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Scena Prima.

orpiayr Ever tell me,] take it much vokindly
f3' That thou (Za70) who haft had my pusfe,
Asit§ Arings were thine,fhould't know of this.
Ja.But you'l not hearemac. [feuer | did dream

Offuch amatzer, abhorre me.

Rods. Thoutold'tt me,
Thou did't hold him in thy hate,

1ago, Defpife me A
IfI donot. Three Great-ones of the Cittie,
(In perfonall fuiteto make mehis Licutenant)
Off-capt to him: and by the faich of man
know my price, I 2m worth no worfle a place,
But he (as loning his owne pride,and purpofcs)
Euades them wich a bumbaft Circumitaace,
Horribly Gufft with Epichites of warre,

et

Non-fuites my Mediators. For certes, faies he,

1 haue already chofe my Officer. And what was he ?
For-footh,agreat Arithmatician,

Oue Adicbaek Caffis, a Floventine,

( A Fellow almoft damn’d in a faire Wife)

That neuer fecaSquadron in the Field,
Mor the devifion of a Batraile knowes

W herein the Tongued Confuls can propofe
AsMafterly as he. Mcerepratle (without pra&tife)
s all bis Souldierfhip. But he( Sir) had thele&ion;
And I( of whom his cies had feene che proofe

1
i e v - cattnd
{ At Rhodes, at Ciprus,and on others grounds

Chriften’d;and Heathen)muft be be-leed jand calm’d i
By Debitor,and Creditor, This Counter-calier,

0

He (in good timie) muf his Ljevtenant be,

FAna] ( bl

t Tolouethe Aosre?
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I foliow him,toierue my

v Wecannotallbe Maft

Je the marke) his Moorefhips Auntient.
Rod. By heaunen Irather would haue bin his hangman,
laga, \Why,t

*Tis the curficof Seruice:

Praf a colyo T erresr. and qf:r‘,\"t' ~

prererment goc.; Uy LCILEY,211d 2[1eC i(,n:

Andnot by old orzdation where each fecord

Stood Heire to'th’ficfk. Now Sir, beindge your fcife

? o o |

Whether Tinany ivfl terme am Affin’d

A
Cre 3 no reincdic,

Rod, T would notfallow him chen,
lagos. O Sircontent you.

tarne vpon him,

TRy

s o ea s

i In Complement externe, ’tis rio

' L
. Enter Eoz{ar:’ga;a;&:d lago. Cannot be truely follow'd, You fhall marke
.l Many a durious and knce-cr': oking knaue;
/ Roderizs. That (doting on his owne obfequiousbondage)
(.,

Weares out his time,much like his Maft ers 2 fle,
For naught but Prouender, & when he’s old Cafheer'd.
Whip me fuch honeft knaues, Othess there are

' Who trym’d in Formes,and vifages of Dutie,
Keepe yet vheir hearts attending on zhcmfelu:s,
And throwing but {howes of Seruice on their Lords
Doe well thriue by them.
And when they haue lin’d their Coates
Doe themfelues Homage, :

heft Fellowes haue fome foule,

Andfuchaene doI profefle my (elfe. For (Sir)
It is as fure as youare Redoriga,

| Were I the Moore,T would not be Jugs :

:
I
Infollowing him I follow but my felfe.
Heauen'is my Tudge,not 1 for loue and dutie,
But fecming fo, for my peculias end ;
For when my outward Aftion doth demonfirate
The natiue at, and figure of my heare
long atrer

But I will weare my heart vpon my {leeue
ForDawes topeckear ;T am not what I am.

Rod., What a fall Fortune do’sthe Thicks-lips owe
Ifhe can carry’c thus 2 !

fago. Callvp her Father
Rowfe him make afrer him,poyfon his delighe,
Proclaime him in the Streets. Incenfe ber kinfinen,
And though he in afertile Clymare dwell,

o~

Plague him w:th Flies:though that his loy be loy.
Yet throw fuch chauces of vexation on’s,
Asicmayleofe fome colour,
Rodo. Heere is her Fachers houfe, e call aloud,
Iago. Doegwith like timerousnccent,and dire yell,
As when (by Night and Ncgiigsnce) the Fire
Is {pied in populus Citties.
Rodo. What hea : Prabantis,Si ginor Brabastiohoa,
dago, Awake:what hoa,Brabantio: Theeues, Theeues,
Looke to your houfe,your daughter,and your Bags,
Theeues, Theenes,
Bra. Aboue., Whatis therealon of this terrible
Summons? What is the macter there ?
Rodo. Signiot is all your Familie within ?
Iago, Are your Daares lock'd 2
Bra. Why? Wherefore ask you this ?
lage. Sir,y‘are rab’d,for thame put on your Gowne,
our
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Your heart is burft, you haue loft halfe your foule
Euen now,now, very now,an old blacke Ram
Is tupping your white Ewe. Arife,arife,
Awake the fnorting Cittizens with the Beil,
Or elfe the cemli will o nake a Grand-fire of you,
ArifeI fa

byt
LHRT

Bra. W fvnulc: tyour wits ?

Rod.-Mo ”;f end Signior;doyou know my yoice?
Bra. ch'l’ what-are you?

Rod, Myname is Rodosigo.

Bra. The :ﬂ‘ﬁ*im welconie :

I haue charg’d thee nov o baunt about tmy docres:
in honefi plaine ,.nfrﬂ thow baft heard me fay,

Mme«D‘u erisnot for thee, And now inmadnefle
(Being full of Supper,and difiempring dravgbres)

Vpeon malitious knauverie, doft thovcome
To ftart my quiet.

Rod. Sit,Sir,Sir.

Bra. Buacchoumi fure,
My fpirits and my place bave intheir powitr
To make chis bitter to thee,

f\‘{na. Patience good Sir.

i
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Bra. Whattell’ P{ thou me of Robbing?
This is Venice: my houfeisnoca Grange

Rodo. Moft graue ‘_L"-’r'p:{:mm),
In h'npm and pure {oule, [ cometo you
Ia. Sir:youareone of thofe that will not ferué God,
if the deuill bid you. Becanfe we cometodo youferuice,
and you thinke we are Ruffians, Jyoule haue youdDaugh-
ter couer’d with a Barbary nor!:, you'le haue your Ne-
phewesneigh to you, you'le haue Courfers for Cozens ;
and Gennets for Germaines.
Bra.  What prophane wretch art thou?
Za. Tam one Sir,that comes to tell you,your Daugh-
tzr and the Moore,are making the Beaft with two backs,
Bra. Thou arc a Villaine,
lago. YouareaSenator,
Bra. Thisthou fhalt an{were. ] knowthee Rodarigo
1.441 Sir, I will anfwerc any thing. But I befeech yon
1t be yc" pleafure, and moft  wife con fent,
(Aspartly I findit 's)t[mtyour[ ire D.‘ugmcx,
At this odde Even and dull watch oth’ night
Tranfported with no worfenor betrer guard,
But with a knaue of common hire,a Gundelier,
To the groffe clalfpes of a Lafcimous Moore :
If this be knowne to you,and your Allowance,
We then haue done you bold,and faucie wrongs.
Butif you know not this,my Manuners tell me
We haue your wrong rebuke., Do not belc#ue
That from the {ence o fa | Ciuilitie,
Ithus would play and trifie with your Reuerence.
Your Ddl]”!’\[el (ifyou haue not giuen her leaue)
Ifay wame,ha‘h made a groffe reuoit,
Tym” her Duzie, Beautie, Wit,and Fortunes
Inan extrauagant,and wheeling Qti anget,
Of here,and cucy where : ﬂxaw e sm ¢ your felfc.
If fhe be in her Chamber,or your houfe,
Let loofe onme the iuﬁx:u. ofthe State
Eor thus ¢ deluding you.
Bra. Strikeonthe T inder,hoa:

This Fxc‘.al-:ﬂ* is not vnlike my dreame,
Beleefe of it oppreffes me alreadie.

ht. Exit,
I+ for I muftleaue you.

the <N oore of Venice.

I

Giue mrﬂ‘ﬁapcr.m lLvp allmy people, !

ot meete,nor wholefome to my place

As double as the

Tobe produéted, (qalflﬂay, Ifhall,)
Againftthe Moore, ForI do know the State,
(how euer this may gall him with fome checke) |
Cannot with fafetic caft-him. For he's embark’d ‘
Wich fuch loud reafon to EhCCVFK’U‘! Warr‘s,

(Which enen now ftands in Act)that for their foules
Another of his Fadome,they haue none,

To lead their Bufineffe. In which regard,

Though I do hate him as I do hell apines,

Yet,for neceffitie of prefent life,

I muft fhow out a Flag,and figne of Loue, '
(Winchis indeed but fi gne)that you {hal furely fin d him
Lead to the Sagitary the raifed Search:
And there willl be with him. So farewell,

e s

Curts
CXifal

Enter Byabantiowith Seruants and Torches.
Bra. 1tis too true an cuill. Gone the is, ]
And what’s to come of my delpifed time, \ i
. 4
Is f‘w“ht but bicternefle. Now Rodorige, l
Where didft thou fee her? (Ohvr n‘““pvﬂﬁlr‘ !

VVith the Moore faift thou? (Who would be a Father )
How did} thou know *twas ﬂ*“ {Oh fhe deceauesme
Paft thoughe:) what (aid fhe to you? Ger moe Tapers :
Raifeallmy Kindred. Arethey married thinke you?

Rodo. Trucly I thinke they sre.

Bra. Ob 1—1; uen:how gottheour ?
Oh treafen ot the bleod.
Fathers,trom hence truft not your Daughters minds
hy what you fee them a&, Istherenot Charmes,
By which the pre pertie of Y outh,and Maichooed
May be abus’d 9; aue you not read Rodorigo,
Of 1 wn\ei 1icht pw; ?

Ird. Yes Sir: L have indeed.

Call \'.'p -ny Brother : oh would youhad had her,

‘%omc one way,fome another. Doeyouknow
Where we may apprehend her,and the Moore 2

Rod. 1thinkeI can a:icmjcr him,ifyou pleafe
To get good Gi _.,a,h,c-.m’r go along with me,

Bra. Prayyouleadon. Ateuery houfeIlecall,
(I may command at mof)get Weapons (haa)
And xd.in‘o ne fpeciall Officers of mighe
On good & fodJrga I will deferue your paines.

Cs

Exennt.

5\

Scena Secunda.

Enter Othello,lago, Attendants, with Torches.

Ia, Though inthe trade of Warre 1 haue {laine men,
Yet doLboldit very fluffe o’th’confcience
To dono contrin’d Murder : 1lacke ]n'qmnc
S ometime to do me lcrmcc Nine,or teb times
[ hadthought t’have yerk’d him hczc vnder the Rikbes,
Othelio. *Tis better 2s it is.
lago. Nay but | heprate f
Amélpnh fuch lwru-,u tpro vokmg termes
Againftyour Honor,that with the little godlinefle I haue
1 (Ildf' l“i har i forbeare him. Bug !Fta}fy'ﬁu S“!a
Are you fat married ? Be affur’d o*mts,
That the Magnifico is much be lou'd,
And hath in his effe&  voice potentiall
kes : He will diuorce you,
hat reltraint or grecuance,

, W

Or put vpon yo
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The Law (with all his might ,to cnforccaton)

Will giue him Cable.

Otbel. Lethimdo his{pight;

My Seruices, which T haue done the Smnorxc

Shall out-tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know,

Which when J know thatboaﬂmn is an Honour,

1 (hall promu]ﬁatc I fetch my life and being,

From Men of Royall Seige. And my demerites

May fpeake (vnbo mcttcd)ro s proud a Fortune

As this that I haue reach’d. For know Jago,

But that I loue the gentle Defdemona,

I would not my vnhoufed free condition

Put into Circumfeription,and Confine, ,

For the Seas worth. But looke,what Lights come yond? {
|

Enter Caffio, with IUfCl’f!

Ingo. Thofe are the raifed Father,and his Friends
Youwere beft go in.

Othel, Not] : I muft be found.

My Parts, my Title,and my perfect Soule
Shall manifeft me rightly. Isitchey?
lTago. By Tanis, 1 chinke no.
Otbel. TieSeruants of the Dukes?
And my Liedtenaac?
The goodrlenc of the Night vpon you (Friends)
‘What is the Newes ?

Caffis. 'The Duke do’s greet you (Generall)
And he requires your lia l}c Poft-halte appearance,
Enenon the inftant.

()!rrr’ffd What is the matter,thinke you?

Caffis. Something from Cyprus,as I may diuvine s
It is a bufinefleof imr.c, heate, T h(‘ Gallics
Haue fent a dozen (equent Meffengers
This very night,at one anothers heeles ¢
And many of the Confuls,rais'd
Areat the Dukesalteady. You haue bin h(*dy call’'d for,
ur Lodging to be found,

and oiet,

When “""Q_"UI:(‘N‘
| The Senate hath fent about three feue rall Quefts,
o fearch yOou ouft,

Othel, *

"Tiswell T am four ‘fi i y you :
I will bot fpend a word here
t AD d goe with you, ;

€xzMe. ‘Avnciant,whatr makes he heere?

Zago. Faith;hetoni ghthathboarded a Land Carrad,
Ifit proue mwhm prize,he’: made for euer.

u@,lau [ donot vnd jerftand.

! ”}; He’s m:wc.d.

' 'j”}* TO \.»h

Iago. Marryto Come Captaine,will you go?

Ul of. Hane with you.

Ceffio. Hc.e come sanother Troope te fecke for you.

Enter 'L/)’ré‘ﬁmr:ia, Rodorige,with Officers,mmd Torehes,

Tago, 1tis'Brabantio:Generall beaduis’d,
Hecomes to bad intent.

Otbells. Holla, ftand chere,
Signior,it L the Mootre.

Bra Dcw ye-with him, Theefe.

Iage. You, Rodorigoc? One Sit,1 am for you.

Otbe, chnc vp your bright S wofds for the:dew will
ruft them. Good S!gmc t,you (hallimore command with
yeares, then with your Weapons.
~ Bra. Ohthoufoule Theefe, :
Where haftthou'ftow'd my Dalwi tey 2

Rodo.

Damn’dasthou act,thou ha@ enchaunted her

" For lle referre me to all thmgs o flenfe,
(1f (he in Chaines of Magick we trenot bmmd}
Whether a Maid, {o tender,Faire,and Happie,
So oppofite to Marriage,that fhe fhun'd
The wealchy curled Deareling of our Nation,
W ould euer haue (Cencurre a generall mocke)
Run from her Guardageto the footie bofome,
Of fuch a thing as thou: to feare,not to delighe ?
Iudge me the world, if 'tis not groﬂ“e in fcnfe
That thou hatt practis’d on her with foule Charmcs,
Abus’d her delicate Youth,with Drugs or Minerals
That weakens Motion. Ile haue'r difputed on,
"Tis probable,and palpable to thinking;
1 therefore apprebend and do attachthee,
For an abufer of the World, a practifer
Of Arts inhibited,and our of warrant;
Lay hold vpoa him, if he dorefift
Subdue him,at his perill.
Othe. Hold yourhands
Both you of myinclining,and the reft,
Were it my Cue to fight,I fhould haueknowne it
Without 1I’rc»mprer Whether will youthat I goe
To anfwete this.your charge?
Bra, To Prifon till fir time
Of Law,and courfe of diret Seflion
Call thee to anfwver.
Othe. What if do obey?
How may the Duke be therewith {atish’d,
Who& Meflengers are heere abour my fide,
Vpon fome prc.'cm bufineflc of the State,
Tobring me to him.
O}‘/wa ‘Tis true moft worthy Signior,
The Dukes in Counfell and your Noblefclfe,
1am f{ure is {ent for.
Bra, How ? The Duke in Counfell?
In this time of the night ¢ Bring him away;
Mine’s not an idle Caufe, The Duke himifelfe,
Orany of my Brothers of the State,
Cannot but fecle this wrong,as “rwere their owne :
Foriffuch Acions may haue paffage free,

Bond-flanes,and Pagans {hall our Statefmen be. Exeunt

B S g S —

Scena Tertia,

—

Enper Duke Senators,and Officers.
D #ke. There’sno compafition inthis Newes,
That giues them Credite,
1. Sens, Indeed,theyare dnpropomoned
My Letters fay,a Hundred and {enen Gallies.
Drke. And minea Hundred fortie.
3. Sena, Andmine two Hundred :
But though they jumpe not on a 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.
Drtke. Nay,it is poflible enough to iudgement
1 do not fo fecure me in the Error,
But the maine Article I de approue
In fearefull fenfe.
Saylor within. What hoa,what hoa, what hoa,
Enter Saylor.
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O‘r'"fer. Meﬂ'enom fromthe Gallies.
Dithe. Now ? What's the bufinee ?
Sailor. The Turkith Preparation makes for Rhodes,

|Sowas I bid report here to the State,
'Bj gﬁgnf(u AME[O.

Date, How {ay you by this change?
¥. Sen. This cannotbe
By no affay of reafon, "Tis a Pageant
To keepe viin falfe gaze, wh\,n we confider
Th'importancie ofC -yprus tothe Turke;
And let our {elues againe but vaderfland,
Thatas i £ more concernes the Turke then Rhedes,
So may he with more facile queRion beareiir,
For that it flands not in fuch Warrelike brace,
But altogcm,r- ackesth’abilitie
That Rhodes is drefs’d in. If we make thought of this,
We muft not thinke the Turke is fo vaskillfull,
To leave that late®,which concernes him fisfz,
Neglefting an attempt of eale,and gaine
To wake,and wage a danger proficle(e.
Duke, Nay,in all confidence he’snot for Rhodes.
Officer. Hereis more Newes.

Enter a Meffenger.

Meffen. The Ottamires,Reueren’d,and Gracious
Steering with due courfe roward the Ile of Rhodes,
Haue there ininyn:ed them with an after Flecte,

1. Sen. 1,fo Ithought: how many,ssyou gueffe?
Mf/]' Of thirtie Saile :and now they do re-ftem
Their backward courfe, bearing with frank appearance
Their purpotccmwasd (,ypruw. ignior Montano,

Your truftic and moft Valiant Seruitour,

With his free dutie,recommends youthus,
And prayes you to belecue him.
Du#ke. *Tis certaine then for Cyprus :
Marcus Luccicos isnot he in Towne ¢
1. Sen. He's now inFlorence.
Dake. Write from vs,
To him,Poft Poft-hafte difpatch,
1. Sen. Here comes Brabantio,and the Valiant Moore,

Enter Brabastio, Othello,Caffio, Iago,Rodorigo,
and Officers,

Duke, Valiant Othello,we puft fir aight employ
Againft che generall Enemy Otromran,
1 dld not fee you : we elcomeg ;cmlc Smuim',
Welack’t your Counfaile,and your helpe to nig
Bra. So didI yours : -Good your Grace pmdur, me.
Neither my placc hor ought 1 heard of bufinefle
Hath rais’d me from my bed nor doth the generall care
Takehold on me. For my pﬁrt icular griefe
Is of fo Alood- gace, ,and ore-besring Nmzrc
That it engnuts sid fwallower ther forrowes,
And icis Qill ic felfe,
Duke. Why? What's the matter ?
Bra. My Dnughzm: oh my Daughter |
Sen. Dead
KEra. 1, tome.
She is abus’d,(olne from me,and corrupted
By Spels,and Medicines,bought of Mountebanks;
For Nature,fo prepofiroufly to erre,
(Being not deficiens,blind,or lame of fenft,)
Sans witch-craft could not:
" Duke, Who ere he be,that in this foule proceeding
Hath thus beguil’d your Daugh:cr ofherfelfe,

r\LsI

the <M ocreof Venice.
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- And you 1 of her; the bloodic Booke of la
You fhall your felfe read,inthe bmerlcrter
Aftcryour owne fenfe : yea,though our proper Sen
Stood in your Action.
Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace,
Here is the man; this Moore,whom now it feemes
Y our {peciall Mandatc,ﬁ)r the Stare affaires
Hath hither brought.
Al We are vesieforry for’t,
Dake, What in yonr owne pare,can you {ay tothis?
Bra. Nothing, butthisisfo.
Othe. Moft Potent,Graue,and Reueren’d Signiors,
My very Noble, and approw’d good Mafters;
That I haue tane away this old mans Daughter,
Tt ismoft true : true § have married her;
The verie head,and front of my Oﬂ'cndm“,
Hath this extent; nomore. Rude am I,in my fpeech,
And little blefs'd with the foft phrafe of Peace;
For fince thefe Armes of mine,had {euen yeares pith,
Till now fome nine Moones wafted,they haue vs'd-
Their decreft a&tion,in the Tented i‘lcid
And little of this great world can I fpeake,
More then pertaines o Feats of Broiles,and Bautaile,
And therefore little fhall I grace my cavde,
In fpeaking for my felfe. Yer,(by your gratious patience)
 willaround vrevarnif’d vTale deliver,
Of my whole cousfe of Loue.!
What Diugges,what Charmes,
What Coninration,and what mighty Magicke,
(Forfuch proceeding  am charg’d wichall)
I won his Daugheer.
Bra. A Maiden,neuer bold:
Of Spirie fo @il and quict,that her Motion
Bluth’d ac her felfe,and (he,in fpight of Nnure,
Of Yeares,of Cm,nu ,Credite,euery thing
Tofallin Louc with w hat fhe feard vo laoke on;
leis a mdgrmanr main’d,and moft imperfed.
That will confefle Perfeétion fo could erre
Againt all roles of Nature,and muft bz driuen
' To find out pradtifes of cunning hell
Why this fhould be. I therefore vouch againe,
Thar with fome Mixtures,powrefull o're the blood,
Ot with fome Dram,(coniur’d to this effeét)
He wtought vp on her.
To vouch this,isno proofe,
Without more wider,and more over Teft
Then thefe thinhabizs,and poore likely-hoods
Of moderne feeming,do prefer againft him,
Sen, But Othello,fpeake,
Did youjby indireét,and forced courfes
Subdue,and povfm this yong Maidesaffe@ions?
Or came it by requeft,and fuch faire quefhcn* .
Asfoule,to foule affordeth 2 ?
Othel, 1do befeech you,
Send for the Lady to the Saguary.
And let her fpeake of me beforeher Father;
If you do finde me foule,in herreport,
The Truft,the Office,I do hold of you,
Not one ly take away, butlet your Sentence |
Euen fall vpon my life. :
Duke. Ferch Defdemonahither.
Otrhe. Aunciant,conduét them:
Youbeft know the plauc,
Ard el fhe come,as eruely as to heauen,
1 do confefle the vices of my blood,
k Soiuftly to your Graue eares,Ile prefent

How




| Wherein of Antars vaft,and Defar

A——— — - 2

How I did thrine in this faire Ladies loue,
And fhe in mipe,

Duke. Say it Othello. :

Othe, Her Father lou’d me,oft inuited me:
Stilk queftion’d methe Storic of my life,
Fromyeare to yeare: the Battsile,Sieges,Fortune,
Thar I haue paft,

I ranitthrough, euen from my boyilh daies,
Toth’very moment that lie bad merell it.
Wherein I {poke ofimof difaltrous chances ;
Of mouing Acciden:s by Flood and Field,
Of haire-breadth fcapes i'thimminent deadlybreach;
Ofbeing taken by the Infolent Foe,

And fold to flavery. Ofmy redemption thence,

And portance in my Traucllours hiftorie.

s idle,

Rough Quarries,Rocks,Hills,whofe head touch heauen,
It was my hint to fpeake. Such was my Procefle,

And of the Canibals chat each others eate,

The /fi:t:'apcﬂmgm: and men whefe heads

Grew benzath their thoulders. Thefe things to heare,
W ould Defdemona {erioufly incline :

But {tll the houfe Affaires would draw her hence ;
Which euer as fhe could with hafte difparch,

She'l'd come againe; and with a greedic eare

Deuoure vp my difcourfe. Which I obferuing,

Tooke once a pliant houre,and found good meanes
Todraw from liera prayer of earneft heart,

That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate,

Whereof by parcels (he had fomething heard,

But not inflin¢tively : 1 did confent,

And often did beguile her of her teares,

WhenI did (peake of fome diftreflefull roke

That my youth fuffer’d : My Storie being done,

She gaue me formy paines a world of kifles:

She fworein faith twas Grange :‘twas paffing firange,
"Twas pittifull : ‘twas wondrous pictifall,

She with'd (he had not heard it yet fhe wifh'd

That Heauen had made her fuch a man. She thank’d me,
And bad me,iff had 2 Friend that low’d her,

I{hould bt teach him how to tell my Story,

And that would wooe her. Vpon this hint I fpake,
She louw’d meforthe dangers I had paft,

AndIlou'd herythat the did pitty them.

This onely is the witch-craft I haue vs'd.

Here comes the Ladie : Let her witnefie i,

Enter Defdemona,faco Attendants.
344£0,

Duke. 1cthinke chistale would win my Daughter too,

Good Brabantio;take vp this mangled matterac the beft:

{Men dotheir broken Weapons rather vie,

Then their bare hands.

Bra. 1 prayyouheare her (peake?
If fhe confefic cthat {he was halfethe wooer,
Deftruction on my head,if my bad blame
Light on the man. Come hither gentle Miftris,
Do youperceivein all this Noble Companie,
Where moft you ows obedience?

D¢f. My NobleFather,
I do perceive hieere a dinided dutie.

i Toyou [ am bound for life,and education:

My life and education both do learne me,

How torefpeétyou. You srethe Lord of duty,

1am hitherto your Daugheer. But heere’s my Husband;
Andfomuch dutie,as my Mocher thew’d

The Tragedie of Otbells.~
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| To you,preferring you before her Father s
Somuch I challenge,that Imay profeffe
i Due to the Moore iy Lord.
| Bra. God bewith you : I haue done.
| Pleafe it your Grace,on to the State Affaires;
[ had rather to adopra Child,then ger it.
Come hither Moore;
I here do giue thee that'wich all my heare,
Which but thou haft already,with all my heart
I would keepe from thee. For your fake (Iewell)
Tam glad at foule,I haue no other Child
For thy efcape would teach me Tirranie
Tohang clogges on them, I haue done my Lord.
Dwuke. Levme fpeake like your felfe:
And-lay aSentence,
Which as a grife,or ftep may helpe thefe Louers,
When remedies are paft, the griefes are ended
By fecing the worft,which late on hopes depended.
Tomourne a Mifcheefe thatis paftand gon,
Is the next way to draw new mifchiefe on,
What cannotbe prefern’d,when Fortune takes :
Patience ,her Iniury a mock’xy makes.,
The rob'd chat fmiles,fteales fomerhing from the Thiefe,
He robs himfelfe,that (pends a boorteleffe griefe.
Bra, Soletthe Turke of Cyprus vs beguile,
Weloofe itnot fo long as we can fmile :
Hebeares the Sentence well,that nothing beares,
Butthe free comfore which from thence he heares,
But he beares both the Sentence,and the forrow,
That to pay griefe,muft of poore Patience borrew.
Thefe Sentences,to Sugar,or to Gall,
Being (trong on both fides, are Equiuocall,
Buc words are words, I neuer yet did heare :f
That the bruized hearr was pierc’d through the eares.
i humbly befeech you proceed to th’ Aftaires of State.
Duke. The Turke witha meft mighty Preparation
makes for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the place is
befl knowne to you. Andthough we haue there a Subi-
tute of moft allowed fifficiencie; yet opinion, a more
foueraigne Miftris of Effeéts, throwes 2 more fafer
voice on you : you muft therefore be content to {lubber
the gloffe of your new Fortunes, with this more fub-
borne,and boyftrous expeditian.
O:be. The Tirant Cuftome moft Graue Senators 1
Hsth madeche flinty and Stgele Coach of Warre
My thrice-driuen bed o fDowne, Ido agoize
A Naturall and prompe Alacartie,
1 finde inhardneffe : and do vndertake
This prefent Warres again(t che Otzamites.
yous State,

bt i =

Moft humbly therefore bending to
I craue fit difpofition for my Wife,
Duereference of Place,and Exhibition,
With fuch Accomodarion and befort
As leuels with her breeding,
Dauke. Why at her Fathers?
Bra. 1will not haue it fo,
Othe. Norl1.
Def: Nor would T theresecide,
To puc my Father in impatient thoughes
By being in his eye. Moft Greaious Duke,
To my vnfolding, lend your profperous eare,
And let me finde a Charter in your voice
Taffift my fimplenefie.
Dake. What would you Defdemona?
Def. ThatIloue the Moore,to Jiue with him,
| My downe-righ violence,and ftormne of Forcunes,
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May trumpet to the world. My heart's ; (ubdu’d

Euen to the very qualiry of my Lord;

I faw Othello’s viiage in his mind,

And to his Honaurs and his valiang pares,

Did I my fouleand Fo"-'” s confec

So that (deere Lords)it1 be Jeft

A Moth of Peaceand he

The Rires tor why I loue f"'-'") ar

And Ia heade interim hall {upp

By his deere abfence .
Otbe. Letherl haue your voice.

Vouch with me Heauven, T ‘.“"'c:-,““

To Pxﬁdl\‘.’rii"-i.‘ pallate of m vy A npcmc:

Nor to compiy with heatrhe yo

In my defunét

But to befree, n.nd bounteousto her minde:

And Heauven defend your good fonles rhat you thinke

I will your ferious and great bafinefle fcant

When the is withme, N whenlight wing'd Toyes

Of feacher’d Cupid,feele with wanton d mmzic

My fpeculative,and offic uI-»ﬂr'm‘"n' :

That my Difp

TLE COTTupt, 3 1d taint my bufinefle :
LetHoul \.'v"dJLs,“ make a Skillet of my Helme,

And all indignz,and baf; 1 '
Make head

Letn

,and proper f{atisf:

againf} 1

| 25 e 4 3
s arian
.l..ﬂ 1ation.
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I,),»:v.«f:g Beit as you {hal | privately determine,
Eithq for her ftay,or go ing : th 'Affaire cries hafls
A[‘.t”"‘;\w.‘ﬂ'!l 11(.["’% 1€, l

Sesz. Youmuftaw

Orhe. With

Duke. Atmne i’th
Othello leaue

e fome OfF

And be inall eur f(.,u i

And fuchthingse

As dnt

0 o ~ .

rhes Hezzcgr ur Grace,my Ancient,

A man 'm is of honefty and truft :

To

iffion ‘ormc’ to
I{e of qualitie and
', AmPL.w Y Oul,

you:

his conueyance la
With what elfe needfull,your gocd Grac
To be {ent after me,

Dike. Letitbefo
Good night to euery one. And Noble Signior
If Vertue no delighted Beautic lacke,

Your Son-in.law is farre more Faire then Blacke.

fhigne my wife,

v

e fhall think

Sen, Adiev brave Moore,vie Defdemona well.

Bra. Looketoher(Moore)ifthou haft cies to fee:
Chia Late - a3 1 &
She ha's deceiu’d her Farher.and may thee, Exit,

) A 1° & o 1 c
Othe. My life vpnn herfaith. Heneft /4go,

\4}’ ch,mm; muft I lcaueto thee = 3

rychee let thy wife attend on ber,
]
]

ISP

ring them after inthe beft ad 'l’\t‘t age,
Come lJ[flcmffJ 1 have butran houre
Of Loue,of wordly master, and direGion
To{pend with thee, We muft obey the thetime, Exit,
1' 3070,
W hat faift chou Noble heart?
What will I do,think’ft thou ?
Iago. Why goto bed and {leepe.
Rod. 1willincontinently drowne niy felfi
Tago. 1f [hCulu) ft, ;.s.‘zl:mum loue [hCC after,
thou illy Gentleman »
Rod, lth fillyneffe to live, , when to lineis torment :
snd then haue wea prefcription to dye, when deathis

)
,(?17&'91
Irﬂl?'d‘.

]’m’
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lago. Ohvillanous : I haue look’d vpon the world

|

for foure times feuen yeares,and fince [ could diftinguith

f
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_ him,

R

betwixt a Benefic,and an Iniurie : i never found man that
knew how to loue himfelfe, Ere I would fay, I wouid
drowne my {elfe for the loue ofa Gynney Hen,I would
change my Humanity with a Baboone.

RaJ What thould I do ? I confefle it is my fhame
to be fo fond,but it is not in my vertut to amend it,

Iago. Vertne? A figge, *tisin our felues that weare
thus,ot thus, Qur Bodies are our Gardens, to the which,
our Willsare Gardiners., Sothatifiwe will plant I\eca
tels, or fowe Lectice ; Sct Hifope, and we cede vp Time:
Supplic it with one gender of Hearbes,or diftraétic with
many : either to haue it fterrill wich idlenefle, or manu-
red with houﬁru:v. hy Lkepchr,mm Corrigeable au-
thoritie of this lies in our \ ills. Ifthe braineo Lcur!mm
had not one Scale of Reafon, to poize another of Seniu=

alitie, the blood, and bafenefie ofour Natures wounld

comm& vs to moft prepofltrous Conclufions, Bur we
haueReafonte coole our raging Motions, our carnall
Stings,or vobitred Lufts : whereof I take this,that you
call Loue,to be i Selt,or Seyen.

Rod. It cannochbe,

lage. Izis meerly a Luft of the blo ood, 'mr"spcxm;[fon
ofthe ml‘ Come, hcaL 1an: drowne thy {elte? Drown
Cars,and blind Puppies. 1 baae Ewmtitt‘!" thy Friend,
and lromri’,: me knit to thy d deferuir ‘-g '
perdurable roughinefle. [ could neuer beteer fleed thee
then now. Puc 'vh.my in thy : foilow thou the
Warres cc‘fmte thy favour, \‘mh an viurp’d Beard, Ifay
put Moncy i 1y purfe.It cannotbe lang ihat Defaemona
fhould continue her Jove to the M 1"\ t Money in
ths] purfe: nor he his to her. It wasa violent:Commence- |
ment in her, andchou fhalt fee an anf{werable ‘Sé-ci'ﬂ"ul
{tration, put but Money in t.,y pum, Thele Moores |
are Li\amgf’ablc in their wils : Al thy pmle with Money.
The Food that to him now‘isas lufhious as Locufls,
{halbe 1o him (hortly, as bitter as Coloquintida, She
muft change for youth : when fhe isfated withhisbedy
{he will Emﬂ the errors of her Lls"’)l ce. Therefore,put Mo-
ney in thy purfe. Ifchouwile needs damne thy feh‘}:, do
it a more delicate wa y then d;ow'n*‘ﬂ. Make allthe Mo-
ney thou canft :1f S ‘né\,urnt‘.\:¢;<.1~f a fraile vow, be-
ewixt an erting Barbarian, and fuper-fubtle Venerian be
not too hard f(';rmy wits ;and all the Tribeofhell, thou
{halt eniey her: theret o;cmui{r Money : a pox of drows
ning thy felle,itis cleane ourofiche way., Seckethoura-
ther to be h:mg d in k,udua{TI.J thy iey, then to be
dro,.n d,and go without ber,

e ——— SR .
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Rodo. Wil tthou be fuft to m] opes, 1t I depend on
the iflue?
Iago. Thowarefure of me: Co make Meney : I haue

tOldEHr‘C"r’kr_‘{! and I re-tell thee againe, aud\_agv.ne, |
hatethe Moore, i My caufe is hearred; thine hathno leffe
reafon. Letvsbe coniunétive in our reuenge, agamﬂ
Ifthou canft Cuckeld him,, thou doft thy felfe a
pleafure {port. There are many Euents in "::L
V’-/mnbr of T 'mx.jml ich wilbe deliuered. Traver(e, go,
prou ride th f“’io .. We will haue more of this
row. Ameh. ;

chi Where (hallwe dieete £th morning ?

Lz(m At my Lod ging.

}(ra’ Tle be with chee betimes.

Iago. Gotoejfarewell, Do youheare Rodoriga?

Rod, 1lefell zllmy Land.

Ingo, Thusdo I euer makemy Foole,my purfe
For [mmr owne nﬂn d L‘!mwl d 6 f}—! thi PEOP%‘"‘ e
I1fIwould time ui»‘“sd with fu h Snpe,

e, me a

Lo mor=
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| . 316 The Tragedie of Othello ’

Byt for my Sport,and Profic : T hate the Moore, [ For I hawelerv’d him,and the man commands

Andit is thought abroad, that ‘twixe my theets k Likea full Soldier. Let’sto the Sea-fide (hoa) !
She ha's done my Office. Iknow notif’t be true, | Aswell to fee the Veflell that’s come in, "
But I, for meere fufpition in that kinde, As to throw-out otr eyes for braue Orhele,

Will do, as if for Surety. He holds me well, Euentill we make the Maine, and th’Eriall blew,

The becter fhall my purpofe worke on him ; An indiftin& regard.

Caffio’s a proper man: Let me fee now, Gent. Come,let’s do fo;

To et his Place, and to plume vp my will For euery Minute is expeétancie $

In double Knauery. How? How? Let's fee. Of more Arriuancie.

Afrer fome time, to abufe Othello’s eares, , '

That heis too familiar with his wife ; Enter Caffio.

He hatha perfon, and a fmooth difpofe Caffi. Thankes you, the valiant of the warlike Ifle,
Tobe fuipe&ted : fram’d to make women falfe. That o approoue the Moore: Oh let the Heauens

The Moore is ot a free,and open Nature, Giue him defence againft the Elements,

That thinkes men honeft, that but feeme to be {o,

For I haue lot himon a dangerous Sea,
Mon, Ishe well ﬂﬂp'd?

Caffio. His Barke is floutly Timber'd,and his Pylot

And will as tenderly be lead by’th’Nofe
As Affes are :

I haue’t 1 it is engendred : Hell, and Nighe, Of verie expert, and approw’d Allowance;
Muft bring this monftrous Birth, to the worlds light. Therefore my hope’s (not furfetted to death)
Stand in bold Cure.
A e (T = Within. A Saile, aSaile, a Saile,
e A . Caffio., What noifle ?
KL[MI SL’C‘HHJIU. dcena Tﬂmﬂ- Gent. The Towne is empty ; on the brow o'th'Sea
) e T Stand rankes of People,and they cry,aSaile,
Caffio. My hopes do fhape him for the Gouerneor.
Enter Montans and two Gentlemen, Gent. They do difcharge their Shot of Courtefic,
Our Friends, at leaft.
Mon, What from the Cape, can you difcerne ar Sea? (#ffia. 1pray you Sir, go forth,
3.Gent. Nothing acall, itis ahigh wrought Flood: And gie vs trach who 'tis thac is arrin’d.
I cannot’twixt the Heauen, and the Maine, Gent, 1f(hall, Exit.
Defcry aSaile, Mon, But good Lieutenant, is your Generall wiv’d?
Mon. Me thinks,the wind hath fpoke aloud at Land, Ceffie. Mot fortunately : he hath atchien’d 2 Maid
¢ A fuller blaft ne're (hooke our Battlements : That paragons defcription, and wilde Fame :
Ific hath rufhiand fo vpon the Sea, One that excels the quirkes of Blazoning pens,
What ribbes of Oake, when Mountaines melt onthem, And in th'effentiall Vefture of Creation,
Can hold the Morties. What fhall we heare ofthis? Do’s tyreche Ingeniver,
2 A Segregation of the Turki(h Fleet : Euter Gentleman,
For do but ftand vpon the Foaming Shore, { How new? Who ha’s putin?
The chidden Billow {eemes to peltthe Clowds, |  Gene. "Tis oneJago, Auncient to the Generall.
The wjnde—ﬁ’mk’d-Surge, with high & monftrous Maine Caffio, Ha’s had moft fauourable,and happie fperd . |
Seemes to caft water on the burning Beare, Tempefls themf(elues, high Seas, and nowling windes,
And quench the Guards of th’cuer-fixed Pole: The gutter'd-Rockes,and Congregated Sands,
1 neuer did like mollefation view Traitors enfteep’d, to enclogge the guiltlefle Keele,
On the enchafed Flood, ‘ As hauingfence of Beautie, do omit
Afen; “Hthat the Turkifh Fleete Their mortall Natures letting go fafely by
Be norenfhelter’d,and embay’d, they are drown'd, ' | The Diuine Defdemona,
Itis impoﬂialc to bear¢ it our. Mon, What is fhe ? |
Caffio.  She thar I fpake of : |
Enter a Gentleman. Our great Caprains Captaine, |
2 Newes Laddes : our warres are done : I.eft in the condu& of the bold Lago, |
The defperate Tempelt hath fo bang’d the Turkes, Whofe footi‘ng heereanticipates our thoughts,
That their defignement hales. A Noble fhip of Venice, A Senights {peed. Great joue, Orbells guard,
Hath feene a grecuous wracke and fufferance And {well bis Saile wich thine owne powrefull breath,
On molt part of their Fleet, ) That he may blefe this Bay with histall Ship,
Mo#. How? Isthistrue 2 Make Ioues quicke pantsin Dfﬁicmc:mef Armes,
3 TheShipisheere putin: A Perenneffu,Michael Caffio Giue renew’d fire to our extinéted Spirits,
Lieutenant to the warlike Moore, Othells, !
Is came on Shore . the Moore himf{elfe at Sea, Enter Defdemona, Ingo, Rodorigo,and e Emilia,
And is 1n full Commiffion heere for Cyprus. ' Ohbehold,
Mow. 1amglad on’c ¢ The Riches of the Ship is come on {hore : !
'Tis a worthy Gouernoiir. 7 You men of Cyprus, les her haue your knecs, ‘
3 But this fame Caffis, though hefpeake of comfort, | Haile tothee Ladie : and the grace of Heauen, |
Touching the Turkilh loffe, yet he lookes fadly, Before, behinde thee, and on euery hand
And praye’ the Moore be fafe ; for they wereparted | Enwheele theeround.
With fowle and violent Tempeft. - k Def. 1thanke you, Valiant Caffio,
Mon. Pray Heauefis hebe: : What tydings can you tell ofmy Lord?

(’ﬂﬁa.
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' Caf. He'is nouyer arriw’d, hor know J oughe
But that he’s well,and will be thorely heere,
‘“Def, Oh,but'Ifeare : 3
How loft you company ?
- Caffio. The great Contention of Sea, and Skies
Parted our fellowfhip. But heatke,a Saile. '
Fithin, A Saile,a Saijle”
Gent. They giue this greeting to the Cittadell :
This likewife is aFriend.
Caffio. Seeforthe Newes:
Good Ancient,you are welcomre, Welcome Miftris :
Let it not gaulé your patietice (good Jago)
Thac I excend my Manners. “Tis my biceding,
That giues me thisbold thew of Curiefie.
Tgo. Sir,would fhe giue you fomuch ofher lippes,
As of her tongue fhe oft beftowes onme,
You would haue enough,
Def. Alas :'fhe ha’sno fpeech.
Izge, Infaith too much:
I findeic Rill,when I haue leave to fleepe.
Marry before your Ladythip,I grant,
She puts het tonguealitle inher hearey
And chides with thinking.
e£wil, Youhaue little caufeto (ay fo.
lago. Comeon, come en:you are Pictures out of
doore: Bellsin'your Parlours : Wilde-Cats in yous Kit-
chens :Saintsin your Iniuries: Diuels being offended :
Players in your Hulwiferie, and Hufwiues in your
Beds.
Def. Ol fie vponthee,Slanderer.
fago. Nay,itistrue:orelleI ama Turke,
You rifeto play,and go to bed to worke.
eLmil. You fhall not write my praife.
Jage, No,let me not.
Defde. Whatwould® write of me,if thou fhould'ft
praife me?
lag0. Oh,gentle Lady,do not put me too.t,
ForIamnothing, ifnot Criticall,
Def. Come on, affay.
There’s one gone to the Har bour?
Jage. I Madam.
Def. 1amnot merry : but I dobeguile
The thing I am,by feeming otherwife,
Come;how would'ft thou praife me ?
Iage. 1am about it,buc indeed my inuention comes

out Brainesand all,’ But wy Mufe labours, ard thus (he
is deliver’d,
Iffbe be faire, and wifé:fairenc(fe. and wit,,
The ones for vfe, the other vfeth 1.
Def. Well prais'd:
How if fhebe Blacke and Wity ?
dago. Ifjbebe blacke andthereto haue a wi,
She'le find awhitethat fball ber blackue[fe fit.

Def. Worfe,and worle.

v£mil, HowifFaire and Foolith 2

Iago. She nener yet was foolill that was faire,

For enen her folly belpt ber to an beire,

Defde. Thefe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fooles
laugh v'th’Alchoufe, What miferable praife haftthou
forher chat’s Foule,and Foolifh.

Tago. There s none fofesle andfoolifb thereunto,

Bist do’s forle pranks which faire,and wife-ones do.

Defde. Ohheauy ignorance: thou prai{eft the worft

be®t. But what praife could’f thou beflow on a defer-

-l

from my pate, as Birdlyme do’s from Freeze,it pluckes *

luing womanindeed ? One, thatin the authosithy of her |

merit, did jullly put on the vouch of very malice i*
felfe. '

Tago. She that was euer fasre and neser prowd,
Had Tongue as will jand yet was newer lowd :
Neser lackt Gold and yer went newer Z4)s i 5
Fled from her wifly .and yet (aidnow I may.
She that éez‘ng angred ber rewenge being nic, - .
Zadber wrong ftay and ber defpleafisre flie :

She that iz wifedome nester was fofraile, .
Tochange the Cods-headfor the Salmons taile : =
She that conld thinke and new'r difelofe ber mindy
See Suitors following and not locke bebind:
She was awight,(ifeuer fuch wightes were)

Def. To do what ?

Jago, Tofuckle Fooles and chronicle (mall Becre.

Defde. Ohmoft lameand impotent conclifion, Do
not learne of hime£milliz, thoughhe bethy husband.
How {ay you (Caffis) is he not a moft prophane,and li-
berall Counfailor ?

Caffio. He fpeakes home ( Madam) youmay rellith
him more in the Souldier,then in the Scholler,

Iago. He takesherby the palme : I, well faid, whif-
per. Withaslittlea web as this, willI enfnareas great
aFly as Caffio, 1{mile vpon ber, do: I'will giue thee
in thine owne Courtfhip, Youfay true, ’tis foindeed,
Iffuch tricks as thefe firip you our of your Licutenan-
trie,ithad beene betrer you had not kifs’d yourthree fin-
gers fo oft,which now againe you are moft apt to play
the Sir,in. Very good : wellki{s’d, and exceilent Cure-
fie : ‘tis fo indeed. Yer againe, your fingers to your
lippes 7 Would they were Clufter-pipes for your
fake. ‘

The Moore Tknow his Trumpet.

Caffio, "Tistruely fo.

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

Caffio. Loe,wherehe comes.

Enter Othello,and Attendants.

Oth. O,my faire Warriour.
Def. My deere Othello.
Othe. Tv giues me wonder great,as my contents
To fze you heere before me.
Oh wy Soules oy :
If afier evesy Tempeft,come fuch Calmes,
May the windes blowtill they haue waken’d death :
And letthe labouring Barke climbe hills of Seas
Olympus high : and duck againe as low,
As hell’s from Heauen. Ifit were now to dye,
"Twerenow to be mofthappy. For Ifeare,
My Soule hath her content {o abfolute,
That notanother comfort like to this,
Succeedes in ynknowne Fate.
Def, The Heauens forbid
But that our Lones
And Comforts fhould encreafe
Euep as cur dayes do grow.
Othe. Amento rhat ({weet Powers)
I'cannot fpeake enough of this content,
It ftoppes meheere:: it is too much of ioy,
And this,and this the greateft difcordsbe
That ere our hearts (hall make.
lsgo, Oh yonare well tun’dnow : But Ile féx downe
the peggs that: makethis Muficke,as honeft as I am,
te Othe. |
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Orize, Come : let vs to the Caftle.
Newes (Fricads) our Warres are done
The Turkes are drown’d.

How do’s my old Acquaintance of this Ifle?
(Hony)you fhallbe well defird in Cyprus,
1 baue found great lonc among'tt them, Oh my Sweet,
I prattle out ot fafhion,and I doate
Inmine ewne comforts. Iprythee,good Jago,
Go to the Bay,and difimbarke my Coffers:
Bring thou the Mafter tathe Cittadell ,
Heisa good one,and his worthyneffe
Do's challenge much sefpect. Come Defiensona,
{ Once more well met at Cyprus,
Exit Othello and Defdemona.

Jago. Do thou meet me prefently at the Harbour.
Come chither,ifthou be'lt Valiant,(as they fey bafe men
being in Loue, haue then a Nobilitie in their Natures,
more then is natiue to them) lit-me; the Licutenant to
night watches onthe Court of Guard. Fn(’:,.i muit tell
thee this : Defdemona,is dice&ly in loue with him.

Rod, With him ? Why, 'tis not poflible. :

Iago. Lay thy finger thus: and let thy foule be in-
ftruéted. Marke me with what vielence fhe hrft lov'd
the Moore,but for bragging, and telling her Fantai}ic:\ll
lies. Tolouehim fill for prating, let not thy difereet
heart thinke it. Hereye mult be fed. And what delight
{hall fhe hauneto looke on the diuell? When the Blood
is made dull with the A& of Sport, there {houldbe a
game to enflame it,and to giue Satiery a freth apprtite.
Louelinefle in fauour, fimpathy in yeares, Manners,
and Beauties : all which the Moore is defectiue in. Now
for want of thefe requir'd Conueniences, her delicate
tendernefe wil finde it {elfe abus’d, begin to heaue the,
gorge,difrellith and abhorre the Moore,very Nature wil
inftru@ her init,and compell her to fome {fecond choice.
Now.Sir, this granted (as itisamolt pregnant and vn-
forc’d pofition) who Rands fo eminent in the degree of
this Forune, as Caffizdo’s : a knaue very voluble:no
further confcionable,then in putting on the meere forme
of Ciuill,and Humaine feeming, for the becter compafle
ofhis falt,and moft hidden loo(e Affection? Why none,
why none: A {lipper, and fubtle knaue, 2 finder of occa-
fion : that he’s an eye can flampe, and counterfeit Ad-
nantages,though true Adeantage ncaer prefentic felfe.
A diuelith knaue:befides,the kaaue is handfome,young :
and hath all thofe requifites in him, thatfolly and greene
mindes looke after. A peftilent compleat knaue,and the
woman hath found him alzeady.

Rodo, I cannot beleeue that inher, fhe’s full of moft
blefs’d condition. _

Iago. Blefs'd figges-end . The Wine {he drinkes is
made of grapes. Ififhee had beene blefs’d, fhee would
neuer haue low’d the Moore:Blefs’d pudding. Didft thou
not {ee her paddle with the palme of his hand 2 Didft not
marke that?

Rad. Yes,that I did: bur that was but cureefie,

Iago, Leacherieby thishand:anIndex, and obfcure
pfoiggu: tothe Hiftory of Luft and foule Thoughts.
They met fo neere with their lippes, that their breaches
embrac’d together. Villanous thoughts Radorige, when
thefe mutabilities fo marthall the way, hard at hand
comes the Mafter, and maine excrcife, th’incotporate
conclufion : Pith. ButSir, beyou rul’d by me. I haue
brought you from Venice. Watch you to nighe : for
the Command, Tle lay’c vpon you. Caffio knowesyou
not: Henot be farre fromyou. Do you finde fome oc-

The T?dggiie of Othello

* Euenro madneffe. *Tisheere : butyer confus'd,

cafion to anger Caffio, cither by fpeaking too loud, or
tainting his difciphine, or from what . other courfe
you pleafe, which the time fhall more faverably mi-
nifter,
.Rﬁd- WC”A F
Zago. Sir,he’srafh, and very fodaine in Choller: and
happely may firike at you,proucke him that he may : for
cuen out of that willl caufe thefe of Cyprus to Muuiny,
Whofe qualification fhall come into no true tafle a-
gaine, butby the difplanting of Caffe. So fhall you
bauve afhorter journey to your defires, by the meanes 1
{ball then haue to preferre them. Andtheimpediment
mofl profitably remoued, without the which there were
no expectation of our profperitie. ,
Rede. 1will do this,if you can bring it to any Oppor~
tunicy. :
lago. 1 warrant thee. Meete meby and by at the
Cittadell, I muft fesch his Neceffaries a Shore, Fare-
well,
Rodo, Adieu.
fago. That Caffio loues her,I do well beleev’ ;
That {he loues bam, ’tis apt,and of grear Credite,
The Moore (how beit that I endure him not)
Is of a conftant,loning, Noble Nature,
And I darethinke,be’le proue to Defdemona
A moft deere husband. Now Idoloue her too,
Not out of abfolute Luft, (though peraduenture
I ftand accomprant for as great a fin)
But partely led to dyetmy Reuenge,
Forthat I do {ufpeét the luftie Moore
Hath leapd into my Seate. The thought whereof,
Doth (like a poyfonous Minerall)gnaw my Inwardes :
And nothing can,or {hall content my Soule
Till} am eeven’d with him,wife, for wift.
Or fayling fo,yer that I put the Moore,
Atlealt inco a Izlouzie fo ftrong
That ;udgement cannot cure, Which thing to do,
Ifchis poore Trafh of Venice,whom I trace
For his quicke hunting,ftand the putting on,
lie haue our Adichael {alfis onthe hip,
Abufe him to the Moore, in the right garbe
(For I feare Caffia with my Night-Cape too)
Make the Moore thanke me,lone me,and reward me,
for making him egregioufly an Affe,
And practifing vpon hispeace,and quier,

Exit,

Knaueries plaine face,is never feene,till vs’d, Exit,

Scena Secunda,

Enter Othello's, Herald with 4 Proclamation.

Herald. ltis Othelle’s pleafure, our Noble and Vali-
ane Generall. That vpon certaine tydings now arriu’d,
importing the meere perdition of the Turkifh Fleete :
euery man put himfelfe into Triumph. Seme to daunce,
fome to make Bonfires,leach man, to what Sporrand
Reuels his addition leadshim. For befides chefe bene-
ficiall Newes, it isthe Celebration of his Nuptiall, So
much was his pleafare fhould be proclaimed. Alloffi-
ces are open, & there is full libertic of Feafling from this

pre-




prcfcm hourei of finey: till the Bell haue told eleuen.
Blefle the Ifle of Cyprus;and our Noble Generall Orhels
lo. Exst,

Entey Othello, Defdemona, Caffio and Attendants,

Oshe. Good .M:dmel looke yousothe guard tont ght.
Let’s teach our felues that Honourable ftop,

Not to out-fport diferetion.

Caf. lago hathdire&ion whattodo.
But notwithRanding with my perfonall eye
Will Iooke to’t,

Orbe. Iage,is mofthoneft :

(Micbael,goodnight. To morrow -with your earliet,
Letme haue {peech.with you. Come my deere Loue,
The purchafemade;the fraites are to entue,
That profit’s yet to come *tweene me;and yout.
Goodnight, Exs,
Enter lago.

Caf. Welcome lago: we muft tothe Watch,

Tago. Not this houre Licutenant :'tis not yet ten
o'th’clocke. Our Generall caft vs thus earely tor the
loue ofhis Defdemona: Who,let ¥s not therefore blame;
hehath not yer made wanton the night with her :and
theis {port for Jore.

Caf. She’s a moft exquifite Lady.

Iage. Aud Ile warrant her,full of Game,

Caf. Indeed fhes 2 mcfi frefh anddelicate creature,

Iage, What an eye fhie ha's?

Methinkes it founds a parley to prouocation.
Caf. Aninuijing eye :

§ And yet me thinkes right modeft,

o

|
BE

Tago. Andwhen fhe {peakes,

it not an Alarum to Loue ?

Caf. Sheisindeed perfection,

lago. Well : happineffe to their Sheetes. Come Lieu-
ten: ;nt [ hauea ’wl}c of Wme andheere without are 3
brace ﬂrCypmsuAumts that would faine haue a mea-
fure to the health of blacke Othello,

(«af Not to night, good Z4go, I haue very peore,
and vnh: mp]e Braines f()l dnﬂ\mg. I could \"Jﬁ“ wilh
Curtefie would inuent fome other Cuftome of enter-
tainment.

f«;{_ga,

f

Oh, they are our Friends: but one Cup, 1le
diinke for you.
Caffio. 1haue drunke but one Cup to nmh:,and that

was rlamlv qualified too :and behold what inouation

it makes heere, Iam mfortunate in the infirmity, 2nd
dare not taske my weakenefle wich any more.
Iago. What man ? "Tis anight of Reuels, the Gal-
lants defire it.
(4f. Where arethey?
Zags, Heere,atthe doore : 1 pray youcall them in,
Caf. lledo’, but it diflikes me, Exit,
Zago. If 1 can faften but one Cup vpon him
With that which he hath diunke to might alreadic,
He'l be astull of Quarrell,and offence
As my yong Miftris dogge,
Now my ficke Foole Roaarrgo
Whom Loue hath turn’d almoft the wrong fide out,
To Defdemona hath to night Carrows’d.
Potations;pottle-deepe; and he's to watch.
Threeel{e of Cyprus,Noble fwelling Spirites,
(That hold their Honoursin a wary diftance,
The very Elements of this Warrelike Ifle) «
Have 1o night flufter’d with lowing Cups,
And they Watch too.

\

the Mooreof Venice.

<]

Now mmwﬁ this Flocke ofdrunl«am:
Am I put to our Caffie in fome Aétion
That may offend the Ifle. Buthere they come.

Enter Caffio, Montano and Gentlemeti.
IFCoqfcqucr'cc do but approue my dreame,
My Boate failes frecly both with winde ahd Streame:

Cq [ Fore heauen, Lh«*y haue 01ucnmcarow 7 alﬂ‘ﬂdﬁf’
Mon, Good-faich a litle one : not pafta pint,; as 1

am
alil

Sonldier.
Jfgo Some Wine hoa,
And let me the Cannakin clinkeclinke :

And let methe Cannakinc ’mé\e,
A Souldiers aman: Gh JBGHS "j(— % but a ﬁ)’af'
why thew let a Sonldier Jr inke,
Boyes.

Fore Heauen : an excellent Song;
[ learn'dic in England : where indeedthey  are
moft potent in Pocting. Your Dane, yourGermaine,
and your {wag-belly’d Hollander, ( drinke -hoa) are
nothing to your Englifh.

./gﬂ 2. Is your Enghismen foexquifitein his drin-
king ?

lago. Why he drmk"syou with facillitie, yovr Dane

dead dldm\c He {weates not 1o ouerthrow your Ala
maine,
Pottle can be fill'ds
Caf. Tothe healch of our Generall.
Afen, 1am for it Lieatenanc :and fle do you Iuftice,
Iigo. Oh{weer England.
King Srephes: was andsaworthy Peere
His Breecies coft bim buta Crowne,
Hebeld them Six pence all to doere,
With that be cal'd the Tasloy Lowne 3
He was awight o JYCHIW’? Revowne,
eAud thon art bat wflaw degree ;
*Tis Pridethat pals rﬁ: (,brmrr) downe,
Andtaketby awl'd Cloake ;a/'a ut t bee,
ome Wine hoa.
(ﬂﬁla.
ther.

!,mo Will you heare’tagaine ?

Caf. No: for ] hold himto be vaworthyofhi
that do’s thofe things. Well : heaw'ns aboue.s
there be foules mulft be faued,
not be faued, »

Iago. It's true,good Licutenant.

Caf, For nmne owne part, no offence to the Geanerall,
nor any mal of qualitie s hope to be faued.

Iago. nnd {o do I too Licutenant,

Caffio. T:(but by your leauc ynot before .me. The
hkuccmm i ;\, be faued beforethe Ancient. Let’s haue
no.more of this: let'sto our Affaites. Forgiue vs our
finnes: Gentlemen [et® looke to cur bufinefle. Do nat
thinke Gentlemen,T am drunke; this is my Ancienc,th his
is my right hand, and this is my lefc. [amnot d:Lnuc

now :1 can (tand well enough,and I fpeake well enough,

Gent. Excellent well.

Caf. Why very well then : you muft not thinke th
that 1 am drunke. é vit,

Mouta. Toth Platforme’(Mafiers)come, let’s fer the
Watch,

dago. You feetl

J()llm Wine
Cuf

.u‘lg/}u

.

?

S

sPlace,
11

s and

and there be foules mult

s Fellow,that is gone before,

He stouldh; fic «.,i and ‘7y r&ﬁgr
And giue dire@ion, And do butfee his vice,
*Tis to his vertue,aiuft Equinox,

te3

He giuesyour Hollander avomit, ete thenext |

Why this is amore exquifite Song then the o-

et
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The Tragedie of Othello

The one as long as th*other, "Tis pittie @fhim :
L feare the trult Othello puts him in,

On fome odde time of hisinfirmitie

Will fhake this 1fland. -

Mont. But is he often thus?

Zago, "Tis eucrmore his prologue to his fleepe,
He'le watch the Horologe a double Set,

If Drinke rocke not his Cradle.

Mont. Tt were well

The Generall were put in mind of ic :
Perhaps he fees it not,or his good nature
Prizesthe vercue that appeares in Caffio,
And lookes not onhis euills : is not this true 2
Enter Rodorigo.
Tago. How now Rodorigo ?
I pray you after the Licutenant, go.

Maon, And’tis great pitty,that the Noble Moore
Should hazard fuch aPlace,ashis owne Second
With one of an ingraft Infirmitie,

It were an honeft Action,to fay fo
To the Moore.
Iago. Not1,for this faire Ifland,
I do loue Caffio well : and would do much
To cure him ofchis euill, But hearke,whatnoife?
Enter Caffio purfutng Rodorigs,

Caf, YouRogue: you Rafcall.

Mon. What’s the marter Licutenant ?

Caf. AXKnaue teach me my dutie? llebeate the
Knaue intoa Twiggen-Bottle.

Rod. Beateme?

Caf. Doftthou prate,Rogue?

Mon. Nay,good Licutenanc s
I pray you Sir,hold your hand.

Caffio .Let me go(Sir)

Or Ile knocke you o’re the Mazard,

CMon. Come,come :you're drunke.

Caflio. Drunke?

Tago. Away 1 fay : go outand cry a Mutinie,
Nay good Lieutenant, AlasGentlemen:
Helpehoa. Lieutenant. Sir Adontano :

Helpe Mafters. Heere’sa goodly Watch indeed,
Who's that which rings the Be!l: Diablo hoa:
The Towne will rife, Fie,fic Licutenant,

You'le be atham’d for euer. ‘

Enter Othello,and Astendants.
Othe, Whatisthe matcer heerep
Mon, 1bleed (till, I am hure to th*death. He dies,
Othe. Hold for your lives.
Iag.Hold hoa : Lisutenant, Sit Montano,Gentlemen:
Haue you forgos; all place of {enfe and dutie?
Hold. The Generall fpeaks to you : held for fhame.
Oth, Why hownow hoa? From whence arifeth this?
Are we turn'd Turkes ? end to out felues do that
Which Heauen hath fogbid the Ottamittes.
For Chriftian fhame,put by this barbarous Brawle:
He that ftirs next,tocarue for his owne rage,
Holds his foule lighe : He dies vpon his Motion.
Silence that dreadfull Bell, it frights the Ifle,
From her propriety. What ische matter,Mafters?
Honeft Jago,that lookes dead with grecuing,
Speake : who began this ? Onthy loue I charge thee?
fago, Tdonotknow : Friends all,butnow,euen now.
In Quarter,and in termes like Bride, 2nd Groome
Deuefling them for Bed : and then,but new :
(As if fome Planet had vawirted men)

Swordsout,and tileing one at othersbreaftes,
Inoppoefition bloody. I cannot {peake
Any begining to this peeuifh eddes.
And would,in A&tion glorious,l had loft
Thole legges,thatbrought me to a part of i,
Othe, How comes it( Michaell)you are thus forgot ?
Caf. 1 pray you pardon me,l ¢annot fpeake.
Othe. Worthy Montans,you were wont to be ciuill :
The grauitie,and fiillnefle of your youth
The world hath noted. And yourname is great
In mouthes of wifeft Cenfure. What'sthe matter
That you vnlace your reputation thus,
And {pend your rich opinion,fer the name

| Ofanighe-brawler ? Giue me anfwer toite 7

Mon. Worthy Othello,] am hurt to danger,
Your Officer Jago,can inferme you,
While I fpare {peech which fomething now offenidsme.
Of all that Jdo know,nor know I ought
By me,that’s 2id,o r dene amiffe chis night,
Vnlefle felfe~charitie be fometimes a vice,
And to defend our felues,it be a finne
When violence affailes vs.

Othe, Now by Heauen,
My blood begins my fafer Guides to rule,
And paffion(baving my beft indgement collied)
Aflaics to leadethe way. IfI once@ir,
Or do buc Jift this Arme, the beft of you
Shall finke inmy rebuke, Giue meto know
How this foule Rout began: Who fetiton,
And hethat is approu’d in this effence,
Though he had twinn'd with me,both at a birth,
Shallloofe me. What ina Towne of warre,
Yer wilde,the peoples hearts brim-full offeare,
To Manage private,and domefticke Quarrell ?
Innightyand on theCourt and Guard of fafetie ?
"Tis monftrows : Jage,who began’t ?

Mon. fpartially Affin’d,or league in officé,
Thou doft deliuer more,or lefle then Truth,
Thouart no Souldier.

{ago. Touch me not fo neere,

I had rather haue this tongue cut from my mouth,
Then it (hould do offence to Michaell Caffie.
Yet I perfivade my felfe to fpeake the truth

- Shall nothing wrong him. This icis Generall:

Montano and my felte being in fpeech,

There comes a Fellow,crying out for helpe,

And Caffis following him with determin’d Sword
To execute vpon him. Sir,this Gentleman,
Steppes into Caffio,and entreats his paufet

My felfe,the crying Fellow did purfue,

Leaft by hisclamour (as it fo fell out)

The Towne might fall in fright, He,(fwift offoote)
Out-ran my purpofe : and I return’d thenracher
ForthatI heard the clinke,and fall of Swords,
And Caffie high in oath : Which till to night

I neremight fay before, When I camebacke
(For this was briefe)! found them clofe together
At blow,and thruft,euen as againe they were
When you your felfe did part them,

More of this matter cannot 1 report,

ButMen are Men ; The beft fometimes forget,
Though Caffie did fome little wrong to him,

As men inrage firike thofe that wifh them beft,
Yetfurely Caffio,1 beleeue receiv’d

From him that fled,fome firange Indignitie,
Which patience could not paffe.

Otbe.




the « Moore of Venice.

N2

Othe. 1know Jage ;
Thy honeftie,and loue doth mince this mateer,
Making itlight to Caffio : Caffia,l loue thee,
But neuer mare be Officer of mine.

Enter Defdemona aitended.

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

Def. What is the matter (Deere?)

Orbe, All's well Sweeting:
Comeaway to bed. Sir foryourhusts,

My felfe will be-your Surgeon. . Léad him off:

Lago looke with care about the Towne,

And filence thofewhom this vi’d brawle diftraéted.
Co'ine Defdemona, tis the Soldiers life,

Toshane their Balmy flumbers wak'd; with fhrife. Exir.

Zage. What are you hure Licutenant?

Caf. I.paRallSurgery.

Iage. Marry Heauen forbid.

Caf. Reputation,Reputation,Reputaticn: OhThauve
loft my Reputation. 1 haue loft the immortall past of
mylelfz, and what remaines is beftisll. My Reputation,
lago,my Reputation. _

Iage. As1am anhoneft man I had thought you had
receined fome bodily wound; thereis more fence in that
then in Reputation.- Reputation isan idle,and moft fal(e
irﬂpoﬁtion;oﬁ gor without merit, aud loft without de-
feruing. You hauelofino Reputacionat all,ynleffe you
repute your {clfe fuch a loofer. What man,there are
more wayes to recouer the Generall againe, Youare
but now caft inhis moode,(a punifhment more in poli-
cie,thenin malice )euen foas one would beate his of-
fencelefle dogge,ro affright an Imperious Lyon. Sue to
him againe,and he’s yours,

Caf. 1will rather fue tobe defpis’d, then to deceiue
{o good a Commander, with fo flight,fo drunken,and fo
indifcreet an Officer. Drunke ? And fpeake Parrat 2 And
{quabble ?Swagger ? Sweare ? And difcourfe Fuftian
with ‘ones owne fhadow ? Oh thou invifible fpirit of
Wine,if thou haft no nameto be knowne by, let vs call
thee Diuell.

Iage. What was he that you- follow'd with your
Sword ? What had he done to you?

Czf. 1knownor.

Iago, Is’tpoflible ? ,

Caf: 1remember amafle ofthings, 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,
reuell and applaufe,transforme our felues into Beafis,

Iago. Why? But you arenow  well enough : how
came you thus recouered ?

Caf. Ithath pleas’d the diuell drunkennefle, to giue
place to the diell wrath,one vnperfe&inefle, (hewes me
another ro make mefrankly defpife my felfe,

Iage. Come, you are too feuerca Moraller. As the
Time,the Place,& the Condition of this Country ftands
I could hartily wifh this had not befalne :but fince it is, s
it is, mend it for your owne good.

Caf. 1willaske him for my Place againe,he fhall tell
me, | amadrunkard : had I as many moutbes as Hydra,
fuch an an{wer would ftop them all. To be nowafen-
fible ma 1, by and by a Foole,and prefently 2 Beaft, Oh
@range! Cuery inordinate cup is vnblefs'd,and the Ingre-
dient iy a djuell.

Zago. Come, come: good wine, is 2 good famill3®
Creature, if it be well vs’d :exclaime no more againit it
And good Lieutenant, 1 chinke, you thinke 1 loue
Ou. - B
Caffie. Thaue well approued it, Sir. Idrunke?
dago. You,orany man lning, may be drunke ata
time man. [ tell youwhat you, thall do: Ous General's
Wife,is nowthe Generall. Imay fay {o,in tgﬂsvﬂfpf&:
for thac he bath deuoted, and. given vphxmle,lfﬁ-;;!_o the
Contemplation, marke : and deuotement of her, .parts
and Graces. Confeffe your felfe freely voher:Impor-
tune her helpe to put you in your place 2gaine, Sheis
of to free, fo kinde, fo apt, ‘o blefled 2 difpofition,
fheholdsica vicein her goodnefle, nog to do. more
then fhe is requefted, This broken ioynt-betweene
you, and her husband, entreat her to {plinter. -And my
Fortunes againft any lay wosth.naming, this cracke of
your Loue, fhallgrow flonger, fhen ic wasbefore. . |
( 2ffis . Youaduvife me well, ~ - £
Iago. 1 proteft inthe finceritie of Loue, and honeft
kindneffe, antsiil
Caflis, 1 thinke it freely : and betimes in the mor=
nings! will befeech the vertuous Defdemona to vndertake
for me : T amdefperace of my Fortunes if they checkme:.
Iago, You areintheright:good night Licutenant,].
muft tothe Wartch. ) :
Caffie. Good night;honeft Zago,

Exit Caffia.
Tago, And what's he then,

That faies I play the Villaine?

W hen this aduife is free 1 gine,and honeft,

Proball to thinking, and indeed the courle

To winthe Moore againe,

For 'tis meft eafie

Th'inclyning Defdemona to fubdue

In any honeft Suite, She’s fran’d as fruizefull
Asthe free Elements, And then for her

To win the Moore,were to renownce his Baptifme,
All Seales,and Simbols of redeemed fin:

His Soule is fo enfetter’d to her Lowe,

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

Euen as her Appetite (hall play the God,

Withhis weake Fun&ion. How am I then a Villaine,
To Counfell Caffio to this paralell courle,

Direétly to his good? Diginitic of hell, A
When diuels will theblackeft finnes put on,

They do fuggelt at firft with heauenly (hewes,

As] donow. Forwhiles this honeft Foole

Plies Defdemona, to repaire his Fortune,

Andfthe for him pleades irongly to the Moore,

Ile powre this peftilence into his eare :

That fherepeales him,for her bodies Luft*

Andby how much fhe firiues to do him good,

She fhall vndo her Credite with the Moore.

So will I turne her vertoe into pitch,

And out of her owne goodnefle make the Net,
That {hall en-mafh chem all.

How now Radorigoe?

Enter Rfm’ariga.

Rodorige. 1' do follow heere in the Chace, not |
like a Hound that hunts, but one that filles vp t'nc?
Crie, My Money is almoft fpent; 1 haue bin to nighs |
exceedingly well Cudgell’d: And I thinke the iffue |

tt3 will i
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{ Dullnét Deuite, by coldneffe,and delzy.

‘Something that’s briefe: and bid,goedmorrow General,
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willbee, Ithall have fo much experience for my paines 3

And {o, withno money atall, and alittle more Wit, re-

tarne againe to Venice. ‘
Jago. How pooreare they that haue not Patience?

What wound did euer healé but by degrees?

Thou know'ft we worke by Wit,2nd noz-by Witcheraft

And Wit depends on dilatory time::

Dos’t ot go well > Caffio hath beaten thee,

Andthouby that fmall burc hath catheer’d Caffio:

Though'other things grow faire againft the Sun,

YeuFruices that bloflome firft, will firft be ripe :

Contentrhy felfe, a-while. Introth’tis Morning;

Pleafire,'and Action, make the houres féeine thort.

Retire'theé, go where tho are Billited :

Away; I{ay; thou(halc know more heereafter :

Nay get ehee gone. &xit Rodorigo.

Two things are.to bie'done :

My Wife muf¥ moue for Ca/fio to her Miftris:

Ie fet her on my felfe, a while, to draw the Moor apart,

And'brirg himiumpe; wheo hejmay Caffio finde

Soliciting his wife : I,that’s the way

Exit,

eActus Tertins. ScenaPrima.

Enter Caffio, Mufitians,and Clowns,
Caffio. Maflters,play heere,I wil contentyour paines,

Cle. Why Mafters,have your Inftruments bin in Na-
ples, that they fpeake i’th’'Nofe thus ?

Muf. How Sir? how ?

Clo. Arethefel pray you,winde Infltruments?

Muf. I marry are they fir,

Cls. Ob,thereby bangsatale.

Muf. Whereby hangsatale, fir?

Clow. Marry fir, by many a winde Inftrument that T
know. But Mafters,heere’s money for you : and the Ge-
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nerall fo likes your Mufick, that he defires you for loues
fake to make no more noife with it.

Muf. Well Sir,we will not,

Clo, Ifyoubave any Muficke that may notbeheard,
too’t againe. But (asthey fay)to heare Muficke,the Ge-
nerall do’s not greatly caret

Myf. Wehanenone{uch, fir.

Clow, Then putvpyour Pipesin yourbagge, for Ile
away. Go,vanithintoayre,away. Exit Mu,

Caffio Doft thou heare me, mine honetiFriend 7

Clo. No, I hearenot your honelt Friend :

‘ I heare you.

(#fis. Prytheekeepe vp thy Quillets, ther'sa poore
pecce of Gold for thee : if the Gentlewoman thacattends
the Generall be flirring, tell her, there’s one Caffis en-
treats her a little fauour of Speech, Wihlt thou do this?

Cle. Sheis Rirring fir:if (he will Rirze hither, 1 fhall
{eeme ro notific vato her. Exit Clo.

Euter Iago.
Inhappy time, Lago,
{ago. You haue not bin a-bed then? |
Caffi>.Why no : the day had broke before we parted, |
I'haue made bold { 74g0) to fend into your wife : i
My luite to heris, that the will to vertuous Defdemons

Procure me fome acceffe,

dago. llefend herto you prefently:
And lle devife a meane to draw the Moore
Out of the way, that your conuexfe and bufinefTe
May be more free.

Caffie. Ihumbly thanke youfor't, Ineuer knew
A Florentine more kinde,and honcﬂ.j

Enter e Emilia.

e£mil. Goodmorrow(good Lieutenant) I am forrie
For your difpleafure : but all will fure be well,
The Generall and his wife are talking of it,
And fbe fpeakesfor you ftoutly. The Moore replies,
Thathe you hurt is of great Fame in Cyprus,
And great Affinitie = and that in wholfome Wifedome
Fle mighit not but refufe yon.But he protefts he loues you
And needs no other Suitor, but his likings
To bringyouinagaine,

Caffio. Yet Ibefeechyou,
If you thinke fit, or that it may be done,
Giue me aduantage of fome breefe Difcourfle
With Defdenson alone.

eLmil. Pray youcomein:
[ will beftow you where you thall haue time,
To fpeake your bofomefreely.

Caffio. 1am much boundto you,

Exit

Scena Secunda.

Enter Othello; Tage and Gentlemen.
Otbes Thefe Lerters giue (Zags) to the Pylot,
And by him do my duties to the Senate :
That done, I will be walking on the Workes,
Repaire there to mee.
Iago. Well,my good Lord, lle doo'e.
Oth. This Fortification (Gentlemen)thall we fee’t?
Gent, Well waite vpon your Lordfhip. Exeunt

Scena Tertia.

Enter Defdewmona, Céffio.and e £milia.

Def. Be thouaffur'd (good Caffia) I will do
All my abilities in thy behalfe.

vEmil. Good Madam do :

I warrant it greeues my Husband,
Asifthe caufe were his.

Def. Oh that's an honeft Fellow,Do not doubt Caffio
But I will baue my Lord, and you againe
As friendly as you were.

Caffio. Bounteous Madam,

V¥ hat ever fhall become of Michael Caffio,
He’s neuer any thing but your true Seruant.

Def. Tknow’t: I thanke you: you do louemy Lord:
You haue knowne him long;and be you well affur’d
He fhallin firangeueffe ftand no farcher off,

Then in a politique diftance,
Caffio. 1, but Lady,

Thar policie may eicherlaft fo long,

Or feede vpon fuch nice and waterifh diet,

Qrbreede it felfe {o out of Circurmnftances.

Thac Ibeing abfeut, and my place fupply’d,

My Generall will forget my Loue,and Sernice,
Def. Do not doubtthat ; before o £milia here,
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I giuc thee warrant ofthy place. Affurethee,  |(

1t I do vow afriendfhip, ke performe it

Tothe lafk Article. My Lord thall neuerreft,

1le watch him rame, and talke him out of patience ;
His Bed {hall{feeme aSchoole, his Boord a Shrift,
1le intermingle cuery thing: he dos. :

With Ceffia’s s fuite : Therctore be merry Caja,

For thy Solicitor fhall rather dye,

Then giue thy caufe away

Enter O!/Je*xa aid Lago.

e Emif. Madam heere comes my Lurd.

Caffio. Madam,[le taken)ylcmc

D¢f. Why fay,and heare me {peake, :

Caffio, Madam,not now ;-1 am very ill at cafe,
Vafic for mine owne pumo&es

Def. Well, do your difcretion.

Iago. Hah?1likenot that,

Oibel, What dofi thou fay?

lago. Nothing my Lord ; or 1f-—h know not what.

Otbel, VWasnotthat Cc/j.w parted from my wife?

lago, Caffiomy Lord?¢ No fure,I cannot thinkeit

Exit Caffio.

| Thathe would fteale away (o:guiity.-like,

Seeing your comming.
Oth. 1 do beleeue *twas he.
Def. How now my Losd ?
1 have bin talking with a Suiter heere;
A manthat Iannmi hes in your difpleafure,
Oth, Whois't'you meane?
Def. Why your Lieutenant {affio :Good my Lou

111 hauc any grace,0r power to moueyon,

His prefent reconciliation take.
Forif he be not one, thactruly loues'you,
That erres in Ignorance, and not in Cunning,
1 haue no iudgementin an honef} face.
I prythze call him backe.
Oth. Went he hencenow ?
Def. 1footh ;{ohumbled,
That he hath leR partof his greet fe with mee
To {uffer with him. Good Loue, call him backe.
Othel, Notnow ({weet Defdc’man) fome ocher time,
Def- But fhall’c be (hortly ?
Oth. The {ooner (Sweet) for you,
Def. Shall’tbe to night,at Supper?
Oih. No,nottonight.
Def; Tomerrow Dinner then?
0th. I {hallnot dine at home:
I meete the Capraines at the Citradell.
Def. Why then to morrow night,on Tue{day moine,
On Tu:fday noone, ornight; on Wemday Morne,
1 prythee name the time, but let it not
Exceed three dayes, [nfaith hee’ spenitent :
And yet his Trefpaffeyin our commonreafon
(Sauve that they {ay the warres muft make example)
Qut of her bcﬁ isnot almoft a faulc
Trencurre a prinate checke. When {hall he come ?
Tellme Othello. 1wonderinmy Soule '
What yon would aske me, tha ¢ (hould deny,
Or (tand fo many ring on? What ? Michael Caflio,
Thatcamea woing warh you ? and {fo many aume
(When Ibaue fpoke of you difpraifingly)
Hath tane your part, to hsue fomuch to do
To bring him in? Truft me, | could do muclr.
oth. Prythce no moge ; [_et him come when he: wxll
I will deny thee nothing.
Def. YWhy, thisisnotaBoone:
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*Tis as I {hould entreace yo you weare your - Gloues,
Or feede onnourifhing difhes, or keepe you warme
Or fue to you,todo apccuhar profic
To your owne peifon. Nay, when I hauea fuite
Wherein [ meane totonch your Loucindeed,
1t fhall be full of poize, and difficulc waighe,
And fearefull tobe 3ran:cd
O:h. 1 will deny thee rothing,
Whereon, I do befeech thee, grant me this,
Toleaue me butalictle tomy 46:1%
Def. Shalll denyyon? No: farewell my Lord,
Oth. Farewell my Defdemona, Ile come to thee firaic;
Def. eALmiliacome; beas your Fancies teach you: :
What ere you be, 1am ub?dlfn Exit.
Ork, LXLC“C!]E wretch : Perdition ca:chmySoulc.,‘ :
But I doloue thee: and when I loue thee not,
Chaosis come agame, :
Iago. My Notle Lord,
Oth. What deftt }‘r)uf‘;y,[fgo.
Lago. Did Michael Caffio
"thu he woo'd my Lady, know of yeur Joue?
Oth, Hedid, from firit o lalt :
Why doft thou asLe ?
I‘zga. But for a {atisfation otmy "] hcuf’ht,
No further harme.
Oth. Why of thy thought,fage?
lago. 1did nocthinke he hm bnn acqnamtcd W1th }nra
Or b O yes,and went betweene vs very. oft.
Jage. Indeed?
Oth. Indeed? I indeed. Difcern’lt zhou ought in that?
Ishenot horef 2
lage, Honeft,my Lord 2
Or%, Honelt? I, Honeft.
lage. My Lord forcughe I know,
Oth. Whatdo® f‘rrhour hinke ?
lago. Thinke, my Lord? '
Otb Thinke, mj Lord? Alas, thouece hoscmc,
Asifrhere were foie Monfter in thy thonght
Too hideous to be fhewne, Thou doft mean fomthing :
heard thee fay euen now, thou lik’@ nor that, .
W hen. Cafiio lefe my wife., What didd'Rnot like ?
And when I told thee, be was of my Counfaile,
Ofmy whole courfe ofwoomg ; thoucried’ft, ]ndccd{: ?
And didd’ft contrad, and purfe thy brow toucr.he:,
Asif chouthenhadd'ft fhut vp inthy Braine
Som- horrible Conceite, Ifthou do'ftloucme,
Shew me thy thought.
erra. Mv Lord,you !mmv I loue you.
Orn 1 thinke thou do’(t
And for I know thou’rt full ofLouc, end Honeftie,
And weigh'(t thy words before thou giw'(t them breath,
Therefore thefe fops of thine, frighz me the more::
For {uch thingsina falle difloyall Knaue
Aretrickes of Cuftome s but ina man that’siof},
They're clofe dilations, working from the hearr,
That Pafficn cannotrule.
Lago, For Michael Cafiio,
1dare be fworne, I thinke that heishoneft,
Oth. Ithmkexo too.
Iago. Men fhould be what they feeme,
Or thofe that be not, would they might {feeme none,
0th. Cerraine, men fhould be whatthey feeme.
Iago. Why then I thinke Cafsio’'s anhoneft man.
Oth. Nay, yectherc s more inthis?
1 an’»hCC {peake to me,asto thy thinkings,
Asthou doft ruminate,and giue thy worfl of thounghts 2
el
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The worft of words. !

fage. Good my Lotd pardonme,
Though I am bound to euery Acte of dutie,
I am not bound to that : All Siaues are free:
Vitermy Thoughts? Why fay, they arc vild,and falce?
Aswhere's that Pzlace, whereintofoule things
Sometimes intrude not? Who ha’s that breatt {o pure,
Wherein vocleanly Apprehenfions
Keepe Lectes, and Law-dayes, and in Seflions fit
With meditacions lawfull ?

Oth. Thou do’tt confpire againft thy Friend (Zag0)
Ifthou but think'fthim wrong'd, and mak’ft his eare
A @tranger to thy Thoughts.

lago. 1 dobefeech you,

Though1 perchance am vicious in my guefle

(As] confefleitis my Natures plague

To fpy into Abufes, and of my 1ealoufie

Shapes faults that are nor) that your wifedome
From one, that fo imperfectly conceirs,

W ould take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble
Qut of his feattering, and vnfure obferuance :

It were not for your quiet,nor your good,

Nor formy Manhood, Honefty, and Wifedome,
Tolet you know my thoughts.

Otb, What doft thou meane ?

Zago. Good name in Man, & woman(decre my Lord)
Istheimmediate Tewell of their Soules ;

Who fteales my putfe, fteales crath -

"Tis fomeching, nothing ;

*Twas mine, ’tis his, and has bin flaue to thoufands :
But he thac filches from me my good Name,

Robs me of that,which not enriches him,

And makes me poore indeed. »

Orh. lleknow thy Thoughts.

Izgo., You cannot, 1f my heart were in your hand,
Nor {hall not, whil ft tis in my cuftodie.

oth. Ha?

Taga, Oh,beware my Lord, of iealoufie,

Ttis the greene-cy’d Monfter, which doth mocke
The meate it feeds on, That Cuckold liuesin bliffe,
Who certaine of his Fate, loues not his wronger:
But oh, what damned minutes tels he ore,

‘Who dotes, yet doubts : Sufpects,yet foundly loues?

OFE. Omiihrifo

Iago. Poore,and Content, is rich, and rich enough,
But Riches fineleffe, is as poore as Winter,
To him that euer feares he fhall be poore
Good Heauen, the Soules of all my Tribe defend
From Iealoufie,

Oth. Why? why is this?
Think’# thou, I'ld wake a Life of Tealoufie ;
To follow flill the changes of the Moone
With frefh {ufpitions # No : to beonce in doubt,
Is to be refolu’d : Exchange me for a Goat,
When Ffhall turne the bufineffe of my Soule
To fuch exufflicate, and blow’d Surmifes,
Matching thy inference. “Tis not to make me Icalious,
To {ay my wifeisfaire, feeds well, loues company,
Is free of Speech, Sings, Playes,and Dances :
Where Vertue is, thefe are more vertuous,
Not from mine owne weake merites, will I draw
The {mailef} feare, or doubt of her reuolt,
For the had eyes, and chofe me. No Zago,
Ile {ec before 1 doubr ; when I doubt, proue ;
And on the proofe, there 1s no more but this,
Away atonce with Loue,or Icaloufie.

1
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la. Tamgladofthis: Fornow i fhall have reafon
To fhew the Lobe end Duty that I beare you
With franker ipirit. Therefore (as] am bound)
Receive itfremme. Tfpeake not yet of proofe :
Looke to your wife, obferue her well with Cafie,
Weare your eyes, thus : not Iealious, nor Secure :
1 would not haue your free, and N ble Nature,
Qut of {elfe-Bounty, be abus’d : Locke toot 3
I know our Country difpofition well :

In Venice,they dolet Heauen fee the prankes
They dare not fhew their Husbands,

Their beft Confcience,

Is not to leane’t vndone, but kept vnknowne,

Osh. Doit thoufay fo ?

Iage. Shedid deceiue her Father, marrying you,
And when fbe feem’d to fhake,and feare your lookes,
She low’d them moft.

Otb. And fo (hedid,

Tago. Why go too then:

Shee that {o young could giue out fucha Seeming
To feele her Fathers eyes vp, clofe as Oake,

He thought twas Witchcraft,

But I am much too blame:

I humbly do befeech you of your pardon

For too much louing you.

Oth. 1ambound tothee for euer.

Jago. 1fecthishatha little dafh’d your Spirits :

Orb. Nerajot,notajot.

Iago. Truftrae,]lfeareithas:

Thope you will confider what is fpake
Comes from your Loue,

ButI dofet y'are moowd :

I amto pray you,not to ftraine my fpeech
To grofleriffues , nor to larger reach,
Then to Sufpition,

Oth, 1willnot,

Tsgo, Shouldyou do fo(my Lord)

My ipeech (hould fall into fuch vilde fuccede,
Which my Thoughts aym’d net.
Caffio’s my worthy Friend:
My Lord,I{ce y’are mou’d.
O:th., No,not much mou’d:
I do notthinke but Defdemena’'s honeft.
Zage. Long line thefos
And long live you te thinke fo.
Oth. And yet how Nature erxing from it felfe,
lage. 1, there’s the point:
As (tobe bold with you)
Not to affe& many propofed Matches
Of her owne Clime, Complexion, and Degree,
Whereto we fee inall things,Nature tends:
Foh, one may {mel in fuch,a will moft ranke,
Foule difpioportions, Thoughts vnnaturall,
But (parden me) I do not in pofition
Diftiaéily (peakeof her,though I may feare
Her will, recoyling to her better iudgement,
May talto match you with her Country formes,
And happily repent.

Oib. Farewell,farewell :
Ifmore thou doft perceiue, let me know more:
Set on thy wife to obferue,
Leaue me Jago.

Tage. My Lord,I take my leaue.

Othel. Why did 1 marry?
This honeft Creature (doubrlefie)
Seces,and knowes more, much more then he vnfo?ds;_

To
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Iage. My Lord,Iwould I might intreat your Honor
To {can this thing no farther : Leaue it to time,
Although 'tis fic that Caffic haue his Place ;

For fure he filles it vp with great Ability 3

Yertif you pleafe, to him off a-while :

You fhall by that perceiue him,and hismeanes :
Note if your Lady {traine his Entertainment
With any firong, ot vehement importunitie,
Much will be feene in that : In the meane time;,
Let me be thought too bufic inmy feares,

(As worthy caule I haue to feare [ am)

And bold her free, I do befeech your Honer.

Oth. Fearenot my gouernment.

lago. 1once more takemy leave,

_Oth. This Fellow’s of exceeding honelty,
And knowesall Quantities with a leara’d Spirit
Of humane dealings. 1f I doproue her Haggard,
Though thather iefles were my deere heart-firings,
I'ld whiftle lier off, and let her downe the winde
To prey at Fortune. Haply, for Iam blacke,

And haue not thofe foft parts of Conuerfation
“That Chamberers haue : Or for I am declin’d
Into the vale of yeares (yet that's not much)
Shee’s gone . Iamabus’d, and my releefe

Muft be to loach her. Oh Curfeof Marriage!
That we can call thefe delicate Creatures ours,
And not their Appetites? [ had ratherbeaToad,
Andliue ypon the vapour of a Dungeon,
Thenkeepe a corner in the thing THoue
Forothersvies. Yer tis the plague to Great-onts,
Prerogatiu’d are they leffe then the Bafe,

'Tis deftiny vnthunnable, like death:

Euen then, this forked plagueis Fated tovs,
When we do quicken. Looke where {he comes:

Exit.

Enter Defdemona and Emilias

Iffhe be falfe, Heauen mock’d it felfe
Ile not beleeuc’.
Def. How now,my deere Othello?
Your dinner, and the generous Iflanders
By youinuited, do atcend your prefence.
Oth. Tam tooblame.
Def. Why do youfpeake fo faintly 2
Are you not well?
Oth, 1haue apaine vpon my Forehead, heere.
Def. Whythat's with watching, ‘twillaway againe.
Ler me but binde it hard, within this houre
It will be well.
0ih. YourNapkin s toolictle:
Letitalone: Come, lle go in with you.
Def. 1am very forry that you are not well.
oEmil. 1am glad I haue found chis Napkin:
This was her firt remembrance from the Moore,
My wayward Husband bath a hundred timeg
Woo'd meto ftealeic. But fhe foloues the Token,
(For he coniur’d her,{he (hould eser keepeit)
That {he referues it enermore about her,
Tokiffe,and talke too. Ile haue the worke tane cut,
And giv’e Jago : what he will do withic
Heauven knowes, not I: :
I noching, butto plgafe his Fantafie.

Exit,

Eunter Iago.
Tago, How now? What do you heerealone ?

«Ewmil. Donotyou chide.: I haue a thing for yoti.
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Izg0. Youhaueathing forme?
Itis a common thing
eEmil. Hah?
Iago. Tohaueafoolifh wife. ‘
eEmil. Oh,isthatali? Whac will you giueme now
For that fame Handkerchiefe,
Isgo, WhatHandkerchiefe?
e£Lmil. What Handkerchiefe?
Why cthat the Moore firft gaue to Defdemana,
That which {o oftenyou did bid ms feale,
Iage. Haft flolne it from her ?
e£mil. No:but (helet it drop by negligence,
And to th'aduantage, 1 being heere, took’t vp :
Looke, heere ’tis.
Iago. A goodwench, giucitme,
e£Emil. What will you do with’c, that you haue bene
{o earneft to have me filch it ? *
Tago. Why,whatis thatto you?
e£Emil. 1fit be not for fome purpofe of import,
Giu't me againe. Poore Lady,fhee’l runmad
When fhe (hall lacke it,
lago. Benotacknowneon’t:
T haue vfe forit. Go,leaue me. Exit o AEmil.
I willin Cs/ffie’s Lodging loofe this Napkin,
And let him finde it. Trifleslight asayre,
Are tothe icalious, confirmations firong,
As proofes of holy Writ. This may do fomething.
The Moore already changes with my poyfon :
Dangerous conceites, are in their Natures poyfons,
Which at the firft are fcarfe found to diftafte:
Buz with alittle aéte vpon the blood,
Burne like the Mines of Sulphure,. Idid fay fo.
Enter Othello.
Looke where he comes : Not Poppy,nor Mandragora,
Nor all the drowfie Syrrups of the world
Shall euer medicine thee to that fweete {leepe
Which thou owd'(t yefterday,_
Oth. Ha,ha,falfle to mee?
lago. Why hew now Generall ? No more of that.
Orh. Auant,be gone: Thou haft fet me on the Racke:
I fweare tis better to be much abus’d,
Thenbut to know'ta little.
Iage. How now,my Lord? 1
Oth. What fenfe had I,inher ftolne houres of Luft?
] faw’t not, thoughtitnot : it harm'd notme:
I{lept the nexe night well,fed well, was free,and merrie,
1 found not Caffio’s kiffes en her Lippes:
He that isrobb’d,not wanting what is (tolne,
Let him not know’t,and he’s notrobb’d atall,
lago. Tam forry to heare this?
Oth. 1had beene happy, ifthe generall Campe,
Pyoners and all, had tafted her fweet Body, .
Sol had nothing knowne. Oh now,for euer
Farewell the Tranquill minde ; farewell Content;
Farewell the plumed Troopes, and the bigge Warres,
That makes Ambition, Vertue ! Oh farewelly
Farewell the neighing Steed, and the fhrill Trumpe,
The Spirit-flitring Drum, th'Eare-piercing Fife,
The Royall Banner,and all Qualitie,
Pride, Pompe,and Circumftance of glorious Warre :
And O youmortall Engines, whofe rudethroates
Th'immortall Toues dread Clamours, counterfe,
Farewell : Othells’s Occupation's gone,
Iago. Is't poffible.my Lord?
Oih, Villaine,be fure thoupraue my Louea Whore;
Be f{ure of it : Gine me the Occular proofe, ;
Or
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Or by the worth of mine cternall Soule,
Thou had’ft bin beater haue bin borne aDog.
Then anfwer my wak’d wrath,

lago. 15t cometo this? :

Orp. Make metofee’t: or (atthelealt) foprouei,
That the probation beare no Hindge, nor Loope,
To hang a doubt on : Or woe vpon thy life.

Iago, My Noble Lord.

Ot‘%. If thou doft flander her, and tortuse me,
Neuer pray more : Abandon all remorfe
On Horrors head, Horrors accumulate :

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

Iago. O Grace! O Heauen forgiue me!
AreyouaMan? Haue youa Sounle? or Senfe ?

God buy you : take mine Office. Oh wretched Foole,
That lou’it to make thine Honefty,a Vice!

Oh monfirous world ! Take note, takenote (O Worid)
Tobe direct and honef}, isnot fafe,

I thanke you for this profit, and from hence

1le loue no Friend, fith Loue breeds fuch offence.

Oth. Nay ftay : thou (hould’ft be honeft.

Iage. 1 {hould be wife ; for Honeftie’s a Foole,
And loofes that it workes for,

Oth. Bythe World,

Ithinke my Wife be honeft, and thinke fheis not :
Ithinke that thou art juft, and thinke thou art not
Ilehaue fome proofe. My name that was as frefh
As Dians Vilage, is now begrim’d and blacke

As mine owne face. Ifthere be Cords,or Kniues,
Poyfon,ar Fire, or fuffocating (treames,
llenotindure it. Would I were faris fied.

Tago. Ifeeyou areeaten vp with Paffion :

I do repent me, that I puc it to you,
You would be fatisfied ?

Oth. Would? Nay, and I will.

Zago. And may : but how? How fatisfied, my Lord ?
Would you the fuper-vifion groffely gape on?
Behold her top’d ?

Oth, Death,and damnation. Oh!

lago. Itwereartedious difficulty,Ichinke,
Tobring them to that Profpedt : Damne them then,
If euer mortall eyes do fee them boulfter
Morethen their owne. What then? How then?
What fhall T fay? Where’s Satisfaction ?

Itis impoffible you fhould fee this,

Woere they as prime as Goates, as hot 2s Monkeyes,
As faltas Wolues in pride, and Fooles as groffe

As Ignorance, made drunke. Bat yet ,11{ay,

If impuration, and ftrong circumftances,

Which leade dire&tly to the doore of Truth,

Will giue you fatisfaétion, you might haue'r.

Oth. Giue mealiuing reafon fhe’s difloyall,

lago. 1 do notlike the Office.

But fith Tameatred inthis caufe {o farre
(Prick’d teo’c by foolifh Honefty, and Loue)
Iwill goon. Ilsy with Caffiolately,

And beipg troubled witha 1aging tooth,

I could not fleepe, There are a kinde of men,
Soloofe of Souleythacin their fleepes will mutter
Their Affayres: one of this kinde is Caffio -
In{lespe I heard him fay, (weet Defdemona,
Letvs be wary, lec vs hide our Loues,
Andthen(Sir)would he gripe, and wring my hand :
Cry, oh fweer Creature : then kiffe me hard,

]

|

———— e e e e

Asif he plucke vp kiffes by the rootes,
That grew vpon my lippes, laid his Leg oremy Thigh,
And figh,and kiffe, and then cry curfed Fate,
That gaue thee to the Moore,

Oth. O monftrous ! monfirons?

Iago. Nay, this wasbut his Dreame.

Oth. Butthisdenoted a fore-gone conclufion,
"Tis a fhrew’d doubr, though it be but a Dreame,

Zago, And this may helpe to thicken other proofes,
That do demonftrate thinly.

Oth. lleteare herall to peeces,

Zago. Nay yet be wife; yer we fee nothing done,
She may be honeft yet : Tell me but this,
Haue you not fometimes {eene a Handkerchiefe
Spotted with Strawberries, in your wiues hand ?

Oth. 1 gaue her fuchaone:’twas my firt gift.

Iago. T1kmownot that: but fuch a Handkerchiefe
(I am fure it was your wiues) did I to day
Sce Caffio wipe his Beard with,

O:h. Ifitbethat,

Tago. Ifitbe that, orany, it was hers.
It fpeakes againft her with the other proofes.

Othel. O thar the Slave had forty theufand lives :
One is too poore, too weake for my revenge.
New doIfee tistrue. Looke heere lago,
All my fond loue thus do 1 blow to Heauen. *Tis gone,
Arife blacke vengeance, from the hollow hell,
Yeeld vp (O Loue) thy Crowne, and hearted Throne
Totyrannous Hate. Swell bofome with thy fraught,
For tis of Afpickes tongues,

Iags, Yetbe content,

Oih, Ohblood,bloed,blood,

Iago. Patiencel fay : your minde may change,

Otb, Neuer Jago. Liketothe Ponticke Sea,
Whofe Icie Current, and compulfiue courfe,
Neu'r keepes retyring ebbe, but keepes ducon
Tothe Proponticke, and the Hellefpont :
Euen fo my bloody thoughts, with violent pace
Shall new’r looke backe, neu'r ebbe to humble Loue,
Till thata capeable, and wide Reuenge
Swallow them vp. Now by yond Marble Heauen,
Inthe due reuerence of a Sacred vow,
1 heereengage my words.

lago. Donotrife yet:
Witnefle you euer-burning Lights aboue,

“You Elements, that clip vs round about,

Witnefle that heere Zago doth give vp
The execution of his wit, hands, heart,
To wrong’d Otkells’s Seruice. Let him command,
And toobey fhall be inme remorfe,
What bloody bufinefle euer.

Orh, 1greetthyloue,
Not with vaine thanks, but with acceptance bounteous,
And will vpon the inftant put thee too'.
Within thefe three dayes let me heare thee fay,
That Caffi’s not aliue.

Jago. My Friendisdead:
"Tis done at your Requeft.
Butlet her live.

Oth. Damne herlewde Minx
O damne her, damne her.
Come go with me a-part, Twill withdraw
To furnith me with fome fwift meanes of death
For the faire Diuell.
Now art thou my Lieutenant.

Tage. 1amyour owne for euer.

Exeunt,
Scena
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Sceena Quarta.

.

' Enter De[demona, e Emsilia,and Clown,

De¢f. Do you know Sitrah, where Licutenant Caffiz
lyes? -

Clow. 1dare not fay he lies any where.

Def, Whyman?

Clo. He’s a Saldier, and for me to {ay 2 Souldier lyes,
tis flabbing,

Def. Gotoo: wherelodgeshe?

] Clo. Torell you wherehe lodges, isto tel you where
Llye.

Def. Canany thing be made of this?

Clo. 1know not where helodges, and for mee to de-
uife alodping,and fay he lics heere, or he lies there,were
tolye in mine owne throat.

Def. Canyouenquire himout? and be edified by re-

ort?
[ Clo. I will Catechize the world for him,thatis,make
Queftions,and by them anfwer,

Def. Seeke him, bidde him come hither : tell him, 1
haue moouw’d my Lord on his behalfe, and hope all will
be well.

Clo, To dothis,is within the compafie of mans Wit,
and therefore I will attempt the doing e, Exit (lo.

Def. Wherefhould I loofe the Handkerchiefe, e£-
milia ?

o Emil, 1know not Madam.

Def. Belecue me, I had rather haue loft my purfe
Full of Cruzadoes, And but my Noble Mcore
Is true of minde, and made of no fuch bafenefle,

As icalious Creatures are, it were enough
To put him to ill-thinking.

oEmil. Ishe notiealious?

Def. Who,he? I thinkethe Sun where he was borne,
Drew all fuch hurmors from hims,

o Emil, Looke wherehe comes.

Enter Othello,

Def. Twill not leaue him now, till Caffic be
Call’d to him. How is't with you, my Lord?

Otb, Wellmy good Lady.Oh hardnesto diffemble!
How do you, Defdemona?

Def. Well,my good Lord,

Oth. Giue me your hand.

This hand is moit my Lady.

Def. Ithathfeleno age, nor knowne no forrow.

Oth. Thisargues fruicfuloefle, and liberall heare :
Hort, hot,and moyft. This hand of yours requires
A fequefler from Liberty : Falting, and Prayer,

Mach Caftigation, Exercife devout,

For heere’s a yong, and {weating Diucll beere
That commonly rebels: "Tis 2 good hand,

A franke one,

Def. Youmay (indeed)fayfos
For ’twasthat hand that gaue away my heare.

Otbh. Aliberall hand. Thehearts of old,gauc hands :
Bur our new Heraldry is hands, not hearts,

Def. 1cannot {peake of this :

Come, now your promife.

Oth, 'What promife, Chucke?

Dsf. Thauefent to bid CHffio come fpeake with you.

Oth. 1 haue a falt and forry Rhewme offends me:
Lend me thy Handkerchiefe.

| Sure, there’s fome wonder in this Handkerchikfe,

Def. Heeremy Lord, |
Oth. That which I gaueyou.
Def. Thaueicnot about me,
Oth. Not? !
Def. No indeed, my Lord.
Otbh, That’s a fault : That Handkerchiefe
Did an /& 1yprian to my Mother giue:
She was a Charmer, and could almof read
The thoughts of people. She told her,while the kept it,
'T would make her Amiable,and fubdue my Father
Intirely to herloue : Boziffhe loft i,
Or made a Guift of it, my Fathers eye
Should hold ber loathed, and his Spirits fhouldhunt’
After new Fancies. She dying, szue’it me,
Avd bid me (when my Fate would have me Wiu'd)
Togiveicher, Ididio; andtakeheede on'e,
Make it a Darling, hke your precious eye:
Toloofe’t, or giue’t away, were fuch perdition;
As nothing elfe could match.
Def, 1s’tpeffible ? :
Osh. "Tis true : There’s Magicke in the web ofic:
A Sybillthac had numbred in the world '
The Sun to courfe, two hundred compafles,
In her Prophetricke furie fow’d the Worke :
The Wormes were hallowed, thac did breede the Silke,
And it was dyde in Mummey, which the Skilfull
Conferv’d of Maidens hearts.
Def. lndeed? [s°t true?
Oth, Mot veritable, therefore looke too’t well.
Def. Then would to Heauen,that I had never feene’?
Oth. H2? wherefore ?
Def: Why doyou fpezke fo ftartingly,and rafh 2
Oth. 1s'tlof? Is't gon? Speak,is’t out o’th’'way?
Drf: Biefle vs.
Oth. Sayyou?
Def. Itisnotloft: but whatand ifit were ?
O:b, How?
Def. 1f{ayicis notloft.
Oth, Fetche,let me fee’r,
Def. Why foIcan:butlwill notnow:
Thisisa tricke to puc me from my fuite,
Pray youlet Caffio be recein’d againe.
Oth. Fetch me the Handkerchiefe,
My minde mif-giues.
Def. Come, come: yowIneuer meete 2 more fuffici-
ent man.
Oth. The Handkerchiefe,
Def. A manthat all his time
Hath founded his good Fortunes en yourloue ;
Shar’d dangers withyou.
Orh. The Handkerchicfe,
Def. Infooth, youars too blame,
Oth. Away.
eEmil. 1snotthismaniealions?
Def. 1neu’r faw this before.

Exit Othells,

1 am moft vohappy inthe loffe ofit,
oEmil. 'Tisnot ayeare or two fhewes yseman:
They are 2ll but Stomackes, and we ll butﬂFoodz
They eate vs hungerly, and when they are full
They belch vs,
Enter [ ago, and Caffie,

Looke you, Caffioand my Husband.
Lsgo. There is vo other way : ’tis (he muft deo'c:

Andloc the happinefle: go,and importune her,
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Caffio. Madam, my former fuite. 1dobefeech you, |
Thac by your vertuous meanes, | may againe !
Exift,and be a member ofhisloue |

? !

Whom I, withall the Office of my heart
Intirely honour, I would not be delayd.
If my offence, be of fuch mortall kinde,
Thac nor oy Seruice paft, nor prefent Sorrowes,
Nor purpos’d merit in futuricy,
Can ranfome me into his [oue againe,
But to know fo, mufl be my benefic -
So fhalll cloath me in a forc’d content,
And thucmy (elfe vp in fome other courfe
‘ToFortunes Almes.

Def. Alas (thrice-gentic Caffis)
My Aduocationisnotnow in Tune;
My Lord, is not my Lord snor fhould I know him,
Were he in Fauour, 23 in Humour alter’d.
So belpe me euery fpirit fan&ified,
As 1 hauefpoken foryou all my beft,
And ftood within the blanke of his difpleafure
For my free fpeech. You muft awhile be patient:
What I can do, I will : and more I will
Then for my felfe, I dare. Let that {iffice you.

lago. Ismy Lord angry?

e£Emil. He went hence but now :

And cerrainly in firange voquietnefle.

Iago. Canhe beangry? Ihaue feene the Cannon
When it hath blowne his Rapkesinto the Ayre,
And like the Diell from his very Arme
Puff’t his owne Brother : And is heangry ?
Something of moment then: I will go meet him,
There® matter in’tindeed, ifhe be angry.

Def. 1prytheedo fo. Something fure of State,
Either from Venice, or fome vohatch’d pratife
Made demonftrable heere in Cyprus, to him,

Hath pudled his cleare Spirit : and in fuch cafes,
Mens Natures wrangle with joferiour things,
Though great onesare their obiect. "Tis eucn fo.

Exit

T he Tragedie of Othella.

D:_ﬁ How now (good Caffis) what's the newes with [
you v‘

For let our finger ake, and it endues

Our other healthfull members,eucn to a fenfe

Of paine. Nay,wemuft chinke men are not Gods,
Nor of them looke for fuck obferuancie

As fitsthe Bridall. Befhrew me much, e£milia,

I was (vnhandfoeme Warrior,as I am)
Arraigning his vokindneffe with my foule :

But now I finde, 1 had fuborn’d the Witnefle,
Andhe'sIndited falfely.

e£mil. Pray heauen it bee
State matters, as you thinke, and no Conception,

No: no lealious Toy, concerning you,

Def. ‘Alas the day, I neuer gaue him caufe.

o £Emil. ButIealious foules will not be anfwer'd fo;
They are not eucr icalious for the caufe,

But iealious, for they'reicalious. itisaMonfter
Begot vponit felfe; borncon it felfe,

Def...Heauen keepe the Monfter from Otbells’s mind.

eLmil, Lady,Amen.

Def. T will gofeekehim. Caffio,walkeheere about:
If1 doe finde him fit, 1le mouc your fuite,
And feeke to effeét itto my vttermoft.

Cafs 1 bumbly thanke your Ladythip.

Exit

Enter Bianca.

Bian, *Saue you (Friend (4ffie.)

Caffio. Whatmake you from home?
How is’t with you, my moftfaire Bianca ?

| Indeed (fweet Loue) I was comning o your houfe,

Bian, And ] was going to your Lodging,Caffio.
What? keepe a weeke away ? Seuen dayes,and Nights?
Eight fcore eight houres ? And Louers abfent waﬁrcs
More tedious then the Diall, eight fcore times ?
Oh weary reck’ning.

Caffio. Pardon me,Bianca:

I baue this while with leaden thoughts beene prei,
But I fhall in a more continuate time
Strike off this {core of abfence, Sweet Bianca
Take me this worke out.
Bsanca. Oh Caffie,whence came this ?
Thisis fome Token from a newer Friend,
To the felt-Abfence : now I feele a Canfe:
Is’t come o this ? Well,well.
Caffio. Gotoo,woman :
Throw your vilde geffes in the Diuels teeth,
From whence you have them. Youarc iealious now,
That this is from fome Miftris, fome remembrance ;
No,in good troth Bianca.
Bian. Why,who'sisit?
Caffie. T know not neither ;
I found it inmy Chamber,
1likethe worke well ; Ere it be demanded
(Aslike enough it will) I would haue it coppied ¢
Tazke 1t, and doo’r,and leaue me for this time.
Lian, Leaue you ? Wherefore ?
Caffio. 1do attend heere on the Generall,
And thinke it no addition, nor my wifh ‘
To haue him fee me woman’d.

Bian. Why,Iptayyou?

Caffie. NotthatIloue younot.

Bian. Butthatyou donot loue me,

I pray you bring me on the way alistle,!
And fay, ifI (hall fee you foone at night?

Caffio. *T1sbut a lictle way chat I can bring you;
Forl zttend heere : But Ile fee you foone.

Bian, "Tis very good : ] muft be cireumftanc’d,

Exeunt owmes,

Aetus Quartus.  Scena Prima,

_ ————

Enter Othello, and Iago.
Will you thinke fo?
Thinke fo, lago?
2. Whatgto kiffe in private ?
O:h. Anvnauthoriz’d kiffe?
Iago. Orto benaked with her Friend in bed,
Anboure, or more, not meaning any harme ¢
Oth. Naked in bed (Z7ago) and not meanc harme ?
It is hypocrifie againft the Diuell ;
They chat meane vertuoufly,and yet do fo,
TheDiuell their vertue tempts, and they tempt Heauen.
Zago. 1fthey do nothing,tisa Veniall lip :
Butit I giue my wife a Handkerchicfe.
Oth., What then?
Iago. Why then tis hers(my Lord}and being hers
She may (I thinke) bcﬂow'tcon{my mZ?l. s
Otb. Sheis ProteGrefle of her honor too &
May fhe giuethar?

lago,
Oth,
I ago,

Tapa,
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Fago. Herhonor is an Effence that's not feene,
Thf.‘:;’)hm: it very oft,that haueitnot.
| Bat for the Handkerchiefe,

Otbe, By heauen,] would moft gladly haue forgot it:
Thou f2idft (oh,it comes ore my memorie,

As doth the Rauen o're the infetisus honfe :
Boading toall ) he had my Handkerchiefe.

Zago. 1:what ofthat?

Othe. That’s not{o good now.

Iag What 1f 1 had {aid,] had fecne him do you wrong?
Or heard him {ay("as Knaues be fuchabroad,

Who hauing by their owne importunate {uit,

r voluntary dotage of fome Miftris,
Conuinced or fupply’d them,cannos chufe
But they muftblab, )

Oth, Bathhe f1id any thing ?

lago. Hlehath (my Lord)butbe you well affuc’d,
No more thenhe'levn-{weare.

Oth. What hath he faid?

Tago. Why,that he did : 1 koow not what he did.

Othe. What ? What?

lago. Lye.

O:h. With her?

Iage. Withbher ?0n her : what youwill,

Orhe. Lyewithher? lye onher ? We fay lye onber,
when they be-lye-her. Lye with her : that's full{fome :
Handkerchiefe : Confeflions : Hindkerchiefe, To con-
fe(Te, and be hang’d for his labour. Furlt, to behang'd,
} and thea to confeffe: T tremble acit. Nature would not
invet her felfe in fuch fhadowing paffion, without fome
TuftruCtion. Itisnot words that (hakes me chus, (pith)
Nofes,Eares,and Lippes : 15’ poffible. Cenfeffe? Hand-
kerchiefe? O diuell. Falls in a Trannce.

I;;.ga, Worke
My Medicing workes. Thus credulous Fooles are caugh,
And many worthy ,and chafi Dames euen thus,

(All guiltleffle)meete reproach ; wha hoa? My Lord?
My Lord,} fay : Othello. 7
Euter Caffio.

o1
on,

How now t’?rﬁk‘a?

Caf, What’s the matter?
Lago. My Lord is falneinto an Epilepfic,

This is his fecond Fir : he had one yefterday.
Cafe Rub himabout the Temples.
Izge. The Lethargie muft bage his quyet courfe:
1f not he foames at mouth : and by and by
Breakes out tofauage madneffe. Looke, he firres:
Do you withdraw your f{elfe a litcle while,
He will recouer ftraight : when he is gone,
I would on great occafion,fpeake with you.
How is it Generall 2 Haue you nothure your head?
Othe. Doft thoomockeme?
lago. 1mocke you not, by Heanen:
Would you would beare your Fortunelike a Man,
Orhe, A Horned man’s a Monfter,and a Bealt.
- Tago. Ther'smany a Bealt thenin a populous Citty,
And many i ciuill Mon&et.
Othe. Did he confefle ic?
lago. Good Sir, beamant”
Thinke cuery bearded fellowthac’s but yoak’d
May draw with'yoa. There’s Millionsnow aliue,
hatnightly lyeinchofe vaproper beds, i
Which they dare fiveare pecatiar.’ 'Y our'cafe is better
Oh, *tis the fpight of hell,the Fiendé Atch-mock,
: \Tu lip a wantonin afecure Cowch; :

b
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[ And to fuppofeé her chaft. Nojletme know, !
| And knowing what T am,Iknow what fhe {hallbe.
Oth. Oh, thou art wife ; ’tis certaing, ]
Iago. Stand you a while apart,
Confine your {cife butina patient Lift,
Whil'ft you were heere, o’re-whelmed with your griefe
(A paffion moft refuiting fuch aman)
Caffio came hither. I (hifted him away,
And layd good fcufes vpon your Exrafie,
Bad him anon returne : and beere (peake with me,
The whichhe promis’d. Do but encaue your (elfe,
And marke the Fleeres, the Gybes, and notable Scornes
That dwell ineuery Regicn ofhis face,
For [ will make himtell the Tale anew:
Where,how,how oft,how long ago, and when
He hath,and 1s againe socope your wife.
I fay,but marke his gefture : marry Patience,
Or 1 fhall fay y'are all in allinSpleene,
And nothing of 2 man,
Orhe. Dot thou heare, fago,
1 will be found moft cunning in my Patience:
But(do’ft thon beare)moflt bloody.
Iago. That’s not amifle,
Butyet keepetime in all : will you withdraw #
Now will I queftion Caffio of Bianca,
A Hufwife.that by {elling her defires
Buyes her feife Bread,and Cloath. Itisa Creature
Thet dotes on Caffio, (as *tis the Strumpets plague
Tobe-guilemany,and be be-guil'd byone)
He,when he heares of her,cannort reftraine
From the exceffe of Laughter. Heerehe comes.

Boimib o o~ == T L e
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Enter Caffio,

R N

As he (hal! fmile,0thells fhall go mad :

| And hisvnbookifh Ieloufie muft conferue

| Paore Caffio's (miles, geGtures,and light behauiours

) Quiteinthe wrong. How do you Lieutenant ?

| Caf. Thewotler,rhatyou giue me cheaddition,

Who!é wanceuen killes me,

Iago. Ply Defdemona well,and youare fureon’ss

Now,if this Suitlay in Bianca’s dowre,

How quickely fhould you fpeed?

Caf. Alas poore Caitiffe.
O:h. Looke bow he laughes already.
Iags. Tneuer knew woman loue man o,

(af. Alas poore Rogue, [ thinkeindeed the loues me.
Oth. Now hedeniesit faintly: and laughes it out.
lago. Do youheare Caffio ?

Oth. Now heimportunes him

Totellito’re: go too,well {aid ywell faid.

Iago, She giuesitoug,thatyou fhall marry her.

Do youinteadit?

C4f, Hahayha. .
Oth, Doye riumph,Romaine? do you triumph?
Caf. 1masry. What ? A cuftomer jprythee beare

} Some Charitieromy wit,do not thinke it

,' So vowholefome. Ha,ha ba,

\ Oth. So,{o0,{o,f0: they laugh that winnes;

Iago. Wiy the cry goes,that you marry heg

Caf. Prythee faytrue.

| Jago, Tama very Villaine clfe.

\  oth. Have you{coar'dme? Well.

t Caf- Thisisthe Monkeys owne giuinog out 2

i
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Sheis perfwaded I will marry her
Qut ofher owne loue & flattery,not out of my promife. |
Orhe.\
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Oth. 7az:becomes me : now he begins the ftory.
Caffio. Shewas heere euennew : fhe haunts me in ee

uery place. Iwasthe other day talking on the Sea-

banke with certaine Venetians, and thither comesthe

Bauble,and falls me thus about my neck.

~ Orh, Crying oh deere Cafffo,as it were: hisicRture im-

ports it.

Céffia. Sohangs,and lolls,and weepes vpon me:

So fhakes, and pulls me. Ha;ha,ha,

Orb. Now hetells how the pluckt him to my Cham-
ber : oh, I{ee that nofe of yours,but not that dogge, I
{hall thsow it te,

Caffio. W ell,I muft leaue her companie,

Iags. Before me: looke wheie fhe comes,

Eunter Bianga,

Caf °Tis fuch another Fitchew:marry s perfum’d cne?
What do you meane by this haunting of me ?

Bian. Letthediuell, andhis dam haunt you : what
did you meane by that fame Handkerchiefe,you gaue
me euen now ¢ I was afine Foole torakeic: I muft take
oucthe worke ? A likely piece of worke,that you thould
finde itin your Chamber,and know not who left it there.
This is fome Minxes token,& [ muft take out the works?
There,giue it your Hobbey-horfe, wherefoeuer you had
it,lle take out no worke on't.

Caffis. How now,my {weete Bianca?

How now? How now ?

Othe, By Heauen,that fhould be my Handkerchicfe.

Bian. 1f you'le come to fupper to night you may, if
you will not,come when you are next prepar’d for. Exit

Jags. After her :after her,

Caf: ITmuft,(hee’l rayle in the ftreets elfc.

Jago. Will you fup there?

Caffis. Yes,]intend fo.

Tago, Well, Imay chance to {ee you: for I would ve-
ty faine fpeake with you.

Caf Prythee come: will you ?

Jago. Go too : {ay no more.

0th. How fhallI murther him, Zage.

Jage. Did you perceiue how helaugh'd at hisvice?

O:h, Oh,lago.

Tago. And did you fee the Handkerchiefe ?

Oth. Was that mine?

dago. Yours by this hand : andtofee how he prizes
the foolith woman your wife : fhe gaue it him Jand he
hath giu'nichis whore.

Oth, 1 would haue him nine yeeres a killing :

A fine woman,a faire woman,a {fweete woman ?

Tage. Nay,youmuft forget that.

O:hello. 1,let her vorand perith, and be damn’d to
night , for {be fhallnet hue. No, my heart is turn’d to
ftone: 1 firike it,and it hurts my hand, Oh,the world
hath notafwecter Creature : fhe mighe lyeby anEm-
perours fide,and comsmand him Taskes.

Iago. Nay,that's notyour way.

Othe, Hangher,1do butfay what{heis:fo delicate
with her Needle : an admirable Mufitian, Oh fhe wil]
fing the Savageneffe out of aBeare : of {o high and plen-
teous wit,and inuention ?

Tago. She’sthe worfe for all this.

& Othe. Oh,athoufand,athoufand times:
And then of fo gentle a condition ?
dage, Troo gentles

Othe, Nay that’s certaine : ‘

But yetthe picty of it, Jaso: oh Jago, the pitty of it
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Tago, Tfyou arefo fond ouer her iniquitie : giue her
pattent to offend, for if it touch not you,it comes neere
no body.

Oth, Iwill chop herinto Meffes : Cuckold me ?

Zsago. Oh,’tis foulein her,

O1h. With mine Officer?

lage. That’s fouler.

Othe. Get me fome poyfon,lago, this night. Ilenot
expoftulate with her : 1eaft her body and beautic ynpro-
uvide my mind againe :this night Zage,

Tago. Da it net with poyfon, firangle herin het bed,
Euen the bed fhe hath contaminated

Oth, Good,good :

The luftice of it pleafes : very good.

lago. Andfor Caffio,let me be his vndertaker s

You thall heare more by midnight.

Enter Lodosico, Defdemona,and Attendants.

Orhe. Excellent good : What Trumpet is that fame ?
Zago. 1 warrant fomething from Venice,
"Tis Ledonico this, comes from the Duke,
See,your wife’s with him,
Lsdo, Save youworthy Generall,
Othe. With all my heart Sir.
Lod The Duke,and the Senators of Venice greet you,
Othe. 1 kiffe the Inflrument of their pleafures,
Def. And what'sthe newes,good cozen Lodouice ?
f4ge. 1am very glad to fee you Signior:
Welcome to Cyprus.
Lod. 1thauke you: how do’s Lieutenant Caffio?
Iago. LiuesSir,
Def. Cozen,there’s falne betweene him,& my Lerd,
An vekind breach: but you fhall make all well,
Othe. Are you fure of that ?
Def. My Lord?
Othe. This faile you not to do,as you will -
Lod. He did not call: he’s bufie inthe paper,
Is theregdeuifion twixec my Lord,and Caffio ?
Def. *A moft ynhappy one : I would do much
T attonclehiem for the loue I beareto Caffo.
Oth, Fire,and brimeftone.
Def. My Lord,
Orh. Areyou wife?
Def. What is he angrie?
Lod. MaybethLetter mowd him,
Foras [thinke, they do command him home,
Deputing Cafsio in his Gouernment,
Def. Truft meylam gladon'e,
Othe. Indeed?
Def. My Lord?
Othe. 1am glad tofee youmad,
Def. Why,{weete Othelo?
Othe. Diuell.
Def. 1haue not deferu’d this,
Lod, My Lord, this would not be beleeu’d in Venice,
ThoughI fhould fweareI{aw’t, "Tis very much,
Make her amends : fhe weepes.
Othe, Oh diuell,diuell
Ifthat the Earth could teeme with womansteares,
Each drop fhe falls,would prouea Crocodile :
Out of my fight.
Def. 1 willinot ftay to offend you,
Lod. Truely obedient Lady :
Idobefeech your Lordfhip call her backe.

Orb?
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Othe. Miftris.
Defe My Lord. :
Othe, Whatwould you with her,Sir?
Lod, Who I,my Lord?
Othe. 1,youdid wifh,thatT would make her turne:
Sir,fhe can turne,and turne : and yet go on
And turne againc. And fhe can wcepc,Sir,wcepcw
And (he’s obedient : as you fay obedient.
Very obedient: proceed youin your teares.
Concerning this Sir,(oh well-painted paffion)
[am commandcd home : get you away :
Ile {end for you anon. Sir 1 obey the Manadate,
And will returne to Venice. Hence,auvaunt
Caffis (hall haue my Place. And Sir,to night
I do entreat,that we may {up togecher,
You are welcome Sir to Cyprus.
Goates,and Monkeys. Exit.
Lod. 1sthis the Noble Moore, whom our full Senate
Call all in all fufficient ? Is this che Nature
W hom Paflion could not fhake ? Whofe folid vertue
The thot of Accident,nor dare of Chance '
Conld neither graze,nor pierce?
Iago., Heis mllch ch:mg d.
Lod. Are hiswits fafe? Is he not light of Braine ?
Iago. He'sthat heis : T may not breath my cenfure.
What he might be:if what he mighe,heis not,
I would to heauen he were,
Lod, What? Strike his wife? :
Iago..’Faith that was not fo well : yet would I knew
That iroke would prouc the worft.
Led. Isithis vfe?
Or did the Letters,worke vpon his blood,
And new create his faule?
lago. Alas,alas:
It is not honeftie in me to fpeake
What 1 haue feene,and knowne. You fhall obferue him,
And his owne courfes will deonte him fo,
That I may {ave my fpeech : dobut go afer
And marke how he continues.

Lod, Iam forry that [ amdecein’d in him.  Exeunt.

Scena Secunda.

- — - ——

Enter Othello and e AEmilia.

Othe. Youhaue feenenothing then

e£Emil, Noreuerheard :nor euer did {ufpeét.

Othe, Yes,youhane {eene Caffio,and the'together.

e£mi. But then Ifawno harme: and then | heard,
Each {yllable thac breath made vp betweene them.

Othe. What¢ Did theyneuer whifper?

eEmil. Never vy Lord.

Othe. Nor fend you out o'th’way ?

eEmil. Neuer,

Othe. To fetch her Fan, her Gloues,hier Mask,norno-

e£mil. Neuermy Lord. (thing?

Othe. That'’s firange.

eEmil. Tdurft(my Lord)ro wager,(he is honeft:
Lay downe my Soule at ftake : If you thinke other,
Fiemoue your thought. Itdoth abufe your bofamc
Ifany wretch bave put thisin your head ,
Let Heauen requit it with the Sérpents curfc

— .

Forif fhe be not honeft,chafte, and true,
There’s no man happy, The pureft of their Wives
Is foule as Slander.

Othe. Bid her come hither :
She faies enough : yet the’s a fimple Baud
Thatcannot fay as much. This is afubtile Where :
A Cloffer LockeandK ey of Villanous Secrets,
And yet fhe'le kueele,and pray : 1 haue feene her do’.

——— e e e —

Exit o Emiilia.

Enter Defdemona,and  Lmilia, ]

Def. My Lord,what is your will ?
Otbe, Pray you Chucke come hiiher.
Def. Whatis your pleafure ?
Oth. Letme fee your eyes : looke in my face,
Def. Whathorrible Fancie's this?
Othe. Some of your Funétio n Miftris:
Leave Procreants alone,and fhu tthe doore:
Cough,or cry hem; 1fany bodycomie :
Your Myflery,your Myftery: Mavdlfpztch Exit < Ami.
Def. Vponmy kneey;what doth your fpeech impore?
[ ynderftand a Fury in your words.
Orhe Why ? What art thou ?
Your wifemy Lord: your true andloyall wife.
()zbs.’io Come f{weare it : damoe thy felfe, leaft
bem.s like one of Heaven, the divells themfelues ihould
fcarc to ceaze thee, Thereforebe double damn’d: fweare
thou art honeft.
Def. Heauen doth truely know ir,
Orbe,Heauen truely knowes,that thou art falfe as hell,
Def. Towhom my Lord?
With whom? How am I falfe?
Othe. Ah Defdemonaway,away,away.
Def. Alasthe heavy day : why de you weepe?
Am I the motiue of thefe teares my Lord ?
1fhappely you my Father do fufpc&
An Inftrument of this your calling backe,
Lay not your blame on me : il you haue loft him,
I baueloft himtoo,
Othe, Had tpleas’d Hcauen,
To try me with Affliétion,had they raind
Allkind of Sores,and Shames onmy bare-heads
Steep’d mein pouertictothe very lippes.
Giuen to Captiuitie;me,and my vimoft hopes,
I {hould haue found in fome place ofm_v Soule
A drop of patience, Bucalas,to make me
The fixed Figure for the time of Scorne,
To point his {low,and mouing fing er at.
Yet could I beare that too,well,very well :
But there where  haue garnerd vp my heart,
W here either I muft liue, ot beare o life,
The Fountaine from the which Y CUTTANE runnes,
Ot elfe driesvp - to be difcarded thence,
Ot keepe it as a Cefterne,for foule Toadcs
To knot and gender in, Tuzne thy complexion there :
Patience, thou young and Rofe-lip’d Cherubin,
I heere lookc grim as hell,
Def. 1hope my Noble Lord efteemes me honeft,
Othe. Ohl,as SommerFlyesarcinthe Shambles,
That quicken’etien with blowing. Oh thou weed :
Who art {0 louely faire,and {mell't fo fwcete,
That the Senfe akes at thec -
Would thouhad’( neuer bin borne,
Alas,what ignorancfin hane I committed 2
Orbe Was this falrc Paper ? This moft goodly Bcokc
Made to write Whore vpan? What commited, |
YV2 Corsa!
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Committed ? Oh,thou publicke Commoner,
I (hould make very Forges of my cheekes,
That would to Cynders burne vp Modeftie,
Did 1 but fpeake thydeedes, What commited ?
Heauen ftoppes the Nofe at it,and the Moone winks :
The baudy windethatkifles all ic meetes,
Is hufh’d within the hollow Myne of Earth
And will not hear’t. What commited 2
Def. By Heauen you do me wrong.
Othe. noty :
Def: No,as 1 amaChriftian,
i Ifto preferuc this veflell formy Lord,
{ From any other foule valawfull touch
| BenottobeaStrumper,I am none.
Othe. What,nora Whore ?
Def. No,as1(hallbe fau'd.
Othe. 1s'tpeflible ?
Def- Oh Heauen forgivevs,
Othe. 1 cry yeu mercythen ,
I tooke you for that cunning Whore of Venice,
That married with Otbello, Y ou Miftris,
Enter e £milia.
That haue the office oppofite to Saint Peter,
And kecpes the gateof hell., You,you :Tyou.
We haue done our, cousfe:there’s money for your paines:
I pray you turpe the key,and keepe our counfaile.  Exit.
o Emil. Alas,what do’sthis Gentleman conceiue ?
How do you Madam ?how do youmy good Lady?
Def. Faich, halfeaflecpe:
eLmi. Good Madam,
What's the matter with my Lord 2
Dn‘_{: With who ?
" eEmil, Why,withmy Lord,Madam?¢
Def.. Who is thy Lord 2
oEmil. Hethatis yours,{weet Lady.
Def. I haue none ;. do nottalke to me e Emilia,
I cannot weepe :noranfweres haue I nong, |
Bnt what, fhould go by water. Prytheeto night,
Lay on my bedimy wedding {heetes,remember,
And callthy husband hither.
oEmil. Heere'sa change indeed,
Def.’Tis meete I fhould be vs'd fo : very mecte.
How haue I bin bebau'd,thathe mighe fticke
The {mall’ft opinion onmy lealt mifvie?

§

Are

Are ou aStrympet ?

Enter Tago and o Emilia,

Zago, What is your-pleafure Madam?
How st with you 2
Def. 1 cannot tell :thofechat do teach yopg Babes
Do it with gentle meangs,and eafie taskes.
He might hane chid me {o ; for in good faith
Iam a“(_:hild.m‘chidin—’n
lago, Whatis the matter Lady ?
e AEmil. Alas(Jago)my Lord hath fobewhor’d her,
Throwne fuch dilpight,and heauy cermes vpon ber
That true beagi s cannct bearg ir.
Def. AmI that 112?[115:31716:?)0:\‘ :
Tagoi N hat namc_(l aire Lady ?)A
Def;. Sueh as (he {aid my Lord did {ay T .was,
o Emil. Hecall’d her syhore :a Begger inhis drinkes
(Jould not hauelaid fuchtermes vpon his Calleg,

Tago. V‘J}‘.y didhefo? Serde s

Def. T danot know :d am fure Tamnope fuch.

faga: Danor weepedonot weepe :ralzs the day.
s e il Hath the forfooke fo many Noble Matches ?

Her Fathes? And her Country 2 And berFriends ?

Exit. !
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[ To becall’d Whore ? Would itnot make.ane wegpe ?
Def. Itis my wretched Fortune. .. ¢ ., N
Iage, Befhrew himfor'c: hake |
How comes this Tricke vponhim?
Def. Nay,Heauven doth know.
oEmi. Twill be hang’d,if fome eternall Villaine,
Some bufie 2nd infinuating Rogue,
Some cogging cozening Slaue,to get fome Office,
Haue not deuis'd this Slander : Iwill be hang’d elfe.
Iago. Fie thereis no fuchman:itis '.:mpoﬁﬁ"olﬁﬂ
Def. 1fany fuch there be,Heaucn pardon him.
eLwil. Ahalterpardon him:
A nd hell gnaw his bones.
Why fhould he call her Whore?
Who keepes her companie ?
What Place ? What Time 2
What Forme ?What liklyhood ?
The Moore sabus’d by fome moft villanous Knaue,
Some bafe notorious Knaue,fome fcuruy Fellow.
Oh Heauens, that fuch companions thow’d’t vnfold,
And putin euery honeft hand a whip

Tazaith the Rafcalls naked thrgugh the world,
Euvetifromthe Eaft to th*Weft,

Iago. Speake within doore.

o Lmil, Ohfie vpon cthem: fome fuch Squire he was
That turn’d your wit,the feamy-fide withou,
And made you to fufpect me withthe. Moere,

lago. YouareaFoole: gotoo.

Def. Alas Tago,
What fhall Ido to win my Lord againe?
Good Friend,go to him : for by this light of Heauen,
1 know not how Iloft him, Heerel kneele:
Ifere my will did trefpafle "gainft his Loue,

8
i |
i

Either in difcourfe of thought,or a&uall deed,

Or that mine Eyes,mine Eares,orany Sence
Delighted thems or any other Forme,

| Orthat I do not yet, and euer did,

| Andeuer will,(though he do fhake me off
Tobeggerly diuorcement)Loue him deerely,
Comfort forfweare me.. Vokindnelle may do much,

| And his ynkindneffe may defeatmy life,

|
f

| But neuer taynt my Loue. Icannot {ay Whore,

It do'sabhorre me now I fpeakethe word,
Todo the A&, that might the addicion earne,
Not the worlds Mafle of vanitie could make me.
fage. 1pray you be content : 'tis but his humour:
The bulinefle of the State do’s him offence.
Def. 1f ‘twere no other,
Zago. Ttisbuc fo, Jwarrant,
Hearke how the(e Infiruments fummon to fupper :
The Meflengers of Venice [aies the meate,

{ Goin,and weepenot : all things (hall be well.

Exennt Defdemona and « Emilia,

Enter Rodorigo.

How now Rederige?

Red, Idonotfinde
Thatthou deal'Riuftly with me.

Zago.  What in the contrarie ?

Rodori. Euery day theu dafts me with {fome devife
fago, and rather, as it (eemes to me.npow, keep’ft from
me all conueniencie, then fupplie megwith the leaft ad-
uantage of hope : I will indeed ne longer endure ir. Nox
am 1 yet perfwaded to put vp in peace, what already
haue foolifhly fuffred.

Iago, Will you heare me Redoriga?

Rodori 1

—
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Sogetthee gone, good night : mine eyes doitch:
1 .
Doth that boade weeping ?
e£mil, *Tisneyther heere, nor there?

{

L Dot thou in confcience thinke(tell me eALamilia)
| That there be women do abufe their husbands
Intuch groffe kinde ¢
eLmil. There be fome (uch, no queftion.
Def. Would'fithou do {uch a deed for all the world ?
o Emil. Why,wouldnotyou?
Def. No,by this Heauenly light,
«Lmil. Norneither, by this Heauenly lighe:
I might doo’tas well 'ch’darke.
Def.” Would'k thou do fuch a deed for al the werld ?
eEmil. The world’s ahuge thing :
Itis a great price, for a {mall vice.
Def. Introth, I thinkethou would’f not.
eLmil. Introth shinke 1 fhould, and vodoo't when
I'had done, Marry, Iwould not doe fuch a thing for a
toynt Ring, nor for meafures of Lawne,nort for Gawnes,
Petticoats, nor Caps, nor any petty exhibition, But for
all the whole world : why,who would not make her hus-
banda Cuckold, to make hima Monarch?] fhould ven-
ture Purgatory for’.
Def. Bethrew me, if I would do fuch a wrong
For the whole world.
eLmil. Why, the wrang is but a wreng i'th'werld;
and baning the world for your labour, ’tis a wrong in
your owne world, and you might quickly make it right.
Def. 1donot thinke thereisany fuch woman,
e£Lmil. Yes,adozen:and asmany to'th’vantage, as
would (tore the world they plaid for.
But I dothinke it is their Husbands faults
1f Wiues do fall : (Say, that they flacke their duties,
And powre our Treafures into forraigne laps;
Or elfe breake out in pecuifh lealoufies,
Throwing reftraintvpon vs: Or fay they firike vs,
Or {cant our former hauing in defpight)
Why we haue galles : and though we haue fome Grace,
Yet have we fome Reuenge. LetHusbands know,
Their wives haue fenfe like them : They fee, and fmell,
And haue their Palats both for fweet,and fowre,
As Husbands haue. What isit that they do,
When they change vs for others 2 Is it Spore?
{ Ithinke itis: and doth Affetion breedic?
| Ithinkeitdoth. Is’t Frailty that thus erres?
Itis fotoo. Andhauenot we Affe&tions?
Defires for Sport? and Frailty,as men haue ¢
Then let them vie vs well : elfe let them know,
Theilles we do, their illes inftruct vs f{o.
Def. Goodnight, goodnight:
Heauen me (uch vfes {end,
Not to picke bad, from bad ; but by bad,mend. Exesnt

Aclus Quintus.  ScenaPrima.
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Eater lago,and Rodorigo,
{ago. Heere,ftand behinde this Barke,
Straight wilkhe come :
| Wearethy pood Rapierbare, and put ithome ;
Quicke,quicke, feare nothing; Ile be ar thy Elbow,
Tt makes vs, orit marres vs, thinke on that,
And fixe moftfirme thy Refolution,

| ‘TZJ? ‘Zz_zzgm’ff of Otlello

Def: 1haue heard it (2id fo, O thefe Men,thele men! (

e e

[ Rod, Beneerearhand, T may mifcarry in't.:
| J4ge. Heereatchy band; Be bold, & take thy ftand,
Rod. 1haueno great deuotionto the deed,
| And yet bie hath giuenme fatisfying Reafons ;
"Tis but aman gone. Forth my Sword:: he dies.
Zago.1 baue sub'd this yong Quaralmoft to the fenfe,
And he growes angry. Now, whether he kill Caffio,
Or Caffio him, or cach do kill the other,
| Euery way makes my gaine. Liue Rodorigo,
He calles me to a reftitucion large
OfGold ,and Iewels, that 1 bob’d from him,
As Guifis to Defdemona. l
It muftnot be : If Caffie do remaine,
Hehatha dayly beauty inhis life,
That makes me vgly : and befides, the Moore
May vnfold me to him : there fand lio much perill:
No, hemuft dyc. Butfo,I heard him comming.
Enter Caffio.
Rod. 1know his gate, tis he : Villaine thou dyeft,
Csf. Thatthruft had beene mine enemy indeed,
But that my Coate is bertter then thou know'f
I'will make proofe of thine,
Red. Oh,I am flaine,
Caffio. 1am maym’d for euer :
Helpe hoa : Murther, muither.
Enter Othello.

Oth. The voyce of Caffio, Jago keepes his word.

Rod. O Villainethat [ am,

Oth, Itis cuen fo,

Caf. Obhelpe hoa: Lighe,aSurgeon.

Oth. "Tishe: O brave Jago, honeft,and iuft,
That haft {uch Noble fenfe of thy Friends wrong,
Thou teacheft me. Minion, your deere lyes dead,
And your voblefi Fate highes : Scrumpet I come :
For of my h=art, thofe Charmes thine Eyes, are blotted ,
| Thy Bed lufi-Rain’d, fhall with Lufts blood bee fpotted.

Exit Orhello.
Enter Lodonico and Gratiane,

Caf. Whathoa? ng Watch? Nopaffage ?
Murcher, Marther.

Gra. "Tis fome mifchance,the voyceis very direfull.

Caf. Oh helpe.

Lodo. Hearke. :

Rod, Ok wretched Villaine,

Led, Two or three groane. "Tis heauy night ;
Thelemay be counterfeits : Let’s think't vofafe
[ To comeinto the cry, withour more helpe.

“Red. Nobady come : then thall 1 bleed to death,

Enter lago.

Led. Hearke,
Gra. Here's one comes in his thire, with Lighe, and
Weapons.
Iago. Who'sthere?
Who's noyfe is this that cries on murther?
Lods. Wedonotknew.
Zego, Donotyou heareaery
Caf. Heere,heere : for heauen fake helpe me,
Jago. What’s the matter ?
Gra. This is Othello’s Ancient,as ] take it,
Lsda. The fameindeede, 2 very valianc Fellow,
dags. VW hacare you heere, that ery fo greenoufly?
Caf. Tugo? OhTam {poyl'd, vodone by Villsines:
Give me fome helpe,
Zago. O mee, Lieutenant!
What Villaines haue done this?
Caf. Ithinke that one of them is heereabout,

\ And
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£nd cannot make away,
Iaga. Ohtreacherous Villaines:
What are you there ? Come in, and giue fome helpe,
Rod, O helpemethere.
Caffio. That'soneofthem,
Iago, Ohmurd’rousSlane! O Villaine !
Rod. O dami’d Jago! O inhumane Dogge |
lago. Kill menith’darke?
Where be thefebloody Theeuss?
How filent is this Towne ? Hoa,murther,mirther,
What may you be? Are you of good,or euill ?
Lod. Asyou thall proue vs,praife vs.
Iago. Signior Lodonico?
Led. HeSir,
lago. 1cry youmercy:here’s Caffio hurtby Villaines.
Gra. Caffiod
lage. How is’t Brother?
Caf. My Leggeiscutintwo.
Iago, Marry heauen forbid :
Light Gentlemen, lle binde it withmy {hize.
Enter Biauca,
Bien. Whatis the matter hoa? Whois'tchat cry’d?
Iago. Whois'tthatcry'd?
Bian, Ohmy deere Caffio,
My fweet Caffio : Oh Caffio,Caffio,Caffios
fago. O notable Scrumpet. Caffio, may you fulpect
Who they fhould be, that have thus mangled you ?
Caf, No.
Gra. 1am forryto finde youthus;
I haue beene to fecke you,
Isgo, Lend me aGarter. So:—~——=Oh for a Chaire
To beare him eafily hence,
Bian, Alashe faints. Oh Ceffio.Caffio, Caffia.s
lago. Gentlemenall, I do {uipect chis Tralh
Tobe a party in this Iniurie.
Paticnce awhile; gooa Csffie. Come,come
Lend me a Light : know we this face, orno?
Alas my Friend,and my deere Countryman
Rodorige? No : Yes fure : Yes, "tis Redorigo.
Gra. What, of Venice?
Iage. EuenheSir: Didyou know him?
Gra. Know him? I.
lago. Signior Gratiano? 1 cry your gentle pardon :
Thefe bleody accidents muft excufe my Manners,
That (onegledted you.
Gra. 1amgladtofeeyou,
Lago, How do you Caffie? Oh,a Chaire,2 Chaire.
Cra. Rodorigo?
Jage. He, e, 'tishe:
Oh that's well fa:id, the Chaire.
Some good man beare him carefully from hence,
Ile ferch the Generall’s Surgeon. For you Miftris,
Saue you your labour, Hethatlies flaine heere (Caffie)
Was iny deere friend. W hat malice was between you 2
Ca_(?l None inthe world : nor do I know the man ?
Lago, Whar? looke you palei Oh beare him o’th*Ayre,
Stay you good Gentlemen, Looke you pale, Miftris?
Do you perceiue the saftnef{e of her eye?
Nay,if you ftare, we thall heare more anoa. -
Behold her well: I pray yoa looke vpon her :
Do you fec Gentlemen? Nay,guiltinefle will fpeake
Though tongues were out of vie.
o Emil. Alasywhar is the matrer?
W hat is the matcer, Husband ?
Iags. Caffiohathhecrebin fec oninthe darke
By Roderigo, and Fellowes thav are {cap’d:

Hc's almoft flaine, and Rodorige quite dead.
oEmil. Alas good Gentleman : alas good (fsio.

Iags. Thisisthe fruits of whoring. Prythe e £milia, |

Go know of Caffie where he fupt to night.
What, do you fhake at that
Bian. He ﬁlp:. at my houfe;but I therefore fhake not,
Jago, Odidhefo? I charge you go with me,
e£mil. Ohfievponthee Strumpet.
‘Bian. 1am noStrumpet, but of Life ashonef,
As youthat chus abufe me.
eLEmil. As I? Fie vponthee.
Lago. Kinde Gentlemen :
Let’s go fee poore Caffia dreft,
Come Miftris, you muft tel’s another Tale. \
oEmilia, run you to the Cittadell,
And tell my Lord and Lady,whathath happ'd :
Will you go on afore ? This is the night

That eithernakes me, or foredoes me quight.  Exense

i R . e e et e et ——

Scana Secunda.

e e e e e e e e et e S

Enter Othello, and De[demona in ber bed.

Oth. Itis the Caufe, it is the Caufe (my Soule)
Let menor name it to you,you chafte Starres,
Itisthe Caufe. Yetlle not{hed ber blood,

Nor {carre that whicer skin of hers, then Snow,
And {mooth as Monumentall Alablaiter:
Yec (he muft dye, elfe fhee’l betray move ment
Put out the Light, and then put oue the Light
If I quenchehee, thoo flaming Minitter,
I canagaine thy former lighe reftore,
Should Irepent me. But once put out thy Lighe,
Thou cunning’(t Patterne of excelling Nature,
I know not whete is that Premerbe nheate
That canthy Light re-Lome,
Wheg I haue pluck’d thy Ro’e,
I ca®ort giueit vitall growth againe,
It needs muft wither. le (mell chee on the Tree.
Oh Balmy breath, that doft almoit perfwade
Tuftice to breake her Sword, Onemore, one more:
Be thus when thou art dead, and T will kill thee,
And loue thee after. One more, and that's the laft,
So fweet, was ne’re fo fagall. ITmuft weepe,
But they are cruell Teares : This forrow’s heauenly,
It firikes, where it doth love. She wakes,
D¢f. Who's there 2 Othello?

© Othel, 1 Defdemona,

Def. Will you come tobed, my Lord?

Oth, Haue you pray’'d to night, Defdemeon ¢

De¢f. 1my Lord.

Oth. Ifyoubethinke your felfe of any Crime
Vureconcil’d as yet to Heauen and Gracs,

Solicite for it firaight,

Def. Alacke,my Lord,
What may you mcane by thac ?

0:h. Well, doit,and be breefe, I will walke by :
I would not kill thy voprepared Spirit,

! No, Heauens fore-fend ) I would not kill thy Soule.

Def; Talke you ofkilling ?
Oth. 1,1 do
Def. Then Heauen'haue mercy onmee.

Osb-
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and eo:

Which 1{olou’d,
Def. Noby my Life,and Soule :

And aske him.
Sweet Soule, take heed,take he
\ Thon arcen thy death-bed,
|  Def, 1,butnotyet todye,
; Oth. Prelently.
Thercefore confefle thee freely of thy finne :
| For to deny each Article w*:lz‘hch
{ Cannot remoue,nor choake the firong Conception
g That ldo gronz withall, T"WL: arttod }?“
{  Def O Hnueni tie mercy onme.
Oth, 1fay, Amen,
!‘#r_f, And baue you merey too. I neuer did
“111‘*‘; neuer lou’d Caffio,
Bur generall warrantie of Heauen,
AsImightlous: 1 him Token,
uen I faw my Handkerchiefein's h

| Oh ced of Periury,

end you in'm
with{ueh gen

-

neuer gaye

(“w‘zﬂ; lwl- and.
| woman, thou do’{t [tone m)’ heart,
h ,h"“{}(jTD(L.

ta Sacrifice.

kes me call, what
'=H|r‘h Ithou
the H ,mg erchiefe.
. Hefound itthen :
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e it him: ?md,orhhn hither:
iim confefle a truth.

He hath-contelt
Def; What,my Locd ?
¢h. That he hath vs'd thees

.. How? vanlawfully ?

I

He will not fay {o

No : his mouth is E“Jmm'd :

Hone® Zago hath 'tane - order for
Def’ Oh,my feareinterprets. W
Oth. Had all hishaires binlines,m

Had tomacke forthem all.

18, he is berray’d, and I vndone.
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fhatis he dead ?
7 great Reuenge

17 es

s

Oth.Out'Scrampet
I

|  Def. Obacifhme,my Lord,but kill me not,
oth. D Strumpet
i);; [ ‘.:vr;'ow‘, ler me liue tonight,
Oth. Navy.ifyvou firiue,

| D T’wut'?'m te'an houre,

|  Oth. Being done, tlus:“r pawfe.

7 one \“ nrﬁ’(

weep ftthou forhim to my face?

7 hﬂ 7} fzpem o/ f Othello

‘!
m}- Lo ,{1-, my j,r,-, j‘
Oth .What noife is this? Not dead?not yvet quite dead Z‘E

I that am cruell, am yet mercifull, S o
I would net haue theelingerin thy paine? J
So,(o. ! 3
ot m-’/vw’: bine What hoa? my Lord ;my Lord? |

Oth, ho's there?

e Lmil, ('m good my Lord, Iwould {p peake 12 word |

\u,rh\rm

OH; Yes:'Ti
*Tislike {he (mur\rn"')chf:o[/”nlm ‘iﬁlth
The noife was hi ..”» Iaﬂl ne mote mﬂf)u*mw 3

Shee

1seLmilia: h“ and 3 ' dcarﬂ,
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Still as the f;mm Shall *}‘ e come in? Wer 1 gooed ?
[ thinke fhe ftirres
If fhe come 'n'-) F yee'l fure ‘p(‘ﬂ ¢to my wife:
My wife, my w ife : what wife ? I haue no wife.
Oh inm}lpmzahle ' Oh heavy houre!
Me thinkes, it {hould be now 2 "11‘z>€ Ecl ihf-C.‘
OfSunne, and Moone 3 and that th *“hwlucdi slob
Did yawne at Alieration.
e Lmil, 1dobe
That ] i may { peake with you, Oh
Otlk, 1 had for g ot the
Soft, by and by, let
|

Where art the

acaine, ]'\() k1’!:1r~;\ ﬂr()f;ﬂ’

ch you

"'")Oli mv! ord.

e :ch comein o Emilia.

r me (hF Curtaines draw.

u? What's the matter with thee now 2
Euter e £milia.

il. Oh my good Lord, yonders foule Murthers

done.
hat? now ?

Oth.
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fcis the very ::‘m:ofd}:“
hen fthe was wonr,
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A young Venetian, cal ;'d Re
Oth, R "fw‘u, &1 [I'd?and C
eLnil ,”,‘-:.’ Caffzo i‘!.:, 101 l\.i}

Ok, Not Caffio kill’d? Tl n JM irther’s out of tune,

And {fweet Reuene j[a.

Def. O falfe 1{ 'H-t?'xy eTlé‘J‘:\if--:‘Ea

eLmil. Alas! whatcryisthat?

Ots, That? What?

eEmil. Outand alas, that was my ‘La dies voice,

;I'“rL' ‘]F“n hoa, he! pe, Oh Ladie fj ne,

Sweet ;)r).’{ lerona .
J,)c',l’.' A
eLmil. Oh who hath done this d
Def body : I my {eife, farewell:

Commend me to my kinde L 1‘(\. : oh farewell.
Otb. Why howfhould {he be murdred ?
vEmil. Alis:who kﬂuwm ?

Oth. Youheare her { {ay her felfe, it was not 1,
e Emil in faid fo : I mug needs report the truth,
Oih, mc like 2 Liar gone to erlm.w I.cl

*Twas I chat l\::ll d her,
esLmil. Ohthe more Ant

er Diuell.s
Orh, She turn'd to Foilyr : and {he was a whore.,
vEmil. Thou do’ft bely her,and thou art a diuell,
Orh. She was falfe as water.
e£mil. Thouart ralh as fire, to fay

Fhat fhe was falfe. Oh fhe was heauenly true,
Oth. Caffio did cop her: Askthy midmn,p lfe.

O, I were damn’d beneachall depth in hell:

Bur that T did procecdwon i0ft grounds

To this excremicy. T hy Husband kaew icall,

eprowes |

H
i

il iy

ikJ“ ' ’]él,

rvs..w:’ut’mh.,; {pea k

guiltle(le death, I dye
ced?
“Jf)

of

xell (he, and you the black.
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yirr.,/ My husba ni'e Esm
Oth. . ThyH Husband.
e Ewmil, Thavthe wasfalfe:co Wedlocke?
Orh. 1,witl 1 Fﬁf had fhe bis true,
1f Heauen would J(c me fuchanother'world,
Of onc entyre and perfet-Chryfolite
1*1d not haue fold her for it.
Awil. f’l',? Husband?
Orh; 1,'twastre chat told meon her firk,
An honelt man-heis, and hatesche flime Oth

That ftickesion filshy deeds:
oEmil. My Husband ?
Oth. What needs thisitterance, Woman?
Ii'ay, thy Husband.
A mil. Oh 1#11!3(;.155
V illany hathimade mockes withlo
My Husband fay fthe was falfe?
0'!) He, Womanj;
I{ay thy Husband : Do't voderftand che word ?
My rrlmd thy Husband ; boneft,honeft Lago.
o Emil. Ifhe fay {0, may liis pernicious'Soule
Rot halfe a graine a day :/he lyes to'th’hearr;
She was too Lmd of her moft filthy Bargaine.
Oth. Hah? :
e£Emil. Dothy wotft:
This deede of thine is no more worth
Then thou was’t worthy her.
Oth, Peace,youn werebeft.
eEmil.Thou haft not halfe that powre to do me harm,
As1hauetobehurt. OhGulljoh dolt,
As ignorantas durt: thou hp"t done adeed
(I care not forthy Sword) Tle make thee known,
Though I loft vwenty liuess Helpe,helpe hioa, hc]pc :
The Moore hath kill’d my Miftris. Murther,murther,

I
1eanen,

y

Enter Montano Gratiano, and 1ago.

Ao, What is the macter? How now Geperall ?

e Emil. Oh,are you come,/4go : you have donewell,
That men mult lay mmr M urchidEs on yournecke:

Gra. Whatisthe mattér?

e£Emil. Difproue this Villaine;if thowbee’t a man
He fayes,thou told’ft hiny that his wife wis falfe:
I knowthou did'fl not : thou’tt not fuch a Villain.
Speake, formy heart is full..

Iago. Ttold'him whatI mour’ht,
And told no more
Then what he found himfelfe was apt,and titie,

e£mil. But did you cuer tell him, ‘
She wasfal{e?

Lago. T did.

oZmil, Youtold a Lye an odious damned Lye:
Vpon my Soule, 2 Lye; a wicked Lye.
Shee falfe with Caffie®
Did you fay with Caffie?

Iago. With Caffio, Miftr is?
Go mo; charme your tongue.

Emil, T1will not charme my Ton
I am bound tofpeake, -
My Mifiris heere lyes murchered in her bed,

All. Oh Hﬂthm,m.e*cml

Emil. Andyourtepeorts haue fet the Murder on.

Othells. Nny ftare not Mafters,
It is true indeede.

‘' Gra. *Tisaftrange Truth,
Mot O monfirous Acte,

oue

°
o >

it ek o,
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Villany, “i]';u:y: villadys
I thinke vpon’c, 'Ithi wc .i f‘*-» ;
I thought {o thcn
valhnv villany !
Iago. Whir, are youmad ? : '
I charge you gecyou home, :
Eml. GdDd(JCDEIi"““I" let mehaue leaué'to fpeake:
"Tisproper I obey him; butnornow :
Perchance fago,1 wil Ine’re go home.
Oh,oh,ch,
Emil, Nay lay thee downe;and roare ;
For thou haft kill'd the fivecteft iinocent,
That ere did lift vp eye.
Oth. Qh fhe was fowle !
I {carfe did know you Vinkle, there liés'your Neece,
Vhofe btcatnundcc:d) thefe hands hauen ewly i‘&eyp’d:
1 know this acte fhewes horrible and grim.
Gra. Poore Defdemon :
I am glad thy Father's dead,
Thy Match was mortall to him : and pure greefe
Shore his old thred in twaine. Didthe liuehow|,©

ile

-~

*This fight would make him do a defperate ttirne

Yea, curfe his better Angellfrom his fide,
And fall to ‘I\cprobmt::,
Oth. "Tis pittm: bur/cthnols'noweq
That fhe with Caffio, hath the At of thame,
A thoufand times commirtted. (,,-._[jw confellit,
And fhe did gratifie his mn,rous workes
W ith that Rec ogmzancﬂ and p edge oﬁ.ouc
Which 1firft gave her: Ifaw'icin his hand :
It was a Handkerci\;c&-,an Antique Token
My Fathier'gaue my Mother. ! St
Esmil, On Heauen ! oh eaaenly Powres ! !
lago. Come, hold your peace,
Emely *Twill out, twill out. [ peace?
No,I will fpeake as liberall'asthe North s
Let Heauen,and Men,and Diuels, let them all,”
IL,all, crie fhameagainft me, yet lle {peake:
lago. Bewife,2nd get you home,
Fmil, Twillner,
Gra. Fye,your Sword vpona Woman; <
Ewmil. Ohthou dell Moore,
That Handkerchiefethon i'pc'o.!-;’ﬁ of
1 found by Fortune, and did give my husband :
Foroften, with a folemne enmthncﬂc.
(More thén'indeed belong’d to fuch ’lTriﬂ&_)
H; begg'd ofme, to ﬂeuc t.
Iago. Villanous Whore,
Emil, She give it Caffio?No, alas1found it,
And I did giv'tmy Husband,
]rmo f El h, thou ye{’r
Emil. By Heauen [ do riot, T do not Gentlemen;
Oh murd'rous Coxcombe, what fhould fuch a Foole
Do with fo good 2 wife ?
Oth. Arethére no flones inHeauen,
But what {erues for the Thunder?
Precious Villaine.
Gra. The woman falles:
Sure he hath kill’d his Wife,
Emil. 1,1 vohlay me by my Miftris fide.
Gra, Hee's gone, but his wife’s kill'ds
Mon. *Tis a notorious Villain: take you this weapon
Which I hauerecsuer’d fromthe Moore
Come guard the doorewithout, lec himnorpa e,
Buc kill him'rather. 'Ileafterthat fame vslla.uc
For "tis 2 damied Slaue.

e
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Otk. Iamnot valiant neicher:
But euery Punie whipfter gets my Sword,
But why thould Honor out-liue Honefty ?
Letit goall.

e/Emil, What did thy Song boad Lady ¢
Hearke,canft thou heare me ? 1 will play the Swan,
And dye in Muficke : #illough, Willough, Willough,
Moore, fhe was chafte : Shelou’d thee,cruell Moore,
So come my Soule to bliffe,as I {peake true:
So fpeaking as I thinke, alas,I dye.

Oth. 1 haue another weapon in this Chamber,
It wasa Sword of Spaine, the Icc brookes temper :
Oh heereitis: Vokle I muft come forth.

Gra. Ifthouattemptir, it will coft thee deere;
Thou hait no weapon,and perforce muft fuffer.

Oth. Lookein vpon me then,and fpeake withme,
Ornakedas I am [ will affavlethee.

ra. Whatis the maceer?

Othel. Behold,I hauea weapon:
A better neuer did it felfe {uftaine
Vpon a Soldiers Thigh, Ihaue feene theday,
That with this little Arme, and this good Sword,
1 haue made my way through more impediments
Then twenty times your ftop. But (oh vaine boaft)
Who can controll his Fate ? 'Tis not fo now.
Be not affraid, though you do fee me weapon'd :
Heere is my journies end, heereis my bute
And verie Sea-marke of my vemolft Saile.
Do you go backe difmaid? *Tis a loft feare:
Man but 2 Rufh againft Othells's breft,
And he retires. Where (hould Otheflo go?
Now : how doftthoulooke now? Oh ill.Stare’d wench,
Pale as thy Smocke : when we fhall meete at comps,
Thislooke of thine will hurle my Soule from Heauen,
And Fiends will fnatch acit. Cold,cold,my Girle?
Euen like thy Chafticy. O curfed, curfed Slaue!
Whip me ye Diuels,
From the poffeffion of this Heauenly fight
Blow me about in windes, roaft me in Sulphure,
Wath mein fteepe-downe gulfes of Liquid fire.
Oh Defdemon ! dead Defdemon :dead. Ohyoh!

Enter Lodosico, Caffio, Montano, and lago,
with Officers.

Lod. Whereis thisrafh,and mo{t vnfortunate man?

Oth, That's he that was Orkello : heere Iam.

Lod. Whereisthat Viper?
Bring the Villaine forth.

Oth.11ook:down towards his feet ; but thac’saFable,
Ifthat thou bee’(t a Diuell, I cannot kill thee,

Lod, Wrench his Sword from bim,

Iago, 1bleed Sir,butnockill'd.
| Othel, T amuot forry neither, 11d haue thee liue :

For in my fenfe, 'tis happineflero die.

Lod. Oh thou Othello,that was once {o good,
Falnein the prachife of a curfed Slaue,
What fhall be {aide to thee,

Oth, Why any thing :
An honourable Murderer,if vou will s .
For nonghe 1did in hate, but all in Honour.

Led. This wretch hath pare confeft his Villany
-Did you and he confent in Caffio’s death,

Oth. 1,

Caf. Deere Generall T neper gave you;caule.

Oth. 1dobelgene ir, and I aske your pardon :
Will you,I pray,demand that demy=Dinell;

T he ﬁdg@dig of Othello | V

| Perplexed inthe extreame : Of one, whofe hand

| Where amalignant, and a Turbond-Turke

Why he hath thus enfnar’d my Soule and Body.

Zag.Demand me nothing: what you know,you know:
From this time forth, I neuer will fpeake wora,

Lod. Whar? not to pray? ‘

Gra. Torments will ope your lips,

Oth, Well,thou doft beft.

Led. Sir,

You (hall vnderftand what hath befalne,

(Which,as I thinke,you know net) heereis a Letter
Found inthe pocket of the {laine Rodorigo,

And heere another, the one of them imports

The death of C4/fie, to be vndertooke

By Rodorigo.

O:h. O Villaine!

Caffio. Moft Heathenifh,and moft groffe,

Lod. Now,heere’sanother difcontented paper
Found in his pocket too : and thisit feemes
Redorigo meant t’haue {ent this damned villaine:

But that (belike) Zage in theinterim
Came in, and fatis fi’d him.

Oth, Ohthoupernitious Caitiffe ;

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

Caffie. 1found it in my Chamber :

And he himfelfe confeft it but euen now,
That there he dropt it fora fpeciall purpofe,
Which wrought to his defire.

Othel. O Foole,foole,foole!

Caffio. There is befides, in Rodorigo's Letter,
How he vpbraides Zago, that he maae him
Braue me vpon the Watch : whereon it came
That I was caft : and euen but now he fpake
(Afterlong feeming dead) Zago hust him,

Jago (et him on,

# Lod. Youmuftforfake this roome,and go withys:
Your Power,and your Command.istaken off,

And Caffio sulesin Cyprus. Forthis Slaue,

If there be any cunning Crueltie,

That can torment him much;and hold himn long,

It fhall be his, You (hall clofe Prifoner ref},

Till thac the Nature of your faule be knowne

Tothe Venetian State. Come,bring away.

Oth, Softyou ;a2 word or two beforeyou goe
I'haue done the Scate fome feruice, and they know’t:
Ne more of that. prayyou in your Letters,

When you fhall thefe valuckie deeds relate,
Speake of me,as Tam. Nothing cxtenuate,

Nor fet downe oughe in malice.

Then muft you fpeake,

Of one that Jou'd not wifely, but too well:
Ofone, not ealily Iealious, but being wrough:,

(Like the bafe Tudean) threw a Pearle away

Richer then all his Tribe: Of one,whofe fubdu’d Eyes,
Albeit vn-v{ed to themelting moode,

Drops teares as faft as the Arabian Trees

Their Medicinable gumme, Set you downe this:

And fay befides, that in A/eppo once,

Beate a Venetian, and traduc’d the Stace,
I tooke by th’throat the circumcifed Dogge,
And fmoate him, thus,

Lod, Ohbloody period.

Gra. Allthatis fpoke,is marr’d.

Oth. 1 kiftthee, ereIkill'd thee; No way but this,
Killing my felfe, to dye vpona kiffe. Dyer

Caffeo.

4




the <N oore of Venice.
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For he was great of heart.

Zod. Oh SpartonDogge:

More fell then Anguifh, Hunger, or the Sea ;
Looke on the Tragicke Loading of thisbed :
Thisis thy worke:

Caf-This did I feare, but thoughe he had no weapon :

Letit be hid, Gratiano,keepe the houfe

And feize vpon-thé Fortunes of the Moore,

For they fucceede on you To you,Lord Gouernor,
Remaines th ¢Cenfure of this hellith villaine :

The Time, the Place,the Torture,ohinfarceit

My felfe will firaighr2boord,and to the State,

The Obie& poyfonsSight, This heauie A&, wn;h heauie heart relate, Exennts
FINIS.
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The Namcs ofthe Aétors, - | Sewators.
% x,y a Montano, Gosernour of Cyprue.
Tty
; Gmrlemm of Cy yprues.
Lodouico,axd , 1y
, Th Lo, the Mare. g Gratiano, two Noble Venetians
Brabam.o, Father to Defdemona, e
D - P2l e
" 268 Callho, an Honourable Lieutenant.
lagu a Villaine, Defdemona, #ife to Othella.
Rodorigo, 4gulld Gentlemans Amilia, wife to Iago.
Duke of Venice. Bianca, 4 Curtezan.
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