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and telling her fantaftical lies: and will fhe love him ftill for
prating ? let not thy difcreet heart think it. Her eye muft be
fed : and what delight (hall the have to look on the devil ?
When the blood is made dull with the aé of {port, there thould
be, again to inflame it and to give {atiety a frefh appetite, lovelinefs
in favour, {ympathy in years, manners, and beauties ; all which
the Moor is defeéive in. Now, for want of thefe requir'd
conveniences, her delicate tendernefs will find itfelf abus’d, begin
to heave the gorge, difrelith and abhor the Moor ; very nature
will inftru& her in'it, and compel her to fome {fecond choice.
Now, fir, this granted, (as it is a moft pregnant and unforc’d
pofition) wha ftands {fo eminent in the degree of this fortune, as
Caffio does? a knave very voluble; no further confcionable, than
in putting on the mere form of civil and humane feeming, for
the better compafling of his falt and moft hidden loofe affe&ion ;
a {lippery and f{ubtle knave, a finder of occafions, that has an eye
can ftamp and counterfeit advantages, though true advantage
never prefent itfelf. A devilith knave ! befides, the knave is
handfome, young, and hath all thofe requifites in him, that
folly and green minds look after. A peftilent complete knave !
and the woman hath found him already.

Rod. 1 cannot believe that of her; the’s full of moft blefs’'d
condition. "

Isgo. Blefs'd fig’s end ! the wine {he drinks is made of grapes.
If {he had been blefs’d, fhe would never have lov’d the Moor :
blefs’d pudding! Didft thou not {ee her paddle with the palm of
his hand ? didft not mark that?

Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but courtely.

Iago. Letchery, by this hand; an index, and obfcure prologue
to the hiftory of luft, and foul thoughts: they met fo near with
their lips, that their breaths embrac’d together. Villanous thoughts,
Rodorigo ! when thefe mutualities {o marfhal the way, hard at hand
comes the mafter and main exercife, th’incorporate conclufion:
pith! But, fir, be you rul'd by me. I have brought you from
Venice. Watch you to-night; for the command, I'll lay’t upon
you, Caffio knows you not: I'll not be far from you: do you
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