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Othéllo, the Moore of Venice.

eAttus Primus.

—

Sceena Prima.

Enter Rodorsgo,ard L1470,

Radersge.

AP Eucr tell me,] take wmuch vniindly

I$ That thou (/a70).who haft had my purfe,

N As 1§ finings were thing,hould’il huow of this.

®. Ja.But you'l notheareme. If cuer I d:d drcam

Of fuch amatter, zhhotre me,

Rodo. Thouzold'it me,

Thon did &t hold lim in thy hate,
Lige, Defpife me

it1 donot. Tihnee Great-ones of the Cittie,

¢ fa perfonali fuiteto make e his Licutcnant)

‘ OFff.capt to inu.: and by the faich of man

1'...aw my price, Fam wortiino wo-flea place,

Bz he (as Joaing s owue pride,and puipoles)

Inades them with a bumbaft Circumttance,

» Herribly fufft with Epichices of watre,

t Non-futtes my Mediators. Forcertes, faics he,

{1 haue already hofe my Officer. And what was he?

! For-fvoth,a great Arithmatician,

One AfichagR Caffia, 2 Floresme,

* A Fellow stmoft damydin  faire Wife)

Thatneucr {ecaSquadroninthe Freld,

Norihe deusfion of a Batraile koowes

More theu a Spiafzr, Valeffe the Bookifh Theoricke :

| Wherzt the Tongned Contuls can propofe

As Mafterly ashe. Meere pratle (without pradlife)

1s a!l his Soutd:erfhip. But he( Sir)had th'cleétions

And T{ of whom bis e1es had feenc the preofc

At Rhades, at Ciprus,and on others grounds

Chnften'd,and Heatien)mut be be-jeed,3nd calv'd

By Debisor.aind Creditor. Tul Counter-caller,

He {in good timc) mult hus Licutenant be,

And ' Uletlz themarke) his Moorefhips Auntent.
Red. By beanen Trather would have binlus hargman,
I.:ga. Why,chere's no reinedie.

"Tis trie cuifie nf Serurces

Preferment goes by Letter,and affeQion,

Andnot by old gradation ,where each fecomd

Stood Heire to’th’nirfl. Nowr Sir, beiudge your (cife,

Whether Jinanvivft terme am Affin'd

To louc the Aoecre?

Rod. 1 wouldnor follow himhen,
lags. OS:rconten: you.

I foliow bin,to ferue my turne vpon him,

We canout allbe Matters,nor alf Maflers

Cannot be truely fullow: <. You thallmarke
Mzay a durious and knec,cmoku:g boaue;
That (dotng on his owne oblequious bondage)
Weares out his timemuch hike hius Maft oy fle,
For nanghrbut Provender, & when hie's old Cafheedd,
Whop mefach honelt ke -uzs. Others there are
Whotym'dwa Fonmes a1 ¢itupes ot Datse,
Keepeyetthesrheartsacesn e poon thesniclues,
And dirowing but fhowes ¢t $-ruiez on their Lords
Dee weill thnue by them.,
And when they haue hin'd thet Coates
Dae chemfelues Homnpe,
Thele Fellowes Liaue {oe loule,
Andfuchaone do I proteflemy telfe. For [Sir)
Itis asfuse as you are Rodorsge,
Were [ the Moore,i wouldouebe fags
1o following tam T llow buta y teite.
Hewnan o my ludpe not Hor loue wnd dutie,
But fceming fo, toriny perubiarend ;
For whew my outwara & 2tion’doth demonfirate
The native act, vr fpure oty heast
I Complenicrt extai..e, 'us t:at long, after
But' will weare iy Leatt vpon my {ecue
ForDuwes ingecheac; Lamnot whae [am.
Rode Waat 1 all Horwune do’sthe Thicks-lipsowe®
Ifhe caneany’tthus?
lago. Cilivp herFacher:
Rowie !»im,m:‘(c after hun,poyfon his delighe,
Procliime him inthe Strects. Incenfe her kinfinen,
And thouph hen aferale Clymate dwell,
Plague him with [ies:chough that hus Toy be Iy,
Yer throw fuch chances of vexation on't,
Asitmay leofe fome colonr,
Rodo  Heerc is her I athess houfe, 1le call aloud,
Lago. Doegnith Lle tinterous accent,and dive yell,
As when (by Nightand Negligence) the Fue
Is tpiedin populus Cirties.
" Redo. Whathoa : Erabantio,Siginor Brabantie hos.
Jage. Awake:what hoa,Brabantie : Theeue:, Theeues,
Looke to your houfe,your daughter,and your Bags,
Thecues, Theeues,
Bra. Abone. Whatistherealon efthis terrible
Summons? Whatis the matter there ?
Redo. .Signior 1s all your Familie within ?°
Lsgo, Arc your Doores lock'd ¢
Bra. Why? Wheretare ask you this?
lage, Sityy'arerab’d for thame put onyour Gowne,
- e
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¥ ous heart is burfk, you haue loft halfe your foule
Euen now,now, very aow,an old blacke Ram
Is tupping your whice Ewe. Arife,arife,
Awake the lnotcing Citcizens with the Bell,
O clfe the deuill will make a Grand-fire of you.
Anicl fay.
Bra. What,hauegouloft your wits 7 )
Fod. Moft reverend Sigmor,do you know my voice?
Bra. Not!1:what sreyou?
R-d, Myname is Rodorigo,
‘Bra. The worfler welcome :
I haue charg'd thee not to baunt about my dooress
In honeft plainencffe thou halt heard me tay,
My Daughter is not for thee, And aow in madneffe
(Bcing full of Supper,and diftempring draughtes)
Vpon malitious knauerie,dod thou came
To ftart my quiet,
Rod. Si,Si5,Sir,
Bra. Burthoumuflnceds befure,
My fpir:ts and my place Lave m their power
To miake this biteer to thee.

Rede, Patience good Suir.

Frs. Whattell'tt thou me of Robbing ?
Tinsis Venice: my houfe isnota Grange.

Rodo. Moft graue Erabarmis,

Ia fimple and pure foule, I cometo you.

Ja. Sit:you are one of thofe that will not ferue God,
if the deuill bid you. Becaufe we come to do you feruice,
and you thinke we are Ruffians,youle haue your Daugh-
ter couer’d witha Barbary horfe, you'le haue your Ne-
phewesieighto you, you'lg haue Courfers for Cozens :
and Gennets for Germaines,

Bra. What prophane wrezch art thoy?

14, 1am one Sit,shat comes to tell you,yous Daugh-
ter and the Moore,are making the Beaft with two backs,

Bra. Thouart a Villaine,

l4go. YouareaSenator,

Bua. Thisthou fhale anfwere. I know thee Rodorige.

Rod. Sir,1will sefwereany thing. Bat 1 befecch yon
I€ (be your pleafure, and moft wife conlent,

(Asparely Ifind ivis ) chat your faire Daugheer,
Acthis odde Even and dull watch o'th’nighe
Tsanfported with no worfe nor berter guard,

But with 8 knsae of common hire,8 Guadelier,
To the grofle cla’pes of a Lalcimous Moore
Ifthis be knowne (o you,and your Allowance,
We then haue done youbold,and faucie wrongs.
But if you know not thissmy Manners tell me,
We haue your wrong rebuke. Do not belceue
That fioin the fence of all Ciwlitie,

I'thus would play and crifle with your Reuerence,
Your Daugheer (if you haue not giuenher leave)
I {ay againe hath made a groffe reuokt,

Tying her Duzie, Beautie, Wit and Fortunes.

In an extrauagant,and wheeling Strsnger,

Of here,and eiery where : Rraight (at.sfie your felfe.
If fhe bein her C{an]b er,0¢ your houfe,

Letloofe on me the luflice of the State
For thus deluding you.

Bra. Strike onthe Tinder,hoa:
Giue me a Taper 1 call vp all my people,
This Accident is not volike my dreame,
Belecfe of it oppreffes me alreadic.
Light, I oy, lighe.
log. Facewoll: for I mufticaue you.

It fcemes not meetc,not wholefome to my place

Exit,

— S PO

sbe Momeof Vemice,

Ju

Tobeptodued, (asif I May, Thall,) =~

Againitthe Moore, For1do know the State,
(How euer this may gall him with fome checke)
Cannot with (afetre caft-him. For he's embark’d
With fuch loud reafon to the Cyprus Warses,
(Which euen now fands in At Jthat for their foules
Another of bis Fadome,they haue none,

Toleadtheir Bufinefle. In whichregard,

Though I do hate himas ] do hell apines,

Yegfor neceflitie of prefent life,

J mutt fhow out a Flag,and igne of Loue, .
(Whchis indeed but figne)tiiat you (hal furely find im
Leadcothe Sagicary the raifed Search:
And there will | be withhim. So farewell,

r

Exite
Enter Brabantio wesh Sersants and Torches.

» Bra. 1t4s too tevean cuill. Gone fhe s,
And what'sto come of my defpiled tume,
‘13 navght but bitterneffes Now Rodorige,
Where didf thou fee her ? (Oh vohappie Girle)
Withi the Moore {aift che12 (Who would be s Father ?)
How didft chou know *twas fhe? (Ob (he decesuesine
Pait thoughe:) what faid fhe to you > Get moe Tapers :
Raifesll my Kindred, Arethey mascied thinke you?
Rodo, Trucly Ithinkethgyare. .
Bra. OhHeaven:how gotfhe om?
Oh treafon of the blood.
Fathers,from hence truft not your Davghters minds
By what you fee chem a&. 1s there not Chares, *
By which the propertie of Youch,snd Maidhood
May be abus’d ? Haue you noc read Rodergo,
Of fome fuch thing ?
Red. Yes Siv: 1 haueindeed,
Bra. Callvp my Brother+ oh would you had had her,
Some onc way,fome another. Doeyou know
Where we may apprehend her,and the Mooze ?
Red. 1thinke I can difcouer lam fyou plesfe
Toget gnod Guard,and go along withme, .
Bra. Pusyyouleadon. Aceuery houfe Fecall,
(1 may ccmmand at moft)get Weapons (hoa)
And raife fome fpeciall Officers of mighe 3

Oa good Rodersge, 1 will deferue yous paines.  Zxewnt.

Scena Secunda.

Engar OthicRo, lage, Astendants with Torches.

Is. Thougl: inthe trade of Warre I haue flaine men,
Yet do ] hold it very Ruffe o'th'confcience
To dono contriu’d Murder: 1acke Iniquitie
S ometime to do me feruice. Nine,or ten times
I hud thought thaue yerk’d him hete vnder the Ribbes,
Othels. 'Tisbetterasitis,
Zage. Nay but he prated,
And fpoke fuch fcuruy, and prousking termes
Againftyour Honor, thae with the little godlinefle I haue
1 didfull hard forbeare him. Builpray you Sit,
Arc you faft married ? Besffur’d of this,
That the Magnifico is much belou'd,
And hath in his effe& s voice potentiall
As double as the Dukes - He will divorce yous
Or put vpon you,what reftrsing or greeuance,

1ae
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The Law (with all his might to enforceiton)
Will giue him Cable.
Othel. Lethimdo his fpight;
My Seruices, which I haue done the Signorie
Shall out-tongue his Complaints. “Tis yet co know,
Which when 1 know,chat boafling is anHonour,
1 (hall promolgace. I fecch my life and being,
From Menof Royall Seige. And my demerites
May fpeake (vnbonnetted)to as prouca Fortung
As thisthac ) bave reach’d. Forknow /ago,
Bur that ] loue the gentle Defdemsona,
I wouid not my viihoufed free condition
Put ince Circum(cription and Corfine,
Forthe Seas worth. But Jooke,what Lights come yond?

. Enter Caffio,with Torches.

Isge. Thofe are theraifed Facher,and his Friends:
Youwerebef go in.

Otbel, Notl : Imuft be found.

My Pastsymy Title,and my perfedt Soule
Shall mamfeft me rightly. Isit chey?
Lago. By Jawm,} thinke no
‘ Orhel. The Seruanu of the Dukes?
And my Licutenant?
The goodnefle of the Night vpon you (Friends)
What is the Newes ?

Caffis. The Dukedo’s greet you(Generall)
And he requires your hafte,Poft-hafte appearance,
Enen on the inftane,

Othella. Whatisthe mateer,thinke you?

Cafie Something from Cyprus,as I may diuines
Tcis a bufinefle of fome heate. The Gallies
Hauc fent a dozen fequent MefTengers
This very mghe,atone anothers heeles::

And many of the Corfuls,rais'd and met,
Are atche Dukes already. You haue bin hotly call'd for,
When being not at your Lodging to be found,
The Senate hath fent about chree feueral! Quefts,
Totearch you out, '
Oskel, "T:s well [ am found by you :
I will but fpend a word here in the houfe,
And goe withyou,

Caffis. Aunciant,what makes he heere?

Zago. Faith,hetonighthathboardeda Land Carradt,
Ifit prouc lawfull prize,he’ made for euer.

Caffia. 1donot vndetftand,

Zago. He's married,

Caffie, Towho? .

Iage. Marryto —Come Captaine,will you go?

Otbel, Haue withyou.

Caffie. Here comesanother Troope to feeke for you.

Enter Brabantio, Redorige, with Officers,mnd Tershes,

Iago. 1tis Brabantio:Generall beaduis’d,
He comes to bad intent,
Otbells. Holla,Rand chere,
Rede. Signior,itis the Moore.
Bra. Dowae with him, Theefe,
Iugs. Ydu, Redarigect Cme Sir,] amfor you.
Oci«. Keepe vp your bright Swords, fot therdew will
ruft them. Good Signiot,you fhallunore command with
yeares, then with your Weapoas. -
Bra. Ohthoufoule Theefe,
Where haft chou Row’d my Daughter ¢
Damn'das tliou srt,thou baft enchaansed hett

" TheTragediedf Othello

For {lereferre me to all things of fenfe,
(1f the in Chaines of Magick werenot bound )
Whether s Maid, (o terder,Faire,and Happie,
So oppofite to Marr:age,that the thun'd
The wealthy curled Deareling of our Nation,
Would cuer haue (encurre a generall mocke)
Run from her Guardageco the tootie bofome,
Of fuch a ching 85 thou:to feare,not to delight ?
Tudge me the world, if 't:s not groffe in fenfe,
That thou haft pradtis’d on her with foule Charmes,
Abus’d her delicate Youth,with Drugs or Minerals,
That weakens Motion, Iie haue' difputed on,
"Tis probable,and palpable to thinking;
1 therefore apprehcnf and do attachthee,
Foran sbufer of the World, a pradtifer
Of Arts inhibited,and out of watrant;
Lay hold vpon him, if he dorefift
Subdue him,ac his perill,

Othe. Hold yourhands
Both youof my inclining,and the reft,
Were it my Cue tofight, thould hauekzowne ic
Without aPremprer. Whetherwill you that I goe
To anfwere this your charge ?

Tra, To Prifon,t:ll it ume
Of Law.and courfe of dire& Seffion
Callthee toanfwer,

Othe, Whatif do obey?
How may the Duke be therewith fatish'd,
Whofe Mcffengers are heerc about my fide,
Vpoa fome pretent bufinefle of the State,
Tobringme to him.

Officer. 'Tis tru¢ moft worthy Signior,
The Dukes in Counfell and your Noble felfe,
Iam fure is fene for.

Bra. How? The Duke in Counfell?
In this time of the night ¢ Bring him away;
Mine’s not ar idlc Caufe, The Duke hinufclfe,
Or any of my Brochers of the Stace,
Caanot but teele this wrong,ss twere their owne:
Forif{uch A&ions may haue paffage free, i
Bond-flaves,and Pagans fhall our Stateimen be. Exeant

- ——

Scena Lertia.

P e

Enzer Duke Senaters and Officers,

Dwke. There's ne compofition inthis Newes,
Thac gues them Creduce,

1. Sew. Indeed,they are difproportioned;
My Letrers fay,a Hundred and {enen Gallies.

Dxke. And mine a Hundred fortie.

2. Sena, And mine two Hundred :
But though they iumpe not on s iuft accompe,
(Asinthefe Cafes where the ayme reports,
*Tis oft with difference)yet do they all confirme
A Turkifh Fleete,and bearing vp to Cyprus,

Duke. Nay,it is poffible enough toindgement
1do not fo fecure me in the Error,
But the maine Article I do spproue
In fesrefull fenfe.

Saylor wislse. What hos,what hos, what hoa,

Enter Saylor.
7o Officer. A
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Officer. A Mefleng et from the Gallies.

Dwke. Now ? What's the bufinefle ?

Saser. The Turkifh Preparation makes for Rhodes,
Sowas I bid report here to the State,
By Signior Angels,
Dsute, How [3y youby this change?
1. Sew. This cannotbe
By noaffay of reafon, *Tis s Pageane
1o keepe viinfalle éaze,vhen we confides
Fiimpottancie of Cyprus tothe Turke;
And let ovr felues sgaine but vader@Rand,
That as it more concernes the Turke then Rhodes,
So may he withmore facile quettion beare it
Fortratit landsnot in fuch Warrehkebrace,
But altogether lackesth®abiliies :
ThitRhodes is dre(s'd in. If we make chought of this,
We ult not thinke the Tutke is fo vaskilifull,
Toleruc that latefd,which concernes hi n fuft,
NegleSting an actempt ef cate,and grine
To weke,and wage a . ngar profudefle,
Duke, Nay,in all coriidence he's not fofRhodgs, -
Officer. Heres more Newes.

Enter a Mefferger,
) Meffew. The Otramires,Reveren’d.and Gracious,
Stecring with due ¢ourfe toward the lle of Rhodes,
Haue there inioynied them with an after Flecte,
1.Sew, 1,fo Ithought : howmeny,as you gueffe?
Mcff. Of thirtie Saile : and now they do re. ftem
Their backward courfe,bearing with frank appearance
Their purpofes toward Cyprus. Signior Montano,
Your truftie and moft Valiant Sesuicour,
v1th his free dutie,recommends you thus,
And prayes you to belecue him.
Duke. 'Tis certaine then for Cyprus ¢
Marcss Lucccos isnothe inTowne ?
1. Sem, tlc'snow intloreance.
Dnke. Write from vs,
Tohim,Poft Poft-hafie,difpatch,
1. Sem. Here comesErabantso,and the Valiant Moore,

Entcr Brabantioy Othello,Caffio, L1ge,Redsrego,
and Officors,

Duke, Valiant Othellowe muft firaightempley you,
Againfithe gencrall Enemy Otroman.
Ididnoc fee you: welcome gentle Signior,
Welack't your Counfaile,and your helpe to nighe.
Bra. So did] yours : Good your Grace pardon me.
Neither my place,hor oughe I heard of bufinefTs
Hath rais’d me frommy bed ; nor dechthe generallcare
Takehold on me. Formy perucular griefe
Is of fo flood- gaze,and orc-bearing Nature,
That it englucs,snd (wallowes other forrowes,
Andicis flill ic felfe,
Duke. Why? What's the matcer ?.
Bra. My Daughter: oh my Daughrer !
Sen, Dead ¢ ’ BB
Bra, 1,tome.
She is abus'd,Rolue from me,and corrupted
By Spels,and Medicines,boaght of Mountebanks;
For Nacwure,fo prepoftroufly to erre,
(Being not deficient,blind,or lame of fénfe,)
Sans witch-craft could not. - R
Daks. Who ere he be,shat in this fouté proceeding

P P e

 theeMoure of Venice.

Hath thusbeguil'd your Daughees of hesfelfe, -+

313

And you of her; the bloodie Booke of Law,

You fhall your felfe read,in thebitter leteer,
Afteryour owne fenfe : yea,though our proper Sen
Stood in yout A&ion. '

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace,

Here 13 the man; this Moore,whom now it feemes
Your fpeciall Mandate,for the State affaires
Hath hither broughe.

AL Wesre vericlorry for’e,

Dske. What in yonr owne patt,can you fay to this?

Bra. Nothing, butthis s fo.

Othe. Mofi Potent,Graue,and Reuveren'd Signiors,
My very Noble, and approu’d good Mafters;

That I haue tanc away this old mans Daughter,
ftismolt rrue : crue I have married her;

The verie head,and front of my offending,

Hach chis excent; nomore. Rudeam ,in my fpeech,
And litele blefy'd with the foft phrafe of Peace;

For fince thefe Armes of mine,had feuen yeares pith,
T\l now,fome mne Moones wafted,they haue vs'd
.Their deereft altion,in the Tented Field :

And little of this greac world can | [peake,

More then pertaines to Feats of Broiles,and Battaile,
And therefore litdle thall I grace my caufe,

In fpeaking foy my felfe. Yer,(by your gratious patience)
I willaround vnevarnifh'd uTale deliuey,

Of my whole conrfe of Louc

What Diugges,what Charemes,

What Coniuration,and what mighty Magicke,
(Forfuch proceeding I am charg’d withali)

I won fus Daughter.

Bra, AMaiden,neuer beld:

Of Spirit fo @ill ,and quiet,that her Motion

Bluth'd ather felfe,and fhe,in fpight of Nature,

Of Yeares,of Country,Credlt:,cucry thin

To fallin Loue,with what fhe fear'd ro loofc on;
1115 21.udgement main’d,and moft imperfe&.
Thatwill canfeffe Perfe&ion (o could erre

£ gt all roles of Nature,and muft be driuen
Totind out pratufes of eimning hell

Why tiis fhould be. I therefore vouch againe,

hatwich fome Mixtures,powrefull o're the blood,

Or vvith fome Dram,(conur'dto this effe&)

He wtoughtvp on her,

To vouch thisyisno procfe,

Without more wider,and more ouer Teft

Then thefe thinhabizs,and poore likely-hoods
Ofmoderne feeming,do prefer agaift him,

Sen, But Othello,{peake,

D:d you,by indire&,and forced courfes

Subdue,and poyfon this yong Maides affe&ions ¥

Or came it by requ-ft,and fuch faire queftion
Asfoule,to foule affordeth ?

Othel, 1do befecch you,

Send for the Lady to the Sagitary,

And let her fpeake of me beforeher Father;
Ifyou do finde me foule,in herreport,,
The TruR,che Office,1 do hold of you,
Not onely take away, butlet your Sentence
Euen fall vpon my {ife,

Duke. Fetch Defdemona hither,

Orke. Aunciant,conduét them:
Youbeft know the place. .
And eell (e come,as cruely 15 to heuen
1do confeflc che viced of iny blood, ™ =
Soiuftly to yBur Grsticesres,lle prefeg

.
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T Tragedie of Othello

How 1did tlm.[adm loue,
And the in wige,

Duks.. Say it Qrhelle. ‘ :

Grbe, Het Fatherlow’d me,oft inuited me :
Stjll queftion’d me the Storie of my life,
Fromyeare to yeare: the Baccaile,Sieges,Forturie,
That 1 haue paft,
I ranicthrough, euén from my boyith daies,
Toth’very moment that he bad me tell it,
Wherein I fpoke of moft difaftrous chances :
Of inouing Acaidents by Flood and Field,
Of haite-breadth feapes i'th smminent deadly breachy
| Ofbeing taken by the Infolent Foe, .
And fold ta flauery. Ofmy redemption thence,
;Aadportance id my Trauctlours hiftonie.
Wherein of Antars valt,and Defares idle,
Rough Quarries,Rocks,Hills,whofe head touch heauen,
It was my hintto fpeake. Such was my Proceffe,
And ofthe Canibals that each others eate,
The Antropophagne and men whofe heads
Grew beneath their thoulders. Thefe things to heare,
Would Dedemona ferioufly incline :
But ftill the houfe Aftaires would draw har hence::
‘Which euer as fhe could with hafte difpatch,
She’l'd come againe, 2pd with a greedie care
Deuoure vp my difcourfe. Which 1 obferuing,
Tooke once a pliant houre,and found good meanes
Fo draw fromhera prayer of earneft heare,,
That T would all my Pilgrimiage dilate,
Whereof by parcels the had fomcthing heard,
But not inftin&iuely : 1did confent,
And often did beguilc her of her teares,
When [ did {peake of fome diftreflcfull ftroke
That my youth fuffer’d :' My Storie being done,
She gaue me for my paines a world of kiffes:
She {wore in faith swas firange : "twas paffing firange,
*Twas pittfull : twas wondrous pattifuil.
She wifh’d fhe had not heard it,yct the wilh'd
That Heauen had made her {uch a man. She thank'd e,
And bad me,ifT had aFriend that lou’d her,
I thould but teach himhow to tell my Story,
Andchat would wooehet. Vpon this hine I fpake,
She lou’d me for the dangers I'had patt,
AndIlou'd her,that fhe did pitty them.
This onely is the witch-craft Fhaue vs'd.
Here comes the Ladic : Lether witnefle ie.

F; wser De[demona,lago, Attendants.

Dake. 1thinkethis tale would win my Dawghter too,
Good Brabantistake vp this mangled matcerat the beft:
Men do their broken Weapons rather vie,

Then their bare hands.

TBra. 1pray you heare her fpeake? -

Tf the confefle thas fhe was halfethe wooer,
Detru&ion on nty head,if my bad blame
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Muftris,
Do youperceiue in all this Noble Companie,
‘Where moft you owe obedience?

Def. My NobleFather,

¥ do perceine heerca divided dutie.

Toyou[ am bouad for life,and education:

My life and education both dolperne me,

How torefpeétyou. You are the Lord of duty,

I am hitherto your Daugheer. But heere’s my Husband;
And fo much dugie,as my Mother (hew'd

X

1

| Ta you,preferring you before her Father:

Somuch I challenge,thst Imay profefie
- Due to the Moore my Lord. N
Bra. God be with you : I have done.,
Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State Affaires)
1 had rather to adopta Child,then getic.
Come hither Moore; )
I here do giue thee that with all my heare,
Which but thou baft already,with all my heart
I would keepe from thee. For your fake (Tewell)
Tam glad a: foule, haue no other Child
Forthy efcape would teach me Tirranie
To bang clogges on them, 1 haue done my Lord,

Dwke. Let me fpeakelike your felfe::

.\ AndlayaSentence,

Which as a grife,or ftep thay helpe thefe Louers,
When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended
By fecing the worft,which late on hopes depended,
Tomourne a Mifcheefe thatis paft and gon,
Is the next way to draw new wifchiefe on,
What cannotbe prefern'd,when Fortune takes :
Patience ,her Iniuty a mock’ry makes.
The rob‘d that fmiles, fteales fomething from the Thiefe,
He robs himfelfe,that fpends bootcle&e gniele.
Bra, So letthe Turke of Cyprus vs beguile,
Weloofeitnotfolong as we can fmile :
Hebeares the Sentence well,that nothing besres,
But the free comfort which fromrthence he heares.
But he beares both the Sentence,and the fosrow,
That to pay gricfe,muft of poore Patience borrow,
Thefe Sentences,to Sugar,or to Gall, )
Being {trong on bothfides,are Equiuocall,
But words arc words,I neuer yet did heare
That thebruized heart was prerc'd through the eares.
i humbly befeech you proceed to th’ Aftaires of Scate.
Dwke. The Tutke with a moft migley Preparation
makes for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of theplaceis
beft knowne to you. And though we hage there a Subfli.
tuce of moft allowed fufficencie; yet opinion, amore
foucraigne Mittris of Effe&s, throwes a more fafer
voice on you : you muft therefore be contentto flubber
the gloffe of your new Fortunes,with this more fub.
borne,and boytrous expedition.
Othe. The Tirant Cuftome,moft Graue Senators,
Hath madeche flinty and Sceele Coach of Warre |
My thrice-driuen bed of Downe, Ido agnize
A Naturall and prompe Alacaitie, .
I findeinhardnefle : and do vadertake
This prefent Warres againft the Oszamites.
Moft humbly therefore bending to yous State,
I craue fitdifpofition for my Wife,
Ducreference of Place,and Exhibition,
With fuch Accomodation and befort
As leucls with her breeding.
Dnke. Why at her Fachers?
Bra. Iwill not haue it fo,
Othe. NorI.
Def. Nor weuld I therosecide,
To put my Eather in impatient thoughts
By being in his eye. Moft Greaious Duke, 1
. To my vnfolding, lend your profperous eare,
And let me finde a Chareer in your voice
T affift my Gmplenefle.
Duke. What would you Defdemona?

Def. ThatIloue the Moore, o liue with him,
My downe-righ violence,and Rorme of Fortunes,

wi
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May trumpet to the world. M{heu tafubdu’d
Euen to the very quality of my Lord;
I faw Orhello’s vifage in his mind,
And to his Honours snd his valrant pases,
Did I my foule and Fortunes confecrate.
So that (deere Lords)if I be Jeft behind
A Moth of Peace,and he go toche Warre,
The Rutes for why 1louc him,are berefeme :
And I a heauie interimn fhall fupporc
By his deere abfence, Let me go with him.
Othe. Let her haue your voice. .
Vouch withme Heaven, I therefore begitno
To pleafe the pallate of my Appetite:
Nor to comply with heatthe yong affeéts
[n my defuné,and rroper fatisfaction.
But to be free, and bounteous to her minde:
And Heauen defend your good foules that you thinke
I will your ferious and great bufinefle fcant
When fhe is withme. No,whenlight wing'd Toyes
Of feather'd Cuprd,fecle with wanton dulnefle
My (peculatiue,and ofiec’d Infirumene :
Thatmy Difports corrupt,and taint my bufinefle :
Lec Houfe-wiucy make 2 Skillet of my Helmse,
And all indigne,and bafe aduerficies,
Make head againftmy Eftimacion.

Duke. Beic as you fhall privately determine,
Eicher for her fay,or going : th’Affaire cries haft:
And (peed muft anfwer it.

Sen. Youmuft away tonight,

Orthe. With allmy heart,

Dwke. Atninei'th'morning, here wee'l meete againe.
Othello leaue fome Officer behind
An : he thall odt Commuffion bring to you:

And fuch things cife of qualitie and refpe@
As doth import you,

Othe, Sopleafe your Grace,my Ancient,
A man heis ofhonefty and truft
To his conueyance 1affigne my wife,

With whac elfe needfull,your goc dGrace fhall think
To be fentafter me, )

Dwke. Letitbefos
Good night to euery one. AndNoble Signior,
If Vertue no delighced Beautic lacke,
Your Son-in.law is farre more Faire then Blacke,
Sen, Adieubraue Mooie,vie Defdemons well,
Bra. Looketoher(Moorehifthou hatt eies to fee:
She ha’s deceiu’d her Facher,and may thee, Exnt,
Othe, My life vpon her faith. Honeft Zago,
My Defdemons muft 11caucto thee :
I prythec let thy wife ateend on her,
And bring them after inthe bet aduantage.
Come Defdemona ] have but an houre
Of Loue,of wordly matter, and dirc&ion
To fpend with the¢, We mufl obey the thetime. Exw,
Rod. Iago,
lago. What faift thou Noble htare?
Rod. What will 1 do,think’R thou?
Jage. Why goto bed andflecpe.
Red. 1 willincontinently drowne my felfe.
Zage. M thou do'R,Ihall neuer louethee after. Why
thou filly Gentleman ? )
Rod. Ttisfillynefeto line, when to liveis termens :
sndthen haue we s prefcription to dye, when deathis
ourt Phyfition,
{ago. Oh villanous : [ hsue look’d vpon the world
for foure times feuen yeares,and fince I could diftinguith

e

berwixea Benefit,and an Injurie -1 never found man that
knew how to lose himfelfe. Ere I would fay, 1 wosid
drowne my felfe for the loue ot 2 Gynuey Hen,I would
change my Humanity witha B.boone.

Red. What (hould 1do? I contefle it is my fhame
to be fo fond,but it is notin my vertut to amerdst,

lago. Verme? Afigge, 'tisin our fclacs that we are
thue,or thus. Qur Bodics are eur Gardens, to the which,
out Wills are Gardiners, Sothatif we will plant Nes-
tcls, or fowe Lettice ; Sct Hifope, and weede vp Time:
Supplic it with one gender of Heatbes,or difiradtit with
many : either to haueit fterill with idlenefle, or manu-
ted with Induftry, why the power,and Corrigeabie au-
thoritst of this lies in our Wills. If the brainc of our hines
had not one Scale of Reafon, to porze another of Sentu=
alitie, the blood, and bafeneffe ofour Natures would
condu@& vs to moft prepoftrous Conclufions, Bur we
haveReafonto coole our raging Motions, our carnall
Stings,or vobitted Lufts : whereof I take this,thatyou
call Loue,to be a Se&t,or Seyen.

Rod. Itcannot be. .

Tago. It is meerly a Lo@ of the blood,anda permillion
ofthe will. Come, bea man:drowne thy [clte? Drown
Cats,and blind Puppies. 1 have. profelt me thyFriend,
and I confefle me knic to thy deferuing,with Cables of
perdurable roughne(fe. I could ncuer better fteed thee
thea now. Puc Money 1n thy purle : follow theu the
Warres,defeate thy fauour, wich an viurp’d Beard. 1fay
puc Money in thy purfe.It caonotbe lang that Defdemona
fhould continue her joue to the Moore. Put Money in

thy purfc: nor he his to ber. It wasa violent Commenceg |

ment in her, and thou thialt fec an anlwerable Scque-
ftration, put bue Money i tl.y putfe. Thefe Moores
are changeable mn their wils . fill thy purfe with Money.
The Food that te him pow 1sas 1ufhious as Locults,
fhalbe to tum fhortly, as bitter as Coloquintida. She
muft change for youth : when {he 13 {ared with his bedy
fhe will find the errors of her chnice, Therefore,put Mo-
ney in thy purfe. 1fthouwlt needs damuethy felte, do
1t 2 more delicate way then drowning. Make all the Mo-
ney thou canft :1f Sanimonie, and a fraile vow, be-
twixt an erring Barbarian, and fuper-lubtle Venetian be
not too hard for my wits and all the Tubeofhell, thou
thalt enioy her ¢ therefore make Money : a pox of drowe
ning thy felfe,it1s cleane ouc of the way. Seekethou ra-
ther to be hang'd in Compafling thy ioy, then to be
drown’d,and go without her,

Rodo. Wiltthou be fift to my hopes, if I dependon
theffue?

Iago. Thou art fure of me: Go make Moncy : I haue
told thee ofcen, and I re-tell thee agane, and-againe, 1
hatethe Moore, My caufe 1s hearted; thine bathno lefle
reafon. Letrvs be coniun&iue in our reuenge, sgainft
m. 1fthou canft Cuckold him, thou dof thy feife &
pleafure, me a fpest. There are many Euentsin che
W ombe of Time,which wilbe deliucred. Trauetle, go,
prouide thy Money. We will haue more of thisto mor-
row. Adieu, )

Red. Where hall we meetei'th'morning

Jage. Atmy Lodging.

Rod. 1le be withthee betimes.

lage. Gotoo,farewell. Do youheare Redorigo?

Rod. Jlefell altmy Land. :

Iage, Thus do ] euer make my Foole,my purfes
For [mine owne gain"d knowledge (hould prophane
1tI would time expend with fich Snpe, .
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Tho Tragede of Othello

But for my Sport,and Profit 1 1 hate the Moore,
Anditis thoughe abroad, that "twixe my (heets
She he's done my Office. 1know not if t be true,
But [, for meere fufpition in tha kinde,

Wil do, as1f 1or Surery. He holds me well,

The better (hall iny purpofe worke onhim ¢
Caffie’s 3 proper mani Let me fee now,

Fogethis Place, and to plume vp my will

I double Knauery. How? How? Let’s fee.

After fomne ume, to abufe Oshelle's eares,

Ihat heis too fadiliar with his wife :

Hehatia perfon, end a fmooch difpofe

Tobe fulpe@ed: fram’d to make women falfe.
The Mooie is of a free,and open Nature,

That thinkes men honeft, that but feeme to be fo,
And will as tenderly be lead by'th'Nofe

As Afles are:

Thaue't : it1s engendred : Hell, and Nighe,

Muit bring this monfirous Birth, to the worldslight.

Attus Secundus. Scena Prima.

——, et e - vt

Encar Montane andtwo Gentlemen,

AMow, What from the Cape, can you difcerne at Sea?

1.Gent, Noth:ng atall, scis shigh wroughc Flood:
I cannottwixt the Heauen, and the Maine,
Defcry a Saile,

Aon. Me thinks,the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land,
A fuller blaft ne’re thooke our Battlements ¢
Ific hath cuthand fo vpon thic Sea,
Whatribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melionthem,
Caa hold the Morties. What (hall we heare of this?

3 A Seprepazion of the Turkifh Fleec :
For do but ftand vpon the Foaming Shore,
The chidden Billow feemes to peltthe Clowds,
The winde-fhak'd-Surge, with high & monftrous Maine
Secemes to caft water on the burning Beare,
And quench the Guards of th’euer-fixed Poles
1 neuer did hke mollcQationview
On the enchafed Flood,
Men, 1fthat the Turkith Fleete

Be noten{liclier'd, and embay’d, they are drown’d,
Itis impoffible co bearc it out.

Enter a Gentleman.

3 Newes Laddes: our warres are done:
The defperate Tempeft hach fo bang'd the Turkes,
That their defignement halts. A Noble fhip of Venice,
Hath feene a grecuous wracke and fufferance
On moft part of their Fleet,

Mon. How? Is chistrue 2

3 The Shipisheere putin: A Verenne(fa,Michass Caffio
Licutenant tothe warliic Moore, Othells,
Iscome on Shore . the Moore himfelfe at Ses,
Audis infull Commiffion heere for Cyprus,

Mon, Iamgladon'e :
'Tis a worthy Gouernour.

3 But this fame Caffio, though he {peske of comfort,
Towching che Turkifh loffe,yet he lookes fadly,
And praye ‘the Mooge-be fafe ; for they were parted
With fowle.and violent Tempelt.

_,Mon. Pray Heauens he be:

.. o

. You men of Cy prus, le: her haue your knees,

For I haueferu’d him, and the man commands

Like s full Soldier. Let'sto the Sea-fide (hos)

As well to fec the Veflell that’s come in,

As cothrow-out our eyes for braue Osbed,

Euen tdl we make the Maine, and th'Esialj blew

An indiftin&regard. !
Gemt. Come,let'sdofo;

For cuery Minute s expeQtancie

Of 1nore Arriuancie.

Enter €affis.

Caffi. Thankes {ou, the valiant of the warlike Ifle,
That 1o spprooue the Moere: Oh let the Heaueny
Giue him defence ygainft the Elements '

For I bauc loft him'on a dsngerous SCI..

Mon, Ishe well fhip'd?

Caffie. His Barke is Routly Timber'd,and his Pyloe
Of verie expert, and approu’d Allowance;
Theieforeiny hope's (not turfetted to death)

Stand in bold Cure,

wuhm. Asaile,3Sale, s Saile,

Caffie. What noife? )

Gent, The Towne isempty ; on the brow o'th'Sea
Stand rankes of People,and they cry,a Saile,

Caffie TMy h:pcs d?)ﬂnpe him for the Gouerner.

Cent. They do difcharge their Sho
Our Frncnds,}a't leaft. £ tof Courcfie,

(“ffie. 1pray you Sur, goforth,

And giwe vs truth who "t thacis arriu'd.

gnlf. 1 thall, Eaxst.

Aon, But good Licutenant, is your Generall win'd?

Ceffie. Moft furtunately : he hath atchicu’d 2 Maid
That patagons deicription, and wilde Fame
One that cxcels the quirkes of Blazonsg pens,
Andin cveffentiall Vefture of Creation,

Do’seyreche Ingemver,
Euter Gentleman,
How now? Who ha's putin?

Gens. "Tis one Jago, Auncieat to the Generall,

Caffio. Ha's had moft fauourable,and happie fpeed :
Tempeits themielues, hiph Seas, and howlig windes,
The gutter'd-Rockes,and Congregated Sands,
Tranors enfleep'd, to enclogge the guiltlefle Keele,
As hauwng fence of Beautie, do omic
Thriew mortall Natures letting go fafely by
The Diuine Defdemena,

Mon, What is the ?

Caffie. She that 1 {pake of:

Our giest Capuains Captaine,

Leftin the conduét of the bold Tage,

W hofe footing heere anticipates our thoughts,

A Senights (peed. Great Joue, Orbello gusid,

And fwell his Saile with thine owne powrefull breath,
That he may blefle this Bay withhistall Ship,

Make loues quicke pauts in Defdemogges Armes,

Giuc rencw'd fire to our extin@ed Spirits.

Enter Defdemona, Tago, Rodorigo,and o Emilia.
Ohbchold, ~
The Riches of the Ship is come on fhore :

Haile tothee Ladie : and the grace of Heauen,
Before, behinde thee, and oneuery hand
Enwheele thee round.

~ Def. 1thanke you,¥aliant Caffic, _
What tydings csn’yéud tell of my Lord? -

o~ e w s
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Caf. Heis novyes arriv'd,nor know I oughe

But chat he's well,and will be thortly heere,

Def., Oh,buc [feate :

{low loft you compary ¢

Caffio. The great Contention of $ea, and Skies
Parted our fellowfhip. But hearke,a Saile.

1hia, A Saile,a Saile.

Genr. They guethis greeting to the Cittadell
Thus likewife ss a Friend.

Caffio. Secforthe Newest

Good Ancient,you are wélcome, Welcome Miftns :
Let it noc gaule your paticuice (good fago) i
That I extend my Manners. ‘Tis my biceding,

Thar giues me dustold fhew of Curcefie.

Iago. Sir,would (ke giue yeufomuch of her lippes,
As of her tongue fhe oft bellowes onne,

You would haue enongh.

Def. Alas-theha’sno (peech.

I:ge. 1nfaith too much:

| 1findeic i) when I haus leaue to flecpe.

1 Marry before your Lady (hip, I grang,

She putshet tongne ahistle mhetheare,

And chides wh thinking,

Eml. Youhaue little cavfe to lay fo.

lsgo. Cotneon,  cowe on:you are Pictures ent of
doore: Bellsin your Parlours : Walde-Caisin your Kic-
chens :Saintsin your lusuries : Divels being ottended :
Players in your Hufwifetie, aad Hufwiucs in your

Bcdlo ’
1 Def. Ohfic vponthee,Slanderer.

Zago. Naystistrue:oreifel amaTurke,
You rifeto play,and go tobed to worke.

oEml. You fhall voc write my praife.

lage, No,let menot.

Defde. Whatwouldt write of me,if thou fhould 't
praife me?

I170. Oh,gentie Lady,donoet pur me coo e,
For1amnothing, 1fnot Criticalls

Def. Come on, affay.

These's one gone to the Harbour?
Jage. 1 Madam.

Def. 1smnot merry :but Idobeguile
The thing I am,by feeming otherwife,

Come,how would'ft thou praife me ?

Jago. 1amabout it,buc indeed my inuention comes
from my pate, as Birdlyme do’s from Freeze,it pluckes
out Braines and all, ‘But my Mufe labours, aiid thus (he
1s dehuer'd,

Iffhe be faive and wife:fuireneffe and wit,
The ones for vfe, the other vfeth st.

Def. Wellprais'd:

How if (he be Blacke and Wity ?

lago. Iffbebe Slacke andhereto haue a wit,
She'le find a white that [ball her blackne[fe fie,

Def. Wogfe,and worfe.

e £mil, How.ifFaire,and Foolifh 2

Jago. She newer yes was foelill that was faire,
Fox augn ber folly befpt her 1o aw heire,

Defde. Thelearg old fond Paradox- ,to make Fooles
leu ﬁl: vth’alchoyfe. What miferable praife haft thou
forher that’s Foule,and Foolith.

} 1age. There' s none fo fowle and fooli /b thereunto,
B do's fonie pranks whick faire and wife-oves de,

Defde. Ohheauy ignorance: thou praii eft the worft
beft. But what praife could’t thou beflow on 3 defer-
{ uing woman indegd ? Oue, that in the authorithy of ber

i thepeggs thar roakechis Muficke,ss boneftas 1am,

meri, did witly put oa the vouch of very malics ¥
C;xc‘

lago. Shethat was euer faire and newer prond,
Had Tongwe at will,and yet s newer lowd :
Neucr lacke Gold and yet went newer gay,
Fled from ba wih and yet fasdnow I may.
She shatlewg angred he remenge being wie,
and bn";:;;ufx_r: flae s

‘Ladber wrong

She tkat 13 w1 fedorme memer was fo Sﬁak,
almens taile :

| Tochangesbe Cods-head for ¢

She that zonld thinke and new'r dielefs ber wund,

. See Sw.tors follcm:}! sandnot looke bchinds

Shewas a wight,{sf ewer fuch wightes were)
Def. To do what? )
Tage, Tofuckic Fooles andchrowscle fmall Brere..

Defde. Ohmoft lame aad impotent conclufion, Do
not learné of himeEmilis, thoughhe bethy tusbend.
How {2y you (Caffie) is he ao§ s moft prophane,and i<
berali Counfatlor ? "

Cafis. He fpeakes honte { Madam ) youmay relifh
Vi more in vhe Sould:er then in the Schotler,

lago He takesherby the palme : 1, well faid, whifs
pet. Withas hulea web asthis, willl enfnare a3 gredt
uFly as Calo, [imule vpou her, dos Fwill give thee
in thine owne Courtitup, Youfay trye, ‘tis foindeed,
Iffuck tricks as thefe fir:p you out of yeut Livutehan-
trie,ithad brene berrer you had not kifs'd your three fine
gers fo oft, which now againe you arc moftapt 1o piay
the Sir,iv, Yery good : wellkifs'd,and excellent Curr.
fie : 'us fo indeed, Yer againe, your fidgets to your
}i;;(pcs > Would they were Cluter-pipes for your

ake.
The Moore Tknow his Trumpet.

Caffia, "Tis trucly (o,

Def. Let’s meete him, and recieue him.

Caflic. Loc,wherebecomes.

Enter Otheflo,and Astendants:

Uth O,my faire Warriour,

Def. Mydcerc Crhello,

Othe. It giues me wonder great,ns my content
Tofee yeu heere before me, ‘

Oh my Soules Toy »

If afier every Tempe(t,come fuch Calmes,

May the windes biow,uill they haue waken'd deaths :
And letthe labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas
Clympmigh:2nd duck againe as low,
Asheli's from Heauen. Ific were now co dje,
‘Twerenow to bemoft happy. For Ifeare,

My Soule hath her content fo abfolute,

That not anather comfore like to this,
Suzceedes in vnknowne Fate.

Def, The Heauens forbid
But that out Lones
And Comfores fhould encreafe
Euenas our dayes do grow.

Othe. Ameh to rhat (iweet Powers)
Icannot fpeske enough of this content, .
It froppes me heere : it is too much of iog, _
And this,and shis the greateft difcords bi
That ese our bearts fball make. .

Zage, Ohyonare well tun’dnow : Bur e fer dovine

-

1~

Othe.
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Oxbe. Come: tet vs to the Caftle”
Newes (Friends) our Warres are done :
The uckes are drowa'd. :
How do’s my old Acquaisance of this 1{le?
(Hony)yoa thall be well defir'd in Cyprus,
1 hanc tound great loue smong It them, Oh my Sweet,
I practle out ot fathiom,snd I doate
In minc ewne coruforts, 1prythee,good Jage,
Go to theBay,and difimbacke m y Coffers:
Bring thou the Mafler ta the Cittadell ,
Heisa good onc,and his worthyaeffe

Do's challenge much ugcﬁ. Come Defdensona,
yptus,

Oace more well mat at '
. Exis Othello and Defdcmona.

© lqgo. Do thou meet me prefently at che Harbour.
Come thither, if thou bt Valiane, (as they fay bafe men
being in Loue, haue then a Nobilutie in thetr Natures,
morcethen is nativeto them) lift-me; the Lieutenant o
nighe watches onthe Court of Guard. Fult ] mutt el
thee this : Defdemsena,is direltly inloue with him.

Rod, Wich him 2 Why, "tis not poffible. )

dage. Lay chy finger thus: andlet thy foule be in-
firuled. Markeme with what violence fhe ficlt lou'd
the Moore,but for bragging,-and telling her fantafticall
lies. Tolonehim fult for prating, letnot thy difcreec
heart thioke it. Hereye mult befed. And whac deligln
thall (he havetolookeon the diucll? When the Blood
ismade dull with the A& of Spore, there thouldbe a
game to enflame it,and to give Satiety a frefh arpmu.
Louclinefc 1a fauour, ﬁsmpuhy in yeares, Maoncrs,
.and Beauties : all which che Moore is defe@iuein. Now
for wane of thefe requir'd Conueniences, herd-iry ze
tendernc@e wil finde it {:lfc abus’d, begin tohere b,
gorge,difrellith and abhorre the Moore,very Nacure wil
inftru& her int,and compell her to fome fecond choice.
Now Sir, this granted (a3 ttisamoft pregnant andvn-
forc'd pofition) who finds fo eminent m e deg e of

- | this Forune, as Caffirdo’s : a knaue very voluhl--n»

fucther confcionable,then in putting on the meere torare
of Crutll,and Humaine feeming, for the better compfic
of his falt,and moft hidden loo(c Affeltion? \WWhy none,
why nonc: A flipper, and fubt]e knaue, ¢ findes of oc.a-
fion : that he's an eye can flampe, sud counterfert A d-
uantsges,though tsue Aduantage neuer prefentit feltc,
A digelith knaue:bolides,the knaue is handflome,youn :
and hath all thofe requifites in him, thatfolly and greene
mindes looke aftcr, A peftilent compleas knaue,and the
woman hash found him already.

Rods. T cannot belecue that in her, the's full of moft
blefs’d condition., _

Iage. Blefs'd figges-end . The Wine fhe drinkes is
made of grapes. Ifefhee had beene blefi'd, fhee would
neuer haue lou'd the Moore. Biefs’d pudding, D1dft thou
nnt fce her paddic with the palme of his hand ? Didft not
murke thate

Red. Yes,that1d:d:bur that was but cureefie.

lago. Leacherieby thishand: an Index, snd obfcure
prologuc tothe Hiftory of Lult and foule Thoughts.
They met fo uccre with their lippes, that cheir breathes
embrac’d togecher. Villanousthoughts Rederige, when
thefe mutabibicies fo marthall che way, hard 8¢ hand
comes the Mafter, and maine excraife, th'incorporate
conclufion : Pith. ButSir, beyou rul'd by me. 1 hauve
broaght you from Venice. Watch you to night : for
the Command, He lay't vpon you. Cafie knowesyou

il

pot : llenot be facre fromyod. Do you finde fome oc-

csfion l'o-aﬂhgc't Caffis, cither by fpeaking too loud, or
tainting his difciphne, of from what other courfe
yo{? pleakk, which the time Thall more fauorably mj.,
nitter, . A . .

Rod. Well, -

Jago. Sis,he'srafh, and very fodaine i Choller: and
happcly may firike at you,prouoke hioe theg he may : for
eucn out of that will | cau£ thefe of Cypres o Mutiny.
Wheofe qualification fhall come into o true tafte ’-
geine, butby the difplanting of Caffs, So fhell you
baue a fhorer iourney to your defires, by themeanes I
fball then haue to preferre them. Andthe impediment
moft profitably remoued, without the which thege wete
no expeltation afour profperstie.

Rods. 1will dothis,if you can bring it to any oppor.
tunity.

Juge. 1 warrant thee. Mcete me by sod by gt
.Culu‘dcll. I nwft feech his Ncccﬂ'uiu’o Sbore,. .F:::
well, ,

Roedo, Adicu. Exis,

Iage. That Caffis loues her,¥ do wel beleey ; | *
Thac fhe loues hiin, %is apt,and of great Credite.

The Moore (how beit that I endure him no) 1
Is of a conltzat,louing Noble Nature, 1
And ] care thinke,he’le prove to Defdemond

A m RRuecre husband, Now I do loue her too,

Not ont nfabfoluce Luﬂ,((hough peradycnture

1 fand accomprant for as great a fin)

B paree'y led to dyetmy Reuenge,

Forthac do fofpet the luftie Moore 1
Hath leap'd into my Seate. The thoughe whereof,

Douch (lse 2 poytonous Mmerall)goaw my Inwardes ;
And vothing can,or fhall content my Soule

Tul. ameeuen’d vith him, wife, for wift.

Ori=vling fo,yet that | pat the Moore,

Atleatt ato alelouzie fo irang .

Torc i tzment cannot cure. Which thing to do,
Jfehis poace Trafh ot Venice,whom ] trace

For his quicie hunding, Rand the putting o,

llehauc our Adichael ( affio on the hip,

Abufc him to the Moore, in the night garbe

( For I feare Caffio with my Night-Cape tuo)

Make the Moorethanke me,love me,and reward me,

For making him egregioufly ah Affe,

Andprattifing vp »n his peace,and quiet,
Eucncomadnefle "Tis heere : but yer confus'd,
Koaucries plaine face,is neuer feene,till vs'd. Exie,

Scena Secunda.

Enter Othelle's , Heraldwith & Proclamsation,

Herald. 1tis Qrbelle's pleafure, ovx Nobleand Vali-
ant Generall. That vpon certaine tydings now srriu’d,
importing the mecre perdition of the Turkifh Fleete s
cuery man put hunfelfe into Trivinph, Some to daunce,
fome to make Bonfires, each man, to wwhat Sportand
Reuels bis addition leadstum. Poe belides thefe bene-
ficiall Newes, ic isthe Celebration of his Nuprall. So
inuch was his pleafure hould be proclaimed. Alloffi-
ces are open,& thereis full hibercic of Pestling from chis

P
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i;-refem houre of fiue, till the.Bell haue told eleuen.
Bleffe the Ifle of Cyprus,and our Noble Generall Othel-
lo, Exu.

Enter Othello, Defdemena Caffio andAttendants.
Othe. Good Michael,looke youto the guardtonight,
Lcc’s teach our felues that Honourable Rop,
Not to out-fport difcrerion.
Caf. Igohath direQion whatto da.
But notwithftanding with my perfonall eye

;be Mooreof. Venice.

Now 'm;nEﬁ this Flocke of drunkards
AmIput to our Caffiein fome AQion =~
Tha may offend the Ifle. Buthere they come.

Enter Caffia, Montans and Gentlemen,

1f Confequence do but approue my dreame,

My Boate failes freely both with winde and Streame.
Caf.’Fore heauen,they haue given me a rowfe already.
M!;n. Good-faith alidle one : not pait s pint,as ) am a

Souldier.

Will llooke to'c,

Othe. lago,ismofthoneft :

CMachacl,goodnight. To morrow with your earlieft,
L cc me haue fpecch withyou. Come my deere Laoue,
The purchale made,the fruites are to cntue,
That profiU's yet ta come "tweene me;and you,
Goodnght. Exu,
Enter Iago.

Caf. Welcome Jago: we multtothe Warch.

Tago. Not this houre Licutenant :’us not yet ten
o'th’clocke. Our Generall caft vs thus earcly tor the
leue othis Deficmona: \Who,let vs not therefore blame;
hzhath not ver made wanton the mghe withher tand
fhe s fport for fowe.

Caf. She’s amoft exquifite Lady.

« dago. And Jle warrant her,full of Game,

Caf. Indeed fhes 2 n fi ficfh anddelicate creature,

lago, What aneye flieha's?
Methinkesit (ounds 2 parley to prouocation.

Caof. Anincitingeye:

And yetme thinkes right modeft,

Jago. Andwhen fhe (peakes,
131t notan Alarum to Loue?

Caf. Shessindecd perfection,

lago. Well : happincfie to their Sheetes. Come Lieu.
tenang,f hanca flops ot Wine, andneere withoutaica
bracc of Cyprus Gallwngs, thar vould tainehaue a mea-
fure to the health ot blacke Obello,

Caf. Not to mghe, good l4g0, 1 haue very poore,
and vohappie Braines for drinking, T could well wilh
Curtefie would inucnt fome other Cuftome of enter-
tainment.

Lugo. Oh, they are our Friends: but one Cup, Ilc
Jiivkeforyou.

Caffio. 1haue drunke but one Cup tonight,and that
was crafuly qualified too : and behold what inouauon
it makes heere, 1am infortunate in the infirmity, and
dare nnt taske my weakeneffe with any more.

Tago. \What man ? "Ths anight of Reucls, the Gal-
lants defire it.

(af. Wherearethey?

Tage. Hcere,acthe doore: I pray youcall them in,

Caf. Nedor,buesc diflikes me, Exut,

lags. 1f 1 can faftcn bur one Cup vponhim

lago. Some Wine hoa,.

Andlet me the Cannakn clinke clinkg ¢

Axd let meshe Cannckin clinks,

A Souldiers aman: Ch,mans life’s but 4 fpan,

Why then let a Sonldier drirke,

Sowmne Wine Doyes. .

Caf. "Fore Heaunen: an excellenk Song,

Lugo. Ilearn'dic m England : where indeedthey are
moft potent ia Potting. Your Dane, your Germaine,
and your {wag-belly'd Hollander, ( drinke hoa) are
nothing to your Englith.

) Caffie, Is your Enghil:men fo exquifite in his drin.
ing?

lago. Why, he drinkes you with facillitie, your Dane
dead drunke. He fweates not to ouerthrow your Al.
maine, He ginesyour Hollander avomit, ere. the pexe
Pottle can be fill'd. v

Caf. Tothe health of vur Generall.

AMon. Tam forit Lieatenant :and fle do you Tuftice,

I1go Oh (weet England,

King Stephen wac and.aworthy Peere,

His Brecches ccff bims but 2 Crowne,

Hebeldihens St pence all to daeve,

With that be cal'dthe Talor Lowne ¢

He was awight of bigh Resowne,

e Audthow art but of low degree :

"Tus Predethat pulls the Conutry dorwne,

Audtokethy awl'a Cloale abost t bee,

Same Wine hoa,
| Caffie. Why this is 3 more exquifice Song then the o-
ther,

Tago, Whllyou heare’cagaine ?

Cuf. No: for I hold bim tu bevaworthy of his Place,
that do®s thole things, Well : heaw’ns aboue all : and
there be foules muft be faned, and there be foules muft
not be fauced,

Iago. 1vs true,pood Licutenant. .

Caf. Forminc owne pare, no offence to the Generall,
nor any man of qualinie : T hope to be (aued.

Iago  And ‘o do 1too Licutenant,

Caffio. I:(but by your leaue )not before me. The
Ii:utenant s to be faued beforethe Ancient. Let’s haue
no more ofthis: let’'sto our Affares. Forgiue vs our
finnes: Gentlemen let’s Jooke to our bufinefle. Do net

With that which he hath drucke to nightalieadie, ,
He'l be asfull of Quarrell,and offence ‘
Asmy yong Miftris dogge, \
Now miy ficke Foole Rodorsgo, !
Whom Louc hath turn'd almeft the wrong {ide out, I
To Defdemonahath to night Carrows'd,

| Potations,pottle-deepe; and he'sto watch, i
Threeelle of Cyprus,Noble fwelling Spirites,
(Thathold their Honours in s wary diftance,
The very Elements of this Warrelike 1fle) .
Haue I'to night flufter’d with flowing Cups,
And they Watchtoo.

1
)

* And giue diretion, And do but fee his vice,

thinke Gentlemen,] am drunke: this is my Ancient,this
1swy npghe hand, and this ismy lefe. [ amnot drunke
now :1 can (tand well enough,and I fpeake well enough,
Gent. Excellent well.
Caf. Why very well chen : you muf not thinke then,
that I am drunke. Exit.
dlosts. Toth Platforme (Maficrs)come, let’s fec the
Watch,
lago, You {ee this Fellow,chatis gone before,
He’sa Souldier, fitto Rand by Cefar,

*Tis vo his vercue,a iufR Equinox,

tes The
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T be Tragedie of Otbello

one sslong as ch*ocher, “Tis pistie ofhim :
fesre the truft Orbelle putt him in,

On fome odde sime of his infirmitic
Wil fhake this 1{land.

Monm. But is he often chus ?

lage, *Tis cuermore his prologue to bisfleepe,
Hc'le watchithe Horoltgc a double Ser,
It Dninke rocke not his Cradle.

Mear. To were well
The Generall were put in mind of it :
Perhaps he fees 1t not,or his good nature
Prizesthe vereue that appearesin Cafflo,
An d lookes nos on his evills s isnot chis true y

* Enter Rodorigo.
Iago. How now Kodesige?

I pray you after the Lieutcnant, go.

Afen, And‘tis great picty,that the Noble Moore
Should hazard fuch a Place,as his owne Second
W ch one of an ingraft Iafismitie,

It were an honeft Ation,to fay fo
To the Moore.
lage. Not 1,for this faire I{land,
I do loue Caffic well : and would do much
To cute him of chis eusll, Buc hearke whatnoife?
Enter Caffio purfung Rodorige,

Caf. YouRogue: you Ralcail.

Mon. What’sihe matter Licutenant ?

Caf. AXnaue teachme my duvic? llebeate the
Knauceintoa Twiggen-Bottle.

Rod. Beateme?

Caf. Doftthou prate,Rogue?

Meos. Nay,good Lieutenani 3
I pray you Sir,hold your hand.

Caffis .Let mc gofSir)

Ot Ile knocke you o're the Mazard.

(Mox. Come,come : you're drunke,

Caffio. Drunke? '

Taze, Away 1 fay: gooutard cry 3 Mutinic.
Nay good Licutenant, AlasGentienen:
Helpehoa. Licutenant. Sir Montase :

Helpe Mafters. Heere'sa goocly Watch indecd.
Who's that which rings the Be'l: Dia! o hoa:
The Towne will cife. Fic,fie Licucenant,

You'le be atham’d for cuer.

Enter Othelloand Asicndants.
Orhe. Whatis the matter heete?
Mon. 1bleed thill, I am hustto th'death. He dics,
Orke. Hold for your hues,
lag Ho!d hoa : Lieutenant, Sir Momntene,Gentlemen:
Hae you forgotall place of fenfe and dudie?
Heold. The Generall fpeaks to you : hold for fhame.
Oth. Why how now hoa? From whence anfeth this?
Are we tusn'd Turkes ? and to our felues do thac
Which [eauen hath forbid the Ottamsrtes.
For Chrsfhan (hame,put by this barbsrous Brawle:
Hethat ftirs next tocarue for his owne rage,
Holds hus foule lighe : He dies vpon his Motion.
F Silence that dreaafull Bell it frights the 1le,
From her propsicty. Whatisthe matzer,Mafters?
Honelt fage tha 1hokes dead with greeuing,
Speake: who began this 2 Onthy Jose § charge thee?
Tago. 1donotkuow: Friends all,but now,cuennow.
In Quarter,and incermes | ke Bride, and Groome
Denefling them for Bed: and chen,busnow:
(Asif fome Planechad vawitted men)

W

Swordsout,and cilting one at others breaftes, -
Inoppefitionbloody. [ cannotfpeske

Any begining to this pecuifh oddes,

And would,in A&ion glorious,l had loft
Thofelegges,that brought me to s parc of i,

Othe. How comes it( Michasll)you ate thus forgor ?

Caf. 1pray you pardon me,l cannot fpeake.

Otbe. Worthy Montane,you were wont o be ciuill :
The grauitie,and fullneffe of your youth
The world hath noted. And your name is great
In mouthes of wifeft Cenfure, What’s che matter
Thatyou vnlace your reputation chus,

And {pend your rich opinion,fer the name
Of a nighit-brawler? (giug' me anfwer toite

Mon. Worthy Otbells,] am hurt to danger,
Your Officer Jago,can informe you,
While I fpare fpeech which fomething now offends me.
Of all that Ido know,nor know 1 ought
By me,that’s faid,or dane amiffc this nighe,
Valeffe ielfe-charitie be fometimes a vice,
And to defend ourfelues it be a finne
When violence aflailes vs.

Othe. Now by Heauen,

My blood beyins my fafer Guides to rule,
And p.flion(lauing my beft wdgement collied)
Aflaics toleadetlic way. If 1 once flir,
Or do buc Iift this Arme, the beft of you
Shall finke in my rebuke, Giue me to know
How this foule Rout began: Who feriton,
Aud hethatis approu’d in this offence,
Though he had ewinn’d with me,both at a birth,
Shallloofe me. What ina Towne of warre,
Yet wilde,the peoples heares brim-full of feare,
To Manage privace,and domeft:cke Quaircli?
Innightyand on theCourtand Guard of fafetie?
‘Tismonftrous: Jaso who began'e?

Mon. fparually Ahia'd,on lcague in  fice,
Thou doft delier inore,or leffe then Truth
Thouart no Souldier.

/age. Touch me not fo necre,

T had1ather haue this tongue cut from iy mouth,
Then it thould do oftence to Auchael Caffio.

Yer 1 perfwade my felfe to fj c. ke the truth
Shallnething wrong him. This it1s Generalls
Atontane and my [clfe being infpzech,

There comes a Fellow crying out for helpe,

And Caffis following him with determin’d Sword
To execure vponhim. Sir,this Gencleran,
Steppes into Ceffio,and entreats his paufes

My fcife,the crying Fellow did perfue,

Leaft by hisc lamout (as it to fell one)

The Towne mighe fall in fright, He,((wift of foote)
Out-ranmy purpefe : and I rezurn’d thea rather
Fot thiat L heard the clinke,and tail of Swords,
And Caffie highin oath : Which ull to nighs

I nereinight (ay before, When ] camebacke
(For this was bricfe)! found them chofe togetties
At blow,and thruft,euen as againe they were
Whea you your felfe did partthem,

More of this ma:ter cannot report,

But Men are Men : The beft fometimes forget,
Though Caffio did{ome jittle wrong tohim,

As men insage @uke thofe chae with them beft,
Yet fuicly Caffio.] beleeue receiu’d

From him that ﬂcd,l'omc,ﬁra;trge Indignitie,
Which patience could not pafle,

Orke.
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Othe. Tknow luge
Thy honeflic,and loue doth mince this maceer,
Making ichight to Caffio : Caffia,l loue thee,
But ncuer more be Officer ot mine.

Enter Defdemona astended.

Lookeif my gentle Loue benotrais'd vp:
e make thee an example.

Def. What s the matter (Deere?)

Ushe. All's well Sweeting :

Cotnec away to bed. Sirfotyour hurts,

My felfe will be your Surgeon. Lead him off

1ago Jooke with care about the Towne,

Andfilcnce thofewhom this vil'd brawle diftrs&ed.

Co me Defdemena, tis the Soldiers hfe,

Tobaue their Balmy flumbers wak'd; with finfe. Exst,
lago. What are you hurt Licutenant?

Caf: 1,paftallSurgery.

Iago. Marry Heauven forbid.

Caf. chmauon,l(rrumu.n,chutaticn:Ohlhauc
loft my Reputation. 1haue Joft the immortall past of
myfclfz, and what remaines is beftiall. My Reputation,
lago,my Reputation.

Iage. As1am snhoneft man ] had thought you had
receiued fome bodily wound; there is mare fencein thac
then in Reputation. Reputation isan idle,and moft falfe
impofition;oft got without merit, sud loft without de-
feruving. You haueloftno Reputation st allvnlefle you
repute your f{clfe fuch a loofer. What man,there are
more wayes to recouer the Generall againe. Youare
but now csftinhis moode,(a punithment more in poli-
cie,thenin malice jeuen (oas one would beate his of-
fe.celefle dogge,roaffiight an Imperious Lyon. Sueto
him againe.and he's yours,

Caf. 1wl rather fue tobe defpis’d, then to deceive
{o good a Crmmander, with fo flight,fo drunken,and {o
indifcrectan Officer. Dirunke ? And (peake Parrat? And
fquabble ?Swagger 2 Sweare 2 And difcourfe Fufhan
with ‘ones owne fhadow 7 Oh thou invifible fpiric of
Wine,ifthcu haftno nameto be knowne by, letvscall
thee Diuell.

Jage. What was he that you follow'd with your
Sword ? Whathad he doneto you?

Caf. 1knownot,

Iage, Is’tpoflible?

Caf. 1remember amafle ofchings, but nothing di-
fin&ly : a Quarrell, but nothing wherefore, Oh,that
men fhould putan Enemic in their mouthes,to fteale a-
way their Braines ? that we fhould with ioy, pleafance,
reucll and spplaufe,transforme our felues into Beafls.

Tago. Why > But you srenow  well enough : how
came you thus recouered?

Caf. Ithath pleas'd the diucll drunkennefle, to giue
place to the divell wrath,one vnperfeéinefle, lhewes me
another to make mefrankly defpifemy felfe,

lago. Come, you sre too feueres Moralber. Asthe
Time cthe Place,& the Condition of this Couniry ftands
I conld hartily wifh this had not befalne sbut finceic is,as
itis,mendit t{n vour owne good.

Caf. 1will aike him for my Place againe,he thall cell
me, 1 am adrunkard :had I as meny mouthes as Hydra,
fuch an anfwer would ftop them all, To benowafen.
fibk man, by and by a Foole,and prefently s Bes®, Oh
@range! Every inotdinate cup is voblefs'd snd the lngre-
dient is a diuell,

the Moore of Venice.

L 3ot

Lage. Come, come : good wine, is 8 good famill™
Creauwre, if itbe well vs'd :exclaime no more sgainft it.
And good Licutenant, 1 thinke, you thinke § loa¢
you.

Caffio. Thaue well spproued it, Sit.Idrunke?

Iage. You,orany man hufing, may be drunke ats
time mane | tell you what you fhall do: Our General's
Wife,1snowthe Generall. 1 may fay 1o,in this refpect,
fouthache bath devoted, and gruen vp manfclte to the
Comemplation, marke:and deuotement ot her parts
and Graces. Contefle your felte freely tober : Impor-
wne her helpe to put you inyour place againe, She is
of fo free, 1o kinde, fo ape, fo bicfled 8 difpaGiion,
fheholds it a vicein her goodnef(le, not to do more
then fhe is requetled. This broken ioynt betweene
you, andher busband, encreat hier to fplinter. And my
Fortunesagainft any lay worth naming, this cracke of
your Loue, fhall grow ftonger, then 1t was before.

{<ffrs. Youaduife me well.

fago. 1 proteft inche finceritic of Loue, snd honeft
kmane(e,

+ Caffio, 1 thinke it freely: aud becimes in the mor-
ning,l will befeech the vertuous Defdemenato vodertake
forme: 1 am defperate of my Fortunes if they check me.

Jago, You arewnchenghtzgood mght Lieutenant,]
mut tothe Watch.

Caffio, Goadmght,honeft Zago.

Exit Cafflo.

Tage. And what’s he then,

That faies | play the Villaine?

When thisaduife s free ] giue,and honef,

Proballro thinking, and indeed the courte

To winthe Moore againe,

For 'tismofl eafie

Thinclyning Defdemona to fubdue '
Inany honeft Su:te. She's tram’d as fruitefull

Asthe free Elements, And thea for her )

To win the Moorc,were to renownce his Baptifme,
AllScales,and Simbols of redeemed fin: -

His Soule 1s fo enfetter'd toher Love, |

That fhe may make,vnmake,do what the lift,

Euenasher Appetite thall play the God,

With his weake Funtion. How sm I then a Villaine,

To Counfell C./fioto this paralell courle,

Ditc&ly to his good? Divintie of hell,
When diuels will the blackeft finnes put on,

They do fuggef at fift wich hesuenly (hewes, 1
Asl dopow. For whiles this horeft Foole
Plics Defdemona, torepaire his Fortune,

And fhe for him pleades ftrongly to the Moore,
e powre this peftilenceinto hiseare :

That (he tcpcarcs him,for her bodies Luft®
Andby how much the firiues to do him good,
She fhall vado her Credite with the Moore.

So will I turne her vertue into pitch,

And out of her owne goodnefle makethe Net,

That fhall en-miath them all.

How now Raderigo?

Enmter R"‘r i"ﬂ

" " Redorigs. '] do Sollow heere in the Chace, not
like s Hound that hunts, but ene that filles vp the
Crie, My Money is slmoft fpeor; 1 haue bin to nighe
exceedingly well Cudgell'd: And I thinke the am_a;
£t 3 wi
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1
e,

| will bee, 1fhall baue fo muchexperience for my paines;

And fo, with no money scall, sad stirtle more Wi, re-

tarne ageine te Venice, g

lage. How pooreare they that haue not Patience?

What wound did euer heale but by degrees?

Thou kaow'ft we worke by Wit,znd not by Witchcraft

And Witdepends on dilatory time :

Dos’t not go well > Cuffio hath beaten thee,

And thou by that (pali hure hath cafheer’d Caffio:

Though other things grow faire againfl the Sun,

Yet Fruites that bloflome ficf, will firft be ripe ¢

Content thy felfe, s-while. Introth’tis Morning ;

Pleafure, and Action, make che houres feeme fhort.

Retirethee, go where thou are Billited :

Away, I {ay thou fhaltknow more heereafter :

Nay get thee gone. Exit Rodorige,

Two things are to be done :

My Wife muft moue for Cajfio to her Mifiris:

Ile fet her on my {elfe, a while, vo draw the Moor apart,

And bring him jampe, when he;may Caffis finde

Soliciting his wife : I,that’s the way :

Dull oot Deuice, by coldnefle,and delay. | Exit.

eSctus Tertius. ScenaPrima.

Enter Cajlio, Mufitians, and Clon i.s,

Caffio. Mafters,play heere,I wil cortent your paines,
Somneching that’s briefe: and bid,goodmorrow Genergl,

Cle. Why Mafters,have your Inftraments binin Na-
ples, that they fpeakediNofe thus?

Muf. How Sir2 iow ?

Clo. Arethefel pray you, winde Inlruments?

Muf. 1 martry arctheyfir.

Clo. Ob,thercby hangsarale.

AMuf. Whereby hargsatale, fir?

Clow. Marry (ir, by many awinde Inftrument that ]
know. But Mafters heere’s money foryou :and the Ge-
nerall fo hikes your Mufick, that he defices you for lenes
fake to make no more noife with ir,

2uf. Well Sir,we will not,

Clo, 1fyoubave any Mu‘icke thacmay not be heard,
too't agzine, But (asthey fayjio heare Mufiche,the Ge-
netall do's not great'y care,

Muf. Wehaucnone fuch, fir.

Clow, Then put vp your Pipesin yourbagge, for e
away: Go.vanifhintoayre,awnay. Exst Miw

Cafi» D>l thou heare me, mine honeftFiiend ?

Clo. No, I Learenot your hone@t Friend :
[ heireyen.

(g, Prytbeekeepe vpthy Quillets, ther’sa peore
peece of Gold torthee :if the Genticwoman thacatrends
the Genzeall be thriing, el her, there’s one Caffio en-
treats hier a attle fauout of Speech. Wiltthou do this?

Clo. Sheis finrmg fin: it the will Ricre hither, 1 fhall
{ceire to notilic vato her. Exu Clo.

Enter lago,
In happy time, Jago,
laze You haue natbin a-bed phen?
Laffi . Why no : the day had broke before we parted,
I haue made bold { /4go) to fend in to your wife :
My fuice to her is, that fhe will to vertuous Defdemona

Procure me fome accefle,

Iago, 1lefend hes 0 you prefentiys
And lle devife ameane to diaw the Moore
Outof the way, that your cor.uerfe and bufine(fe
May be more free.

Caffie. 1humbly thankeyou for't. I neuerkoew
A Florentine more kinde,and honeft. §

Inter e Lmilia.

o£mil. Goodmorrow(good Lieutenant)1am forsie
For your dilpleafure : but all will fure be well.
The Generall and his wife ate talking ofie,
And fhe {peakesfor you floutly. The Moore replies,
Thathe you hurtis of great Famein Cyprus,
And great Affinitic : and that in wholfome Wifedome
He might not but refufe you.But he protefts he loues you
And nceds no other Suitor, but hus likings
To bring youin againe,

Caffio. YetIbcfeechyou,
If you thinke fic, or that 1t may be done,
Giue me aduantage ot fome bieefe Difcourfe
With Defdemon alone.

eLmil, Prayyoucomein:
I will beftow you where you fhall haue time,
To fpeake you bofomefreely.

Caffio. Yam much boundto you.

Exit

Scena Secunds,

Enter Othello, Tage and Gentlemen.
Othe, Thefe Letters giue (Jage) to the Pylot,
And by bim do my duties to the Senate :
Thatdone, i willbe walking on the Workes,
Repaire there ta mee.
JTago. Well,my ponod Lord, Ile doo't.
O-h. TbisForufication (Gentlemen)thall we fee’c?
Cewt, Well waite vponyour Lordfhsp. Exeuns

Scana Tertia.

e i et e e i e e e —— ————— o i ——

Enter Defl-maona Caffio ard  Lnsslia,

Def. Briioustlurd (good Cafio) [ will do
Ath.ry il ties i thy behalfe.

eLrid. GoodMidamdo:

I war 2 2t greeues iny Husband,
Asafihe caufe -vere s,

Def Ob :har’s aid honefl Fellow,Do not doubt Caffis
But I vall haue my Lord, and you againe
Asfae dlyasyou were,

Caffio. Bounteous MaJam,

What cuer fhall tecome of (Michael Caffio,
He's neuer any thing buc your true Seruant,

Def. Ihaow't: Ithanke you: you do louemy Lord:
Youtauve kuowne himlong,and be you well affur'd
He fhallin Brangeaefle ftand no farthicr off,

Then v apolitique diftance.
Caffio. 1,but Lady,

Thatpolicie may either laft fo long,

Ot feede vpon fuclinice and warenith diet,

Or breede it fzIfe fo out of Circumnftances,

That I being abfent, and my place fupply’d,

My Generall will forget my Loue,and Secuice,
Def. Do not doube that; before o E£milia here,
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1 giue thee warrant of thy place. Affurethee,
1t 1 do vow airiendfhup, lle performeic = .
Tothe laft Arcicle. My Lord thall neuer reft,
11e wacch him tame, and calke hiw out of patience ;
His Bed thall feeme 2 Schoole, his Boord a Shritr,
Ve termingle euery ching he do's

With Crflio s {uste : Thereiore be merty Caffo,

For thy Solicazor fhall rather dye,

Then gucthy canfe away.

a0,

Lnzer Otbella,ard 1og0.
cAmid. Madam heere comes my Lotd.
Caffie. Madam,Lle take my leaue.

))tf. Wl‘y {{3}',3(1(1 \;ca;c me rPClk('.
€ agfin. Madam nocaow : | am very il at eafe,
Vufitior msnc owne purpofes,
Def. Well,do your d.faietion.
Lago. Hab? Lhikenotdar,
Chbel. Whatdeft thoufay?
l.z0. Nothiogmy Lord ; or if—I know not whar.
Odhet, Wasnot chat Cef. parted from my wife ?
ligo, Cafliomy Lora? No fure,I cannocthinke e
Thache wousd ftealc awsy fo guilty.like,
Secing your cantmng,
Orh, | do beleesue twas he.
Def. How now iy Lord?
1 haue bintalking wich a Sustor heere,
A nun that languifbes inyour difpleafure,
Oth, Who 'y you meane?
Def. Why your Lieutenant (uffic : Good my Lord,
1€ I have any grace, o8 power to moue you,
His prefent recencthation take.
Forif he be not one, that truly loues'you,
Thaterres i [gnotance, and narn Cunning,
11nue no redgementin an honefl face.
1pryvtize calivnm Brcke.
O:h. \Waatheh awenow?
Dej 1ooth 3ic humbled,
That be hath left pateof s greefe wich mee
T o fufer wich him, Good Loue, call himbacke.
thed, Notnow (fweet Defdrmaon) fome ocher time.
Def- Bue fhali'e be thortly 2
Och. Theiooner (Sweet)toryou,
Def. Shall'tbe to mghe,at Supper?
O:h, No,nozto niglir.
Def. Tomertow Dinner then?
Gih. 1 (hall not dine at home:
I meete the Captaines ac the Citradeil.
Def. Why then to morrow mght,on Tuefday morne,
Ou Tuelday noone, or night ; on Weniday Mosae,
] prythee name the tme, but let it not
Exceed three dayese Infuth hee'speutent :
And yet his Trelpafle, inour comtnon reafon
(Saue that they fay the warres mult make example)
Out of her befl, 1s not almoft a fault
T encurre a primate checke. Whea thall hecome?
Telline Cthello. 1 wonderinmy Soule
Wlat you would aske me, that [ fhould deny,
Ot fland fo wans ning onz What? Michael Caffio,
Thitcame a woing with you ? and 1o many aume
(W ken Thave fpokeof you difpraifingly) ’
Hath rane your part, to haue {fomuchtodo
To bring bim in2 Truft me, L could do much. .
Oth. Diyice nomorc : Let himcome when he will :
T will deny thee nothing.
Def. Why, this isnotaBoohe:

Exsnt Caffia,

|
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*Tis 351 {hould entreste you weare your Gloues,

Or feede onnourithing dithes, or keeps you warmr,

Or fue to you,to do 8 pecultar p1ofic ’

To your owne perfon. Nay, when | haue s fuice

Wherein 'meane to touch your Loucindced,
it fhali be full of porzz, and duficult wargie,
And feaie’ull tobe granted.
Oth. 1 wili deny theenothing.
W hereon, I do beleechibee, grane me thie,
Toleauerne bk a hezle ta my felfe. X
Pef. Shalll deny you? No: farewell my Lord,

O1k. Farewell my Defd:mona, e come to thee (Hrait.
Def. eAmlbiacorc; beas your Fancies teach you :
What ere you be, Fam obedient. Exit.

' Osh. Excellencwretch : Perdivon catch my Soule

But doloue thee : and whea ] loue thiee not,
Chaos is come againe,
lare, My Notie Lord,
015, What doltthoufay,/-00?
Jage. Did Michael Coflio
W henhe woo'd my Lady, know of yeur Joue?
Cibh, He did, from firttto fait ¢
Why doft chouaske?
lazo. But forafatisfaction of my Theught,
No turther harme,
Ot Wiy ot thy thoughz,Jase?
/g0, T did nocthinke hehad ban acquainted with hir.
Orh. () yes,and went detweene vs very oft,
lage. Indeed?
Orh. Indecd? [ indeed. Difcern’l thou ought irchat?
Ishenctlioneft?
Iize, Honeft,my Losd?
Oei, Honatt? 1 Hondfi,
lize. My Lord, forought I know,
Orh, Whatdo'(tthou thinke ¢
lago, Thinke,my Lord?
Cth. Thunke,my Lord? Alac, thouecchos’eme ;
Asif there werefome Monfterin thy thought
7 00 hideous to be fhewne, Thou duft mean fomthing :
1 heard thee f1y cuen now, thou k'l not thar,
When Cafiso left my wife, Whatdidd' not like?
And when 1 told thee, he wasof my Counfaile,
O:my whole courfe of wooing ; thou cried'Rt, Indeede ?
And didd’'tt contrad, and purte thy brow tegether,
Asif thou then badd’ft fhur vpinthy Braine
Sore hornbie Conceite, Ifshou do'ft loue me,
Shew me thy thoughe.
Iaze. My Lord,you know loue you.
Orn, 1sinkethoudo'it:

And for ] know thou'st full of Loue, 20d Honeflie,

And weigh'(t chy word; before thou giu'® them breath,

Therefore thefe fiops of thme, frighz me the moce:

Forfuch thingsina falic difloyail Knaue

Avetnickes of Cuftome s but in s man that's iufy,

They're clofe dilations, working from the hearr,

That Pafficn cannotrule.
lago. For Michazl Cafsse,

1dare be fworne, [ thinke that he is honef.

Otb. Ithinkeio too.
Iegs. Men fhould be what they feeme,

Or thofe that be not, wouid they might feeme nene.
oth. Certaine, men fhoald be whatthey feems.
lage. Whytheal thinke Cafiso’s an honet mian.
Oth. Nay,yet there's more i this?

I prythee fpeake to me, as to thy thinkings, -

Asthou doft ruminate,and giue thy worfk of tbough-t;

|
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The Tragedis of Othello

The wotft of words.

lage. Good my Locd pardon me,
Though I am bound to cuery Aéle of dutie,
I amnot bouad to thac : All Slaues srefrce:
Vitermy Thoughest Why fay, they are vild,and falce?
As whefels that Palace, whereineo foule things
Sometimes intrude not? Who ha’s that brean fo pure,
Wherein vncleanly Apprehenfions
Keepe Leetes, and Law-dayes, and in Seflions fic
With meditations lawfull ?

Ork. Thou do’it confprre apainft thy Friend (Zago)
Ifthou but think’ R him wrong’'d, and mak’tt hus eare
A Rranger to thy Thoughts.

lago. 1do befeech you,

Though I perchance am vicious in my guefle

(As I confeffe it is my Natures plague

To {py into Abufes, and of my iealoufie

Shapes faults that are not) that yous wifedome
Fromone, that foirpetfectly concets,

Would take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble
Out of his feattering, and vnfure ubferuance :

Ic were not for your quiet, nor yur good,

Nor for my Mahood, Hone &y, and Wiledoa.c,
Tc let you know my thoughts,

O:sh, What doft thou nicanc ? .

l.ago.Good namie in Man, & woman(decre my Lord)
Is theimmeadiate lewell of their Soules;

Who fteales my purie, (teales crath :

"Trs fomeding, noching 5

‘Twas mine, "t1s hus, and has bin flave tothoufands :
But he that filches from me my good Name,

Robs me of that,which not enriches him,

And makes me poore indecd.

Orh. lleknow thy Thouglts,

Isge You cannot, 1fmy heart were in your hand,
Nor (hall not, whil'ft ’tis in my cultodie.

Osb. Ha?

lago, Ob,beware my Lord, of ieaioufie,

Itis x{sc greene-cy'd Monfter, which doth mocke
The meate it feeds on, That Cuckold livesin bliffe,
Who certaine of hus Fate, loues not his wronger :
But oh, what damned minutes els he ore,

Who dotes, yet doubus : Sufpeits,yet foundly loues?

Osk. O muferie,

Jago. Poore,and Content, isrich, and rich enough,
But Riches finclefle, is aspoore as Winter,
To him that cuer feares he fhallbe poore
Good Heauen, the Soules of allmy Tribe defend
From lealoufic,

Oth. Why? why is this?
Think'ft thou, 1'1d make a Life of lealoufie;
To follow full the changes of the Moone
Withfrefh fulpitions ? No : to be once in doubt,
Is to be refolu’d : Exchange mefor 2 Goat,
When I fhall urne the bugncﬂe of my Soule
To fuch exutBicate, and blow’d Surmifes,
Matching thy inference, “Thw not to make me Jealious,
To fay my wife is faite, feeds well, Joues company,
Is free of Specch, Sings, Playes,and Dances :
Where Vertue is, thele are more vertuous,
Nor from mine owne weake merites, will 1 draw
The fmale(t fesre, or doubt of her reuolt,
For the had eyes, and chofe me. No Zago,
Ilefee before | doube 5 when Tdoube, proue ;
And on the praofe, there s no more but this,
| Away at once with Lowe,or lealoufic,

}  Ia. 1amglad of this: Fornow I fhall haveresfon
{ To fhew the Louc snd Duty that I beare ycu
With franker fpirit. Therefore(as I ambound)
Recerue itfremme. Ifpeake not yet of proofe :
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafise,
Weare your eyes, thus : not Iealious, nor Secure :
1 would not haue your free, and Noble Nacure,
Out ot {elfe-Bounty, be abus’d : Looke too' ;
1 know our Country difpofition well ;
In Venice,they dolet Heauen fee the prankes
They dare not fhew their Husbands,
‘T'heir beft Confeience,
Is not toleauc’t vodone, but kept ynknowne,
Oth Dottthoufay (o ?
lago. Shedid deceiue her Father, marrying you,
And when fhe feem’d to fhake,ard feare yous lookes,
She lovw’d them moft.
Oth. Andfo fhedid,
Jago. Whygo teo then:
Shee that {o {onng could giue out fuchs Seeming
J Tofeeleher Fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake,
He thought 'twas Witcherate,
But ] am much too blame::
1humbly do befeech you of your pardon
For too much loning you.
{ Oh 1ambound tothee for euer.
| Zago. Heethishathalicle dafh'd yous Spisis
Cth. Notaiot,notajot.
I-go. Trut me,1feareithas:
Thope you will confider what is fpoke
Comes from your Loue,
But Idofee y'are moou'd :
1amtopra; you,not to Rrsine my fpeech
To grofferiffues , nor to larger reach,
Thento Sufpriion,
Oh. Twilluore,
1 go, Shouldyoo defo(imy Lord)
My peec! (hould tallinto fuch vilde fuccefTe,
Wh ch my Thoughts aym’d not.
C ffi'smy worthy Friend:
My Lord, 1ee yare mou'd,
Orh. No,not much mou'd.
Idonotdl b e buc Detdemens'shoneft,
lage L. g “wefheio;
An.liong liucyou tothinke fo,
Orb. And yet bow Nature ersing from it feifes
lage. 1, there’sthe point:
As (tobe bold w.th you)
Not tosffet many propofed Matches
Ot herowne Climic, Coniplexion, and Degree,
Whereto we fee in all things,Nature tends :
Foh, one may finel 1n fuch a willmoft sanke,
Foule difpioportions, Thoughrs vonaturall,
But (psrden mc) I do not1n pofiion
Duftin@ly ipeake of her,though I may feare
Her will, recoyling to her better iudgement,
May falto match you wizh her Country formes,
And happily repent.
Orh, Farewcll farewell:
1fmore thou doft perceiuc, let me know more:
Secon thy wife to ob{esue,
Leaue me Jago.
Tage. My Lord,I cake my leave.
Otbel. Why did I marey?
This hone(t Creature (doubtleffe)

Sces,and knowes more, much more then he vofelds.
Tagn

-
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To tcaachis thing no farcher ; Leaue it to time,
Altheugh tisfic tﬁlt Caffio haue his Place ;

For torehefilles i vp wich great Ability 5

Y ityoupicale, to him off a-while :

¥ u fhall by that perceiuc him,and hismeanes :
N ste of your Lady @raine his Encercanment
W its any flrong, or vehement importuaicie,
Much witl be feene in that : Inthe meane tine,
Let me be thoughe too bufic inmy feares,

(As worthy caule I haueto feare { am)

A boid hertree, [ dobefeech your Honor.

G b, beare notmy gouernment.

J4z5. 1 oncemore ke my leave.

C-b. itsFellowsof cxeced.ng homefly,
Andknowesall Quantities wiih a lexrn'd Spirit
Of humane dealings. 1¢1do prouc her Haggard,
Though thathini icfles were my deere hearc- firings,
Ul vintfhic er off, and let her downe the winde
Toprey atFo.c ue. Hap'y, fot 1 am blacke,

And haue not thole loft parts ot Conuerfation
ThacCramberers hawe : O for I am declin'd
Into tic vale of yeares (yec that's not much)
$hee'sgone, [smabus'd, and iny relecfe
Muftbetoloath her. O Curfe of Matriage!
That we can call thele delicate Cieatures ours,
Andnot their Appetites? 1 hadtzilicr beaToad,
Andlinevponthe vapourot'a Durceon,
Thenkeepe a corner in che thing Iloue
Forcihiersvies. Yeu'tis the plagué to Great-oncs,
Prerogatin’d arethey lefle then the Bafe,

'Tis deitiny vnthunnable, hike death:

Fuen then, s forked plagueis Fated to vs,
When we do quicken. Looke where {he comes:

Enter Defdemena and L milia.

If the be falfe, Hesvea mock'd it felfe:
H¢ aot beleeuc's.
Def. How now, my decte Otbells ?
Yeux dinner, and the generous 1flanders
By you inuired, do steend your prelence.
Orh. 1am tooblame,
Def. Why do you fpeake fo faintly ?
Are you not well?
0:h, Thaue a paine vypon my Forehead, heere.

Let me but binde it hard, within this houre
Tewill be well,
Ob. YourNapkinis toolitties
Letitalone: Come, lle go in with you.
Def. Tam very fon{. that you arc not well.
oEmil. 1am glad I haue fownd this Napkin :
This was her fir® remembrance from the Moore,
My wayward Husband hath s huadred times
Woo'd meto fRealeie. But fhe {ologes the Token,
(For he conine’d her,(he (hould euer keepeir)
That the referues it enermote sbout her,
Tokiffe,snd talketoo. Ilc haue the worke tane our,
And giu’r Zage : what he will de with it
Hesuen knowes,not I:
Inothing, bucto plesfe his Fantafie.

Exit.

Enter lago.
I«ge. How now ? What do youheereslone?
vEmil. Donotyou chide: 1 hiae a thing for you,

Pe——

~ Iaze. My Lord, I would 1 might intreat your Honor

Exit.

Def. Why that's wich wactching, ‘twillaway sgaine.
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lage. Youhaue sthing for me?
Itis 2 common thing weee= . ¢

Eml. Hah?

Iage. To haueafoolifh wife.

oEmnl. Oh,isthat ali? Whae will you giue me now
For that fame Handkerchiefe,

Tage. Whiat Handkerchiefe ?

e£mil. What Handkerchiefe ?

Why that the Moote fisft gaue to Defdesons,
That which fo often you did bid ma fReale.

lage. Hatt flolne it from her?

«Emil, No:butthe letic drop by negligence,
And toth’aduantage, I being heere, took’s vp :
Looke, heere 'us.

lago. A goodwench, giaeit me.

~Emid. What will you do with’t, that you haue bene
fo eatneft to haue me hich it ?

Tage. Why,whatis thatto you?

o Emid. 1f it be not for fome puspofe of import,
Gu'tme againc. Poore Lady,fhee’l run wad
When fhe fhalllacke it,

lage. Benotacknowneon't:

J haue vie forit. Go,leane me. . Exit Emil
I willin Caflis's Lodging loofe this Napkin,
And lec hum finde st. Trifleslight ss syre,
Arctothe iealious, confirmations firong,
As proofes of holy Writ. This may do fomething.
The Moorealreacy changes with iny poyfon
Dangerous conceites, arein their Natures poyfuns,
Which at the fult are fearfe found 1o diftafte:
But wath alittle acte vpon the blaod,
Burne l'ke the Mines of Suiphure, 1did fay fo.

Enter Othello.
Looke where lie comes - Not Popry,nor Mandragors,
MNorailthe drowfie Syrrups ef the world
Shallerer e dicine theeto that fweete ﬂcepe
Wlach thou owd ( yelterday,

Oih, Ha, ha, falfe to mee?

Li22. \Why how now Generall ? No more of that.

Grh. Auat,be gone: Thoubaft fet me on the Racke:
I {wearc’tis beteer to be much abus’d,

Theabut to know ralitde.

lage. Hownow,my Lord?

Orh, What feafe had I,inher flolne houres of Luft ?
I {aw’tnot, thoughticnot : ic harm’d notme :
Ileprthe neze nipht well, fed well, was free, and merties
Hound not Caffiv’s kiffes ou her Lippes:

He that1srobb'd,not wanting whatis ftolne,
Lechim not knew’t,artd he's not robb’d at all,

lage, 1am forry to heare chis?

Oth. Thad beene happy, if the generall Campe,
Pyonersand all, had talted her fweet Body, .
Solhadnothing knowne, Oh now,for euer
Farewell the Tranquill minde ; farewell Content ;
Farewell the plumed Troopes, and the bigge Wartes,
That makes Ambition, Vertue | Oh fargwelly
Fareweli the neighing Steed, and the thrill Trumpe,
The Spirit-Rirting Drum, th’Eave-piercing Fife,

The Rovall Banner, and all Qualitie,

Pride. Pompe,and Circumfance of glotious Warre:
Aad O youmorcall Engines, whefe rudethroses
Thinmartall Joues deead Clamours, councesfet,
Farewell : Orbels’s Occupation’s gone, :

Jage. 15’tpoffible my Lord? -

Osh. Villaine,be fure thou proue my Lowes Whore;
Be fure of it : Giuie tme the Occulse proofe, or

-
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Or by the worth of mine eternall Soule, -
Theu had'ft bin beitor haue bin bome aDog:
Then anfwer my wak'd wrach.,

Jage. 1s’t cometo thig?

Oth, Make metofee'tt or (atthelea(t) foproueit,
That che probation beare n@Hindge, nor Loope,
To hanga doubt on : Or woe vpon thy life.

Jage, My Noble Lord. «.

Oth. 1fthou doft {lander hrer, and torture me,
Neuer pray more : Abandan all remorfe
On Hotrrors head, Horrérs accumulate:

De deeds to make Heaven weepe, all Earth amaz'd;
] For nothing canft thou to damnation adde,
Greater then thar,

Iage. O Grace! O Heauen forgiue me!
Arcyoua Man? Haue you a Soule? or Senfe ?
God bay you : take tnine Office, Oh wretched Foole,
That lou’it te make thine Honefty a Vice!
Oh menfitrous world ! Takenote, rakenote (O World)
Tobe dice& and honeft, is not {afe,
I thanke you for this profit, and from hence
Ile loue no Friend, fich Loue breeds fuch offence.
Orb. Nay ftsy : thou (hould’® be honefi.
Iage. 1{hould be wile ; for Honeftie’s a Foole,
And loofes that it workes for,
Oth. Bythe World,
Ithinke my Wife be honeft, and thinke theisnot:
Ithinke that thou are uft, and chinke thou arenot :
Hehaue fome proofe. My name that wes as ficlh
AsDians Vifage,is now begrim'd and blacke
As mine owne face, Ifthere be Cords,or Kniues,
Poyfon,or Fire, or fuftocating Rreames,
Ilenotinduicit. Would I were fatis fied,

Jago. 1{ce you arc caten vp with Paffion :
I dorepent me, that I pucitto you.
You would be {atisfied ?
Orb, Would? Nay,and I will,
Iago. And may : but how? How (atisfied, my Lord ¢
Would you the fuper-vifion groficly gape on?
Behold ber top’d ?

Oth, Death and damnation. Oh'!

lago. Ttwvere atediousdifficulty,thinke,
Tobring them to that Profpet : Damne them ther,
If euer mortall eyes do fecthem boulter
More then theiwr owne. What then?How then?
Whae fhall 1 fay? Where's Sacisfaltion?

Itis impoffible you thould fce this,
Were they as prime as Goates, as hot as Monkeyes,
As {alt as Wolues in ptide, and Fooles as groffe
As Ignorance, made diunke. But yet 1 {ay,
If imputation, and ftreng ciccumflances,
Whichleade dire&ly to the doore of Truth,
Will giue youfatisfa@ion, you might haue'r.
Oth, Giue me aliving reafon fhe's difloyall,
Iago. 1do noclikethe Office.
Put fich T am e wred in this caufe fo farre
(Psick’d tou’c by foolifls Honefty, and Louc)
ITwill goon. 1lcy with Gaffio latcly,
And being troubled withaaging wath,
I could not flecpe. Thereare akinde of men,
Soloofe of Souleythatin cheir fleepes will mutter
Their Affzyoes: oue of this kinde is Caffio :
In {leepe L heard himfay, fweet Defdermona,
Let vsbe wary, lee vs hide cur Loues,
Andchen(Sir)would he gripe, 20d wring my hand :
Czy, oh {weee Creagure: then kiffe me hatd,

\
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Asifhe plucke vp kiffes by the rooges,
That grew vpon ray lippes, laid his Leg oremy Thigh
And ﬁggh,and kifTe, angl:htn cry cutfc?the, L
That gaue theeto the Moore,
'Oth. O monBrous ! monftrons!
Jago. Nay, this was but his Dreame.
Orb. But thisdenoted s fore-gone conclufion,
"Tis a fhrew’d doubr, though it be but a Dreame,
Tage, And this may helpe to thicken other proofes,
That do demonfirate thinly,
Oth. llezeare her 3ll to peeces,
Zago. Nay yet be wile; yec we fee nothing done,
She may be honeft yet : Tell me but this,
Haue you not fonsetimes feene a Handkerchicfe
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wives hand ?
Oth. 1 pauc her fuch a one: "twas my firft gift.
Iago. iknow not that: but fuch s Handkerchiefe
(Iam fere it was your wiues) did I to day
Sce Caffio wipe his Beard with,
Osh. Ificbethar,
Igo. Ifitbe that, orany, it was hers.
Itfpeakes againft her with the other proofes.
Othel. O thatthe Slave had fosty thoufand lives :
One s too poore, too weake far my reuenge.
Now doIiee tistrue. Looke heece Zago,
All my fond loue thus do | blow to Heauen. *Tis gone,
Anife blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell,
Yecldvp (O Loue) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne
Totvrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught,
For ausot Alpickes tongues,
fugs, Yctbe content,
Oih, Ohblood,blocd,blood.
ligo. Putiencel fay : your minde may change,
O:he Neuer Jaro. Lahetothe Ponticke Sea,
Whote Tere Cutrent, and compulfiue courfe,
New'r keepes retyring ebbe, but kecpes ducon
Tothe Proponticke, and the Hellefpont :
Fuenfo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace
Shall new’r loohebacke, nev’r ebbe to humble Loue
il thata capesble, and wide Reuenge
Swaliow thenivp, Now by yond Marble Heauen,
Tothe Juc reverence of aSacred vow,y
1leercerpagemy words,
lage. Donovnfe yet:
Wiunefie you euer-burning Lights aboue,
You Elements, thac clip vs round about,
Witncflethatheere Jusa doth give vp
The execution of .is wity hands, hearst,
To wrony'd Othello’s Service, Let him command,}
AtGtoobey fhalibe snme remoric,
What bloody buhaclle cuer. . '
Oth, Tgrectihy loue,
Not with vaine thanhs, but with acceptance bounteaus,
And wll vpon che soitant put thee toa’t,
Wichin thefe three dayes let me heare thee fay,
That Caffic's not sbue.
lago. My Friendisdead:
"Tis done atyour Requett. |
Butlether liue.
Oth. Damine herlewdeMinx :
O damne her, damng uer.
Come go with me a-part, Twill withdraw
To farnifh me with fome fwift meancs of deatt
Vot the faire Diuell.
Now art thou my Lieutenant.

Tage. 1amyour owne tos eucr. Exrius
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Scena Quarta.

o

Enter Defdemona, Emilia,and Clows,
| Def. Doyouknow Sicrah, where Licutenant Caffio
yes?

Clow. 1dare not fay helics any where.

bef. Whyman?

C!s. He'saSoldier, and for meto (3y a Souldser Iyes,
tis fabb ng,

D¢f. Gotoo: whereladgeshe?

0 Cis. Totcllyouwherehe lodges, istotel you where
ve.

‘D:f. Canany thing be made of this 2

Clo. 1know not whacte helodges, and for mee to de-
vifcalotpirp, antfay heliesbecre, criiclics there,were
toheinrieouwncthioat

Def. Canycucerquiec himout? and be edified by re-

ort?

lo. Tw.ll Catechize the world for him thatis,muke
Q: corons and by them anfwer,

Lefe Secke lim b.dde bim come hither . tellhim, 1
have . voou < imy Lord onhus behalfe, 2nd hepe all will
beveli.

C’. To dothisis within the comrp2fic of mans Wir,
ardt  reto.elwiilatcer prihe doing i, Exu (lo.

Def VvicrcthouldIloole the Handkerclicfe, o%-
mili?

. ¥ mily, 1knownoctMudam.

D B:lecue me, had rather have loft my pusfe
Full of Cruzad~es. Andbarmy Noble Moore
1< ttue of min de, 3rd made of o fuch batenefe,

As icalious Creatuies are, it were cnough
Topnthim roill-thinking,

o Emil. Ishenotiealious?

Def Who,he? I thinkethe Sun wherehe was borne,
Drew !l fuch hutacrs from hin,

oEm:il. Looke wherehe comes.

Enter Othello,

Def. 1will netleaue him now, till Caflio be
Call’d rohim, How is't with you, my Lord?

Orb. Wellmy good Lady Oh hardues to diffemblel
How do you, De/demona?

T Wellmygood Lord,

Orh. Giue me your hand.

Thishand 1smo'® my Lady.

Def. Ichathfelt no age, nor knowne no forrow.

Oth. Thissrgues frurcfuloeqe, and liberall heare:
Hot, hor,and moyft. This hand of yours requires
A fequefter from Liberty : Fafting, and Prayer,

Much CaRigation, Exercife deuout,

For heere's a yong, and {weating Diuell heere
That commonly rebels: "Tis agood hand,

A frankeone,

Def. Youmay (indecd) fay fos
For twasthat hand that gave away my heare,

Orb. Aliberall hand. Thekcarts of old,gsuchands:
But our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts,

Def. 1cannot fpeakeof this s
Come, now your promifc.

Orh. What promife, Chucke?

Dsf. Thaue fent to bid Cafis come fpeske with you.
* Oth. T haueafaltand forry Rhewme offends me:
Lend me thy Handkerchiefe.

Def. Hzere my Lotd,
Otb Thacwhich | gaveyou.
Def. 1haueitnotabout ine.
Oih. Not?
Def No indeed,my Lord.
Otb, Thav'safaule: That Handkerchicfe
D.d an fBzyptian to my Mocher grue:
She was a Ciiatmer, and could almoft read
The thoughts of people, She told her,while fthe kepti,
"T would make her Amiable,and fubdue my Father
Intitely o hericue: Butiffhe loft iz,
Orinade 3 Gu:t: of ir, my Fatherseye
Should hold herJoathed, and his Sparits fhould hunt
Atter new Fanares. She dyvinp, ezuertmie,
A d bid me (whenmy rie wouid hane me W.u'd)
T gwerther, 1d-dio; andrakeheedeon's,
Mikeira Dariing, hike vour precrous eye::
Toloofet,or giue't away, were fuch perdition,
Asrothing clic ¢ uld match,
Def, I’tpaflivle?
Oth. *Tstrue : There's Magicke in the web ofir:
A Sibslichachad numbre-d iv the world
The Sunto contle, two hundred compafles,
In her Prophettiche fur1e tow d the Worke :
The Wormnes were hallawed, chat did breede the Silke,
Andic was dyde io Mummey, which the Shaifull
Conferu’d of Maidens hearts.
Def. Indeed?Is’t true?
Oth. Moft verizable, thereforslooke tow't well,
Def. Then would to Heauen,that T had necver feene’t?
O:h. Ha®> wherefore?
Def. Why dovou fpeake (o flartingly,and rafh 2
Oth. 1s'c 1o js’t gon? Speak is'tout o’th'way?
Def. Bictle vs.
Oih. Say you?
Def. Ttisnot Yoft : but whatand ifie were ?
O:h. How!?
Def. 1fayitisnotloft,
Oth, Fetchr, letmefee’r,
Def. Why (ol an:butlwillnotnow:
This s a tricks to puc me from my fuite,
Pray youlet Caffio be receiw’dagane,
0Obh. Ferchme the Haadherchiefe,
My minde mif-gues.
Def. Come, come: you'l neuer mecete a more (uffici-
entman.
Oth. The Handkerchiefe,
Def. Amanthatall his ume
Hach founded his good Fortunes on yourloue 3
Shar'd dangers withyou.
O-h. The Handkerchiefe.
Def. Infooth, youare too blame.
Oh. Away.
o Emil. lsnot this maniealious?
Def. Ineu'r faw this before.
Sure, there's fore wonder in this Handkerchikfe,
1 sm moft vahappy inthe lcfle of it,
Emil. 'Tisnotayeare or two (hewes yssman:
They are all but Stomackes, and we ol but Food,
They eate vs hungerly, and when they sre full

They belchvs,

Exit Othello,

Emmlage, and Caffio,

Lookeyou, Caffioand my Husband.
Zago. There is 0o other way :'us the muft doo't:

And loc the happineffe : go,and importunc her. Dof

-
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you?

A
That by yout vertuous meancs, Imay agoine

Exift,and be a member of hisloue,

Whom 1, withall the Office of my heart
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd.

If my offcuce, be of fuch moreall kinde,
Thaenormy Seruice paft, nor prefent Sorrowes,
Nor purpos’d menit in futuricy, .

Cau ranfome mc into hus loue againe,

But to know fo, mufl be my bencfic ;

Sofhall l cloath me in aforc’d content,

And thut my {clfe vp in fome ocher cousfe
ToFortunes Alines.

Def Alas (thrice-gentle Caffin)

My Aduocatonisnotnow in Tone;

My Lord, is not my Lotd ;nor fhould 1 know him,
Wete he in Fauour, 25 1n Humour alter’d,

So helpe me cuery fpirit fantified,
Aslhaucfpokenforyouallmy bet,

And ftood within the blanke of his difpleafure
Formy free fpecch. You muft awhile be pauent:
What! can do, | will: and more | will

Then for my {elfe, I dare. Les that fifiice you.
Jago. 1smy Lordangry?

oLmil. He wenthence but now :

And certainly in ftrange vaquietneffe.

Tago. Canhe beangry? Ihaue feene the Cannon
Whenithath blowne his Rankes into the Ayre,
Andlike the Diell from hus very Arme

Puff'c his owne Brother : And isheangry?
Something of moment then:: I will go meet him,
There’s macter in’tindeed, ifthebe angry.

Def. 1prytheedo fo. Something lure of State,
Either from Venice, or fome vohatch’d pradtife
Made demonfirable heerc in Cyprus, to lim,
Hach pudled his cleare Spirit: andin juch cates,
Mens Natures wiangle wich inferiour chings,
Though greatoues aie their obiedt. "Tis cuen o,
For let our finger ak=, and it endues

Our other healthfull members,cuen to a fenfe

Of paine. Nay,wemuft thinke men are sot Gods,
Nor of them look for fuch obferuancie

As fitsthe Bridail. Be(hrew me much, e Emilia,
I was (vohandfome Warrior,as ] an)
Arraigring his vakindoe(le with my foule s

But now I finde, ! had {uborn’d the Witnefle,
Andhe'sIndited faltely,

eEmidl. Prayheauenitbee

State matters, as youthinke, and no Conception,
Nor no lealious Toy, concerming you,

Def. Alasthe day, I never paue him caufe,

They are not cuer ieslious {or the caule,
Butealious, for they rercalious. ItisaMonfler
Begotvponit felfe,bornc onit felfe,

efmil. Lady, Awen,
1f1 doe finde him fit, e moue your fuite,
And fecke to cftet itto my vitermoft,

Caf. 1 humbly thanke your Ladyfhip.

Enter Bianca,

Bian, 'Saucyou (Friend ((effio.)

2 T he Tragedse of Othello
Def. How now (good Caffio) what's the newes with |

Caffie. Madam, my former fuite. 1dobefeech you,

Exst

oEmib. But Tealicus foules will not be anfwer'd fo;

Def. Heauen keepe the Monfter trom Oshello’s mind.

Def. 1 will gofeckehim. Caffio,walkeheere about:

Exn

Caffio. What make you from home?
How 15t with you, my moft faire Buawca ?
Indeed (fweet Loue) T was comming to your houfe.
Bian. And I was going to your Lodging,Caffe.
Whar? keepea weekeaway? Seuen dayes,and Nighes ?
Eightfcore eight houres ? And Louers abfent howres
Mote tedious then the Diall, erght feore times ?
Oh weary reck’ning.
Caffio. Pardon me,Bianca:
1 haue tais while with leaden thoughes becne preft
Buc I fhallin a more continuate time ’
Starke off this fcore of abfence. Sweet Bianca
Take me this worke out.
Bianca, Oh €4ffio,whence came this ?
Thisis fome Tokenfrom a newer Friend,
Tothetcle-Abfence : now I feele a Caufe:
Is’t comcto this 2 Well, well.
Céffie. Gotoo,wuman :
Throw your vilde geffes i the Diuels reech,
From whence you haue them. Youare icalious now,
That thisis from fome Mitiis, fome ie:nembrance ;
No,in good troth Branca.
Lian. Why,whe'sisic?
Caffie. 1 know not neicher ;
Ifounditinmy Chamber,
Ihkethe worke well ; Erc it be demauded
(Ashke cnough it will) | would haue it coppied s
Takeir, and doo’tyand leaue me for thys time.
Bian. Leaue you? Wheretore
Caffio. 1do atzend heere on the Generall,
And thinke st no addition nor my with
To haue him fec me woman'd.
Bran. Why,Iptayyou?
Caflo. Nocthot I'oue younot.
Buas B cihacysudonot loue me,
Ipray youliing woe onthe way alicle,
Ard L1y f Tkl fee youfoone at mghe?
Caflio. 'T1s butahidde way that [ can bring you,
For I autcnd heete : Buc lle fee you foone.
Bian, *[r-very good: I muft be cireumteanc’d,
E veant omnes,

Aus Quartus,  Scena Prima,

———

Ewter Othells, and lago.

Lago. Willyou tlunke fo?

Oth Thuke (0, Jage?

T1go. Wheatyie kafie ,n private ?

O-h. Aavaauwchonz’dkife?

Jage Ottobenaked with her Friendin bed,
An!oure, ormoie, not meaning sny harne ¢

0.b. Naked in bed (Zago) and not meane hasme?
Tt is bypocnfie againft the Diuell :
They thatmeane vertoufly,and yet do fo,
The Diucll their vetrue cempts, and they tempt Heauen,

Zugo. 1t they donothing,’tsa Vemallflip
Butit [ giue my wife 2 Handkerchiefe.

O:h. What thea?

Jage. Why then 'tis hers(my Lard)and being hers,
She may (I thicke) bestow'tén any man,

Otb. Sheis Proceérefle ofher honer too:
May (he giuechar?

Tagn,

I1L
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Iago. Hethonor is sn Effence that's not feenc,

They baucit very ofc,thathaue ik not.

But tor the Handkerchiefe.

Otbe. By heaucn,l would moft gladly haue forgot ic:
Thou faidft (oh,it comes ore my memorie,

As Joth the Raucen o're the infetinus houfe :

Boading toal! ) he had my Hundkerchiefe,

Tago. 1:whatofchat?

Othe. That's not{o cood now.

Tag. Whatf t had (21d,1 kad fcene him doyou wrong?
Ox heard ham fay('as Knauces e fuci: abroad,

Wi hauing by their owne importunate {uiz,
Or voluncaary dotage of lome Miftris,
Conuinced or fupply’d them cannot chufe
But they muftblab,)

Oth, Hach he Nid any thing?

lage, Hehath (my Lotd)but be you well affn*d,
No more then he'le vn.(weare.

Oth. \Vhat hath he fid?

lage. Why,thathcdid : 1 kiiow not what he did.

Othe What i What?

Jago. lye.

O:5. With her?

Taz:. Wuhher 20a her : what youwill,

Orhe. Lyewithher? lye onher ? We fay Iye onher,
when they beye-her. Lye withher : chat’s full{fome::
Handk+rchie'e : Confeflions : Handkerchiefe, To con-
te{Te, andbe hang'd for his labour. Fitft, tobehang'd,
and then to confelle: T tremble atit. Nature would not
jawelt her fe!fe in fuch (hador+ing paflion, without fomne
Tuftru€ion. Jtisnot words that fhakes me thus,(pifh)
Nofes,Eares,and Lippes : 15’ potlible. Confeffe? Hand-
kerchiefe? O diuc’). Falls sn a Traunce.

Iszo. \Workeon,

My Medicine workes. Thue eredalous Fooles are caught,
And many worthy ,and chat Dames cuen thus,
(All guiltleffe)meete reproach; what hoa? My Lord ?
My Lord, oy : Othelle. :

Enter Caffie.

How now Crffis?
Caf., What's the matter?
Iago. My Lord is falneinzo an Epilepfic,
Thisishisfeco 1d Fits he had oncyefterday.
Caf. Rub lumabout the Temples.
Isgo. The Lethargic mufthaue his quyet courfe:
If not,hc foanes at mouth : and by and by
Breakes out te. favage madneffe, Looke, he fhirres
Doyou withdraw your feife a lirele while,
He will recouer ftraight: when heis gone,
1 would on great occafion,fpeake with you.
How is1t Generall? Haue you nothurt your head?
Othe, Doft thou mockeme?
lago. 1 mocke younot, by Heanen:
Would you would beare your Fostune ke a Man,
Otbe. A Horred man’s 3 Moniter,and a Beaft.
Zags. Thz'smany a Beait chenin a populous Citty,
Aand many a cim!l Monfler,
Otbe, Did he confefle ic?
lage. Good Sir, beaman:
Thin{c cuety bearded fellow that’s but yoak’d
May draw with you. There’s Millions now aliue,
Thacnightly lycin thofe voproper beds,
Which they dare fweare peculiar, Your cafeis beteer.
Oh, tis the {pight of hell,the Fiends Arch-mock,

l'l'o lip a wantonin afecure Cowch;

And to fuppofe her chaft. No,letme know,
And knowing what [ am, I know whac fhe (hallbe.
Oth, Oh, thou art wife : "us certane,
lage. Stand you a while apart,
Conﬁ(ne your fclfe butina patient Lil,
W hil'ft yon were heere, o're-whelmed with your griefe
(A paffion moft refuiting fucha man)
Caffis came hither. 1 fhifted him away,
Andlayd good fcufes vpon your Extafie,
Bad him anon returne : and heere fpeake with me,
The which he promis’d. Dobut encaue yourfcife,
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes, and notable Scornes
That dwell tn cuery Region of his face,
For I will make himtell the Tale anew;
Where,how,how oft,how long ago, and when
He hath,and 1s againe tocope your wife.
1 fay,but marke his geflure : marey Pauence,
Or 1 fhali fay y’ace all in all \n Splecne,
Andnothing of 2 man,
Othe, Do'ftthou heare, 74z,
I will be found moft cunning in my Patience:
Bet(do’'ft thow heare)moft bloody.
lago, That’s not amufle,
Butyer kerpeumenall : will you withdraw?
Now will | quettion Caffio of Buanca,
A Hufwife that by felling her defices
Buyes L.er {cife Bread,and Cloarh. ]t isa Creature
Thet dotes on Caffio, (as *cis the Scrumpets plague
Tobe-guilemany,andbe be-gmil'd by one)
He,when he heares of her,cannot refeaine
From the excefie of Laughter. Hecere he comes,

Enter Cajfio,

Ashe fhall (mile,Ochells (hall go mad :
Andhisvibookifh leloufie muft conferue
: Poore Cefffo’s fmules, geltures,and Light behauiours
i Quuteinthe wreng . How do you Licutenant?
L. The worfer,that you gruc me the addition,
\ Who'e wanteuen killes me.
Iago. Ply Defdemona well,and you are fureon'ts
{ Now,1fthis Suit lay in Zanca’s dowre,
{ Ho w quickely fhould you (peed?
Caf. Alas poore Caitiffe.
. Osh. Lookehow he laughes slready.
( Zag2. Ineucrknew woman loue man fo.
(«f. Alas poore Rogue [ thinkeindced fhe loues me.
Oth. Now hedenies it faintly: and laughes it out,
lazo. Do youheare Caffio?
Orh. Now heimporrures him
Totellic o’se: go too, wellfaid,well (aid.
fago. She giuesit out,thatyou (hall marry her.
Do youinteadit?
Caf. Hahayha,
oth. Doye trivmph,Romaine? do you triumph?
Caf. 1 marry, What ? A cuftomer sprythee beare |
Some Charitie to my wit,do not thinke it 1
So vawholefome. Ha,ha,bha,
O1h. Sa,fo.fo,fo : they laugh that winnes.
Iage. Wiy thecry goes,that you marry her,
Caf. Prythee {ay true.
lago, 13ma very Villaine elfe.
o:i. Hane you fcoar'd me? Well,
Caf. This isthe Monkeys owne giuing out :

Out ofher owne loue & flactery,not out of my promife.

i.shei;&’etf waded ] will mazry hec
\ Orthe.:

vy
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-+ Oth, Jagobecomes tic: now he begins the ftory.

Caffie. She was heere cupn sow : fhehaunts meine-
uery place.” Iwas the other day talking on the Sea-
banke with certaine Venerians, and thuber comesthe
Bauble,and falls me thus shout my neck,

Osb, Crying oh deere Caffio,as 1t were:
poris it. < .

Caffio. Sohangs,and lolls,end weepes vpon me:

So fhakes, and pulls me. Ha,ha,ha, ‘

Orb. Now he sells how fhe pluckt him tomy Cham-
ber : oh, | {cc thatnofe of yours,but nat thatdogge, I
fhall thsow it to, '

Caffio. Well,] muft jeaye her companic,

lago. Beiore me : Igake-whese the cones,

hisicfture im-

" Enter Buanca,

Caf 'Tis {uch another lytchew:rnarry a perfum’d one?
What do you meane by this hauaiing ot me ?

Bian, Letthediucll, sndhisdam bLaunt you : what
did you meane by that faune Handkerchiele, you gaue
me cuch now ? 1 was afine Foole cotakeic: 1 muft take :
ourthe worke 2 A likely piece of worhe,chat you thould -
finde itin your Chamber,and know not who lefe st thee.
This 15 fome Minxes token,8¢ I muft tahe out the worhe?

it,le take our no worke oa’s.
Caffis. How now,my {weete Biavca?
How now? How now?

Oshe, By Heauen,that thould be my Handkerchicle.

Bias. 1f you'le ceme to fupper to mght you may, f
you will not,come when vou arc next prepas’d for, £xut

Tage. Aficr her :afier her.

Caf Imuft,hee’l rayle inthe fireess clfc.

Jago. Will you fup there?

Caffie. Yes,lncead fo.

lage. Wcil, I may chanceto fec you: for I would ve-
1y fane fpeakie wichyou.

Caf Prythcecome: willyou?

1ago. Go o0 : (ay nomore.

orb. How fhall I mucther him, Jago.

lago, Didyou percciue how belaugh'dat bis vice?

Oin, On,Jago.

Jago. And didyou feethe Handkerchiefe ?

Otb. Wasthamine?
| Jago. Yours by this hand s andto fechow he prizes
 thefoolith woman. your wife : fhe gaue ur am jand he
hash giuw'nichis whore.

\ Oth, 1wonld baue him nine veeres 3 killing :
A fisc woman,a faire woman,a fweetc woman 2

:fage:s Noysyoumutk forget shat,

Qtbelle, 1,ict her 1ot and perilh, and be damn'd to
night, fordke fhalinos live. No, my heart istorn’d to
frone: I finke it,and it buses my hand. Oh, the world
hish not a fweeter Cresture : fhe might lyeby an km-
 peraurs fide,and conimand him Taskes.

"-duggs. Naythat'spoc your way. ) .

" Grhe.-Haog hey,1 dobut fay what fheis: fo delicate
1 ‘with.le; Necdle: an admirable Mufitian. Ob the will
fmgeheSanaganeiie ous ofa Beare : of fo high and plen-
Seouswitsadgnucacion? . :
7 "athe worie for all ¢his.
3 OF;a thevfend, s thogfnd times ;

] ' Naythat's oertaing : . . . e
_;M'h sy of iy Jages ohlege, the pitty of it

&

The Tragedie of Otbelle
rogedicf Ostell

There,giue it your Hobbey-horfe, wherclocuer youhad .|

—

—

Jage,”

lago. Wyou arc fo fond ouer her iniquitie: giue her
pattent to offend, for ifit touch notyou,it comes ncere
no body. L.

Oth, 1 will chop herinto Meffes : Cuckold me ?

Tago. Ob,"tisfouleinher,

Osh. With mine Cflicer?

-dago. That's fouler.

Othe. Get me {ome poyfon,lago, this night. Tl¢net
expoftulate with her - leaft her body and beautie vnpro-
uide my mind againe :this night Jago,

Ivgo. Do it not with poyfon, ft.angle her in her bed,
Euen the bed fhe hath contaminated.

Otb, Good,good :

The lufhice of it pleafes : very good.

lago. Andfor Caffie,let mebe his vndertaker:

You thall heare more by midnight. . -

Enter Lodomwsco, Defdemona and Ascendants.

Otbe. Excellent good: What Trumpet isthat fame7
lago, 1 warrantfomething from Venice,
"T1s Ledesssco this, comes trom the Duke,
Scevour wife’s with bim,
L~'e. Saue you worthy Generall, |
Othe  With all ey heare Sir. .
Lod.The Duke,and the Scnators of Vienice grees you.
Otbe. 1 kiffe she Infiruient of their plesfures,
“Def, And what'sthenewes,good cozen Ledenice?
l2ge. lam very glad to fec you Signiors
Weaicometo Cyprus.
Lod. 1thankeyou: how do’s Licutenant Caflio?
lago Liues Sy,
Def. Cozen,therc’s falue betweene him, & my Lord,
An vakind breach: but you (hall make ail well,
O he. Areyouiurcol ity
‘Def. Mv Lorae
Othe. Tinsfaile yoa notto do,as you Wikl e
Lod. He did not call : he's bufic inthe paper,
Is there dewsfion ewinr wy Lord,and Caffio?
Def. Amoftvnhappy one: I woulddo much
T actonc®hem for the lou 1ocareto Caffia.
Oih. Fire,and brimellene,
r+f. My Lord,
(J1h. Arcyou wife?
pef. What isheangsic?
Lod. MaybethLetter mou’d him.
Foras Ldhunke they do comwand tim home,
Decpuung Cafiroinhis Gouernment,
Def. Tiuftme,1am gladon’t,
Oshe, 1ndced?
Def. My Lord?
Othe. 1am plad ro fec you made
Def. Why [wecete Otbedo?
Oibe. Diucll.
Def. 1haue not deferw'dthis.
Led, My LorJ, thit would not bebeleeu'd in Venice,
Thoughl a\ould (wearc 1 {aw’t, "Tis very much,
Make her amends : fhe weepes.
Othe. Oh divell,divell :
Ifchat the Earth could teeme with wornansteares,
Each drop fhe falls,would proues Crocodile :
Out of my fights .
Def. 1 will:not Ray to offend yous
Lod. Truely abedient Lady :

1do befeech yous: Lord{hip call her backe, ' o

b ettt o
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Othe, Miftris,
Def. My Lord, o
Otbe, What would you with her, Sk ?
Lod, Who I,my Lord? o
Othe. 1,youdid with,thas would make her tutne:
Sir,{he can turne,and turne ; sod yet go oo :
Andtutneagaine. Arid the can weepe,Sir, weepe.
And fhe's obedient : asyou fay obedient.
Very obedient: proceed you in your teares.
Conceming tius Sie,(oh well-painted paffion)
I am commanded home : getyou sway:
Ile fend for you anon. Sir 1 ebey the Mandate,
And will returne to Venice. Hence,asaunt:
Caffie (hall haue my Place. AndSir,conight
I do entreat,that we may fup together,
You are welcome Sir to Cyprus.
Goates,and Monkeys., Exut.
Lod. Isthisthe Noble Moore, whom our full Senace
Call allinall {ufficient ? Is this the Nature ‘
Whom Paflion could not fbake? Whofe foiid vertue
The thotof Accident,nor dare of Chance > 't
Could neither graze,nor pierce?
Tago. Heismuch chang'd.
Led. Acc his wits fafe? Is henot light of Braine ?
Zage. He'sthat heis : T may not breath my cenfure.
What he might be:if what he mighe,he s not,
I would to heanen he were.
Lod, What? Strike his wife?
Iago.+"Faith that was not {o well: yet would [ knew
That ftroke would proue the worft,
Lod. Isithis vle?
Or did the Letters,worke vpon his blood,
And new create his faule ? i
Jago, Alas,alay:
It is not honettie in me to fpeake
What i haue (cene,and knowne. You fhall obferue him,
And his owne courfes will deonte him fo,
That I may (aue my fpeech : dobuc go aftec
And marke how he continues,
Lod, Iam forry that I smdecein’d in him.

’

Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

Enter Othells and e Emilia,

Othe. Youhaue feene nothing then?

eALmdl. Nor euer heard : nor cuer did fufpedt.

Otbe. Yes,you have {cene Caffio,and fhe together.

e£Lmi. But then Ifaw no harme : and then | heard,
Each fyllable that breathmade vp betweene thiem,

Otbe. What? Did they neuer whifper?

e£md. Neuer my Lord.

Othe. Nor fend you out o'th'way ?

e£mil. Ncuer,

Otbhe, To fetch her Fan, het Gloues,her Mask,nor no-

oEmwil. Neuermy Lord, (thing?

Othe, That's firange.

eEml. 1durft(my Lord)to wager;(he is hooeft:
Lay downe my Soule ac ftake : If you thinke-other,
Remouc your thought. Itdoth sbufe your bofome:
Tf any wretch haue put this in your heed , '
Let Heauen requit it with the Serpents curfe,

P——
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For it the be not honeft,chafte,and true,
There's no man happy, The puret of their Wiues
Is foule as Slander. '

Otbe. Bid ber comehither : go.
She faies enough ; yet the’s a fimple Baud
Thatcannot fay asmuch. This is a fubtile Whore :
A Cloffer Lockeand Key of Villanous Secrets,
And yet (he'le kaeele,and pray : 1 haue feene her do'c,

Exis o Emilra.

Emtgr Defdemena and o Emilia,

Def. My Lord,what is your will ?

O1tbe, PrayyouChucke come huber,

Def. Whatis your pleafure ?

Osh. Lzt me fee your cyes : looke inmy face,

Def. Whathornble Fancic’sthis?

Othe. Some of your Funtio n Miftris:
Leave Procreants alone,snd fhu tthe doore:
Cough,or cry hem; ifany bod ycome :

Yoor MyQery,your My tery:May diipatch.Exit o Ems.

Def. Vpenny kneeywhat doth yous lpccch unport?
I vnderftand a Fury in your words .

Otshe. Why ? What art thou?

Def. Your wifemy Lord:your true and loyall wife,

Orhello. Come fweare it : damne thy felfe, Jeaft
being hke one of Heauen, the divells themfelues hould
feare to ceaze thee, Therefore be double damn’d: fweare
thouarthone(t.

Def. Heauen doth truely know it,

Othe Heauen truely knowes, that thou art falfe ashell,

Def. TowhommyLlord?

With whom ? How am [ falle?

Othe. Ah Defdemongaway,awayaway,

Def. Alasthe heauy day : why doyou weepe?
Am I the motiue of thefe teares my Lord ?
1t happely you my Father do fufpe&,

An Inftrument of this your calling backe,
Lay not your blame oo me: i{ you haue loft him,
I bauejoflthim too,

Othe. Had tpleas’d Heauen,

Totry me with Affiction,had they rain'd

Allkind of Sores,and Shames onmy bare-head:
Steep’d meinpouertietothe very lippes.

Giuento Captiuitie,me,and my vimoft hopes,

1 (hould haue found in fome place of my Soule

A drop of paticnce.  But alas,ro make me

The fixed Figure for the time of Scornie,

Fopowt s flow and mouing finger ac.

Yet could I beare that coo,well,very well ¢

Butthere wherel haue garnerd vp my heart,

Where cither I muftliue, ot beare co life,

The Fountaine from the which my casrant runnes,

Or elfe dries vp : to be difcarded thence,

Ot keepe it as a Ceftesne,forToile Tosdes :
To knotand genderin. Turne thy complexion there ;
Patience,thou young and Rofe-lip’d Chesubin,

1 heere looke grim as hell,

Def. 1hope my Noble Lotd eftcemes me honeft,

Othe. Ohl,as SommerFlyesarein the Shambles,
That quicken euen withblowing, Qh thou weed :

Who art {0 louely faire,and (mell'ft fo fweete,
That the Senfeakes at thee,:
Would thou had'R neuer bin borne,

Def. Mas,whatjgnorancfin haueI committed ?

Othe.Was this faire Paper ? This moft goodly Booke
Made 10 write Whorevpon? Whas commited,

Yva Com.
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| And keepes the gateof hell. You,you :1you,

332

1 thou)d make very Forges of my checkes,

The Tragedie of Othello

Def. Itis my wretched Fortune,

Committed ? Ob:if;;:}::i;lickc Commoner, [ To be call'd Whore ? Would itnot make one weepe?

Thax would to Cynders burne vp Modefie,
D"rdl but»fpcﬂie thy deedes. What commited ?
Heauen floppes the Nofe at it,and the Moone winks :
The baudy winde that kiffes all sumeetes,
Is hufh'd within the hollow Myne of Earth
And will not hear’t. What commited ¢

Def. By Heauen you dome wrong,

Otbe. Are notyouaStrumper?
. Def. No,aslamaCnrifhan,
Ifto preferue this vefieli formy Lord,
From any other foule volawfull touch
Benotto be a Stiumpee,l amnone.

Ozbe. Wheepiota Whote ?

Def. No,as1fhallbefauv'd,

Othe. 1s’cpoffible ? |

Def. Oh Heauen forgivevs.

Orhe. | cry you mercythen .,
I tooke you for that canning Whore of Venice,
That married with Otbello. You Miftsis,

Enter o Emilia,

That haue the office oppoflite to Saiar Peter,

We haue done our cousfe:there’s money for y our paines:
I pray you tutne the key,and keepe our counfaile.  Easr.
eEml Alas,what do’s this Geatlemaa concene ?
How do you Madam >how do youmy good LadJy”
De¢f. Faith, halfeaflecpe.
oEmi. Good Madam,
Whae's the matter withmy Lord?
Def. Withwho?
o£Eml. Why,withmy Lord,Madam¢

Jage, Bethrew him for* :
How comes this Tricke vpon him?
Def. Nay,Heauen doth know.
oEmi. Twill behang'd,if (ome eternall Villaine,
Some bufie and infinuating Rogue,
Some cogging cozening Slaue,to ge fome Office,
Haue not deuis’d this Slander : I will be hang'delte.
lago. Fic thercisno fuchman:itisimpoffible,
Def. 1fany fuch there be,Heauen pardon him.
eAmil. Ahalterpardonhim:
A ndhell gnaw hisbones.
Why (hould he call her Whore?
Who keepes her companie ?
What Place? What Time 2
What Forme ?What hklyhood ?
The Moorc’ssbus'd by fome moft villanous Knaue,
Some bafc notorious Knaue fome feuruy Fellow.
Oh Heauens, that fuch companions thou’d’ft vnfold,
Andputin cuery honefthand a whip
Tolafh the Rafealls naked through the world,
Euen from the Eaft to th'Weft,
lago, Speshe within doore.
oEm:!. Ohficvpon them:fome fuch Squire he was
That turn’d your wit,the feamy-fide wichout,
And made you to fufpet me with thef Moere,
Jago. YouareaFoole: gotoo.
Def. Alas Jago,
What {1,111 I do to win my Lord againe ?
Good Friend,coto h'm : for by this light of Heauen,
1know nothow oft tim, Heere T kneele:
Itere mv will did tiefpafle ‘gaintt hus Loue,

Def: Whois thy Lotd?
o£Emil. Hethatisyours,{weet Lady.
Def. 1 haue none: donottalke to me e£milr4, .
I cannot weepe :nor anfweres haue I none, !
Bne what fhouid go by water, Prythectomghr, !
Lay on my bedimy wedding theetes,temember, i
And call thy husband hither.
oEml. Heere'sa change indeed,
Def. *Tismeete I fhould be vs'd {o : very meetc.
How haue I bin behau'd,thathe might fticke ;
The {mall'R opinion on my leat miic vie? \;
(
Ener Iagv,and Emilia. {
lage. Whatisyour plealure Madam?
How 15t with you?
Def. 1 cannot tell :thofethat doteachyong Babes
Do it with gentle meanes,and cafic taskes.
He might haue chid me fo: forin good faich
I am aChildtochiding,
Jazo. “Whatis the matter Lady ?
eEunl. Alas(lago)my Lord hath fo be whor'd her,
Throwne fuch di{pight,and heauy cermes vpon her
That truc heart cantot beareiit.
Def. Am1Ithstname laso?
Iago. What name (faite Lady?)
Def. Suchas fhe faid my Lord did fag T was.
Amil. He call'd her whote aBegger in his drinke
Could not haue laid fuch termes vpon his Callee.
Tago. Why did Lefo?
Def. 1donotknow:Jam fure I am none fuch.
/ass. Do not weepe,do not weepe : alas the day.
AEmil, Hath fhe forfooke fo many Noble Matches?
Her Father? And her Country ¢ And her Friends ?

Evit. |

{

\

Either i difcourfe of thought,or 2 &uall deed,
O. chatnme Eyes mine Eures,orany Scice
). 1aheed thantorany othe Fonine,
O, thatt donot yer, and cuer did,
Andezer will,(though he do fhake me off
Tober gerly divorcement)Loue im deerely,
Comtort forfweare me. Vokindneffe may do much,
Anains vakindnefle may deteatmy life,
Bi neuer taynemy Loue  Icznnot fay Whore,

L 1 an'sabhoire menow ! fpeakethe word,

Todothe A&t that nught the addition earne,
No: the worlds MafTe of vanitie could makeme,

Zage. 1pray you be content : ‘tis but his humour,
The bufineffe of the State do’s him offence.

Def. If'twere noother.

Zago. Ttisbut (o, Jwarrant,
Hearke how thefe Intti mnents fommon to fuppes:
The Meffengers of Venice ftsies the meate,
Goin,and wiepenot ; al' chings hall be well.

Excunt Defdemona and Lmila,

Enter Rodorige.

How now Redorige?

Red, 1donotfinde
Thatthou deal ftiuftly with me,

Tago. What in the contrarie ? .

Rodori. Euery day thou dafts me with (ome deuife
Iago, and rather, as it feemesto me now, keep'ft from
me all conuentencie, then fuppliet me with the lea@ ad-
wantage ofhope : I will indeed no longer enduse it Nor
am I yet perfwaded to put vp in pesce, what slresdy 1
haue foolithly (uffred.

Jags. Willyou heare pae Redorsge?
« y ¢ Redori. 1
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A ndhell gnaw hisbones, »
Performances are no kin together,
lago, You charge me moft vniuftly.

Rodo. With naught but truth : 1 haue wafted my
felfc out of my meanes. Thelewels you haue had from
me to deliuer Defdemona, would halfe haue corrupteda
Vozarift. You hase told me the hath recciwd them,
and retorn’d me expe&ations and comforts of fodaine
relpe&t,and acquaintance,but 1 finde none.

lago, Well,go too:very well.

Rod. Verywell gotoo: I cannot go too,(man) nor
tis not very well. Nay I chink itisfcurvy :and beginto
finde my felfe foptin i,

lago. Very well. )

Rodor. 1tcllyou,’tis not very well : T will makemy
fclfcknowneto Defdemona, 1f fhe will: returne me my
Tewels,I will giue oucr my Suit, and repent my vnlaw.
full folicitation. Ifuor, affure: your {cife, Iwill fecke
fatisfaion of you. ,

Iago. Youhaue fGid now,

Rodo. 1:andfa'd nothing but what Iproteftintend.-
mencof doing.

Tags. Why, now I {ec there's mettle in thee: and
cuen from this inftant do build on thee a better o-
piion then euer before : give me thy hand Kodorige.
Thou haft taken again® me 2 moft juft excepu.
on: but yet Iprotef I haue deale moft diretly in chy
Affaire,

Red. Ithathnotappeerd.

Iago. 1 grant indeed it hath not appeer’d : and
your fufpition is not without wit and iudgement,
-] But Rodorigo, if thou haft thatin thee indeed, which
I haue greater reafon to beleeue now then eaer ( I
meane purpofe, Courage, and Valour ) thys night
fhew it. 1t thou rhe next night following enioy not
Defdemona, takeme from this world with Ireache.
rie, and dewic Engines for my life. ’

Rod, Well: whatisit?Is st within, reafon and coms-
palfe ?

Lago. Sirythere is efpeciall Commiffion come from
Veniceto depute Caffiain Otheflo’s place.,

Rod, Isthat true ? Why then Othello and Defiiemona
returne againe to Venice.,

Iago. Oh no:he goes into Mauritania and taketh
away with him the faire Defdemona, vnleffe his a-
bode be lingred heere by fome acciden:. Where-
in none canbe fo determinate, as the remouing of
Caffre.

Rod. How do you meane remouing him?

lage, Why, by making him vncapable of Othello’s
place : knocking out h:sbraines.

Rod, Andthatyou would hane me to do.

lago. 1.if you dare do your felfe a profiz, and a2
tight. Hefups o nigixe with a Harlotry : and chicher
willT goto him. He knowes notyetof his Honourable
Fortune, if you will watch his going thence ( which
[ will fafhson to tall our betweene twelue and one)
you may take him at your pleafures I will be neere
to fecond yod# Awempe, andjhe fhall fail betweene
vs. Come, fand noc amaz’d atir, but go along with
me: 1 will fhewyou fucha receflitie i-:iis deatn, that
you fhall chinke your felfe bound to pur iton him.' It
isnow high fupper time: and the night growes to wat,
About i, . .

Rod. 1willheare further teafon for this, '

Isge. Andyou fhalbe facisfi'd. © Exemns.

, P

Scena Tert1a,

Enter Othello,Lodourco, Defdemona o £milia,
and eMiendants,

Lod.1dobefeech you Sir,crouble your felfe no further.

Oth. Oh pardonme: 'wasll dome good to walke,

Lodowi. Madam, goodnight . | humbly thanke yout
Ladyibip. i

Def. Your Honour is moft welcome.

Otb. Whll you walke Sit ? Oh Defdemena,

Def, My Lord.

* Othelle, Get youtobedonthiinflant, T will bere.
turn’d forihwith : difimffe your Attendant there : look™
bedone. Exer.

Def. 1 willmy Logd.

Em How goesitnow? Helookes gentler thenhe did.

Def. He faics he will returne inconunent,

And hath commanded meto go to bed,-

And bid ine to difmiffe you,
eEm. Difaufle me? )
Def. Itwashisbidding : therefore good e£milsa,

" Giue me my nightly wearing and adicu,

We muft not now difpleate him.

oEml. ), would you had neucr feene him,

Def. So wouldnot 1: my lone doth fo approue him,
That euen bis fubbornefle his check: huis frownes,
(Prythee vo-pin me)haue grace and favour.

e£mi.l haue,laid tholeSheetes you bad me on the bed.

“Def.All's one:good Father, how foolifh are our minds? |
If1 do diebefore,prythee fhrow d me i
In one of thefe fame Sheetcs.

e£mil, Come,come : you talke, .

D, My Mother had s Maid cali’d Barbarse,

She was inloue : and he (he lou’d prov’d mad,

And did forfake her. Shehad aSong of Willough,

Awold thing "twas : but itexprcis’d hes Fortune,

And fhe dy’d Gingingtic, That Song tonighe,

Will not go from my mind : T haue much to do,

But to go hang my head atl at vue fiae .

And fing it ike poore ‘Brabarse: prythee difpatch,
oe£me. Shalll go ferch your Nighe-gowne ?

Def. No.va.pinme here,

This Ledouico 1s a proper man.

e£Lml. Averyhandfome man,

Def. He {peakes well,

£, Tkuowa Lady in Venicewould haue walk’d
barefcot to Palefline for a touch of his neither lip.

Def The poore Sonle fet fiming by a Sicamonr tree,
Singal agreene Willongh :

Her banf:n ker bafome ber bead on her knes,
Stng wllowgh Willough 't llough.,
The frelb Straames ran by ber ,and murmnr'd ber moanes

SiigWillowgh, cre.
Her jait seaves fell from ber and fofened the flones,
Sing willowgh,Grc. (Lay by chefe)

wiilongh willough. (Prythec high thee : he'le come anon)
Sing all & greene Willsugh muft be my G ariand,
Let rio ody blame bims,bis [corue I approme.
(Nay that’s not next. Harke,who is'c that knecke 2
Eml: It'sthe wind, . .
Def. Icall dmy Lowe falfe Lone : bws what faidbe theu ?
Sing Willowgh e, ) .
If Lconrs mo women,yon'le conch with mampem. ..
¥V 3
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So getthezgone, good nighs : mine eyes doltch:
Doth thatboade weeping ?
eAmil, *Tisncycher heere, nor theres
Def. YThaue heard it (aid fo, O thefe Men,thefe men!
D¢’ thou in confcience thinke{tell me eAmmilsa)
That there be women do abufe their husbatids
In fuch groffe kinde ?
oEmil. Therebe (ome fuch, no queltion.
Def. Weculd'ftthou dofuch a deed for all the world
aLmil. Why,wouldnotyou?
Def. No,by thns Heauenly highe,
eLmil, Nox ] nerher, by this Heauenly light:
I muight doo’t as well 1'ch’darke.
Def. Would'{t thou do fuch a deed for al the world ?
efmil. Theworld's ahugeching :
Itis a great price, fora (mall vice.
Def. Intreth, I thinke thou would'R not.
e£mil. Introth [ thinke I fhould, and vndoo’t when
I had done. Marry, Iwould not doe fuch athing for a
ioynt Ring, nor for meafures of Lawne,nor for Gownes,
Petucoats, nor Caps, nor any petry exhibition.  But for
a!i the whole world: why,who would not make her hus-
banda Cuckold, to makehima Monarch?] fheuld ven-
turc Purgatory for'c.
Def. Befhrew me,if I would do {uch a wrong
For e whole world.
oEml. Why, the wrongis but a wrong i'tli'world;
and hauing the wosld for your labour, ‘us a wrong in
your owne world, and you might quickly makeic right.
D¢f. 1donot thinke thereis any fuch woman.
Emil, Yes,adozen: and asmany to'th'vantage, as
would (tore the world they plaid for.
But I dothinke itis cheir Husbands faults
1f Wiues do fall : (Say, that they flacke their duties,
And powreour Treafures into forraigne laps;
Or elle breake out in peeuith Tealoufies,
Throwing reftraintvpon vs: Orfay they inke vs,
Ot feanc our former hauing in defpight)
W hy we haue galles : and though we haue {ome Grace,
Ye: have we fome Reaenge. Let Husbands know,
Their wiaes have fenfe like chem : They fee, and fineli,
Andtizae their Palats both for fiveet,and fowre,
A tuzbands have, Whatisit that they do,
\When they change vs for ochers 2 Is it Spore?
1thinkeitis. and Jo-h Affeltion breedic ?
ithinkeardoth, Is't Frailry thacthus erres?
Itis fotoo. Andhaue not we Affe&ions?
Decfires for Sport? and Frailty,as men haue ¢
Then letthem vie vs well : elfe let them know,
Theilles we do, their illes inftrult vs fo.
Def. Goodnight, goodnight:

f

T be Tragedie of Otbello

" Rod, Beneere 2t hand, I_n;;y ;nifca}ry in'ts

And he growes angry, Now, whether he kill ¢
Or Caffio him, or each do kill che other,

Euery way makes my gawe. Liue Rodorsgo,
He calles mie to a reftitution large

O7fGold ,and lewels, that 1 bob'd fiem him
As Guifts to Defdemsona. ’
It muftnotbe : If Coffio do rensaine,

Hehatha dayly beauty inhs life,

That makes ait vgly : and bé.des, the Moore
Moy vnfold me to lum : there fand linmuch perill:
No, hemuft dye. Butfo,] heard him comming,

lago. Heere,atthy hand: Bebold, & take thy fland.
Rod. 1hauc no great dewotion to the deed,

And yeche hach grucame fazisfying Reafons ;
"T1s but a man gone. Forth my Sword : he dies.

Zage.1 kauce rub'd this yong Quat almioft to the fenfe,
4ffis,

Enter Caffio
Rod. Tknow his gare uis he ; Villaine thou dyeft,
Caf Thatthrufthad beencni.re cr.emy inceed,

But that my Coateisbetter then thou ke w 't ;

I'will make proofe of thine.
Rrd. Oh,]am flaine,
Caffio. Tammaym'd for euer :

Helpe hoa : Murther, murther,

Enter Othello.
Oth. The voyce of Caffio, Iago keepes his word.
Rod, O Villaine that 1 am., ‘
Oth, ltis cuen fo.
Caf. Ohhelpehoa: Light.aSurgcon.
Oth. 'Tishe: O braue Zago, honeft,and iufl,

That haft fuch Noble fenle of thy Fuends wrong,
Theuteachetme. Minion, your decre lyes dead,
Aodyourvnbleft Fate highes: Strummpet [ come:s

Fou of my heare, thofe Cliarn es thine Eyes, are blotted ,
Thy Bed lult-fan'd, (hall with Lufts blood bee {poticd.

Exu Oihello.
Enter Lodowico and Gratsane,
Caf. Whathoa? no Watch?No paffage ?

Marther,Murcher,

Cra. ' [sfomc mitchance the voycess very direfull,
Caf Onrelpe.

Lods. H-uibe.

Red, Ol wretched Villaine,

Lod. Twoor three groane. 'Tit heauy night

Thetzmay be countertens : Let's think 't valafe
To comentathecry, without more helpe.

Rod. Nubody come :then (hall 1 bleed to death,
Enter lu‘go.

Led. Hea:ke,

Gra. Heie's one comes in lus (hiis, with Lighe, and

Heaen me fuch vies fend, Weapons.
Nottopicke bad, from bad ybut by bad,mend.  Exewsn lags. Who's there?°

Aitus Quintus.  Scena Prima.

—————— i ————— e —— e S e

Enter [a70, and Rodorige,
Lags. Heere,fland behinde this Bagke,
Straight will he come:: )
Wearethy good Rapierbare, andput ithome :
Quicke,qaicke, feare nothing; Ile be at thy Elbow,
Itmakesvs, orit marres vs,thicke on that,

And hixe moft firmue thy Refolution,

Who’s noyfe s this that cries on murther ?

Lodo. Wedounotknow.

lzgs, Donotyouheareacry?

Caf Heere,heere : for hesuen fake helpe me,
Jage. What's the matcer?

Gra. Thisis Orhells’s Ancientyas T eakeic,

Lede. The fame inideede, a very valiant Fellow,
lage. Whatare you heere, that cry fo grecuoufly?
Caf. l4ge? OhIam fpoyl'd, vodone by Vlisines:

Giue me fome helpe,

Jage. O mec, Licutenant!

What Villaines have done this?

Caf. Ithinke that one of themis heeresbour,
And
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And cannot make away, o

Tage. Ohtreacherous Villsines: - X
Whatate you there ? Come in, and giue fome helpe, .

Rod, Ohelpemechere.

Caffio. That'soneoftheat,

ago, Oh murd’rousSlauc! O Villaine !

Rod, O damn’d Jage! Oinhumane Dogge |

lago. Kill meni'th’darke?
Where be thefebloody Theeuss? .
How (ilent is this Towne ? Hoa,murther, murther,
What may you be? Are you of good.or eusll 2

Lod. Asyou (hall proue vs praifc vs,

Tags. Signior Lodowico ?

Lod. HeSir,

lage. 1cry youmercy: here’s Caffie hurt by Villaines.

Gra. Caffia? ) )

/ago. How is't Brother?

Caf. My Leggeiscutin two,

Jage, Marry heaven feebid :
Light Gentlemnen, lle binde it withmy fhise,

Enter Bianca,

Bian. Whatis the matter hoa? Who st that cry'd?

Iago. Whois'tthatcry'd?

Biau. Oh mydeere Caffio,
My {weet Caffio : Oh Caffio,Caffio,Caffios

fago. O notableStrumpet, Caffio, may you u'peét
YWho they thould be, that haue thus mangled you ?

Caf. No.

Gra. 1am forry to findeyouthus;
1 haue beene toleckeyou,

ago. Lend me aGarter. So:=—6h for a Chaire
To beare him cafily hence.

Bian, Alashe faints, Oh Coffio,Caffio,Caffio.r

lego. Gentlemenali, Ido fufpe this Trafh
Tobeaparty inthis Imurie.
Pacieace awhile, gooa Caffie. Come,come ;
Lendme a Lighe skoow we this face, ot no ?
Alas my Friend,and my deere Countryman
Rodorigs®> No : Yes fure : Yes, "tis Rodorige,

Gra. Whae, of Venice?

lage. Euenhe Sir: Did youknow him?

Gra. Knowhim? [.

Lago. Sifnior Gratiano? 1 cty your gentle pardon :
Thefe bleody accidenis muft excufe my Manners,
That (o negletted you. -

Gra. 1amgladiofeeyou.

Iago, How do you Caffie? Oh.a Chaire,2 Chsire.

Cra. Rodorizo?

Tage. He, he,tishe:
Oh that’s well fa:d, the Chaire.
Some good man beare him carefully from hence,
Hlefetch the Generall’s Surgeon. Foryou M:(Qjs,
Saue you your labour, He thtlies flaine hecre (Caffiv)
Was tny deere friend. ' What malice was between you 2

Caf. Noneinthe world :nor do JYknow the man?

Iage, What?looke you palef Ohbeare him o¥h’Ayrr,
Stay you good Gentlemen. Looke you pale, Miftris
Do you perceiue the aftnefle of her eye .
Nay,if you ftare, we fhalt heare more anon,
Behold her well : I pray you looke vpon her?
Do you fee Gentlemen ? Nag. %nilumﬁe will fpeake
Though tonpgues were out of vie.

Emil. Alas,whgeisthe maceer?
Whatis the matter, Husband ?

Tage. Caffiohath heere bin et oninthe darke
By Reodorsge, and Fellowes that sre fcap’d :

| 1 would not kill thy vaprepared Spirit,

\3;’
He'salmoft flaine, and Redorege quite dead. ’
oEml. Alasgood Gertleman : alss good (ufiie.
lage. Thisisthe fruits of whoting. Prythe o £anifrs,
G »know of Ceffis where he fupt to night,
What, do you thakeatthatd
Bsan. He fupsat my houfe,but I thereiore fhike not,
lages. O ardhefo? I charge you go with mv,
ovEmid. Onfie vpon thee Situmpet.
Buax. L1amno Strumpet, but of life ashonzf,
As you that chus abufe me.
vEmil. As 12 Fie vponthee,
Iags. KindeGentlemen :
Let's go fee poore Caffis dreft.
Come M. firis, you suft tel's avother Tale.
A milia, sun you to the Citradell,
And cell vy Lord and Lady whathath happd s
Willyou go on afore ? This 1 the nighe
That exthermakes me, or foredoes me quight.  Exomms

Scena Secund.a.

Enter Othello, and Defdemona im ber bed, .
Osh. I:isthe Caufe, itis the Caule (my Soule)

Letmenot name itto you,you chafle Statrer,’
Ttisthe Caufe. Yet [le not (hed her blood,

Nort fcarre that whiter skin of hers, then Snow,
And fmooth as Monumentail Alablafter:

Yet the mufl dye, elfe thee'l betray moie mens
Put out the Ligl.e, and then put out the Light:

If I quenchthee, thou laming Miniiler,

I canagaineshy former light reftore,

Should I repent me. But once put out thy Ligh,
Thou cunning’t Patterne of excelling Mature,

I know not where 1s that Premecbe.wheate
Thatcanthy Light re.Lume,

When I haue pluck’d thy Ro'e,

T cannot giue ¢ vitall growth againe,

It needs muft wither. llc fmell thee on the Tree,
Oh Balmy breath, that doft almoit perfwade
Tuftice to breske her Sword, One more, one more :
Bethus when thou are dead, and I wall kill thee,
And loue thee after. One more, and that's the laft,
So {weet, wasne're (o facall, Imuft weepe,
Butthey are crucil Teares : This forrow’s heauenly,
It firikes, where it doth loue, She wakes,

Def. Wha'sthere ?Oshello?

Othel. Yefdemona,

Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord?

Oth. Haue youpray'd to night, Defdemon?

Def. Imy Lord.

Otb. Ityou berhinkijout felfe of any Crime
Vareconcil'd as yet to Heauen,and Grace,
Solicire for it fraight,

Def. Alacke, my Lord,

What may you meane by thae?
Oth. Well, doir,end be breefe, I will walke by s

No, Heauens fore-fend ) I would not kill thy Soule. -
Def. Talke youofkilling ?
Oth. 1,1 do,
Def. Then Heaurn haue mercy onmee,

Oth.
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Osb. Amen,withall my heart. .
Def. 1fyou fay, I hope you will potkill me,
Oib, Humb, - : . ‘
. Def. AndyecIfeare you ifor you're fatall chen |
enyour eyesrowle fo. -

Why 1 fhould feare, I knownot, . .

Since guiltinefle I know not ¢ Busyetl feele I fease.
Oth. Thinke oo thy finnes, .

Def. They are Loues | besreto you.
Oth. 1,and for that thou dy*fte .
Def. That death’s vanacorall, that kils for loving.

Alasywhy gnaw you fo yournether-lip?

Some bloody paffion fhakes your very Frame>

Thefe areportents: but yec Thope,Lhope,

They do nocpointonme, -

Otb, Peace,andbe fhll, .
Def. Lwill fo : What’s the matter?
oth. That Handkerchiefe

Which 1 folou’d,and gaue thee, thou gau'ftto Caffio. .
Def. Nobymy Li& and Soule : {end for the man,

1 And aske hiro. _ '

Oth. Sweet Soule, take heed, take heed of Periury,

Thuu art on thy death-bed.

- Def. I,butnotyet to dye,

| Otb. Prefently. .

1 Therctore confefle thee freely of thy finne:

| For co deny each Article with Oath,

Cannot remoue,nor choake the firong Conception

Tha: Ido grone withall. Thouartcodye.

D¢f. OHeauenhaue mercy onme.
Oth. 1fay, Amen,
Def. Andhaue you merey too. Ineuer did

Offend you in my life : neuer lou'd Caflio,

But with fuch generall warrantic of ieauen,

AsImight loue. I never gaue him Token,

©rb. ByHeauenl faw my Handkerghiefein’s hand.

O periur’d wonan, thou do’ft ftone my hear,

And makes me call, what T intend to do,

A Murther,which I thoughea Sacrifice.

1 faw the Handkerchiefe.

Def. Hefounditthen :
Incuer gane it him: Send,for him hither:
Let him confeffe a truth.

O:h, Hehath confeft.

Def. What,my Locd?

Oth. That he hath vs'd thees

Def. How? ynlawfully? -

Oth. 1.

Def. Hewilinot fay fo.

Oth. No: his mouthis fopp'd:

Honeft Jago hath'tane order for’t. )
Dif. Oh,my feare interprets . Whatis he dead ?
0:h. Had all his haires bin liues,my great Reuenge

Had fomacke forthem all. ‘

Def. Alas,heis betray'd,and ] vndone.
Osh.Out Strumpet : weep'lt thot for him to my face?
Def. O banifh me,my Lord,but kil me not.
Oth. Downe Strumpet.
Def. Xill me rg motrow, leeme liue to night.
0:h. Nay,fyou finue.
Def. But halfe anhoure.
Otbh. Beag donc, there is no pawfe.
‘J'sf. Buewhile I fay one prayer.
Oth. ltis too late,
AEmilsa at the doore.
o£Emil, My Lord, my Lord? Whathoa?,

’

Smothers ber,

TheTracheof Obcle . |

_ My Lotd, my Lotd.

" | Still asthe Graue, Shallthe come in? Werrgood .?

\

—

req o f
Oth .What noife is this? Not deadinot i
I am chat cruell, am yet mercifull,” Feequitedesd?
;w?uld not haue theelingerin thy paine? .
o,{0. . A |
Lmilwithin, What hée? my Lord
Oth, Who's there? y y M l‘:ad?
«£Emil, Ohgood my Lotd, 1
it 8 y Lotd, Iwould fpeake 12 word
Orh. Yes :'TiseEmilia:byandby. Shee'
"Tis like fhe comes to fpeake of![’cﬂiol'?deathe: tdesd.
The noife was high. Hah, no more moouing?

I'thinke fhe Birres againe, No,what’s b
1ffhe comein, fhee’l fure fpeal:.' to my v:i‘f{'et:o do?
My wife, my wife : what wife ? I have no wife,
Ohinfupportable ! Oh heany houre!
g;sthink“’ i; fhould benow a huge Eclipfe!
unne, and Moone ; and that ch'affri
Didyawne at Alteracion. ghted Globe
o£Emil, 1do befecch you
That Imay fpeake with you, Ohgeod myLord.’
Otk. Thadforgot thee : oh comein o £milia.
Soft, by and by, let me the Curcaines draw,
Where art thou? What's the matter withthee now ?
Enter o £milia.
. «£mil. Ohmy good Lord, yonders foule Murthers
one.
Oth. What? now?
e£Emil, Butnow, my Lord,
Osh. Itis the very error of the Moone,
She comes more neerer Earth shen (he was wone,
And makes men mad.
«Emil. (affio, my Lord,hath kill'd
A young Venctian, call'd Redorigo,
Oth. Rodorige kilV'd? and Caffiokill'd?
efml No, Coffis isnot kill'd,
Oth, Not Caffio kill'd? Then Murther’s out of cune,
And (weet Reuenge growes hatth,
Def. Ofilfely, falfely murder'd,
eLmil. Alas! whatcryischat?
Orh. That? What?
oEmsl. Out.and alas, that was my Ladies voice, |
Hclpe,helpe hos, belpe, Oh Ladie(peake againe,
Swect Defdemona, oh {weet Miftris, fpeake.
Def. A gwlilefle death, I dye.
o£mil. Oh wha hath done thisdeed ?
Def. Nobody : T my(clfe, farewell:
Commend me to my kinde Lord: oh farewell,
Orh. Why,how (hould fhebe mardsed
oEml. Als: who knowces?
Oth, Youhegre her (ay hur felfe,itwas not T,
o Emil. She faid (o: [ muit needs repore thie cruth,
Oth. She's ike a Liar gone to burning hell,
*Twas [ that kill'd her,
oEmil. Ohthe more Angell (he, and you the black.
erDiuell.y
Oth, She turn'd to folly : and fhe wasa whore.
o£Emil. Thou do'ft bely her,and thou art a diuell.
Orh. She was falfe as water.
«£Emil, Thouarerafh asfire, to fay
Thac fhe was falfe. Oh fhe was heauenly ttve,
Orh. Caffie did top her : Ask thy husband elfe.
0, [ weredamn’d beneathall d:p:‘: inhell:
But that I did preceed vpon inft grounds
To this extremity. Thy Husbandknew icall,

Emil,
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otmid. My Husbend? -
Oth. Thy Husband, "+ |
eLmil. That fhe wa falle to Wedlocke ?
Orh. T, with Caffie : had fbe bin true,
Ut Heatien would make me fuch another world,
Ot o'c entyre and perfe& Chryfolite,
I"ld ot baue fold her for it.
oEmf. My Husband? -
Oih. 1,twas he that told meon her fitfi,
An honelt man he s, and hates the lime
That ftiches on filthy deeds.
e/Emil. My Husband?
Orh. Wit needs thisitterance, Woman?
I fay, thy Husband.
eLonl. Ob Miftris,
Villany hath made mockes with loue:
My Husband fay the was faife?
Oth. He, Womnan;
1fay thy Busband : Do'(t vndertand the word ?
My Fricad, thy [Husband ; boneft,honeft Zago.
e£mil. 1fhe fay fo, may hispernicious Souje
Rot halfc a grainc a day : he lyes co'th’hear,
She was too tond of her moft filchy Bargaine.
Oth. Hah?
e£mid. Dothy wotft:
This decde of thine is no mare worthy Heauen,
Then thou was’t worthy her,
Oth. Peace,you were befd,
el Thou halt not halfe that powre to do me harm
As 1haue tobehure, OhGull,ob dclt,
As ignorant as durt ;s thou haft done a deed
(1 care not for thy Sword) 1le make thee known,
Though 1 loft twenty liues. Helpe, helpe lioa, helpe:
The Moore hath kill'd my Miftris, Murther,murther,

»

Lnter Montano,Gratsano, and lago.

Aon, What is the matter? How now Generall?
oEmil. Oh,areyou come,/age : you haue done well,
That men muft lay their Murthers on yous necke.
Cra. Whatisthe macter?
£, Dilprouc this Villaine,if thou bee'R aman:
He fayes,thou told'f him that his wife was falfe:
I knowthou did'fl net : thou'rt not fuch a Villain.
Speake, for my heart is full.
Jago. 1told him what I thought,
And told no more
Then what he found himfelfe was apt,and true.
e£mil. But did you cues tell him,
She wasfalfc?
Jago. 1did.
«Emil. YoutoldaLye an adious dsmned Lye:
Vpon my Soule, sLye; 2 wiched Lye,
Shee falfe with Caffio ?
Did voufay with Caffio?
lago. With Caffio, Miftris?
Go tio, charme your tongue,
Emil. Twillnot charme my Tongues
Iambound to fpeake,
My Mfiris heere lyes murchered in her bed,
All, OhHeaveans,forefend.
Em:d. Andyouriepotts haue fet the Murder on,
Othelle. Nay Rare not Maters,
Itis true indeede.
Gra. 'Tisaftrange Truth,
A ons. O monfirous Acte.

337
Emd. Villany, villany, villany : J
Thwnke vpon'e, 1ihinke: t fimei’t : O Viilany :
1 thought fothen ilc kil my felte for greete.
O villany ! villany !
lago. What,areyoumad?
1chaige you get you home,
Emil. Good Gentlemen, let me hauc leaue to (peake:
"Tis proper | obey him ; but not now :
Pe.chance Jago, I will ne’re go home.
Oth Oh,oh,ob.
Emid, Nay, lay thee downe and roare :
For thou haft kill'd the fweeteft innocent,
Thatere did hft vp eye.
Oth, Oh fhe was fowle !
11 carfe did know you Vnkle, there lies your Neece,
Waofebreath (indeed) theie hands haue newly flopp'd::
L know this a&e fhewes hornible and grim.
Gra Poore Defdemon :
1 a.nglad diy Father's dead,
Thy Match was mortall co him : and pure greefe
Shore his old thred in twaine. Did he liue now,
This fight would make him do a delperste turne
Yea, cuife his becter Angell from bus ide,
And fall o Reprobance, :
Oth. *Tis pusfuli :butyer Zago knowes
That fhe with Caffia, hach the A¢t of (hame,
A thoufand times commutted. C./fw confeft it,
And fhe did graufic his amorous workes
Wich that Recognizaace and pledge of Loue
Wihich 1firit gaue her: J faw it his band :
It was a Handkerchiefe an Antque Token
My Father gaue my Mother,
Em:l, On Heauen ! oh heauenly Powrze !
lego. Come, hold yourpeace.
Emil. *Twill out, twill out. 1pesee?
No,I will fpcake as liberall s¢ the North;
Let Heauen,acd Men,and Diucls, Tet them all,
Allallycrie fhame againft me, yet Ile fpeake. oo
Jago. Be wife,and getyou home,
Emids 1willnoc,
Gra. Fye,your Sword vpona Woman,
Emdl. Ohthou dull Moore,
That Handkerchiefe thou fpeak’@ of
I found by Fortune, and did give my Husband
For often, with a folemine earnefinefle,
(More thenindeed belong'd to fuch a Tuifle) .

Hebegg'd of me, to fleale’e,

Tago, V)llanous Whore,
~ Emil. She git ¢ it Caffie? No, alas I found it,
And I did g,u'tmy Husband. '
lags, £rl'h, thoulyeft.
Ewnl. By Heauen [ do not, I donot Gentlemen:
Oh niurd rous Coxcombe, what thould fuch aFoole
Do with fo goad a wife?
O:b, Arethere no fRones in Hesuen,
Rut what ferues for the Thunder?
Precious Villaine.
Gra. The woman falles:
Surc he hath kill'd hus Wife,
Emil. 1,1: ohlay me by my Miftris fide,
Gra, Hee's gone, but his wife’s kill*d,
Men. "Tis a notorious Yillsin: take you this wespon
Which I hauerecouer’d from the Mooret
Come guard the doore without, let him not paffe,
Buackill him rather. Ile afcer that fame villsine,
For 't1s s damned Slaue. S’: .
‘ *
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Osb. Iamnot valiant neither '
But cuery Punie whipfier gees my Sword,:

Buz why fhould Honor out-liue Honefty?

Let e goall.: -

«Emil, Whatdidthy Song boad Lady ¢
Heake,canft thouheare me 2 ) wili play the S wzan,
And dye 10 Muficke : #illough, wllongh, illowgh,
Moose, the was chaitet She jou'd thee,crucll Moore,
So come wmy Sounlc to bliffe,as [ [peake truc ¢
S0 fpeaking as I thinke, alas,§ dye.

Oth. 1 haue anozher weapon 10 this Chamber,

It wasaSword of Spaine, the Ice brookes temper ;
Ohheercitis: Vokle I mufd come forth.

Gra. Ifthouattempeit, ic will coft thee deere;
Thou hait no weapon and perforce mutt fufter.

Orb. Lovke in vpon ine then,and fpcake withme,
Ornaked as I am { will affaule thee.

Gra. Whatis thematcer?

Oshel. Behold,ihauza weapon::

A better ncuer did it felfe feftaine

Vpona Soldiers Thigh, 1haue feene the day,
That withthis little Arme, and th:s good Sword,

I baue made my way through more impediments
Then twenty umes your top,” But (oh vaine boaft)

——————— e —

1 Who can controll his Fate ? "Tis not fo now.

Be not affraid, though you do fee me weapon'd :
Heere is my icurnies end, heereis my butt

And verie Sea-marke of my vemoft Saile.

Do you gobacke difmaid? 'Tis aloft feare:

Manbut aRu(h again@ Ohells’sbret,

And he recires. Where thould Othefo go?

Now :how doft thoulooke now? Oh 1ll.Starr®d wench
Paleas thy Smocke : when we thallmeete ac comps,
Thislooke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen,
Aad Fiends will fnarch arit. Cold,cold,my Girle?
Eucn Like thy Chathiey. O curled, curfed Slaue !
Whip me ye Diuels,

From the pcfleffion of this Heauenly fighe :

Blow me about in windes roaft me in Sulphure,
Wath mein Reepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire,

Oh Defdemon' dead Defdemon :dcad. Oh,oh!

>

Enter Lodvtco, Caffio, Mon:ano, ard Ligo,
with Cfficers.

Lod, Wherc's thisrafh,and moft vofortunate man?

Oth. That's hethat was Ocbello : heere I am,

Lod. Whereisthat Viper?
Bring the Villzine forth.

Osh 1look down towards his feet; bue that’saFable,
If that thou bee'tt a Diucll,! cannot kil thee,

Lod. Wrench hisSword from him,

Jago. 1blced Sirbutnockill'd.

Othel, T amnotforry nerther, 11'd have thee live::
Forinmy {enfe, tis happinedleto die.

Led. Ob thou Oiheils, that was once fo good,
Falneinthe pradh.fe of a curfed Slaue,
What thallbe faide to thee.

Otb, Why anything ¢
An honcuruble Murderer,if youwills
For noughit 1 didin hate, but all in Honour.

Led This wretch hath pare confeft his Villany ¢
Did you and ke confent in Caffio’s death,

Oth. 1.

Caf. Deere Generall,I neuer gaue you caufe.

Oth. 1dobclecueir,and T aske your pardon :
Will you,I pray,demand chac demy-Dauell,

T be Tragedse of Othello

Why he hath thus enfnac’d my Soule and Body,

F4g.Demand me nothing: what you knew,youknow:;
From this cime forth, I neuer will fpeake wora,

Lod. What? not ro pray?

Gra. Torments will ope yourlips,

Oth. Well,thoudoft beft.

Led. Sir,

You fhali ynderftand what hath befalne, -
(Which,as 1zhinke;you know not) heereis a Letter
Found in the pocket of the flaine Rodorige,

And heere another, the one of them imports

The death of Caffis, to be vndertooke

By Roderigo.

Osh. O Villsine!

Caffio. Moft Heathenifh,and moft groffe,

Lod. Now,heeic’s anciher difcontented paper
Found in his pocke: too : and thisit feemes
Rodersgo meant t'hauc {ent this damaed villaine :

But that (belike) Jage in the interim
Came in, and fatisfi’d him.

Gth, Oh thou pernitious Caitiffe ;

How came you (Caffio) by that Handkeschiefe
That was my wiues ?

Caffie. 1found it inmy Chamber :

And he himfelfe confeft it but cuen now,
That there he diopt itfora {peciall purpofe,
Which wrought to his defire.

Oibel. O Foole,foole,foole!

Cafia. There is befides, in Rodorige's Letter,
How he vpbraides Jigo, thathe made him
Braueme vpon the Watch : wheteon it came
That I was caft : and cuen but now he fpaks
(Afcerlong feeming dead) lago burt him,
lage fet him on,

Lol. Youmuftforfake this roome,and go withys:
YourPower,and your Command is tsken off,

And ¢ affio rulesin Cyprus. Forihis Slaue,

If chere be any cunping Crueitie,

That can torment hiin much,and hold himlong,
1t fhall be his. You (hall clofc Prifoner reft,
Till thacthe Nawire of your fault be knowne
To the Venenan State, Come,bring away,

Oth, Softyou;a waid ortwo beforeyou goe :
T'haue done the State fome feruice, and they know't:
No more ofthar, Tprayyouinyour Letters,

When you fhall thele vnluckie deeds relate,
Spcake of me,as Tam. Nething extenuate,

Nor fer downe onghein malice.

Then muft you fpeake,

Of oncthatlou’d not wifely,but too well:
Ofone, not caily ealious, but being wroughe,
Perpiexed m the extreame . Otone, whofe hand
(Like thebaie Indean)chirew a Pearle away
Richer thenaii bns Trbe: Of one,whofe fubdu’d Eyes,
Albeit vin-vfed to the melting moode,

Drops teares as faft as the Arabian Trees

Thewr Medicinable gumme. Set youdowne this:
And fay befides, thacin Aieppo once,

Where a malignant, snd a Turbond-Turke
BeatcaVenetian, and traduc’d the Stace,

I tooke by ththroat the circumcifed Dogge,
And fmoace him, thus,

Lod, Ohbloody period.

Gra. Allthatis fpoke,is marr’d,

Oth. Ikift thee, ereIkill'd thee: No way but this,
Killing my felfe, to dyc ypona kiffe. Dyes

Caffio.
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Forhe was great of lreare
Lod. Oh'SpartonDogge: -
More fell then Anguifh, Hanger, or the Sea
Looke on the Tragicke Loading of thisbed :
Thisss thy worke : s ‘

Caf This did 1 feare, but thought he had no weapon:

339
Letit be hid, Coatimwo,keepe the houfe,
=3 ~{ And {eize ypon che Fastunes of the Muore,
| For they fucceede on you, To you,Lord Gouernor,
=%, § Remaines tb ¢Cenfureofthis belluth villaioe ;
_/7c}. The Time, the Place,the Tortese,ohinforee e :
- 71 My feife will ftraightabocrd,and to the Seate,

ooyt
Y

4

The Obied poyfons Siglit, Thishcauie A&, with heauie hearc relste, » Excsnts
SRt S Pe—
The Nlames of the Actors. Semators,
(: X a.y Montano, Gosernour of Cypras.
o Gentlemen of Cyprus.
Lodouico,and Gratiano, #uo Noble Venetranz,
o2 Thello, the Moore. Saylors.
Brabantio, Father to Defdemona. ;
! Clmae.
463 Catho, an Homonrable Licutenant.
Iago, a Villasne, Defdemona, wife to Othells. h
Rodorigo, agalld Gentleman, Amilia, wife to lago,
Duke cf Vence. Bianca, a Cartezan.
o - - - - M“
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