, if you  could convince Othello to forgive me, and maybe even – if he could find it in that great big lovely sweet heart of his – give me my job back. But the job, the job isn't the important bit, I just want you to know that Des. It's not about getting my job back. It's just that, well, Othello's my best friend and I don't want him angry at me. Because I like him. I really really like him. And I don't think I could stand it if he hated me. And so, if you could talk him into forgiving me, and maybe – but only if he really, really seems in a good mood – giving me my job back, I think you would just be the most fantastic woman in the whole entire universe. 

Desdemona: Well, I know that you two are best friends, and everything. And I know I'd hate it if Emilia was all angry at me all the time so … oh alright then. I'll ask him.

Cassio: You will? You promise? (Desdemona nods, and bounces happily in her seat. Cassio leans over and gives her a huge hug, just as Iago enters with Othello. They are talking, and nobody notices them) Ooh! I love you Dessie!!

Emilia: (annoyed, to herself) Of course. Why wouldn't you?

Desdemona: Oooh! Look, there he is!

Cassio: Where? (turns around and see them) I'd better get going. I don't really want to be hanging around while you're asking. (stands up, and starts to leave) Thanks again.

Desdemona: Okay.

Cassio exits. Iago and Othello are still standing a bit away from the girls, watching them

Iago: That was a bit strange, wasn't it?

Othello: What do you mean?

Iago: Oh, nothing. Just you know, one minute he's got his arms around her and everything, and then the minute they see you, he just disappears.

Othello: So? He's probably embarrassed after last night. Wouldn't you be?

Iago: (to himself) I know you would.

Othello: What?

Iago: Nothing. Just, I know you would be, if you were Cassio. But I don't know about Cassio.

Othello: Of course he's embarrassed. Why else would he run off like that?

Iago: Yeah. I suppose.

Othello: What?

Iago: Nothing. Nothing. You're probably right.

Othello: What do you mean probably, of course I'm right.

Iago: (unconvincingly) Yeah. Yeah, I'm sure you are.

Othello: Of course I'm right.

Iago: Yeah! You are. You're right. Of course you're right. I mean, that thing on the boat …

Othello: (quickly, slightly suspiciously) What thing on the boat?

Iago: What? Nothing, nothing. It doesn't matter.

Othello: What thing on the boat?

Iago: I said it doesn't matter. Forget I said anything. At the end of the day she's married to you isn't she? That's the most important thing. Come on, let's go say hello.

Othello: But I …

Iago: I said never mind. 

Othello: Right. 'Cos, cos she's married to me. So then what thing on the boat? 

Iago: Will you forget about it? I should never have said anything. Look, you love her, she loves you. That's all that matters, okay?

Othello: (unsure) Of course. (thinks for a minute, then shrugs dismissively) Of course it is. Come on, let's go say hello before they think we're ignoring them.

Iago: Right, lets go. (They start to walk. Othello stops suddenly) 

Othello: And that thing on the boat was …

Iago: Nothing.

Othello: Nothing at all?

Iago: Yeah. Fairly much.

Othello: (happily, reassured and secure) Grand, let's go.

They join the girls. Desdemona bounces up happily and wraps her arms around Othello's neck.

Desdemona: Hello!! 

Othello: (trying to speak as Desdemona slowly chokes him) Hi. Um, Des could you just … (gasps, and points at his neck frantically).

Emilia: I think he wants you to loosen your grip a little.

Desdemona: (letting go) Oh. Sooorrry. I guess I just got a little excited.

Iago: (to Emilia, looking meaningfully at Othello) Now there's a problem not all of us here have.

Emilia: (sniggering, and elbowing Iago playfully) Ssssh.  

Othello: So what was all of that about then? With Cassio I mean.

Desdemona: Oh, that. Right well, you see the thing is that Cassio says he's reeeaaally sorry about last night, and he's all worried that you'll hate him and never want to be friends with him again, and so I think he's to scared to speak to you himself. But he's got a really bad headache and so I think that sort makes up for all the horrible badness last night, don't you?

Othello: You think that him having a headache makes up for him getting drunk and chasing that poor jester and – and completely ruining our night?

Desdemona: Well, he's also really really sorry. You didn't see him Othello, he was nearly crying, and he apologised lots and said it was all his fault, and he didn't even get angry when I shouted in his ear.

Othello: Why did you shout in his ear?

Desdemona: Because he has a headache.

Othello: Dessie! That's really mean.

Desdemona: Yeah, well, he deserved it. But I think now he deserves to be forgiven don't you?

Othello: Well, I don't know.

Desdemona: But Othello, think about it. You and Cassio have been best friends for years, and you trusted him enough to give him the promotion, and so maybe you weren't wrong about him. Maybe he just made one little mistake. You wouldn't refuse to forgive someone over just one little mistake, would you Othello?

Othello thinks for a minute, and then glances at Iago who shrugs.

Othello: I don't know. It would depend on the mistake, now, wouldn't it?

Desdemona: (cutest puppy-dog eyes look) Pleeease!

Othello: Oh no. NO! Don't give me that look Dessie.

Desdemona: (playing up the look even more) Pleeeeease?

Othello: Desdemona stop this. This isn't fair!

Desdemona: Puh-leeeese?

Othello: Fine! Fine, I forgive him okay?

Desdemona: (bouncy and happy) Okay! Aaand, can he have his job back?

Othello: What? Oh, alright fine. But this isn't fair, I want you to know that right now.

Desdemona: Okay! (wraps her arms around him and give him a huge hug) Oooh, I love you! 

Othello: I know. I love you too Des.

Desdemona: (giving him a big kiss on the cheek) You're the absolute most wonderfulest man in the world. HEY! Let's go for a walk. It's a really pretty day, and I've never been to Cyprus before. We can go sightseeing and get our pictures painted at all the landmarks and stuff. It'll be fun.

Othello: Sure, okay. Come on (to Iago and Emilia) You want to come?

Iago: Nah, I've got stuff to do around here.

Emilia: You two just enjoy yourselves, okay?

Othello and Desdemona exit. Emilia and Iago stand there awkwardly for a moment, before Emilia eventually speaks.

Emilia: (turning to leave) Well, I'd better get going and …

Iago: Emilia, wait! (Emilia turns around again, looking surprised) Stay and talk for a while.

Emilia: What?

Iago: Stay and talk. We never seem to talk anymore (takes her by the hand and leads her to the bench) Come on, stay and talk for a while.

Emilia: (completely shocked) Oh. Okay. (There's an uncomfortable silence, during which they both sit there looking awkward. Finally) So!

Iago: (nervously) So. (jumps a little, suddenly, as if he just remembered something) Oh, hey. I got you something.

Emilia: You did?!?

Iago: Yeah. A present.

Emilia: You got me a present? Oh my god! (suspiciously) Why?

Iago: I don't know. Because I saw it, and I thought you'd like it I suppose. 

Emilia: But – but why?

Iago: Just because. Do I always need a reason to do something nice for my wife? (Emilia looks at him cynically) Oh, okay. Maybe I caught some of this whole romance thing that seems to be going around at the moment. I mean, they're so newly-wed and lovely and happy and it got me thinking, well, we were like that once.

Emilia: We should be like that again.

Iago: Yeah (suddenly, remembering again) Anyway, here, let me give you your present.

Emilia: You have it here? (Iago nods) Oooh, give it to me, give to me. I love pressies. (Iago reaches into his pocket and pulls out a long, thin jewellery box. Emilia snatches it off him and hug it to her) Ooh! It's jewellery. I love jewellery. Oh, thankyouthankyouthankyou!! (opens the box and shrieks happily) Ohmygod! (pulls out a pearl necklace) PEARLS!! I love pearls. (Emilia holds the pearls up to her neck and Iago fastens them for her. He pulls a little mirror out of his pocket to show her) What do you think?

Emilia: Oooh! I love them! Thank you Iago. Thankyousomuch. I take back everything I ever said about you!!

Iago: Excuse me?

Emilia: Nothing. But oooooooh I love this necklace so much. How can you possibly afford this?

Iago: I stole half a year's salary off the jester!

Emilia: (giggling) No, seriously, how can you afford this?

Iago: I stole half a year's salary off the jester!

Emilia: Ah come on now, how did ya, really?

Iago: I can afford it because however much it cost, is just completely insignificant compared with seeing you look so happy right now. I haven't seen you smile like that in a long time.

Emilia: Oooh, I love this necklace! And I love you. (suddenly switching back to seductive mode) Is there, um, anything I can do for you in return.

Iago: (getting nervous again) I – I – I, what do you mean?

Emilia: (sliding closer to him, running a finger along the side of his face, and down his chest. Iago begins to relax again, enjoying himself) I mean, anything. Anything at all Iago. Is there anything in the world you can think of that I could do, that would make you happy?

Iago: Anything at all? Let me think …

Emilia: You take your time, I'll just, um, keep myself busy (unbuttons a button on his shirt, or undoes his neckscarf or something equally suggestive, depending on the costume).

Iago: Well, there is one thing ….

Emilia: (leaning over to kiss his neck) Go on.

Iago: There's this … bunny rabbit.

Emilia stops suddenly, completely out of the mood now, and stares at him.

Emilia: A bunny-rabbit?

Iago: I know. No, I shouldn't have said it, you'll think it's stupid. 

Emilia: Well, tell me anyway.

Iago: No, you'll laugh.

Emilia: Ah no, there'll be no laughing now, I promise.

Iago: Are you sure?

Emilia: Of course I'm sure. Look, I said I'd do whatever you wanted, and if that involves a bunny-rabbit, well then, it involves a bunny rabbit. Fine!

Iago: Really?

Emilia: Absolutely. I promised, didn't I? Now, go on. Tell me about the bunny rabbit.

Iago: Well, you see, it's not so much a bunny-rabbit as it is … Desdemona's bunny rabbit.

Emilia: Oh not Desdemona again.

Iago: I'm sorry, it's stupid, I shouldn't have said, it's too silly.

Emilia: Just say it, come on I'm your wife. You can tell me.

Iago: Well, when I was a little boy, I had this cuddly, fluffy toy bunny called Bob, and I loved him. You should've seen us, we were completely inseparable. Me and Bob, the best of friends. I went everywhere with Bob. We were like brothers. Oh the things we did, me and Bob, frolicking in that carefree childlike ways of our boyhood. Ah yes, I thought those days would never end. Just me and Bob. I loved Bob. And, and then one day I came home and the dog had eaten him! He'd eaten Bob, it was horrible. There was all fluff and bunny bits all over the kitchen – I can still see it now, sometimes, when I close my eyes. I must've cried for weeks, but I couldn't find another bunny like Bob anywhere. And the thing is Desdemona's bunny rabbit, it looks just like him! I mean, it could be Bob, if Bob hadn't been shredded up in the kitchen like that. 

Emilia: So that's what you want? You want the bunny?

Iago: (nods) I've never told anyone that story before. I sound so stupid. You don't think I'm stupid, do you Emmy?

Emilia: (surprised at herself) No. No, I think it's … cute. It shows a whole other side to you Iago. I like it.

Iago: You do?

Emilia: Yeah. I do.

Iago: So then you'll get me the bunny?

Emilia: Well, I don't know. I mean it's Desdemona's bunny and …

Iago: I knew it! You do think it's stupid.

Emilia: No! I don't really. It's just that … well …

Iago: (hanging his head, looking all sad and disappointed) No, it doesn't matter. Forget about it. It was stupid anyway. I'm – I'm sorry for mentioning it.

Emilia: Aw no! Don't look like that, and you after making me so happy.

Iago: I'm sorry, I didn't mean to spoil your good mood. (hands her the mirror) Here, look at you pretty pearls again and cheer yourself up. I don't want you to be sad too.

Emilia: But – but I don't want you to be sad at all and – oh, to hell with it, I'll get the bunny for you.

Iago: (perking up again) Really? You promise?

Emilia: Yeah. Will that make you happy?

Iago: Yeah, the bunny will make me happy.

Emilia: Okay, I'll get the bunny for you then.

Pause

Iago: Will you get it now?

Emilia: Now? 

Iago: Well, they're out on their walk, and they won't be back for ages and it's probably the only chance you'll get.

Emilia: (hesitating)Oh. Um. (standing up decisively) Okay then. Sure. I'll go now.

Iago: (jumping up) Oooh, I love you! Thank you so much. You have no idea what this means for me. (gives her a kiss on the cheek as they walk towards the side of the stage) Oh, and, um, maybe when you get back, we can take it in turns to do, um, whatever.

Emilia: Is that a promise then?

Iago: Of course it is. And unlike some people I could mention around here, I can guarantee absolute …

Emilia: Fulfilment?

Iago: Yeah.

Emilia: (looking excited and a little nervous) I'll be right back! (exits, very quickly).  

Iago: (walks to the centre of the stage, faces the audience) Well, this is certainly easy. But I mean, is it wrong to deceive my wife like that? (thinks for a second) Yes! (thinks again) Is it fun? Yes, yes it is. Do the two cancel each other out? Not a chance it's still very wrong, but I really don't care. You don't understand, I'm having so much fun it's like – it's like Christmas, only I'm getting everyone else's presents too. Now, just so you know, this is all going according to plan. You mightn't know what my plan is, in fact, maybe you didn't even know I had a plan, but I do, and it's going perfectly. Now, I'll just warn you in advance, it's not a nice plan. Because I'm not a nice person. I'm not! I'm horrible. I'm nasty, and I'm mean, and I'm – I'm – I'm downright evil! I am. Now I know some of you mightn't believe this, some of you are maybe sitting there thinking "Nah, he's not so bad. He's quite likable actually"! Well of course I'm likable! So what? Doesn't prove a thing!  Most people are likable, until they turn around and stick a very sharp, six steel inch blade into your back. Just ask Julius Caesar! Oh wait, you can't. They stabbed him – a lot! No, I'm afraid I really am a truly nasty person – although I must say, I'm not entirely deceiving Emilia. I mean, all that stuff about Bob, yes that was bullshit – as you no doubt guessed already. But I do intend to keep up my little promise there. I mean of course I will. It'd be wrong not to, wouldn't it? And, not just the sort of wrong I don't mind doing to everyone else. This would be wrong, for me. I mean, can you blame me, have you seen the woman? (Emila rushes on stages again with the bunny and looks around excitedly, Iago sees her, and turns back quickly to the audience) Ah, yes you have seen her, and so have I, so if you'll excuse me (joins Emilia, who hands him the bunny. He gives her a big hug, and grins) Thank you so much Emilia. You really have no idea what you've just done for me.

Emilia: Well, if it makes you this happy, at least it can't be bad.

Iago: Oh, yes it can.

Emilia: What?

Iago: Nothing.  

(lights out)

Scene 7

The Garden. Iago is sitting on his own, looking very pleased with himself. Othello enters, looking worried, and rushes over to him.

Othello: Iago, I have to talk to you!

Iago: Sure, sit down. Hey, did you have a good time sight-seeing?

Othello: No! I mean, I should've had, everything was perfect. But – but the whole time I just …

Iago: What?

Othello: I just couldn't stop thinking about what you said.

Iago: (innocently) Said about what?

Othello: About, well, you know … that thing on the boat.

Iago: Oh God. I shouldn't have said anything. I mean, they made me promise I wouldn't. You'd just be … look, you're better off not knowing, alright? Let's just leave it at that.

Othello: (angrily) NO! Let's not leave at that. Now I want to know 

what happened on that goddamned boat Iago and YOU are going to tell me, SOLDIER!

Iago: Othello, please just calm down and …

Othello: That's General Othello to you, and whatever takes place on one of my boats is my business, and if you refuse to disclose information on a matter clearly relating directly to myself and my second-in-command then I – I – I just want you to know that I have to power to make your life a living hell. 

Iago: Now, General, let's not go crazy here. I mean, I really don't think you want to know.

Othello: SOLDIER!

Iago: Alright fine! You want answers?

Othello: I think I'm entitled to them!

Iago: You want answers?

Othello: I want the truth!

Iago: You can't handle the … (Othello grabs Iago by the throat and lifts him to his feet)

Othello: Don't argue with me, Iago. Just talk.

Iago: (choking) Okay, okay. I'll tell you (Othello lets go of him, and he drops to the bench again, rubbing his neck) I still don't think you'll want to know, but fine. Here it is. On the boat over to Cyprus, Desdemona and Cassio were … well, they um, they spent a lot of time in her cabin and um …

Othello: What?  

Iago: Well they, you know, did stuff that you and Desdemona haven't.

Othello: You mean … oh no! No!! But how could she – why would she, I mean, no that can't be right Iago. You've gotten it wrong, you must've. I know my Dessie. She wouldn't do that!

Iago: You sound like Brabantio.

Othello: What?

Iago: Look, Othello, I really don't want to talk about this. Can I – can I go now? Please?

Othello: But – but you've got to be wrong! You have to be. 

Iago: Othello, I (sighs) I'm sorry. I'm not wrong. Cassio told me himself.

Othello: WHAT?!?

Iago: He was boasting about it. And then, just this morning he told me that Desdemona had been to see him again and she'd … well, she'd given him her bunny rabbit!

Othello: But I gave her that bunny. She – she wouldn't do that.

Iago: Well, do you know where that bunny is now?

Othello: But – but I gave her that bunny.

Iago: Well, maybe I'm wrong. Why don't you go find it?

Othello starts to leave. As he does, Cassio enters carrying the bunny. Othello sees him. Iago grins evilly at the audience.

Iago: Uh-oh! (standing up, to the audience) Much as I'd love to stay and watch, I think this is my cue to leave. (exits)

Cassio: Oh, hi Othello.

Othello: What the hell are you doing with that bunny, you little bastard?

Cassio: (taken aback) I – um – I mean, this is Desdemona's bunny, isn't it? You know, it's the strangest thing, I just walked into my room and – and there it was, sitting on the bed, just smiling at me.

Othello: (approaching angrily) Oh, it was just there was it? Just like that?

Cassio: Yes. It was really … (suddenly notices the way Othello is glaring at him) … Othello, what's wrong? Othello, why are you looking at me like that? Othello? Othello, say something? Please?

Othello: (pushes him aside roughly. Cassio goes flying to the ground, looking upset and confused) Get the hell out of my way you little shit.

Cassio: But I – I – (Othello ignores him and storms offstage) So, now's probably not a good time to ask about my job then? (picks himself up, still looking confused) I need a drink.

Scene 8

Desdemona & Othello's room. Desdemona and Emilia are sitting on the bed. There is a huge pile of teddy-bears on the floor. Emilia is brushing Desdemona's hair for her, and tying it in plaits

Emilia: So you had a good time then?

Desdemona: Yeah, I suppose, but …

Emilia: But what?

Desdemona: I don't know. Othello just seemed sort of strange, like he was a million trillion miles away think of something else completely.

Emilia: Yeah, that's husbands for you.

Desdemona: Really?

Emilia: Yeah. I mean, you can go through big phases where he almost completely ignores you, or are just plain mean, and you feel all left out and unloved, but then … then he'll go and do something really sweet and lovely and amazing and you'll realise just what a wonderful husband Iago really is.

Desdemona: But I'm married to Othello.

Emilia: Oh yeah. (there's a pause. Emilia continues brushing and plaiting Desdemona's hair, with a dreamy look across her face. Desdemona looks like she's thinking too, and is getting rather confused)

Desdemona: Emilia, have you seen my bunny?

Emilia: (freezes, looking guilty. Eventually) Yes. I have. It's lovely.

Desdemona: No, I mean today. Have you seen it today?

Emilia: Um, today? Today. Uh, yeah. I'm, I'm sure I did. Didn't you have it in the garden?

Desdemona: No, I forgot it.

Emilia: Oh, 'cos, 'cos you could've left it in the garden.

Dedesmona: But I didn't have it in the garden.

Emilia: Oh. Well, then it must be in the room somewhere.

Desdemona: Yeah. I suppose so. It's just, well, I was sure I left it on the bed this morning.

Emilia: (getting paranoid and upset) Well, you didn't okay! Because it's not here, so you can't have left it here so it must be somewhere else! Now can we just forget about the bunny? 

Desdemona: (a little upset herself) Well, okay. I – guess maybe it fell under the bed.

Emilia: Under the bed. Right. That's probably it.

Desdemona: Or, or maybe I put it with my other teddies and forgot about it. I do that sometimes, you know. I do things, and then forget that I did them. I can be a bit silly sometimes.

Emilia: Can't say I'd noticed. Still, that's probably it then. That must be what happened.

Desdemona: Yeah, must be that. (bounces happily) Okay then. 

Othello bursts into the room, looking very angry and rather crazy.

Othello: HEEEERE'S OTHELLO!!!

Desdemona: (surprised) Hello.

Othello: Where's the bunny, Desdemona?

Desdemona: The bunny? Oh, see, I'm not quite sure …

Othello: Don't play games with me, Dessie, now show me the bunny!!!

Desdemona: What?

Othello: Show me the bunny, Desdemona, SHOW – ME – THE – BUNNY!!! Help me help you. Help me, help you!!!!

Desdemona: (to Emilia) What's he talking about?

Emilia: (looking very guilty and worried) I don't know! Why would I know?

Othello: Goddamitt Desdemona, just show me the fucking bunny!!

Desdemona: (upset) Um, I don't know where it is?

Othello: Well, you'd better find it Des. Because I gave you that bunny, didn't I? Didn't I?

Desdemona nods, and jumps off the bed. She checks under the bed first of all, then stands up looking confused.

Desdemona: You don't know what I did with it, do you?

Othello: ME? Why would I know? Why the hell should I know what YOU would do with the bunny I gave you?

Desdemona: I – I – I just though … wait a minute, I'll just check …. (begins digging through her pile up teddy-bears, throwing them everywhere. She pauses with one teddy, and looks at it) Have you seen my teddy? No? ( Goes back to digging for afew seconds, then stops and looks up at Othello) I can't find it. I'm sorry. I must've lost it.

Othello: Oh. Oh I see. You lost it, huh? Well, I'm afraid that's just too bad Dessie. That's just too bad. Because you see, that bunny, that was a magical bunny.

Desdemona: (confused) A magical bunny?

Othello: Yeah, a magical bunny. It had super-magic powers, you see. And, and it was that bunny, Desdemona, that bunny that made sure you were a good girl whilst I was away, you hear what I'm saying?

Desdemona: But I am a good girl, Othello. You know I …

Othello: (shouting over her) That bunny Des, ensured that you would stay faithful to me!! And now you've lost it!! You've lost the bunny rabbit of fidelity Desdemona. What does that mean, huh? What the HELL do you think that could mean? (stops and glares at Desdemona).

Desdemona: I – I - I – I don't ….

Othello: Oh. Oh you don't huh? Well, that's where you and me have a difference of opinion Desdemona! Because you see, I think you do. Yeah, I think you do. And you did. And I think you'll do it again. 

Desdemona: What? What are you talking about? (Emilia leans over and whispers something. Desdemona's eyes grow wide and upset) Othello, no! I didn't. I wouldn't do that. You know I wouldn't!!

Othello: Know? What do I know? What do you know, for that matter? (points to Emilia) Or you? (pointing to some of the teddies) Or you? Or you, or you or you? What does anyone really know, huh?

Emilia: Othello stop.

Desdemona: You're being scary.

Othello: Stop? Oh know, I'll never stop. Not ever. The world has to know.  (glares at them both angrily) You'd have to be craaazy to trust a woman! I HAVE TO TELL THE WORLD!! (turns to leave. Continues talking to himself) Crazy I tells ya, Othello, ker-aaazy! (shouting back to them) Ladies, goodnight!! (to himself again, as he exits) Crazy. You've have to be crazy!! Do I look crrrrraaazy to you? Huh? I gave her the bunny. I gave her the bunny! You'd have to be keeerraaaaaaaazy!!!

Emilia: (very worried and upset. To herself) But it's just a bunny rabbit, isn't it?

Desdemona: (as soon as she's sure he's gone. Forcing herself to sound cheerful and optimistic) So, is that one of those phases you were talking about then?

Scene 9

The garden. Iago is sitting on the bench, humming happily and eating an apple, which he is cutting with a sharp-looking knife. Othello enters, still looking mad, but a little calmer.

Othello: Never trust women Iago! Never!! They're bad news I tells ya -  bad, bad, BAD!!! Because – because- because you know what? You know what they do? I'll tell you what they do Iago, 'cos – 'cos – cos I know, see? They act all sweet and lovely, and make you feel like the most special man alive, see, and – and- and then, just when you think that you're gonna be like this forever – BAM!!! They rip your heart out and throw it against the wall, and – and – and then they stamp on it. Yeah, that's it, they stamp on it see, with those big old sharp pointy heels they wear, and they rip a hole right in the middle. And then they stamp on it some more, and some more, AND SOME MORE!! Y'see? You see what I'm saying Iago? It's wrong, see?  It's craaazy! They're all crazy! And – and – and that is why you should never, ever, ever trust a woman, because they're all crazy, see?

Iago: (taking an apple out of his pocket and offering it to Othello) Apple? (Othello ignores him and sits down) No apple then?

Othello: I gave her that bunny, Iago. 

Iago: I know you did.

Othello: I gave her the bunny, and she gave it to Cassio. She gave it to Cassio, Iago! (starting to cry) I mean, why – why – why would she do that? Why? It was her bunny, you know? Our bunny – and she ...

Iago: I know, Othello. I'm sorry. But she's, well, she's a woman, I'm afraid. That's what they do. Chances are, it wasn't the first time, and you can be sure it won't be the last time. She's done it once, she'll do it again. That's just what women do.

Othello: But I – I gave her that bunny. 

Iago: She'll do it again Othello. You know that as well as I do. If not to you, then she'll do it to the next poor guy who comes along. And the one after that, and the one after that, and the one after that.

Othello: (shouting) I GAVE HER THAT BUNNY!!! (standing up, to himself, nervy and twitchy) I gave her the bunny, I gave her the bunny, I gave her the bunny, I ...

Iago: She's got to be stopped you know.

Othello: Right! Gotta stop her. Gotta stop the woman, gotta stop the woman, gotta stop the woman. You'd have to be craaazy, I tells ya. Keeer-azy. (stops. Looks at Iago) How?

Iago: Oh, I think you know how. (rams the knife into his apple and draws it along, giving Othello a long, meaningful look)

Othello: (hesitates for a moment) But – but – but ....

Iago: You gave her that bunny.

Othello: I gave her that bunny.

Iago: She gave it to Cassio.

Othello: She gave it to Cassio.

Iago: You've gotta stop the woman.

Othello: Gotta stop the woman, gotta stop the woman, gotta stop the woman.

Iago: Right. You do that, I'll take care of Cassio.

Othello: Right. (walking off) Gotta stop the woman. I gave her the bunny, see? I gave it to her, she gave it to Cassio. Gotta stop the woman. You'd have to be keeer-aaaazy (exits).

Iago turns to the audience, and grins.

Iago: Oh, what? Look, I told you already, it's not a nice plan. 'Cos I'm not a nice man. Yes, I've sent one of my best friends off to murder his poor innocent wife. I don't care!! I'm having fun. (sighs, then shakes his head and looks at the audience again) Look, I'm evil, I'm nasty, I'm conniving, I'm manipulative and I'm hell-bent on revenge. Do you honestly think that, on top of all that, I'm going to be able to find space in my heart to cram even a teensy-weensy bit of compassion? Of course not!!! I've said it before, and I'll say it again, just in case you didn't get the picture – I love being evil!  (Roderigo enters, and sees Iago) Oh, and by the way, feel free to go ahead hate me all you want. It makes all this even more enjoyable.

Roderigo: (joining him) Alright, that's it! Who are you talking to?

Iago: What? Um, no one. No one at all.

Roderigo: That's what I thought. You are seriously odd, my friend.

Iago: Tush, tush n'uncle. Marry, but thou art one to talk.

Roderigo: Yeah, yeah, yeah. Shut up okay! I swear, if I have to keep that up a second longer, I'm going to kill someone. 

Iago: Funny you should say that.

Roderigo: What?

Iago: That. About killing someone.

Roderigo: Why is that funny?

Iago: Oh, well because, you see, the thing is, you are going to kill someone.

Roderigo: I'm WHAT?

Iago: You're going to kill someone. Tonight. Very, very soon.

Roderigo: Now, now wait just a minute, Iago. I'm – I'm really not sure about that   

Iago: Sure or not, you're going to do it. You have to. It's the only way.

Roderigo: But, but, but ...

Iago: Listen to me, Roderigo. Somehow or another, Cassio has managed to weasel his way back into Desdemona's heart again. 

Roderigo: But last night you said ...

Iago: Oh fuck last night, I'm talking about today. And today, she's back in love with him. 

Roderigo: So I'll do something else. I'll make her hate him again, and then ...

Iago: And then he'll make her love him again. And then you'll make her hate him again. So, he'll make her love him again. And you'll make her hate him. AGAIN! And you'll keep making her hate him, and he'll keep make her love him again, and it'll just go on and on for the rest of eternity, until you die from frustration, or dizziness or sheer fucking confusion!!! 

Roderigo: Y'reckon?

Iago: No! I don't reckon, I know. Now, listen, you have to kill Cassio. It's the only way. Unless you want to spend the rest of your life running around in circles after Desdemona and never getting anywhere. Is that what you want?

Roderigo: Well, no.

Iago: So then what's the problem? I mean, you don't even like the guy.

Roderigo: That's not the point.

Iago: And what is the point?

Roderigo: Well, it – it just doesn't seem like a very jesterly thing to do.

Iago: (thwacking him across the back of the head, knocking the jester hat off) You are not a bloody jester! (holding out his sword) Now, take my sword, and go challenge Cassio to a duel. If I'm right, he should be leaving the tavern in about twenty minutes.    

Roderigo: (taking the sword) Are – are you sure about this?

Iago: Will you just go?

Roderigo: Erm ...

Iago: Oh what? Don't tell me you're scared. You're not scared, are you?

Roderigo: No, it's not that, it's just ....

Iago: You are, aren't you? You're scared!! Aw, little Roderigo's scared of big, nasty Cassio, is he?

Roderigo: No. I'm not. It's just ...

Iago: Aw, did you leave your backbone in your other jestersuit?

Roderigo: (angrily) I am not scared!

Iago: Wait, wait. Turn around. Is this a ... is this a chicken wing I see before me, its feathers toward my face? Come, let me clutch thee ….

Roderigo: (yelling) I AM NOT SCARED!!

Iago: (evilly) So prove it!!!

Roderigo: Fine, I will!

Iago: So do then!

Roderigo: I will.

Iago: Then go.

Roderigo: Fine!! I'm going. And I'm not bloody scared. (storms off)

Iago: (calling after him) Of course you're not. (Roderigo storms back in again, snatches up his jester hat and storms back out) You're just fucking stupid. 

Scene 10

Outside the tavern. Cassio comes stumbling on stage, very drunk. Roderigo is already there, hiding in the shadows. Cassio doesn't notice him, and starts to sing to himself.

Cassio: (singing) Doe, a beer, an ice cold beer, Ray, the guy who buys the beer! Me, the guy he buys it for! Fah, it's too far to the... 

Roderigo: (stepping out of the shadow, holding the sword out in front of him. In a bad Spanish accent) Hello. My name is Roderigo Montoya. 

Cassio: (singing, but confused) … bar.

Roderigo: You stole my girlfriend, prepare to die. 

Cassio: (giggling) You look like a jester.

Roderigo: (stepping closer, a little thrown by Cassio's lack of concern) Hello! My name is Roderigo Montoya! You stole my girlfriend, prepare to die.

Cassio: (still giggling) Don't I know you?

Roderigo: (giving up on the accent. Insistently) Hello!! My name is Roderigo Montoya. You stole my girlfriend. Prepare to die.

Cassio: (suddenly recognising him) Hey, you're that jester from last night, aren't you?

Roderigo: (about to cry with frustration) HELLO! MY NAME IS RODERIGO MONTOYA!! YOU STOLE MY GIRLFRIEND, PREPARE TO DIE!!!

Cassio: (drawing his sword) You made me lose my job. I hate you!

Roderigo: Finally!

Cassio rushes at him, and they fight. After a few seconds, Roderigo lowers his sword and raise one hand his hand. Cassio freezes mid-swing

Roderigo: Wait! Wait. Look, I can't see a thing with this stupid hat and these glasses on. Can we just call a truce while I take them off?

Cassio: (slowly lowering his sword) Fine. But only because I'm a gentleman! I still hate you. 

Roderigo takes off the hat and glasses, and throws them to one side. Then he raises his sword again.

Roderigo: Now, where were we?

Cassio: Wait a minute. I know you! You're … (Roderigo swings at him, Cassio jumps back out of the way) Roderigo!!

Roderigo: (as they continue to fight) Oh well done. I only said that, like, four times.

Cassio: But … but I don't want to fight you. I like you.

Roderigo: Well, I hate you! You stole my girlfriend.

Cassio: You have a girlfriend?

Roderigo: Well, I .. no, but … Desdemona ….

Cassio: (giggling, still fighting) She's married to Othello.

Roderigo: But you're secretly seeing each other. Everyone knows.

Cassio: (lowering his sword in surprise) WHAT!! (Roderigo slashes at him. Cassio shrieks, dodges, and continues to fight) Who said that?

Roderigo: Iago. 

Cassio: But that's – that – that's silly. I mean, I'm ….

Roderigo: You're what?

Cassio: I'm … I'm … well, she's not my type.

Roderigo: She's everyone's type.

Cassio: Not mine. 

Roderigo: Why not? 

Cassio: Because she's … well, that is, I'm …

Roderigo stops and drops his sword.

Roderigo: I knew it!!

Cassio: (lowering his sword) Knew what?

Roderigo: You're … you're … you're – um – you would never, ever be able to like her like that, would you?

Cassio: No, you big silly.

Roderigo: I thought so. But Iago was so sure.

Cassio: Why would he think that?

Roderigo: I don't know. Although …

Cassio: What?

Roderigo: Well, he used you as a reason for me to give him more money (Cassio looks at him blankly) for more presents for Des, so I could steal her off you and Othello.

Cassio: You were trying to steal Des off my best friend?

Roderigo: (getting flustered) Hey, now hang on a second, we're talking about Iago here. He did tell me to kill you, you know.

Cassio: But I thought he was my friend. He was even okay after (pauses and thinks for a second, sudden realisation dawns across his face) after I got that promotion he wanted. Oh my God! He tried to get me killed. That bitch! I mean, bastard. 

Roderigo: (suddenly realising what's going on) He set us both up.

Cassio: (getting angry) He knew that wine had alcohol in it! He got me drunk on purpose!

Roderigo: I bet he never bought anything at all for Dessie!  

Cassio: Stop talking about that! It's still not a good thing.

Roderigo: Sorry. But we've got to get even, right?

Cassio: Absolutely. So then, we're friends again, right?

Roderigo: Were we friends?

Cassio: I don't know. Still, let's be friends now, and plot some really nasty revenge!  

Roderigo: Sounds good to me.

Cassio: (holding his arms open wide) Big hug!!

Roderigo: (looking apprehensive) Can't we just shake on it?

Cassio: (lowering his hand) Fine then (reaches out to shake hands, but forgets to lets go of his sword. He stabs Roderigo by accident)  Oh shit!! 

Roderigo gasps and doubles over. Cassio pulls his sword back quickly, and stares in horror. Roderigo give a loud groan of pain and fall to his knees.

Cassio: I – I – I … it was an accident. I'm sorry. 

Roderigo: (between gasps) Clumsy bastard.

Cassio: But – but – you're gonna be okay? Aren't you? I mean, it's just a scratch, right? Shit, I'm sorry.

Roderigo: (struggling to talk, gasping for breath) That's okay. (slumps forward, dead).

Cassio: (reaching down to feel his pulse) Oh balls (stands up, looks down at Roderigo again, and then out to the audience) Great. Now I'm sober!  

Scene 11

Othello&Desdemona's room. Desdemona is lying on the bed, dead. Othello sitting beside her, with his head in his hands, rocking back and forth. Emilia rushes in, looking worried and panicky.

Emilia: Othello! (Othello jumps up and turn to face her) Des! Thank god you're both here. I have to … (her voice trials off, and she looks at Desdemona. Lowers her voice to a whisper) Sorry, she's asleep, isn't she?

Othello: (nervously, looking from Desdemona to Emilia) I gave her that bunny.

Emilia: (looking a little scared) Othello? She's asleep, right?

Othello: I gave her that bunny.

Emilia: Othello? (begins to back away from the bed) Othello? What have you done?

Othello: I gave her that bunny, she gave it to Cassio.

Emilia: (suddenly realising what's happened) No, you idiot! No she didn't!

Othello: She gave it to …

Emilia: She didn't give the bunny to anyone!!!

Othello: But - but Cassio had the bunny. I saw Cassio with the bunny.

Emilia: (as everything becomes clear) Oh my God. Oh – my – God!! Othello, listen to me. You have to believe me, Othello. Dessie didn't give Cassio the bunny. 

Othello: It was on his bed he said. Smiling up at him. She – she didn't give him the bunny?

Emilia: NO!!! If the bunny was in his room then it's all my – (pauses for a second, looks from Othello to Desdemona, then back to Othello. Allows herself a brief smile) – all my husband's fault.

Othello: Your … husband?

Emilia: (nodding) Uh-huh. That's right. All Iago's fault. Nothing to do with me. He stole the bunny from your room.

Othello: He did?

Emilia: Yeah. He did. And he must've planted it in Cassio's room, knowing that you'd see Cassio with it later and …

Othello: Desdemona and Cassio never ….

Emilia: No!

Othello: Oh no! (bending over the bed, stroking Desdemona's cheek with one finger) Dessie, I'm sorry. If only you could somehow come back and (Desdemona gives a choked gasp and revives momentarily, sitting bolt upright! Othello and Emilia scream. Othello jumps up inro Emilia's arms, screaming) UNDEAD!! 

Emilia: (drops Othello, screaming) Kill it!! KILL IT!!!!!! (They both  grab teddies from the floor and throws them at Desdemona, who falls back dead again. They both sigh with relief, and Othello gets to his feet. Iago come running in, trying to suppress and evil grin)

Iago: What happened? I heard screaming and … OH MY GOD! Desdemona! What have you …

Othello: (grabbing Iago and pulling him into the centre of the stage) You bastard. You took the bunny. You lied to me. You made me kill Desdemona for no reason!!

Iago: Emilia! You told? Wait a minute - I took the bunny? 

Emilia: Yes. Yes you did. You broke in here and took the bunny Iago, I saw you.

Iago: Wait, Othello, you've got to believe me ….

Othello: Believe you? Hah! Why would I believe you? Never believe Iago, never believe Iago, NEVER BELIEVE IAGO!! You'd have to be keeeraaazy to believe Iago! Do I look crazy to you Iago? DO I LOOK CRAZY TO YOU, HUH?

Iago: (calmly) Um, yes.

Othello: Well, I ain't that crazy. Not anymore.

Emilia: (taking off the pearls) And neither am I (throws them at him).

Cassio enters, looking confused and worried.

Cassio: What's wrong? I heard screaming and … (sees Iago) YOU!!

Iago: Cassio! You're supposed to be …

Cassio: Dead? Slight change of plan, I'm afraid (notices Desdemona, and screams) Oh my God!! Desdemona! What's going on? What happened?

Othello: He made me think you and Desdemona were doing horrible awful bad things behind my back. He stole her bunny and planted it in your room. He made me believe that I had no choice. He made me kill Desdemona.

Iago: Oh for God's sake! I did not steal the bunny!! 

Cassio: You – you killed Desdemona? Othello?

Othello: I gave her that bunny. He gave it to you! (pushes Iago towards Emilia and Cassio) Hold that for me, will you? (grabs Cassio's sword from his belt) Can I borrow this for a second?

Cassio: Careful it's … (Othello stabs himself and slumps to the ground) … dirty. Never mind!

Emilia: Oh, God! Now he's dead!  

Iago: This is great. Less and less witnesses all the time. Now, which one of you's going to go next?

Emilia: You evil bastard!! I hate you!

Iago: Oh you love me, really. Remember our wedding night?

Emilia: Gee, I'm not sure. That day always confuses me. I can never remember which one was you, which one was your best man, which one was your brother and which one was your FATHER! (Cassio giggles) 

Iago: Emilia, I'm hurt!

Emilia: No (knees him in the crotch, very hard. Iago shrieks and double over in agony. Cassio winces, and whimpers in sympathy – the way guys do) Now you're hurt.

Iago: Oh dear lord!!

Emilia: Oh stop complaining. It was never much use to you anyway.

Cassio: Emilia, as much fun as it would be to continue this, I think we should call the guards …

Iago: (whimpering) Thank you.

Cassio: I'm sure they'd like to join in (Iago gives another, quiet whimper of pain. Emilia and Cassio call the guards, and with in a couple of moments, they arrive. They look suspiciously like Brabantio's guards).

Iago: (glancing up slightly, confused) but you're … weren't you … you're not supposed to be here.

Guard 1: Course we are.

Guard 2: Why wouldn't we be?

Guard 1: We've always been here.

Guard 2: Never been to Venice.

Guard 1: Definitely not. 

Guard 2: We're definitely Cypresians …. Cyprosians?

Guard 1: Look, we're certainly not Venusian.

Cassio: (confused) What? Who said anything about Venice? (remembering why he called them) Anyway, we'd like to report a murder!

Iago: But Othello killed Des…

Emilia: A double murder.

Iago: Now hang on, he committed suici…

Cassio: A triple murder! (Emilia and Iago look at him, confused. Explaining) Roderigo.

Iago: But I was nowhere near …

Emilia: Who?

Cassio: The jester.

Emilia: You bastard!

Iago: But that has to have been you, I wasn't even …

Cassio: Oooh, oooh, and an attempted murder! (Emilia looks confused again) Me.

Emilia: You absolute bastard.

Guard 2: Anything else?

Emilia: Yes! Breaking and entering. Two counts of breaking and entering.

Iago: But you know you …

Guard 1: Is this the suspect?

Emilia and Cassio nod, as the guard each grab one of Iago's arms.

Guard 2: I'm afraid we're going to have to ask you to come with us, sir.

Iago: What if I say no?

Guard 1: Well, you have to come anyway! 

They begin to drag him off, backwards.

Iago: (as he is dragged away) NO! Wait! You've got it all wrong! This isn't my fault. It's Othello's. And Cassio's! And Emilia's and Roderigo's and Desdemona's and Brabantio's!! Anyone but me.  This isn't how it's meant to be! I can change!! All I wanted was fame, fortune and ill-gotten wealth!!! Is that so BAD? You can't blame me! Please? I'll change, you've gotta believe me. I hate being evil. I HATE BEING EVIL!!!! (he is dragged offstage).

Emilia runs over and pick up her pearls.

Emilia: So, it's just you and me now, Cassio.

Cassio: (nodding) Looks like it.

Emilia: (putting her arms around him) All on our own. Two lonely souls, walking the earth, looking for company. Wouldn't you say so Cassio?

Cassio: (shrieks and tried to jump away, but can't) Now, now, now hang on a second Emilia. What have I told you about do that with you hands. Stop it Emilia! Stop it! Please.

Emilia: Oh, come on Cassio. (pushes him back onto the bed) I've had a very stressful day. 

Cassio: (looks helplessly at the audience) Um, help?

Lights out.

The END

