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For chriftian fhame, put by this barbarous brawl :
He that flirs next to carve for his own rage,
Holds his foul light ; he dies upon his motion. —
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the ifle
From her propriety. — What is the matter ? —
Honeft Iago, that look’ft dead with grieving,
Speak ; who began this? on thy love I charge thee.
Iago. 1 do not know ; friends all, but now, even now
In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom
Divefting them for bed : and then, but now, —
As if fome planet had unwitted men,
Swords out, and tilting one at other’s breafts,
In oppofition bloody. I can’t {peak
Any beginning to this peevifh odds;
And ’would in a&ion glorious I had loft
Thofe legs that brought me to a part of it!
O#h. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgot?
Caf. 1 pray you, pardon me, I cannot {peak.
Oth. Worthy Moutano, you were wont be civil :
The gravity and ftillnefs of your youth
The world hath noted ; and your name 1s great
In mouths of wifeft cenfure: what’s the matter,
That you unlace your reputation thus,
. And {pend your rich opinion for the name
Of a night-brawler 7 give me anfwer to it.
-~ Mont. Worthy Othello, T am hurt to danger;
Your officer Jago can inform you |
(While I fpare {peech, which fomething now offends me)
Of all that I do know : nor know I aught
By me that’s {aid or done amifs this night;
Unlefs felf-charity be fometimes a vice,
And to defend ourfelves it be a fin,
When violence affails us. :
Oth. Now, by heav'n,
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule,.

And paffion, having my beft judgment choler’d,
Aflays




