472 Ol HOESDOM O

Caf. Iago hath direétion what to do;
But, notwithftanding, with my perfonal eye
Will I look to’t.
Oth. Iago is moft honeft.
Michael, good night: to-morrow with your earlieft
Let me have {peech with you. — Come, my dear love,
The purchafe made, the fruits are to enfue;
‘That profit’s yet to come ‘tween me and you. —
Good night. [ Exeunt Othello and De{demona.

Enter lago.

Caf. Welcome, Iago; we muft to the watch.

Iago. Not this hour, lieutenant ; ’tis not yet ten o’th’ clock,
Our general caft us thus early for the love of his Defdemona :
whom let us not therefore blame; he hath not yet made the wanton
night with her: and fhe is {port for Fove.

Ca/. She’s a moft exquifite lady.

{ago. And, I'll warrant her, full of game.

Ca/. Indeed, fhe’s a moft frefh and delicate creature.

lago. What an eye fhe has! methinks, it founds a parley to
provocation.

Ca/. An inviting eye; and yet, methinks, right modeft.

{ago. And, when fhe {peaks, is it not an alarum to love ?

Caf. She is, indeed, perfe&ion.

Zago. Well, happinefs to their theets! Come, lieutenant, I

~ have a ftoop of wine, and here without are a brace of Cyprus -
gallants, that would fain have a meafure to the health of black

Ozhello.

Ca/. Not to-night, good Jago; I have very poor and unhappy
brains for drinking : I could well wifh courtefy would invent fome
other cuftom of entertainment.

Iago. O, they are our friends: but one cup; I’ll drink for you.

Ca/. I have drunk but one cup to-night, and that was craftily
qualified too; and, behold, what innovation it makes here. I
am unfortunate in the infirmity, and dare not tatk my weaknefs
with any more.

Lago.




