THE MOOR OF VENICE. 473

Iago. What, man! ’tis a night of revels; the gallants defire it.
Ca/. Where are they?
Iogo. Here at the door ; I pray you, call them in.
Ca/. Tll do’'t; but it diflikes me. [ Exit Calflio.
Iago. If 1 can faften but one cup upon him,

With that which he hath drunk to-night already,

He'll be as full of quarrel and offence

As my young miftrefs’ dog. —

Now my {ick fool, Rodorigo,

Whom love hath turn’d almoft the wrong fide out,

To Defdemona hath to-night carous’d

Potations pottle deep ; and he’s to watch

Three lads of Cyprus, noble {welling {pirits,

"That hold their honours in a wary diftance,

The very elements of this warlike ifle,

Have I to-night flufter’d with flowing cups,

And they watch too.” Now, 'mongft this flock of drunkards,

Am I to put our Gaffio in fome action

That may offend the ifle. But here they come,

If confequence do but approve my deem,

My boat fails freely both with wind and ftream.

S C E NE. X

Enter Caflio, Montano, and Gentlemen.

Caf. ’Fore heav’n, they have given me a roufe already.
Mont. Good faith, a little one: not paft a pint, as I am a
{oldier.

Iago. Some wine, ho!l [Tago fings.

And let me the canakin clink, clink, clink,
And let me the canakin clink.

A Joldier’s a man ;. o0y man’s life’s but a fpan,
Why then let a foldier drink. '

Some wine, boys.

Ca/. ’Fore heav’n, an excellent fong, |
Vor. VL. Ooo Iago.




